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THREE MEN

I.

There are many sol�tary graves am�d the woods of Kerschentz;
w�th�n them moulder the bones of old men, men of an anc�ent p�ety,
and of one of these old men, Ant�pa, th�s tale �s told �n the v�llages of
Kerschentz.
Ant�pa Lunev, a r�ch peasant of austere d�spos�t�on, l�ved to h�s
f�ft�eth year, sunken �n worldly s�ns, then was moved to profound self-
exam�nat�on, and se�zed w�th agony of soul, forsook h�s fam�ly and
bur�ed h�mself �n the lonel�ness of the forest. There on the edge of a
rav�ne he bu�lt h�s herm�t's cell, and l�ved for e�ght years, summer
and w�nter. He let no one approach h�m, ne�ther acqua�ntances nor
k�ndred. Somet�mes people who had lost the�r way �n the woods
came by chance on h�s hut and saw Ant�pa kneel�ng on the
threshold, pray�ng. He was terr�ble to see—worn w�th fast�ng and
prayer, and covered w�th ha�r l�ke a w�ld beast. If he caught s�ght of



any one, he rose up and bowed h�mself to the ground before h�m. If
he were asked the way out of the forest, he �nd�cated the path w�th
h�s hand w�thout speak�ng, bowed to the ground aga�n, went �nto h�s
cell and shut h�mself �n. He was seen many t�mes dur�ng the e�ght
years, but no man ever heard h�s vo�ce. H�s w�fe and ch�ldren used
to v�s�t h�m, he took food and cloth�ng from them, bowed h�mself
before them as before others, but, dur�ng the t�me of h�s anchor�te
l�fe, spoke no word w�th them any more than w�th strangers.
He d�ed the same year that the herm�tages of the wood were swept
away, and h�s death came �n th�s fash�on.
The Ch�ef of Pol�ce came through the forest w�th a detachment of
sold�ers, and saw Ant�pa kneel�ng, s�lently pray�ng �n h�s cell.
"You there!" shouted the off�cer. "Clear out of th�s, we're go�ng to
smash up th�s den of yours!"
But Ant�pa heard noth�ng, and however loudly the capta�n shouted,
the p�ous herm�t answered h�m never a word. Then the off�cer
ordered h�s men to drag Ant�pa out of h�s cell. But the sold�ers were
troubled before the gaze of the old man, who cont�nued �n prayer so
steadfastly and earnestly, and pa�d no heed to them, and, shaken by
such strength of soul, they hes�tated to carry out the command. Then
the capta�n ordered them to break up the hut, and they began to
remove the roof s�lently and very carefully, to avo�d hurt�ng the
worsh�pper w�th�n.
The axes rang over Ant�pa's head, the boards spl�t and fell to the
ground, the dull echo of the blows sounded through the wood, the
b�rds terr�f�ed by the no�se fluttered uneas�ly round the cell, and the
leaves trembled on the trees. But the old man prayed on as though
he ne�ther saw nor heard. They began to break up the floor�ng of the
hut, and st�ll �ts owner knelt und�sturbed, and only when the last
t�mbers were thrown as�de and the capta�n h�mself went up to Ant�pa
and caught h�m by the ha�r, only then d�d he speak, h�s eyes l�fted to
heaven, qu�etly, to God, "Merc�ful Father, forg�ve them."
Then he fell back and d�ed.



When th�s happened, Jakov, the eldest son of Ant�pa, was twenty-
three years old, and Terent�, the youngest, e�ghteen. Jakov,
handsome and strong, ga�ned the name of "scatter-bra�n," wh�le st�ll
a youngster, and by the t�me h�s father d�ed, was already the ch�ef
loafer and bully �n the country-s�de. All compla�ned of h�m—h�s
mother, the Starost, the ne�ghbours: he was �mpr�soned, he was
wh�pped, w�th and w�thout legal condemnat�on, but noth�ng tamed h�s
w�ld d�spos�t�on, and day by day he felt more st�fled and constra�ned
�n the v�llage among the p�ous people, busy and hard work�ng as
moles, scorners of every new th�ng, hold�ng fast to the precepts of
the�r anc�ent fa�th. Jakov smoked tobacco, drank brandy, wore
clothes of German cut, and went to no prayers or rel�g�ous serv�ces,
and �f decent folk admon�shed h�m and rem�nded h�m of h�s father,
he would say scornfully, "Wa�t a b�t, good people, all �n good t�me.
When I have s�nned enough, I w�ll th�nk of repentance. It's too early
yet; you need not hold up my father as an example to me—he
s�nned for f�fty years, and repented only for e�ght after all. My s�ns
now are noth�ng but as the down on the young b�rd, but when my full
feathers are grown, then I may th�nk of repentance."
"An ev�l heret�c," was Jakov Lunev's name �n the v�llage, where they
hated and feared h�m.
Some two years after h�s father's death, he marr�ed. The farm that
h�s father establ�shed by th�rty years strenuous labour, he had
thoroughly ru�ned by h�s spendthr�ft l�fe, and no one �n the v�llage
would g�ve h�m a daughter �n marr�age. But somewhere �n a d�stant
v�llage he found a pretty orphan-g�rl, and he sold a pa�r of horses and
h�s father's bee-farm, to ra�se the money to celebrate h�s wedd�ng.
H�s brother Terent�, a t�m�d, s�lent, humpbacked youth, w�th unusually
long arms, was no h�ndrance to h�s mode of l�fe; h�s mother lay s�ck
on the stove, and from there only called to h�m w�th hoarse
forebod�ng vo�ce, "Accursed one! Take heed to your soul. Come to
your senses."
"Don't worry yourself, my dear mother," answered Jakov. "Father w�ll
put �n a word for me w�th the Alm�ghty."



At f�rst, for close on a year, Jakov l�ved �n peace and content w�th h�s
w�fe, and even took to work�ng, but then began to loaf aga�n,
d�sappeared from the house for a month at a t�me, and came back to
h�s w�fe, worn out, bru�sed and hungry.
Jakov's mother d�ed; at the funeral, �n a drunken f�t he assaulted the
Starost, h�s old enemy, and was arrested �n consequence, and
�mpr�soned. H�s term of �mpr�sonment at an end, he reappeared �n
the v�llage, gloomy and �ll-tempered. The v�llage people hated h�m
st�ll more and extended the�r hatred to h�s fam�ly, espec�ally to the
s�lent, hump-backed Terent� who had been the sport of the boys and
g�rls from h�s ch�ldhood. They called Jakov ja�l-b�rd and th�ef, but
Terent�, monster and w�zard. Terent� endured �nsult and mockery
s�lently, but Jakov broke out �n open threats, "All r�ght, just wa�t a b�t,
I'll teach you."
He was close on forty years of age when a conflagrat�on broke out �n
the v�llage; he was accused of �ncend�ar�sm and sent, a pr�soner, to
S�ber�a.
Jakov's w�fe, who lost her reason at the t�me of the f�re, was left �n
the care of Terent�, and w�th her, her son Ilya, a boy of ten, sturdy,
black-eyed, and ser�ous beyond h�s years. Whenever the lad
appeared �n the v�llage streets, the other ch�ldren ran after h�m,
throw�ng stones at h�m, and the b�gger ones would shout, "Ah! the
young dev�l the pr�son brat, bad luck to you!"
Terent�, unf�tted for labor�ous work, dealt up to the t�me of the f�re �n
tar, needles and thread, and such small wares, but the catastrophe
wh�ch destroyed half the v�llage made an end both of the Lunevs'
house and Terent�'s whole stock-�n-trade, so that all the Lunevs then
possessed �n the world amounted to one horse and th�rty-three
roubles �n money.
As soon as Terent� found that h�s nat�ve v�llage would offer h�m no
way whatever to earn a l�v�ng, he entrusted h�s s�ster-�n-law to the
care of an old peasant woman at f�fty kopecks a month, bought a
r�cketty old cart, and placed h�s nephew �n �t, determ�ned to make for
the ch�ef town of the d�str�ct, where he hoped for some ass�stance



from a d�stant relat�ve, Petrusha F�l�monov, a servant �n a small
tavern.
Secretly and l�ke a th�ef �n the n�ght, Terent� left h�s home. He gu�ded
h�s horse s�lently, often look�ng back w�th h�s large dark eyes. The
horse trotted on, the cart jolted from s�de to s�de and Ilya nestled �nto
the hay, and soon slept the deep sleep of ch�ldhood.
In the m�ddle of the n�ght the boy was awakened by a strange
terr�fy�ng sound, l�ke the howl of a wolf. It was a clear n�ght, the cart
was stand�ng at the outsk�rts of a wood, and the horse moved round
�t cropp�ng the dewy grass. A great p�ne tree, �ts h�ghest branches
scorched, stood far apart �n the pla�n, as though dr�ven out from the
forest. The boy's eager eyes looked anx�ously for h�s uncle; but
through the qu�et n�ght from t�me to t�me the only d�stant sound was
the dull thud of the horse's hoofs, or the no�se of �ts breath�ng l�ke
heavy s�ghs, and the same myster�ous terr�fy�ng sound f�lled the a�r,
and fr�ghtened the lad.
"Uncle?" he called softly.
"What �s �t?" answered Terent�, at once, and the doleful sound
ceased suddenly.
"Where are you?"
"Here. Go to sleep aga�n."
Then Ilya saw h�s uncle, s�tt�ng on a mound at the edge of the wood,
l�ke a black tree-stump r�s�ng out of the earth.
"I'm fr�ghtened," sa�d the boy.
"What then—fr�ghtened? Why? there's noth�ng here."
"Some one was cry�ng."
"You've been dream�ng," sa�d the hunchback softly.
"No! truly, he was cry�ng."
"A wolf perhaps, far away. Go to sleep aga�n."
But Ilya could sleep no more. He was fr�ghtened at the clear
st�llness, and �n h�s ears the mournful sound st�ll rang. He looked



caut�ously at the country round, and then saw that h�s uncle was
gaz�ng �n the d�rect�on where, over the mounta�n, far �n the m�dst of
the wood, stood a wh�te church w�th f�ve towers, the large round
moon sh�n�ng br�ghtly above �t. Ilya knew that th�s was the church of
Romodanov, and that two versts from �t nearer to them, �n the wood
above the valley, lay the�r v�llage K�tschnaja.
"We haven't come far," he sa�d, thoughtfully.
"What?" asked h�s uncle.
"We must get on further, I sa�d, some one m�ght come."
Ilya nodded �n the d�rect�on of the v�llage w�th a look of hate.
"We'll get on presently," repl�ed h�s uncle.
And aga�n all was qu�et round about. Ilya squatted w�th h�s knees up
to h�s ch�n, supported h�mself aga�nst the front of the cart and began
to gaze �n the same d�rect�on as h�s uncle. The v�llage was not v�s�ble
�n the dense black shadow of the forest, but �t seemed to h�m that he
saw clearly every house and all �ts people, and the old wh�te w�llow
by the well �n the m�ddle of the street. Aga�nst the w�llow's roots lay
h�s father bound w�th a rope, h�s sh�rt torn to rags, h�s hands t�ed
beh�nd h�s back, h�s naked breast thrust forward, and h�s head as
though �t had grown to the w�llow stem. He lay mot�onless as a dead
man, and looked w�th terr�ble eyes at the peasants, crowd�ng before
the house of the Starost, There were very many, all angry, they
shouted, cursed h�m——. The memory troubled the boy, and a lump
came �n h�s throat. He felt he must soon cry for sorrow and the
coldness of the n�ght, but he d�d not w�sh to d�sturb h�s uncle, and
master�ng h�mself he huddled h�s l�ttle body closer together.
Suddenly a low wa�l sounded aga�n. F�rst a deep s�gh, then sobs,
then loud, unspeakable lamentat�on.
"Oh—oh! oh—oh—oh!"
The boy sh�vered w�th terror and stared round h�m. But the sound
qu�vered aga�n through the a�r and grew �n volume.
"Uncle! Is �t you cry�ng?" called Ilya.



Terent� ne�ther spoke nor moved.
Then the boy sprang from the cart, ran to h�s uncle, fell �n front of
h�m, clasped h�s knees, and burst �nto tears. He heard h�s uncle's
vo�ce broken by sobs.
"They've dr�ven us out—dr�ven us out. Oh! God! Where shall we go?
Where? oh!"
But the boy sa�d, swallow�ng down h�s tears:
"Wa�t—when I grow up—I'll show them—just wa�t."
He cr�ed h�s sorrow out and then fell asleep. H�s uncle l�fted h�m �n
h�s arms and la�d h�m �n the cart, but he h�mself went apart aga�n and
cr�ed aloud once more, lament�ng �n b�tter agony.

II.

Ilya remembered qu�te clearly �n after l�fe h�s arr�val at the town. He
awoke early one morn�ng and saw before h�m a broad, muddy r�ver,
and on the further s�de on a lofty h�ll a heap of houses, w�th red and
green roofs and tall trees w�th dark fol�age between them. The
houses crowded p�cturesquely up the slopes of the h�ll, and above
on the summ�t stretched out �n a stra�ght l�ne and looked proudly
down and away across the r�ver. The golden crosses and domes of
the churches stood out above the roofs up �nto the sky. The sun was
newly r�sen; �ts slant�ng rays glanced back from the w�ndows of the
houses, and the whole town blazed �n br�ght colour and gl�ttered �n
sh�n�ng gold.
"Ah! how beaut�ful �t �s. Look, look," sa�d the boy, half aloud, star�ng
w�th w�de eyes at the wonderful p�cture, and gazed �n s�lent del�ght
for a long t�me.
Then the anx�ous thought arose �n h�s m�nd, where he should l�ve �n
that heap of houses—he, the l�ttle, black-ha�red, touzled youngster,
�n worn breeches of hemp-l�nen, and h�s clumsy humpbacked uncle.



Would they even be adm�tted �nto th�s clean, r�ch, golden c�ty? He
thought that the l�ttle cart must be stand�ng st�ll on the r�ver's bank
just because no such poor, ragged, wretched folk m�ght enter the
town, and h�s uncle, no doubt, had gone on to beg perm�ss�on to
come �n.
Ilya looked for h�s uncle w�th troubled eyes. In front of the�r cart and
beh�nd �t stood many waggons; on one, wooden tubs full of m�lk, on
another great baskets of poultry, cucumbers, or on�ons, bark baskets
full of berr�es, sacks of potatoes. On the waggons and round about
them sat or stood peasants and peasant women, and they were
people of a strange k�nd. They spoke loudly w�th clear �ntonat�ons
and were not dressed �n blue l�nen, but �n clothes of gay-coloured
cal�co and br�ght red cotton. Nearly all of them wore boots, and when
a man w�th a sword at h�s s�de, a pol�ce off�cer or sergeant, went up
and down past them, they were not �n the least d�sturbed, and d�d
not once salute h�m, and that seemed very strange to Ilya; he sat on
the cart, star�ng at the l�vely scene, steeped �n br�ght sunsh�ne, and
dreamed of the t�me when he too should wear boots and a sh�rt of
red cotton. Far off, �n the m�dst of the peasants, uncle Terent� came,
as �t were, to the surface. He advanced across the deep sand w�th
b�g, conf�dent str�des, and held h�s head h�gh; h�s face wore an
express�on of ga�ety, and he sm�led at Ilya from a long way off, and
stretched out h�s hand to show h�m someth�ng.
"The Lord �s good to us, Ilya! Don't be fr�ghtened any more! I've
found uncle Petrusha stra�ght off. There—catch—get your teeth �nto
that!" and he held out a cake to Ilya.
The boy took �t almost reverently, put �t �ns�de h�s sh�rt, and asked
anx�ously:
"Won't they let us �nto the town?"
"They'll let us �n th�s very m�nute.... The ferry-boats w�ll come and
then we'll get over the r�ver."
"They'll take us too?"
"Of course, we can't stay here."



"Oh! and I thought they'd never let us �n—and where shall we l�ve
over there?"
"I don't know yet. The Lord w�ll show us the way."
"Perhaps we'll l�ve �n the b�g house there w�th the red——"
"Oh! you s�lly boy; that's the barracks where the sold�ers l�ve."
"In that one then—there—that one?"
"Hardly, �t's a b�t too h�gh up for us."
"That doesn't matter," sa�d Ilya, �n a tone of conv�ct�on. "We'll
manage to crawl up to �t."
"Oh you——!" s�ghed uncle Terent�, and d�sappeared aga�n
somewhere.
They found shelter, qu�te at the end of the town, near the market-
place, �n a b�g grey house; all round �ts walls leant outbu�ld�ngs of
every k�nd, some comparat�vely recent, others as old as the house
�tself, and of the same d�rty grey colour. The doors and w�ndows
were warped, and everyth�ng �n the house creaked and cracked. The
outbu�ld�ngs, the fence, the gates, everyth�ng was fall�ng to p�eces
together, and the whole formed a mass of half-rotten wood
overgrown w�th green�sh moss. The w�ndow panes were d�m w�th
age; a couple of beams �n the front wall bulged r�ght out, and
altogether the house was an �mage of �ts owner, who used �t as a
tavern. He, too, was old and grey; the eyes �n h�s worn face were l�ke
the glass panes �n the w�ndows; as he walked, he leant heav�ly on a
th�ck staff—ev�dently �t was not easy for h�m to carry h�s b�g paunch
—and he, too, creaked and cracked all the t�me.
Uncle Terent� establ�shed h�mself �n one of the countless corners of
the bu�ld�ng—�n a cellar, on a bench by a w�ndow open�ng on a
corner of the courtyard. In th�s corner lay a great rubb�sh heap, and
an old sweet-scented l�me tree stood there between two elder
bushes. It was three days after the�r arr�val before the propr�etor of
the house not�ced Ilya for the f�rst t�me, as he tr�ed to h�de beh�nd the
rubb�sh heap and stared w�th terr�f�ed eyes.



"Where do you belong, youngster? Hey!" he asked �n h�s creak�ng
vo�ce, po�nt�ng at Ilya w�th h�s st�ck. "How d�d you come here? Hey!"
Ilya bl�nked and sa�d noth�ng.
"Hullo, where does th�s youngster belong here? Send h�m off! out
w�th you, you rascal! Wa�t a b�t, I'll show you!—Hey!—Oh, you
scamp! What—you belong to the man who does the wash�ng up, do
you? Are you h�s son? Not? Oh! a relat�on are you? The
humpbacked rascal m�ght have sa�d he had a relat�on w�th h�m! Now
then, Peter, what are you look�ng at? The humpback has a relat�on
w�th h�m! What's the mean�ng of that? That won't do!"
The potman Petrusha put h�s red face out of the bar w�ndow open�ng
on the courtyard and shouted, shak�ng h�s curly head:
"He's only got the youngster for a l�ttle wh�le. Take, care Vass�ly
Dor�mendontytch—he's a poor orphan—I know about �t—but �f you
don't l�ke �t, he shall clear out at once."
When Ilya heard that he was to go away, he began to scream w�th all
h�s m�ght, then darted across l�ke an arrow and sl�pped through the
w�ndow �nto the cellar l�ke a mouse �nto �ts hole. There he threw
h�mself on the bench, bur�ed h�s head �n h�s uncle's coat and began
to cry, qu�ver�ng from head to foot. But h�s uncle came and soothed
h�m:
"No! No! don't be fr�ghtened! He only shouts l�ke that to make
pretence. He's go�ng s�lly w�th age; he �sn't the ch�ef person here—
�t's Petrusha. Petrusha settles everyth�ng here. Just be fr�endly w�th
h�m, be very pol�te to h�m! And as for the landlord—he doesn't count
for anyth�ng!"
In the early days that Ilya l�ved �n the house, he crept everywhere
and exam�ned everyth�ng. The place pleased h�m and aston�shed
h�m w�th �ts extraord�nary room�ness. It was crammed so full that Ilya
truly bel�eved more people l�ved there than �n the whole v�llage of
K�teshnaja, and �t was as no�sy �ns�de as �n a market place.
Both storeys of the house were used for the tavern, wh�ch was
v�s�ted by a constant stream of customers—wh�lst �n the att�cs lodged
sundry women apparently always drunk, one of whom, Mat�za, b�g



and dark, w�th a deep bass vo�ce, drove fear �nto the heart of the lad
w�th her w�ld, star�ng black eyes. In the cellar l�ved the cobbler
Perf�shka, w�th h�s cr�ppled, a�l�ng w�fe and h�s seven-year-old
daughter; also an old rag p�cker, "grandfather" Jeremy; a lean old
beggar-woman, called �n the courtyard by no name but "Screamer,"
because of her hab�t of shr�ek�ng out loud at all t�mes and seasons,
and the tavern cab dr�ver, Makar Stepan�tsh, a grave, s�lent man,
advanced �n years. In one corner of the courtyard was a sm�thy; here
from morn�ng to n�ght the f�re flamed, wheel t�res were welded,
horses shod, wh�le the hammers cl�nked and the tall s�newy sm�th,
Savel Gratschev, for ever sang long-drawn songs �n a deep,
sorrowful vo�ce. Somet�mes Savel's w�fe appeared �n the sm�thy, a
l�ttle round, fa�r-ha�red woman, w�th blue eyes. She always wore a
wh�te kerch�ef round her head, and by th�s wh�te head stood out
often qu�te strangely aga�nst the dark hollow of the sm�thy. She
laughed almost all the t�me a l�ttle s�lvery laugh, wh�le Savel ch�med
�n at t�mes loudly as though w�th a hammer stroke. But more often
h�s answer to her laughter was a k�nd of growl. Men sa�d that he
loved h�s w�fe pass�onately, wh�le she led a wanton l�fe.
In every cranny of the house there was some one, and from early
morn�ng to late at n�ght the whole place qu�vered w�th no�se and
outcry as though �t were an old rusty kettle �n wh�ch someth�ng
seethed and bo�led. In the even�ng all these people crept from the�r
holes �nto the courtyard, to the bench that stood by the house door;
the cobbler Perf�shka played on h�s harmon�ca, Savel hummed h�s
songs and Mat�za, �f she were drunk, sang someth�ng very strange,
very mournful w�th words that no one understood, sang and wept
b�tterly at the same t�me.
In one corner of the courtyard all the ch�ldren of the house crowded
�n a c�rcle round grandfather Jeremy, and begged h�m:
"Grandfather dear! Tell us a story!"
The old rag p�cker looked at them w�th h�s bleared red eyes, from
wh�ch tears constantly ran down over h�s wr�nkled cheeks, and then
pull�ng h�s foxy old cap further over h�s forehead, began �n a th�n,
quaver�ng vo�ce.



"Once �n a land, I don't know where, a heret�c ch�ld was born of
unknown parents, who were pun�shed for the�r s�ns by Alm�ghty God
w�th th�s ch�ld...."
Grandfather Jeremy's long, grey beard shook when he opened h�s
black, toothless mouth, h�s head nodded to and fro and one tear
after another rolled over the wr�nkles on h�s cheeks.
"And th�s heret�c ch�ld was altogether w�cked; he d�d not bel�eve �n
Chr�st the Lord, d�d not love the mother of God, always went past the
church w�thout l�ft�ng h�s cap, would not obey h�s father and mother."
The ch�ldren l�stened to the th�n, quaver�ng vo�ce of the old man and
looked s�lently �nto h�s face.
The fa�r-ha�red Jashka, son of the potman Petrusha, l�stened and
looked more attent�vely than all the rest. He was a lean, sharp-nosed
boy, w�th a b�g head on a th�n neck. When he ran, h�s head always
rolled from one s�de to the other as though �t would shake loose from
h�s body. H�s eyes were b�g and strangely restless. They sh�fted
anx�ously over everyth�ng as �f they were afra�d to rest anywhere,
and when at last they rested on anyth�ng they rolled oddly �n the�r
sockets, and gave the lad a sheep�sh express�on. He stood out from
the rest also by h�s del�cate bloodless face, and h�s clean,
respectable clothes. Ilya qu�ckly made fr�ends w�th h�m, and the very
f�rst day of the�r acqua�ntance Jashka asked h�s new playmate w�th a
myster�ous a�r:
"Are there many w�zards �n your v�llage?"
"Of course," answered Ilya, "several, and w�tches too—our
ne�ghbour could work mag�c."
"Had he red ha�r?" asked Jakov, �n a trembl�ng vo�ce.
"No, grey. They always have grey ha�r."
"The grey ones are not w�cked, they are good-hearted. But the red-
ha�red ones—ah, I tell you, they dr�nk blood."
They were s�tt�ng �n the prett�est, pleasantest corner of the courtyard
beh�nd the rubb�sh heap under the l�me tree and the elder bushes. It
was reached through a narrow crack between the sheds and the



house; �t was always qu�et there, and noth�ng could be seen but the
sky over the�r heads and the house wall w�th three w�ndows, two of
them boarded up. It became the favour�te corner of the two fr�ends.
The sparrows hopped tw�tter�ng about the l�me-tree branches, and
the boys sat on the ground at �ts root and chattered of everyth�ng
that �nterested them.
All day long before Ilya's eyes wh�rled a great, gay someth�ng, no�sy
and shout�ng, that bl�nded and deafened h�m. At f�rst he was qu�te
confused by the w�ld pell-mell of th�s l�fe. In the bar Ilya would often
stand by the table where uncle Terent�, dr�pp�ng w�th sweat, and wet
w�th water, r�nsed the d�shes and glasses and saw how people
came, and ate, and drank, shouted and sang, k�ssed and fought.
They were covered w�th sweat, d�rty and t�red; clouds of tobacco
smoke enwrapped them, and �n th�s fog they r�oted l�ke madmen.
"Hullo!" h�s uncle would say to h�m, wh�le h�s humpback shook, and
he bustled unceas�ngly w�th the glasses. "What do you want here?
Get along �nto the yard, else the landlord w�ll see you and p�tch �nto
you."
Deafened w�th the no�se of the bar, Ilya betook h�mself to the
courtyard. Here Savel was str�k�ng great blows on the anv�l w�th h�s
hammer and quarrell�ng w�th h�s mates. Out of the cellar the jolly
song of the cobbler Perf�shka rang out �nto the open, and from above
came the scold�ng and shr�ek�ng of the drunken women. Savel's son
Pashka, called "the rowdy," was r�d�ng round the yard on a st�ck
shout�ng angr�ly to h�s steed: "Get on you dev�l." H�s round, pert face
was covered w�th d�rt and soot; there was a bo�l on h�s forehead; h�s
strong healthy body shone through the countless holes �n h�s sh�rt.
Pashka was the lead�ng bully and brawler �n the courtyard; tw�ce
already he had thrashed Ilya soundly, and when Ilya compla�ned
tearfully, h�s uncle shrugged h�s shoulders and sa�d:
"What can I do? You must bear �t. It'll pass off."
"I'll g�ve �t to h�m next t�me though, see �f I don't," threatened Ilya
through h�s tears.



"No, don't do that," sa�d h�s uncle dec�dedly. "You mustn't do that,
anyway."
"Then he may do �t and I'm not to?"
"He!—he belongs here, d'you see, and you're a stranger."
Ilya went on pour�ng out threats aga�nst Pashka, but h�s uncle
became angry all at once, and stormed at h�m, a th�ng that very
rarely happened. So the consc�ousness dawned �n Ilya, that he was
not the equal of the ch�ldren who belonged to the place, and wh�le
from that t�me he h�d h�s enm�ty to Pashka, he clung all the closer to
Jakov.
Jakov always behaved h�mself very well; he never fought the other
boys and seldom so much as shouted at them. Even �n the games,
he hardly ever jo�ned the others though he loved to speak of the
games the ch�ldren of the r�ch played �n the town park. Jakov's only
fr�end among the other ch�ldren of the house, except�ng Ilya, was
Mashka, the seven-year-old daughter of the cobbler Perf�shka.
Mashka was a d�rty, del�cate, s�ckly ch�ld. Her l�ttle head of black
curls fl�tted about the court from morn�ng to n�ght. Her mother sat
almost all the t�me �n the doorway lead�ng to the cellar. She was tall,
w�th a long pla�t of ha�r down her back, and sewed �ncessantly, bent
double over her work. Whenever she ra�sed her head to look after
her daughter, Ilya could see her face. It was a purpl�sh,
express�onless, bloated face—l�ke the face of a corpse. Even her
pleasant black eyes had about them someth�ng f�xed, �mmovable.
She spoke to no one, even to her daughter she used to beckon �f
she wanted her. Only very rarely she would cry �n a hoarse, half-
choked vo�ce:
"Mashka!"
At f�rst, someth�ng about th�s woman took Ilya's fancy. But later,
when he learnt that she had been a cr�pple for three years and would
soon d�e, he grew afra�d of her.
Once, as Ilya passed close to her, she stretched out an arm, caught
h�m by the sleeve and drew h�m, terr�f�ed, up to her.



"Please, please, my son," she sa�d, "be good to our Mashka! Be
good to her." Speech came from her w�th d�ff�culty, she struggled for
breath after �t. "Be—very good to her, my dear."
She looked w�th �mplor�ng eyes �n h�s face and let h�m go. Ilya from
that t�me took charge of the cobbler's daughter w�th Jakov, and
looked after her carefully. He l�ked to fulf�l the request of a grown-up
person the more, as most of them only spoke to h�m to order h�m
about. The men and women were always very harsh to the ch�ldren.
Makar, the coachman, k�cked at them, or struck them �n the face w�th
wet cloths �f they wanted to look on at the clean�ng of the carr�ages.
Savel raged at every one who looked w�th cur�os�ty �nto h�s sm�thy
and threw coal-gr�t at the ch�ldren. The cobbler flung the f�rst th�ng
that came handy at the head of any one who stood �n front of h�s
cellar w�ndow and blocked out the l�ght. Somet�mes they would str�ke
the ch�ldren for want of any other occupat�on or by way of play�ng
w�th them. Only grandfather Jeremy never struck them.
Ilya was soon conv�nced that l�fe �n the v�llage was far pleasanter
than l�fe �n town. In the v�llage he could go where he l�ked, but here
h�s uncle forbade h�m to leave the courtyard. In the v�llage there
were cucumbers and peas, or anyth�ng you l�ked, to eat on the sly.
But here there was no garden, and noth�ng to be had w�thout pay�ng
for �t. There �t was spac�ous and st�ll, and every one d�d just the
same work; here every one quarrels and f�ghts; every one does what
he l�kes, and all are poor and eat strange bread and are half starved.
Day after day Ilya dr�fted on, round about �n the courtyard, and �t
became dreary to h�m to l�ve �n th�s hateful grey house w�th the d�m
w�ndows.
One morn�ng at the m�dday meal, Terent� sa�d to h�s nephew w�th a
deep s�gh, "The autumn's draw�ng on, Ilyusha. Oh dear! that's when
the p�nch w�ll come for us, come w�th a vengeance. My God!"
He was s�lent for a long t�me, lost �n thought, look�ng sadly �nto h�s
d�sh of cabbage soup. The boy, too, was thoughtful. They both took
the�r meals at the table where the hunchback washed the d�shes. A
w�ld tumult f�lled the bar room.



"Petrusha th�nks you ought to go to school w�th your fr�end Jashka.
Ah—yes—�t's very �mportant. I see that �n th�s place be�ng w�thout
educat�on �s l�ke be�ng w�thout eyes. You're fa�rly lost! But you'll need
new shoes and new clothes �f you go to school, and where are they
to come from out of my f�ve roubles a month ... Oh God! �n Thee I set
my trust."
H�s uncle's s�ghs and sad countenance made Ilya's heart s�nk, and
he sa�d gently, "Come, uncle! We'll get out of th�s place!"
"But where," asked the hunchback gloom�ly, "where can we go?"
"Why not �nto the wood?" sa�d Ilya, gleefully exc�ted at h�s �dea �n a
moment, "grandfather l�ved ever so many years �n the wood you
used to tell me. And there are two of us. We could str�p bark from the
trees, and catch foxes and squ�rrels. You'll get a gun, and I'll catch
b�rds �n traps. Yes, and there are berr�es there and mushrooms. Shall
we go there uncle?"
H�s uncle looked on h�m k�ndly and sa�d w�th a sm�le:
"And what about wolves? and bears?"
"But we'd have a gun," cr�ed Ilya boldly. "I won't be afra�d of w�ld
beasts when I'm grown up! I'll strangle them w�th my hands! I'm not
afra�d now—not of anyth�ng. L�fe �s no joke here. If I am l�ttle I can
see that, and they knock you about here worse than �n the v�llage.
Yes! I can feel �t, I'm not made of wood. When the sm�th g�ves me a
whack on the head, �t s�ngs for the whole day. All the people here
look as �f they'd been beaten, even �f they do put on a�rs."
"Ah! poor ladd�e!" sa�d Terent� feebly, then put down h�s spoon and
went away—went very qu�ckly.
In the even�ng of th�s same day, Ilya sat on the floor bes�de h�s
uncle's table t�red out w�th h�s voyages of d�scovery �n the courtyard,
where there was never anyth�ng new. Half asleep, he heard a
conversat�on between Terent� and grandfather Jeremy, who came to
dr�nk a glass of tea at the bar. The old rag-p�cker had struck up a
fr�endsh�p w�th the hunchback, and always when he came from work
settled h�mself near Terent� to dr�nk h�s tea.



"It don't matter," Ilya heard Jeremy's creak�ng vo�ce, "only trust �n
God! See! Th�nk only one th�ng, God! You're just H�s slave, for �t says
�n the B�ble a servant! So make sure of that! God's servant, that's
what you are, and everyth�ng you have belongs to God; good or bad,
everyth�ng �s God's. He w�ll know how to dec�de for you. He sees
your l�fe. He, our Father, sees—everyth�ng.... And a glor�ous day w�ll
come for you when He says to H�s angel, 'Go down, my servant �n
Heaven and l�ghten the burden of my servant Terent�!' And then your
good fortune w�ll come to you—bel�eve �t—�t w�ll come!"
"I do trust �n the Lord, grandfather. What else have I left?" sa�d
Terent� gently. "I bel�eve �n H�m. He w�ll help."
"He? He w�ll never leave a man �n the lurch on th�s earth, I prom�se
you. The earth �s g�ven to us by God, to try us, to see �f we fulf�l H�s
commands. He looks down from above and g�ves heed. 'Ch�ldren of
men, do you love one another, even as I bade you?' and when He
sees that l�fe we�ghs heavy on Terent�, He sends a good message to
old Jeremy. 'Jeremy, help my true servant!'" Then suddenly the vo�ce
of the old man altered, t�ll �t was almost l�ke the vo�ce of Petrusha the
potman when he was angry, and he sa�d to Terent�:
"I w�ll g�ve you some money, so that Ilyusha can have clothes for
school. I'll g�ve you f�ve roubles. I'll scrape �t together somehow. I'll
borrow �t for you. But �f you are ever r�ch, you'll g�ve �t me back."
"Grandfather," cr�ed Terent�.
"Sh! Don't say anyth�ng! Bes�des you can let me have the boy, he
hasn't anyth�ng to do here anyhow. He can help me, �nstead of
�nterest on the money; he can p�ck me up a bone or a b�t of rag. I
shan't need to double up my old back so often."
"Ah! God bless you," cr�ed the hunchback w�th a shak�ng vo�ce.
"The Lord g�ves to me, I to you; you to the lad and the lad to the Lord
aga�n. So �t goes round the c�rcle, and no one of us owes anyth�ng to
the others. Hey! Isn't that good? Eh? Ah! my brother. I have l�ved
and l�ved and seen—seen, and have seen noth�ng but God.
Everyth�ng �s H�s, everyth�ng belongs to H�m, everyth�ng comes from
H�m and �s for H�m!"



Ilya went to sleep wh�le they talked. But next morn�ng early, old
Jeremy waked h�m w�th the joyful summons:
"Now then, up w�th you, Ilyusha, you're to come w�th me. So cheer�ly!
cheer�ly! rub the sleep out of your peepers!"

III.

Ilya's da�ly work arranged �tself fa�rly comfortably under the fr�endly
hand of old Jeremy. Every morn�ng he roused the boy early, and
from then t�ll late at n�ght both tramped round the town and collected
rags, bones, old paper, old �ron, scraps of leather, and anyth�ng else
of a s�m�lar k�nd. The town was large and there were many
remarkable th�ngs to be seen �n �t, so that at f�rst Ilya only half helped
the old man, wh�le he gazed constantly at the people and the
houses, marvelled at everyth�ng, and quest�oned the grandfather
unceas�ngly.
Jeremy was glad to chatter. W�th head bent forward and eyes
search�ng the ground he passed from courtyard to courtyard, tapped
the pavement w�th the �ron ferule of h�s st�ck, w�ped the tears from
h�s eyes w�th h�s torn sleeve or the po�nt of the d�rty rag bag, and told
all k�nds of h�stor�es to h�s small compan�on, w�thout ceas�ng, �n a
s�ng-song monotonous vo�ce.
"Th�s house belongs to the merchant Sava Petrov�tch Ptschel�n—a
r�ch man �s the merchant Ptschel�n ... h�s house �s full of s�lver and
crystal."
"Grandfather, dear," asked Ilya, "tell me, how does a man get r�ch?"
"He must work for �t, to�l for �t, that's the way. They work day and
n�ght and p�le gold on gold, and when they have p�led up enough,
then they bu�ld themselves houses and get themselves horses, and
all k�nds of belong�ngs, and everyth�ng the heart can w�sh, br�ght,
new th�ngs. And then they h�re clerks, and servants, and people who
work for them, and they rest and enjoy the day. When any one has



managed l�ke that, men say of h�m, he has become r�ch by honest
work. Ah! But there are some who grow r�ch through s�n. People say
of the merchant Ptschel�n, that he destroyed h�s soul wh�le he was
qu�te young. Perhaps �t �s only envy that makes them say �t, perhaps
�t �s true. He �s a w�cked man, th�s Ptschel�n, and h�s eyes look so
fr�ghtened, they are always wander�ng here and there as �f they
wanted to h�de. But perhaps �t �s all l�es, as I sa�d, that they tell of
Ptschel�n. It happens lots of t�mes that a man becomes r�ch all at
once qu�te eas�ly, �f he just �s lucky, �f fortune sm�les on h�m. Ah! only
God l�ves �n the Truth, and we men know noth�ng! We are only men,
and men are the seed God sows—gra�ns of corn, my dear boy! God
has sown them on the earth. 'Grow! and I w�ll see what k�nd of bread
you w�ll make!' That's how �t �s! And that house there belongs to a
certa�n M�tr� Pavlov�tch Sabaneyev. He �s even r�cher than Ptschel�n,
and he �s really a downr�ght sw�ndler. I know �t! I don't judge h�m, for
judgment �s for God, but I know �t r�ght enough—as a matter of fact,
he was overseer �n our v�llage, and robbed us all, cheated us!—God
had pat�ence w�th h�m for a long t�me, but �n t�me He began to make
up H�s account. F�rst M�tr� Pavlov became deaf, then h�s son was
k�lled by a horse, and just lately I heard that h�s daughter had run
away."
The old man knew everyth�ng and everybody �n the town and spoke
of them all qu�te s�mply w�thout mal�ce. Everyth�ng he told seemed to
have been pur�f�ed, as �f all h�s h�stor�es were cleansed �n h�s never
ceas�ng tears.
Ilya l�stened attent�vely wh�le at the same t�me he looked at the b�g
houses, and sa�d now and then:
"If I could only have half a look �ns�de!"
"You'll soon see �ns�de, wa�t a b�t! Learn d�l�gently and work! Wa�t t�ll
you grow up, then you'll soon see what �s �ns�de there. Perhaps
some day you'll be r�ch too. Learn f�rst to l�ve and to see. Yes—yes—
I have l�ved and l�ved and seen and seen. That's how I have ru�ned
my eyes. Now the tears keep flow�ng, and so I have grown so th�n
and feeble. My strength has flowed away, I th�nk, w�th my tears, my
blood �s all dr�ed up."



It was pleasant to Ilya to hear the old man speak of God w�th such
conv�ct�on and love. Through hear�ng h�m speak, there grew up �n h�s
heart a strong, �nv�gorat�ng feel�ng of hope for someth�ng good and
joyful awa�t�ng h�m somewhere �n the future. He was gayer and more
of a ch�ld at th�s t�me than when f�rst he found a rest�ng-place �n the
town.
He helped the old man zealously to rummage �n the dust heaps. He
found �t most exc�t�ng to burrow �nto these heaps of every k�nd of
rubb�sh w�th a st�ck, and spec�ally pleasant to see the old man's joy
when he made an unusual f�nd among the rubb�sh. One day, Ilya
found a b�g s�lver spoon �n a dra�n, and the old man bought h�m half
a pound of g�nger bread for �t. Then once he dug out a l�ttle purse
covered w�th green mould, w�th more than a rouble �n money �ns�de
�t. More often he found kn�ves, forks, metal r�ngs, broken brasswork,
pretty t�n boxes—formerly full of black�ng or p�ckled f�sh—and once,
�n the valley where the refuse of the whole town was unloaded, he
grubbed out a heavy brass candlest�ck qu�te un�njured. For every
valuable f�nd of th�s sort Ilya rece�ved some da�nty or other from the
old man as a reward.
Whenever Ilya found anyth�ng out of the common, he would cry out
gleefully: "Grandfather! Look! See here! th�s �s someth�ng l�ke!"
Then the old man would look anx�ously all round h�m and say �n a
warn�ng wh�sper:
"But don't shout so—don't shout for any sake!"
He was always anx�ous �f they made any unusual d�scovery, and
would take �t qu�ckly out of Ilya's hands and conceal �t �n the b�g
sack.
"Ha! Ha! I've hooked another b�g f�sh!" Ilya would cry, del�ghted w�th
h�s success.
"Be qu�et, youngster! Qu�et, my boy," the old man would say �n a
fr�endly tone, wh�le the tears ran and ran from h�s red swollen eyes.
"But look grandfather," Ilya would break out aga�n, "what a
tremendous b�g bone!"



Bones and rags d�d not exc�te the old man. He took them from the
bag, w�ped off the d�rt w�th wood shav�ngs and stuffed them qu�etly
�nto the sack. He had sewed for Ilya a l�ttle sack and g�ven h�m a
st�ck w�th an �ron po�nt, and the youngster was not a l�ttle proud of
th�s equ�pment. In h�s sack he collected all k�nds of small boxes,
broken toys, pretty potsherds, and �t f�lled h�m w�th joy to feel all
these th�ngs �n the bag on h�s back, and to hear how they rattled and
rustled. Old Jeremy made �t the lad's bus�ness to collect all these
tr�fles.
"Do you collect just these pretty th�ngs and carry them home. You
can share them w�th the ch�ldren and make them happy. God �s
pleased when a man makes h�s brothers happy. Ah! my son, all men
long for happ�ness, and yet there �s so l�ttle. So very l�ttle �n all the
world. So l�ttle that many a man never meets happ�ness all h�s l�fe,
never."
Ilya preferred rummag�ng �n the town refuse heaps to potter�ng about
courtyards. There �n the open space, there was nobody except two
or three old people l�ke Jeremy who searched the rubb�sh as he d�d.
In the courtyard, on the contrary, there was need of constant anx�ous
attent�on, lest a house servant should come out, broom �n hand, and
chase them away w�th angry words, or even w�th blows. Every day
Jeremy sa�d to h�s compan�on when they had searched for about two
hours:
"That's enough just now, Ilya, that's enough, ladd�e! We'll s�t down a
wh�le and rest, and have a b�t to eat."
He took a p�ece of bread out of h�s pocket, made the s�gn of the
cross over �t, and d�v�ded �t. They both made a meal, and after
eat�ng, rested full half an hour, camped on the edge of the valley.
The valley opened on to the r�ver, and they could see the stream
qu�te pla�nly. It swept slowly past the valley �n broad, s�lver-sh�n�ng
streaks, and when Ilya followed the flow of the water, he felt �n h�s
heart a keen des�re to gl�de away w�th �t—somewhere, anywhere. On
the further s�de of the r�ver, the green, newly-mown meadows
stretched away and away, haystacks r�s�ng up among them l�ke grey
towers, and far on the hor�zon the dark jagged l�ne of the forest stood



out aga�nst the blue sky. A sense of rest and k�ndl�ness brooded over
the meadow lands, �nsp�r�ng the thought that a pure, transparent,
sweet-smell�ng a�r dr�fted over them, wh�le here �t was so suffocat�ng
w�th the reek of the rott�ng refuse; the stench of �t gr�pped the lungs
and �rr�tated the nose, and tears ran from Ilya's eyes as well as from
the old man's.
"See, Ilya, how great and w�de the world �s!" sa�d Jeremy; "and
everywhere �n �t there are men l�v�ng—l�v�ng and torment�ng
themselves—and the Lord looks down out of Heaven and He sees
everyth�ng and knows everyth�ng. All that a man so much as th�nks,
�s known to H�m, wherefore He �s also called by the Holy Name, Lord
God of Sabaoth, Jesus Chr�st. He knows everyth�ng, counts
everyth�ng, th�nks of everyth�ng. The spots of s�n upon your soul you
may conceal from men, but never from H�m. He sees all. He th�nks of
you. 'Ah! thou s�nner, thou m�serable s�nner! Wa�t, I must chast�se
thee.' And when the t�me comes, then He pun�shes—pun�shes you
gr�evously! He gave command to men, 'Love ye one another,' and
He has so ordered �t that he who does not love h�s fellow-men �s
loved by no one. Such men l�ve lonely �n the world and the�r lot �s
heavy, and they have no gladness."
Ilya lay on h�s back, and looked up �nto the blue sky, whose l�m�ts he
could not determ�ne. Melancholy and sleep�ness fell on h�m, vague,
confused p�ctures dr�fted before h�s soul. It seemed to h�m as �f far
above �n the sky, there hovered a m�ghty be�ng, transparently clear,
gentle and comfort�ng, at once good and powerful, and that he, the
l�ttle boy, m�ght ra�se h�mself, w�th the old grandfather Jeremy and
the whole earth, up �nto the boundless space, the blue ocean of l�ght
and sh�n�ng pur�ty, and h�s heart was full of peaceful, qu�et joy. In the
even�ng, when they returned home, Ilya trod the courtyard w�th the
�mportant self-assured ga�t of a man who has completed a good
day's work. In the well-earned des�re for rest, he reta�ned not the
least pleasure �n such fool�sh th�ngs as other l�ttle boys and g�rls
del�ght �n. By h�s ser�ous demeanour and the sack on h�s back,
stuffed full of rare and fasc�nat�ng th�ngs, he �nsp�red a dec�ded
respect �n all the ch�ldren.



The grandfather sm�led �n a fr�endly way at the youngsters and
chaffed them:
"Here ch�ldren, see! the Lazaruses have come home aga�n. They
have hunted through the whole town and shoved the�r noses �n
everywhere. Run along Ilya, wash your face and come �nto the bar
for tea."
Ilya went to h�s corner �n the cellar w�th �mportant str�des, and a
crowd of ch�ldren followed h�m, keenly cur�ous as to the contents of
the sack. Only Pashka stood �n h�s path and asked h�m pertly:
"Hullo! Rag-p�cker! Show us what you've brought."
"You'll have to wa�t," answered Ilya w�th dec�s�on. "Let me have my
tea, then I'll show you."
In the bar, uncle Terent� met h�m w�th a fr�endly sm�le.
"Ha! Ha! l�ttle workman, back aga�n? Tramped yourself t�red, eh,
young'un?"
Ilya l�ked to be called a l�ttle workman, and he rece�ved the t�tle from
others bes�des h�s uncle. Once when Pashka had played some
pranks, h�s father Savel took h�s head between h�s knees and
thrashed h�m soundly.
"I'll teach you, you rascal! You'll play your tr�cks aga�n, w�ll you? Take
that then—and that—and one more! Other ch�ldren no older than you
earn the�r own bread, and you can do noth�ng—noth�ng but stuff
yourself and tear your clothes!"
Pashka screamed t�ll the whole house rang, and k�cked hard wh�le
the rope's end wh�stled about h�s back. At f�rst Ilya heard h�s enemy's
cr�es of pa�n w�th a certa�n sense of sat�sfact�on, and at the same
t�me the words of the sm�th, wh�ch he took to h�mself, f�lled h�m w�th
a consc�ousness of h�s super�or�ty to Pashka. Then the thought
roused compass�on �n h�m for the v�ct�m.
"Uncle Savel, please stop!" he called out suddenly. "Uncle Savel!"
The sm�th gave h�s son one cut more, then looked at Ilya and sa�d
crossly:



"Shut up! You! Speak up for h�m, w�ll you? Look out for yourself!"
Then he swung h�s son on to one s�de and went �nto the sm�thy.
Pashka got on to h�s feet and tottered w�th waver�ng steps �nto a
dark corner of the courtyard. Ilya followed h�m p�ty�ngly. Pashka knelt
down �n the corner, pressed h�s head aga�nst the fence and began to
scream more loudly than ever, rubb�ng h�s back w�th h�s hands. Ilya
felt a w�sh to say someth�ng fr�endly to h�s humbled enemy; presently
he asked:
"Does �t hurt much?"
"Get away! Get out!" screamed Pashka.
The �ll-tempered tone angered Ilya, and he sa�d �n a pr�m way:
"You used to be always knock�ng the others about, and now——"
Before he could f�n�sh Pashka flung h�mself upon h�m and dragged
h�m to the ground. Ilya was �mmed�ately f�lled w�th rage, gr�pped fast
hold of h�s antagon�st and both rolled on the earth �n a knot. Pashka
b�t and scratched wh�le Ilya, w�th h�s hand tw�sted f�rmly �n h�s
adversary's ha�r, bumped h�s head v�gorously aga�nst the ground t�ll
Pashka cr�ed:
"Let go!"
"There! you see!" sa�d Ilya, proud of h�s v�ctory, as he got on to h�s
feet, "you see, I'm stronger than you. So don't try that game on me
aga�n, unless you want another l�ck�ng!"
He walked off w�p�ng the blood from h�s scratched face w�th h�s
sleeve. The sm�th was stand�ng �n the m�ddle of the yard w�th
lower�ng brows. When Ilya saw h�m, he sh�vered and stood st�ll,
conv�nced that the sm�th would take vengeance on h�m for Pashka's
defeat. But the sm�th only shrugged h�s shoulders and sa�d: "Now
then, what are you glower�ng at? Never seen me before? Get along
w�th you!"
But the same even�ng as Ilya stepped through the door, he met
Savel aga�n; the sm�th fl�pped h�m l�ghtly on the head w�th h�s f�nger
and sa�d sm�l�ng:



"Hullo! young dust-grubber, how goes bus�ness? Eh?"
Ilya g�ggled happ�ly; he was del�ghted. The gloomy sm�th, the
strongest man �n the yard, who �nsp�red every one w�th fear and
respect had joked w�th h�m. The sm�th gr�pped the lad's shoulder
w�th h�s �ron hand, and �ncreased h�s del�ght st�ll further by say�ng:
"Eh, you're a sturdy youngster! It's not so easy to bowl you over.
When you grow a b�t I'll take you on �n the sm�thy."
Ilya caught the sm�th round h�s huge th�gh and pressed aga�nst h�m.
The g�ant must have felt the tumultuous beat�ng of that l�ttle heart,
that h�s clumsy k�ndness had set go�ng. He la�d a heavy hand on
Ilya's head, and after a moment's s�lence sa�d �n h�s deep vo�ce:
"Ah! poor motherless lad. There! there!"
Beam�ng w�th happ�ness, Ilya set to at h�s usual even�ng's task, the
d�str�but�on of the treasures he had collected �n the day. The ch�ldren
had been wa�t�ng for h�m for ever so long. They sat �n a c�rcle on the
ground about h�m and gazed w�th greedy eyes at the d�rty sack. Ilya
fetched out of the bag a couple of str�ps of cal�co, a wooden sold�er,
bleached by w�nd and weather, a black�ng pot, a pomade box, and a
teacup w�th a broken r�m and no handle:
"That �s for me!—for me—for me!" came the ch�ldren's vo�ces, and
from all s�des l�ttle d�rty hands caught at the rare treasures.
"Wa�t! Wa�t! No grabb�ng!" commanded Ilya. "Do you call that play�ng
fa�r �f you all snatch at once? Now then, I'll open the shop. F�rst, I'll
sell th�s p�ece of cal�co, qu�te wonderful cal�co, the pr�ce �s half a
rouble. Mashka, buy �t!"
"It's bought," shouted Jakov �nstead of the cobbler's daughter, and
drew out of h�s pocket a potsherd he had held �n read�ness and
pressed �t �nto the merchant's hand. But Ilya would not take �t. "What
sort of a game's that? You must barga�n—my goodness! You never
barga�n. In the market you must barga�n!"
"I forgot," Jakov excused h�mself, and now began an obst�nate
haggl�ng. Seller and buyers grew w�ldly exc�ted, and wh�le they



chaffered, Pashka qu�ckly snatched what he wanted out of the heap,
and ran off, danc�ng and shout�ng �n mockery:
"Ha! ha! I've got �t! I've got �t! You sleepyheads, you s�lly duffers!"
At f�rst Pashka's th�ev�sh ways enraged all the ch�ldren. The l�ttle
ones cr�ed and howled, wh�le Jakov and Ilya chased the robber, but
usually w�thout success. By degrees they became accustomed to h�s
knavery, looked for noth�ng better from h�m and pa�d h�m out by
refus�ng angr�ly to play w�th h�m. Pashka l�ved for h�mself, and
thought of noth�ng but how to play h�s ev�l tr�cks. The b�g-headed
Jakov, on the other hand, was a k�nd of nursema�d for the curly-
ha�red daughter of the cobbler. She took h�s care for her �nterest as
someth�ng qu�te natural, and �f she called h�m always coax�ngly
"Jashetschka," she also scratched and struck h�m fa�rly often.
Jakov's fr�endsh�p w�th Ilya grew from day to day and he was always
tell�ng h�s fr�end h�s most wonderful dreams.
"I dreamed last n�ght that I had a heap of money—br�ght roubles, a
whole sackful, and I carr�ed the sack �nto the wood on my back.
Then all at once some robbers came at me w�th kn�ves—horr�ble! I
ran away, of course, and then �n a m�nute the sack seemed al�ve. I
threw �t away and—you'll never guess—all sorts of b�rds flew out of
�t. Wh�rr! Wh�rr! S�sk�ns and t�ts and f�nches, oh such a tremendous
lot! They l�fted me up and carr�ed me through the a�r—h�gh, ever so
h�gh."
He broke off and looked at Ilya w�th h�s prom�nent eyes, wh�le a
sheep�sh look came �nto h�s face.
"Well, what next?" Ilya prompted h�m, eager to hear the end.
"Oh! I flew r�ght away," Jakov ended h�s tale thoughtfully.
"But where?"
"Where? Oh—just—just r�ght away."
"Oh you!" sa�d Ilya d�sappo�nted and contemptuous. "You never
remember anyth�ng."
Grandfather Jeremy came out from the bar and called, shad�ng h�s
eyes w�th h�s hand:



"Ilyusha! Where are you? Come to bed �t's gett�ng late."
Ilya followed the old man obed�ently and went to h�s bed, made of a
sack full of hay. He slept soundly on h�s sack, and l�ved happ�ly w�th
the old rag-p�cker, but all too fast th�s pleasant easy l�fe sl�pped
away.

IV.

Grandfather Jeremy kept h�s word; he bought Ilya a pa�r of boots, a
th�ck heavy coat and a cap, and thus equ�pped, the youngster was
sent to school. Full at once of cur�os�ty and anx�ety he went, and
gloomy and s�ck, w�th tears �n h�s eyes he came home. The boys had
recogn�sed h�m as old Jeremy's compan�on and had jeered at h�m �n
chorus:
"Rag-p�cker! St�nk�ng rag-p�cker!"
Some p�nched h�m, others put the�r tongues out at h�m, and one
spec�ally �mpudent boy went up to h�m, sn�ffed the a�r, and shouted,
turn�ng away w�th a gr�mace of d�sgust:
"Ah! how beastly the lout smells!"
"Why do they laugh at me?" Ilya asked h�s uncle, full of wrath and
doubt. "Is there any shame �n be�ng a rag-p�cker?"
"No! No!" answered Terent�, strok�ng h�s nephew's ha�r, and try�ng to
h�de h�s face from the boy's �nqu�r�ng eyes. "They only do �t—oh just
—because they're �ll-mannered. Don't worry! Try to bear �t! They'll
soon have enough of �t, and you'll get used to �t."
"But they laugh at my boots, too, and my overcoat; they sa�d they
were odds and ends dug out of a rubb�sh heap!"
Grandfather Jeremy comforted h�m, bl�nk�ng �n a fr�endly way.
"Bear �t, dear lad! There's One w�ll soon make �t up to you: He!
There's no one else that matters."



The old man spoke of God w�th such joy, such conf�dence �n h�s
just�ce, as though he knew well all the m�nd of God, and was �n�t�ated
�nto all H�s �ntent�ons. And Jeremy's words rel�eved a l�ttle the boy's
feel�ng of heart-s�ckness. But the next day the feel�ng rose up �n h�m
stronger than ever. Ilya had become accustomed to regard h�mself
as a person of �mportance, a real workman. Why, Savel the sm�th
spoke �n a fr�endly way w�th h�m, and these school-boys laughed and
mocked at h�m. He could get no peace, no resp�te. Every day the
b�tter �nsult�ng express�ons of the school became more marked, and
drove deeper �nto h�s soul. The school hours were for h�m a heavy,
burdensome duty. He kept h�mself apart, held no �ntercourse w�th the
others. Through h�s qu�ckness of comprehens�on he attracted the
attent�on of the teacher, and be�ng held up as an example to the
others, h�s relat�ons w�th h�s schoolfellows became, �f poss�ble, more
stra�ned than before. He sat on the front bench, and never lost the
sense of h�s enem�es at h�s back. They had h�m constantly before
the�r eyes, and read�ly d�scovered anyth�ng about h�m that m�ght
appear r�d�culous. And they laughed at h�m all the t�me. Jakov
attended the same school and was at once tarred w�th the same
brush as h�s comrade. They usually called h�m "Muttonhead." He
was absent-m�nded, learnt w�th d�ff�culty, and was pun�shed almost
every day, but rema�ned absolutely �nd�fferent to all pun�shments.
Mostly he seemed hardly to not�ce what went on round about h�m,
and l�ved �n a world of h�s own, at school as at home. He had h�s
own thoughts, and by h�s odd quest�ons moved Ilya to aston�shment
nearly every day. For �nstance, he would say, casually, gaz�ng
med�tat�vely before h�m, "Tell me, Ilya, how �s �t that such l�ttle eyes
as men have can see everyth�ng? One can see the whole street, the
whole town; how can anyth�ng so b�g get �nto our l�ttle eyes?"
Or he would stare up �nto the sky and say suddenly:
"Ah! the sun."
"Well—what?" asked Ilya.
"How �t blazes away!"
"Well, what then?"



"Oh noth�ng. D'you know what I was th�nk�ng? The sun and moon
must be parents and the stars are the�r ch�ldren."
At f�rst Ilya pondered deeply over h�s odd say�ngs, but by degrees
these fanc�es began to worry h�m, because they took h�s m�nd off the
th�ngs that were happen�ng close to h�m. And there were many
th�ngs happen�ng, and the boy had soon learnt to take good heed of
them.
One day he came home from school and sa�d w�th scorn to old
Jeremy:
"Our teacher—ah!—he's a good one! Yesterday the son of
Malafyeyev the merchant, smashed a w�ndow, and he let h�m off
very easy, and to-day he's had the w�ndow mended and pa�d for �t
out of h�s own pocket."
"But see then, how good he �s!" answered Jeremy.
"Good? Oh yes—very good! A l�ttle t�me ago Van�ka Klutscharev
broke a w�ndow, and he made h�m go w�thout h�s d�nner, and then he
sent for Van�ka's father and sa�d: Here, pay me forty kopecks; and so
Van�ka got a l�ck�ng from h�s father—that's how good he �s!"
"You mustn't trouble over th�ngs l�ke that, Ilyusha," sa�d the old man,
bl�nk�ng nervously. "Try and th�nk that �t doesn't concern you. It's for
God to dec�de what �s wrong and not for us. We don't understand,
we can only f�nd out the bad th�ngs, and we're not qu�ck to see the
good. But He can we�gh everyth�ng. He knows the measure and the
value of everyth�ng. Look at me, I have l�ved so long and seen so
much and no one could count how much wrong-do�ng I've seen. But
I have never seen the truth. E�ghty years have gone over my head,
and �t cannot be �n all that long t�me that the truth has not come near
me. But I have never seen �t, I don't know �t."
"Ah!" sa�d Ilya doubtfully, "What's there to know �n th�s? If th�s one
must pay forty kopecks so ought the other, that's the truth."
But the old man would not agree. He sa�d many th�ngs about h�mself,
about the bl�ndness of men, and how they are not f�t to judge one
another r�ghtly, and how only the judgment of God �s just.



Ilya l�stened attent�vely, but h�s face grew darker and h�s eyes more
gloomy.
"When w�ll God come and judge us?" he asked suddenly.
"No man knows; when the hour str�kes, then He w�ll come down from
the clouds to judge the l�v�ng and the dead: but no man knows when
�t w�ll come to pass. But on Saturday we w�ll both go to the holy
serv�ce."
"Yes, let's go."
"All r�ght."
On Saturday Ilya stood w�th the old man on the church steps
between the two doors, w�th the beggars. Whenever the outer door
was opened, Ilya felt the cold a�r blow�ng �n from the street, h�s feet
were numbed, and he moved gently w�th short steps up and down on
the pavement. But he saw through the glass panes of the church
door how the candle flames made beaut�ful patterns of qu�ver�ng
po�nts of gold, and l�t up the gl�mmer�ng metal on the pr�est's
garments, the dark heads of the reverent mult�tude, the faces �n the
sacred p�ctures and the splend�d carv�ng of the holy shr�nes.
People seemed better and k�nder �n the church than �n the street.
They looked more beaut�ful too �n the golden candlel�ght that
�llum�nated the�r dark forms, stand�ng �n reverent s�lence. Whenever
the �nner door opened there streamed out on the steps the solemn,
deep-toned waves of song, warm, heavy w�th �ncense; gently they
wrapped the lad round, and he breathed �n the sweet-scented a�r,
w�th del�ght. It was good to h�m to stand there bes�de old Jeremy, as
he murmured prayers. He heard the glor�ous, solemn song that
flooded the house of God, and wa�ted �mpat�ently for the door to
open aga�n and let the loud, joyful sound sweep over h�m, and the
warm balsam-laden a�r cl�ng round h�s be�ng. He knew that up there
�n the church cho�r Gr�shka Bubnov was s�ng�ng, one of the worst of
h�s tormentors �n the school, and Fedka Dolganov, too, a strong,
quarrelsome lout, who had thrashed h�m more than once. But now
he felt no hate towards them nor des�re for revenge, only a l�ttle
envy. He would have l�ked to s�ng �n the cho�r and see the faces of



the people. It must be so beaut�ful to s�ng there at the m�ddle door by
the altar, h�gh above the people, and see the�r qu�et, peaceful faces.
When he left the church, he felt as though he had grown better and
was ready to be reconc�led to Bubnov and Dolganov and all h�s
schoolfellows. But on the follow�ng Monday, he came home from
school sombre and affronted even as before.
Everywhere, where men are gathered together �n any numbers,
there w�ll be one who �s �ll at ease among them, and �t �s not at all
necessary that he should be e�ther worse or better than the rest. The
�ll-w�ll of a crowd can be aroused by a lack of �ntell�gence or by a
r�d�culous nose. It s�mply chooses some one as the object of �ts
sport, �nsp�red by noth�ng but the w�sh to amuse �tself. In th�s case
the lot had fallen on Ilya Lunev. No doubt �n the course of t�me, he
would have ceased to f�ll the rôle that h�s comrades had allotted to
h�m, but now there came �nto Ilya's l�fe, events that shook h�s soul
profoundly w�th the�r terr�ble �mpress�ons, and so far lessened h�s
�nterest �n the school, that he became �nd�fferent to �ts small
unpleasantnesses.
The beg�nn�ng came one day when Ilya, return�ng w�th Jakov from an
excurs�on, not�ced a crowd �n the gateway of the house.
"Look!" sa�d Jakov to h�s fr�end, "they're f�ght�ng aga�n. Come along,
let's get �n qu�ck!"
They hurr�ed full speed to the house, and as they came �nto the
courtyard, saw that there were strange men gathered there who
called out:
"Send for the pol�ce! T�e h�s hands!"
Press�ng round the sm�thy was a dense crowd of men, s�lent,
mot�onless, w�th fr�ghtened faces. Ch�ldren who had crept to the
front, struggled away terr�f�ed. At the�r feet on the snow lay a woman,
w�th her face to the ground. Her neck and the back of her head were
covered w�th blood, and a pasty mass of someth�ng, and the snow
round about her was reddened w�th blood. By her lay a crumpled
wh�te kerch�ef and a pa�r of b�g sm�th's tongs. Savel crouched �n the
sm�thy door and stared dumbly at the woman's hands. They were



outstretched, bur�ed deep �n the snow, and the head lay between
them as though she had tr�ed to take refuge from h�m �n the earth
and h�de there. The sm�th's brows were drawn gloom�ly, h�s face
convulsed, h�s teeth clenched fast, the cheek bones stood out l�ke
great swell�ngs. He supported h�mself w�th h�s r�ght hand aga�nst the
door post, h�s black f�ngers moved qu�ver�ngly l�ke a cat's claws, and
except for h�s f�ngers he was mot�onless. But to Ilya �t seemed as
though h�s close-locked l�ps must open, and h�s m�ghty breast cry out
w�th all �ts strength. The crowd gazed w�thout a sound; the�r faces
were stern and earnest and though no�se and tumult f�lled the
courtyard, by the sm�thy all was st�ll and mot�onless.
Suddenly old Jeremy crept w�th heavy steps from the crowd, all torn
and covered w�th sweat, w�th trembl�ng hand he held out to the sm�th
a cup of water and sa�d: "There! dr�nk!"
"Don't g�ve h�m water, the murderer! It's a rope round h�s neck he
deserves," sa�d some one, half aloud.
Savel took the cup �n h�s left hand and drank—drank deep, and
when all was gone, he looked �nto the empty vessel and sa�d �n a
dull vo�ce:
"I warned her. Let be, you harlot," I sa�d, "or I'll str�ke you dead. I
forgave her—how many t�mes I forgave her. But she would not leave
�t—and so—now—�t has come to pass. My Pashka �s an orphan
now, look to h�m, grandfather. God loves you, look to my boy!"
"Ah! ah! you——" lamented the old man b�tterly and gr�pped the
sm�th by the shoulder w�th h�s trembl�ng hand, wh�le some one �n the
crowd called out: "L�sten to the v�lla�n! He talks of God."
The sm�th cast a terr�fy�ng glance on the bystanders and suddenly
roared l�ke a w�ld beast.
"What do you want? Off w�th you—all!" H�s cry fell on the crowd l�ke
a wh�p stroke. They reco�led from h�m w�th a dull murmur. The sm�th
rose up and made a str�de towards h�s dead w�fe, but turned at once
and made for the sm�thy, drawn stra�ght up to h�s full he�ght. All could
see how, there �n h�s workshop, he sat down on the anv�l, caught h�s
head �n h�s hands as though he suddenly felt an unbearable pa�n,



and slowly rocked h�s body to and fro. Ilya was f�lled w�th
compass�on for the sm�th; he walked away as �f �n a dream, and
wandered round the court, from one group to another, w�thout
comprehend�ng a word of what was sa�d near h�m. A great red sta�n
swam before h�s eyes, and h�s heart was oppressed w�th�n h�m.
The pol�ce appeared on the scene and d�spersed the crowd. Then
they arrested the sm�th and led h�m away.
"Good-bye—good-bye, grandfather," cr�ed Savel as he strode out of
the gate.
"Good-bye, Savel Ivan�tsch, good-bye, my fr�end," called out old
Jeremy �n h�s th�n vo�ce, hast�ly, as though he would hurry after h�m.
No one except the old man bade farewell to the sm�th.
The people stood about the yard �n l�ttle groups, speak�ng of the
event, and look�ng furt�vely at the place where the body of the
murdered woman lay under a coarse mat. In the door of the sm�thy,
where Savel had crouched, a pol�ceman now settled h�mself, p�pe �n
mouth. He smoked, sp�tt�ng to one s�de, and l�stened to old Jeremy
and looked at h�m w�th dull eyes.
"Was �t he, then, who comm�tted murder?" sa�d the old man, slowly
and myster�ously. "The power of darkness has done �t, and that
alone. Man cannot murder man—man �n h�mself �s good, and God �s
�n h�s heart. It �s not he who murders—do not bel�eve �t!"
Jeremy la�d h�s hands on h�s breast, as though to ward off someth�ng
from h�mself, and went on to make clear to the bystanders the
s�gn�f�cance of what had happened.
"Long ago the Dark One wh�spered �n h�s heart, 'K�ll her!'" he sa�d,
turn�ng to the watchman.
"Ah! Long ago, you say?" sa�d the other �mportantly.
"Long—long ago! 'She belongs to you,' he sa�d, and that �s not true;
a horse, that may belong to me, a dog may be m�ne, but a woman
belongs to God. She �s one of the ch�ldren of men. She has rece�ved
from God �n Heaven all her troubles and burdens, and bears them
even as we. But the Dark One never ceases to wh�sper, 'K�ll her, she



�s yours.' He longs that men should str�ve aga�nst God. He h�mself
struggles aga�nst God, and he seeks for compan�ons among men."
"But �t wasn't the Dev�l who used the tongs, but the sm�th," sa�d the
pol�ceman, and spat on the ground.
"But who put �t �nto h�s m�nd?" cr�ed the old man. "Remember that!
who put the thought �n h�s m�nd?"
"Look here," sa�d the pol�ceman, "what have you to do w�th the
sm�th? Is he your son?"
"No, No! Indeed."
"But you're related to h�m, eh?"
"No. I have no relat�ons."
"Well then, what are you so exc�ted about?"
"I—Ah God——!"
"I'll tell you," sa�d the pol�ceman roughly; "you chatter because you're
a s�lly old man. Now then, clear out!"
He blew a th�ck smoke cloud from the corner of h�s mouth, and
turned h�s back on the old man. But Jeremy was not to be kept back,
and spoke on qu�ckly, tearfully, gest�culat�ng w�th h�s hands.
Ilya, pale, w�th w�de eyes, had wandered about the court, and now
stood bes�de a group composed of the coachman, Makar, the
cobbler, Perf�shka, and Mat�za, and a couple of other women from
the att�cs.
"Before she was marr�ed even she used to carry on w�th the others,
my dear," sa�d one of the women. "I know well enough. Why, Pashka
�sn't Savel's son, h�s father was a teacher, who l�ved w�th Malafyeyev
the merchant—he was always drunk."
"You mean the one who shot h�mself?" asked Perf�shka.
"R�ght. She got herself m�xed up w�th h�m."
"All the same, he had no r�ght to k�ll her," sa�d Makar jud�c�ally; "that
�s a b�t too much. Suppose he k�lls h�s w�fe, and I k�ll m�ne, and every



one——"
"That would be jolly work for the pol�ce," sa�d the cobbler. "My old
woman's been no good for ever so long, but I put up w�th �t."
"Put up w�th �t, do you? you dev�l!" snarled Mat�za.
Even Perf�shka's cr�ppled w�fe had crept out of the cellar and sat
huddled up �n rags �n her usual place �n the doorway. Her hands
rested st�ll on her knees; she held her head up and gazed at the sky
w�th her dark eyes. Her l�ps were f�rmly pressed together, and the
corners of her mouth drawn down. Ilya looked f�rst at her dusky eyes,
then, l�ke her, at the sky, and thought to h�mself that perhaps
Perf�shka's w�fe saw the Lord God up there, and was s�lently pray�ng
for someth�ng.
By degrees all the ch�ldren of the house collected by the cellar door.
They pulled the�r clothes closer about them, and sat on the cellar
steps pressed close together, l�sten�ng w�th fearful cur�os�ty to what
Savel's son was tell�ng them of the cr�me. Pashka's face was
troubled, and h�s eyes, generally so saucy, looked uncerta�nly and
waver�ngly round about h�m. But he felt h�mself the hero of the day;
never had people pa�d h�m so much attent�on as to-day. Now for the
tenth t�me he retold the same h�story, and h�s tale sounded qu�te
�nd�fferent, qu�te unmoved.



"When she went away yesterday, father gnashed h�s teeth, and
raged more and more, and growled all the t�me. He pulled my ha�r
every m�nute. I soon saw someth�ng was up, and then she came
back. The house was shut up, we were �n the sm�thy, and I was
stand�ng by the bellows. All at once I saw her come nearer, and
stand �n the door. 'G�ve me the key,' she sa�d. But father took the
tongs and went at her. He went qu�te slowly—creep�ng slowly. I shut
my eyes, �t was awful. I wanted to cry out 'Run, mother!' but I
couldn't. When I looked aga�n, he was st�ll go�ng slowly towards her,
and h�s eyes burned! Then she tr�ed to go—she turned her back—
she tr�ed to run——"
Pashka's face qu�vered and h�s th�n angular body began to shudder.
He drew �n a deep breath, then breathed out aga�n, and sa�d:
"Then he h�t her on the head w�th the tongs."
A movement ran through the ch�ldren, who had not st�rred h�therto.
"She stretched out her arms and fell forward, as �f she were d�v�ng
�nto the water."
He stopped speak�ng, p�cked up a shav�ng, looked at �t carefully, and
threw �t away over the heads of the ch�ldren. They all sat st�ll, s�lent
and mot�onless, as �f they expected h�m to speak aga�n. But he sa�d
no more, and let h�s head fall on to h�s breast.
"D�d he k�ll her qu�te dead?" asked Masha �n her th�n, trembl�ng
vo�ce.
"S�lly!" sa�d Pashka, w�thout ra�s�ng h�s head.
Jakov put h�s arms round the l�ttle one and drew her close to h�m,
wh�le Ilya moved nearer to Pashka and asked h�m gently:
"Does �t hurt you?"
"What's that to do w�th you?" answered Pashka, crossly.
All the ch�ldren looked at h�m s�lently.
"She was always �dl�ng about," sa�d Mashka's clear vo�ce, but Jakov
�nterrupted her uneas�ly.



"Idl�ng? But th�nk what the sm�th was l�ke, always so cross and
grumbl�ng, enough to make any one afra�d, and she so l�vely, l�ke
Perf�shka—�t was dull for her w�th the sm�th."
Pashka looked at h�m and spoke solemnly and gloom�ly l�ke a grown-
up person.
"I always sa�d to her, 'Mother,' I sa�d, 'look out for yourself, he'll k�ll
you,' but she wouldn't l�sten. She always told me not to say anyth�ng
to h�m. She bought me sweets and th�ngs, and the sergeant gave me
f�ve kopecks every t�me—every t�me I took h�m a letter from her—I
got f�ve kopecks. He's a good fellow, and so strong, and he's got a
b�g moustache."
"Has he a sword?" asked Mashka.
"Rather," sa�d Pashka, and added proudly, "Once I drew �t out of the
sheath—my word! �t was heavy!"
"Now you're an orphan l�ke Ilyushka," sa�d Jakov thoughtfully, after a
pause.
"Hardly," answered Pashka angr�ly. "Do you mean I've got to go and
be a rag-p�cker? I should th�nk not."
"I don't mean that."
"I shall just l�ve as I l�ke," went on Pashka proudly, w�th h�s head held
up and h�s eyes sparkl�ng. "I'm not an orphan, I'm only just alone �n
the world, and I w�ll just l�ve for myself, my father wouldn't send me
to school, and now they'll put h�m �n pr�son, and I shall just go to
school and learn more than you."
"Where w�ll you get the clothes?" sa�d Ilya, and looked tr�umphantly
at Pashka, "you can't go there �n rags."
"Clothes? I w�ll sell the sm�thy!"
All looked respectfully at Pashka, and Ilya felt h�mself beaten.
Pashka observed the �mpress�on h�s words produced, and held
h�mself st�ll stra�ghter.
"Yes, and I'll buy a horse, a real l�ve horse, and I'll r�de to school."



Th�s �dea pleased h�m so much that he even sm�led, only a very, very
shy sm�le that fl�tted over h�s mouth and was gone �n a moment.
"No one w�ll beat you now," sa�d Mashka suddenly to Pashka, and
looked at h�m env�ously.
"He'll soon f�nd some one w�ll�ng," sa�d Ilya �n a tone of conv�ct�on.
Pashka looked at h�m, then spat to one s�de and sa�d,
"What do you mean by that? Just you try �t on w�th me!"
Jakov jo�ned aga�n �n the conversat�on.-"How strange �t �s, ch�ldren!
there was some one—walked about and talked—and so on—full of
l�fe l�ke all the rest, and one blow on the head w�th the tongs—and
that's the end."
The ch�ldren looked attent�vely at Jakov whose eyes stood out oddly
under h�s brows.
"Yes, I thought of that, too," sa�d Ilya.
"People say dead," went on Jakov slowly and myster�ously, "but then
what �s �t to be dead?"
"The soul has flown away," expla�ned Pashka mood�ly.
"To Heaven," added Masha, and looked up �nto the sky, wh�le she
nestled closer to Jakov. The stars were already flam�ng; one of them
a great br�ght star that d�d not tw�nkle, seemed nearer to the earth
than the rest and looked down on them l�ke a cold unmov�ng eye.
The three boys turned the�r faces upwards l�ke Mashka. Pashka
glanced up and at once sl�pped away. Ilya looked up long and
keenly, w�th an express�on of fear, always at the one po�nt, and
Jakov's b�g eyes wandered here and there over the deep blue
heavens as �f they were seek�ng someth�ng there.
"Jakov!" called out h�s fr�end, look�ng down aga�n.
"What?"
"I was th�nk�ng——" Ilya broke off.
"What were you th�nk�ng?" asked Jakov, speak�ng softly too.



"About the people here."
"What then?"
"How they——I can't bear �t. Here �s some one k�lled, and they all
run about the place and seem so busy and talk all the t�me; but no
one cr�ed, not one."
"Yes, Jeremy d�d."
"He always has tears �n h�s eyes. But Pashka, how he behaves—as
�f he were tell�ng a tale."
"It �sn't that, really. It pa�ns h�m, but he's ashamed to cry before us;
but now he's gone away, and �s cry�ng—as he's reason enough to."
Huddled close together, they sat st�ll for a m�nute or two. Mashka
had fallen asleep on Jakov's knees, her face st�ll turned to the sky.
"Are you afra�d?" asked Jakov very softly.
"A l�ttle," repl�ed Ilya, �n the same tone. "Now her soul �s wander�ng
round here. Yes—yes, and Masha �s asleep; we must take her �nto
the house, and I'm so afra�d to go away from here."
"Let's go together."
Jakov la�d the head of the sleep�ng ch�ld aga�nst h�s shoulder, put h�s
arms round her slender body and rose w�th an effort, wh�le he
wh�spered to Ilya, who stood �n the way, "Hold on, let me go �n front!"
He stepped down �nto the cellar, stagger�ng under h�s burden, wh�le
Ilya followed so close that he almost trod on h�s fr�end's heels. It
seemed to Ilya that an �nv�s�ble shape gl�ded beh�nd h�m, that he felt
�ts cold breath on h�s neck, and he feared every moment to be
gr�pped by �t. He touched h�s fr�end on the back and called to h�m �n
a barely aud�ble vo�ce:
"Go qu�cker!"

V.



Old Jeremy's health began to fa�l soon after these events. He went
out collect�ng rags more and more seldom, and stayed at home most
of the t�me, mov�ng langu�dly about the courtyard, or ly�ng �n bed �n
h�s dark cab�n.
The spr�ng came on, and as the sun's rays streamed down from the
blue sky w�th more warmth, the old man would s�t �n a sunny corner
and count someth�ng on h�s f�ngers �n an absorbed way, wh�le h�s
l�ps moved soundlessly. More and more seldom could he tell the
ch�ldren stor�es, h�s tongue moved w�th more and more d�ff�culty. He
had hardly begun to speak before a f�t of cough�ng stopped h�m.
Someth�ng rattled hoarsely �n h�s chest, as though �t wanted to be
free.
"Please go on," Masha would command, who loved stor�es beyond
everyth�ng.
"Wa�t—wa�t!" the old man would reply, draw�ng h�s breath w�th
d�ff�culty. "Wa�t—�n a m�nute—�t'll stop �n a m�nute."
But the cough would not stop, but shook the exhausted frame more
and more f�ercely.
Somet�mes the ch�ldren would go away w�thout wa�t�ng for the end of
the story; as they went they would look at the old man w�th a strange
sorrowful express�on.
Ilya observed that the rag-p�cker's �llness caused unusual anx�ety
both to the potman Petrusha and h�s uncle Terent�. Several t�mes a
day, Petrusha would appear on the steps lead�ng from the court to
the bar, take a look w�th h�s cunn�ng grey eyes at the old man and
ask:
"Now then, how goes �t, grandfather? Better, eh?"
He would swagger about �n h�s p�nk cotton sh�rt, h�s hands �n the
pockets of h�s w�de l�nen trousers, whose ends were tucked �nto
br�ll�antly pol�shed boots. He was always ch�nk�ng the money �n h�s
pockets. H�s round head was beg�nn�ng to go bald already above the
forehead, but there was st�ll a good th�ck tuft of fa�r, curly ha�r on �t,
and he loved to throw �t back �n a fopp�sh way. Ilya had never taken
k�ndly to h�m, and now h�s feel�ng of avers�on grew stronger every



day. He knew that Petrusha d�d not l�ke Jeremy. One day he heard
the potman g�v�ng Terent� �nstruct�ons concern�ng the old man.
"Keep an eye on h�m, Terent�! He's an old m�ser. He's got a pretty
store of cash sewed up �n h�s p�llow somewhere. Keep your eyes
open! He �sn't long for th�s world, the old mole; you're a fr�end of h�s
and he hasn't a l�v�ng soul left h�m �n the world! Remember that, my
boy!"
In the even�ngs Jeremy came �nto the bar to Terent� as before; he
conversed w�th the hunchback about God and Truth and the
concerns of mank�nd. S�nce he had l�ved �n the town the hunchback
had become st�ll more deformed; he seemed to have been bleached
by h�s occupat�on. H�s eyes had got a dull, shy express�on, and h�s
body was as though melted �n the hot vapours of the bar. H�s d�rty
sh�rt used to sl�p up on to h�s hump and leave h�s naked lo�ns v�s�ble.
All the t�me he was speak�ng w�th any one he kept both h�s hands
beh�nd h�s back, try�ng constantly to draw h�s sh�rt �nto �ts place, and
th�s hab�t gave h�m the a�r of try�ng to stuff away h�s b�g hump.
When Jeremy sat outs�de �n the courtyard, Terent� would come out
frequently on to the steps and look at h�m, and h�s eyes tw�tched as
he shaded them w�th h�s hand. The straw-coloured beard qu�vered
on h�s po�nted face as he asked the old man �n h�s weak vo�ce,
embarrassed as from a gu�lty consc�ence, "Grandfather! do you want
anyth�ng?"
"Many thanks. No—noth�ng. I don't need anyth�ng," the old man
would answer.
The hunchback turned slowly on h�s w�thered legs and went back
�nto the bar. But the old man felt h�mself grow�ng weaker every day.
"It'll soon be all over w�th me," he sa�d one day to Ilya, who was
s�tt�ng near h�m. "It's t�me for me to d�e—there's only one th�ng st�ll
——"
He peered round the courtyard m�strustfully and went on �n a
wh�sper:
"I'm dy�ng too soon, Ilyushka! My work �s not done. I haven't had
t�me. I've stored up money—money. I've p�nched and saved for



seventeen years; I wanted to bu�ld a church w�th �t. I meant to make
a temple for the Lord �n the v�llage—my home. Ah! there's need of �t
—such need for men to have a temple to God; our only refuge �s w�th
God. It's too l�ttle, all I've saved, �t won't do �t, and what shall I do w�th
what I have? I don't know. O God! show me the way. And the ravens
already flutter about me, and croak and smell a fat morsel. L�sten,
Ilyushka, I've got money; don't say a word to any one, but l�sten."
Ilya l�stened; he felt h�mself upl�fted as the sharer of a great
�mportant secret, and understood very well whom the old man spoke
of as the ravens.
A couple of days later when Ilya came back from school and went to
h�s accustomed corner, he heard strange sounds �n the old man's
room. It was l�ke some one murmur�ng—sobb�ng w�th a hoarse rattle
�n h�s throat, as though he were be�ng strangled. Every now and then
a wh�sper was aud�ble.
"Ksch! Ksch! Go away!"
Full of anx�ety the lad went to the door of the room, but �t was fast
shut. Then he cr�ed out �n a trembl�ng vo�ce:
"Grandfather!"
Beh�nd the door the only answer he heard was a pa�nful breathless
wh�sper:
"Tsch! Ksch! O Lord, have mercy—have mercy—have mercy!"
And suddenly all was st�ll. Ilya sprang back from the door, and
hes�tated a moment what to do; then he went to part of the wooden
part�t�on, and, qu�ver�ng w�th exc�tement, looked through a crack �n �t.
It was dark and obscure �n the old man's l�ttle room. The l�ght could
hardly penetrate the l�ttle d�rty w�ndow. The sound of a spr�ng shower
was heard, as the ra�n drops struck the pane and the water ran down
�nto a hollow �n the yard outs�de the w�ndow. Ilya looked closely �nto
the room and saw the old man ly�ng �n bed stretched out on h�s back
and f�ght�ng the a�r above h�m w�th h�s hands.
"Grandfather!" cr�ed the boy aga�n, full of terror.
The old man started, l�fted h�s head, and murmured aloud:



"Ksch! Petrusha—let �t alone, th�nk of God, �t belongs to H�m! I must
bu�ld H�m a temple w�th �t. Ksch! Go away! Off! you raven. O God! �t
�s Th�ne—Th�ne—guard �t, take �t for Thyself. Have mercy! have
mercy!"
Ilya sh�vered w�th fear and was unable to st�r from the spot. He saw
Jeremy's black, w�thered hands move feebly �n the a�r, and threaten
some �nv�s�ble person w�th h�s crooked f�ngers.
"See! �t belongs to God, don't touch �t!" and then the old man ra�sed
h�mself up and h�s ha�r br�stled. Suddenly he sat upr�ght �n h�s bed.
H�s wh�te beard qu�vered l�ke the w�ngs of a fly�ng dove. He stretched
out h�s arms, as �f to thrust some one away from h�m w�th a last
effort, and fell on the ground.
Ilya shr�eked and ran away. In h�s ears rang the wh�sper, "Ksch!
Ksch!"
He burst �nto the bar room and cr�ed breathlessly: "Uncle—he's
dead!"
Terent� gave an "Ah!" of aston�shment, then moved nervously up and
down, pull�ng at h�s sh�rt and look�ng at Petrusha beh�nd the bar.
"Uncle, go to h�m!—go qu�ck!"
"There, what are you wa�t�ng for," sa�d Petrusha, dec�dedly. "Go
along. God have mercy on h�s soul! He was a sturdy old man. I'll go
w�th you to see h�m. Ilya, you stay here. If anyth�ng �s wanted, fetch
me, d'you hear? Jakov, look after the bar, I shan't be a m�nute."
Petrusha left the bar room w�thout undue haste, putt�ng h�s feet down
no�s�ly. The two boys heard h�m speak aga�n to the hunchback
beh�nd the door:
"Get on—get on—you lout!"
Ilya was se�zed w�th a great fear, from all he had seen and heard, but
�t d�d not prevent h�m from see�ng qu�te exactly all that went on
around h�m.
"D�d you see how he d�ed?" asked Jakov, who had taken h�s place
beh�nd the bar.



Ilya looked at h�m and answered w�th another quest�on: "Why have
they gone there?"
"To look at h�m—you called them."
Ilya was s�lent. Then he closed h�s eyes and sa�d,
"It was awful. How he pushed them away!"
"Who?" asked Jakov, stretch�ng h�s head forward w�th cur�os�ty.
"The Dev�l," answered Ilya, after a short thoughtful pause.
"D�d you see h�m?"
"What do you say?"
"D�d you see the Dev�l, I say?" cr�ed Jakov, devoured w�th cur�os�ty,
go�ng qu�ckly up to Ilya. But Ilya shut h�s eyes aga�n and sa�d
noth�ng.
"Are you very fr�ghtened?" quest�oned Jakov further, and plucked
Ilya by the sleeve.
"Wa�t," sa�d Ilya, becom�ng myster�ous all of a sudden, "I'll go after
them for a m�nute, eh? But don't tell your father, w�ll you?"
"I won't say a word. But come back soon."
Spurred by susp�c�on, Ilya hurr�ed from the bar and �n a moment was
down aga�n �n the cellar. He stole, carefully, no�selessly as a mouse
to the ch�nk �n the part�t�on and looked through aga�n. The old man
was st�ll al�ve, he could hear the rattle �n h�s throat. But Ilya could not
see h�m; the dy�ng man's body lay on the floor at the feet of two dark
f�gures, that �n the darkness seemed grown �nto one enormous m�s-
shaped creature. Then Ilya saw how h�s uncle knelt bes�de the bed,
and held the p�llow wh�ch he was hurr�edly sew�ng up. He heard the
threads drawn through the stuff qu�te clearly; Petrusha stood beh�nd
Terent� and bent over h�m. He threw back h�s ha�r and wh�spered
angr�ly:
"Get on—get on! you abort�on! I always told you—keep needle and
thread ready! But no! you haven't even a needle threaded. Oh you!
S�lly fool! You've made a n�ce mess of �t—there—that'll do. God have



mercy on h�s soul! It'll do. What's that? Pull yourself together,
coward!"
The low wh�sper�ng of Petrusha, the gurgl�ng s�ghs of the dy�ng man,
the sound of the needle, and the monotonous rush of the water that
ran �nto the hole �n front of the w�ndow, all comb�ned �nto a dull no�se
beneath wh�ch Ilya felt h�s senses waver�ng. He left the wall, where
he had l�stened, and crept out of the cellar. A great black patch
wh�rled before h�s eyes l�ke a wheel, mak�ng h�m s�ck and g�ddy. He
had to cl�ng to the ra�l�ng as he cl�mbed the sta�rs to the bar room,
and felt h�s l�mbs drag heav�ly. When at last he reached the tap-room
door, he stood st�ll and began to weep. Jakov hurr�ed to h�m and
spoke cheer�ly to h�m. Then he felt a slap on the back and heard
Perf�shka's vo�ce, "Hullo! What's up? Speak up man! Is he dead?
Ah!"
And push�ng Ilya as�de, he ran down the steps aga�n so fast that they
shook beneath h�s feet. But at the bottom he stood on the last step
and cr�ed out loudly and compla�n�ngly:
"Ah! these sharpers!"
Then Ilya heard h�s uncle and Petrusha come up the sta�rs; he d�d
not want to cry before them, but he could not hold back the tears.
"Jakov," called Petrusha, "run down to the pol�ce stat�on; say the old
rag-p�cker has gone to h�s God—make haste!"
"Oh you," cr�ed Perf�shka, who had come up aga�n w�th them, "So
you've been there already, eh?"
Terent� passed by h�s nephew and could not look h�m �n the face; but
Petrusha la�d h�s hand on Ilya's shoulder and sa�d:
"Cry�ng, lad? Cry away! that's r�ght, �t shows you have a grateful
heart, and understood what the old fellow d�d for you. He was very,
very good to you."
After a wh�le he took Ilya by the hand and led h�m as�de say�ng:
"But you needn't stand r�ght �n the doorway, all the same."



Ilya w�ped away the tears w�th h�s sh�rt sleeve and let h�s glance
stray over the bystanders. Petrusha had gone beh�nd the bar aga�n
and was throw�ng back h�s curls. In front of h�m stood Perf�shka,
look�ng at h�m w�th a mock�ng gr�n. H�s face had an express�on as
though he had just lost h�s last f�ve-kopeck p�ece at p�tch and toss.
"Well, what's the matter, Perf�shka?" asked Petrusha as he drew the
dr�nk.
"Matter? Oh! Aren't you go�ng to g�ve me a fee?" he answered
suddenly.
"How d'you mean? For what?" asked the potman, �nd�fferently.
"Oh you scoundrel!" cr�ed the cobbler crossly, and stamped on the
ground. "My mouth's w�de open, but the roast p�geon �s not for me.
Well, well, that's done, anyhow. Here's luck, Peter Sak�nytsch."
"What's the matter? What are you jaw�ng about?" asked Petrusha
and sm�led as unconcernedly as he could.
"I only mean—I'm speak�ng qu�te s�mply——"
"Ah! you want a dr�nk, that's �t, eh?"
"Ha! Ha!" the cobbler's gay laugh sounded loudly.
Ilya tossed h�s head as though to shake off someth�ng and went
outs�de.
That n�ght he lay down to sleep very late, and not �n h�s corner of the
cellar but �n the tap room under the table where h�s uncle washed
the glasses. The hunchback made a bed there for h�s nephew, then
began to wash down the tables. A lamp burned on the bar, l�ght�ng
up the bulg�ng teapots and the bottles �n the cupboards aga�nst the
wall. In the room �t was dark. The black n�ght came close up to the
w�ndow; a f�ne ra�n pattered on the panes and the w�nd rustled softly.
L�ke a great hedgehog, Terent� crept about between the tables,
s�gh�ng frequently. Whenever he came near the lamp h�s f�gure threw
a great black shadow on the floor. It seemed to Ilya that the soul of
old Jeremy gl�ded beh�nd h�s uncle and wh�spered �n h�s ear:
"Ksh—Kshsh."



The boy was fr�ghtened and sh�vered. The damp atmosphere of the
bar oppressed h�m. It was Saturday. The floor was newly washed,
and smelt mouldy. Ilya wanted to beg h�s uncle to l�e down bes�de
h�m as soon as poss�ble, yet a pa�nful, perverse feel�ng held h�m
back from speak�ng. In h�s m�nd he saw the bent f�gure of old Jeremy
w�th h�s wh�te beard, and h�s fr�endly words rang �n h�s ears all the
t�me.
"M�nd my son—God knows the measure of all th�ngs—mark that!"
"Oh, come and l�e down!" Ilya burst out at last.
The hunchback started and looked up terr�f�ed.
Then he sa�d, softly, fearfully:
"What? Who �s there?"
"It �s I. Come and l�e down, I say."
"Soon—soon—soon," cr�ed the hunchback qu�ckly, and began to
tw�st about the tables l�ke a top. Ilya perce�ved that h�s uncle was
afra�d of h�m and thought �n the st�llness w�th a feel�ng of pleasure:
"R�ght—that's r�ght."
The ra�n drummed on the w�ndow panes and from all round came
dull sounds. The lamp flame fl�ckered up. Ilya covered h�s head w�th
h�s uncle's fur jacket and lay there hold�ng h�s breath. Suddenly
someth�ng moved near h�m. A paroxysm of terror se�zed h�m;
trembl�ng, he put h�s head out and saw Terent� kneel�ng on the
ground, h�s head bent, so that h�s ch�n touched h�s breast. And Ilya
heard h�m pray�ng �n a wh�sper:
"O Lord, our Father �n Heaven, O Lord——!"
The wh�sper rem�nded h�m of the death rattle of the old man. The
darkness �n the room began to move, the floor seemed to go round
and round, and the w�nd howled �n the ch�mney: "Hu—u—u——!"
"Stop that pray�ng!" called Ilya's clear vo�ce.
"What? What �s �t?" sa�d the hunchback half aloud. "Go to sleep, for
Chr�st's sake."



"Stop pray�ng," repeated the boy, command�ngly.
"Yes—yes. I'll stop."
The dampness and the darkness �n the room we�ghed more and
more heav�ly on Ilya, h�s breath�ng was oppressed and h�s soul was
f�lled w�th fear and sorrow for the dead old man, and w�th a deep �ll-
w�ll aga�nst h�s uncle. At last he sat up and groaned aloud.
"What �s the matter? What �s �t?" called out h�s uncle fr�ghtened, and
put an arm round h�m. But Ilya pushed h�m back, and spoke �n a
vo�ce choked w�th tears, but r�ng�ng w�th b�tter pa�n and horror.
"O God! If only I could go away and h�de from �t all. O God!"
He could not speak for tears. H�s breath�ng was laboured �n the
heavy a�r of the tap room, and, sobb�ng, he h�d h�s face on the floor.

VI.

Ilya's character underwent a great change as a result of these
exper�ences. Formerly �t was only from h�s school fellows that he had
held aloof, as he had never become accustomed to the�r behav�our
towards h�m or felt the smallest �ncl�nat�on to y�eld to �t. In the house,
on the contrary, he had always been frank and trustful, and had felt a
s�ngular joy, �f any one of the grown-up people took any not�ce of
h�m. Now, however, he kept away from every one, and grew ser�ous
beyond h�s years. H�s face wore an unfr�endly express�on, h�s l�ps
were compressed, he observed h�s elders w�th attent�on and l�stened
to the�r conversat�ons w�th a search�ng look �n h�s eyes. The memory
of all he saw on the day that old Jeremy d�ed we�ghed heavy on h�m,
and �t seemed to h�m that not only Petrusha and h�s uncle, but also
he h�mself was gu�lty before the old man. Perhaps Jeremy had
thought as he lay there dy�ng and saw h�s store r�fled, that he, Ilya,
had betrayed the treasure. Th�s fear had ar�sen �n Ilya qu�te
suddenly, but had grown �n strength and f�lled h�s soul w�th doubt and
tortur�ng pa�n. He locked h�s thoughts �n h�s heart and thereby there



grew �n h�m a m�strust of all the world, and as often as he not�ced
anyth�ng w�cked �n any one, h�s heart was a l�ttle eas�er, as though
h�s own gu�lt towards the dead were lessened thereby. And he found
so much ev�l among men and women. Every one called Petrusha a
hypocr�te and a l�ar, but all flattered h�m to h�s face, bowed
respectfully to h�m, and addressed h�m w�th hum�l�ty as Peter
Ak�mytsch. Every one called b�g Mat�za of the att�cs by a hateful
name; when she was drunk they all pushed or struck her, and once
as she sat below the k�tchen w�ndow, the cook poured a pa�l of d�rty
water r�ght over her, and yet they all took from her endless small
k�ndnesses and serv�ces, and gave her no thanks but foul names
and blows. Perf�shka would call her to watch h�s a�l�ng w�fe, Petrusha
would get her to wash down the bar room before hol�days for
noth�ng, and she was always mend�ng sh�rts for Terent�. She went
everywhere and d�d everyth�ng w�thout a compla�nt and very hand�ly,
tended the s�ck devotedly and loved to play w�th the ch�ldren.
Ilya saw that the most hard-work�ng man �n the whole house, the
cobbler Perf�shka, was looked upon un�versally as a r�d�culous f�gure,
and that no not�ce was taken of h�m except when he sat on the
bench �n the bar room w�th h�s harmon�ca, half drunk, or reeled about
the courtyard s�ng�ng h�s jolly l�ttle songs.
No one could see how carefully he carr�ed h�s cr�ppled w�fe up the
sta�rs, how he put h�s l�ttle daughter to bed, tucked her �n, and made
all sorts of droll faces to enterta�n her. No one not�ced h�m when he
taught Masha, w�th laughter and fun, to cook the d�nner and clean
the room, then settled to h�s work, s�tt�ng far �nto the n�ght bent over
a d�rty shapeless boot.
When the sm�th was taken off to pr�son, no one but the cobbler
troubled about h�s boy. But he took Pashka at once, and the unruly
lad waxed the thread, swept the room, fetched water, and went to
the shop for bread, kvass and on�ons. Every one had seen the
cobbler drunk on hol�days, but no one heard h�m next day, when,
sober once more, he excused h�mself to h�s w�fe:
"Forg�ve me, Dunya, I'm not really a drunkard, I only took a mouthful
to cheer me up. I work all the week—�t's very weary, and then I just



go and have a dr�nk, and——"
"But do I compla�n of you? My God, I'm only so sorry for you,"
answered h�s w�fe �n her hoarse vo�ce, that sounded l�ke a sob �n her
throat. "D'you th�nk I don't see how you slave? The Lord has put me
l�ke a heavy stone round your neck. If only I could d�e! then you'd be
free of me!"
"Don't talk l�ke that! I won't have you say such th�ngs. It's I who
trouble you, and not you, me, but I don't do �t out of w�ckedness, only
I'm so weak. See now, we'll move �nto another street. Everyth�ng
shall be d�fferent, door and w�ndows and everyth�ng. The w�ndows
shall look out on the street, and we'll cut out a boot �n paper and
st�ck �t on them. That'll be our s�gn. Everybody w�ll come to us �n a
crowd, and the bus�ness w�ll flour�sh. Ah! then! work—work—that's
the way to f�ll the cupboard!"
Ilya knew every deta�l of Perf�shka's l�fe. He saw how he to�led l�ke a
f�sh that tr�es to break the �ce clos�ng round �t, and respected h�m the
more because he jested all the t�me w�th every one and had a sm�le
for all occas�ons, and played so beaut�fully on the harmon�ca.
Meanwh�le Petrusha sat beh�nd the bar, played cards w�th an
acqua�ntance now and aga�n, drank tea from morn�ng to n�ght, and
scolded the lads who wa�ted on the customers. Soon after Jeremy's
death he �nstalled Terent� as barman, wh�le he amused h�mself by
stroll�ng about the court wh�stl�ng, observ�ng the house from all s�des
and tapp�ng the walls w�th h�s f�sts.
Ilya observed many other th�ngs, and everyth�ng was hateful and
depress�ng, and repelled h�m from h�s fellows more and more.
Somet�mes all the thoughts and �mpress�ons that accumulated �n h�m
roused a strong des�re to pour out h�s soul to some one. But he had
no des�re to talk to h�s uncle. After the death of Jeremy, there grew
up as �t were an �nv�s�ble wall between them, wh�ch prevented the
boy from approach�ng Terent� as often and as frankly as before.
Even Jakov could throw l�ttle, �f any, l�ght for h�m on the exper�ences
of h�s soul; for he l�ved apart from every one �n h�s own spec�al way.
The death of old Jeremy troubled h�m, he often thought sadly.



"How dull everyth�ng �s—�f only grandfather Jeremy was al�ve, he
used to tell us stor�es; there's noth�ng so n�ce as stor�es, and he
could tell them so well."
"He could do everyth�ng well," answered Ilya gloom�ly.
One day Jakov sa�d to h�s fr�end, myster�ously:
"Shall I show you someth�ng? Shall I?"
"Yes—do."
"But prom�se you'll never say a word."
"I prom�se."
"Say—may I be damned �n Hell, �f I do."
Ilya repeated the formula, whereupon Jakov led h�m to the old l�me-
tree �n the furthest corner of the courtyard. There he l�fted from the
stem a str�p of bark, cunn�ngly fastened, and beh�nd �t Ilya saw a b�g
hollow �n the tree. It was a space cleverly scooped out w�th a kn�fe,
and adorned w�th gay rags, scraps of paper, and b�ts of t�n fo�l. In the
depth of the hollow stood a small f�gure, cast �n bronze, and a wax
candle end was f�xed upr�ght before �t.
"D�d you see �t?" asked Jakov, putt�ng the bark aga�n over the
open�ng.
"Yes, I saw. What �s �t?"
"It's a chapel," expla�ned Jakov. "At n�ght I can always come out very
qu�etly and l�ght the candle and pray. Isn't �t beaut�ful?"
Ilya l�ked h�s fr�end's �dea, but at once perce�ved the danger.
"Suppose any one saw the l�ght. You'd get a f�ne thrash�ng!"
"Who's go�ng to see �t �n the n�ght? They're all asleep, the world �s all
qu�et. I'm very l�ttle and God can't hear my prayer at the end of the
day, but He'll hear �t at n�ght when �t's qu�et, don't you th�nk?"
"I don't know, perhaps He w�ll," sa�d Ilya thoughtfully, look�ng �nto the
pale, b�g-eyed face of h�s comrade.
"And you? W�ll you come and pray too?"



"What w�ll you pray for?" asked Ilya. "I should ask God to make me
very clever, and after that, to g�ve me everyth�ng I want. What w�ll
you ask for?"
"I? I should ask for that too," answered Jakov. After a moment he
added: "I should just pray w�thout ask�ng for anyth�ng spec�al, just
pray, that's all, and He can g�ve what He l�kes, but �f you th�nk the
other way's better, then I'll do the same as you."
"All r�ght," sa�d Ilya.
They dec�ded to start pray�ng the next n�ght at the l�me-tree, and
both went to bed f�rmly determ�ned to wake and meet at the corner.
But ne�ther then nor on the follow�ng n�ght could they wake, and they
overslept on many other occas�ons; then new �mpress�ons came to
bear on Ilya and the thought of the chapel fell �nto the background.
In the tw�gs of th�s same l�me-tree where Jakov had establ�shed h�s
chapel, Pashka set b�rd snares, to catch f�nches and s�sk�ns. He had
grown clumsy and th�n, and h�s eyes looked th�s way and that l�ke
the eyes of a beast of prey. He had now no t�me to loaf about the
court. He was kept busy w�th Perf�shka all day, and the fr�ends only
saw h�m on hol�days, when the cobbler was drunk. Pashka used to
ask them what they were learn�ng at school, and would look gloomy
and env�ous when they gave accounts coloured w�th a
consc�ousness of the�r super�or�ty.
"You needn't be so stuck up, anyhow," he sa�d once. "I'll learn
someth�ng, too, some day."
"But Perf�shka won't let you."
"Then I'll run away," answered Pashka, shortly and dec�dedly.
And as a matter of fact soon after th�s speech the cobbler went
round the courtyard say�ng w�th a laugh:
"My young compan�on has run away, the young dev�l! Couldn't get
on w�th my leather sc�ence!"
It was a ra�ny day. Ilya looked at the worr�ed cobbler and then at the
dull grey sk�es, and felt p�ty for the froward Pashka who m�ght now
be wander�ng God knows where. He stood by Perf�shka under a



shed, leant aga�nst the wall and looked across at the house. It
seemed to h�m that day by day �t became lower, as though �t were
s�nk�ng �nto the earth under the burden of the years. Its old r�bs stood
out more and more sharply, as though the d�rt that had accumulated
w�th�n them for years could no longer f�nd room, and were push�ng
them asunder. Saturated w�th m�sery, w�ld r�ot and mournful drunken
songs �ts only abundance, pounded and bru�sed by never-ceas�ng
footsteps, the house could no longer endure �ts l�fe, and slowly
crumbled to decay, wh�le �ts d�m w�ndows stared mournfully upon
God's world.
"He�gh-ho!" began the cobbler, "the old shop'll soon smash up and
strew �ts spawn over the earth, and we that l�ve �n �t, we'll scatter to
the four w�nds, we'll seek out new holes somewhere else—we'll soon
f�nd 'em, as good as these. Then we'll beg�n a new l�fe—new
w�ndows and new doors, and new bugs to b�te us. Well, let's have �t
soon, I've had enough of th�s p�g-sty—only �n the end one gets used
to �t, dev�l take �t!"
But the shoemaker's dream was not to be fulf�lled. The house d�d not
crumble down, but was bought by Petrusha. As soon as the sale was
complete, Petrusha spent two days creep�ng �nto every hole and
corner, and feel�ng and test�ng the old box of rubb�sh. Then came
br�cks and boards, scaffold�ng surrounded the whole house, and for
three months on end �t creaked and qu�vered under the blows of the
workmen's hatchets. All round there was saw�ng and chopp�ng, na�ls
were dr�ven �n, old beams torn out w�th loud crack�ngs and wh�rls of
dust, and new ones put �n the places, t�ll at last the old shanty had
rece�ved a new cloth�ng of planks, and �ts façade was w�dened by a
new outbu�ld�ng. Broad and th�ckset, the house rose now from the
ground stra�ght and sturdy, as though �t had dr�ven new roots far �nto
the earth; along �ts front just below the roof, Petrusha had a b�g
hang�ng s�gn put up, wh�ch bore the statement �n golden letters on a
blue ground:
"The Jolly Compan�ons Tavern, P. S. F�l�monov."
"And �ns�de �t's rotten through and through," sa�d Perf�shka
mock�ngly.



Ilya, to whom he made th�s comment, sm�led �n sympathy. To h�m,
too, th�s house, after �ts rebu�ld�ng, seemed a g�gant�c fraud. He
remembered Pashka, who must now be l�v�ng �n another place, and
see�ng qu�te d�fferent th�ngs.
Ilya dreamed, l�ke the cobbler, of other doors and w�ndows and men.
Now l�fe �n the house became even more unpleasant than before.
The old l�me-tree fell a v�ct�m to the axe, the �nt�mate l�ttle corner �n
�ts shadow d�sappeared, and a new outbu�ld�ng occup�ed �ts place,
and all the other favour�te places where the ch�ldren used to s�t
together and chatter, ex�sted no longer. Only where once the sm�thy
stood, there was one qu�et l�ttle corner left, beh�nd a heap of old
ch�ps and rotten wood. But to s�t there was to court uncanny feel�ngs,
as though beneath the p�le of wood lay Savel's w�fe w�th a shattered
skull.
Petrusha set as�de a new place for Terent�—a t�ny l�ttle room next the
b�g bar room. Through the th�n part�t�on w�th green paper penetrated
all the no�se, the smell of brandy and the reek of tobacco. It was
clean and dry �n Terent�'s new room, and yet �t was more
uncomfortable there than �n the cellar. The w�ndow looked on the
grey wall of the shed, wh�ch concealed the sky w�th the sun and
stars, whereas, from the old cellar w�ndow, any one kneel�ng down
could see them all qu�te eas�ly.
Terent� henceforth wore a l�lac-coloured sh�rt, and over �t a coat that
hung on h�m as �t m�ght have done over a box. From early morn�ng
t�ll late at n�ght he took h�s place beh�nd the bar. He spoke d�stantly
now to every one and held few conversat�ons, and these �n a dull,
snappy way, as though he were bark�ng, and looked at h�s
acqua�ntances across the counter w�th the eyes of a fa�thful dog that
guards h�s master's property. He bought Ilya a grey cloth jacket,
boots, an overcoat, and a cap. When the lad put them on for the f�rst
t�me, the memory of the old rag-p�cker came v�v�dly before h�m. He
hardly ever spoke to h�s uncle and h�s l�fe passed by, monotonous
and st�ll; and although the unusual unch�ldl�ke feel�ngs and thoughts
wh�ch had grown �n h�m kept h�s m�nd busy, he was burdened w�th
the we�ght of a suffocat�ng drear�ness. More and more often h�s
thoughts turned back to the v�llage. Now �t seemed to h�m qu�te clear



and def�n�te, how much better �t had been to l�ve there. Everyth�ng
there was qu�eter, s�mpler, more �ntell�g�ble. He remembered the
dense woods of Kerschenez, and h�s uncle's tales of the herm�t
Ant�pa, and the thought of Ant�pa aroused the memory of another
lonely soul—of Pashka. Where was he now? Perhaps he, too, had
fled to the woods, and there dug out a cave to l�ve �n. The storm-
w�nd rages through the forest, the wolves howl; �t �s so terr�fy�ng, and
yet so good to l�sten. And �n the w�nter everyth�ng sh�nes �n the sun
l�ke s�lver, and all �s so st�ll, so qu�et, that noth�ng can be heard but
the crunch of the snow under foot, and �f you stand a moment
mot�onless, you hear only the beat�ng of your own heart. But �n the
town, �t �s always w�ld and no�sy, and even the n�ght �s f�lled w�th
clamour. Men s�ng songs, shout for the pol�ce, groan aloud, the
carr�ages pass to and fro, and shake the w�ndow-panes w�th the�r
rattl�ng. Even �n school there �s much the same confus�on; the boys
cry out and do all sorts of m�sch�ef, and the grown-up people �n the
streets roar and �nsult one another and f�ght and get drunk. And all
th�s not only causes unrest, at t�mes �t �s absolutely horr�ble. Mank�nd
here �s mad, some are l�ars, l�ke Petrusha, some ev�l-tempered and
pass�onate l�ke Savel, others m�serably wretched l�ke Perf�shka or
Uncle Terent� or Mat�za. Ilya was spec�ally surpr�sed and provoked at
the hateful conduct wh�ch the cobbler had lately d�splayed.
One morn�ng, as Ilya was gett�ng ready for school, Perf�shka came
�nto the bar, all d�shevelled and heavy w�th want of sleep. He stood
s�lently at the counter and looked at Terent�. H�s left eyel�d qu�vered
and bl�nked constantly and h�s underl�p hung down �n a strange
manner. Terent� looked at h�m, sm�led, and poured h�m out a small
glass, three kopecks worth, Perf�shka's usual morn�ng allowance.
Perf�shka took �t w�th a shak�ng hand and tossed �t off, but ne�ther
smacked h�s l�ps after �t as usual, nor showed h�s approval by an
oath, and forgot ent�rely to take h�s accustomed morsel of food. W�th
h�s bl�nk�ng left eye he looked once more at the new barman
search�ngly, wh�le h�s r�ght eye rema�ned dull and mot�onless and
seemed to see noth�ng.
"What's wrong w�th your eye?" asked Terent�.



Perf�shka rubbed h�s eye w�th h�s hand, then looked at h�s hand and
sa�d loudly and emphat�cally:
"My w�fe, Avdotya Petrovna �s dead."
"What? Truly?" asked Terent�, cross�ng h�mself w�th a glance at the
sacred �mage. "The Lord have mercy on her soul!"
"Eh?" sa�d Perf�shka sharply, st�ll gaz�ng �nto Terent�'s face.
"I sa�d, 'The Lord have mercy on her soul!'"
"Oh!—yes—yes! She �s dead," sa�d the cobbler. Then he turned
suddenly on h�s heel and went out.
"A strange man," muttered Terent�, shak�ng h�s head. Ilya, too, found
the cobbler's behav�our very strange. On h�s way to school he went
for a moment �nto the cellar to see the dead woman. It was all dark
and stuffy; the women had come from the att�cs and were talk�ng half
aloud �n a group round the death-bed. Mat�za was dress�ng the l�ttle
Masha and asked her:
"Does �t catch you under the arm?"
And Masha, stand�ng w�th her arms stretched out s�deways sa�d
crossly:
"Yes—ye—es!"
The cobbler sat bent forward at the table and looked at h�s daughter,
h�s eye bl�nk�ng all the t�me. Ilya gave a glance at the pale, swollen
face of the dead; he remembered her dark eyes, now closed for
ever, and went out w�th a pa�nful gnaw�ng feel�ng at h�s heart.
When he returned from school and went �nto the bar room, he heard
Perf�shka play�ng the harmon�ca and s�ng�ng �n a merry tone:

"Ah, my br�de, my only dear,
My heart �s gone, I sadly fear,
Why have you stolen �t away,
And where on earth �s �t to-day?"

"Oh yes! the women have turned me out!—get out, you v�lla�n, they
screamed—old t�ppler, they called me. But I don't m�nd a b�t. I'm a



pat�ent lamb. Blackguard me as much as you l�ke, h�t me �f you l�ke.
Only let me l�ve a l�ttle—just a l�ttle �f you please. Aha! my brothers,
every man l�kes to enjoy h�s l�fe, eh? Call �t Vaska, call �t Jakov, the
soul's the same all the t�me."

"Tell me who �s weep�ng there?
What does he want, �n th�s affa�r?
Be st�ll my fr�end and don't compla�n,
But stuff your mouth w�th bread aga�n."

Perf�shka's face wore an express�on of �d�ot�c happ�ness. Ilya looked
at h�m and felt d�sgust and fear. He thought �n h�s heart that w�thout a
doubt God would pun�sh the cobbler heav�ly for such behav�our on
the day of h�s w�fe's death. But Perf�shka was drunk the next day too,
even beh�nd h�s w�fe's coff�n he reeled as he walked and w�nked and
laughed. All held h�s conduct blameworthy, he was even struck �n the
face.
"Do you know," sa�d Ilya to Jakov the day of the funeral, "Perf�shka �s
a downr�ght unbel�ever!"
"Oh! bother h�m!" answered Jakov �nd�fferently.
Ilya had not�ced already that Jakov had altered cons�derably. He
hardly ever appeared �n the courtyard, but sat �ndoors all the t�me
and seemed to take pa�ns to avo�d Ilya. At f�rst Ilya thought that
Jakov env�ed h�m h�s success at school and was s�tt�ng �ndoors over
h�s school work. But he soon showed that he learned w�th even more
d�ff�culty than before; constantly h�s teacher had to reprove h�m for
h�s �nattent�on and h�s fa�lure to understand the s�mplest th�ngs. Ilya
d�d not wonder at Jakov's �nd�fference over Perf�shka, for Jakov took
no spec�al �nterest �n the affa�rs of the house, but he d�d w�sh to
understand what was pass�ng �n h�s fr�end's m�nd and he asked h�m:
"Why are you so down on me now? Don't you want to be fr�ends?"
"I? Not be your fr�end? What on earth are you say�ng?" sa�d Jakov
taken aback, and then called qu�ckly w�th an eager express�on:
"See now, go �nto the house. I'm com�ng �n a moment—I'll show
you."



He jumped up and ran off, wh�le Ilya went to h�s room �n great
perplex�ty.
Jakov soon appeared. He closed the door beh�nd h�m, went to the
w�ndow, and took a red book from h�s coat pocket.
"Come here!" he sa�d, softly, w�th an �mportant a�r, s�tt�ng down on
Terent�'s bed and mak�ng room for Ilya bes�de h�m. Then he opened
the book, la�d �t on h�s knee, bent over �t and began to read aloud,
follow�ng the words along the grey paper w�th h�s f�nger:
"And sudden—suddenly the bold kn�ght saw a mounta�n a long way
off, so h�gh that �t reached to heaven, and m�dway up �ts slope was
an �ron tower. There the f�re of h�s courage flamed up �n h�s brave
heart. He put h�s lance �n rest and charged forward w�th a m�ghty
shout, and sp—spurr�ng h�s horse, he rushed w�th all h�s-g�—g�gant�c
strength aga�nst the door. There was a—fearful clap of thunder—the
�ron tower flew �nto fragments, and at the same t�me there streamed
out of the mounta�n f�re and v—va—vapour, and a vo�ce of thunder
was heard, at wh�ch the earth trembled and the stones rolled from
the mounta�n down to the horse's feet. 'Ha! Ha! Is �t thou, bold
madcap. Death and I have long awa�ted thee.' The kn�ght was
bl�nded w�th the f�re and smoke."
"But who—who �s th�s?" asked Ilya, amazed at the exc�tement that
qu�vered �n h�s fr�end's vo�ce.
"What?" sa�d Jakov, l�ft�ng h�s pale face from the book.
"Who �s th�s—th�s kn�ght?"
"He's a man, that r�des a horse, w�th a spear, h�s name �s Raoul the
Fearless—a dragon has carr�ed off h�s br�de, the beaut�ful Lou�se—
but l�sten," Jakov broke off �mpat�ently.
"Hold on a m�nute—tell me, what's a dragon?"
"Oh! �t's a snake w�th w�ngs and feet w�th �ron claws, and �t has three
heads, and breathes f�re, and—d'you see?"
"My word!" cr�ed Ilya, open�ng h�s eyes w�de, "that'll be a handful to
tackle!"



"Yes, just l�sten."
S�tt�ng close together, trembl�ng w�th cur�os�ty and a strange
del�ghtful exc�tement, the two boys made the�r entry �nto a new
wonder-world where huge ev�l monsters met the�r death beneath the
m�ghty strokes of brave kn�ghts, where all was glor�ous and lovely
and wonderful, and noth�ng resembled the dull monotony of da�ly l�fe.
There were no drunken, stup�d, dwarfed l�ttle men, and �nstead of
half-rotten wooden barracks, were gold-gleam�ng palaces and
�mpregnable mounta�ns of �ron soar�ng to heaven, and wh�le �n
thought they wandered through th�s wondrous fantasy realm of
romance, at the�r backs the mad cobbler played h�s harmon�ca and
sang h�s rhym�ng couplets:

"I'll serve the dev�l only
Wh�le my l�fe �s whole,
So when I am done for,
He cannot catch my soul."

"That's the way, my brothers," he went on, "keep �t up every day.
God loves the happy men."
The harmon�ca began to wh�mper aga�n as though �t taxed �t to
overtake the hurry�ng vo�ce of the cobbler, then he sang a jolly dance
tune, h�s vo�ce as �t were runn�ng a race w�th the accompan�ment:

"Never m�nd �f �n your youth
Your lot be cold and rough,
Once you make your way to Hell,
You'll f�nd �t hot enough."

Every verse ga�ned laughter and applause from the aud�ence. The
sounds of the harmon�ca m�ngled w�th the clatter of glasses, the
heavy tread of the dr�nkers, and the no�se of the benches dragged
here and there, and the whole blended �nto a w�ld tumult, not unl�ke
the howl�ng of the w�nter storm through the forest.
But �n the l�ttle cab�n, shut off from th�s chaos of no�se only by a th�n
part�t�on of wood, the two boys sat bent over the book, and one read
aloud softly,



"The kn�ght caught the monster �n h�s �ron embrace, and �t bellowed
l�ke thunder w�th wrath and pa�n."

VII.

After the book of the Kn�ght and the dragon came other wonderful
works of the same k�nd—"Guak, or Inv�nc�ble Loyalty," then "The
H�story of the Brave Pr�nce Franz�l of Ven�ce and the Young Queen
Renz�vena," and all �mpress�ons of real�ty �n Ilya's m�nd gave way
before the kn�ghts and lad�es. The comrades �n turn stole twenty
kopeck p�eces out of the bar t�ll, and so had no lack of books. They
became acqua�nted w�th the adventurous journeys of "Jashka
S�nentensky," they del�ghted �n "Japantsha the Tartar Robber-ch�ef,"
and more and more they deserted the harsh p�t�less real�t�es of l�fe
for a realm where man at all t�mes could tear asunder the bonds of
Fate and make a pr�ze of happ�ness. They l�ved long �n the thrall of
these fa�ry tales. Ilya reta�ned the memory of only one event of h�s
da�ly l�fe dur�ng th�s t�me. One day Perf�shka was summoned to the
pol�ce stat�on. He went �n fear and trembl�ng, but came joyfully back,
and w�th h�m, Pashka Gratshev, whom he held fast by the hand lest
he should run away aga�n. Pashka's eyes looked as qu�ck and br�ght
as ever, but he had become terr�bly th�n and yellow, and h�s face had
no longer �ts former froward express�on. The cobbler brought h�m
�nto the bar, and began to relate, h�s left eye tw�tch�ng rap�dly.
"Behold, my fr�ends, here we have Mr. Pavlusha Gratshev back
aga�n as large as l�fe—just back from the town of Pensa conveyed
by favour of the pol�ce. Ah! what people there are �n the world! No
stay�ng happ�ly at home for them! When they're hardly able to stand
upr�ght they're off �nto the w�de world to seek the�r fortune."
Pashka stood by, one hand �n the pocket of h�s tattered trousers,
wh�le he strove to detach the other from the cobbler's hold, look�ng at
h�m s�deways, darkly.



Some one adv�sed Perf�shka to g�ve h�m a good sound thrash�ng, but
the cobbler answered ser�ously, lett�ng the boy go:
"What for? let h�m wander a b�t, perhaps he'll f�nd h�s happ�ness."
"He'll get jolly hungry, anyway," threw �n Terent�, then added �n a
fr�endly tone, g�v�ng Pashka a b�t of bread.
"Here, eat �t, Pashka."
Pashka took the bread qu�etly and went towards the tap-room door.
"Whew!" the cobbler wh�stled after h�m, "go�ng off aga�n? Good-bye
then, my fr�end."
Ilya, who had w�tnessed th�s scene from the door of h�s room, called
Pashka back.
The lad stayed a moment before answer�ng, then went up to Ilya and
asked, look�ng susp�c�ously round the l�ttle room:
"What do you want?"
"Only to say how d'ye do."
"All r�ght, good day to you."
"S�t down a m�nute."
"Why?"
"Oh, we'll have a chat."
The short sulky quest�ons, and the hoarse, harsh vo�ce made a
pa�nful �mpress�on on Ilya. He wanted to ask Pashka where he had
been all the summer and what he had seen. But Pashka, who had
found a cha�r and begun to gnaw h�s bread, started quest�on�ng on
h�s own account.
"F�n�shed school?"
"Early next year I'm done."
"Well, I've done my learn�ng too!"
"Why—how?" sa�d Ilya, �ncredulously.
"I've been pretty qu�ck, eh?"



"Where d�d you learn?"
"In pr�son, w�th the pr�soners."
Ilya approached h�m and asked, look�ng respectfully �nto the th�n
face, "How long were you �n? Was �t bad?"
"Oh, not so bad—four months I had of �t �n several pr�sons and
d�fferent towns. I got to know some f�ne people there, my boy, lad�es
too—real swells! Spoke d�fferent languages and knew everyth�ng. I
always swept out the�r cells. Very n�ce people they were, �f they were
�n gaol."
"Were they th�eves?"
"No, regular v�lla�ns," answered Pashka, proudly.
Ilya bl�nked and h�s respect for Pashka �ncreased st�ll more.
"Russ�ans?"
"A couple of Jews too—f�ne fellows! I tell you, my lad, they knew
the�r way about. Str�pped everyone that they got a hand on—
properly. Got caught �n the end, and now go�ng to S�ber�a!"
"But how d�d you learn th�ngs there?"
"Oh! I just sa�d 'teach me to read,' and they d�d."
"Have you learnt to wr�te too?"
"Wr�t�ng I'm not so good at, but I'll read as much as you l�ke. I've read
lots of books already."
Ilya became exc�ted now the conversat�on turned on books.
"I read w�th Jakov, too," he sa�d, "and such books!"
Both began to name all the books they had read, �n r�valry. Pashka
had to adm�t w�th a s�gh:
"I see, you've read the most, you lucky dev�l, and your books are
n�cer too. I've read mostly poetry. They had a lot of books there, but
nearly all verses."
Jakov came �n at th�s po�nt, he ra�sed h�s eyebrows and laughed:



"Now then sheep, what are you laugh�ng at?" Pashka greeted h�m.
"Hullo! Where have you been?"
"Where you'll never be able to go."
"Just th�nk," put �n Ilya, "he's been read�ng books, too!"
"Really?" sa�d Jakov, and came nearer �n a more fr�endly way.
The three boys sat close together, �n l�vely desultory conversat�on.
"I've seen such th�ngs, I couldn't even tell you!" cr�ed Pashka, proud
and exc�ted. "Once I went two days w�thout eat�ng—not a b�te! I've
spent a n�ght �n the forest, alone."
"Was �t bad?" asked Ilya.
"You go and try �t, then you'll know. And once the dogs nearly k�lled
me. That was �n Kazan, where they put up a monument to a man,
just because he made verses. A great, b�g man he was—h�s legs, I
tell you, as th�ck as that, and h�s f�st as b�g as your head, Jakov. I'll
make you some poetry, boys—I know how, a b�t."
He suddenly sat stra�ght up, drew h�s legs �n, and, look�ng stead�ly at
one po�nt, he sa�d, qu�ckly, w�th a ser�ous, �mportant a�r:——

"Men, well fed and r�chly dressed
Pass through the streets all day,

But �f I beg a b�t of bread
They answer—go away!"

He stopped, looked at the other two, and hung h�s head down. For a
m�nute they all stared �n an embarrassed s�lence, then Ilya asked,
hes�tat�ngly:——
"Is that poetry?"
"Can't you hear?" repl�ed Pashka, crossly. "It rhymes—day, away—
so of course �t's poetry."
"Of course," ch�med �n Jakov, qu�ckly. "You're always f�nd�ng fault,
Ilya."



"I've made more poetry than that!" Pashka turned to Jakov and went
on aga�n:——

"The earth �s wet and the clouds are grey,
The autumn draws nearer, day by day,
And I—have no house for the w�nter's cold
And my clothes are tattered and worn and old."

"Ah!" sa�d Jakov, and looked at Pashka w�th round eyes.
"That was regular poetry," adm�tted Ilya.
A fleet�ng blush passed over Pashka's face and he screwed up h�s
eyes as �f the smoke had got �nto the room.
"I shall make a long poem," he boasted. "It's not so very d�ff�cult. You
go out and look about you—stream, dream, tree, free—the rhymes
come up by themselves."
"And what w�ll you do now?" asked Ilya.
Pashka let h�s glance wander round; there was a pause, then he
sa�d, slowly and vaguely, "oh, someth�ng or other," then added
dec�dedly, "If I don't l�ke �t, I'll run away aga�n."
For the t�me be�ng, however, he l�ved w�th the cobbler, and every
even�ng the ch�ldren gathered there. It was qu�eter and more cosy �n
the cellar than �n Terent�'s room. Perf�shka was seldom at home. He
had sold for dr�nk all that could be sold, and now worked by the day
�n var�ous workshops, and �f there was no work to be got, he sat �n
the bar-room. He went about half-clothed and barefoot, and h�s
beloved old harmon�ca was always under h�s arm. It had come to be
almost a part of h�s body, �t had absorbed a port�on of h�s cheerful
d�spos�t�on. The two were very much al�ke, out at elbows and worn,
but full of jolly songs and tunes. In all the workshops of the town,
Perf�shka was known as a t�reless s�nger of gay roll�ck�ng rhymes
and dance tunes. Wherever he appeared he was a welcome guest,
and all l�ked h�m because he could l�ghten the heavy weary load of
ex�stence, w�th h�s droller�es tales and anecdotes.
Whenever he earned a couple of kopecks, he gave h�s daughter the
half. H�s only care now was for her. For the rest, Masha was m�stress



of her own fate. She had grown tall, her black ha�r fell below her
shoulders, her b�g dark eyes looked out on the world ser�ously, and
she played the hostess �n the underground room most excellently.
She collected shav�ngs from the places where new bu�ld�ng was �n
progress, and tr�ed to cook the soup w�th them, and up to m�dday
went about w�th her sk�rts tucked up, qu�te black, and wet, and busy.
But once her meal was prepared, then she cleaned up the room,
washed, put on a clean dress, and settled herself at the table before
the w�ndow to mend her clothes. Wh�le she cobbled away w�th her
needle at the rags, she would s�ng a gay song, and �n her l�vel�ness
and act�v�ty, she was l�ke a t�tmouse �n a cage.
Mat�za would often pay her a v�s�t, and br�ng her rolls of bread, tea,
and sugar, and once even gave her a blue dress. Masha rece�ved
the v�s�t qu�te l�ke a grown-up person, a proper housew�fe. She would
put the l�ttle samovar on the table and serve Mat�za w�th tea, and
wh�le they enjoyed the hot st�mulat�ng dr�nk, they would chat of the
events of the day and Perf�shka's conduct. Mat�za used to get qu�te
carr�ed away w�th anger over the cobbler, wh�le Masha, �n her clear
l�ttle vo�ce, would not d�spute, out of pol�teness to her guest, but st�ll
would speak of Perf�shka w�thout a trace of resentment. In
everyth�ng that she sa�d of her father, a resolute forbearance was
always present.
"Qu�te true," she would say, �n an old-fash�oned way, "�t �s not
reasonable for a man to dr�nk so. But he loves ga�ety, and only
dr�nks to cheer h�mself up. Wh�le mother was al�ve, he d�d not dr�nk
much."
"Serve h�m r�ght, �f h�s l�ver dr�es up," grumbled Mat�za, �n her deep
bass, contract�ng her eyebrows f�ercely. "Does the soaker forget he
has a ch�ld s�tt�ng at home? D�sgust�ng brute! He'll d�e l�ke a dog!"
"He knows that I'm grown up, and can look after myself," answered
Masha.
"My God! my God!" Mat�za would say, w�th a b�g s�gh, "the th�ngs that
go on �n th�s world of God's! What'll happen to the g�rl? I had a l�ttle
g�rl just l�ke you. She stayed at home there, �n the town of Chorol,
and �t �s so far to Chorol that �f I wanted to go, I couldn't f�nd the way.



That's the way w�th people, they l�ve on the earth, and forget the
home where they were born."
Masha l�ked to hear the deep vo�ce and see the b�g face and the
brown eyes, l�ke those of a cow. And, even �f Mat�za constantly smelt
of brandy, none the less Masha would s�t on her lap, nestle aga�nst
her b�g, swell�ng bosom, and k�ss the full l�ps of the well-formed
mouth. Mat�za used to come �n the morn�ng, and �n the even�ng the
ch�ldren gathered �n Masha's room. They somet�mes played card
games of var�ous sorts, but more often sat over a book. Masha
l�stened always w�th great �nterest wh�le they read aloud, and would
g�ve a l�ttle scream at any pecul�arly terr�fy�ng places.
Jakov was more careful of the ch�ld than ever. He brought her from
the house bread and meat, tea and sugar, and o�l �n beer bottles.
Somet�mes even he gave her any money that was left from the
purchases of books. It had become an establ�shed th�ng for h�m to
do all th�s, and he managed �t all so qu�etly that no one not�ced.
Masha, for her part, took h�s labours as a matter of course, and
made l�ttle to do over them.
"Jakov," she would say, "I've no more coals."
"All r�ght." And presently he would e�ther br�ng some coal or g�ve her
a two-kopeck b�t and say, "You'll have to buy some—I couldn't steal
any."
He brought Masha a slate and began to teach her �n the even�ngs.
They got on slowly, but at the end of two months Masha could read
all the letters, and wr�te them on the slate.
Ilya had become accustomed to these relat�ons between the two,
and everyone �n the house seemed also to overlook them. Many a
t�me Ilya, comm�ss�oned by h�s fr�end, would h�mself steal someth�ng
from the k�tchen or the counter and get �t secretly down to the cellar.
He l�ked the slender brown g�rl, who was an orphan, l�ke h�mself, but
he l�ked her spec�ally because she knew how to face the world
alone, and conducted all her affa�rs l�ke a full-grown woman. He
loved to see her laugh, and would always try to amuse her, and �f he
d�d not succeed, he grew cross and teased her.



"D�rty blackb�rd!" he would cry, scornfully.
She would bl�nk her eyes, and reply jeer�ngly, "Sk�nny dev�l!"
One word would lead to another, and soon they would be quarrell�ng
�n real earnest. Masha was hot tempered and would fly at Ilya to
scratch h�m, but he read�ly escaped laugh�ng.
One day, wh�le they were play�ng cards, he saw her cheat, and �n h�s
rage, called at her:
"You—Jashka's darl�ng!" and followed �t w�th an ugly word, whose
s�gn�f�cance he understood already. Jakov, who was present,
laughed at f�rst, then see�ng h�s l�ttle fr�end's face contract w�th pa�n
at the �nsult, and her eyes sh�ne w�th tears, he became pale and
dumb. Suddenly he sprang from h�s cha�r, flung h�mself on Ilya,
struck h�m on the nose w�th h�s f�st, grasped h�m by the ha�r and
threw h�m to the ground. It all happened so qu�ckly that Ilya had no
t�me to defend h�mself, then he p�cked h�mself up and rushed
headlong at Jakov, bl�nd w�th wrath and pa�n. "Wa�t, my boy, I'll teach
you," he shouted fur�ously. But he saw Jakov w�th h�s elbow on the
table, cry�ng b�tterly, and Masha bes�de h�m say�ng to h�m w�th a
vo�ce choked w�th tears:
"Let h�m alone, the beast—the brute—they're a bad lot, h�s father's a
conv�ct, and h�s uncle's a hunchback—and a hump'll grow on you
too, you beast," she cr�ed, attack�ng Ilya qu�te fur�ously.
"You beastly d�rt-grabber—rag-p�cker! Come here—just you come
here, and I'll scratch your face for you—you dare touch me!"
Ilya d�d not st�r. He was much d�stressed at the s�ght of Jakov cry�ng,
for he had not meant to hurt h�m, and he was ashamed to scuffle
w�th a g�rl—though she was ready enough he could see. W�thout a
word he left the cellar and paced the courtyard for a long t�me, h�s
heart tortured w�th b�tter feel�ngs. At last he went to the w�ndow and
looked carefully �n from above. Jakov was play�ng cards aga�n w�th
h�s fr�end, Masha, the lower part of her face concealed w�th her
cards held fanw�se, seemed to be laugh�ng, wh�le Jakov looked at
h�s cards and touched f�rst one then the other. Ilya's heart was



heavy. He walked up and down a wh�le longer, then boldly and
dec�dedly went back to the cellar.
"Let me come �n aga�n," he sa�d, go�ng up to the table.
H�s heart thumped, h�s face burned and h�s eyes were downcast.
Jakov and Masha sa�d noth�ng.
"I'll never �nsult you so aga�n, by God, I won't any more," he went on,
and looked at them.
"Well, s�t down then—you!" sa�d Masha, and Jakov added:
"S�lly! You're b�g enough now to know what you're say�ng."
"No no, we're all l�ttle—just ch�ldren," Masha put �n, and struck the
table w�th her f�st, "and that's why we don't need any low words."
"You gave me a jolly good l�ck�ng, all the same," sa�d Ilya to Jakov
reproachfully.
"You deserved �t, don't compla�n!" sa�d Masha, sentent�ously, and
w�th a darkened face.
"All r�ght—all r�ght I'm not angry, �t was my fault," and Ilya sm�led at
Petrusha's son. "We'll make �t up, shall we?"
"All r�ght, take your cards."
"You w�ld dev�l!" sa�d Masha.
And w�th that peace was made. A moment later, Ilya was deep �n the
game, thoughtfully wr�nkl�ng h�s brow. He always arranged to play
next to Masha; he d�sl�ked her to lose, and thought of l�ttle else all
through the game. But the ch�ld played qu�te cleverly, and generally �t
was Jakov who lost.
"Oh you goggle eyes!" Masha would say, p�ty�ngly, "You've lost
aga�n."
"Dev�l take the cards!" answered Jakov, "�t's jolly dull, noth�ng but
play�ng cards. Let's read some more Kamtchadalky."
They got out a torn and d�rty book and read the sorrowful h�story of
the amorous and unfortunate Kamtchadalky.



When Pashka saw the three ch�ldren amuse themselves so
pleasantly, he used to say �n the tone of a world explorer:
"You lead a pleasant l�fe here, you cunn�ng ones."
Then he would look at Jakov and Masha and sm�le, then add
ser�ously:
"Go on all the same! and later on you can marry Masha, eh Jakov?"
"S�lly," Masha would say, laugh�ng, and then they all four laughed
together.
Pashka was generally w�th them. If they had f�n�shed a book or �f
there was a pause �n the read�ng, he would relate h�s exper�ences,
and h�s tales were no less �nterest�ng than the books.
"When I found, lads, that I couldn't travel eas�ly w�thout a passport, I
had to be very cunn�ng. When I saw a pol�ceman, I used to walk
faster, as �f some one had sent me on an errand, or I'd get up
alongs�de the nearest grown up person, as �f he was my master or
my father, or some one; the pol�ceman would look at me and let me
go on, he d�dn't not�ce anyth�ng.
"It was jolly �n the v�llages. They don't have pol�cemen, only old men,
and old women and ch�ldren, peasants that work on the f�elds. If any
one asks me who I am, I say a beggar; whom I do belong to? No
one, got no relat�ons. Where do I come from? From the town. That's
all. They'd g�ve me th�ngs to eat and dr�nk—good th�ngs. And then
you can go where you l�ke, can run as fast as you l�ke or crawl �f you
want to. And the f�elds and the woods are everywhere, the larks s�ng,
you feel as �f you could fly up w�th them. When you're full, then you
don't want anyth�ng else; feel as �f you could go to the end of the
world. It's just as �f someone was coax�ng you on, l�ke a mother w�th
a ch�ld. But lots of t�mes I've been jolly hungry. Oho! and my stomach
wasted �ns�de, �t was so dr�ed up. I could have eaten the d�rt, my
head was g�ddy; but then �f I got a b�t of bread and got my teeth �n �t
—ah—aah—that was good—I could have eaten all day and all n�ght.
That was someth�ng l�ke! All the same I was glad when I got �nto
pr�son. At f�rst I was fr�ghtened, but soon I was qu�te pleased.



"I was always so fr�ghtened of the pol�ce. I thought when they f�rst
got hold of me and began to cuff me, they'd k�ll me. But what d'you
th�nk �t was l�ke really? He just came softly beh�nd and n�pped me by
the collar—snap!—I was look�ng at the watches �n a jeweller's
w�ndow. Oh, such a lot. Gold ones and others. All at once—snap! I
began to howl, and he says qu�te fr�endly, 'who are you? Where do
you come from?' So I just told h�m—they found �t out, they know
everyth�ng. 'Where do you want to go?' they ask you then. I sa�d 'I'm
wander�ng about'—they laughed. Then I went to gaol. They all
laughed there, and then the young gentlemen took me—they were
dev�ls �f you l�ke—oho!"
Pashka never spoke of the "gentlemen" w�thout �nterject�ons—
ev�dently they had made a deep �mpress�on on h�m, though the�r
aspect had become vague �n h�s memory l�ke a b�g, dark spot.
Pashka rema�ned a month w�th the cobbler, then d�sappeared aga�n.
Later on Perf�shka found out that he had entered a pr�nt�ng works as
an apprent�ce and was l�v�ng �n a d�stant quarter of the town. When
Ilya heard �t he was f�lled w�th envy and sa�d to Jakov w�th a s�gh:
"And we two have got to stay rott�ng here!"

VIII.

At f�rst after Pashka's d�sappearance Ilya felt as though he m�ssed
someth�ng, but soon he sl�pped back �nto h�s unreal wonderworld.
The book-read�ng proceeded bus�ly and Ilya's soul fell �nto a
pleasant half-asleep cond�t�on.
The awaken�ng was sudden and unexpected. Ilya was just start�ng
for school one day when h�s uncle sa�d to h�m:
"You'll soon be done w�th learn�ng now. You're fourteen years old.
You'll have to look out for a place for yourself."
"Of course," added Petrusha, "that won't be d�ff�cult among all our
acqua�ntances. There's a place ready for Jashka—another year and



he goes beh�nd the counter. And for you, Terent�, I'll open another
place close by, you can run �t on account, and be your own master.
H'm, yes! I may well thank the Lord. He has cared for me."
Ilya heard these speeches as though they came from somewhere a
great way off. They bore no relat�on to anyth�ng that he was bus�ed
w�th then, and left h�m completely cold. But one day h�s uncle waked
h�m early �n the morn�ng and sa�d:——
"Get up and wash yourself—but be qu�ck."
"Why, what's the matter?" asked Ilya, sleep�ly.
"It's a place for you. Someth�ng has turned up, thank God! You're to
go �nto a f�shmonger's."
Ilya's heart sank w�th unpleasant ant�c�pat�on. The w�sh to leave th�s
house, where he knew everyth�ng and was used to everyth�ng,
suddenly d�sappeared, and Terent�'s room, wh�ch he had never l�ked,
all at once seemed so clean and br�ght. W�th downcast eyes he sat
on h�s bed and had no �ncl�nat�on to dress. Jakov came �n, unkempt
and grey �n the face, h�s head bent towards h�s left shoulder. He
gave a fleet�ng glance at h�s fr�end, and sa�d:



"Come on! Father's wa�t�ng. You'll come here often?"
"Of course, I'll come."
"Now, go and say good-bye to Masha!"
"But I'm not go�ng away for altogether," cr�ed Ilya, crossly.
Masha came �n herself at th�s po�nt. She stood by the door, looked at
Ilya, and sa�d sorrowfully:——
"Good-bye, Ilya"
Ilya tugged at h�s jacket, got �nto �t somehow, and swore. Masha and
Jakov both s�ghed deeply.
"Come and see us soon."
"All r�ght, all r�ght!" answered Ilya, crossly.
"See how he beg�ns to st�ck �t on—m�ster shopman!" remarked
Masha.
"Oh you s�lly goose!" answered Ilya, softly and reproachfully.
Two m�nutes later he was go�ng along the street bes�de Petrusha,
who was dressed �n h�s best clothes, w�th a long overcoat and
creak�ng boots.
"I'm tak�ng you to a most worthy man, that all the town respects,"
sa�d Petrusha, �n an �mpress�ve tone, "to K�r�l Ivan�tch Strogany. He
has been decorated and all sorts of th�ngs for h�s goodness and h�s
benevolence; he �s on the Town Counc�l, and may be chosen
Burgomaster. Serve h�m well and properly, and he may do
someth�ng for you. You're a ser�ous lad, and not a spo�led darl�ng,
and for h�m to do anyone a good turn's as easy as sp�tt�ng."
Ilya l�stened, and tr�ed to p�cture the merchant Strogany. He
�mag�ned �n an odd way that he must be l�ke Jeremy, as w�thered up
and as good-hearted and soc�able. But when he reached the f�sh-
shop, he saw beh�nd the desk a tall man w�th a b�g belly. There was
not a s�ngle ha�r on h�s head, but from h�s eyes to h�s neck, h�s face
was covered w�th a th�ck red beard. H�s eyebrows too, were red and



th�ck, and from underneath them a pa�r of l�ttle green�sh eyes looked
angr�ly round about.
"Bow to h�m," wh�spered Petrusha to Ilya, �nd�cat�ng the red-bearded
man w�th h�s eyes. D�s�llus�oned, Ilya let h�s head s�nk on h�s breast.
"What's h�s name?" a deep bass vo�ce boomed through the shop.
"He's called Ilya," answered Petrusha.
"Well, Ilya, open your eyes and l�sten to me. From now, there's no
one �n the world for you but your employer—no relat�ons, no fr�ends,
d'you see? I'm your father and mother—and that's all I've got to say
to you."
Ilya's eyes wandered furt�vely about the shop. Huge sturgeons and
shad were �n baskets w�th �ce, aga�nst the walls; on shelves were
p�led up dr�ed perch and carp, and everywhere gleamed small t�n
boxes. A penetrat�ng reek of br�ne f�lled the a�r, and all was stuffy and
close and damp �n the shop. In great tubs on the floor swam the l�ve
f�sh, slowly and no�selessly—sterlet, eel-pout, perch, and tench. In
one a l�ttle p�ke dashed angr�ly and qu�ckly through the water,
hustl�ng the other f�sh, and splash�ng water on to the ground w�th
great strokes of �ts ta�l. Ilya felt sorry for the poor th�ng. One of the
shopmen, a l�ttle fat man, w�th round eyes and a hooked nose, very
l�ke an owl, told Ilya to take the dead f�sh out of the tubs. The lad
tucked up h�s sleeve and plunged h�s arm carefully �nto the water.
"Take 'em by the head, stup�d," sa�d the shopman, �n a low vo�ce.
Somet�mes by m�stake Ilya caught hold of a l�ve f�sh that was not
mov�ng. It would sl�p through h�s f�ngers, dart through the water
w�ldly h�ther and th�ther, and str�ke �ts head aga�nst the s�des of the
barrel.
"Get on! get on!" commanded the shopman, but Ilya had got a f�n
bone stuck �n h�s f�nger, and put h�s hand to h�s mouth and began to
suck the place.
"Take your f�nger out of your mouth," resounded the bass vo�ce of h�s
employer. Next a b�g heavy hatchet was g�ven to the boy, and he
was ordered to go to the cellar and smash up �ce �nto even-s�zed
p�eces. The �ce spl�nters flew �n h�s face and sl�pped down h�s neck;



�t was cold and dark �n the cellar, and �f he d�d not handle the axe
carefully �t struck the ce�l�ng. At the end of a few m�nutes, Ilya, wet
from head to foot, came up out of the cellar, and sa�d to h�s
employer, "I've broken one of the bowls somehow."
H�s employer looked at h�m attent�vely, then sa�d:
"The f�rst t�me I forg�ve you, espec�ally as you came and told me, but
next t�me I'll pull your ears off."
Qu�te mechan�cally Ilya adapted h�mself to h�s new surround�ngs, l�ke
a l�ttle screw f�tt�ng �nto a b�g no�sy mach�ne. He got up at f�ve o'clock
every morn�ng, cleaned the boots of h�s master and the fam�ly and
the shopman, then went �nto the shop, cleaned �t out, and washed
down the tables and the scales. As the customers came, he fetched
the goods out, and carr�ed them to the d�fferent houses, then
returned to the m�d-day meal. In the afternoon there was l�ttle to do,
and unless he were sent anywhere on an errand, he used to stand �n
the shop door and look at the busy market�ng, and marvel what a
number of people there were �n the world, and what vast quant�t�es
of f�sh and meat and fru�t they consumed. One day he asked the
shopman, who was so l�ke an owl:——
"M�chael Ignat�sh!"
"Well—what �s �t?"
"What w�ll people eat when they've caught all the f�sh there are, and
k�lled all the cattle?"
"Stup�d!" answered the shopman.
Another t�me he took a sheet of newspaper from the table, and
settled h�mself �n the shop door to read. But the shopman tore �t out
of h�s hand, tweaked h�s nose, and sa�d crossly:
"Who sa�d you could do that, fool!"
Th�s shopman d�d not please Ilya at all. When he spoke to h�s
employer, he sa�d every word through h�s teeth, w�th a respectful
h�ss�ng sound, but beh�nd h�s back he called h�m a l�ar, a hypocr�te,
and a red-headed dev�l. Every Saturday and the eve of every sa�nt's
day, when h�s ch�ef had gone to even�ng serv�ce, the shopman had a



v�s�t from h�s w�fe or h�s s�ster, and used to g�ve them a b�g parcel of
f�sh and cav�are and preserves. He thought �t a great joke to banter
the poor beggars, among whom many an old man would rem�nd Ilya
very strongly of Grandfather Jeremy. If such an old man came to the
shop door and begged for alms, the shopman would take a l�ttle f�sh
by the head and hold �t out, and as soon as the beggar took hold of
�t, the back f�n would st�ck �nto h�s palm t�ll the blood came. The
beggar would shr�nk w�th the pa�n, but the shopman would laugh
scornfully, and cry out:——
"Don't want �t, eh? Not enough? Get out of th�s!"
Once an old beggar-woman took a dr�ed perch qu�etly and h�d �t
among her rags. The shopman saw. He se�zed the old woman by the
neck, took away her stolen pr�ze, then, bend�ng her head back, he
struck her �n the face w�th h�s r�ght hand. She made no sound of pa�n
nor sa�d a word, but went out s�lently w�th bent head, and Ilya saw
how the dark blood ran from her nostr�ls.
"Had enough?" the shopman called after her, and, turn�ng to Karp,
the other shopman, he sa�d:——
"I hate these beggars, �dlers! Beg? Yes, and make a good th�ng of �t!
They know how to get along. Chr�st's brothers they call them. And I,
what am I, then? A stranger to Chr�st, I suppose. I tw�st and turn all
my l�fe, l�ke a worm �n the sun, and get no peace and no respect."
Karp, the other shopman, was a s�lent, p�ous fellow. He talked of
noth�ng but churches, church mus�c, and church worsh�p, and every
Saturday was greatly d�stressed at the thought that he would be late
for even�ng serv�ce. For the rest, he was deeply �nterested �n all sorts
of jugglery, and whenever a mag�c�an and wonder-worker appeared
�n the town, off went Karp for certa�n to see h�m. He was tall and th�n
and very ag�le. When customers thronged the shop, he would w�nd
�n and out among them l�ke a snake, w�th a sm�le for all and a word
for all, and the whole t�me keep�ng an eye on the fat face of h�s
employer, as though to show off h�s qu�ckness before h�m. He
treated Ilya w�th l�ttle cons�derat�on, and the boy accord�ngly was not
at all devoted to h�m. But h�s employer Ilya l�ked. From morn�ng t�ll
n�ght he stood beh�nd h�s desk, open�ng the t�ll and throw�ng �n



money. Ilya observed that he d�d �t qu�te �nd�fferently, w�thout
covetousness, and �t gave h�m a pleasant feel�ng to see �t. He l�ked,
too, that h�s master spoke to h�m more often and �n a more fr�endly
way than to the shopmen. In the qu�et t�mes when there were no
customers, he would often talk to Ilya as he stood �n the shop-door,
sunk �n thought.
"Now, Ilya. Asleep, eh?"
"No."
"Oh, aren't you? What are you so solemn about, then?"
"I—I don't know."
"F�nd �t dull here, eh?"
"Ye—es."
"Well, never m�nd, never m�nd. There was a t�me when I found l�fe
dull, too, from n�neteen to th�rty-two. I found �t very ted�ous work�ng
for strangers, and now ever s�nce then, I see what a bore others f�nd
�t," and he nodded h�s head, as much as to say:
"So �t �s and �t can't be helped."
After two or three speeches of th�s k�nd the quest�on began to busy
Ilya, why th�s r�ch and respected man should stay all day �n a d�rty
shop and breathe the sharp, unpleasant reek of salt f�sh, when he
owned such a b�g, clean house. It was qu�te a remarkable house; �n
�t all was qu�et and austere, and everyth�ng was ordered by f�xed
�mmutable rules. And yet �n �ts two stor�es, there l�ved no one beyond
the owner, h�s w�fe and h�s three daughters, except a cook, who was
also housema�d, and a manservant, who acted also as coachman,
so there was l�ttle l�fe �n �t. All who dwelt there spoke �n an undertone,
and �f they had to cross the b�g, clean courtyard, they would keep to
the s�des as �f they feared to walk across the w�de open space.
When Ilya compared th�s qu�et, sol�d house w�th Petrusha's, aga�nst
h�s expectat�ons he had to adm�t that the l�fe �n the latter was more to
be preferred, poor, no�sy and d�rty though �t were. He marvelled at
th�s conv�ct�on of h�s, and could hardly bel�eve �n �t; but thoughts of
th�s k�nd f�lled h�s bra�n more and more frequently and d�st�nctly, and



the fact that h�s employer l�ved so l�ttle �n h�s own house,
strengthened Ilya st�ll more �n h�s preference. He would have l�ked to
ask the merchant just why he spent the whole day �n the unrest,
no�se and clamour of the market and not �n h�s house, where �t was
st�ll and peaceful. One day when Karp had gone on some errand,
and M�chael was �n the cellar p�ck�ng out the dead f�sh for the
almshouse, the master fell aga�n �nto conversat�on w�th Ilya, and �n
the course of �t the boy sa�d w�th a sudden �mpulse:
"You m�ght g�ve up your bus�ness, s�r—you're so r�ch—�t's so lovely
�n your house and so—so dull here."
Strogany rested h�s elbows on the desk support�ng h�s head and
looked attent�vely at h�s apprent�ce. H�s red beard tw�tched oddly.
"Well," he asked, as Ilya stopped, "Sa�d all you want to?"
"Ye—ss, yes," stammered Ilya, a l�ttle fr�ghtened.
"Come here!"
Ilya went nearer to the desk. H�s master caught hold of h�s ch�n,
turned h�s face up, looked h�m �n the face w�th screwed-up eyes,
then asked:
"Have you heard any one say that or d�d you th�nk �t yourself?"
"I thought of �t—really and truly."
"Oh! If you thought �t yourself, all r�ght, but I'll just tell you one th�ng,
�n future have the goodness not to talk to your employer l�ke that,
you understand—your employer. Bear that �n m�nd, and now get to
your work!"
And when Karp returned, the merchant began suddenly to speak to
h�m, for no apparent reason, constantly look�ng s�deways at Ilya, so
openly, that the boy qu�ckly not�ced �t:
"A man must follow h�s bus�ness all h�s l�fe—all—h�s—l�fe! Whoever
does not �s an ass. How can a man l�ve w�thout someth�ng to do? A
man who �sn't absorbed �n h�s bus�ness, �s good for noth�ng."
"Of course, I qu�te agree, K�r�l Ivanov�tch," sa�d the shopman, lett�ng
h�s glance travel round the shop as �f he was seek�ng someth�ng



more to do. Ilya looked at h�s employer and fell �nto deep thought.
L�fe to h�m among these men became more and more ted�ous. The
days dragged on one after the other l�ke long grey threads, unroll�ng
from some m�ghty unseen ske�n. And �t seemed to h�m that these
days would never come to an end, but that all h�s l�fe long he would
stand at th�s shop door and l�sten to the tumult of the market-place.
But h�s �ntell�gence, already awakened by early exper�ence and by
the read�ng of books, was not hampered by the drowsy �nfluence of
th�s monotonous l�fe, and worked on w�thout a pause, though
perhaps more slowly. Every day the lad's soul rece�ved new
�mpress�ons wh�ch s�mmered w�th�n h�m, and f�lled h�s head w�th a
cloud of �deas concern�ng all that passed around h�m. He had no one
to whom he could pour out h�s thoughts, wh�ch were therefore
h�dden, �n h�s own breast. They were many, very many—they
tortured h�m often, but they were w�thout def�n�te form, they melted
one �nto the other, or contended �n oppos�t�on and lay on bra�n and
heart l�ke a heavy load. Somet�mes �t was so pa�nful to th�s ser�ous
s�lent lad to look on at the concourse of men that he would most
gladly have closed h�s eyes or gone somewhere far, far away—
farther than Pashka Gratschev had gone—never to return to th�s
grey dulness and �ncomprehens�ble human worthlessness.
On holy days they sent h�m to church. He came back always w�th the
sense that h�s heart had been washed clean �n the sweet-smell�ng,
warm stream that flowed through the house of God. In half a year he
was only able to v�s�t h�s uncle tw�ce. There, all went on as of old.
The hunchback grew th�nner and Petrusha wh�stled louder, and h�s
face once rosy, was now red. Jakov compla�ned that h�s father
treated h�m harshly: "He's always growl�ng that I must beg�n to be
reasonable, that he can't stand a book-worm: but I can't stand
serv�ng at the bar, noth�ng but no�se and quarrels and rows, you
can't hear yourself speak. I say, 'put me out as an apprent�ce, say �n
a shop where they sell e�kons and th�ngs, there �sn't much to do, and
I l�ke e�kons.'"
Jakov's eyes bl�nked mournfully; the sk�n on h�s forehead looked
very yellow and shone l�ke the bald patch on h�s father's head.
"Do you st�ll read books?" asked Ilya.



"Rather! It's my only comfort—as long as I can read, I feel as �f I
were �n another place, and when I come to the end I feel as �f I had
p�tched off a church tower."
Ilya looked at h�m and sa�d:
"How old you look—and where �s Mashutka?"
"She's gone to the almshouse for some th�ngs. I can't help her much
now, father keeps too sharp a look out, and Perf�shka �s �ll all the
t�me, so she has to go to the almshouse. They g�ve away cabbage
soup there and that sort of th�ng. Mat�za helps her a b�t, but �t's hard
l�nes for her, poor Masha!"
"It's dull here—w�th you—too," sa�d Ilya, thoughtfully.
"Is �t dull �n bus�ness?"
"Fr�ghtfully. You've got books at least, and �n our whole house there's
only one book, the 'Book of Newest Mag�c and Jugglery,' and the
shopman keeps that �n h�s box; and what d'you th�nk, the beast won't
let me have �t. I hate h�m. Ah, my lad, �t's a beastly l�fe for both of us,
�sn't �t?"
"Looks l�ke �t!"
They chatted a wh�le and parted, both very sad and thoughtful.
Another fortn�ght passed �n th�s same way, when suddenly there
came a sharp turn�ng �n the course of Ilya's l�fe. One morn�ng, wh�le
bus�ness was proceed�ng �n a l�vely manner, the ch�ef suddenly
began to look for someth�ng �n h�s desk very eagerly. An angry red
covered h�s forehead, and the ve�ns of h�s neck swelled up.
"Ilya," he shouted, "come and look here on the floor, �f you can't f�nd
a ten-rouble p�ece!"
Ilya looked at h�s master, then glanced qu�ckly over the floor, and
sa�d qu�etly: "No, there's noth�ng."
"I tell you, look—look properly!" growled h�s employer, �n h�s harsh
bass vo�ce.
"I have looked already."



"Ah, ah! Wa�t a b�t, you �mpudent rascal!" And as soon as the
customers were gone he called Ilya, se�zed the boy's ear �n h�s
strong fat f�ngers and tw�sted �t, snarl�ng �n h�s harsh vo�ce, "When
you're told to look, look! When you're told to look, look!"
Ilya pressed w�th both hands aga�nst h�s master's body, released h�s
ear from the f�ngers, and cr�ed loudly and angr�ly, h�s whole frame
qu�ver�ng w�th exc�tement:
"Why do you bully me? M�chael stole the money. Yes, he d�d. It's �n
h�s left wa�stcoat pocket."
The owl face of the shopman suddenly lengthened; he looked very
d�sturbed, and began to tremble. Then suddenly he let out w�th h�s
r�ght arm, and struck Ilya on the ear. The boy sprang suddenly up,
fell to the ground w�th a loud groan, and cry�ng, crept on all fours �nto
a corner of the shop. As one �n a dream, he heard the threaten�ng
vo�ce of h�s master:——
"Stay, there, g�ve up that money!"
"It's a l�e," squeaked the shopman.
"Come here!"
"I swear—I——"
"I'll throw the we�ght at your head!"
"K�r�l Ivan�tch, �t's my own money, may God str�ke me dead �f �t �sn't."
"Hold your tongue!"
Then s�lence. The ch�ef went to h�s room, and from there came at
once the loud rattle of the balls on the count�ng frame. Ilya sat on the
floor, hold�ng h�s head, and look�ng w�th hatred at the shopman, who
stood �n another corner of the shop, and on h�s s�de, cast threaten�ng
looks at the boy.
"Ah, you vagabond, shall I g�ve you any more?" he asked �n a low
vo�ce, show�ng h�s teeth.
Ilya shrugged h�s shoulders, and sa�d noth�ng.
"Wa�t, my boy. I'll g�ve you someth�ng, just �n case you forget me."



The shopman strode slowly across to the boy, and looked �n h�s face
w�th round, mal�gnant eyes.
Ilya got up, and w�th a rap�d movement took a long, th�n kn�fe from
the counter, and sa�d "Come on!"
The shopman stood st�ll, measur�ng w�th a f�xed glance the strong
sturdy f�gure, w�th long arms and the kn�fe �n one hand, then
murmured scornfully: "Pooh, you conv�ct's brat!"
"Just come on, come on!" repeated the boy, and advanced a step.
Everyth�ng wh�rled before h�s eyes, but �n h�s breast he felt a great
strength wh�ch urged h�m bravely forward.
"Drop that kn�fe!" sa�d h�s master's vo�ce.
Ilya shuddered when he saw the red beard and l�v�d face of h�s
master, but d�d not move.
"Put down that kn�fe, I tell you," repeated the merchant qu�etly.
Ilya, who felt as though he were mov�ng through a dark cloud, put
the kn�fe down on the counter, gave a loud sob, and sat down aga�n
on the floor. He felt g�ddy. H�s head and h�s damaged ear pa�ned
h�m. A heavy we�ght that lay on h�s breast h�ndered h�s breath�ng,
pressed on h�s heart, and rose up slowly �n h�s throat, chok�ng h�s
speech. He heard h�s employer's vo�ce as though he were far away.
"Here �s your salary due, M�shka."
"But let me——" the shopman tr�ed to expla�n.
"Out you go, else I'll call the pol�ce."
"All r�ght, I'll go, but keep an eye on that young cub, I adv�se you. He
goes at people w�th a kn�fe—he, he! H�s dear father �s �n S�ber�a, a
conv�ct—he, he!"
"Get out!"
There was st�llness aga�n �n the shop. Ilya had an unpleasant feel�ng,
as though someth�ng were crawl�ng over h�s face. He w�ped off h�s
tears w�th h�s hand, looked about h�m, and saw h�s master beh�nd h�s



desk, exam�n�ng h�m w�th a sharp search�ng look. Ilya got up and
went towards h�s place at the door, stagger�ng uncerta�nly.
"Stop! Hold on a m�nute," called out h�s master. "Would you really
have put that kn�fe �n h�m?"
"Yes, I would," answered the boy, qu�etly, but w�th assurance.
"Oh, oh! What's your father �n S�ber�a for? Murder?"
"No. Sett�ng f�re to a house."
"Good enough."
Karp, the other shopman, came back from an errand at th�s moment.
He sat down on a stool near the door, and looked out at the street.
"L�sten, Karpushka," began the master, w�th sm�le. "I've just sent
M�shka pack�ng."
"It's your r�ght, K�r�l Ivanov�tch."
"Th�nk! He robbed me."
"Imposs�ble!" cr�ed Karp, softly, but ev�dently fr�ghtened, "Is that true?
The v�lla�n!"
The ch�ef laughed beh�nd h�s desk t�ll he had to hold h�s s�des and
h�s red beard shook.
"Ho! ho! ho!" he laughed. "Ah, Karpushka, you conjuror, modest
soul!"
Then he stopped laugh�ng suddenly, gave a deep s�gh, and sa�d,
sternly and thoughtfully, "Ah, men, men! All want to l�ve, all want to
eat, and every one better than h�s ne�ghbour."
He shook h�s head and was s�lent.
Ilya, stand�ng by the desk, felt hurt that h�s master pa�d no further
attent�on to h�m.
"Well, Ilya," sa�d the merchant f�nally, after a long, pa�nful s�lence,
"let's have a chat. Tell me, though, have you ever seen M�chael steal
before?"
"Yes, rather! He stole all the t�me. F�sh and all the rest."



"And why d�dn't you tell me?"
"I—I——" stammered Ilya, after a short pause.
"Afra�d of h�m, eh?"
"No, I wasn't afra�d."
"So—then why d�dn't you say 'Master, you're be�ng robbed'?"
"I don't know. I d�dn't want to."
"H'm! You only told me just now out of temper?"
"Yes," sa�d Ilya, def�antly.
"There, see! What a young cub!"
The merchant stroked h�s red beard for a wh�le, and looked earnestly
at Ilya w�thout speak�ng.
"And you, Ilya, have you ever stolen."
"No."
"I bel�eve you—you have not stolen, but Karp now—th�s fellow Karp
here, does he steal?"
"Yes, he steals," answered Ilya curtly.
Karp looked at h�m �n aston�shment, bl�nked h�s eyes and turned
away as �f the matter d�d not concern h�m �n the least. The master's
brows contracted darkly, and aga�n he began to stroke h�s beard. Ilya
felt clearly that someth�ng out of the common was �mpend�ng and
awa�ted the end, strung to the p�tch of nervousness. The fl�es
hovered about �n the sharp, reek�ng a�r of the shop. The water �n the
tubs of l�ve f�shes splashed.
"Karpushka!" the ch�ef addressed the shopman who was stand�ng
mot�onless �n the door and look�ng attent�vely at the streets.
"What can I do, s�r?" answered Karp, and hurr�ed to h�s employer,
look�ng at h�s face w�th subm�ss�ve, fr�endly eyes.
"Do you hear what �s sa�d of you?"
"Yes, I heard."



"Well, what have you to say?"
"Noth�ng," sa�d Karp, and shrugged h�s shoulders.
"Noth�ng! What d'you mean by that?"
"It's qu�te s�mple, K�r�l Ivanov�tch. I am a man that respects h�mself
and so I don't feel that my character can be hurt by a boy. You see
yourself how absolutely stup�d he �s, and doesn't understand
anyth�ng. So I can forg�ve h�s w�cked slander w�th a l�ght heart."
"Stop, my fr�end! Let's have none of your juggl�ng, but k�ndly tell me,
has he spoken the truth?"
"What �s truth?" answered Karp slowly, shrugg�ng h�s shoulders and
hold�ng h�s head on one s�de. "Every one understands the truth �n h�s
own way—�f you l�ke, you can take h�s words for truth, but �f you
don't l�ke, �t's just as you w�sh."
Karp ended w�th a s�gh, bowed to h�s employer, and made a gesture
that �nd�cated how deeply hurt he felt.
"H'm! so you leave �t to me—you th�nk the youngster s�lly?"
"Uncommonly s�lly," sa�d Karp w�th brusque conv�ct�on.
"No, my lad, that's a l�e," sa�d Strogany, and laughed outr�ght. "How
he came out w�th the truth r�ght �n your face! Ho! Ho! Does Karp
steal? Yes, he steals. Ho! Ho! Ho!"
Ilya had gone from the desk to the door and from there had l�stened
to th�s conversat�on, wh�ch he felt clearly had �n �t someth�ng �nsult�ng
to h�m. When he heard h�s master laugh, a joyful sense of revenge
flooded h�s heart, he looked tr�umphantly at Karp and gratefully at h�s
employer. Strogany screwed up h�s eyes and laughed heart�ly and
Karp hear�ng h�s laugh, followed w�th a dry anx�ous "He! he! he!"
At the sound of th�s th�n bleat�ng, Strogany ordered sharply:
"Shut up the shop."
On the way to the merchant's house, Karp sa�d to Ilya, shak�ng h�s
head:



"A fool you are, an utter fool! start�ng all that r�gmarole! d'you
suppose that's the way to curry favour? You young ass! d'you th�nk
he doesn't know that M�shka and I, both of us, stole from h�m—he
was a young man once—he! he! As he's sent off M�shka, I've that to
thank you for to tell the truth, but for tell�ng tales of me—I'll never
forg�ve that, I tell you stra�ght; �t's stup�d and wrong, too, to say a
th�ng l�ke that—�n my presence too. No, I can't forget that; �t showed
that you don't respect me!"
Ilya l�stened, not understand�ng clearly, and sa�d noth�ng. He had
expected Karp to approach h�m very d�fferently, probably to g�ve h�m
a good thrash�ng on the way home, and consequently he had been
afra�d to start. But �n Karp's words sounded contempt more than
anger, and for h�s mere threats Ilya cared noth�ng. It was the even�ng
of that day before the mean�ng of the speech was clear to Ilya, when
h�s employer sent for h�m to go upsta�rs.
"Ah! now you see! go on!" Karp called after h�m �n a vo�ce presag�ng
ev�l.
Ilya went upsta�rs and stood at the door of a b�g room, w�th a long
table under a hang�ng lamp, and a samovar on the table. H�s master
sat there w�th h�s w�fe and three daughters, all red-ha�red and
freckled.
When Ilya came �n they crowded closer together and looked at h�m
t�m�dly out of the�r blue eyes.
"That's the boy," sa�d h�s employer.
"You don't say so—such a young rascal," sa�d the w�fe anx�ously and
looked at Ilya as �f she had never seen h�m before.
Strogany sm�led, stroked h�s beard, drummed on the table w�th h�s
f�ngers, and sa�d �mpress�vely:
"I've sent for you, Ilya, to tell you I don't need you any more, so get
your th�ngs together and start off."
Ilya started and opened h�s mouth �n aston�shment, but could not get
out a word, then turned and went out of the room.



"Stop!" called the merchant, stretch�ng one arm out after h�m, and
str�k�ng the table w�th h�s palm, "Stop!"
Then he held up one f�nger and went on slowly and composedly: "It's
not only for that that I sent for you. No. I want to g�ve you a lesson to
take away w�th you. I w�sh to expla�n to you why I don't need you any
more. You've done all r�ght as far as I am concerned, you're a
youngster that has had some educat�on, you're �ndustr�ous and
honest and strong—yes, you've all those trump cards �n your hand,
and yet you won't su�t me any more. I can't do w�th you �n my
bus�ness. Why? you ask—h'm—yes."
Ilya understood th�s much, that he seemed at the same t�me to be
pra�sed and d�sm�ssed. The contrad�ct�on would not come clear �n h�s
m�nd, but roused �n h�m a strange double sensat�on and brought h�m
to the �dea that h�s employer h�mself d�d not know what he was
do�ng. Strogany's face seemed to the lad to conf�rm th�s �mpress�on;
on �t there was an express�on of tens�on, as though he were
struggl�ng �n h�s m�nd w�th a thought for wh�ch he could not clearly
f�nd words. The boy stepped forward and sa�d qu�etly and
respectfully.
"You d�sm�ss me because I took the kn�fe to h�m?"
"Heavens!" cr�ed h�s employer's w�fe. "Heavens! how �nsolent!"
"That �s �t," sa�d the merchant complacently, wh�le he sm�led at Ilya,
and tapped h�m w�th h�s foref�nger, "you are �nsolent. That �s the
word—�nsolent. But a lad that goes out to work must be humble—
humble and modest; the Scr�ptures teach �t. He must s�nk h�mself �n
h�s master. Everyth�ng—h�s �ntell�gence, h�s honesty, must be used
for h�s master's advantage, and you take a stand of your own, and
that won't do at all, you see, and that's why you're �nsolent; for
�nstance, you tell a man to h�s face that he's a th�ef. That �sn't good, �t
�s �nsolent; �f you are so honest yourself you m�ght tell me what the
man does, but qu�te pr�vately. I would eas�ly have settled the
bus�ness, because I am the master. But you say r�ght out—he steals.
No, no, that won't do. If there's only one honest out of three that
matters noth�ng; �n these cases one must reckon accord�ng to
c�rcumstances. Suppose there's one honest and n�ne rascals, that's



no good to anyone, generally the one goes to the wall, but �f there
are seven honest to three rascals, then you're r�ght to speak out,
d'you see? r�ght goes w�th the major�ty, and one honest, what's the
good of h�m? That's how �t stands w�th honesty, my boy. Don't force
your r�ghteousness on people, but f�nd out f�rst �f they want �t."
Strogany w�ped the sweat off h�s brow w�th h�s hand, s�ghed, and
cont�nued w�th an express�on of compass�on m�ngled w�th self-
sat�sfact�on:
"And then you take to the kn�fe."
"O Lord!" cr�ed h�s w�fe, and the three g�rls crowded closer together.
"It �s wr�tten �n the Scr�ptures, 'He who takes the sword shall per�sh
by the sword.' H'm—yes—for th�s reason I can't keep you any more,
that's the truth. Here take th�s half rouble and go—go your way, you
need have no grudge aga�nst me, any more than I have aga�nst you.
See, I g�ve you half a rouble, take �t, and I have spoken to you as
one seldom speaks to a boy, qu�te ser�ously, that you may take �t to
heart, and so forth. Perhaps I'm sorry for you, but you're no good to
me; �f the l�nch p�n does not f�t, the w�se man throws �t away before
he starts h�s journey. So, go your way!"
"Good-bye," sa�d Ilya. He had l�stened w�th attent�on and expla�ned
the matter to h�mself qu�te s�mply; he was d�sm�ssed because the
merchant could not get r�d of Karp and leave h�mself w�thout a
shopman.
Th�s thought cheered h�m and made h�m content, and h�s master
seemed to h�m a very unusual man, s�mple and fr�endly.
"Take your money!" called Strogany.
"Good-bye," repeated Ilya, and held the l�ttle s�lver co�n t�ght �n h�s
hand. "Thank you very much."
"There, he never cr�ed a b�t!" Ilya heard h�s master's w�fe say
reproachfully.
When Ilya, bundle on back, came out of the heavy house door, �t
seemed to h�m as though he were leav�ng a grey, far-off land, that he
had read of �n some book, where there was noth�ng, no people, no



v�llages, but only stones, and among these stones l�ved a good old
mag�c�an, who showed the way out to wayfarers lost �n the desert
land.
It was the even�ng of a clear spr�ng day. The sun was sett�ng and the
w�ndows flamed red. Ilya remembered that other day when f�rst he
saw the town from the r�ver shore. The bundle, heavy w�th all h�s
worldly goods, we�ghed on h�s back and he slackened h�s speed.
People on the pavements hurr�ed by and struck aga�nst h�s load;
carr�ages rolled no�s�ly past h�m; the dust danced �n the slant�ng sun
rays, and over everyth�ng preva�led a sense of no�sy, gay, l�vely
act�v�ty. All that he had exper�enced dur�ng the year �n the town was
v�v�d �n h�s memory. He felt l�ke a grown-up man, h�s heart beat
proudly and free, and �n h�s ears rang the words of h�s master:
"You are a youngster that has had some educat�on, you're not stup�d,
you're strong and not lazy; these are the trump cards �n your hand."
"Well then, we'll try aga�n," sa�d Ilya to h�mself wh�le he slackened h�s
pace st�ll more. A st�rr�ng feel�ng of joy possessed h�m, and
�nvoluntar�ly he sm�led at the thought that to-morrow he would not
have to go to the f�sh shop.

IX.

When Ilya returned to the house of Petrusha F�l�monov, he
d�scovered w�th pleasure that he had grown cons�derably dur�ng the
t�me he had spent �n the shop. Every one made a po�nt of greet�ng
h�m w�th flatter�ng cur�os�ty, and Perf�shka held out a hand to h�m.
"My respects to my lord the shopman. Well brother, have you served
your t�me? I've heard of your bold strokes. Ha! ha! Ah, brother, men
w�ll let you use your tongue to l�ck the�r boots, but not to tell them the
truth."
When Mashka saw Ilya, she cr�ed joyfully, "Ah, how tall you've
grown!"



And Jakov was del�ghted to see h�s comrade aga�n.
"Th�s �s good," he sa�d, "now we can l�ve together aga�n l�ke we used
to. Do you know, I've got a book called 'The Alb�genses,' such a
story, I tell you! There's a man �n �t, S�mon Montfort, he's a real
monster."
And Jakov, �n h�s vague, hurr�ed way, started to tell h�s fr�end the
contents of the book. Ilya looked at h�m and thought w�th a peaceful
content, that h�s b�g-headed comrade had stayed just as he was
before. Jakov saw noth�ng at all unusual �n Ilya's conduct towards
the merchant Strogany. He l�stened to the whole story, then sa�d
s�mply, "That was all r�ght." Th�s unmoved recept�on of h�s
exper�ence by Jakov was not to Ilya's taste. Even Petrusha, when he
had heard Ilya's account of what took place �n the shop, had
applauded the boy's behav�our and not st�nted h�s approval.
"You gave �t h�m very well, my lad, very cleverly. Of course, K�r�l
Ivanov�tch couldn't send off Karp for you. Karp knows the bus�ness,
and �t wouldn't be easy to replace h�m. But after such a scene, you
couldn't stay on w�th h�m. You stuck to the truth, and played w�th the
cards on the table, you must have come off the better."
However, a day or two after, Terent� sa�d to h�s nephew softly:
"L�sten. Don't be too open w�th Petrusha. Be careful. He doesn't l�ke
you. He abuses you beh�nd your back. He says, 'See how the boy
loves the truth, but why �s �t? out of sheer stup�d�ty.' H'm, yes. That's
what he says."
Ilya l�stened and laughed.
"And yesterday, he pra�sed me; sa�d I'd managed cleverly. Men are
all l�ke that, they'll pra�se you to your face, but beh�nd your back
they'll say th�ngs."
Petrusha's dupl�c�ty d�d not �n the least lessen Ilya's he�ghtened self-
conf�dence. He felt exactly l�ke a hero, and was conv�nced that he
had behaved very well w�th regard to the merchant—better than any
other had ever behaved under s�m�lar c�rcumstances.



Two months later, when a new place had been sought for Ilya,
zealously but �n va�n, th�s conversat�on took place between the uncle
and nephew:
"Yes, �t's bad," sa�d the hunchback, gloom�ly, "not a place to be found
for you. Everywhere �t's the same th�ng—he's too b�g! What shall we
do, my boy? What I do you th�nk?"
Ilya answered dec�dedly and w�th conv�ct�on: "I'm f�fteen years old. I
can read and wr�te. I'm not stup�d, and �f I'm �nsolent they'll only send
me away from any other place I get. Who can do w�th an �nsolent
man?"
"But then, what shall we do?" asked Terent�, anx�ously, s�tt�ng on h�s
bed and support�ng h�mself on �t w�th h�s hands.
"I'll tell you. Let me have a b�g box and buy me some goods—soap
and scent, needles and books, all sorts of small th�ngs, and I'll go
round about w�th them and do bus�ness for myself."
"What?—What do you mean, Ilusha? I don't qu�te understand. In the
bar room here, �n the no�se, �t always goes tchk!—tchk! tchk! So that
my head's got weak, and then there's someth�ng never lets me
alone, always the same th�ng, I can't th�nk of anyth�ng else!"
A strange tortured express�on showed �n the hunchback's eyes, as
though he wanted to reckon up someth�ng and could not get �t r�ght.
"Try �t, uncle; let me go once any way."
Ilya entreated, exc�ted by h�s �dea wh�ch prom�sed h�m freedom.
"Well, God help us! we m�ght try."
"Ah! splend�d! you'll see how �t'll go," cr�ed Ilya del�ghted.
"Oh dear!" Terent� s�ghed deeply, and went on sorrowfully: "If only
you were qu�te grown up! Ah! then I could go away, but now you're
just an anchor to hold me, �t's only for your sake I stay �n th�s beastly
hole, and go down, down. I m�ght go to some holy men and say:
'Servants of God! doers of good! �nterceders! I have s�nned,
accursed that I am, my heart �s heavy, save me, pray for pardon for
me to my Father!'"



And the hunchback began to weep qu�etly.
Ilya knew well what s�n oppressed h�s uncle and remembered �t
clearly. H�s heart was upl�fted; he p�t�ed, but could f�nd no words of
consolat�on and was s�lent, t�ll he saw the tears flow from the
sunken, �ntrospect�ve eyes of h�s uncle, then he sa�d: "There—there,
don't cry any more! See! Wa�t t�ll I get on a b�t �n bus�ness, then you
can get away from here." After a moment's s�lence he resumed
consol�ngly, "There—you'll see, you'll be forg�ven."
"Do you th�nk so really?" asked Terent� softly, and the lad repeated �n
a tone of conv�ct�on:
"Of course you'll be forg�ven, worse th�ngs than that have been
pardoned, I'm sure of �t."
So �t came about that Ilya took to the pedlar's trade. From morn�ng to
n�ght he traversed the streets, w�th h�s box at h�s breast, wh�le h�s
black eyebrows contracted, and he looked out on the world full of
self-conf�dence w�th h�s nose �n the a�r. W�th h�s cap drawn down on
h�s forehead, he held up h�s head and cr�ed w�th h�s boy�sh vo�ce
beg�nn�ng to break:
"Soap! black�ng! pomade! ha�rp�ns! needles and thread, p�ns! books
—beaut�ful books!"
L�fe flowed round h�m �n a gay and tumultuous stream, and he swam
w�th �t, free and l�ght-hearted, and felt h�mself to be a man even as all
the others were. He drove a trade round the bazaars, went to the
�nns, and would order h�s tea �mportantly, dr�nk �t slowly, and eat a
p�ece of wh�te bread l�ke a man who knows h�s worth. L�fe seemed to
h�m s�mple, easy and pleasant.
H�s dreams took on clear and s�mple forms. He �mag�ned how �n two
or three years he would s�t �n a clean l�ttle shop of h�s own,
somewhere �n a good street, not too no�sy, and �n th�s shop he would
deal �n all sorts of clean and pretty wares, that were clean to handle
and d�d not spo�l the clothes. He h�mself would look clean and
healthy and handsome. Every one �n the street would respect h�m
and the g�rls would look at h�m w�th fr�endly glances. When h�s shop
was shut he would s�t �n a clean br�ght l�ttle room near �t and dr�nk h�s



tea, and read books. Cleanl�ness �n everyth�ng seemed to h�m the
essent�al determ�n�ng factor of a well-ordered l�fe. So he dreamed
when trade was good and no one hurt h�m by rough behav�our. But �f
he had sold noth�ng and was s�tt�ng t�red �n the bar or somewhere �n
the street, then all the harshness and hustl�ng of the pol�ce, the
�nsult�ng remarks of customers, the abuse and mockery of h�s fellows
the other pedlars, we�ghed on h�s soul and he felt w�th�n h�m a
pa�nful sense of unrest. H�s eyes opened w�de and looked deeper
�nto the web of l�fe, and h�s memory, so r�ch �n �mpress�ons, pushed
�nto the wheels of h�s thought one �mpress�on after another. He saw
clearly how all men strove for the same goal as he, how all longed
for the same qu�et, full and clean l�fe on wh�ch h�s des�re was set. Yet
no one scrupled to thrust as�de whomsoever was �n h�s way; all were
so greedy, so p�t�less, and harmed one another, w�th no necess�ty,
w�th no advantage to themselves, out of sheer pleasure �n another's
pa�n. They often laughed when they could hurt most deeply and
seldom had p�ty on those whom they made to suffer.
Such �mages made h�s work seem hateful. The dream of a clean
l�ttle shop van�shed away, and he felt �n h�s heart an enervat�ng
wear�ness. It seemed to h�m that he would never save enough
money out of h�s trad�ng to open the shop, and that r�ght on �nto h�s
old age he must wander about the hot, dusty streets, h�s box on h�s
breast, and the straps gall�ng h�s shoulders. But every success �n h�s
undertak�ng awakened new courage and gave new l�fe to h�s
dreams.
One day �n a busy street Ilya qu�te unexpectedly met Pashka
Gratschev. The sm�th's son tramped along the pavement w�th the
assured str�de of one free of all care, h�s hands �n the pockets of h�s
torn trousers, wear�ng a blue blouse, also torn and d�rty, wh�ch was
much too b�g for h�m. The heels of h�s b�g, well-worn boots clumped
on the pavement at every step. H�s cap w�th a broken peak rested
jaunt�ly over h�s left ear, leav�ng half of h�s close-cropped head
exposed to the rays of the summer sun. Face and neck al�ke were
covered w�th th�ck greasy black d�rt. He recogn�sed Ilya from a
d�stance, and nodded to h�m �n a fr�endly way, w�thout hasten�ng h�s
easy pace.



"Good luck," sa�d Ilya. "Fancy meet�ng you!"
Pashka took h�s hand, pressed �t and laughed. H�s teeth and eyes
shone br�ght and dear for a moment under h�s black mask.
"How goes �t?" asked Ilya.
"It goes as �t can. When there's anyth�ng to b�te at, I b�te, and when
there's noth�ng I wh�ne and l�e curled up. Ha! ha! I'm jolly glad to
meet you anyhow!"
"Why do you never come to see us?" asked Ilya, sm�l�ng. It was
pleasant to h�m to see an old comrade glad to meet h�m �n sp�te of
h�s d�rty face. He looked at Pashka's worn boots and then at h�s own
new, sh�n�ng pa�r that had cost n�ne roubles, and sm�led
complacently.
"How should I know where you l�ve?" sa�d Pashka.
"W�th F�l�monov, just the same."
"Oh! Jashka sa�d you were �n some f�sh shop or other."
Ilya related w�th pr�de h�s exper�ences �n the house of Strogany, and
how now he was keep�ng h�mself.
"That's the way," cr�ed Gratschev approv�ngly, "they turned me out of
the pr�nt�ng works just the same way, for �nsolence. Then I was w�th
a pa�nter, m�xed the colours and that sort of th�ng, t�ll one day I sat
down on a fresh-pa�nted s�gnboard, and then of course there was a
row, they all went for me, master and m�stress, and pup�ls, t�ll the�r
arms were t�red out and then sent me to the dev�l. Now I'm w�th a
well-s�nker, s�x roubles a month. I've just had d�nner and I'm go�ng
back to work."
"You don't seem �n a hurry w�th your job."
"Oh! dev�l take �t! Whoever knows what work �s doesn't get exc�ted
over �t. I must come and look you up some t�me."
"Yes! do come."
"Do you st�ll read books?"
"Rather. And you?"



"Yes, when I can."
"And do you st�ll make poetry?"
"Yes, I make poetry."
Pashka laughed aga�n happ�ly.
"You'll come then, won't you? And don't forget the poems."
"I'll come r�ght enough. I'll br�ng some brandy, too."
"Have you taken to dr�nk�ng then?"
"Oh, just a l�ttle—but now, good-bye."
"Good-bye," sa�d Ilya.
He passed on h�s way, th�nk�ng deeply of Pashka. To h�m �t seemed
strange that th�s ragged fellow had showed no envy of h�s own
sh�n�ng boots and clean clothes, �ndeed had hardly appeared to
not�ce them. Aga�n, Pashka had rejo�ced openly when Ilya spoke of
h�s �ndependent untrammelled l�fe. H�s thoughts f�lled Ilya w�th an
�ncomprehens�ble unrest, and he sa�d to h�mself: "Doesn't th�s
Gratschev, then, want the same th�ngs as all the rest. What �s there
to w�sh for �n l�fe but a clean, peaceful, �ndependent ex�stence?"
Melancholy and unrest of th�s k�nd possessed Ilya, espec�ally after
he had v�s�ted the church. He seldom m�ssed a serv�ce, m�dday or
even�ng. He used not to pray, but would s�mply stand �n some corner
and look, w�thout any def�n�te thought, at the worsh�pp�ng crowd and
l�sten to the s�ng�ng of the cho�r. Men stood there, s�lent and
mot�onless, and there was a certa�n sense of unan�m�ty �n the
st�llness, as though each were endeavour�ng to th�nk as all the
others thought. Waves of song, blended w�th waves of �ncense,
swept through the house of God, and often Ilya felt as though he
were borne upwards on the stream of sound to float �n the warm
caress�ng a�r above. There was someth�ng that comforted the soul �n
the earnest, solemn vo�ce that f�lled the church, so d�fferent from the
hubbub of l�fe and not to be reconc�led w�th �t. At f�rst th�s feel�ng
rema�ned apart from everyday �mpress�ons, d�d not m�ngle w�th them
and left h�m und�sturbed; but later �t came to h�m to feel as though
there was someth�ng l�v�ng �n h�s heart, ceaselessly observ�ng h�m;



shy and anx�ous �t dwelt concealed �n a corner of h�s heart as he
went about h�s accustomed bus�ness, but grew �n h�s soul whenever
he entered the church and aroused �n h�m a strange, d�squ�et�ng
thought, oppos�ng h�s dream of a clean, sheltered l�fe. At such t�mes
the tales of the herm�t Ant�pa rose �n h�s m�nd, and the talk of the
p�ous old rag-p�cker concern�ng a lov�ng God. "The Lord sees all
th�ngs, knows all th�ngs, bes�de H�m there �s noth�ng."
Ilya would return home full of unrest and perplex�ty, feel�ng h�s
dreams of the future fade, and recogn�s�ng that h�dden �n h�m lay
someth�ng that cared not at all for h�s l�ttle bus�ness. But l�fe renewed
�ts cla�ms on h�m, and th�s someth�ng d�ved qu�ckly down aga�n to the
depths of h�s soul.
Jakov, w�th whom Ilya d�scussed almost everyth�ng, knew noth�ng of
th�s d�v�s�on �n h�s fr�end's soul. Indeed, Ilya came to the
consc�ousness of �t aga�nst h�s w�ll, and never voluntar�ly let h�s
thoughts run on th�s �ncomprehens�ble sensat�on.
H�s even�ngs were spent pleasantly. As soon as he returned, he
went stra�ght to the cellar and sa�d to Masha qu�te as �f he were the
master �n h�s own home:
"Now Masha, �s the samovar ready?" and the samovar would be
already prepared and stand�ng on the table steam�ng and s�ng�ng.
Ilya always brought some del�cacy w�th h�m, almond or honey cakes,
or g�ngerbread or syrup, and for th�s Masha suppl�ed h�m w�th tea.
Bes�des, the g�rl had begun to earn money for herself; Mat�za had
taught her to make paper flowers, and Masha loved to shape red
roses out of the th�n rustl�ng sheets. She could earn ten kopecks a
day. Her father had contracted typhus, and lay for two months �n
hosp�tal, return�ng th�n and meagre w�th beaut�ful dark curls. H�s
tousled, untr�mmed beard was shaved off, and �n sp�te of h�s yellow
sunken cheeks, he looked f�ve years younger. As before he worked
�n var�ous shops, frequently d�d not even sleep at home and left all
care and management of h�s home to Masha. She patched h�s
clothes and called her father "Perf�shka" l�ke all the rest. The
shoemaker made great fun of her demeanour to h�m, but felt an



ev�dent respect for h�s l�ttle curly-headed g�rl, who could laugh as
heart�ly and cheerfully as h�mself.
Ilya and Jakov took the�r tea �n the even�ngs w�th Masha as a regular
custom. The three ch�ldren sat at table, and drank long and deeply,
chatter�ng of everyth�ng that �nterested them. Ilya related all that he
had seen �n the town, and Jakov, who read all day long, told of h�s
books, the scenes �n the tap room, compla�ned of h�s father and
many t�mes poured out a screed, qu�te confused and un�ntell�g�ble to
the other two. Masha sat all day �n her underground room, worked
and sang, l�stened to the conversat�on of the lads, speak�ng herself
seldom and laugh�ng when she felt �ncl�ned. To them all the tea
tasted adm�rable, and the samovar covered w�th a th�ck layer of rust
gr�nned at them �n a fr�endly cunn�ng way w�th �ts funny old face.
Almost every day, just when the ch�ldren had arranged th�ngs to the�r
l�k�ng, �t would beg�n to murmur and hum, pretend�ng anger, and �t
would appear that there was no water �n �t, Masha must take �t out
and f�ll �t, and th�s performance had to be repeated several t�mes
every even�ng. When the moon rode �n the heavens, her l�ght would
share the fest�val, fall�ng through the w�ndows �nto the l�ttle room �n
great, gl�mmer�ng streaks. Th�s l�ttle cave, shut �n w�th a low, heavy
ce�l�ng, and half-rotten walls, almost always lacked a�r and l�ght,
water and bread, and sugar and many th�ngs, but l�fe went all the
more merr�ly, and every n�ght many generous feel�ngs and many
naïve youthful thoughts were born there.
From t�me to t�me Perf�shka jo�ned the company. Generally he sat on
a k�nd of bench �n a dark corner near the sturdy stove, half bur�ed �n
the ground, or else he cl�mbed on to the stove �tself, and h�s head
hung down �nto the room, so that �f he spoke or laughed h�s l�ttle
wh�te teeth gl�mmered �n the darkness. H�s daughter passed h�m a
b�g mug of tea and a p�ece of sugar and bread, he would take them,
laugh�ng and say: "Many thanks Mar�a Perf�lyevna, I am
overwhelmed w�th your k�ndness." Many a t�me he would say w�th a
s�gh of envy, "You have a f�ne l�fe, ch�ldren—confound you! f�rst rate,
just l�ke men and women," and then laugh�ng and s�gh�ng he would
go on:



"L�fe gets better and better—�t's joll�er every year; at your age I got
noth�ng but the strap. It was always on my back, and I howled for
pleasure as loud as I could. When �t stopped, my back began to hurt
and grumble and sulk, because �t m�ssed �ts old fr�end; but �t d�dn't
have to wa�t long for �t—�t was a most sympathet�c strap. That was
all the company I had �n my young days. You'll soon be grow�ng up
now, and w�ll want to look back at th�ngs—the talks, and all the
d�fferent th�ngs that have happened and all th�s jolly l�fe, and I'm
grown b�g and old—th�rty-s�x—and have noth�ng I want to remember.
Not a spark; noth�ng has rema�ned �n my memory, as �f I'd been deaf
and bl�nd all my young days, I only remember how my teeth
chattered for hunger and cold, and the blue patches on my face; how
my bones and my ears and my ha�r stayed healthy I can't
understand. They d�dn't qu�te h�t me w�th the stove, but on the stove,
bless you, they thrashed me to the�r hearts' content. That was an
educat�on for you; they tw�sted me about l�ke a b�t of thread; but flog
me as they l�ked, and hack me to p�eces, and suck my blood as they
l�ked, the Russ�an �n me clung to h�s l�fe! tough fellows these
Russ�ans! Pound them to b�ts, and they'll come up sm�l�ng! See me!
they ground me to powder and cut me to r�bbons, and here I l�ve
happ�ly l�ke the cuckoo �n the wood, flutter from one alehouse to
another, and am at peace w�th all the world. God loves me, you
know; �f he saw me, He'd just say: 'Oh! �t's you,' He'd say, and let me
go on."
The youngsters l�stened and laughed. Ilya laughed w�th the others,
though Perf�shka's s�ng-song vo�ce awakened �n h�m a thought wh�ch
always came back and back obst�nately and occup�ed h�m greatly.
One day he tr�ed to get clear about �t and asked the cobbler w�th an
�ncredulous laugh: "And �s there really noth�ng �n all the world that
you want, Perf�shka?"
"Oh! I don't say that. A mouthful of brandy, for �nstance, I'm always
want�ng."
"No, tell me the truth! There must be someth�ng �n the world that you
want," pers�sted Ilya.



"Want to know the truth, do you? Well then, I should l�ke a new
harmon�ca, a r�ght-down good harmon�ca, say twenty-f�ve roubles.
Ha! ha! then I'd play to you!"
He stopped and laughed comfortably. Suddenly a thought pr�cked
h�m, he became ser�ous and sa�d to Ilya, gravely:
"N—no, brother! I don't want a new one! In the f�rst place, �t's dear
and I should pawn �t for dr�nk, for sure, and secondly, suppose �t
turned out worse than the one I have, what then? She's a real
beauty, the one I've got. Beyond all money. My soul's gone �nto her,
she understands me so well, just my f�nger on the keys and away
she s�ngs! She's a rare treasure—perhaps there's not another l�ke
her �n the world. A harmon�ca, she's l�ke a w�fe. Once I had a w�fe
too, an angel—not a woman, and �f I wanted to marry aga�n—how
could I? I'd never f�nd another l�ke my dear. Whether you l�ke �t or
not, you get measur�ng the new one by the old, and �f she �sn't
enough, �t's bad, for me and for her. That's the way of th�ngs. Ah!
brother, a th�ng �sn't good when �t's good, but when �t pleases you."
Ilya could read�ly agree w�th Perf�shka's pra�se of h�s �nstrument. No
one who heard �t but wondered at �ts r�ng�ng, tender tone. But he
could not reconc�le h�mself w�th the thought that the cobbler had no
des�re �n the world. Clear and sharp, the quest�on met h�m—can a
man l�ve h�s whole l�fe �n d�rt, go about �n rags, dr�nk brandy, play the
harmon�ca and never long for anyth�ng d�fferent, better? He had no
w�sh to regard the contented Perf�shka as half s�lly. He observed h�m
constantly w�th the greatest �nterest, and was conv�nced that the
cobbler at heart was better than all the other people �n the house,
t�ppler and good for noth�ng though he were.
Somet�mes the young people ventured to approach those great and
far-reach�ng quest�ons, wh�ch open fathomless abysses before
mank�nd, and draw down by force �nto the�r myster�ous depths man's
eagerly �nqu�r�ng sp�r�t and h�s heart. It was always Jakov who began
on these quest�ons. He had acqu�red an odd hab�t of lean�ng aga�nst
everyth�ng as though h�s legs felt �nsecure. If he were s�tt�ng, he
e�ther held on to the nearest f�xed object w�th h�s hands or supported
h�s shoulder aga�nst �t. If he were walk�ng along the street w�th h�s



qu�ck, �rregular str�des, he would grasp the stone posts by the way
as though he were count�ng them, or try the fences w�th h�s hand as
though to test the�r stab�l�ty. At tea �n Masha's room, he sat generally
at the w�ndow, h�s back aga�nst the wall and h�s long f�ngers hold�ng
fast to the cha�r or the edge of the table. Hold�ng h�s b�g head
s�deways, w�th �ts f�ne, smooth, tow-coloured ha�r, he would look at
the speaker and the blue eyes �n h�s pale face were e�ther w�de open
or half closed. He loved, as of old, to relate h�s dreams, and could
never re-tell the story of a book he had been read�ng w�thout add�ng
someth�ng s�ngular and �ncomprehens�ble. Ilya reproached h�m for
th�s hab�t, but Jakov was und�sturbed and sa�d s�mply:
"It's better as I tell �t. One mustn't alter the Holy Scr�ptures, but any
other books, one can do as one l�kes about. They're wr�tten by men
and I'm a man too. I can �mprove them �f I want to. But tell me
someth�ng d�fferent. When you're asleep, where �s your soul?"
"How should I know?" answered Ilya, who d�sl�ked quest�ons that
roused a pa�nful d�squ�et �n h�m.
"I bel�eve they just fly away," Jakov expla�ned.
"Of course they fly away," Masha conf�rmed h�m �n a tone of
conv�ct�on.
"How do you know that?" asked Ilya sternly.
"Oh! I just th�nk so."
"Yes, that's �t, they fly away," sa�d Jakov thoughtfully, sm�l�ng, "They
must rest some t�me, that's how the dreams come."
Ilya d�d not know how to answer th�s observat�on, and sa�d noth�ng �n
sp�te of a keen w�sh to reply. For a t�me all were s�lent. It became
darker �n the d�m cave of a cellar; the lamp smouldered, a strong-
smell�ng vapour came from the charcoal under the samovar. From
far away a dull myster�ous no�se rolled down to them; �t came from
the bar room �n w�ld r�ot and confus�on above the�r heads, and aga�n
Jakov's vo�ce was heard:
"See, men make a row, and work, all that sort of th�ng. They call that
l�v�ng, and then all at once—bang! and the man's dead. What does



that mean? What do you th�nk, Ilya?"
"It doesn't mean anyth�ng, they're old and they've got to d�e."
"That won't do, young people d�e, and ch�ldren—healthy people d�e
too."
"If they d�e, they're not healthy."
"What do men l�ve for, anyway?"
"That's a clever quest�on!" cr�ed Ilya, mock�ngly, s�nce he felt able to
reply to th�s. "They l�ve, just to l�ve; they work and try to be happy.
Every one wants to l�ve well, and tr�es to get on; they all look out for
chances to get r�ch and l�ve comfortably."
"Yes, poor people. But r�ch people, they've got everyth�ng to start
w�th, they've noth�ng to look out for."
"A�n't you clever! R�ch. If there weren't any r�ch, whom would the
poor work for?"
Jakov thought a l�ttle and then asked:
"You th�nk then that every one l�ves just to work?"
"Yes, certa�nly, that �s—not qu�te all. Some work and the rest just
l�ve. They worked before, saved money, and now they just enjoy
the�r l�fe."
"And what do people l�ve for, anyhow?"
"Oh! get out w�th you! Because they want to. Perhaps you don't want
to?" cr�ed Ilya out of all pat�ence. He could not have sa�d exactly why
he was annoyed, whether that Jakov ra�sed these quest�ons at all, or
whether that he asked so stup�dly. He felt def�n�te doubts ar�se �n h�m
under the �nterrogat�ons, and he could f�nd no clear answer.
"Why do you l�ve yourself? tell me that, then, why?" he shouted at
Jakov.
"I don't know," answered Jakov res�gnedly. "I'd just as soon d�e. It
must be beastly; st�ll I'd l�ke to know what �t's l�ke."
Then suddenly he began �n a tone of fr�endly reproach:



"There's no reason to get cross. Just th�nk; men l�ve to work, and
work comes because of men; �t's just l�ke turn�ng a wheel, always �n
the same place, and you can't see why �t goes round. But where
does God come �n? He's the axle of �t all. He sa�d to Adam and Eve,
'Be fru�tful and mult�ply and people the earth,' but why?"
He bent over towards Ilya, and wh�spered myster�ously w�th an
express�on of fear �n h�s blue eyes:
"Do you know, I bel�eve the good God told them why; but then some
one came and stole the explanat�on, stole �t and h�d �t away, and that
was Satan; who else could �t be? and that's why no man knows why
he �s al�ve."
Ilya l�stened to the d�sconnected sentences, felt them possess h�s
soul and was s�lent. But Jakov cont�nued faster and more softly, fear
qu�vered on h�s pale face, and h�s speech became more confused:
"What does God want of you? Do you know? Aha!" It sounded l�ke a
cry of tr�umph out of the flood of h�s trembl�ng words. Then aga�n
they poured out of h�s mouth tumultuously �n d�sconnected wh�spers.
Masha gazed astounded, open-mouthed at her fr�end and protector.
Ilya wr�nkled h�s brows. He was pa�ned that he could not follow
Jakov's words. He cons�dered h�mself the cleverer, but Jakov
constantly reduced h�m to wonder by h�s wonderful memory and the
fluency w�th wh�ch he spoke on all k�nds of d�ff�cult quest�ons. If he
became weary of l�sten�ng s�lently, and too stra�tly caught by the
heavy cloud that Jakov's words begot �n h�m, then he used to
�nterrupt the speaker angr�ly:
"Oh! shut up for any sake! What are you babbl�ng of? You've read
too much, that's the truth—do you understand yourself what you
say?"
"But that's just what I'm say�ng, that I don't understand at all,"
answered Jakov, wounded and obst�nate.
"Then say stra�ght out I don't understand anyth�ng, �nstead of
chatter�ng l�ke a man�ac, wh�le I've got to l�sten to you!"
"No, wa�t a m�nute," Jakov went on. "Everyth�ng �s beyond our
understand�ng. Take the lamp, for �nstance—I see there �s f�re �n �t,



but where does the f�re come from? One m�nute �t's there and the
next �t's gone. You str�ke a match, �t burns—then the f�re must be �n �t
all the t�me—or does �t fly about �n the a�r, �nv�s�ble?"
Ilya let h�mself be attracted by th�s new quest�on. H�s face lost �ts
contemptuous express�on, and look�ng at the lamp, he sa�d:
"If �t were �n the a�r, then �t would always be warm. But the match
burns just the same �n the frost, so �t can't be �n the a�r."
"But then, where �s �t?" and Jakov looked expectantly at h�s fr�end.
"It's �n the match," Masha's vo�ce struck �n. But the two fr�ends,
absorbed �n the we�ghty argument, let Masha's remark pass
unperce�ved. She was qu�te used to the treatment and d�d not resent
�t.
"Where �s �t?" cr�ed Jakov aga�n exc�tedly.
"I don't know, and I don't want to know! I only know you'd better not
put your hand �n �t, and that �t �s warm when you're near �t. That's
enough for me."
"Oh! how clever!" cr�ed Jakov w�th l�vely d�spleasure. "I don't want to
know. I can say that, any fool can. No, expla�n to me, where does the
f�re come from? Bread I can understand, the corn g�ves the gra�n,
and from the gra�n comes the flour, and the dough from the flour, and
there's the bread. But what �s man born for?"
Ilya looked w�th aston�shment and envy at the b�g head of h�s fr�end.
Somet�mes when Jakov's quest�ons drove h�m �nto a corner, he
sprang up and uttered harsh, �nsult�ng words, more often he drew
back to the stove, leant h�s broad, sturdy f�gure aga�nst �t, and sa�d,
shak�ng h�s curly head and accentuat�ng h�s words:
"You make my head go round w�th your topsy-turvy talk. What sort of
a l�fe do you l�ve? To stand beh�nd a counter—that's not so very
d�ff�cult. You want to see the whole of l�fe stand before you l�ke a
statue; you ought to wander about the town from morn�ng to n�ght,
day after day l�ke I do and earn your own bread, then you wouldn't
worry your head over such s�lly th�ngs, you'd th�nk all the t�me how to
manage th�ngs so as to get on. Your head's so b�g that all th�s trash



spreads about �n �t. Clever thoughts are small, they don't dr�ve your
head s�lly."
Jakov sat s�lent, bent over h�s cha�r, gr�pp�ng the table. From t�me to
t�me h�s l�ps moved soundlessly, and h�s eyes bl�nked. But when Ilya
had f�n�shed and sat down aga�n, Jakov began to ph�losoph�se anew:
"They say there's a book—a sc�ence—called 'Black Mag�c.'
Everyth�ng �s expla�ned �n �t, how and why and wherefore. I'd l�ke to
f�nd that book and read �t, wouldn't you? It must be very horr�ble."
Dur�ng the conversat�on, Masha had sat down on her bed and
looked w�th her dark eyes f�rst at one and then at the other. Then she
began to yawn, swayed wear�ly, and f�nally stretched herself out on
her couch.
"Now then, t�me for bed," sa�d Ilya.
"Wa�t, I'll just say good-n�ght to Masha and put out the lamp."
Then see�ng Ilya stretch out a hand to open the door, he cr�ed
pett�shly:
"Oh do wa�t. I'm fr�ghtened �n the dark alone."
"What a fellow you are!" sa�d Ilya contemptuously. "S�xteen, and l�ke
a l�ttle ch�ld. I'm not afra�d of anyth�ng, �f the dev�l came �n my way, I
wouldn't budge an �nch. But you——"
He made a scornful gesture. Jakov looked once l�ke an anx�ous
nurse at Masha, and turned the lamp down. The flame fl�ckered and
went out and the darkness of n�ght �nvaded the room s�lently from all
s�des, or on the n�ghts when the moon stood h�gh �n the heavens,
her gentle s�lver l�ght streamed through the w�ndow on to the floor.

X.

One day on a hol�day, Ilya Lunev returned home, pale, w�th clenched
teeth, and threw h�mself fully dressed on h�s bed. Wrath lay on h�s



heart l�ke a cold �mmovable lump, an ach�ng pa�n �n h�s neck kept
h�m from mov�ng h�s head, and he felt as though h�s whole body
suffered from the b�tter wrong he had undergone.
That morn�ng a pol�ceman had perm�tted h�m, at the pr�ce of a p�ece
of soap and a dozen hooks, to take h�s stand �n front of the c�rcus,
where a performance was to be g�ven, and Ilya had placed h�mself
conven�ently close to the entrance. Then the ass�stant d�str�ct
super�ntendent came by, struck h�m on the neck, overthrew the stand
that supported h�s box, and scattered h�s wares over the ground.
Some th�ngs were lost, others fell �n the d�rt and were spo�led. Ilya
p�cked up what he could and sa�d: "That �s not fa�r, s�r."
"Wha—at?" sa�d the other, strok�ng h�s red moustache.
"You've no r�ght to str�ke me."
"Oh! �s that �t? M�gunov, take h�m off to the stat�on," sa�d the
ass�stant qu�etly.
And the same pol�ceman who had g�ven Ilya leave to stand there,
took h�m to the stat�on, where he was deta�ned t�ll the even�ng.
Before th�s Ilya had had sl�ght confl�cts w�th the pol�ce, but th�s was
the f�rst t�me he had been deta�ned, and h�s soul was f�lled w�th
shame and hate. He lay on h�s bed w�th h�s arms locked, and
hugged the tortur�ng sensat�on of pa�n that we�ghed on h�s heart.
Beh�nd the wall that separated h�s room from the bar came a
confused no�se of bustle and the talk�ng of many vo�ces, l�ke the
sound of sw�ft turb�d brooks, dash�ng down from the mounta�ns �n
autumn.
He heard the rattle of the t�n plates, the cl�nk of glasses, the loud
call�ng of the customers for brandy or tea or beer, the wa�ters'
answers. "One m�nute! com�ng! com�ng!" and, p�erc�ng the no�se l�ke
a steel str�ng v�brat�ng, a h�gh, throaty vo�ce sang d�smally, "I never
thought that I should lose thee." Another vo�ce, a deep bass, that
blended w�th the chaos, sang softly and harmon�ously, "Oh, youth
that passes qu�ckly by." Then both vo�ces un�ted �n a clear stream of
melancholy notes that mastered the tumult for a second or two:



"No r�ches were ever my port�on.
And lonely my pathway through l�fe."

Some one cr�ed aloud, w�th a vo�ce that sounded as though �t came
from a larynx of dry cracked wood:
"Do not l�e! for �t �s wr�tten, 'Be pat�ent and ab�de, and I w�ll
strengthen thee �n the hour of tr�al.'"
"L�ar yourself," struck �n another vo�ce sharply and br�skly, "for �t �s
also wr�tten, 'S�nce thou art ne�ther cold nor hot, I w�ll spue thee out
of my mouth.' D'you see? what have you proved?"
Loud laughter followed and then a squeak�ng vo�ce: "So I gave her
one �n her s�lly face, and one on the ear, and one on the teeth,
smack! smack! smack!"
"Ha! ha! ha! the dev�l! and what then?"
The squeak�ng vo�ce went on, shr�lly and rap�dly. "She toppled over
on to the ground and I h�t her aga�n on her pretty mouth—there's one
for you, I k�ssed you once, and now I'll beat you."
"Hullo, you B�ble reader!" cr�ed a vo�ce mock�ngly.
"No. I can't conta�n myself, I'm so hot-tempered. How can a fellow
help �t!"
"I love, I accuse, and I pun�sh—have you forgotten? And then aga�n,
'Judge not that ye be not judged,' and the words of K�ng Dav�d—
have you forgotten?"
Ilya l�stened to the quarrell�ng, the song and the laughter for a long
t�me, but all fell al�ke on h�s soul and roused no fam�l�ar �mages.
Before h�m �n the darkness swam the lean face of the pol�ce off�cer
who had so hurt h�m, w�th a b�g hooked nose, green�sh, ev�l,
tw�nkl�ng eyes, and a qu�ver�ng red moustache. He stared at the face
and clenched h�s teeth harder. But beh�nd the wall the song rose
louder as the s�ngers were carr�ed away and let the�r vo�ces r�ng out
louder and more freely. The warm, melancholy notes found a way to
Ilya's heart, and melted the �cy lump of rage and b�tterness that lay
there.



"I wandered on so bravely," sang the h�gh vo�ce, "From mounta�n
land to sea," went on the second, and then jo�ned aga�n:

"S�ber�a I have traversed
To seek the pathway home."

Ilya s�ghed and began to attend to the sad words of the song. They
stood out aga�nst the tumult of the tap room l�ke l�ttle stars �n a
cloudy sky. The clouds hurry on and the stars alternately sh�ne out
and van�sh.

"My tongue was tortured w�th hunger,
My l�mbs were st�ffened w�th frost."

"S�ng away, n�ght�ngales!" a vo�ce shouted encourag�ngly.
"They're s�ng�ng so beaut�fully," thought Ilya, "that �t catches hold of
one's heart, and presently they'll get drunk and f�ght most l�kely; man
never holds on to the good very long."
"Ah! cruel, cruel fate," lamented the tenor, and the bass, deep and
powerful, �ntoned:

"Thou load of �ron we�ght."
Suddenly, before Ilya's m�nd flashed the v�s�on of old Jeremy. The
old man shook h�s head and spoke wh�le the tears flowed down h�s
cheeks:
"I have seen—I have seen, but have never perce�ved the truth."
Ilya thought that Jeremy, who loved God from h�s heart, had saved
money �n secret; and Terent� feared God, and had stolen �t. And all
men al�ke are thus d�v�ded �n the�r souls, �n the�r breasts �s a balance
and the heart �ncl�nes l�ke the �nd�cator of the scales, now to one
s�de, now to the other and we�ghs the good and the bad.
"Aha—a!" some one roared �n the bar room, and at once someth�ng
fell to the ground w�th a crash that shook Ilya's bed beneath h�m.
"Stop! for God's sake."
"Hold h�m! Ah!"
"Help! Pol�ce!"



Every moment the no�se grew stronger and more vehement, a
confused medley of new sounds was added to �t, and roared �n a
w�ld wh�rl�ng howl through the a�r l�ke a pack of ev�l, hungry, close-
cha�ned hounds. Ind�v�dual vo�ces were lost �n the chaos of uproar.
Ilya l�stened w�th a certa�n pleasure; �t pleased h�m to f�nd that occur
that he had foreseen. It was an exact conf�rmat�on of h�s op�n�on of
mank�nd. He rolled over on h�s bed, put h�s hands under h�s head
and abandoned h�mself aga�n to h�s thoughts:



"My grandfather Ant�pa must have s�nned greatly, �f he repented �n
s�lence for e�ght whole years, and every one forgave h�m, spoke of
h�m w�th respect, and called h�m r�ghteous; but they drove h�s
ch�ldren to ru�n. One son they sent to S�ber�a, the other they hunted
out of the v�llage.
"Here one must reckon �n a spec�al way." The words of the merchant
Strogany returned to Ilya's m�nd. "If there �s one honest man to n�ne
rogues, no one �s any the better, and the one goes to the wall—�t �s
the major�ty that �s r�ght."
Ilya laughed �nvoluntar�ly. Through h�s heart gl�ded a cold, ev�l feel�ng
of anger aga�nst men, l�ke an adder. Well-known p�ctures rose before
h�m—b�g, fat Mat�za turned �n the mud �n the m�dst of the court and
groaned:
"A—ah! my dearest mother—my darl�ng mother—�f only you would
forg�ve me."
Perf�shka, qu�te drunk, was stand�ng by, sway�ng to and fro, and sa�d
reproachfully:
"How drunk she �s! the p�g!"
And Petrusha, healthy and red-cheeked, stood on the steps and
laughed contemptuously.
Ilya thought of all these th�ngs, and h�s heart contracted, and
became even more sober, more hardened.
The d�sturbance was over �n the bar room. Three vo�ces, those of
two women and a man, were attempt�ng to s�ng a song, but w�thout
great success. Some one had brought a harmon�ca; he played a
l�ttle, very badly, then stopped. By the wall aga�nst Ilya's bed, two
people conversed half aloud w�th frequent heavy s�ghs. Ilya l�stened
w�th a strange sense of enm�ty:
"One l�ves, and works, and to�ls all one's l�fe; there �sn't any sense �n
�t, and all the others l�ve, and our sort goes hungry; we can't stand
fast, brother, for all we straddle our legs."
"It's a fact."



"And one can't see how �t's ever go�ng to get better. Honest work's
no good; bu�lds no stone houses. How long can a man stand such a
jolly l�fe? H�s b�t of strength's gone before he knows, then, that
means the end."
"Ah! yes—yes—but what's a man to do?"
"And one �sn't strong enough or qu�ck enough, for d�shonest work.
The frog would l�ke to taste the nut, but he's no teeth."
"O God, our Father."
Ilya s�ghed �nvoluntar�ly. Suddenly he recogn�sed Perf�shka's vo�ce,
r�ng�ng clearly through the bustle and no�se. The cobbler shouted �n
h�s qu�ck, s�ng-song way:
"F�ll your cup! f�ll �t up to the br�m. 'T�s your master pays, leave �t to
h�m. Let us dr�nk, let us love! Through the world let us rove. And who
ever says no, to the dev�l may go."
Cheerful laughter and applause followed. Then aga�n the low vo�ce
near the wall:
"I've worked s�nce I was a youngster. I'm near forty. Never once I've
earned enough to eat. Sweat comes every day, but not soup, and at
home �t's all m�sery and cry�ng. The ch�ldren wh�mper, and the w�fe
grumbles; a fellow can't stand �t—you just lose your pat�ence and go
out and get properly drunk, and when you're sober, all you see �s
that the trouble's got worse."
"Yes—yes, �t's true."
"One prays, 'Father �n Heaven, have mercy. Why dost Thou send
th�s m�sery?' but �t looks as �f He d�dn't hear."
"No, He doesn't seem to hear."
Ilya was weary of th�s mournful lamentat�on, and the monotonous
assent�ng vo�ce, wh�ch sounded even more melancholy than the
other that compla�ned. He turned on h�s bed, and knocked aga�nst
the wall loudly. The two vo�ces were s�lent.
He could no longer endure h�s couch; a tortur�ng restlessness drove
h�m to get up. He stood up, went out �nto the courtyard and stood on



the steps full of a long�ng to fly somewhere away—where—he d�d
not know.
It was late; Masha was asleep. It was no use to talk to an odd fellow
l�ke Jakov, and bes�des, he, too, was �ns�de the house, �n bed. Ilya
never cared to go to Jakov's room, for every t�me Petrusha saw h�m
there he seemed angered and h�s brows contracted. A cold autumn
w�nd was blow�ng; a dense, almost black, darkness f�lled the court
and the sky was �nv�s�ble. All the sheds and outbu�ld�ngs looked l�ke
great masses of darkness sol�d�f�ed by the w�nd. Strange sounds
came through the damp a�r—a hurry�ng, a rustl�ng, a low murmur�ng,
l�ke the lament of men over the m�sery of l�fe. The w�nd wh�pped h�s
breast, smote h�s face, blew a damp, cold breath down h�s back, a
cold shudder ran through h�m, but he d�d not move. "I can't go on
so," he thought. "I can't. Get out of all th�s d�rt, and restlessness and
confus�on, l�ve alone somewhere, clean and qu�et."
"Who's there?" sa�d a muffled vo�ce suddenly.
"I—Ilya. Who's speak�ng?"
"I—Mat�za."
"Where are you?"
"Here, on the wood p�le."
"Why?"
"Only because——"
Both were s�lent.
"To-day's the day my mother d�ed," after a moment, sa�d Mat�za's
vo�ce out of the darkness.
"Is �t long ago?" asked Ilya, just to say someth�ng.
"Oh! ever so long—f�fteen years—more. And your mother, �s she
al�ve?"
"No. She's dead too. How old are you then?"
"Close on th�rty," sa�d Mat�za, after a pause. "I'm old already, my foot
hurts so, �t's swollen as b�g as a melon and �t hurts. I've rubbed �t and



rubbed �t w�th all sorts of th�ngs, but �t's no better."
"Why don't you go to the hosp�tal?"
"Too far. I can't go so far."
"Take a cab."
"No money."
Some one opened the bar room door; a torrent of loud sounds
poured �nto the court. The w�nd caught them up and strewed them
h�ther and th�ther �n the darkness.
"And you, why are you here?" asked Mat�za.
"Oh! I was dull."
"Same as I. Up �n my room �t's l�ke a coff�n."
Ilya heard a deep s�gh. Then Mat�za sa�d, "Shall we go to my room?"
Ilya looked �n the d�rect�on of the vo�ce and answered �nd�fferently:
"All r�ght."
Mat�za went f�rst up the sta�r to her garret. She set always the r�ght
foot on each step and dragged the left slowly after w�th a low
moan�ng. Ilya followed, unth�nk�ng, equally slowly, as though h�s
depress�on of soul h�ndered h�s ascent as much as Mat�za's foot
delayed her.
Mat�za's room was long and narrow, and the ce�l�ng was actually the
shape of a coff�n l�d. Near the door stood a Dutch stove, and along
the wall, w�th �ts head aga�nst the stove a w�de bed; oppos�te the bed
a table and two cha�rs; a th�rd cha�r stood �n front of the w�ndow that
appeared as a dark spot �n the grey wall. Up here the howl�ng and
rush�ng of the w�nd was heard very d�st�nctly. Ilya sat down �n the
cha�r by the w�ndow, looked round the walls and asked, po�nt�ng to a
l�ttle e�kon �n one corner:
"What p�cture �s that?"
"Sa�nt Anna," sa�d Mat�za softly and devoutly.
"And what's your own name?"



"Anna, too, d�dn't you know?"
"No."
"Nobody knows!" sa�d Mat�za, and sat down heav�ly on the bed. Ilya
looked at her but felt no des�re to speak; Mat�za also was s�lent and
so they sat for a space, three m�nutes or so, dumb, w�th no �nd�cat�on
that they not�ced one another. F�nally Mat�za asked: "Well, what shall
we do?"
"I don't know," answered Ilya, undec�dedly.
"Well, that's good," sa�d the woman, and laughed scornfully.
"What then?"
"F�rst you can treat me; go and get a jug of beer. No—buy me
someth�ng to eat. Noth�ng else, just someth�ng to eat."
She faltered, coughed, and then added �n a shamefaced way:
"You see, s�nce my leg's been bad, I've earned noth�ng—because I
can't go out; all I had �s used up; to-day's the f�fth day I've sat at
home, so �t's no wonder. Yesterday �t was a near th�ng, and to-day
I've eaten noth�ng; �t's true, by God, �t's true."
For the f�rst t�me Ilya became consc�ous that Mat�za was a prost�tute.
He looked close �nto her b�g face and saw that her eyes sm�led a
l�ttle, and her l�ps moved as though they were suck�ng someth�ng
�nv�s�ble. He felt a certa�n awkwardness before her, and yet a strange
�nterest that he could not expla�n.
"I'll get you someth�ng, and beer too." He got up qu�ckly, hurr�ed
downsta�rs and stood a moment before the k�tchen door. Suddenly
he felt a d�s�ncl�nat�on to go back to the garret; but �t only fl�ckered
l�ke a t�ny spark �n the melancholy darkness of h�s soul and at once
faded out. He went �nto the k�tchen, bought some scraps of meat
from the cook for ten kopecks, a couple of sl�ces of bread, and other
odds and ends of eatables. The cook put �t all �n a d�rty s�eve. Ilya
took �t �n both hands l�ke a d�sh, went out �nto the passage and stood
a moment, wonder�ng how to get the beer. Terent� would quest�on
h�m �f he fetched �t h�mself from the bar. He called the d�sh-cleaner
from the k�tchen and bade h�m get �t. The man ran off, was back �n a



moment and gave h�m the bottles w�thout a word, and l�fted the latch
of the k�tchen door.
"Hold on," sa�d Ilya, "�t �sn't for myself; a fr�end �s pay�ng me a v�s�t,
�t's for h�m."
"Eh?"
"I'm treat�ng a fr�end."
"Oh, well, what's the odds?"
Ilya felt that he had no need to l�e and was a l�ttle uncomfortable. He
went upsta�rs, slowly, l�sten�ng attent�vely lest any one should call to
h�m. But there was no sound, save the roar of the storm, no one
called h�m back and he returned to the woman �n the garret, w�th a
d�st�nct, though shy, feel�ng of pleasure.
Mat�za set the s�eve on her lap, and w�th her b�g f�ngers p�cked out
the grey fragments of meat w�thout a word, stuffed them �nto her
mouth and began to eat no�s�ly. Her teeth were large and sharp, and
before she took a b�te she looked at the morsel all round as though
to select the most tasty s�de.
Ilya looked at her �nsolently and tr�ed to �mag�ne how he would
embrace her and k�ss her, then aga�n feared to conduct h�mself
awkwardly and be laughed at. He turned hot and cold w�th the
thoughts as they came. The w�nd swept over the house. It forced a
way through the w�ndow �n the roof, and rattled the door, and every
t�me the door shook, Ilya trembled w�th anx�ety lest any one should
enter and surpr�se h�m.
"Mayn't I bolt the door?" he sa�d.
Mat�za nodded s�lently. Then she put the s�eve on the stove, crossed
herself before the p�cture of Sa�nt Anna, and sa�d devoutly:
"Pra�se to thee, at least my hunger �s sat�sf�ed. Ah! how l�ttle �s
enough for the ch�ldren of men!"
Ilya sa�d noth�ng. She looked at h�m, s�ghed, and went on:
"And who des�res much, from h�m also much shall be des�red."



"Who w�ll des�re �t?"
"Why, God! Don't you know that?"
Aga�n Ilya d�d not reply. The name of God from her l�ps roused �n h�m
a sudden feel�ng, vague and not to be expressed �n words, that
res�sted the des�re of h�s m�nd. Mat�za supported herself on the bed
w�th her hands, ra�sed up her b�g body and propped herself aga�nst
the wall. Then she sa�d �n a careless vo�ce:
"Just now, wh�le I was eat�ng, I was th�nk�ng of Perf�shka's daughter.
I've thought about her for a long t�me. She l�ves there, w�th you and
Jakov; �t won't be good for her, I'm afra�d; you w�ll ru�n the g�rl before
her t�me, and then she'll be started on the road I travel, and my road
�s a foul, a damnable road, and the women and g�rls that go along �t
don't go upr�ght as men should, but crawl l�ke worms."
She was s�lent for a wh�le, looked at her hands as they lay on her
knees, then went on aga�n:
"The g�rl �s grow�ng tall. I've asked all my acqua�ntances, cooks, and
other women, to see �f I could get a place for the ch�ld. No, they say
there's no place; they say, 'sell her, �t w�ll be better for her,' they say,
'she'll get money and clothes, and somewhere to l�ve'—�t seems as
though they're r�ght. Many a r�ch man whose body �s fa�l�ng and h�s
m�nd f�lthy, w�ll buy a young g�rl, when women won't look at h�m any
more, and w�ll ru�n her—the beast. Perhaps she has a good t�me
w�th h�m, but �t's d�sgust�ng, all the same, really, and �t's better
w�thout that. Better for her to l�ve hungry and �n honour, than——"
She began to cough, as though a word had stuck �n her throat, and
then f�n�shed her sentence w�th ev�dent effort, but �n the same
�nd�fferent vo�ce:
"Than �n shame and hungry all the same, l�ke me, for �nstance."
The w�nd wh�stled along the floor and rattled f�ercely at the door. A
f�ne ra�n drummed on the galvan�sed �ron roof, and outs�de �n the
darkness �n front of the w�ndow a soft wh�stl�ng sound was heard. "E
—e—e!"



The �nd�fferent tone, and Mat�za's plump, �nexpress�ve face, made a
barr�er to the feel�ngs surg�ng up �n Ilya, and took from h�m the
courage to express h�s des�re. Mat�za pushed h�m away, he thought,
and he grew angry w�th her.
"O God! O God!" she s�ghed softly. "Holy Mother."
Ilya jerked h�s cha�r backwards and forwards crossly, and sa�d:
"You call yourself �mpure, and all the t�me you're say�ng: 'God—God.'
Do you th�nk He cares, that H�s name's always on your l�ps?"
Mat�za looked at h�m, then after a pause, shak�ng her head:
"I don't understand," she sa�d.
"There's noth�ng to understand," Ilya burst out, gett�ng up from h�s
cha�r. "You're all al�ke! f�rst you let your s�nfulness dr�ve you—then �t's
'O God!' If you want God, then leave your s�n!"
"What!" cr�ed Mat�za, troubled. "What do you mean? Who should call
to God �f not s�nners? Who else?"
"I don't know who else," cr�ed Ilya, feel�ng an unconquerable des�re
to wound th�s woman and the whole human race, deeply and cruelly.
"I only know �t doesn't belong to you to speak of H�m, not you, at any
rate. You take H�m as a cover for your s�ns—I see. I'm not a ch�ld
now. I can use my eyes. Every one laments, every one compla�ns,
but why are they all so worthless? Why do they l�e, and rob one
another? Why are they so greedy for a scrap of bread? Ha! ha! F�rst
the s�n �s comm�tted, then �t's 'O Lord, have mercy!' I see through
you, you l�ars, you dev�ls! you l�e to yourselves, and you l�e to your
God."
Mat�za sa�d noth�ng, but looked at h�m w�th her mouth open, and her
neck outstretched, and an express�on of dull-w�tted aston�shment �n
her eyes. Ilya strode to the door, drew back the bolt w�th a jerk and
went out slamm�ng the door to beh�nd h�m. He felt that he had
�nsulted Mat�za grossly, and he was glad of �t; h�s heart was l�ghter
and h�s head clearer. He descended the sta�rs w�th a f�rm step and
wh�stled as he went through h�s teeth; but h�s wrath st�ll suppl�ed h�m
w�th hard, contemptuous words. He felt that all these words glowed



�n h�m l�ke flames, and �llum�ned the darkness of h�s soul, and
showed the way wh�ch led h�m apart from mank�nd. The words f�tted
not only Mat�za, but Terent�, too, and Petrusha, and Strogany, and �n
short, every one.
"That's �t," he thought, as he reached the court aga�n. "Just to stand
no nonsense from you rabble!"
The w�nd chased round the court howl�ng and wh�stl�ng. Somewhere
some one was knock�ng and the a�r was full of short detached
sounds, l�ke horr�ble, cold-blooded laughter.
Soon after h�s v�s�t to Mat�za, Ilya began to go after women. The f�rst
t�me �t happened �n th�s way. He was go�ng home one even�ng when
a g�rl spoke to h�m:
"Won't you come w�th me?"
He looked at her, then walked along bes�de her s�lently. He hung h�s
head as he went, and looked round frequently, fear�ng all the t�me to
meet an acqua�ntance. After a few paces s�de by s�de, the g�rl sa�d,
warn�ngly: "You must g�ve me a rouble."
"All r�ght," sa�d Ilya, "only hurry."
And t�ll they reached the g�rl's house they exchanged no further
word; that was all.
Acqua�ntance w�th women led h�m at once �nto great expense, and
more and more often Ilya came to the conclus�on that h�s pedlar's
trade only wasted h�s t�me and strength to no purpose and would
never help h�m to the peaceful l�fe he des�red to lead. He med�tated
long, whether to establ�sh lotter�es l�ke the other pedlars, and so
cheat the publ�c as they d�d. But further cons�derat�on conv�nced h�m
that these methods were too small and full of anx�ety. He would have
e�ther to br�be the pol�ce or h�de from them, and both courses were
d�stasteful to h�m. He l�ked to look all men stra�ght �n the face and felt
�t a constant pleasure to be always cleaner and better dressed than
the other pedlars, to dr�nk no brandy and pract�se no decept�ons.
Self-controlled and self-respect�ng, he walked the streets, and h�s
clean-cut face w�th �ts h�gh cheek-bones had always a ser�ous, sober



express�on. When he spoke he drew h�s dark eyebrows together, but
he spoke seldom and always del�berately.
Often he dreamed how splend�d �t would be �f he could f�nd a
thousand roubles or more. All th�eves' tales roused �n h�m a burn�ng
�nterest. He bought newspapers and read attent�vely all deta�ls of
robber�es and then looked for days to know �f the th�eves were
d�scovered or no. If they were caught, Ilya would rage and say to
Jakov: "Asses! to let themselves be caught, better let �t alone, �f they
don't understand the bus�ness. Fools!" One day he was s�tt�ng �n h�s
room w�th Jakov when he sa�d:
"The knaves have a better t�me �n the world than the honest people."
A myster�ous express�on came �nto Jakov's face. H�s eyes bl�nked
and he sa�d �n the subdued tone that he always had when he spoke
of unusual th�ngs:
"The day before yesterday, your uncle had tea �n the bar w�th an old
man; he must have been a B�ble preacher, and th�s old man sa�d that
�n the B�ble �t was wr�tten: 'The tabernacles of robbers prosper, and
they that provoke God are secure; �nto whose hand God br�ngeth
abundantly.'"
"You're �nvent�ng," sa�d Ilya, and looked attent�vely at Jakov.
"They're not my words," answered Jakov, and stretched out h�s
hands as though to catch someth�ng �n the a�r. "I don't bel�eve that �t
�s �n the B�ble; perhaps he made �t up, the old fox. I asked h�m once
and tw�ce, and each t�me he sa�d the words the same as before
exactly. And there's someth�ng �n the words sounds r�ght; we must
have a look and see �f �t really �s �n the B�ble." He bent towards Ilya
and went on �n a low vo�ce: "Take my father, for �nstance, how
peacefully he l�ves, and yet he does th�ngs f�t to rouse the anger of
God."
"How?" cr�ed Ilya.
"Now they've elected h�m town counc�llor."
Jakov let h�s head fall on h�s breast, s�ghed deeply, and sa�d aga�n:



"Everyth�ng that concerns man ought to be as clear as spr�ng water
to the consc�ence, and here——Oh! �t d�sgusts me. I don't know any
longer what to th�nk. I don't know how to f�t myself for th�s l�fe. I don't
want to. Father's always on at me, '�t's t�me,' he says, 'to stop your
ch�ld's play, you must be reasonable at last, and make yourself
useful.' But how can I make myself useful. I wa�t beh�nd the counter
often when Terent� �sn't there, and though I hate �t, I do �t anyway. But
to start someth�ng for myself, I don't know how."
"You must learn," sa�d Ilya dec�dedly.
"L�fe �s so d�ff�cult," sa�d Jakov softly.
"D�ff�cult for you? don't talk nonsense," cr�ed Ilya, and sprang from
h�s bed and went over to h�s fr�end, who was s�tt�ng at the w�ndow.
"My l�fe �s d�ff�cult �f you l�ke, but yours, what do you want? When
your father's old or dead, you'll take over the bus�ness, and be your
own master, but I—I fag about the streets all day long and see �n the
shop w�ndows stock�ngs and vests, and watches, and all sorts of
th�ngs, and I look at myself and th�nk, I can't buy a watch l�ke that.
D'you understand? And I should l�ke to ever so much, but what I
want most �s for people to respect me. Why am I worse than the
rest? I'm better, really! Perhaps I'm a rascal, eh? I know people who
th�nk no end of themselves and are just rascals, and they get elected
town counc�llors. They've houses and �nns; why do such sw�ndlers
have all the luck, and I none? I'll get on, too. I'll get hold of my luck."
Jakov looked at h�s fr�end and sa�d qu�etly, but w�th emphas�s:
"God grant that you never get your luck!"
"What! why?" cr�ed Ilya, and stood st�ll �n the m�ddle of the room and
looked angr�ly at Jakov.
"You're too greedy, you'll never get enough." Ilya laughed dr�ly and
ev�lly.
"I'll never get enough? Just tell your father to g�ve me half the money
he and my uncle stole from old Jeremy, that'll be enough! Yes—I'm
greedy am I?—and your father f�rst."



Jakov got up and went qu�etly w�th bowed head to the door. Ilya saw
h�s shoulders tw�tch and h�s head bend as though he had rece�ved a
pa�nful blow �n the neck.
"Stop," cr�ed Ilya, confused, and grasped h�s fr�end's hand. "Where
are you go�ng?"
"Let go, brother," half wh�spered Jakov, then stood st�ll and looked at
Ilya. H�s face was pale, h�s l�ps pressed together and h�s whole f�gure
bowed as though by a heavy load.
"Oh! don't be angry, stay a m�nute," sa�d Ilya, pen�tent, and led Jakov
from the door back to h�s cha�r. "Don't get cross w�th me—�t's true,
anyhow."
"I know."
"You know? Who told you?"
"Everybody says �t."
"H'm—yes; but those who say �t are rascals too." Jakov looked at
h�m mournfully and s�ghed.
"I d�dn't bel�eve �t; I thought all the t�me they sa�d �t just out of
meanness, out of sp�te. But then, I began to bel�eve, and �f you say
�t, too—then——"
He made a gesture to express h�s despa�r, turned away and stood
mot�onless, h�s hands grasp�ng the cha�r, and h�s head sunk on h�s
breast; Ilya sat on h�s bed �n the same mood and sa�d noth�ng, for he
d�d not know how to comfort h�s fr�end. Beh�nd the wall there was
outcry and no�se, t�ll the glasses rattled and the vo�ce of a drunken
woman sang:

"I cannot sleep, I cannot rest,
For slumber w�ll not come to me."

"And th�s �s where one has to l�ve!" sa�d Jakov, half aloud.
"Oh yes!" answered Ilya, �n the same tone, "I can eas�ly understand,
brother, that you don't l�ke �t here. The only consolat�on �s, �t's the
same everywhere, men are all al�ke �n the long run."



"Do you know that really for a fact; that about my father and
Jeremy?" asked Jakov t�m�dly, w�thout look�ng at h�s fr�end.
"I? I saw �t myself; do you remember how I ran out? I looked through
a ch�nk and saw them sew�ng up the p�llow—the old man was st�ll
gasp�ng."
Jakov shrugged h�s shoulders and sa�d noth�ng. They sat �n s�lence
for a long t�me, both �n the same pos�t�on, one on the bed, the other
on the cha�r. Then Jakov got up, went to the door, and sa�d to Ilya,
"Good-bye."
"Good-bye, brother—take �t easy; what can you do after all?"
"I? Noth�ng, unfortunately," sa�d Jakov, as he opened the door.
Ilya looked after h�m, then sank heav�ly on h�s bed. He was sorry for
Jakov, and aga�n hatred welled up �n h�m aga�nst h�s uncle, aga�nst
Petrusha, aga�nst all mank�nd. He saw that a be�ng as weak as
Jakov could not l�ve among them, such a good, qu�et, clean-m�nded
fellow. Ilya let h�s thoughts run freely over men and �n h�s m�nd
d�fferent memor�es rose up show�ng h�m mank�nd as ev�l, horr�ble,
ly�ng creatures. The t�mes, �n truth, were many �n wh�ch he had seen
them so, and �t rel�eved h�m to let h�s scorn loose on them; and the
blacker they seemed to h�m, the heav�er we�ghed on h�m a strange
feel�ng, partly a vague des�re, partly a mal�gnant joy at other's
suffer�ng, partly a fear at rema�n�ng so alone �n the m�dst of th�s dark
wretched ex�stence, that raged round h�m l�ke a mad wh�rlpool.
F�nally he lost pat�ence at ly�ng alone �n the l�ttle room, where the
no�se and reek pressed through the wall, and he got up and went out
�n the open. T�ll late that n�ght he roamed the streets, bear�ng the
heavy load of dull tortur�ng thought. He felt as though even beh�nd
h�m �n the darkness, some enemy strode and pushed h�m
�mpercept�bly to all places that were wear�some and melancholy. All
that h�s unseen enemy showed h�m roused rancour and b�tterness �n
h�s soul. There �s good �n the world, good men, and happy events,
and cheerfulness; why d�d he see noth�ng of th�s, but come �n
contact only w�th what was gloomy and ev�l? Who gu�ded h�m
constantly to the so�led, the wretched, and the w�cked th�ngs of l�fe?



In the gr�p of h�s thoughts he strode through the f�elds along the
stone wall of a clo�ster outs�de the town, and looked about h�m.
Heavy and slow the clouds dr�fted towards h�m out of a vast d�m
d�stance. Here and there above h�s head the sky gl�mmered between
the dark masses of cloud, and l�ttle stars looked shyly down. From
t�me to t�me the metall�c tones of the bell rang through the st�ll n�ght
from the tower of the clo�ster church; �t was the only sound �n the
deathly qu�et that enfolded the earth. Even from the dark mass of
houses beh�nd Ilya came no sound of no�sy bustle, though �t was not
yet late. It was a cold, frosty n�ght. As he walked Ilya's feet struck the
frozen mud. An uneasy sense of �solat�on and the fear that h�s
brood�ng evoked, brought h�m to a standst�ll. He leaned h�s back
aga�nst the stone clo�ster wall, and thought aga�n who �t m�ght be
who gu�ded h�m through l�fe, and full of m�sch�ef let loose on h�m
always ev�l and hateful th�ngs. A cold shudder ran through h�s frame,
and almost w�th a premon�t�on of someth�ng awful before h�m, he
started from the wall and hurr�ed back to the town, stumbl�ng more
and more often over the frozen mud. H�s arms pressed close to h�s
s�des, he ran forward, and full of fear d�d not once dare to cast a look
beh�nd.

XI.

Two days later Ilya met Pashka Gratschev. It was even�ng, l�ttle
flakes of snow danced �n the a�r and gl�mmered �n the l�ght of the
lamps. In sp�te of the cold, Pavel wore noth�ng th�cker than a cotton
sh�rt, w�thout a belt. He walked slowly, h�s head on h�s breast, h�s
hands �n h�s pockets, and h�s back bent as though he were look�ng
for someth�ng. When Ilya stopped h�m and spoke to h�m, Pashka
ra�sed h�s head, looked �nto Ilya's face, and sa�d �nd�fferently:
"Oh, �t's you!"
"How goes �t?" asked Ilya, fall�ng �nto step.
"It's just poss�ble th�ngs m�ght be worse. And you?"



"Oh, rubb�ng along."
"Not very grandly, �t seems."
They walked along together s�lently, the�r elbows touch�ng.
"Why d�dn't you come to see us?" asked Ilya. "I'm always �nv�t�ng
you."
"No opportun�ty, brother. You know people l�ke us don't get much
t�me."
"You could come �f you wanted to."
"Don't be cross. You're always say�ng I ought to come, and for all
that, you've never asked me where I l�ve, much less thought of
pay�ng me a v�s�t."
"You're r�ght; �t's a fact!" sa�d Ilya, laugh�ng. "But tell me now."
Pavel looked at h�m, laughed too, and went on more cheerfully:
"I l�ve for myself. I've no fr�ends, can't f�nd any who can put up w�th
me. I've been �ll—three months �n hosp�tal. Not a soul came to see
me all the t�me."
"What was wrong?"
"Caught cold once, when I was drunk. Typhus �t was. When I was
better, that was the worst. I lay alone all day and all n�ght. You feel
dumb and bl�nd, l�ke a puppy they throw �nto a pond. Thanks to the
doctor, I had some books at least, else I should have been bored to
death."
"Were they n�ce books?" asked Ilya.
"Ye-es, they were jolly good, mostly poems—Lermontov, Nekrassov,
Pushk�n. Lots of t�mes, read�ng was l�ke dr�nk�ng m�lk. Verses,
brother! To read verses �s l�ke your sweetheart k�ss�ng you. A l�ne
somet�mes goes through your heart and makes the sparks fly—you
feel on f�re."
"And I've g�ven up read�ng books," sa�d Ilya, w�th a s�gh.
"Why?"



"Oh, what's the good of them, after all? You read books, and th�ngs
seem to go one way, and you look at the real th�ng, and �t's all
d�fferent."
"You're r�ght there! Shall we turn �n anywhere? We m�ght have a b�t
of a talk. There's somewhere I must go, but there's plenty of t�me.
Perhaps you'll come along?"
Ilya agreed and took Pashka's arm. Pavel looked h�m �n the face,
and sa�d, sm�l�ng:
"We were never really fr�ends, but I'm always very glad to meet you."
"That's your look-out," sa�d Ilya, jok�ngly. "Don't be glad on my
account."
"Ah, brother," Pavel �nterrupted h�m, "�t's all very well to joke! I had
someth�ng very d�fferent �n my m�nd when you stopped me. But
never m�nd that."
They entered the f�rst publ�c house they came to, sat down �n a
corner and ordered some beer. Ilya saw �n the lamp-l�ght that Pavel's
face was th�n and sunken. H�s eyes had a restless look, and h�s l�ps,
that so often before were half-open �n gay mockery, were now
pressed close together.
"Where are you work�ng now?" asked Ilya.
"In a pr�nt�ng works aga�n," sa�d Pavel, gloom�ly.
"Hard work?"
"Oh, no; more play than work."
Ilya felt a vague pleasure to see Pashka, once so gay and assert�ve,
now sad and careworn. He wanted to f�nd out what had changed h�s
fr�end, and, f�ll�ng Pashka's glass, began to quest�on h�m.
"Well, and how does the poetry get on?"
"I let �t alone now. But I made a lot of poems a wh�le ago. I showed
them to the doctor, he pra�sed them. He got one of them pr�nted �n a
paper. I got th�rty-n�ne kopecks for �t."



"Oho!" cr�ed Ilya. "That's someth�ng l�ke! What sort of verses were
they? Let's hear them!"
Ilya's eager cur�os�ty and a couple of glasses of beer brought
Gratschev �nto the r�ght mood. H�s eyes shone and h�s yellow cheeks
reddened. "What shall I say to you?" he sa�d, rubb�ng h�s forehead.
"I've forgotten �t all; by God, I've forgotten �t. Wa�t, perhaps
someth�ng'll come back to me. I've always a head full of th�s sort of
stuff, l�ke a swarm of bees �ns�de, humm�ng. Often when I s�t down to
compose, I'm �n a fever, someth�ng bo�ls away �n my soul and tears
come �nto my eyes."
"I say! How does that happen?" asked Ilya, aston�shed and
susp�c�ous.
"Oh! someth�ng burns and blazes �n you, and you want to express �t
cleverly and you can't f�nd words, and then �t makes you rage." He
s�ghed, shook h�s head, and went on:
"Before �t comes out, �t seems tremendous, and when �t's wr�tten
down, �t's noth�ng."
"Say a verse or two now."
The more closely Ilya observed Pavel, the keener grew h�s cur�os�ty,
and follow�ng the cur�os�ty another warm, fr�endly, and at the same
t�me sorrowful feel�ng.
"Generally I make funny poems, about my own l�fe," sa�d Gratschev,
and laughed constra�nedly.
"All r�ght, say a funny poem."
Gratschev looked round, coughed, rubbed h�s chest, and began to
decla�m hurr�edly, �n a dull vo�ce, w�thout look�ng at h�s fr�end:

"It �s n�ght, and so sad—but p�erc�ng the gloom,
The moon throws �ts beams �nto my l�ttle room.
It beckons and laughs �n the fr�endl�est way
And pa�nts a blue pattern so cheerful and gay,
On the dull stone wall, that �s damp and so cold,
And over the carpet, all tattered and old.



I s�t there, fast bound by the spell of my thought
And sleep never comes, though �t's longed for and sought."

Pavel paused, s�ghed deeply, then went on more slowly, and �n a
lower vo�ce:

"Gr�m fate has close gr�pped me �n shudder�ng pa�n,
It tears at my heart, and �t str�kes at my bra�n;
It robbed me of all, when �t caught at my dear,
And leaves me for comfort—th�s brandy-flask here.
See there, where �t stands and gleams through the n�ght,
And beckons and sm�les �n the moon's fa�nt l�ght.
The brandy shall heal me, my heart shall be well,
It shall cloud o'er my bra�n w�th the power of �ts spell.
Thoughts van�sh �n vapour, see, sleep �s at hand,
Another glass, come! and all trouble �s banned.
I dr�nk yet aga�n—who sleeps can endure,
I bu�ld aga�nst trouble a stronghold sure."

As Gratschev ended, he looked �nqu�r�ngly at Ilya, then let h�s head
fall lower and sa�d softly:
"That's the k�nd of th�ng generally—you see, �t's s�lly enough."
He drummed on the edge of the table w�th h�s f�ngers, and sh�fted h�s
cha�r uneas�ly to and fro. For a moment, Ilya looked at h�m w�th a
search�ng glance and h�s face expressed �ncredulous aston�shment.
The b�tter, smooth runn�ng l�nes yet rang �n h�s ears, and �t seemed
to h�m hardly cred�ble that th�s th�n beardless lad, w�th restless eyes,
�n an old cotton sh�rt and heavy boots, should have composed th�s
poem.
"Well, brother, I shouldn't call that s�lly," he sa�d slowly and
thoughtfully, wh�le he st�ll looked cur�ously at Pavel. "On the contrary,
�t's beaut�ful, �t touched my heart—say �t aga�n, w�ll you?"
Pavel ra�sed h�s head, looked del�ghtedly at h�s l�stener, and com�ng
closer, asked �n a wh�sper, "No—really—do you l�ke �t?"
"Good Lord, what a queer fellow you are. I shouldn't l�e to you."
"Well, I'll bel�eve you, you're honest; you're stra�ght, anyhow."



"Say �t aga�n!"
Pavel softly decla�med �t �n melancholy tones, often stammer�ng and
s�gh�ng deeply when h�s vo�ce fa�led h�m. When he had f�n�shed,
Ilya's susp�c�on was strengthened, that Pavel was not really the
author of the verses.
"And the others?" he sa�d to Pavel.
"Ah! do you know," sa�d the other, "I'd rather br�ng my book to you,
for most of my poems are long, and I haven't any t�me now. I can't
remember them properly, the beg�nn�ngs and ends get muddled up;
there's one ends l�ke th�s: I'm go�ng through the wood at n�ght, and
I've lost my way and I'm t�red—yes, and then I get fr�ghtened, �t's so
qu�et all round. I am alone and now I'm look�ng for some escape
from my m�sery and I lament:

"My feet are heavy,
My heart �s weary,
No way �s clear;
O Earth my mother,
Gu�de me and tell me
What course to steer.
Anx�ous I nestle,
Close to thy bosom;
I l�sten, I peer—
And out of the dark depths
Comes a soft wh�sper—
'H�de thy gr�ef here!'"

"Not so bad, eh? That's the way of th�ngs. One goes, as �t were,
through a break �n a forest, sees a l�ght all of a sudden, then f�nds no
way that'll lead to �t. L�sten, Ilya. W�ll you come w�th me? Come! I
don't want to say good-bye yet." Gratschev got up suddenly, caught
Ilya by the sleeve, and looked �n h�s face �n a fr�endly way.
"I'll come," sa�d Ilya. "I'd l�ke some more talk w�th you. To tell the
truth, I hardly know how to bel�eve you made those verses yourself."
"You don't bel�eve? Doesn't matter. You'll see r�ght enough that I d�d,"
sa�d Pavel, as they came out �nto the street.



"If they are your verses, then you're a f�ne fellow," cr�ed Ilya, �n
downr�ght bew�lderment. "Only st�ck to �t! Show people what l�fe �s
really l�ke!"
"R�ght, brother. Once I've learnt properly how, then I'll wr�te. They
shall hear �t."
"Good! good! Plan �t out well! Let 'em know!"
"Often I th�nk, when th�ngs are qu�et, 'Ah, you people, you're full and
warmly clothed, and I——'"
"It's not fa�r."
"Am I not a man too?"
"We're all equal."

"He who walks �n brave att�re
Also eats and dr�nks h�s f�ll,
But he whose only clothes are rags
Has an empty stomach st�ll."

"Ah, the hypocr�tes!"
"Yes, they are hypocr�tes, all the lot!"
They strode qu�ckly through the streets, and caught up eagerly the
pass�onate scattered words each threw to the other. The more
exc�ted they became the closer together they walked. Each felt a
deep pure joy that the other thought as he d�d, and the joy
he�ghtened the�r mood st�ll further. The snow, fall�ng �n great flakes,
melted on the�r glow�ng faces, settled on the�r clothes, clung to the�r
boots. They marched on through a th�ck slush that settled
no�selessly on the earth.
"I see the state of th�ngs qu�te clearly," cr�ed Pavel, �n a tone of
conv�ct�on.
"One can't go on l�v�ng l�ke th�s," Ilya seconded h�m.
"If you've ever been to the H�gh School, then you're reckoned a
gentleman, even �f your father was a water-carr�er."
"That's �t; and how can I help �t that I d�dn't go there, eh?"



"They're to have all the learn�ng, and I—I'm to have noth�ng!" cr�ed
Gratschev, full of wrath. "Just wa�t a b�t!"
"Oh, curse �t!" cr�ed Ilya, who that moment stepped �nto a mud
puddle.
"Keep more to the left."
"Where are we go�ng, anyhow—to the hangman?"
"To S�dor�sha."
"Where?"
"To S�dor�sha. Don't you know her?"
"N—no," sa�d Ilya, after a moment's pause, and took two or three
steps onward. "It's a good long way, we're go�ng."
"Oh!" sa�d Pavel qu�etly, "I must go, I've someth�ng to do."
"Oh! don't m�nd me! of course, I'll come too."
"I'll tell you Ilya, though �t's hard to speak of �t."
He spat �nto the road and was s�lent for a moment or two.
"What �s �t?" asked Lunev, pr�ck�ng up h�s ears.
"You see," began Pavel, hes�tat�ngly, "�t's about a g�rl. Well, you'll see
her. She can search a fellow's heart; she was a servant at the
doctor's house, who cured me. I got books from h�m after I was
better. I'd go, and then I'd have to s�t �n the k�tchen and wa�t, and she
was there sk�pp�ng about l�ke a squ�rrel and laugh�ng; for me, I was
l�ke a wood shav�ng �n the f�re. Well, we were alone, th�ngs went
qu�ckly, w�thout many words. Ah! the happ�ness! as �f heaven had
come down to us. I flew to her l�ke a feather �nto the f�re; we k�ssed
t�ll our l�ps smarted. Ah! she was as pretty and da�nty as a toy. If I
caught her �n my arms, she seemed to d�sappear. She was l�ke a
l�ttle b�rd that flew �nto my heart and sang and sang there."
He stopped, and a strange sound l�ke a sob came from h�s l�ps.
"And what then?" asked Ilya, carr�ed away by the story.



"The doctor's w�fe surpr�sed us, dev�l take her! She was pretty too,
and used to speak qu�te k�ndly to me before, but now of course,
there was a scene. Vyerka was turned out of doors and I w�th her,
and they blackguarded us both horr�bly, my word! Vyerka stayed w�th
me. I hadn't any work and we starved and sold everyth�ng to the last
thread. But Vyerka �s a g�rl of sp�r�t. She went off—was away a
fortn�ght and came back dressed l�ke a swell lady—bracelets, money
�n her pocket." Pashka ground h�s teeth and sa�d gloom�ly: "I
thrashed her, I tell you."
"D�d she run away?" asked Ilya.
"N—No! If she'd left me I'd have thrown myself �n the r�ver. 'K�ll me �f
you l�ke,' she sa�d 'but let me alone! I know I'm a burden to you. No
one shall have my soul,' she sa�d."
"And what d�d you do?"
"Do? I struck her once more, then I cr�ed. What could I do; I can't f�nd
food for her."
"Why d�dn't she f�nd a new place?"
"The dev�l knows. She sa�d, '�t would be better th�s way.' If ch�ldren
came, what could we do w�th them, and so——"
Ilya thought for a l�ttle, then sa�d: "A sens�ble g�rl."
Pashka went on a step or two �n s�lence. Then he wheeled sharp
round, stood �n front of Ilya, and sa�d �n a dull h�ss�ng vo�ce:
"When I th�nk that other men k�ss her, then �t's l�ke molten lead
dr�v�ng through my l�mbs."
"Why don't you let her go?"
"Let her go?" cr�ed Pavel �n the h�ghest aston�shment. Ilya
understood afterwards when he saw the g�rl.
They came to a one-stor�ed house on the outsk�rts of the town. Its s�x
w�ndows were fast shut w�th th�ck shutters so that the house had the
look of an old straggl�ng granary. The wet, sloppy snow clung to roof
and walls, as though �t would conceal or smother the house.



Pashka knocked at the door and sa�d:
"Th�s �s where they're looked after. S�dor�sha g�ves her g�rls board
and lodg�ng and takes f�fty roubles from each of them for �t; she has
only four altogether. Of course she keeps w�ne too, and beer, and
sweetmeats, and all that you want, for the rest she lets the g�rls do
what they want to, go out �f they l�ke, or stop at home �f they l�ke, only
pay the f�fty every month. They are all jolly g�rls; they make money
as eas�ly as——One of them, Olymp�ada, never takes less than four
roubles."
There was a rustl�ng the other s�de of the door. A yellow streak of
l�ght qu�vered �n the a�r.
"Who �s there?"
"I, Vassa S�dorovna—Gratschev."
"Oh! The door opened and a l�ttle dr�ed-up old woman, w�th a b�g
nose �n her shr�velled face, held the candle up to Pavel's face, and
sa�d �n a fr�endly way:
"Good even�ng, Pashka. Vyerunka has been wa�t�ng for you for a
long t�me, and �s qu�te cross. Who's that w�th you?"
"A fr�end."
"Who �s �t?" came a pleasant vo�ce out of a long, dark corr�dor.
"A v�s�tor for Vyera," sa�d the old woman.
"Vyera, here's your sweetheart," cr�ed the same clear vo�ce, r�ng�ng
through the corr�dor. At once at the end of the passage a door
opened and the da�nty f�gure of a g�rl, dressed �n wh�te, appeared �n
the br�ght patch of l�ght, w�th her th�ck fa�r ha�r stream�ng round her
face.
"How late you are!" she sa�d, �n a deep alto vo�ce, pout�ng. Then she
stood on the t�ps of her toes, put her hands on Pavel's shoulders,
and looked at Ilya out of her soft brown eyes.
"Th�s �s my fr�end, Ilya Lunev. I met h�m, and that's how I'm a b�t
late."



"Welcome," she sa�d, g�v�ng Ilya her hand, so that the w�de sleeve of
her loose wh�te dress fell back almost up to the shoulder. Ilya
pressed her hot, dry l�ttle hand respectfully, w�thout a word. He
looked at Pavel's sweetheart, w�th that feel�ng of joyful surpr�se w�th
wh�ch a man greets a slender fragrant b�rch-tree �n a th�ck wood full
of brambles and marshy th�ckets. As she stood as�de to let h�m enter,
he stepped back, bowed, and sa�d pol�tely:
"Please, after you."
"How pol�te!" she laughed.
Her laughter was pleasant, gay and clear. Pavel laughed too, and
sa�d:
"You've turned h�s head already, Vyerka. See, how he stands there,
l�ke a bear �n front of the honey jar."
"Is that true?" asked the g�rl, m�sch�evously.
"Of course," answered Ilya, laugh�ng. "I'm qu�te bew�ldered by your
beauty."
"Here, you, l�sten! You just fall �n love w�th her and I'll k�ll you," Pavel
threatened, jok�ngly. It pleased h�m that h�s lady's beauty should
make such an �mpress�on on h�s fr�end, and h�s eyes shone w�th
pr�de as he looked at her. She, too, paraded her charms w�th a naïve
coquetry, conv�nced of the�r power. She wore noth�ng but a bod�ce
w�th sleeves, over a vest and a sh�n�ng wh�te pett�coat; her healthy,
sound, snow-wh�te body showed through the bod�ce-open�ng. A
ch�ld�sh, self-contented sm�le tw�tched at the corners of her red l�ps; �t
was as though she took pleasure �n herself, l�ke a ch�ld w�th a toy �t �s
not yet t�red of. Ilya could not take h�s eyes off her. He saw how
gracefully she moved up and down �n the room, and how she
wr�nkled up her l�ttle nose, and laughed and chattered, and looked
tenderly at Pavel every now and then; h�s heart was heavy to th�nk
he had no such fr�end. He sat s�lently and looked about h�m. A table
covered w�th a wh�te cloth, stood �n the m�ddle of the l�ttle, t�dy,
br�ghtly-l�ghted room; on the table the samovar bubbled cheer�ly, and
everyth�ng round about �t was fresh and gay; the cups, the w�ne-
bottle, the plate w�th bread and sausage—everyth�ng had a clean



new look; �t struck Ilya as unusual, and moved h�m to envy Pavel,
who sat there, qu�te bl�ssful, and began to rhyme extempore:

"The s�ght of you, l�ke br�ght sunsh�ne,
Streams over th�s poor heart of m�ne.
Forgotten all my gr�ef and pa�n,
My heart beg�ns to hope aga�n.
To call a beaut�ful g�rl one's own
Is the greatest joy that can ever be known."

"Pashka, dear, how n�ce �t �s!" cr�ed Vyera, del�ghted.
"Ah! �t's hot! Hullo, you there, Ilya, leave off! Can't you look enough?
Get one for yourself!"
"But she must be pretty," sa�d Vyera, w�th a strange emphas�s,
look�ng Ilya �n the eyes.
"Prett�er than you can't be found," s�ghed Ilya, and laughed.
"Don't talk of th�ngs you don't understand," sa�d Vyera, softly.
"He knows h�s way about," sa�d Pashka. Then, turn�ng to Ilya, went
on, wr�nkl�ng h�s brow: "Here, now, everyth�ng �s so clean and jolly,
and then, all of a sudden—one th�nks—It cuts one's heart."
"Don't th�nk then!" cr�ed Vyera, and bent over the table. Ilya looked at
her, and saw how her ears grew red.
"You must th�nk—" she went on, softly but f�rmly—"�f I have only a
day, st�ll �t's m�ne! It �sn't easy for me, e�ther, but I don't m�x up the joy
and the trouble; I keep �t, l�ke the song says: 'The sorrow I alone w�ll
bear, the joy together we shall share.'"
Pavel l�stened, but hardened h�s heart, �n h�s sulky mood. Ilya longed
to say someth�ng comfort�ng, encourag�ng, and, after a pause,
began:
"What's to be done when the knots won't be loosened? If I had lots of
money, a thousand or ten thousand roubles, I'd g�ve �t to you, and
say: 'There, take �t, take �t because of your love,' for I see �t and feel
�t; for you �t's a real true heart affa�r, and that �s always pure to the
consc�ence, and all the rest you can sp�t at."



A warm feel�ng flamed up and thr�lled through h�m. He stood up
when he saw the g�rl l�ft her head and look at h�m gratefully, wh�le
Pavel sm�led, as though he wa�ted for h�m to say more.
"It's the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe I've seen such a beaut�ful th�ng," Ilya went
on. "It's the f�rst t�me I have seen how people can love one another;
and, Pavel, �t's the f�rst t�me I've really got to know you—I've looked
�nto your soul. I s�t here and say frankly, I envy you; I'm sad and
merry at the same t�me. God grant that all may be well w�th you! And
—and as for the rest, let me say someth�ng. Suppose—I d�sl�ke
Chuvasha� and Mordv�j, they're d�rty and blear-eyed. But I bathe �n
the same r�ver and dr�nk the same water as they do. Am I to avo�d
the r�ver because they are object�onable? Why should I? God
cleanses �t aga�n."
"That's �t, Ilya! You're a good fellow," cr�ed Pavel, exc�tedly.
"But do you dr�nk out of the r�ver?" sa�d Vyera, softly.
"I must f�nd �t f�rst," laughed Ilya. "Pour me out a glass of tea to go on
w�th, Vyera!"
"You're a n�ce boy!" cr�ed the g�rl.
"Many thanks," sa�d Ilya, ser�ously, bowed to her, and sat down
aga�n.
H�s words and the whole scene acted on Pavel l�ke w�ne. H�s
an�mated face reddened, h�s eyes shone w�th exc�tement, he sprang
from h�s cha�r and paced the room joyously. "Ah, dev�l take �t!" he
cr�ed, "the world's a jolly place, �f men are as s�mple as ch�ldren. It
was a good th�ng I d�d when I brought you along, Ilya! Dr�nk, brother!
F�ll up, Vyerunka!"
"Now there's no hold�ng h�m," sa�d the g�rl, and sm�led at h�m
tenderly. Then, turn�ng to Ilya, "he's always l�ke that, e�ther as gay
and sh�n�ng as a ra�nbow, or dull, and grey, and cross."
"That's not good," sa�d Lunev dec�dedly. Then all three began to
chatter ga�ly and cheerfully, break�ng �nto careless laughter every
now and then.



There was a knock at the door, and a vo�ce asked: "Vyera, may I
come �n?"
"Come �n! come �n! Ilya Jakovlev�tsch, th�s �s my fr�end, L�pa."
Ilya rose from h�s cha�r, and turned towards the door. A tall, stately
woman stood before h�m, and looked �n h�s face w�th calm blue eyes.
From her dress came a sweet perfume, her cheeks were fresh and
red, and her head was adorned w�th a crown-l�ke mass of ha�r that
made her look even taller.
"I was s�tt�ng alone �n my room, so bored, and then, all at once I
heard you talk�ng and laugh�ng, and so—well, I came here. You don't
m�nd I hope? There's a gentleman w�thout a lady. I w�ll enterta�n h�m
—shall I?"
W�th a graceful gesture, she placed her cha�r near Ilya's, seated
herself, and asked: "You're rather bored w�th them, aren't you? They
k�ss and hug one another, and you're env�ous, eh?"
"I'm not bored w�th them," sa�d Ilya, confused by feel�ng her so near.
"That's a p�ty," she sa�d qu�etly, then turned from Ilya and went over
to Vyera.
"Just th�nk, I went to Mass yesterday at the nunnery, and I saw such
a pretty nun �n the cho�r, such a dear. I couldn't take my eyes off her,
and thought why on earth d�d she go �nto the nunnery. I felt qu�te
sorry."
"Why? I shouldn't p�ty her," sa�d Vyera.
"Oh! Who's go�ng to bel�eve that!"
Ilya breathed �n the costly perfume that floated round th�s woman, he
looked s�delong at her and l�stened to her vo�ce. She spoke w�th
extraord�nary calm and self-possess�on, there was someth�ng
drowsy �n her vo�ce and �t seemed as though a powerful, del�ghtful
scent streamed from her words also.
"D'you know, Vyera, I'm st�ll cons�der�ng �f I shall go to Poluektov or
not."
"I can't adv�se you."



"Perhaps I w�ll. He's old and r�ch, and those are two �mportant po�nts.
But he's m�serly. I want f�ve thousand roubles �n my name �n the
bank, and a hundred and f�fty roubles a month, and he only offers
three thousand and a hundred."
"Don't talk of �t now, L�potshka!"
"All r�ght, as you l�ke," sa�d L�pa, qu�etly, and turned aga�n to Ilya.
"Now, young man, let us talk a l�ttle. I l�ke you, you've a n�ce face and
ser�ous eyes. What w�ll you say to that?"
"I? I shan't say anyth�ng," sa�d he, laugh�ng carelessly, but feel�ng
clearly how th�s woman ensnared h�m w�th her mag�c.
"Noth�ng? oh! you're bored;—what are you?"
"Pedlar."
"R—really? I thought you were a clerk �n a bank, or �n some shop.
You look very good form."
"I l�ke cleanl�ness," sa�d Ilya. He felt oppress�vely hot, and h�s head
was �n a wh�rl w�th the perfume.
"You l�ke cleanl�ness?—that's very n�ce. Are you a good hand at
guess�ng?"
"I don't understand."
"Can't you guess that you're �n the way here, eh;" and she looked
r�ght through h�m w�th her blue eyes.
"Oh! of course. I'll go," sa�d Ilya confused.
"Wa�t a m�nute! Vyera, may I take th�s youngster away?"
"Of course, �f he wants to go," answered Vyera, laugh�ng.
"But where?" asked Ilya, �n great exc�tement.
"Oh! go along you s�lly fellow!" cr�ed Pashka.
Ilya stood there dazed and laughed vaguely, but the beaut�ful lady
took h�s hand and led h�m out, say�ng �n her qu�et way: "You're not
tamed yet, and I'm capr�c�ous and obst�nate. If I made up my m�nd to



put out the sun, I'd cl�mb on the roof and blow at �t t�ll I'd used my last
breath. Now you know what I'm l�ke."
Ilya went w�th her hand �n hand, hardly hear�ng her words and not
understand�ng at all: he only felt she was so warm, and soft and
fragrant.

XII.

H�s �nt�macy w�th Olymp�ada, so unexpectedly begun from a
woman's wh�m, rendered Ilya at f�rst qu�te arrogant. A proud self-
conf�dent feel�ng awakened �n h�m, heal�ng the l�ttle wounds that l�fe
had dealt h�s heart.
The thought that a lovely well-dressed lady gave h�m her prec�ous
k�sses out of pure affect�on and demanded noth�ng �n return, ra�sed
h�m more and more �n h�s own eyes, and he felt as though he were
float�ng �n a broad stream, borne along by a peaceful flood that
caressed h�s body tenderly and waked strength and courage �n h�s
l�mbs.
"My dear lad," sa�d Olymp�ada to h�m, as she played w�th h�s ha�r or
passed her f�nger over the dark down that covered h�s upper l�p.
"You're n�cer every day, you've such a bold, conf�dent heart, and I
can see you're sure to get what you want. I l�ke that. I'm made that
way, too. If I were younger, I'd marry you and together we'd have a
splend�d t�me."
Ilya treated her w�th great respect. She seemed so sens�ble, and he
l�ked her for the way she respected herself �n sp�te of her v�c�ous l�fe.
She never drank and used no foul words l�ke the other women that
he knew. Her body was as supple and strong as her full deep vo�ce,
and as tense as her character. Even her frugal�ty, her love of order
and cleanl�ness, and the read�ness w�th wh�ch she could speak on
any subject and ward off anyth�ng that �rr�tated her pr�de, del�ghted
h�m. Somet�mes though, �f he v�s�ted her and found her ly�ng w�th



d�shevelled ha�r and pale, langu�d face, a b�tter feel�ng of d�sgust
would ar�se, and then as he looked gloom�ly �nto her wear�ed eyes
he could br�ng no greet�ng from h�s l�ps. She must have understood
h�s feel�ng read�ly, for she would wrap the coverlet round her and
say:
"Off w�th you!—go and see Vyera—tell the old woman to br�ng me
some snow-water!"
He would go to the clean l�ttle room and Vyera would laugh gu�lt�ly at
the s�ght of h�s gloomy, d�spleased face. One day she asked h�m:
"Well, Ilya Jakovlev�tsch, how are you gett�ng on? How do you l�ke �t
here?"
"Ah, Vyerotchka, s�n can't st�ck to you; �f you only sm�le �t melts away
l�ke snow."
"I'm so sorry for you, both of you, poor fellows."
Ilya l�ked Vyera very much. He treated her as a l�ttle ch�ld, was very
d�sturbed �f she quarrelled w�th Pashka, and made the peace
between them every t�me. He l�ked to s�t �n her room and watch her
comb her golden ha�r, or sew at someth�ng, s�ng�ng softly. Often he
surpr�sed �n her eyes a gnaw�ng pa�n, and somet�mes her face
tw�tched w�th a hopeless weary sm�le. At such a t�me he felt even
more drawn to her, the m�sery of th�s l�ttle g�rl touched h�m more
keenly and he would comfort her as well as he could. But she sa�d:
"No, no, Ilya, we can't go on l�ke th�s, �t's qu�te �mposs�ble; th�nk—I—I
must l�ve on �n th�s f�lth, but Pavel, what place �s there for h�m near
me?"
"But he chooses �t," sa�d Ilya.
"Chooses?" came l�ke an echo from her l�ps.
Olymp�ada �nterrupted the conversat�on, enter�ng no�selessly �n a
w�de blue cloak, l�ke a cold moonbeam.
"Come to tea, my lad, and you come �n too, presently, Vyerotchka."
Fresh and rosy from the cold water, clean, neat and calm, she took
Ilya to her room w�thout many words, and he followed, marvell�ng



that th�s could be the same Olymp�ada he had seen before, faded
and so�led by lustful hands.
Wh�le they drank the�r tea, she sa�d to h�m: "It's a p�ty you're only a
peasant lad and have learned so l�ttle, that'll make �t harder for you �n
l�fe, but anyhow you must drop your present bus�ness and try
someth�ng else. Wa�t, I'll look out for a place for you—you must be
looked after. As soon as I've f�xed th�ngs up w�th Poluektov, I'll
manage �t."
"Is he go�ng to g�ve you the f�ve thousand?"
"Of course," she answered w�th conv�ct�on.
"Well, �f I ever meet h�m near you, I'll pull h�s head off," cr�ed Ilya
jealously.
"Why? he doesn't get �n your way."
"He does, most dec�dedly, get �n my way."
"But he's old and horr�d," sa�d Olymp�ada, laugh�ng.
"Laugh away! I'll never bel�eve that �t's anyth�ng but a great s�n to
caress such a d�rty beast."
"Wa�t a l�ttle, at least, t�ll I get hold of h�s money."
The merchant d�d everyth�ng for her that she des�red. Soon Ilya was
s�tt�ng �n her new house, see�ng the th�ck carpets and the heavy
plush-covered furn�ture, and l�sten�ng to h�s lady's bus�ness-l�ke
remarks. He found �n her no spec�al pleasure �n her altered
surround�ngs, she was as calm and self-conta�ned as ever. It was as
though only the clothes were changed, noth�ng else.
"I am now twenty-seven,—when I am th�rty, I shall have ten thousand
roubles. Then I'll throw over the old man and be free; learn from me,
my lad, how to deal w�th l�fe."
Ilya learnt from her obst�nate perseverance to atta�n a predeterm�ned
goal, but often the thought tortured h�m, that he shared her caresses
w�th another, and a pa�nful sense of degradat�on and weakness. At
such t�mes the v�s�on would r�se aga�n of h�s shop, w�th the clean
room, where he m�ght enterta�n h�s lady. He d�dn't bel�eve that he



loved Olymp�ada, but she seemed qu�te necessary to h�m, as a
sens�ble good comrade.
In th�s way, two months—three months passed away. One day, when
he returned home, he betook h�mself to Perf�shka's cellar, and saw
w�th amazement Perf�shka at the table w�th a bottle of brandy, and
oppos�te h�m, Jakov sat, lean�ng heav�ly on the table, h�s head
sway�ng, and sa�d unstead�ly:
"Splend�d! If God sees everyth�ng and knows everyth�ng, then He
sees me too. Every one has forsaken me, brother. I'm all alone. My
father hates me, he's a scoundrel! He's a robber and a cheat, �sn't
he, Perf�shka?"
"R�ght, Jakov. It's a p�ty, but �t's true."
"Well, then, how am I to l�ve? What am I to bel�eve �n?" asked Jakov,
stammer�ng and shak�ng h�s d�shevelled ha�r. "I can't bel�eve �n my
father. Ilya goes h�s own way. Masha �s a ch�ld. Where �s there a
man? Perf�shka, I tell you, there's not a man left �n the world."
Ilya stood �n the doorway, and heard h�s fr�end's drunken speech. H�s
heart sank pa�nfully. He saw Jakov's head loll, droop�ng and weak,
on h�s th�n neck, saw Perf�shka's th�n, yellow face l�ghted up w�th a
pleased sm�le, and he would not bel�eve that th�s could really be
Jakov, the qu�et, modest Jakov.
"What are you do�ng here?" he sa�d reproachfully as he entered.
Jakov started, looked w�th startled eyes �nto Ilya's face, and sa�d,
w�th a despa�r�ng sm�le: "Ah, Ilya—�s that all! I thought—my father
——"
"What's all th�s about, tell me," Ilya �nterrupted.
"You let h�m alone, Ilya," cr�ed Perf�shka, and rose sway�ng from h�s
cha�r. "He can please h�mself. Thank God that he st�ll l�kes brandy."
"Ilya," cr�ed Jakov convuls�vely, "my father thrashed me."
"That's so. I was a w�tness," expla�ned Perf�shka, and smote h�s
breast w�th h�s f�st. "I saw everyth�ng. I can take my oath! He
knocked h�s teeth out, and made h�s nose bleed."



In fact, Jakov's face was swollen and h�s upper l�p covered w�th
blood. He stood �n front of h�s comrade, and sa�d, sm�l�ng mournfully:
"How dare he beat me? I'm n�neteen, and I'd done noth�ng wrong."
"Why d�d he beat you, then?"
Jakov's l�ps tw�tched as though he was about to speak, but he sa�d
noth�ng. H�s bru�sed face qu�vered. He sank heav�ly on a cha�r, took
h�s head �n h�s hands, and began to sob aloud, so that h�s whole
body shook. Perf�shka, who had supported h�m as he sank down,
poured out a glass of brandy, and sa�d: "Let h�m cry. It's good when a
man can. Mashutka, too, was �n a state, qu�te bathed �n tears. 'I'll
scratch h�s eyes out,' she screamed r�ght on, t�ll I took her to Mat�za."
"But what happened?"
"I can tell you exactly. It was qu�te a crazy bus�ness. Terent�, that
uncle of yours, he began the th�ng. All at once he sa�d to Petrusha,
'Let me go to K�ev,' he sa�d, 'to the holy men!' Petrusha was
del�ghted; that hump of Terent�'s has worr�ed h�s eyes, and to tell the
truth, he's jolly glad to see Terent�'s back; �t's not n�ce to have some
one about who knows a secret of yours—he! he! 'All r�ght,' he says.
'Go along, and put �n a l�ttle word for me too w�th the holy men.' And
then Jakov starts �n all of a sudden: 'Let me go too,' he says."
Perf�shka began to roll h�s eyes, made a f�erce gr�mace, and cr�ed �n
a hoarse vo�ce, �m�tat�ng Petrusha:
"'Wha—a—at do you want to do?'"
"'I want to go w�th uncle to the holy men.'
"'What do you mean?'
"Jakov says, 'I could pray for you too.' Then Petrusha beg�ns to roar,
'I'll teach you to pray!' Jakov st�cks to h�s po�nt. 'Let me go. God �s
pleased w�th the prayers of sons for the�r fathers' s�ns.' My word, how
Petrusha h�t h�m �n the mouth, and aga�n and aga�n."
"I can't l�ve w�th h�m," cr�ed Jakov. "I'll go away. I'll hang myself. Why
d�d he beat me—why? All I sa�d came from my heart."



Ilya's heart sank at th�s outcry, and w�th a despa�r�ng shrug of h�s
shoulders, he left the cellar. He was glad to hear that h�s uncle was
go�ng on a p�lgr�mage. Once Terent� was gone, he would f�nally leave
th�s house, take a l�ttle room somewhere for h�mself, and be h�s own
master. As he entered h�s room, Terent� appeared, follow�ng h�m. H�s
eyes shone, h�s face wore an express�on of joy. He approached Ilya
and sa�d: "Well, I'm go�ng. O Lord, how glad I am! To step out of a
cave, a cellar, �nto God's world. Surely He w�ll not desp�se my prayer,
s�nce He lets me get away from th�s place."
"Do you know what's happened to Jakov?" sa�d Ilya, dr�ly.
"What?"
"He's got drunk."
"What do you say? That �s wrong of h�m! S�lly boy! And just now he
was begg�ng h�s father to let h�m go w�th me."
"Were you there when h�s father beat h�m?"
"Yes, of course. Why?"
"Why, can't you understand? That's why he's got drunk."
"Because of that? It's not poss�ble!"
Ilya saw clearly that Jakov's fate was a matter of �nd�fference to h�s
uncle, and that strengthened h�s feel�ng of enm�ty aga�nst the
hunchback. He had never seen Terent� so overjoyed, and the s�ght of
th�s happ�ness, com�ng r�ght after Jakov's m�sery, moved h�m
strangely. He sat down at the w�ndow and sa�d:
"Go on �nto the bar."
"Petrusha �s there. I want to talk to you."
"Oh! what about?"
The hunchback came up to h�m and sa�d myster�ously:
"I'm gett�ng away. You're stay�ng beh�nd and that means—well——"
"Hurry up," sa�d Ilya.



"Yes—yes, I want to; �t �sn't easy to say," sa�d Terent�, �n a subdued
way, wh�le h�s eyes bl�nked.
"Do you want to talk about me? eh?"
"Yes—yes—about you, too, but presently. I've saved some money."
Ilya looked at h�m and laughed mal�c�ously.
"What d'you mean? Why d'you laugh?" cr�ed h�s uncle, fr�ghtened.
"Oh, noth�ng. Well, then, you've saved some money, have you?"
Ilya emphas�sed "saved."
"Yes, that's �t," sa�d Terent�, avo�d�ng h�s look. "I shall g�ve two
hundred roubles to the monastery."
"O!"
"And a hundred to you."
"A hundred?" asked Ilya, suddenly, and at once he knew that �n h�s
soul for a long t�me the hope had l�ved that h�s uncle would g�ve h�m
not a hundred roubles, but a much b�gger sum. He was angered
aga�nst h�mself that h�s heart could enterta�n so hateful, calculat�ng,
an expectat�on, and aga�nst h�s uncle that the sum was so small. He
got up, stra�ghtened h�mself, and sa�d, full of scorn and �nsolence:
"I'll have none of your stolen money, d'you understand."
The hunchback reco�led �n fear and sank on h�s bed, pale and
wretched, h�s ha�r br�stled, h�s mouth stood open, and he gazed at
Ilya s�lently w�th stup�d terror �n h�s eyes.
"Well, why do you look l�ke that? I don't want your money."
"Chr�st!" Terent� groaned hoarsely. "Why not, my dear, why not?
Ilusha, you've been l�ke a son to me." Then presently he went on �n a
wh�sper. "It was just—for you—for fear of what should happen to
you, that I took the s�n on my soul; take the money, take �t, else the
Lord won't forg�ve me."
"So," cr�ed Ilya, mock�ngly, "you'll go to your God w�th an account
book! Oh! you! d�d I ask you to steal old Jeremy's money; th�nk what



a good man he was you robbed!"
"Ilusha, you d�dn't ask to be born, e�ther," sa�d the uncle, and
stretched out h�s hand to Ilya w�th an odd gesture. "No, take the
money, qu�etly, for Chr�st's sake, to save my soul; �f I come back,
then you'll get �t all, and meant�me take th�s, my dear boy. God w�ll
not forg�ve my s�ns, �f you don't take the money!"
He was actually begg�ng, h�s l�ps qu�vered, and �n h�s eyes was an
express�on of fear. Ilya looked at h�m and could not determ�ne �f h�s
uncle really d�stressed h�m or no.
"Well, all r�ght, I'll take �t," he sa�d at last, and went stra�ght out of the
room. He was sorry that he had y�elded f�nally, he felt degraded.
What was a hundred roubles to h�m after all? What b�g th�ng could
he undertake w�th that? If h�s uncle had g�ven h�m a thousand
roubles now �nstead of a hundred, then he would have been enabled
to change h�s dull uneasy l�fe �nto a better, that should gl�de along �n
peaceful sol�tude far from mank�nd.
How would �t be to ask h�s uncle, just how much he had obta�ned
from the rag-p�cker's hoard? But th�s thought was too repugnant to
h�m. Ever s�nce Ilya had made Olymp�ada's acqua�ntance the house
of F�l�monov appeared to h�m d�rt�er and stuff�er than ever. The d�rt
and the close atmosphere roused �n h�m a phys�cal nausea, as
though cold, sl�my hands were la�d on h�s body. To-day th�s feel�ng
was more pa�nful than usual, he could f�nd no spot �n the house to
su�t h�m, and, w�thout any def�n�te mot�ve, he cl�mbed the sta�rs to
Mat�za's garret. As he went, he felt as though th�s house would
somehow, at some t�me or other, deal h�m an unexpected terr�ble
�njury.
Busy w�th such thoughts he entered Mat�za's room and saw her
s�tt�ng on a cha�r bes�de her bed. She cast a glance at h�m, warned
h�m w�th a f�nger, and wh�spered �n a deep bass vo�ce, l�ke a far-off
storm-w�nd:
"Sh! She's asleep."
Masha lay on the bed, huddled �n a heap.



"What k�nd of a th�ng d'you call th�s?" Mat�za wh�spered, and rolled
her b�g eyes angr�ly. "Thrash ch�ldren to r�bbons, do they, the cursed
v�lla�ns! to lay hands on ch�ldren! curse them! the scoundrels!"



Ilya stood by the stove and l�stened, wh�le he gazed at the del�cate
form of the cobbler's daughter, wrapped �n a grey shawl.
"What's to become of the poor th�ngs?" rang �n h�s head.
"D'you know that the blackguard struck Masha, too?" went on
Mat�za. "Tore her ha�r, the cursed scoundrel, the old bar loafer! Beat
h�s son, and the g�rl, and he's go�ng to turn them both out of doors,
d'you know that? Where are they to go, poor orphans? How——"
"Perhaps I can f�nd her a place," sa�d Ilya, thoughtfully, remember�ng
that Olymp�ada needed a housema�d.
"You!" wh�spered Mat�za, reproachfully. "You come �n always now as
�f you were a f�ne gentleman. You get on and grow for yourself l�ke a
young oak-tree, g�ve no shadow and no acorns. You m�ght have
done someth�ng for her long ago. Aren't you sorry for the ch�ld?"
"Wa�t a b�t and don't jaw!" sa�d Ilya, crossly. It was an excuse for h�m
to v�s�t Olymp�ada at once, and he asked: "How old's Mashutka?"
"F�fteen! Why? What's her age got to do w�th �t? She looks barely
twelve, she's so slender and del�cate. Heaven knows, she's just a
ch�ld st�ll. She's f�t for noth�ng, noth�ng! What �s to become of her? It
would be better �f she never waked aga�n t�ll the last day."
A vague cloud of �deas f�lled Ilya's head when he left the garret. An
hour later he was stand�ng before the door of Olymp�ada's house,
wa�t�ng to be adm�tted. He wa�ted a long t�me �n the cold, t�ll at last
from beh�nd the door a th�n, peev�sh vo�ce asked: "Who �s there?"
"I——" answered Lunev, not very clear who was speak�ng.
Olymp�ada's servant, a plump, pock-marked person, had a loud
harsh vo�ce, and always opened the door w�thout quest�on.
"Whom do you want?" asked the vo�ce aga�n.
"Is Olymp�ada Dan�lovna at home?"
The door opened suddenly, and a strong l�ght fell on Ilya's face. The
lad fell back a step, half shut h�s eyes, and looked perplexedly at the
door, as though what he saw appeared an �llus�on. Before h�m, lamp
�n hand, stood a l�ttle old man, �n a w�de heavy dress�ng-gown, the



colour of raspberr�es. H�s head was all but ent�rely bald, only a th�n
crown of grey ha�r ran from one ear to the other, and on h�s ch�n a
short th�n grey beard qu�vered uneas�ly. He looked at Ilya's face, and
h�s keen, p�erc�ng eyes bl�nked ev�lly, and h�s upper l�p, w�th �ts
scanty ha�rs, tw�tched up and down. The lamp shook and trembled �n
h�s th�n, swarthy hand.
"Who are you, then? Well, come �n. Who are you?"
Ilya understood. He felt the blood mount to h�s head and an
untoward feel�ng of d�sgust and wrath f�lled h�s heart. Th�s was the
r�val who shared w�th h�m the favours of the stately, beaut�ful lady!
"I am—a pedlar," he sa�d, �n a dull vo�ce, as he crossed the
threshhold.
The old man w�nked at h�m w�th h�s left eye, and sm�led. H�s eyes
were red w�th �nflammat�on, w�thout eyelashes, and �nstead of teeth,
a couple of yellow, po�nted pegs showed �n h�s mouth.
"Oh, ho! A pedlar, eh? What sort of a pedlar?" asked the old man,
w�th a cunn�ng sm�le, and held the lamp up to �llum�ne Ilya's face.
"I deal �n all sorts of l�ttle th�ngs—scent and r�bbons, and so on," sa�d
Ilya, and hung h�s head. A g�dd�ness se�zed h�m and red spots
danced before h�s eyes.
"Oh, oh! R�bbons and scent. Yes, yes! R�bbons and laces to deck
pretty faces. But what do you want here, my young pedlar? Eh?"
"I want to see Olymp�ada Dan�lovna."
"Eh, to see her? What do you want of her, now?"
"I have to get some money for th�ngs she's had," Ilya brought out,
w�th d�ff�culty.
He felt an �ncomprehens�ble fear of th�s horr�ble old man and hated
h�m. In h�s th�n, soft vo�ce and �n h�s ev�l eyes lay someth�ng that
penetrated w�th�n Ilya's heart and took away h�s courage, and cast
h�m down.
"Money, eh? A l�ttle debt. All r�ght, my lad."



Suddenly the old man took the lamp away from Ilya's face, put �t
down, brought h�s yellow, w�thered face close to Ilya's ear, and asked
h�m softly, w�th another, cunn�ng sm�le: "Where's the b�ll? G�ve me
the b�ll."
"What b�ll?" sa�d Ilya, reco�l�ng, fr�ghtened.
"Why, from your master. The b�ll for Olymp�ada Dan�lovna. You've got
�t, I suppose? What? G�ve �t here! I'll take �t to her. Qu�ck, be qu�ck!"
The old man moved nearer, wh�le Ilya retreated towards the door.
H�s mouth was dry w�th fear.
"I have no b�ll," he sa�d loudly �n despa�r, feel�ng that someth�ng
terr�ble must happen the next moment.
The tall, stately f�gure of Olymp�ada appeared beh�nd the old man.
Calmly, w�thout the trembl�ng of an eyelash, she looked at Ilya over
the head of the old man, and sa�d �n her measured way: "What �s the
matter?"
"It's a pedlar, he says you owe h�m money; you've bought r�bbons,
eh? and not pa�d for them? He! He! Well, here he �s and wants h�s
money."
He paced w�th short steps to and fro and bl�nked susp�c�ously f�rst at
Olymp�ada, then at Ilya. W�th a command�ng gesture, she waved h�m
to one s�de, put her hand �n the pocket of her cloak, and sa�d to Ilya
�n a severe tone: "What �s �t? Could you not come another t�me?"
"Qu�te r�ght," squeaked the old man. "S�lly fool, �sn't he?"
"Com�ng when he's least wanted—donkey!"
Ilya stood as though turned to stone.
"Don't scream so, Vass�l� Gavr�lov�tsch, �t doesn't sound well," sa�d
Olymp�ada, and turn�ng to Ilya, "How much? three roubles forty
kopecks �sn't �t? here, take �t!"
"And now clear out!" squeaked the old man aga�n. "Allow me. I'll bolt
the door myself. I'll do �t."
He drew h�s dress�ng-gown round h�m, opened the door, and cr�ed:



"Now then, go along!"
Ilya stood �n the frost before the closed door, and stared stup�dly at �t.
He could not yet dec�de �f all that he had just seen were real�ty, or a
hateful dream. In one hand he held h�s cap, �n the other the money
Olymp�ada had g�ven h�m. He stood there so long that he felt the
frost round h�s head l�ke a r�ng of �ce, and h�s legs were st�ff w�th
cold. Then he put on h�s cap, put the money �n h�s pocket, tucked h�s
hands �nto the sleeves of h�s overcoat, drew �n h�s shoulders, and
went slowly down the street w�th bowed head. H�s heart seemed �ce
and �n h�s head a couple of balls rolled here and there and knocked
aga�nst h�s temples. Before h�s eyes swam the dusky face of the old
man, the yellow skull �llum�nated by the cold lamp-l�ght.
And the face of the old man sm�led ev�lly, cunn�ngly, tr�umphantly.

XIII.

On the day follow�ng h�s encounter w�th Olymp�ada's aged lover, Ilya
walked to and fro along the ma�n street of the town, slowly and
s�lently. He d�d not call h�s wares as usual, but looked at h�s box
gloom�ly, and h�dden �n h�s heart there lay �mmovable, a heavy
leaden feel�ng. He never ceased to see before h�m the scornful face
of the old man, Olymp�ada's calm blue eyes and the gesture w�th
wh�ch she had g�ven h�m the money. Sharp l�ttle snowflakes drove
through the dry, frosty a�r, st�ng�ng h�s face l�ke needles.
He had just passed a l�ttle shop, half-concealed �n a n�che between a
church and the b�g house of a r�ch merchant. Over the entrance
hung an old rusty s�gn w�th the �nscr�pt�on:
"Bureau de Change. W. G. Poluektov. Old gold and s�lver, ornaments
for shr�nes, rar�t�es of every k�nd, old co�ns."
As Ilya passed the door, he thought he saw beh�nd the w�ndow
panes the old man's face, gr�nn�ng and nodd�ng at h�m mock�ngly. He
felt an �rres�st�ble des�re to see the old man closer. He eas�ly found



an excuse. L�ke all pedlars, he collected the old co�ns that came �nto
h�s hands, and sold them to the money-changers at an advance of
twenty kopecks to the rouble. He had a few at that moment �n h�s
wallet. He turned back, opened the shop door boldly, went �n w�th h�s
box, took off h�s cap and sa�d, "Good-day!"
The old man was s�tt�ng beh�nd a small counter, and at the moment
remov�ng the metal clasps from an e�kon, loosen�ng the l�ttle na�ls
w�th a small ch�sel. He was deep �n h�s work. He shot a hasty glance
at the lad as he came �n, then turned aga�n to h�s work, and sa�d dr�ly
w�thout look�ng up:
"Good day! What can I do for you?"
"D�d you recogn�se me?" asked Ilya.
The old man looked at h�m aga�n.
"Perhaps. What d'you want?"
"You buy old co�ns?"
"Show me."
Ilya sh�fted h�s box towards h�s back, and felt for the pocket where he
had h�s purse w�th the co�ns—h�s hand fa�led to f�nd �t; �t trembled
l�ke h�s heart, wh�ch beat fur�ously w�th hate of the old man, fear of
h�m, and a vague �mpulse to ach�eve someth�ng dec�s�ve. Wh�lst w�th
h�s hand he felt under the flap of h�s overcoat, he looked stead�ly at
the l�ttle bald head of the money-changer, and a cold sh�ver ran
down h�s back.
"Well, have you got them?" the old man addressed h�m crossly.
"One moment," answered Ilya softly.
At last he succeeded �n gett�ng out h�s purse; he went close up to the
counter and shook the co�ns out on to �t. The old man gave one look
at them.
"That's all, eh?"
He took the s�lver co�ns up �n h�s th�n yellow f�ngers, and looked at
them one at a t�me, murmur�ng to h�mself:



"Kather�ne the Second, Anna, Cather�ne, Paul, another Paul, a
cross-rouble, a th�rty-two p�ece. H'm, who's to see what th�s �s? Th�s
�s no good, �t's all worn away."
"But the s�ze shows �t's a quarter rouble," sa�d Ilya, harshly.
"F�fteen kopecks you can have for �t, no more."
The old man pushed the co�ns as�de, drew out the drawer of h�s t�ll
w�th a qu�ck movement, and began to feel about �n �t. A f�erce,
stabb�ng rage took possess�on of Ilya, p�erc�ng through h�m l�ke a
frost-cold �ron. He struck out w�th h�s arm, and h�s powerful f�st
caught the old man on the temple. The money-changer fell aga�nst
the wall and struck h�s head hard upon �t, but braced h�mself w�th h�s
breast aga�nst the counter, held fast to �t w�th h�s hands and
stretched out h�s th�n neck towards Ilya. Lunev saw the terr�f�ed eyes
bl�nk�ng �n the dusky l�ttle face and the l�ps qu�ver, and he heard a
penetrat�ng, groan�ng wh�sper:
"My darl�ng—my darl�ng."
"Ah! you beast!" cr�ed Ilya �n a low vo�ce, and crushed the old man's
neck w�th h�s hands �n d�sgust. He throttled and pressed h�m and
began to shake h�m, wh�le the old man's throat rattled, and he tr�ed
convuls�vely to get away. H�s eyes f�lled w�th blood, became b�gger
and b�gger, and gushed w�th tears. H�s tongue protruded from h�s
dark mouth and moved to and fro as though mock�ng the murderer.
The warm sal�va dropped on Ilya's hand, and a hoarse, wh�stl�ng,
gurgl�ng sound came from the old man's throat. The cold crooked
f�ngers caught at Lunev's neck, but he clenched h�s teeth, threw
back h�s head, and shook the fra�l body more f�ercely and dragged �t
over the counter; he would not have loosed h�s hold on the y�eld�ng
throat, had any one come beh�nd h�m and struck h�m. F�lled w�th r�g�d
fear and glow�ng hate, he saw Poluektov's d�m eyes grow b�gger and
b�gger, and st�ll he gr�pped h�m more f�ercely, more pass�onately, and
ever as the old man's body grew heav�er the we�ghty load on Ilya's
heart was l�ghtened. At last he let go of the body and pushed �t away,
and the money-changer's corpse sunk slackly to the ground.



Now Lunev looked round h�m; the shop was deserted and st�ll,
beh�nd the door �n the street snow was fall�ng th�ckly. On the floor at
h�s feet lay two p�eces of soap, a purse, and a roll of r�bbon. He
perce�ved that these objects had fallen from h�s box, p�cked them up
and replaced them. Then he leant over the counter and looked once
more at the old man. He was crumpled �n the small space between
the counter and the wall. H�s head hung down on h�s breast, noth�ng
could be seen but the yellow, bald patch at the back of �t. Then
Lunev looked at the open t�ll—gold and s�lver co�ns shone back at
h�m, packets of paper money met h�s eyes; he trembled w�th joy,
hast�ly caught a packet, then a second and a th�rd, stuffed them
under h�s sh�rt, and looked once more anx�ously round.
Carefully, w�thout haste, he stepped back �nto the street, stopped
three paces from the shop, covered h�s wares w�th the o�l-cloth
cover, and then went on �n the m�dst of the th�ck snow that fell from
�nv�s�ble he�ghts. Round h�m, even as �n h�m, floated a cold, m�sty
cloud; h�s eyes strove to p�erce �t w�th tense alertness. Suddenly he
felt a dull pa�n �n h�s eyes, he touched them w�th a f�nger of h�s r�ght
hand, and stood st�ll, gr�pped by terror, as though h�s feet were
suddenly frozen fast to the ground. He felt as though h�s eyes were
com�ng out of the�r sockets, l�ke those of old Poluektov, and he
feared lest they should rema�n for ever thus protruded, never to be
closed, for all men to read �n them the cr�me he had comm�tted. They
felt as though they were l�feless. He touched the pup�ls w�th a f�nger,
felt a sudden pa�n �n them, and tr�ed for a long t�me va�nly to close
the l�ds. Fear caught the breath �n h�s throat. At last he managed to
close them. He rejo�ced at the darkness that suddenly enclosed h�m,
and stood mot�onless, see�ng noth�ng, breath�ng deep breaths of the
cold a�r. Some one ran aga�nst h�m. He looked qu�ckly round, and
saw a tall man, �n a short fur coat, pass�ng. Ilya looked after the
unknown t�ll he van�shed �n the th�ck dr�ft�ng snow. Then he
stra�ghtened h�s cap and strode on, feel�ng st�ll the pa�n �n h�s eyes
and a we�ght at h�s head. H�s shoulders tw�tched, h�s f�ngers
�nvoluntar�ly clenched, and a dar�ng boldness awakened �n h�s heart
and ban�shed h�s fear.



He went on t�ll the road d�v�ded, there saw the grey f�gure of a
pol�ceman, and went, as �f by acc�dent, slowly, qu�te slowly, stra�ght
up to h�m. H�s heart stopped as he drew near. "Here's weather," sa�d
Ilya, go�ng close to the pol�ceman and look�ng boldly �nto h�s face.
"Ye—es! Snow�ng pretty well! Thank heaven, �t'll be warmer now,"
answered the pol�ceman, w�th a good-natured express�on on h�s b�g,
red, bearded face.
"What's the t�me, by the way?" asked Ilya.
"I'll have a look." The pol�ceman knocked the snow from h�s sleeve,
and put h�s hand under h�s cloak.
Lunev felt both rel�eved and aga�n made anx�ous by the prox�m�ty of
th�s man. Suddenly he laughed, �n a dry, forced way.
"What are you laugh�ng at?" asked the pol�ceman, open�ng the front
of h�s watch w�th h�s na�l.
"If you could see yourself. It's as though some one had t�pped a cart
of snow over you!"
"No need for that; �t's com�ng down �n bucketsful. Just half-past one,
all but f�ve m�nutes. Yes, brother, �t's bad for men of my trade th�s
weather. You'll go �nto the publ�c house, �n the warm, and I must st�ck
about here t�ll s�x. Oh, just see; your box �s full of snow!"
The pol�ceman s�ghed and snapped h�s watch to.
"Yes, I'm off to the alehouse," sa�d Ilya, w�th a forced laugh, and
added, for no part�cular reason: "That one, up there, that's where I'm
go�ng."
"Don't chaff me!" cr�ed the pol�ceman, sulk�ly.
In the alehouse Ilya took a seat near the w�ndow. From th�s w�ndow,
as he knew, the church could be seen next to Poluektov's shop. But
now all was covered w�th a wh�te curta�n. Ilya watched attent�vely
how the flakes slowly sl�d past the w�ndow and settled on the ground,
cover�ng the footsteps of the wayfarers as w�th a th�ck carpet. H�s
heart beat strongly and full of l�fe, but eas�ly. He sat and wa�ted for
what should befall, and the t�me seemed to pass slowly.



When the wa�ter brought h�m tea he could not refra�n from ask�ng,
"Well, how goes the ne�ghbourhood? anyth�ng new?"
"It's got warmer, much warmer," answered the other qu�ckly and
hurr�ed away.
Ilya wa�ted and wa�ted, he felt as though he were weary and fell �nto
a doze. He poured out a glass of tea, but d�d not dr�nk �t, sat st�ll, and
thought of noth�ng. Suddenly he felt hot; he unbuttoned the collar of
h�s overcoat, and shuddered as h�s hands touched h�s ch�n. It felt as
though these were not h�s hands but the strange cold hands of an
enemy that had touched h�m. He held them up and observed h�s
f�ngers attent�vely—h�s hands were clean, but the thought came to
h�m that he must wash them very carefully w�th soap.
"Poluektov has been murdered!" cr�ed some one suddenly �n the bar.
Ilya sprang up from h�s cha�r as though the cry had been addressed
to h�m. But all the other customers also were �n commot�on and
rushed to the door, pull�ng on the�r caps.
Ilya threw a ten-kopeck p�ece on the counter, slung h�s box over h�s
shoulder, and followed �n the same haste as the others.
Already a b�g crowd had collected before the shop of the money-
changer. Pol�cemen moved up and down, and full of off�c�ous zeal
shouted at the people; the bearded one w�th whom Ilya had spoken
was there too. He stood �n the doorway, keep�ng back the crowd that
pressed towards �t, regarded every one w�th troubled eyes, and
passed h�s hand constantly over h�s left cheek that seemed redder
than the r�ght.
Ilya found a place near h�m and l�stened to the remarks of the crowd.
Next h�m stood a tall, black-bearded merchant w�th a stern face, who
l�stened w�th kn�tted brows to an old man �n a fox-sk�n coat, who was
relat�ng �n a l�vely way:
"The errand boy comes to the house and th�nks h�s master has
fa�nted. He runs to Peter Stepanov�tch. 'Ah!' he says, 'come qu�ck to
our house, the master �s �ll.' Naturally Peter hurr�es off, and when he
comes �n he sees the old man �s dead. A pretty bus�ness! and th�nk
of the audac�ty, �n broad day, �n such a busy street, �t's past bel�ef!"



The black-bearded merchant gave a low cough, and sa�d severely:
"It �s the f�nger of God! Ev�dently the Lord would not rece�ve h�s
repentance."
Lunev pressed forward to look aga�n at the face of the merchant and
struck h�m w�th h�s box. The merchant called out, push�ng h�m away
w�th h�s elbow and regard�ng h�m angr�ly:
"Where are you com�ng w�th that box of yours?" Then he turned
aga�n to the old man: "It �s wr�tten, 'not a ha�r falls from the head of a
man except by the w�ll of God.'"
"What's one to say?" sa�d the old man, and nodded �n agreement:
then he added, half aloud, h�s eyes tw�nkl�ng, "It �s well known that
God marks the w�cked. The Lord forg�ve me, �t's wrong to speak of �t,
but �t's d�ff�cult also to be s�lent."
"And you'll see," went on the stern merchant, "they'll never f�nd the
gu�lty one; mark my words."
Lunev laughed r�ght out. The sound of th�s conversat�on seemed to
send new strength and courage stream�ng through h�m. If any one at
th�s moment had asked h�m: "D�d you murder h�m?" he would have
answered "yes" boldly and fearlessly. W�th th�s feel�ng �n h�s breast
he pushed through the crowd, close up to the pol�ceman.
The man looked at h�m, gave h�m a push on the shoulder, and sa�d
loudly: "Now then, what are you do�ng here? Be off!"
Ilya backed away and struck aga�nst a bystander. He rece�ved
another push and a vo�ce cr�ed: "G�ve h�m one over the head!"
Then he left the crowd, sat on the church steps and laughed �n h�s
heart at all these men. He heard the snow scrunch under the�r feet
and the muttered conversat�on, fragments of wh�ch reached h�s ears.
"Why must the rascal do h�s d�rty work just when I'm on duty?"
"In all the town he took the b�ggest d�scount, he always was a th�ef."
"It'll never stop snow�ng to-day, you can't see the shop at all."
"He used to fleece h�s debtors properly."



"He was a man after all—one can't help p�ty�ng h�m."
"They're all greedy—th�nk of noth�ng but the�r prof�ts."
"Look! there's h�s w�fe."
"Ah! poor th�ng!" s�ghed a ragged peasant.
Lunev stood up and saw a stout, elderly woman �n a loosely-f�tt�ng
dress and a black ve�l, gett�ng heav�ly out of a w�de sledge covered
w�th a bear's sk�n. The pol�ce off�cer and a man w�th a red
moustache helped her.
"Ah! my dear, my husband." As her trembl�ng, fr�ghtened vo�ce was
heard, s�lence fell on all the bystanders.
Ilya looked at her and thought of Olymp�ada.
"Where's the son?" sa�d some one, softly.
"He's �n Moscow, they say."
"He'll get the bad news soon enough."
"That's true."
Lunev heard, and h�s heart sank. He preferred to hear that no one
lamented Poluektov; although at the same t�me, he thought all these
men stup�d and unreason�ng, except the black-bearded merchant.
Th�s man had an a�r of strength and of f�rm fa�th, but the others stood
l�ke trees �n a wood, and chattered �n the�r s�lly way, pleased at the
suffer�ng of others. He wa�ted unt�l the fra�l body of the money-
changer was carr�ed from the shop, and then went home, cold, t�red,
but calm. Reach�ng home, he bolted h�mself �n h�s room, and began
to count h�s money: �n two th�ck packets there were f�ve hundred
roubles �n small notes, �n the th�rd packet, e�ght hundred and f�fty
roubles. There was also a l�ttle bundle of coupons wh�ch he d�d not
count. He wrapped all the money up �n paper, and cons�dered where
to h�de �t. As he thought, he felt that h�s head was heavy and that he
was sleepy. He determ�ned to h�de the money �n the att�c, and
started out there, hold�ng the parcel �n h�s hand. In the passage he
met Jakov.
"Ah, you're back," sa�d Jakov.



"Yes, I'm back."
"How pale you are. Are you �ll?"
"I'm not feel�ng up to much."
"What have you got there?"
"What have——" Ilya began; then suddenly he sh�vered �n fear lest
he should babble away h�s secret, and sa�d hurr�edly, sw�ng�ng h�s
parcel to and fro:
"It's r�bbon, that's all, out of my box."
"Com�ng to tea?" sa�d Jakov.
"I? Oh, yes, �n a m�nute."
He went qu�ckly through the passage. He trod unstead�ly, and h�s
head was d�zzy, as though he were drunk. As he mounted the att�c
sta�rs, he went carefully, �n constant fear lest he should make a no�se
or meet some one. Wh�le he bur�ed the money under the floor�ng,
near the ch�mney, he thought all of a sudden that some one was
h�dden �n the darkness �n the corner, watch�ng h�m; he felt a w�sh to
throw a stone �n that d�rect�on, but mastered h�s feel�ngs, and came
slowly downsta�rs aga�n. Now he had no fears. It was as though he
had left them w�th the money; but a fresh doubt waked �n h�s heart:
"Why d�d I k�ll h�m?"
Masha greeted h�m joyfully �n the cellar, where she was busy at the
stove w�th the samovar.
"Ah, how early you are to-day!"
"That's the snow," he sa�d; then added, crossly: "What d'you call
early? I've come, as usual, when �t's t�me. Can't you see how dark �t
�s, you l�ttle goose?"
"It's dark here �n the morn�ng; and what are you shout�ng at?"
"I'm shout�ng, as you call �t, because you talk l�ke the pol�ce. 'You're
very early—Where are you go�ng?—What have you got there?' What
bus�ness �s �t of yours?"
Masha looked search�ngly at h�m, and sa�d, reproachfully:



"How h�gh and m�ghty you've grown!"
"Oh, go to the dev�l!" snarled Lunev, and sat down at the table.
Masha felt �nsulted, and turned away. Look�ng small and del�cate,
she shook back her dark ha�r from t�me to t�me, cough�ng and
bl�nk�ng when the smoke from the samovar she was tend�ng �rr�tated
her eyes. Her face was th�n, and the eyes shone all the more br�ghtly
for the dark c�rcles round them. She was l�ke the flowers that spr�ng
up am�d grass and weeds �n an overgrown garden.
Ilya looked at her and thought how the ch�ld l�ved all alone �n th�s
underground cave, work�ng l�ke a full-grown woman, how there was
not, and perhaps never would be, any joy �n l�fe for her, condemned
always to l�ve �n th�s stra�tened, d�rty place. But he m�ght l�ve now as
he had always des�red, �n peace and cleanl�ness. The thought f�lled
h�m w�th happ�ness. Then at once he felt h�s unk�ndness to Masha.
"Masha!" he cr�ed.
"Well, what now, cross-patch?"
"D'you know, I'm a bad lot," sa�d Lunev, and h�s vo�ce shook, wh�le
he wondered �n h�s heart �f he should tell her or no.
Masha turned towards h�m w�th a sm�le:
"P�ty there's no one to g�ve you a beat�ng, that's what you want, you
bad fellow!"
"Oh! have a l�ttle pat�ence."
"No—no—you don't deserve any," sa�d Masha, then approach�ng
h�m qu�ckly, she sa�d �n a tone of entreaty: "Ilya dear, ask your uncle
to take me w�th h�m, w�ll you? Ask h�m! I'll go on my knees and thank
you."
"Where do you want to go?" asked Lunev, t�red and too busy w�th h�s
own thoughts to attend.
"To the holy places. Dear Ilya, ask h�m."
W�th hands clasped and eyes stream�ng, she stood �n front of h�m,
as though before a shr�ne.



"It would be so lovely, �n spr�ng, through the f�elds and woods. I'd go
on and on, ever so far. I th�nk of �t every day—I dream that I'm go�ng
there, how good �t would be; speak to your uncle, tell h�m to take me!
He l�stens to you—I won't be a trouble to h�m. I'll beg for myself. I'm
so l�ttle, they'll g�ve to me. W�ll you, Ilusha? I'll k�ss your hand."
Suddenly she se�zed h�s hand and bent over �t. He sprang up,
push�ng her back.
"S�lly g�rl," he cr�ed, "what are you do�ng? I've strangled a man!"
H�s own words terr�f�ed h�m and he added at once: "Perhaps—
perhaps for all you know, I've done someth�ng terr�ble w�th these
hands, and you'll k�ss them."
"No, let me," sa�d Masha, press�ng closer to h�m. "What does �t
matter? I'll k�ss them! Petrusha �s worse than you, and I k�ss h�s
hand for every b�t of bread. I hate �t, but he wants �t, so I do �t, and
then he p�nches me and touches me, the beast!"
Ilya's heart sprang up joyfully �n a moment, perhaps because he had
sa�d the terr�ble th�ng, perhaps because he had not sa�d everyth�ng.
He sm�led and spoke gently to the ch�ld. "All r�ght, I'll f�x �t up w�th
uncle, I'll manage �t, you shall go on your p�lgr�mage. I'll g�ve you
some money for the journey."
"You dear!" cr�ed Masha, and fell on h�s neck.
"Here let go! Stop �t," sa�d Lunev, ser�ously. "I prom�se you shall go.
W�ll you pray for me, Mashutka?"
"Pray for you! My God!"
Jakov appeared �n the door, and sa�d wonder�ngly:
"What on earth are you scream�ng at? Can hear you �n the
courtyard."
"Jakov!" cr�ed the g�rl joyfully, eager to tell h�m. "I'm go�ng away, on
the p�lgr�mage. Ilya's prom�sed to speak to the hunchback, he'll take
me w�th h�m," and she laughed del�ghtedly.
"W�ll he do �t?" Jakov asked thoughtfully.



"Why not? She won't get �n the way, and �t's a good th�ng for her.
Look at her, her eyes are sh�n�ng, hardly l�ke a l�ve person."
"Yes—yes," sa�d Jakov. After a moment's pause, he began to wh�stle
softly.
"What's up," asked Ilya.
"Now I'm done for, all alone here, l�ke the moon �n the sky."
"Oh, h�re a nurse," sa�d Ilya laugh�ng.
"I'll take to dr�nk," sa�d Jakov, shak�ng h�s head.
Masha looked at h�m, hung her head, and went towards the door;
from there she spoke �n a reproachful, sad vo�ce:
"How weak you are, Jakov!"
"And you're very strong, aren't you? leav�ng a fr�end �n the lurch.
N�ce way you treat me—how shall I endure �t w�thout you?"
He sat down at the table oppos�te Ilya w�th a gloomy face, and sa�d:
"Suppose I just go w�th Terent�, too, eh! on the qu�et?"
"Do �t! I would," adv�sed Ilya.
"Yes, but my father'll put the pol�ce on me!"
All were s�lent. Jakov began w�th forced ga�ety:
"It's jolly to get drunk! You th�nk of noth�ng, you understand noth�ng,
and �t's jolly."
Masha put the samovar on the table, and sa�d, shak�ng her head:
"Oh, you Aren't you ashamed to talk l�ke that?"
"You can't talk," cr�ed Jakov, crossly. "Your father doesn't worry you
—let's you do as you l�ke. You l�ve as you please."
"A n�ce sort of l�fe!" answered Masha. "I'd run away to get r�d of �t."
"It's bad for us all," sa�d Ilya softly, and fell to brood�ng aga�n.
Jakov began look�ng thoughtfully out of the w�ndow.



"If one could get away, anywhere, out of all th�s, s�t �n a wood, by a
r�ver, and th�nk about th�ngs."
"That would be s�lly, to run away from l�fe," sa�d Ilya, peev�shly. Jakov
looked at h�m �nqu�r�ngly, and sa�d shyly:
"D'you know, I've found a book."
"What sort of book?"
"Very old. It's bound �n leather. It looks l�ke a psalter, and �t's really a
heret�c book. I bought �t of a Tartar for seventy kopecks."
"What's �t called?" asked Ilya. He had no w�sh for conversat�on, but
felt that s�lence m�ght be per�lous for h�m, and compelled h�mself to
keep talk�ng.
"The t�tle's torn out," answered Jakov, s�nk�ng h�s vo�ce, "but �t's all
about the very beg�nn�ng of th�ngs. It's d�ff�cult, and so horr�ble. It
says that Thales, of M�letus, f�rst of all sa�d: 'All l�fe proceeds from
the water, and God dwells �n matter as the power of l�fe.' And then
there was a w�cked man called D�agoras, who taught that there were
more gods than one, and he d�dn't bel�eve �n God properly. And
Ep�curus �s talked about, and he sa�d that there �s a God, but He
troubles about no one, and cares for no one. That's to say that �f
there �s a God, men have noth�ng to do w�th H�m; at least, that's how
I understand �t. L�ve just as you please, there's no one who takes
any heed what you do."
Ilya got up out of h�s cha�r w�th wr�nkled brow, and �nterrupted h�s
fr�end's d�scourse.
"It'd be a good th�ng to take that book and thump you on the head
w�th �t."
"Whatever for?" cr�ed Jakov, hurt at Ilya's comment.
"So's you won't read any more, stup�d! And the man who wrote that
book's a stup�d too." He went round the table, bent over h�s fr�end,
full of anger, shout�ng at Jakov, as though hammer�ng h�s b�g head
w�th the words.



"There �s a God! He sees everyth�ng. He knows everyth�ng. There's
no one bes�de H�m. L�fe �s g�ven to you to try you, and s�n to prove
you. Can you stand f�rm or no? If you can't then comes the
pun�shment, be sure of �t. Not from men; from H�m, d'you see? It'll
come; �t won't fa�l."
"Stop!" cr�ed Jakov. "D�d I say anyth�ng about that?"
"I don't care. Your pun�shment'll come. How can you judge me, eh?"
cr�ed Ilya, pale w�th exc�tement, mastered by a qu�te
�ncomprehens�ble pass�on that had caught h�m all of a sudden. "Not
a ha�r falls from your head, except by H�s w�ll, d'you hear? And �f I
have fallen �nto s�n, �t was by H�s w�ll, you fool!"
"Are you crazy or what �s �t?" cr�ed Jakov, terr�f�ed, and lean�ng
aga�nst the wall. "What s�n have you fallen �nto?"
Ilya heard the quest�on through the buzz�ng and roar�ng �n h�s ears,
and �t was l�ke a cold breath blow�ng upon h�m. He looked
susp�c�ously at Jakov and at Masha, who was also d�sturbed by h�s
exc�tement and outcry.
"I was only speak�ng by way of example," he sa�d, �n a dull way, and
sat down aga�n.
"You don't seem well," remarked Masha shyly.
"Your eyes are so heavy," added Jakov, and exam�ned h�m
attent�vely.
Ilya passed h�s hand �nvoluntar�ly over h�s eyes and sa�d, qu�etly:
"It's noth�ng; �t'll pass off."
A few m�nutes later he felt he could not endure th�s pa�nful,
d�stress�ng assoc�at�on w�th h�s fr�ends, and went to h�s own room
w�thout wa�t�ng for tea. He had scarcely la�n down on h�s bed before
Terent� appeared. Ever s�nce the hunchback had dec�ded to go to the
Holy C�t�es to seek forg�veness for h�s s�ns, h�s face wore a clearer,
happ�er express�on, as though he exper�enced already a foretaste of
the joy that release from h�s we�ght of gu�lt would ach�eve for h�m.
Gently he approached h�s nephew's bed, and sa�d, sm�l�ng and
fr�endly, strok�ng h�s beard:



"I saw you come �n, and I thought, I'll go and have a chat. We shan't
be here together much longer."
"You're really go�ng?" asked Ilya, dr�ly.
"As soon as �t's warmer, off I go. I want to be �n K�ev for Easter."
"Look here! Couldn't you take l�ttle Masha w�th you?"
"What? No; that's �mposs�ble," cr�ed the hunchback, w�th a gesture of
refusal.
"L�sten," Ilya went on, obst�nately. "She's noth�ng to do here; and
now she's just the age—Jakov, Petrusha, and all the rest, you
understand? Th�s house �s l�ke a gulf of destruct�on for every one, a
damnable place! Let her go. Perhaps she'll never come back."
"But how can I take her w�th me?"
"Take her—just take her!" sa�d Ilya, pers�st�ng. "You can spend for
her the hundred roubles you were go�ng to g�ve me. I don't need
your money. And she w�ll pray for you. Her prayers w�ll be worth a
good deal."
The hunchback came nearer, and sa�d, after a pause: "A good deal
—That's true—You're r�ght. But I can't take the money from you.
We'll leave �t as we settled. And for Masha, I'll see to �t." H�s eyes
shone w�th joy, and he wh�spered: "Do you know whom I got to know
yesterday? A famous man, Peter Vass�l�tsch. Have you never heard
of the B�ble preacher, a man of w�sdom! God must have sent h�m to
me, to free my soul from doubt concern�ng the Lord's forg�veness of
a s�nner l�ke me."
Ilya sa�d noth�ng. He only w�shed that h�s uncle would leave h�m
alone. W�th half-shut eyes he looked out of the w�ndow.
"We talked of s�n and the salvat�on of the soul," wh�spered Terent�.
"He sa�d to me: 'As the ch�sel needs the stone to ga�n �ts sharpness,
so man heeds s�n, to wear away h�s soul, and br�ng �t to the dust at
the feet of all-merc�ful God.'"
Ilya looked at h�s uncle, and sa�d, w�th a mock�ng laugh:
"Tell me, �s th�s preacher l�ke Satan, by any chance?"



"How can you talk l�ke that?" and Terent� reco�led a step. "He's a
God-fear�ng man, he's more famous than Ant�pa, your grandfather—
yes."
"Oh! all r�ght, what else d�d he say?"
Suddenly Ilya laughed, a dry, unpleasant laugh; h�s uncle turned
away surpr�sed and asked: "What's the matter w�th you?"
"Noth�ng. He was qu�te r�ght, that preacher. Yes—the dev�l! I th�nk so
too, word for word."
"He sa�d, too," Terent� began w�th rel�sh, "that s�n g�ves the soul
w�ngs—w�ngs of repentance to fly to the throne of the Alm�ghty."
"Do you know," �nterrupted Ilya, "you're rather l�ke Satan, too!"
The hunchback stretched out h�s arms l�ke a great b�rd spread�ng �ts
w�ngs, and stood paralysed w�th fear and anger.
Ilya sat up on h�s bed, pushed h�s uncle as�de, and sa�d, gloom�ly:
"Get away!"
Terent� stood �n the m�ddle of the room; he looked darkly at h�s
nephew who sat on the bed, h�s head on h�s breast, and h�s
shoulders up to h�s ears.
"Suppose I won't repent," sa�d Ilya boldly. "Suppose I th�nk I d�dn't
want to s�n—everyth�ng happened of �tself, everyth�ng �s by God's
w�ll, why should I trouble? He knows all, and gu�des all; �f He hadn't
w�lled �t, He would have held me back. So I was r�ght �n all I d�d. All
men l�ve �n unr�ghteousness and s�n, but how many repent?—Well,
what do you say to that?"
"I don't understand; God help you!" sa�d Terent� sadly and s�ghed.
"You don't understand? Then let me alone!"
He stretched h�mself aga�n on h�s bed; after a pause, he added:
"Really, I bel�eve I'm �ll."
"It looks l�ke �t."
"I must get to sleep; go, let me alone. I want to sleep."



When he was alone, Ilya felt a wh�rlpool rag�ng �n h�s head. All the
extraord�nary exper�ences he had l�ved through �n a few short hours,
grew to a dense hot m�st, and we�ghed on h�s bra�n. He felt as
though he had endured the torture for ever so long, as though he
had k�lled the old man not to-day, but many days ago.
He shut h�s eyes and d�d not move. In h�s ears rang the old man's
squeak�ng vo�ce: "Now then, your co�ns, qu�ck!" and aga�n came that
hoarse cry of angu�sh: "My darl�ng! My darl�ng." The harsh vo�ce of
the black-bearded merchant, Masha's entreaty, the words of the
heret�c book, the p�ous talk of the preacher, all blended �nto one w�ld
confused sound. Everyth�ng reeled around h�m, and �n sw�ft,
ungoverned movement, swept h�m down. Fear left h�m, he needed
only rest, sleep, forgetfulness. He slept.
In the morn�ng when he waked, he saw by the l�ght on the wall
oppos�te the w�ndow that �t was a clear, frosty day. H�s head was dull
and confused, but h�s heart was peaceful. He recalled the events of
yesterday, watched the course of h�s own thought and felt conv�nced
that he would know how to conduct h�mself. Half an hour later he
went down the sunny street, h�s box aga�nst h�s breast, bl�nk�ng h�s
eyes before the dazzle of the snow, and calmly contemplat�ng the
folk he met. If he passed a church he took off h�s cap and crossed
h�mself. Even before the church near the closed shop of Poluektov
he crossed h�mself and went on w�thout a trace of fear or remorse or
any d�sturb�ng feel�ng. At h�s m�d-day meal �n an ale-house, he read
�n a paper the account of the dar�ng murder of the money-changer.
At the end of the art�cle was wr�tten: "The pol�ce are tak�ng act�ve
steps to arrest the cr�m�nal." As he read these words he shook h�s
head w�th an �ncredulous sm�le, he was f�rmly conv�nced that the
murderer would never be arrested, unless he h�mself des�red to be
taken.

XIV.



In the even�ng of th�s day Olymp�ada sent a letter to Ilya by her
servant:
"Be at the corner of Kusnezkaya Street, by the Publ�c Baths, at n�ne
o'clock."
As Ilya read the words, he felt h�s body contract �nternally, and he
sh�vered as �f w�th cold. Once more he saw the contemptuous
express�on on the face of h�s m�stress, and �n h�s ears rang her
rough, �nsult�ng words: "Couldn't you come some other t�me?"
He looked the letter all over, and could not determ�ne why Olymp�ada
had appo�nted th�s part�cular meet�ng place. Then all at once, he
feared to understand, and h�s heart beat f�ercely. He was punctual.
The s�ght of Olymp�ada's tall f�gure among the many women who
were walk�ng, s�ngly or �n couples, near the publ�c baths, �ncreased
h�s anx�ety and restlessness. She wore an old fur jacket and a ve�l.
He could only see her eyes. He stood before her �n s�lence.
"Come!" she sa�d, and added, softly: "Turn up your coat-collar!"
They walked through the passage of the bu�ld�ng, keep�ng the�r faces
turned as�de, and d�sappeared qu�ckly �nto a pr�vate room.
Olymp�ada qu�ckly threw as�de her ve�l, and Ilya took new courage at
the s�ght of her calm face, �ts colour he�ghtened by the cold. Almost
�mmed�ately he felt, however, that he d�sl�ked to see her so
unmoved. She sat down on the d�van, and sa�d, look�ng �n h�s face �n
a fr�endly way:
"Well, my lad! We'll soon appear together before the pol�ce?"
"Why?" asked Ilya, and w�ped the hoar frost from h�s moustache.
"How stup�d you can seem! As �f you d�dn't know!" cr�ed Olymp�ada
qu�etly, w�th a t�nge of mockery. Then her brows contracted, and she
sa�d, ser�ously, �n a low tone:
"D'you know the pol�ce agent was at my house to-day. What d'you
say to that?"
Ilya looked at her, and sa�d, dr�ly:



"What's that to me? Don't trouble me w�th your pol�ce, or anyth�ng
else. Tell me s�mply why you've brought me here, w�th all th�s
precaut�on."
Olymp�ada looked at h�m search�ngly, then sa�d, w�th a mock�ng
laugh: "Oh, you'll st�ll play the �nnocent—but there's no t�me for that.
L�sten. When the pol�ce off�cer exam�nes you and asks you when
you got to know me, and whether you v�s�ted me often, say just the
pla�n truth—exactly—do you hear?"
"I hear," sa�d Ilya, and sm�led.
"And �f he asks you about the old man, say you never saw h�m,
never; that you know noth�ng of h�m, that you never heard that any
one was keep�ng me—d'you understand?"
She looked Ilya through and through w�th an a�r of command. He felt
an ev�l thought push up �n h�m, that yet gave h�m pleasure. He
thought that Olymp�ada feared h�m, and he found �n h�mself a des�re
to torture her. He kn�t h�s brows and looked �n her face w�th a furt�ve
sm�le, but sa�d noth�ng. A spasm of fear tw�tched her features, and
she stepped back a pace, pale, wh�sper�ng softly: "What �s the
matter? Why do you look l�ke that? Ilya, Ilya!"
"Tell me, why should I l�e?" he asked, show�ng h�s teeth scornfully. "I
have seen the old man at your house."
Then, rest�ng h�s elbows on the marble-topped table, he went on
slowly and qu�etly, w�th a sudden access of b�tter anger:
"I d�d see h�m once, and I thought: 'Th�s �s the man who stands �n my
way and has spo�lt my l�fe;' and �f I d�d not strangle h�m then and
there——"
"Don't tell l�es!" cr�ed Olymp�ada, loudly, and struck the table. "It �s a
l�e! He was not �n your way."
"How was he not?"
"He d�d noth�ng to you. You had only to w�sh �t, and I'd have g�ven
h�m the go-by. D�dn't I tell you I'd show h�m the door r�ght away, �f you
wanted �t? You sm�le there and you don't say anyth�ng. You never



really loved me. It was your own cho�ce to share w�th h�m. You
worthless——"
"Stop! Be qu�et!" cr�ed Ilya. He sprang up, but at once sat down
aga�n, as though the woman had crushed h�m by her accusat�on.
"I w�ll not be qu�et!" she cr�ed aloud. "I loved you because you were
good-look�ng and wholesome; and you, what have you done to me?
D�d you ever say: 'Choose—h�m or me!' D�d you ever say �t? No! You
were noth�ng but a love-s�ck tom-cat, l�ke all the others."
Ilya started at th�s �nsult�ng reproach. There was a darkness before
h�s eyes, and w�th clenched f�st he sprang up aga�n.
"Stop! How dare you?"
"You'll str�ke me, w�ll you? Well, then, do �t!" and her eyes flashed
threaten�ngly and she ground her teeth. "Str�ke me, and I'll tear the
door open and cry out that you k�lled h�m and planned �t w�th me.
Well, do �t!"
For a moment Ilya was paralysed w�th fear, but the feel�ng only
touched h�s heart and van�shed at once. Only he breathed w�th
d�ff�culty, as though unseen hands had h�m by the throat.
Aga�n he sank back on the d�van, was s�lent for a wh�le, then gave a
forced laugh. He saw Olymp�ada b�te her l�ps and look as �f seek�ng
someth�ng round the d�rty room, full of a damp, soapy vapour. Then
she sat down on the d�van close to the door, let her head fall, and
sa�d:
"Laugh away, you dev�l!"
"I w�ll, certa�nly."
"When I saw you, I sa�d 'that's the man for me, he'll help me, save
me.'"
"L�pa," sa�d Ilya gently.
She sat mot�onless and d�d not answer.
"L�pa," he repeated, and then w�th a sense as of hurl�ng h�mself �nto
an abyss, he sa�d slowly, clearly:



"I d�d strangle the old man, by God!"
She shuddered, l�fted her head and looked at h�m w�th w�de eyes.
Her l�ps began to tremble and she stammered:
"S�lly boy, how fr�ghtened you are!"
Ilya understood that �t was she who felt the fear, and d�d not want to
bel�eve h�s words. He got up, moved nearer, and sat down bes�de
her, sm�l�ng vaguely. She caught h�s head to her breast, and
wh�spered �n her deep vo�ce, as she k�ssed h�s ha�r: "Ilushka!
Ilushka! Why do you hurt me so? I was so glad you k�lled h�m, the
old sneak."
"Yes, I d�d �t," he sa�d, and nodded h�s head.
"Sh!" sa�d the woman, anx�ously. "I'm glad he's out of the way. That's
what should happen to them all—all who ever touched me. You are
the only man I ever met. You are the f�rst, my dear one."
Her words drew h�m closer to her. He nestled w�th h�s face aga�nst
her breast, t�ll he could hardly breathe, but would not loosen h�s
embrace, for he felt she was the only human be�ng that was really
near to h�m, and that more than ever now he needed her.
"When you stand there fresh and healthy, and look at me angr�ly,
then I feel the degradat�on of my l�fe, and I love you even for that,
because of your pr�de."
Great tears fell on Ilya's face, and as the�r fall�ng moved h�m, over
h�s own cheeks flowed a stream that freed h�s soul. She took h�s
head �n her hands, k�ssed eyes and cheeks, and l�ps, and sa�d:
"I know �t's only my beauty holds you—your heart doesn't love me,
and �t condemns me. You can't forg�ve me my l�fe, and that old man."
"Don't speak of h�m," sa�d Ilya. He dr�ed h�s face w�th her kerch�ef
and rose up calm.
"Let come what may," he sa�d slowly and f�rmly. "If God means to
pun�sh, He f�nds the way. I thank you, L�pa, for your words, what you
say �s r�ght. I am gu�lty towards you. I thought you were—only such a
one as——and you are——forg�ve me dear!"



He stammered w�th dry l�ps and d�m eyes. Slowly, he smoothed h�s
d�sordered ha�r w�th a trembl�ng hand, and sa�d �n a dull, hopeless
way:
"I am gu�lty of everyth�ng. Why? Why? Oh! Satan!"
"Olymp�ada caught h�s hand; he sank on the d�van bes�de her and
sa�d, not heed�ng her wh�spered words:
"Do you understand? I strangled h�m; do you bel�eve �t?"
"Sh!" cr�ed Olymp�ada, �n an anx�ous muffled vo�ce. "What are you
say�ng?"
She embraced h�m closely, and looked �nto h�s face w�th troubled
eyes.
"Let me go! �t—�t happened all of a sudden—God knows I d�dn't
mean to do �t. I only wanted to see h�s hateful face aga�n, that's why I
went �nto the shop. I had no �ntent�on,—and then �t came �n a
moment, the dev�l urged me and God d�d not hold me back. I
shouldn't have taken the money, that was s�lly, ah!"
He s�ghed deeply, and the hard r�nd of h�s heart seemed to loosen.
Olymp�ada was qu�ver�ng at h�s story, she held h�m even closer and
wh�spered brokenly, d�sconnectedly. Presently she sa�d: "It was a
good th�ng you took the money, they'll th�nk now �t was for robbery,
and not for jealousy; that would be worse for us."
"I don't feel sorry," sa�d Ilya thoughtfully. "I won't repent. God may
pun�sh me! Men are not my judges; what sort of judges would they
be! I know no men w�thout s�n, not one. I'll wa�t."
"O God," stammered Olymp�ada. "What �s �t? What w�ll happen?
Dear, I'm qu�te stup�d. I can't th�nk clearly—but let's go away from
here—�t's t�me."
She stood up and swayed l�ke a drunken woman. But when she had
fastened her ve�l, she sa�d of a sudden, qu�te calmly:
"What's go�ng to happen, Ilya? W�ll �t go hard——?"
Ilya shook h�s head.



"Tell the mag�strate everyth�ng, just as �t was; that �s, not everyth�ng,
but——"
"I'll say �t. Do you th�nk I won't stand up for myself, or that I want to
go to S�ber�a for th�s old wretch and a matter of two thousand
roubles? No? I've someth�ng else to do w�th my l�fe!"
H�s face was red w�th exc�tement, and h�s eyes shone. She came
close to h�m and sa�d �n a wh�sper:
"D�d you really only take two thousand roubles?"
"Two thousand and a l�ttle more."
"Poor boy; no luck even there!" and the tears shone �n her eyes.
Ilya, sm�led and sa�d b�tterly:
"Ah! d'you th�nk I d�d �t for the money? you know better—wa�t!—let
me go f�rst."
"Come and see me soon; there's no need for us to h�de; come soon."
They parted w�th a long pass�onate k�ss. As soon as Ilya reached the
street he ha�led a droshky. As he went he kept look�ng back to see �f
he were followed. H�s heart was l�ghter and a warm, tender feel�ng
for Olymp�ada awaked �n �t. By no word or look had she wounded
h�m, when he made h�s confess�on, she had rather taken on herself
a part of the gu�lt than thrust h�m away. One m�nute before, when
she d�d not know, she was ready to destroy h�m; he had read �t �n her
face; then suddenly she had changed; he sm�led gently as he
thought of �t.
Next day Ilya felt l�ke the quarry that f�nds the huntsman on �ts track.
Petrusha met h�m �n the bar room early; he answered Ilya's greet�ng
w�th a nod, and looked at h�m strangely, search�ngly. Terent� looked
hard at h�m, s�ghed and sa�d noth�ng, Jakov met h�m �n Masha's
room, and sa�d w�th a terr�f�ed face:
"Last n�ght the Ward Super�ntendent was here; he asked father all
about you. Why d�d he do that?"
"What d�d he ask about?" sa�d Ilya qu�etly.



"Everyth�ng—how you l�ve, �f you dr�nk brandy, �f you go w�th women,
—he ment�oned some Olymp�ada; d�dn't you know her, he asked.
Why d�d he want to know all th�s?"
"Heaven knows;" answered Ilya, and left h�m.
That even�ng came another letter from Olymp�ada.
"They've quest�oned me about you. I have sa�d everyth�ng exactly;
there's noth�ng �n all that, and �t �sn't r�sky. Don't be anx�ous. I k�ss
you dearest."
He threw the letter at once �n the f�re. In F�l�monov's house as well as
�n the bar, the talk was all of the murder. Ilya l�stened w�th a d�st�nct
sense of pleasure. He l�ked to pass near men who were d�scuss�ng
h�s deed, ask�ng for deta�ls, wh�ch were �nvented freely, and thought
w�th pleasure what profound amazement he could br�ng on them �f
he sa�d:
"I d�d �t—I!"
Some pra�sed the cleverness of the cr�m�nal, some po�nted out that
he had fa�led to get all the money, some seemed to fear, lest he
should yet be arrested, but not one s�ngle vo�ce was heard to lament
the v�ct�m, no one uttered on h�s account so much as a fr�endly word.
Ilya desp�sed them that they had no p�ty for the merchant, though he
h�mself had none. He thought no more of Poluektov, only real�s�ng
that he had taken a burden of gu�lt on h�mself and would be
pun�shed at some future t�me. Th�s thought, �n the present, d�sturbed
h�m not at all; he bound �t �nto h�s consc�ence and �t became a part of
h�s soul. It was l�ke a bru�se from a blow, �t d�d not hurt �f �t were not
d�sturbed.
He was deeply conv�nced that the hour must come when the
vengeance of God would overtake h�m. God knows everyth�ng, and
would not forg�ve the transgressor of H�s law: but th�s calm steady
read�ness to meet the pun�shment, any day, any hour, enabled Ilya to
feel and behave as he d�d before the murder. Only he watched men
more closely, and traced the�r weaknesses more zealously. Th�s
pleased h�m, though he real�sed that he was �n no way exonerated
thereby.



He was gloom�er, more reserved, but from morn�ng to n�ght, as
usual, he carr�ed h�s wares about the town, v�s�ted alehouses,
observed men, and l�stened to the�r talk. One day he thought of the
money he had h�dden and wondered �f he would conceal �t
elsewhere. But at once he sa�d to h�mself: "It's no good. Let �t be. If
they look and f�nd �t, I'll confess."
There was as yet no search after the money, and �t was the s�xth day
before Ilya was summoned before the mag�strate. Before he went,
he changed h�s l�nen, put on h�s best jacket, and brushed h�s boots
t�ll they shone. He went �n a sle�gh. It jolted over the uneven streets
t�ll he had d�ff�culty �n hold�ng h�mself upr�ght and mot�onless. He felt
h�s body so tensely strung that he feared to break someth�ng �n h�m
by a sudden movement. He mounted the steps of the Court House
slowly and carefully, as though he were wear�ng clothes of glass.
The mag�strate was a young man, w�th curly ha�r and a hooked nose,
wear�ng gold-r�mmed spectacles. When he saw Ilya, he f�rst rubbed
h�s th�n wh�te hands, then removed h�s spectacles and pol�shed the
lenses w�th h�s handkerch�ef, look�ng the wh�le at Ilya w�th h�s b�g
dark eyes. Ilya bowed s�lently.
"Good-day! S�t down there."
He �nd�cated a cha�r at a b�g table covered w�th a dull red cloth. Ilya
sat down, carefully push�ng away w�th h�s elbow a p�le of legal
documents ly�ng at the edge of the table. The mag�strate not�ced the
movement, pol�tely moved the papers, and sat down oppos�te Ilya.
W�thout speak�ng, he began to turn the leaves of a book, and
measured Ilya w�th s�delong glances. Ilya d�sl�ked the s�lence. He
turned away and looked round the room. It was the f�rst t�me he had
seen a place so orderly and so r�chly furn�shed. All round the walls
hung framed portra�ts and p�ctures. In one Chr�st was represented,
walk�ng, lost �n thought, H�s head bowed, alone and sad, among
ru�ns. Corpses of men and scattered weapons lay at h�s feet, and �n
the background, a dense black smoke rose up �nto the sky.
Someth�ng was burn�ng. Ilya looked long at th�s p�cture, and tr�ed to
understand what �t represented. So much so that he was on the po�nt
of ask�ng when suddenly the mag�strate shut h�s book w�th a bang.



Ilya started and looked at h�m. The mag�strate's face wore a weary,
dull express�on, h�s l�ps were depressed oddly at the corners, as
though some one had hurt h�s feel�ngs.
"Well," he sa�d, and tapped the table w�th h�s f�nger, "you are Ilya
Jakovlev�tch Lunev, aren't you?"
"Yes."
"You can guess why I have summoned you?"
"No," answered Ilya, and took another fleet�ng look at the p�cture.
Then h�s eyes travelled over the sol�d, f�ne furn�ture, and he was
consc�ous of the perfume the mag�strate had been us�ng. It
d�stracted h�s thoughts and calmed h�m to observe h�s surround�ngs,
and envy rose �n h�s heart.
"Th�s �s how d�st�ngu�shed people l�ve." The thought went through h�s
head. "It must be very prof�table to catch th�eves and murderers. I
wonder what he gets."
"You can't guess?" repeated the mag�strate. "Has Olymp�ada sa�d
noth�ng to you?"
"No. It's some t�me s�nce I saw her."
The mag�strate threw h�mself back �n h�s cha�r, and the corners of h�s
l�ps went down.
"How long?" he asked.
"I don't know, e�ght or n�ne days perhaps."
"Ah! �s that so? tell me, d�d you often meet old Poluektov at her
house?"
"The old man who was murdered a l�ttle wh�le ago?" asked Ilya, and
looked h�s quest�oner �n the eyes.
"Yes, that's the man."
"I never met h�m."
"Never?"
"Never."



The mag�strate f�red off h�s quest�ons qu�ckly w�th a certa�n
nonchalance, and when Ilya, who answered very caut�ously, was
slow to reply, he drummed �mpat�ently on the table w�th h�s f�ngers.
"You knew that Olymp�ada Petrovna was kept by Poluektov?" he
asked suddenly, and looked sharply through h�s spectacles.
Ilya reddened at the glance, wh�ch seemed �n some way to wound
h�m.
"No," he sa�d �n a dull tone.
"Oh! yes, she was kept by h�m," repeated the mag�strate, angr�ly,
—"to my th�nk�ng that �s not good," he added, as he saw Ilya about to
answer.
"How should there be anyth�ng good �n �t?" sa�d Ilya softly, at length.
"True."
But Ilya sa�d no more.
"And you—you've known her a long t�me?"
"More than a year."
"You were �nt�mate w�th her before her acqua�ntance w�th
Poluektov?"
"You're a cunn�ng fox," thought Ilya, and sa�d qu�etly:
"How can I say, when I d�dn't know that she l�ved w�th the man that's
dead."
The mag�strate drew h�s l�ps together and wh�stled, and began to
f�nger the p�le of documents. Ilya looked aga�n at the p�cture; he felt
that h�s �nterest �n �t helped h�m to keep calm. From somewhere, the
clear, gay laugh of a ch�ld came to h�s ear. Then a happy, gentle,
woman's vo�ce sang tenderly: "My Ann�e, my l�ttle one, my darl�ng,
my dear."
"That p�cture appears to �nterest you greatly."
"Where �s Chr�st supposed to be go�ng?" asked Ilya.



The mag�strate looked �n h�s face w�th a weary, d�s�llus�oned
express�on, and sa�d after a pause:
"You can see. He's come down to earth to see how men fulf�l H�s
commands. He's go�ng over a battle-f�eld—round about are dead
men, houses destroyed, f�re plunder�ng."
"Can't He see that from Heaven?"
"H'm, �t's rather an allegory, �t's represented l�ke that, so as to be
pla�ner, to show how l�ttle real l�fe agrees w�th the teach�ng of Chr�st,
that �s——But come, I must ask you a quest�on or two yet."
Ilya turned from the p�cture and looked �n the mag�strate's face; a
number of l�ttle un�mportant quest�ons followed, annoy�ng Ilya l�ke
autumn fl�es. He grew t�red and felt h�s attent�on grow�ng slack and
h�s carefulness w�ther under the monotonous dull sound. He grew
angry w�th the mag�strate, who set these quest�ons, as he well
understood, on purpose to weary h�m.
"Can you tell me perhaps," sa�d the mag�strate qu�ckly, apparently
w�thout any part�cular �ntent, "where you were on Thursday between
two o'clock and three."
"In the ale-house; I was hav�ng tea."
"Ah! �n wh�ch �nn then? Where?"
"In the Plevna."
"How �s �t you are so certa�n that you were there just at that t�me?"
The mag�strate's face looked tense, he leaned over the table and
stared �nto Ilya's face w�th flam�ng eyes. Ilya d�d not reply at once.
After a second or two he s�ghed and sa�d w�th composure:
"Just before I went �n, I asked the t�me of a pol�ceman."
The mag�strate leaned back aga�n, and began to tap h�s f�nger-na�ls
w�th a blue penc�l.
"The pol�ceman told me �t was twenty m�nutes to two, or someth�ng
l�ke that."
"He knows you?"



"Yes."
"Have you no watch?"
"No."
"Have you ever before asked h�m the t�me?"
"Yes, �t has happened."
"The town hall �s near, there's a clock."
"One forgets to look, and then �t was snow�ng."
"Were you long �n the Plevna?"
"T�ll the news came of the murder."
"Where d�d you go then?"
"I went to look."
"D�d any one see you there, �n front of the shop?"
"That pol�ceman saw me, he sent me off—pushed me."
"Very good, very �mportant for you," sa�d the mag�strate approv�ngly,
then asked at once w�thout look�ng at Ilya:
"D�d you ask the t�me before the murder or after?"
Ilya saw the dr�ft of the quest�on. He turned sharp round �n h�s cha�r
full of rage aga�nst th�s man w�th the sh�n�ng wh�te l�nen, the th�n
f�ngers, well-tended na�ls, and gold spectacles �n front of p�erc�ng
dark eyes.
Instead of answer�ng, he asked:
"How can I tell?"
The mag�strate coughed dr�ly, and rubbed h�s hands t�ll the f�ngers
cracked.
"Well done," he sa�d �n a tone of d�spleasure. "Splend�d!—yes."
And he sh�fted h�s cha�r as though t�red.
"Very good; one or two quest�ons now and I'll let you go. Do you
know, by any chance, that pol�ceman's name?"



"Jerem�n, Matvey Ivanov�tch."
The mag�strate's tone was bored and �nd�fferent; obv�ously he d�d not
expect now to hear anyth�ng �nterest�ng.
Ilya answered, always on the look out for another quest�on l�ke the
one as to the t�me of the murder. Every word echoed �n h�s breast
aga�n as though �t plucked a tense str�ng �n an empty space. But no
more cunn�ng quest�ons came.
"As you went down the street that day, d�d you not meet a tall man �n
a short fur jacket and black lambs-wool cap? Do you remember?"
"No," sa�d Ilya harshly.
"Now, l�sten. I'll read over your statement to you, and you w�ll s�gn �t."
He held a sheet of paper covered w�th wr�t�ng before h�s face, and
began to read qu�ckly and monotonously. When he had f�n�shed, he
put a pen �n Ilya's hand. Ilya bent down, s�gned, rose slowly from h�s
cha�r, and sa�d �n a loud, assured vo�ce, look�ng at the mag�strate:
"Good-day!"
A short, condescend�ng nod was h�s answer, and the mag�strate bent
over h�s desk, and began to wr�te. Ilya stood th�nk�ng. He would
gladly have sa�d someth�ng more to th�s man who had held h�m so
long on the rack. In the qu�et, only the scratch of the pen was heard,
then the woman's vo�ce, s�ng�ng, "Dance away, dance away, dolly."
"What do you want now?" asked the mag�strate, and ra�sed h�s head.
"Noth�ng," sa�d Ilya gloom�ly.
"I told you, you can go."
"I'm go�ng."
"All r�ght, then."
They looked angr�ly at one another, and Ilya felt someth�ng heavy,
terr�fy�ng, grow �n h�s breast. He turned sharp round and went out
�nto the street. A cold w�nd greeted h�m, and for the f�rst t�me he
not�ced that he was sweat�ng profusely. Half-an-hour later he was
s�tt�ng w�th Olymp�ada. She opened the door to h�m herself, hav�ng



seen h�m from the w�ndow. She met h�m w�th almost a mother's joy.
Her face was pale, and she gazed restlessly about w�th w�de-open
eyes.
"My clever boy!" she cr�ed, when Ilya told her that he had just come
from the mag�strate. "Tell me, tell me, how d�d you get on?"
"The brute," sa�d Ilya, �n wrath. "He set traps for me."
"He can't help �t," remarked Olymp�ada, �n a tone of common sense.
"Let h�m be; �t's h�s �nfernal duty."
"Why d�dn't he say stra�ght out—'So-and-so, th�s �s what people th�nk
of you.'"
"D�d you tell h�m everyth�ng stra�ght out?" she asked, sm�l�ng.
"I!" cr�ed Ilya �n aston�shment. "Why, yes—as a matter of fact—ah,
dev�l take h�m!"
He seemed qu�te abashed and sa�d after a wh�le:
"And as I sat there, I thought, by God, I was r�ght!"
"Now, thank heaven, �t's all passed over all r�ght."
Ilya looked at her w�th a sm�le. "I d�dn't need to l�e much. I'm lucky,
after all, L�pa!"
He laughed aga�n �n a strange way.
"The secret pol�ce are always at my heels," sa�d Olymp�ada, �n a low
vo�ce, "and after you too."
"Of course," sa�d Ilya, full of scorn and anger. "They go sn�ff�ng
around, and want to hem me �n, l�ke the beaters do to the wolf �n the
forest. But they won't do �t; they're not the men for that; and I'm not a
wolf, but an unlucky man. I d�dn't mean to strangle any one. Fate
strangles me—as Pashka says �n h�s poem—and �t strangles Pashka
too, and Jakov, and all of us."
"Never m�nd, Ilushka. Everyth�ng w�ll go r�ght now."
Ilya got up, walked to the w�ndow, and sa�d, w�th a despa�r�ng vo�ce,
as he looked at the street:



"All my l�fe I've had to wallow �n the mud. I've always been pushed
�nto th�ngs I d�sl�ked—hated. I've never met a soul I could look at
really happ�ly. Is there noth�ng pure �n l�fe, noth�ng noble? Now, I've
strangled th�s—th�s man of yours,—why? I've only sm�rched myself,
and damned myself. I took money. I ought not."
"Don't be sorry!" She tr�ed to console h�m. "He �sn't worth �t."
"I'm not sorry for h�m; only I want to get myself stra�ght. Every one
tr�es, else he can't l�ve. That mag�strate, he l�ves l�ke a sugar-plum �n
�ts box. No one w�ll strangle h�m. He can be good and upr�ght �n h�s
pretty nest."
"Never m�nd, we'll go away together from th�s place."
"No. I'll go nowhere," cr�ed Ilya f�ercely, and wheeled round to her,
and added, seem�ng to threaten some unknown person.
"No—no—pat�ence! I'll wa�t and see what w�ll come; I'll f�ght �t out
st�ll," and he strode up and down the room, and shook h�s head
def�antly.
"Oh!" sa�d Olymp�ada, �n an �njured tone. "You won't go w�th me,
because you're afra�d of me; you th�nk I should always have a hold
on you, you th�nk I should use what I know—you're wrong, my dear.
I'll never drag you w�th me by force."
She spoke qu�etly, but her l�ps tw�tched as though she were �n pa�n.
"What d�d you say?" asked Ilya, qu�te surpr�sed.
"I won't compel you, don't be fr�ghtened; go where you w�ll!"
"Wa�t a moment," sa�d Ilya, as he sat down near her, and took her
hand.
"I d�dn't understand what you sa�d."
"Don't pretend!" she cr�ed, and drew away her hand. "I know you're
proud, and pass�onate; you can't forg�ve the old man; you hate my
l�fe—you th�nk that �t's all come about through me."
"You're talk�ng fool�shly," sa�d Ilya, qu�etly. "I don't blame you �n the
very least, I know that for men l�ke me there are no women who are



pretty and f�ne and pure as well. Such women are dear, they are only
for the r�ch, and we must love the so�led and those who are spat
upon and abused."
"Then leave me, the spat upon and abused!" cr�ed Olymp�ada,
spr�ng�ng up from her cha�r. "Go away—go away!"
But suddenly tears shone �n her eyes and she covered Ilya w�th a
flood of burn�ng words, l�ke hot coals.
"I myself, of my own w�ll crept �nto th�s p�t, because there's money �n
�t. I meant to cl�mb up the ladder aga�n w�th the money, beg�n a
decent l�fe—and you helped me, I know, and I love you, and w�ll love
you though you strangle twenty men; �t �sn't your goodness I love,
but your pr�de, and your youth, your curly head and your strong arms
and your dark eyes, and your reproaches that p�erce my heart. I shall
be grateful for all th�s t�ll I d�e.—I'll k�ss your feet."



She threw herself at h�s feet, and embraced h�s knees.
"God �s my w�tness, I s�nned to save my soul. I must be dearer to
H�m �f I don't end my l�fe �n th�s f�lth, but struggle through �t and lead
a clean l�fe. Then I w�ll entreat H�s forg�veness. I w�ll not endure th�s
torment all my l�fe; they have so�led me w�th mud and f�lth; all my
tears w�ll never wash me clean."
At f�rst Ilya tr�ed to free h�mself and ra�se her from the ground, but
she clung close to h�m, pressed her head aga�nst h�s knees and la�d
her cheek at h�s feet. And she spoke on w�th a low, pass�onate,
gasp�ng vo�ce. Presently he caressed her w�th a trembl�ng hand,
ra�sed her, embraced her, and la�d her head on h�s shoulder, her hot
cheek pressed close to h�s, and as she lay supported by h�s arms on
her knees before h�m, she wh�spered:
"Does �t do any one any good �f a woman who has s�nned once
spends almost her whole l�fe �n hum�l�at�on? When I was a g�rl and
my stepfather came near me to make me �mpure, I stuck a kn�fe �n
h�m. I d�d �t w�thout a thought. Then they made me drunk w�th w�ne
and ru�ned me. I was a g�rl, so t�dy, so pretty and red-cheeked as an
apple. I cr�ed for myself. I hurt myself. I cr�ed for my beauty. I d�dn't
want �t! I d�dn't want �t! And then I sa�d to myself: 'It's all the same
now. There's no go�ng back. Good,' I thought, 'at least I'll sell my
shame as dear as I can.' I never k�ssed from my heart t�ll I k�ssed
you. I always just l�ved �n f�lth and r�ot�ng."
Her words were lost �n a soft wh�sper. Suddenly she tore herself from
Ilya's embrace. "Let me go!" she cr�ed, and thrust h�m away.
But he held her closer, and began to k�ss her face, pass�onately,
despa�r�ngly.
"Let me go! You hurt me!" she sa�d.
"I can say noth�ng," sa�d Ilya, fever�shly. "Only one th�ng—no one has
had p�ty on us, and we need have p�ty on no one. You spoke so
beaut�fully! Come, let me k�ss you. How else can I make �t up to you?
My dear! My dearest! I love you! Ah, I don't know how I love you. I've
no words to tell you."



Her lamentat�on had really roused �n h�m a burn�ng feel�ng of
affect�on for th�s woman. Her sorrow and h�s m�sfortune were molten
together, and the�r hearts came nearer and nearer. They held one
another �n a close embrace, and softly told one another all the long
suffer�ngs they had endured from l�fe. A courageous, f�erce feel�ng
rose �n Ilya's heart.
"We were not born for fortune, we two," sa�d the woman, and shook
her head hopelessly.
"Good! Then we w�ll celebrate out m�sfortune! Shall we go to the
m�nes, to S�ber�a, together? Eh? Ah, there's t�me for that. As yet we
w�ll enjoy our pa�n and our love. Now they m�ght burn me w�th red-
hot �rons, my heart �s so l�ght. I repent noth�ng!"
Outs�de the w�ndow, the sky was a monotonous grey. A cold m�st
enwrapped the earth and settled �n wh�te r�me on the trees. In the
l�ttle garden, a young b�rch-tree swayed �ts th�n branches gently, and
shook the snow away. The w�nter even�ng came on.

XV.

Two days later Ilya learnt that a tall man �n a lambs-wool cap was
be�ng sought for as the probable murderer of Poluektov. Dur�ng the
�nvest�gat�ons made �n the shop, two s�lver clasps from an e�kon
were found and �t appeared that these were stolen goods. The
errand boy who had been employed �n the bus�ness, stated that
these mounts had been bought from a tall man �n a short fur jacket,
called Andre�, that th�s Andre� had several t�mes before sold gold and
s�lver ornaments to Poluektov, and that the money-changer had
advanced h�m money. Further �t was known that on the even�ng
before the murder and on the same day, a man correspond�ng to the
descr�pt�on, had wasted much money �n carous�ng �n the publ�c
houses of the town.



Every day Ilya heard someth�ng new; the whole town took a keen
�nterest �n th�s cr�me, so �ngen�ously carr�ed out, and �n all the ale-
houses and all the streets noth�ng else was spoken of. But all the
talk had l�ttle attract�on for Ilya. Fear had fallen from h�s heart, l�ke
the scab from a wound, and �nstead he only felt now a sense of
awkwardness. He l�stened attent�vely to all that was sa�d, but thought
only—how would h�s l�fe shape �tself now, what had the future �n
store for h�m? And the conv�ct�on that the murderer would not be
d�scovered, strengthened every day.
He felt l�ke a recru�t before the conscr�pt�on summons, or l�ke a man
who �s proceed�ng towards some unknown far-off goal. More than
ever he felt the need to l�ve for h�mself and take thought for h�mself,
but l�fe h�ssed and bo�led round h�m l�ke water �n a kettle, and almost
every day came someth�ng to d�stract h�s m�nd from �ts
preoccupat�on. He grew pale and th�n.
Of late Jakov had been more drawn to h�m aga�n. Tousled and
carelessly dressed, he wandered a�mlessly about the tap room and
the courtyard, look�ng vaguely at everyth�ng w�th wander�ng eyes
and had the appearance of a man brought face to face w�th strange
�deas. When he met Ilya he would ask h�m myster�ously, half aloud,
or wh�sper�ng, "Have you no t�me to talk?"
"Wa�t a b�t; I can't now."
"It's someth�ng very �mportant."
"What �s �t?"
"It's a book. I tell you, brother, the th�ngs �n �t——Oh! oh!" sa�d Jakov,
w�th a terr�f�ed a�r.
"Bother your books! I'd rather know why your father always scowls at
me now."
But Jakov had no m�nd for real�t�es.
At Ilya's quest�on he looked aston�shed, as though he hardly
understood, and sa�d:
"Eh? I don't know. That �s, once I heard h�m speak�ng to your uncle
about �t; someth�ng about your pass�ng false money; but he only sa�d



�t chaff�ng."
"How do you know he was only chaff�ng?"
"Why, what a th�ng to say—false money," he �nterrupted Ilya w�th a
gesture as though to wave the subject away. "But won't you talk to
me? No t�me?"
"About your book?"
"Yes, there's a b�t �n �t I've just read. Oh! well!"
And the ph�losopher made a face as though someth�ng had scalded
h�m. Ilya looked at h�s fr�end as at a person half �d�ot�c. Somet�mes
Jakov seemed to h�m absolutely bl�nd. He took h�m for an unlucky
man, unf�t to cope w�th l�fe.
The goss�p ran �n the house, and �t was all over the street already,
that Petrusha was go�ng to marry h�s m�stress, who kept a publ�c
house �n the town. But Jakov pa�d absolutely no attent�on. When Ilya
asked h�m when the wedd�ng was to be, he sa�d:
"Whose wedd�ng?"
"Why, your father's."
"Oh! who's to know? d�sgust�ng! A pretty w�tch he's chosen!"
"Do you know she has a son—a b�g boy, who goes to the H�gh
School?"
"No, I d�dn't know. Why?"
"He'll come �n for your father's property."
"Oh!" sa�d Jakov, �nd�fferently, then w�th a sudden �nterest, "A son,
you say?"
"Yes."
"A son—that'll just do, father can st�ck h�m beh�nd the bar, and I can
do what I l�ke. That'll su�t me."
And he smacked h�s l�ps as w�th a foretaste of h�s longed-for
freedom. Ilya looked at h�m w�th p�ty, then sa�d, mock�ngly:



"The proverb �s r�ght, 'G�ve the stup�d ch�ld a p�ece of bread �f he
wants a carrot.' You! I can't �mag�ne how you're go�ng to l�ve."
Jakov pr�cked up h�s ears, looked at Ilya w�th b�g eyes start�ng out of
h�s head, then sa�d �n a hurr�ed wh�sper:
"I know how I shall l�ve! I've thought about �t! Before everyth�ng, one
must get one's soul �n order; must understand what God wants one
to do. Now I see one th�ng; the ways of men are all confused, l�ke
tangled threads, and they are drawn �n d�fferent d�rect�ons, and no
one knows what to hold to or where to let h�mself be drawn. Now a
man �s born—no one knows why—and l�ves—I don't know why—and
death comes and blows out the l�ght. Before anyth�ng else I must
know what I'm �n the world for, mustn't I?"
"You—you've t�ed yourself up �n your cobwebs," sa�d. Ilya w�th some
heat. "I'd l�ke to know what's the sense of that?"
He felt that Jakov's dark say�ngs gr�pped h�s heart more strongly
than of old, and waked very strange thoughts �n h�m. He felt as
though there were a be�ng �n h�s m�nd, the same that always
opposed h�s clear, s�mple concept�on of a clean, comfortable l�fe, that
l�stened to Jakov w�th strange cur�os�ty, and moved �n h�s soul l�ke a
ch�ld �n the mother's womb.
Th�s troubled Ilya, confused h�m, and seemed to h�m undes�rable,
and therefore he avo�ded conversat�on w�th Jakov; but �t was not
easy to get r�d of h�m once he had begun.
"What's the sense? It's very s�mple. Not to be clear where you're
go�ng's l�ke try�ng to burn w�thout f�re, �sn't �t? You must know where
you're go�ng, and why, and �f �t's the r�ght road."
"You're l�ke an old man, Jakov—you're a b�t of a bore. My op�n�on �s,
as the proverb says: 'See�ng that even sw�ne long to be happy, how
should man do otherw�se.' Good-bye!"
After such conversat�on, he felt as though he had eaten someth�ng
very salt; he was overcome w�th th�rst, and longed for someth�ng out
of the common. The thought of the pun�shment God held over h�m
burned more br�ghtly �n h�m and s�nged h�s soul; he sought for
lonel�ness and could not f�nd �t. Then he would go to Olymp�ada, and



�n her arms seek forgetfulness and peace from tortur�ng thought.
Somet�mes he would go to see Vyera. The l�fe she led had drawn her
deeper and deeper �nto �ts deep turb�d wh�rlpool. She used to tell Ilya
w�th exc�tement, of feast�ng w�th r�ch young tradesmen, w�th off�c�als
and off�cers, of suppers �n restaurants and tro�ka excurs�ons. She
showed h�m new dresses and jackets, the g�fts of her adm�rers.
Luxur�ous, strong, and healthy, she was proud to be entreated and
quarrelled over. Ilya rejo�ced �n her health and good sp�r�ts and
beauty, but more than once warned her: "Don't lose your head at the
game, Vyeratchka."
"What's the odds? It's my way. At least, one l�ves �n style. I take all I
can get from l�fe. That's enough!"
"Well, what about Pavel?"
As soon as he named her lover, she lost her ga�ety and her brows
contracted.
"If only he'd let me go my own way! It troubles h�m so, and he
torments h�mself so! If only he'd be content w�th what I can g�ve h�m.
But he wants me altogether, and I can't stop now; I'm l�ke a fly
caught �n the treacle."
"Don't you love h�m?"
"I can't help �t," she repl�ed, ser�ously, "he's such a f�ne fellow."
"Very well, then, you ought to l�ve w�th h�m."
"W�th h�m? N�ce drag I should be on h�m! He has barely a b�t of
bread for h�mself, how's he to keep me too? No, I'm sorry for h�m."
"Look out that no harm comes of �t. He's hot-tempered," Ilya warned
her one day; but she laughed.
"He? He's as gentle—I can tw�st h�m wh�ch way I want."
"You'll break h�m!"
"Good heavens!" she cr�ed crossly, "what am I to do? Was I born for
just one man? Every one wants to enjoy h�s l�fe, and every one l�ves
for h�mself, as he pleases, just as you do, and I do."



"N—No! �t �sn't so exactly," sa�d Ilya gloom�ly and thoughtfully. "We
all l�ve, but not only for ourselves."
"For whom, then?"
"Take yourself, for �nstance. You l�ve for the young clerks and all
sorts of easy-go�ng people."
"I'm easy-go�ng too," sa�d Vyera, and laughed contentedly.
Ilya left her, �n a downcast mood. Only tw�ce, and for a moment, had
he seen Pavel dur�ng th�s t�me. Once when he met h�s fr�end at
Vyera's house, he had sat there dark and troubled, s�lent, w�th teeth
clenched and a red spot on each cheek. Ilya understood that Pavel
was jealous of h�m, and that flattered h�s van�ty. But he saw too,
clearly, that Gratschev was tangled �n a net, from wh�ch he would
hardly free h�mself w�thout severe �njury. He p�t�ed Pavel, and st�ll
more Vyera, and gave up v�s�t�ng her. He was l�v�ng a new
honeymoon w�th Olymp�ada. But here too, a cold shadow gl�ded �n
and took the peace from h�s heart. Somet�mes, �n the m�dst of a
conversat�on, he would s�nk �nto a deep mood�ness. Olymp�ada sa�d
to h�m once, �n a lov�ng wh�sper:
"Dear, don't th�nk of �t. There are so few men �n the world whose
hands are clean."
"L�sten!" he answered ser�ously and tonelessly. "Please don't speak
of that to me! I'm not th�nk�ng of my hands, but of my soul. You are
clever, but you can never understand what �t �s that moves me. Tell
me, �f you can, how shall a man beg�n, what shall he do, to l�ve
honourably and cleanly, peacefully and r�ghtly to others? That �s
what I want to know. But say noth�ng to me of the old man!"
But she could not keep s�lence, and �mplored h�m aga�n and aga�n to
forget. He grew angry, and went away. When he returned, she flew
out at h�m, and excla�med that he only loved her out of fear, or from
p�ty; that she would not endure �t, and would rather leave h�m, rather
go away out of the town. She wept, p�nched or b�t h�m, then k�ssed
h�s feet, or tore her clothes l�ke a mad th�ng, and sa�d:
"Am I not beaut�ful, des�rable? And I love you w�th every ve�n, every
drop of my blood. Hurt me, tear me, and I'll laugh at �t." Her blue



eyes would darken, her l�ps qu�ver, and her bosom heave. Then he
would embrace her and k�ss her pass�onately; but afterwards, as he
went home, he would wonder how she, so full of l�fe, so pass�onate,
how could she endure the d�sgust�ng caresses of that old man? Then
Olymp�ada appeared so p�t�able, so contempt�ble that he could sp�t
for d�sgust when he thought of her k�sses. One day, after such an
outbreak, he sa�d to her, t�red of her caresses:
"Do you love me more warmly s�nce I strangled that old dev�l?"
"Yes, of course. Why?"
"Noth�ng. It makes me laugh to th�nk there are people who l�ke a
stale egg better than a fresh, and would rather eat an apple when �ts
rotten—odd!"
She looked at h�m wear�ly, and sa�d �n a t�red vo�ce:
"'Every beast l�kes someth�ng best,' as the say�ng goes. One l�kes
the owl, another the n�ght�ngale."
And both fell �nto a heavy mood�ness.
One day when Ilya had returned home and was chang�ng h�s
clothes, Terent� came qu�etly �nto the room. He shut the door fast
beh�nd h�m, stood a moment, as �f l�sten�ng, then pushed to the bolts.
Ilya not�ced th�s, and looked at h�m mock�ngly.
"Ilusha," began Terent�, �n a low vo�ce as he sat down on a cha�r.
"Well."
"There are strange reports go�ng about you; people say ev�l th�ngs of
you."
The hunchback s�ghed, and closed h�s eyes.
"For �nstance?" sa�d Ilya, draw�ng on h�s boots.
"Some say one th�ng, some another; some say you were m�xed up �n
that affa�r when the old merchant was strangled; others say you pass
false money."
"They're env�ous, eh?"



"D�fferent people have been here, secret pol�ce �t seems—detect�ves
—they quest�oned Petrusha about you."
"Let them t�ll they're t�red," sa�d Ilya, �nd�fferently.
"Certa�nly, what have they to do w�th us �f we have no s�ns on our
consc�ence?"
Ilya laughed and stretched h�mself on the bed.
"They don't come now, but Petrusha �s always on about �t," sa�d
Terent� shyly, �n an embarrassed way. "He's always taunt�ng one,
Petrusha. You ought to take a l�ttle room for yourself somewhere,
Ilusha, a room of your own to l�ve �n. Yes. 'I can't have these worthy
dark gentlemen �n my house,' says Petrusha. 'I'm a town counc�llor,'
he says."
Ilya turned, h�s face red w�th anger, on h�s uncle, and sa�d loudly:
"L�sten! If he values h�s ugly face, let h�m hold h�s tongue! Tell h�m
that! If I hear one word I don't l�ke, I'll smash h�s skull for h�m.
Whatever I am, he, at any rate, has no call to judge me, the
scoundrel! And I'll go away when I want to. Meant�me I shall stay and
enjoy th�s honourable and d�st�ngu�shed company."
The hunchback was terr�f�ed at Ilya's wrath; he sat s�lent a wh�le,
rubb�ng h�s back, and look�ng at h�s nephew w�th b�g eyes full of
anx�ous expectat�on.
Ilya compressed h�s l�ps and stared at the ce�l�ng. Terent� looked at
h�m, the curly head, ser�ous handsome face, w�th the small
moustache and strong ch�n, the broad chest and all the v�gorous,
well-kn�t body, and then sa�d slowly, w�th a s�gh:
"What a f�ne lad you've grown! the g�rls �n the v�llage would crowd
after you. We'll go to the v�llage."
Ilya was s�lent.
"H'm, yes—you'll have a real l�fe there! I'll g�ve you money, and set
you up �n bus�ness, and then you'll marry a r�ch g�rl, he! he! And your
l�fe w�ll gl�de along l�ke a sle�gh on the snow downh�ll."
"Perhaps I prefer to go uph�ll," sa�d Ilya, peev�shly.



"Of course, uph�ll," Terent� caught up h�s words. "That's what I
meant; �t's an easy l�fe—that's what I meant; why, uph�ll, of course, to
the very top."
"And when I'm there, what then?"
The hunchback looked at h�m and chuckled. Then he spoke aga�n,
but Ilya d�d not l�sten. He was th�nk�ng of all h�s exper�ences of th�s
later t�me, and f�gur�ng to h�mself how evenly all l�fe hangs together,
l�ke the str�ngs �n a net. C�rcumstances surround men and lead them
where they w�ll, as the pol�ce do the rogues. He had always had �t �n
h�s m�nd to leave th�s house and l�ve by h�mself, and now here
chance comes to h�s a�d! He was st�ll th�nk�ng how he would plan out
h�s l�fe alone, when there came a sudden knock at the door.
"Open �t!" cr�ed Ilya crossly to h�s uncle, who was shak�ng w�th fear.
The hunchback drew back the bolts and Jakov appeared, a great,
red-brown book �n h�s hand.
"Ilya, come to Mashutka!" he sa�d qu�ckly, and advanced to the bed.
"What's wrong w�th her?" sa�d Ilya hast�ly.
"W�th her? I don't know, she's not at home."
"Where does she always go gadd�ng to �n the even�ngs?" asked the
hunchback �n a tone of annoyance.
"She always goes out w�th Mat�za," sa�d Ilya.
"She'll get a lot of good there!" answered Terent�, w�th emphas�s.
"It doesn't matter. Come Ilya!"
Jakov caught Ilya by the sleeve and drew h�m away.
"Hold on!" cr�ed Lunev. "Tell me, have you got your m�nd clear yet?"
"Th�nk—�t's here—the Black Mag�c's here!" wh�spered Jakov, rad�ant.
"Who?" asked Ilya, pull�ng on h�s felt sl�ppers.
"Why, you know, the book. Heavens! you'll see. Come. Extraord�nary
th�ngs, I tell you," Jakov went on enthus�ast�cally, as he dragged h�s
fr�end along the dark passage.



"It's awful to read, �t's l�ke fall�ng down a prec�p�ce."
Ilya saw h�s fr�end's exc�tement and heard how h�s vo�ce shook.
When they reached the cobbler's room, and had l�ghted the lamp, he
saw that Jakov's face was qu�te pale, and h�s eyes d�m and happy,
l�ke those of a drunken man.
"Have you been dr�nk�ng?" asked Ilya, susp�c�ously.
"I? No. Not a drop to-day! I never dr�nk now, anyway, or only when
father's at home, to screw up my courage, two or three glasses, no
more. I'm afra�d of father—always dr�nks stuff that doesn't smell too
strong though—but never m�nd that, l�sten!"
He fell �nto a cha�r so heav�ly that �t creaked, opened h�s book, bent
double over �t, and f�nger�ng the old pages, yellow w�th age, he read
�n a hollow, trembl�ng vo�ce: "'Th�rd Chapter—On the or�g�n of man.'
Now, l�sten!"
He s�ghed, took h�s left hand off the book, and read aloud. The �ndex
f�nger of h�s r�ght hand preceded h�s vo�ce, as though wr�t�ng �n the
old book. "'It �s sa�d, and D�odorus conf�rms, that the or�g�n of man �s
conce�ved accord�ng to two ways, by the v�rtuous men'—d'you hear,
v�rtuous men—'who have wr�tten on the nature of th�ngs. Some
cons�der that the world �s uncreated and �mper�shable, and that the
race of men has ex�sted from etern�ty, w�thout any beg�nn�ng.'"
Jakov ra�sed h�s head, and sa�d �n a wh�sper, gest�culat�ng w�th h�s
hand �n the a�r:
"D'you hear? W�thout beg�nn�ng!"
"Go on!" sa�d Ilya, and looked d�strustfully at the old leather-bound
book. Jakov's vo�ce cont�nued, softly and solemnly: "'Th�s op�n�on
was held, accord�ng to C�cero, by Pythagoras of Samos, Archytas of
Tarentum, Plato of Athens, Xenokrates, Ar�stotle of Stag�ra, and
many others of the per�patet�c ph�losophers, who took the v�ew that
all that �s, ex�sts from etern�ty, and has no beg�nn�ng'—d'you see,
aga�n, no beg�nn�ng—'but that there �s a certa�n cycle of l�fe, those
that were born and those that are born, �n wh�ch cycle �s the
beg�nn�ng and the end of every man that �s born.'"



Ilya stretched out h�s hand and struck the book, and sa�d mock�ngly:
"Throw �t away! Dev�l take �t! Some German or other has been
show�ng off h�s cleverness. There's no sense �n �t."
"Wa�t a m�nute!" cr�ed Jakov, and looked anx�ously round, then at h�s
fr�end, and sa�d gently:
"Perhaps you know your beg�nn�ng?"
"What beg�nn�ng?" cr�ed Ilya crossly.
"Don't shout so! Take the soul. Man �s born w�th a soul, �sn't he?"
"Well?"
"Then he must know where he comes from, and how? The soul �s
�mmortal, they say. It was always there; �sn't that true? Wa�t! It �sn't
so much to know how you were born as how you l�ved. When d�d
you l�ve? When d�d you f�rst know that you were al�ve? You were
born l�v�ng. Well, then, when d�d you become l�v�ng. In the womb?
Very well. Why don't you remember more—what happened before
your b�rth, and not only what happened after you were f�ve years
old? Eh? And, �f you have a soul, how d�d �t get �ns�de you? Eh? Tell
me."
Jakov's eyes shone tr�umphantly, h�s face broke �nto a happy sm�le,
and he cr�ed, w�th a joy that seemed to Ilya very strange: "You see,
there you have your soul!"
"Stup�d!" sa�d Ilya, and looked at h�m angr�ly, "what's that to be glad
about?"
"I'm not glad. I'm only say�ng—I'm only say�ng——"
"Well, I tell you, throw the book away! You see qu�te well �t's wr�tten
aga�nst God. It doesn't matter a b�t how I was born al�ve, but how I
l�ve. How to l�ve so that everyth�ng �s clean and pleasant, so that no
one hurts me, and I hurt nobody. F�nd me a book that'll make that
pla�n to me."
Jakov sat s�lent and thoughtful, h�s head on h�s breast. H�s joy
van�shed when �t found no echo. After a t�me he sa�d: "When I look
at you, there's someth�ng about you I don't l�ke. I don't understand



your thoughts, but I see you've been gett�ng very proud about
someth�ng or other for some t�me. You go on as �f you were the only
r�ghteous man."
Ilya laughed aloud.
"What are you laugh�ng at? It's true. You judge every one so harshly.
You don't love anybody."
"There you're r�ght," sa�d Ilya, f�ercely. "Whom should I love; and
why? What good have men done to me? Every one wants to get h�s
bread by some one else's work, and every one cr�es out: 'love me,
respect me, g�ve me a share of your goods; then perhaps I'll love
you!' Every one, every where, th�nks of noth�ng but stuff�ng h�mself."
"No. I th�nk men don't th�nk only of stuff�ng themselves," answered
Jakov d�spleased and hurt.
"I know—every one tr�es to adorn h�mself w�th someth�ng, but �t's
only a mask. I see my uncle try and barga�n w�th God, l�ke the
shopman w�th h�s master. Your papa g�ves one or two weathercocks
to churches. I conclude from that that he e�ther has sw�ndled some
one or �s go�ng to; and so they all behave, as far as I can see; there's
your penny they say, but g�ve me back f�ve. I read the other day �n
the paper of M�gunov the merchant, who gave three hundred roubles
to a hosp�tal, and then pet�t�ons the town counc�l to knock off the
arrears of h�s taxes, just a thousand roubles—and so they all do,
try�ng to throw dust �n one another's eyes and put themselves �n the
r�ght. My v�ew �s, �f you've s�nned, w�ll�ngly or unw�ll�ngly, take your
pun�shment!"
"You're r�ght there," sa�d Jakov thoughtfully. "What you sa�d of father
and the hunchback, that was r�ght too. Ah! we're both born under an
ev�l star. You have your w�ckedness at any rate, you comfort yourself
by judg�ng everybody, but I have not even that. Oh! �f only I could go
away somewhere, away from here."
H�s speech ended w�th a cry of d�stress.
"Away from here. Where d'you want to go?" asked Ilya w�th a fa�nt
sm�le.



"It's all the same. I don't know."
They sat at the table oppos�te one another, gloomy and s�lent, and
there lay the b�g red-brown book w�th the steel clasp.
Suddenly there was a rustl�ng �n the passage, a low vo�ce was heard
and a hand fumbled at the door for the latch. The fr�ends wa�ted �n
s�lence. The door opened slowly, and Perf�shka staggered �n: he
stumbled on the threshold and fell on h�s knees, hold�ng up h�s
harmon�ca.
"Prr,"—he sa�d, and laughed drunkenly.
Immed�ately beh�nd h�m Mat�za crept �nto the room. She bent over
the cobbler, took h�s arm and tr�ed to l�ft h�m up, say�ng w�th
stammer�ng tongue:
"Ah! How drunk he �s! Oh, you soaker!"
"Don't touch me, jade! I'll stand alone, qu�te alone."
He swayed h�ther and th�ther, but got on h�s legs w�th d�ff�culty, and
came up to the two fr�ends: he stretched out h�s left hand and cr�ed:
"Welcome to my house!"
Mat�za laughed, a deep, s�lly laugh.
"Where do you come from?" asked Ilya.
Jakov looked at the two w�th a sm�le and sa�d noth�ng.
"Where? From the deep sea! Ha! ha! my dear, good boys. Oh! yes!"
Perf�shka stamped h�s feet on the floor and sang:

"Oh l�ttle bones, dear l�ttle bones,
I weep for you �n p�teous tones.
For hardly are you grown at all
Before the shopman cracks you small."

"S�ng, you jade, s�ng too," he screamed, turn�ng to Mat�za, "or let's
s�ng the song you taught me, go ahead!"
He leant h�s back aga�nst the stove, where Mat�za had already found
support, and dug h�s elbow �nto her r�bs, wh�le h�s f�ngers wandered



over the harmon�ca keys.
"Where �s Mashutka?" asked Ilya suddenly, �n a harsh vo�ce.
"Yes, tell us," cr�ed Jakov, and sprang from h�s cha�r. "Where �s she?
Tell us!"
But the drunken pa�r pa�d no heed to the quest�on. Mat�za leant her
head to one s�de and sang:
"Ah! ne�ghbour, your brandy �s rous�ng and good."
And Perf�shka struck �n �n a h�gh tenor:
"Dr�nk �t, my ne�ghbour, �t comforts the blood."
Ilya stepped up to the cobbler, caught h�m by the shoulder, and
shook h�m, t�ll he fell aga�nst the stove.
"Where's your daughter?" he sa�d command�ngly.

"And oh! h�s daughter she van�shed away,
In the m�dn�ght hour, ere the break of day,"

babbled Perf�shka, and held h�s head w�th h�s hand.
Jakov attempted to get the truth from Mat�za, but she only sa�d
sm�rk�ng: "I won't tell. I won't. I won't."
"They've sold her, the dev�ls," sa�d Ilya to h�s fr�end, gloom�ly. Jakov
looked at h�m �n terror, then asked the cobbler almost weep�ng:
"Perf�shka! l�sten—Where �s Mashutka?"
"Mashutka?" repeated Mat�za, scornfully. "Aha! you see. Now you
remember."
"Ilya! what shall we do?" cr�ed Jakov full of anx�ety.
"We must tell the pol�ce," sa�d Ilya, and looked w�th d�sgust at the
drunkards.
"Aha! jade! d'you hear," shouted Perf�shka, beam�ng, "they want to
tell the pol�ce! ha! ha! ha!"
"The po—l�ce?" cr�ed Mat�za emphat�cally, and looked w�th
extraord�nary great eyes from Ilya to Jakov and back aga�n. Then



stretch�ng out her hands helplessly, she screamed loudly:
"You'll go to your pol�ce, w�ll you? Get out of my room! It �s my room
now, we're just marr�ed, we two."
"Ha! ha! ha! laughed the cobbler, hold�ng h�s s�des.
"Come Jakov!" sa�d Ilya. "The dev�l would be s�ckened at them!
Come."
"Wa�t!" cr�ed Jakov, �n anx�ous exc�tement. "Have they really marr�ed
her? That ch�ld? Is �t poss�ble? Perf�shka, tell me, have you really.
Oh, tell me, where �s Masha?"
"Mat�za, my w�fe, go for them! Catch them—catch—scream at them,
b�te them! Ha! ha! where �s Masha?"
Perf�shka pursed h�s l�ps as though to wh�stle, but could not get out a
sound, and �nstead, put out h�s tongue at Jakov and laughed aga�n.
Mat�za pressed close to Ilya w�th her huge bosom heav�ng, and
roared:
"Who are you, eh? D'you th�nk we don't know all about you?"
Ilya gave her a push and left the cellar.
In the passage Jakov overtook h�m, caught h�m by the shoulder, held
h�m fast �n the darkness, and sa�d:
"Is �t allowed; can �t be done? She's so l�ttle, Ilya! Have they really
marr�ed her!"
"Oh! don't wh�mper!" sa�d Ilya wrathfully. "That's no good! You ought
to have kept your eyes open before; you began �t, and now they've
f�n�shed �t."
Jakov was s�lent for a moment, then at once began aga�n, as he
stepped �nto the courtyard after Ilya.
"It's not my fault. I only knew that she went out to work somewhere."
"What does �t matter, �f you knew or d�dn't know?" sa�d Ilya, harshly,
and stood st�ll �n the m�ddle of the courtyard. "I'll get out of th�s house
anyhow; �t ought to be burnt to the ground."



"O God! O God!" s�ghed Jakov, �n a low vo�ce, keep�ng beh�nd Ilya.
Ilya wheeled round. Jakov stood there m�serable, h�s arms hang�ng
helplessly and h�s head bowed as �f to rece�ve a blow.
"Cry away!" sa�d Ilya, mock�ngly, and went off, leav�ng h�s fr�end �n
the m�ddle of the dark courtyard. Next day Ilya learnt from Perf�shka
that Masha was actually marr�ed to Ehrenov the grocer, a w�dower of
f�fty, who had lost h�s w�fe shortly before.
"'I've two ch�ldren,' he sa�d to me, 'one f�ve years old, one three,'"
expla�ned Perf�shka, "'and I shall have to get a nurse. But a nurse,'
he says, '�s always a stranger. She'll rob me, and that sort of th�ng.
Speak to your daughter, �f she'll marry me!' Well, so I spoke to her,
and Mat�za spoke to her, and s�nce Masha �s a reasonable ch�ld, she
understood �t all, and what else was she to do? 'All r�ght,' she says,
'I'll do �t!' And so she went to h�m. It was all settled �n three days. We
two—I and Mat�za—got three roubles, so yesterday we got drunk.
Heavens! how Mat�za dr�nks, l�ke a horse!"
Ilya l�stened �n s�lence. He understood that Masha had done better
for herself than would have been generally expected. But all the
same, h�s heart ached for the g�rl. He had seen l�ttle of her of late,
and hardly thought of her, but now, w�thout her, the house felt d�rt�er
and more hateful than ever.
The yellow, bloated face of the cobbler gr�nned down at Ilya from the
stove, and h�s vo�ce creaked l�ke a broken branch �n the autumn
w�nd. Lunev looked at h�m d�sgustedly.
"Ehrenov made one cond�t�on: I'm never to show up at h�s house!
'You can come to the shop,' he says. 'I'll g�ve you schnapps and odds
and ends, but to the house—never! It's shut to you, l�ke Parad�se.'
Now then, Ilya Jakovlev�tch, couldn't you hunt up a f�ve-kopeck
p�ece, to get a dr�nk. Please g�ve me f�ve kopecks."
"You shall have 'em �n a m�nute," sa�d Ilya. "What are you go�ng to do
now?"
The cobbler spat on the ground, and repl�ed: "I'll just become an out-
and-out drunkard. T�ll Masha was prov�ded for, I used to worry. I
worked somet�mes. I had a sort of consc�ence w�th her. But now I



know she's enough to eat and shoes and clothes, and �s shut up �n a
box, so to speak, I can devote myself, free and unh�ndered, to the
dr�nk�ng profess�on."
"Can't you really g�ve up brandy?"
"Never!" answered the cobbler, and shook h�s shaggy head �n a
v�gorous negat�ve. "Why should I?"
"Is there noth�ng else �n l�fe you want?"
"G�ve me f�ve kopecks. I don't want anyth�ng else."
"I can't understand that," sa�d Ilya, shrugg�ng h�s shoulders. "I can't
understand how a man can l�ve, and want noth�ng out of l�fe."
"I'm d�fferent from the rest," answered Perf�shka, w�th ph�losoph�cal
calm. "I th�nk th�s way: keep qu�et!—Fate g�ves what �t w�ll, and �f a
man �s hollow and empty, so that noth�ng can be put �n h�m, then,
what can Fate do? Once, I adm�t, I wanted th�ngs, wh�le my dead
one was al�ve—I knew of Jeremy's p�le. I'd have l�ked to have a f�st �n
that. 'If I don't rob h�m,' I thought, 'some one else w�ll.' Well, thank
God, two others actually got �n before me. I don't compla�n, but then I
understood that one must learn, too, how to w�sh."
The cobbler laughed, cl�mbed down from the stove, and added:
"Now g�ve me the f�ve kopecks. My �ns�de's on f�re. I can't stand �t
any more."
"There! Have your glass," sa�d Ilya. Then he looked at Perf�shka w�th
a sm�le, and asked:
"Shall I tell you someth�ng?"
"Well, what?"
"You're a humbug, and a good-for-noth�ng, and a m�serable
drunkard. That's all certa�n."
"Yes, �t's certa�n," confessed the cobbler, stand�ng before Ilya w�th
the f�ve-kopeck p�ece �n h�s hand.
"And yet," Ilya went on ser�ously and thoughtfully, "I don't bel�eve I
know a better man than you, by God, I don't."



Perf�shka sm�led �ncredulously, and looked at Lunev's ser�ous but
fr�endly face.
"You're jok�ng?"
"Bel�eve �t or not, �t �s so. I don't say �t to pra�se you, but only
because, so far as I can see, that's my op�n�on."
"Wonderful! my head's too stup�d I'm afra�d; d�d I understand you to
say——But let me have a mouthful, perhaps then I'll be cleverer."
"Not so fast!" sa�d Ilya, and caught h�m by the sh�rt sleeve. "I want to
ask you one th�ng—do you fear God?"
Perf�shka sh�fted uneas�ly from one foot to the other, and sa�d �n a
vo�ce that sounded a l�ttle hurt:
"I have no reason to fear God. I do no harm to anyone—never have."
"And now, do you pray?"
"Oh, I pray, of course—not often."
Ilya saw that the cobbler had no des�re to talk, and that h�s whole
soul was long�ng for the tap room.
"There you are, Perf�shka—ten more!"
"My word! that's what I call treat�ng!" cr�ed Perf�shka and beamed
w�th joy.
"But tell me, how do you pray?" Lunev pressed h�m aga�n.
"I? Qu�te s�mply. I don't know any prayers. I knew 'the V�rg�n Mother
of God' once, but I forgot �t long ago. There's a beggar's prayer: 'O
Lord Jesus,' and so on, I know that by heart r�ght to the end.
Perhaps when I'm old I'll use �t. But now I just pray �n my own way.
'Lord have mercy,' I say."
Perf�shka looked at the ce�l�ng, nodded w�th conv�ct�on, and went on.
"He'll understand up there. Can I go now? I've an awful th�rst."
"Go on—go on," sa�d Ilya, and looked at Perf�shka thoughtfully. "But
see here, when the day comes, when the Lord asks you, How have
you l�ved?"



"Then I'll say, 'when I was born I was small, and when I d�ed I was
dead drunk. So I don't know.' Then He'll laugh and forg�ve me."
The cobbler sm�led pleasantly and hurr�ed away.
Lunev rema�ned �n the cellar alone. He was strangely moved to th�nk
that Masha's pretty l�ttle face would never aga�n appear to h�m �n th�s
narrow, d�rty cave, and that Perf�shka would soon be turned out.
The Apr�l sun shone through the w�ndow and �llum�nated the floor,
now long uncleaned. Everyth�ng there was unt�dy, hateful, and
melancholy, as though a dead body had just been borne away. Ilya
sat upr�ght on h�s cha�r, looked at the b�g stove, rubbed away on the
one s�de, and gloomy thoughts passed �n success�on through h�s
m�nd.
"Shall I go out and confess?" flashed suddenly up �n h�s heart.
But he thrust the thought away from h�m angr�ly.

XVI.

On the even�ng of th�s day Ilya was compelled to leave Petrusha's
house. Events fell out �n th�s way. When he returned, h�s uncle met
h�m �n the courtyard, w�th downcast countenance, led h�m as�de to a
corner beh�nd a p�le of wood, and sa�d:
"Now, Ilusha, you must get away from here. The th�ngs that have
happened here to-day—awful, I tell you." The hunchback closed h�s
eyes, wrung h�s hands, and broke �nto a f�t of cough�ng. "Jashka got
drunk and called h�s father to h�s face, 'You th�ef' and other bad
names—'Shameless beast,' and 'heartless fellow.' He just screamed
l�ke a madman, and Petrusha h�t h�m �n the mouth, and tore h�s ha�r,
and k�cked h�m t�ll he bled all over; and now Jashka's ly�ng �n h�s
room and groan�ng and cry�ng.—And then Petrusha began at me.
'It's your fault,' he growled. 'Get your Ilya away.' He th�nks you've
st�rred up Jakov aga�nst h�m. He shouted awfully.—It was terr�ble!"



Ilya took the straps from h�s shoulders, handed h�s box to h�s uncle,
and sa�d, "Wa�t a m�nute!"
"Wa�t! But what? Why? He'll——"
Ilya's hands trembled w�th wrath aga�nst Petrusha and p�ty for Jakov.
"Hold my box, I say!" he sa�d �mpat�ently, and went �nto the bar. He
clenched h�s teeth t�ll h�s jaws ached, and a buzz�ng no�se went
through h�s head. He heard h�s uncle call after h�m someth�ng about
pol�ce and damag�ng h�mself, and pr�son, but he d�d not stop.
Petrusha stood beh�nd the counter, sm�l�ng and talk�ng to a raggedly-
dressed man. The lamp-l�ght fell on h�s bald head, and �t shone as
though the whole gleam�ng cran�um sm�led.
"Aha! Mr. Merchant!" he cr�ed mock�ngly, and h�s brows contracted at
the s�ght of Ilya, "you're just �n t�me."
He stood before the door of h�s room, h�s body h�d�ng �t. Ilya went
close up to h�m, �nsolent and overbear�ng, and sa�d loudly:
"Out of the way!"
"Wh—at?" drawled Petrusha.
"Let me by! I want to see Jakov."
"I'll g�ve you someth�ng to remember your Jakov!"
W�thout another word, Ilya struck out w�th all h�s m�ght and h�t
Petrusha on the cheek. He howled aloud and fell on the floor. The
pot-boys ran from all s�des, and some one cr�ed: "Hold h�m! Thrash
h�m!"
The customers sprung up as though bo�l�ng water were poured on
them, but Ilya sprung over Petrusha's body, went �nto the room
beh�nd, and bolted the door. A t�n lamp w�th a blackened ch�mney
burned fl�cker�ngly �n the l�ttle room, made st�ll smaller by w�ne-b�ns
and boxes of all k�nds.
At f�rst Ilya d�d not d�st�ngu�sh h�s fr�end �n the dark, cramped space.
Jakov lay on the floor, h�s head �n the shadow, and h�s face seemed
black and dreadful. Ilya took the lamp, and, bend�ng down, exam�ned
the maltreated lad. Blu�sh spots and bru�ses covered the face l�ke a



horr�ble dark mask; the eyes were swollen; he breathed w�th d�ff�culty
and groaned and ev�dently could not see, for he asked, as Ilya bent
over h�m:
"Who �s �t?"
"I," sa�d Lunev softly, and stra�ghtened h�mself.
"G�ve me someth�ng to dr�nk!"
Ilya turned round. There was a loud knock�ng at the door, and some
one called out:
"We'll try �t from the sta�rs at the back!"
"Run for the pol�ce!" sa�d another.
Petrusha's wh�mper�ng rose above the no�se: "You all saw �t! I never
touched h�m. O—oh!"
Ilya sm�led rejo�c�ngly. He l�ked to real�se that Petrusha was suffer�ng.
He stepped to the door and began to parley w�th the bes�egers.
"Hullo, you there! Stop your no�se! If I gave h�m one �n the mouth, he
won't d�e of �t, and I'll take my pun�shment from the mag�strate. Don't
you shove yourselves �n! Don't bang on the door! I'll open �t."
He opened the door, and stood on the threshold, h�s f�sts clenched �n
case of an attack. The crowd gave back before h�s strong f�gure and
f�ght�ng look. Only Petrusha growled, push�ng the others as�de:
"Ah, you robber! Wa�t, I'll——"
"Take h�m away—and look here, just look here!" cr�ed Ilya, �nv�t�ng
the crowd to enter, "see how he's handled th�s fellow!"
Several customers came �n, w�th anx�ous s�de glances at Ilya, and
bent down over Jakov.
One sa�d, aston�shed and fr�ghtened:
"He's smashed h�m up!"
"He's absolutely cut to r�bbons!" added another.
"Br�ng some water," sa�d Ilya, "and then we must have the pol�ce."
The crowd was now on h�s s�de, he read �t �n the�r manner, and sa�d



aloud and w�th emphas�s:
"You all know Petrusha F�l�monov; you know that he �s the b�ggest
rascal �n the street, and who has a word to say aga�nst h�s son?
Well, here l�es the son, wounded, perhaps ma�med for l�fe; and the
father �s to get off scot-free, �s he? I have struck h�m once; I shall be
condemned for that, �s that r�ght and fa�r? Is that even just�ce? And
so �t �s all round. One man may do as he l�kes, and another must not
move an eyelash."
One or two s�ghed sympathet�cally, others went s�lently away. Ilya
was go�ng on, but Petrusha burst �nto the room and turned them all
out.
"Get out! Be off! Th�s �s my affa�r. He's my son, I'm h�s father. Be off!
I'm not afra�d of the pol�ce, and I don't need 'em, e�ther—not a b�t of
�t. I'll settle w�th you, my lad. Clear out of th�s!"
Ilya kneeled down, gave Jakov a glass of water and looked w�th
deep compass�on at h�s fr�end's swollen closed eyes and d�scoloured
face. Jakov drank and wh�spered:
"He's knocked my teeth out, �t hurts me to breathe, get me out of the
house, Ilusha, get me away!"
Tears flowed from h�s swollen eyes down over h�s cheeks.
"He'll have to be taken to the hosp�tal," sa�d Ilya sternly, turn�ng to
Petrusha. Petrusha looked at h�s son and murmured to h�mself
un�ntell�g�bly. Of h�s eyes, one was w�de open, the other swollen up
l�ke Jakov's from the blow of Ilya's f�st.
"Do you hear?" shouted Ilya.
"Don't shout so!" sa�d Petrusha, suddenly becom�ng qu�et and
peaceful. "He can't go to the hosp�tal. There'd be a row! You've made
bother enough already here. I'm a town counc�llor, you know. It's bad
for my reputat�on."
"You old blackguard!" sa�d Ilya, and spat contemptuously. "I tell you,
take h�m to the hosp�tal, or there'll be another sort of row."
"Now, now, don't—keep your temper! you know �t's half �mag�nat�on."



Ilya sprang up at these words, but F�l�monov was already at the door
and called to a wa�ter:
"Ivan, call a droshky to go to the hosp�tal! Jakov, pull yourself
together, don't make yourself out worse than you are; �t's your own
father beat you, not a stranger—yes—I usen't to be so tenderly
handled, my word, no!"
He moved restlessly about the room, took Jakov's clothes from the�r
pegs, and threw them to Ilya, st�ll d�lat�ng freely upon the thrash�ngs
he had rece�ved �n h�s young days.
"Thanks," sa�d Jakov �n a vo�ce hardly aud�ble to Ilya, and the tears
flowed on from h�s swollen eyes over h�s blood-sta�ned cheeks.
Terent� was stand�ng beh�nd the counter; he wh�spered shyly �n Ilya's
ear: "What'll you have? three kopecks' worth or f�ve? There—please,
f�ve—cav�ar?—the cav�ar's all gone. I'm sorry, w�ll you try a sard�ne?"
After Lunev had left Jakov at the hosp�tal he real�sed he could not
return to F�l�monov's house, and he went to Olymp�ada. He felt as
though a cold m�st drove through h�s body, someth�ng gnawed at h�s
heart and stole away h�s strength. Sadness lay heavy on h�s breast,
h�s thoughts were confused, he walked wear�ly; one th�ng only stood
out clearly, he could not l�ve much longer �n th�s way. The dream of a
l�ttle pretty shop, a l�fe apart from the world �n cleanl�ness and
comfort, rose up anew and more strongly.
Next day he h�red a lodg�ng, a l�ttle room next to a k�tchen. A young
woman �n a red blouse let �t to h�m. Her face was rosy, w�th a l�ttle
saucy nose and a small, pretty mouth; she had a narrow brow
framed �n black curly ha�r that she frequently threw back w�th a qu�ck
movement of her slender, small f�ngers.
"F�ve roubles for such a pretty l�ttle room, that �s not dear!" she sa�d
cheerfully, and sm�led as she saw that her dark, v�vac�ous eyes
threw the broad-shouldered lad �nto some confus�on.
Ilya looked at the walls of h�s future home, and wondered what sort
of young woman th�s m�ght be.
"You see the paper �s qu�te new, the w�ndow looks on the garden,
what could be n�cer? In the morn�ng I'll put the samovar outs�de your



door, but you must take �t �n yourself."
"Do you do the wa�t�ng here, then?" asked Ilya w�th cur�os�ty.
The g�rl ceased to sm�le, her eyebrows tw�tched, she drew herself up
and sa�d, condescend�ngly:
"I am not the housema�d, but the owner of th�s house, and my
husband——"
"Why, are you marr�ed?" cr�ed Ilya �n aston�shment, and looked
�ncredulously at her pretty slender f�gure. She was not angered, but
laughed ga�ly:
"How funny you are! f�rst you take me for a housema�d, then you
won't bel�eve I'm marr�ed."
"How can I bel�eve �t, when you look just l�ke a l�ttle g�rl?" sa�d Ilya,
and laughed too.
"And I tell you, that I've been marr�ed for three years, and that my
man �s d�str�ct �nspector—�n the pol�ce."
Ilya looked �n her face and sm�led qu�etly, he d�d not know why.
"What a s�lly!" cr�ed the g�rl, shrugg�ng her shoulders and �nspect�ng
Ilya cur�ously. "Well, anyhow, w�ll you take the room?"
"Agreed! D'you want a depos�t?"
"Of course, a rouble, at least."
"I'll br�ng my th�ngs �n, �n two or three hours."
"As you please. I'm glad to have such a lodger, you're a cheerful
one, I fancy."
"Not spec�ally," sa�d Lunev, sm�l�ng.
He went out �nto the street st�ll sm�l�ng, w�th a feel�ng of pleasure �n
h�s breast. He l�ked both the room, w�th �ts blue wall-paper, and the
br�sk l�ttle woman, and he l�ked spec�ally to th�nk he was go�ng to l�ve
�n the house of a pol�ce �nspector.
It seemed to h�m at once com�cal, w�th a certa�n �rony, and rather
dangerous.



He was on h�s way to v�s�t Jakov at the hosp�tal, and took a droshky
to get there sooner. On the way he laughed �n h�s heart and
cons�dered what to do w�th the money, and where to h�de �t. When
he reached the hosp�tal, he was told that Jakov had just had a bath,
and was now fast asleep. He stood by the corr�dor w�ndow, and d�d
not know whether to go away or wa�t t�ll Jakov woke up. Pat�ents
passed h�m, shuffl�ng slowly �n sl�ppers, �n yellow n�ght-gowns, and
as they went they looked at h�m w�th melancholy eyes. They
chattered �n low vo�ces w�th one another, and through the�r wh�spers
rang a pa�nful, groan�ng com�ng from somewhere far off. A dull echo,
redoubl�ng every sound, boomed through the long corr�dor; �t was as
though some one floated �nv�s�ble on the heavy a�r of the hosp�tal,
groan�ng mournfully and lament�ng.
Ilya felt he must leave these yellow walls at once, but suddenly one
of the pat�ents came up to h�m w�th outstretched hand, and sa�d �n a
muffled vo�ce:
"How are you?"
Lunev looked up, then stepped back �n surpr�se.
"Pavel? Goodness! are you here too?"
"Who else �s here?" asked Pavel qu�ckly.
H�s face was cur�ously grey, h�s eyes bl�nked restlessly and
confusedly.
"Jakov �s here! h�s father thrashed h�m—and now you here too! Been
here long?" Then he added compass�onately: "Ah, brother, how
changed you look!"
Pavel s�ghed, h�s l�ps tw�tched and h�s eyes looked strangely dull. He
hung h�s head as though gu�lty, and repeated hoarsely: "Changed?
Oh yes."
"What's the matter?" asked Lunev sympathet�cally.
"Matter? You can guess, surely."
Pavel glanced at Ilya's face, and then let h�s head fall aga�n.
"Not Vyera?"



"Who else?" answered Pavel gloom�ly.
Ilya shook h�s head, was s�lent a moment, then sa�d b�tterly:
"It's our fate, who knows when my turn'll come?"
Pavel sm�led sadly, then came closer and look�ng conf�d�ngly �n Ilya's
face, he sa�d:
"I thought you'd be d�sgusted w�th me. I was walk�ng here and all at
once I saw you. I was ashamed and turned my face away as I
passed you."
"That was a very clever th�ng to do," sa�d Ilya, reproachfully.
"How's one to know how people take a th�ng l�ke that? To tell the
truth, �t's beastly. Ah, brother! two weeks have I been here. The
torture, the drear�ness! You go about, and l�e �n bed and th�nk, th�nk!
The n�ghts are awful. L�ke ly�ng on red-hot coals. The t�me draws out,
l�ke a ha�r �n the m�lk. It's l�ke be�ng drawn down �nto a swamp, and
you're alone and can't call for help." Pavel spoke almost �n a wh�sper.
A shudder passed over h�s face, as �f from cold, and h�s hands
grasped convuls�vely at the collar of h�s dress�ng-gown. He shook h�s
head, and sa�d, st�ll half-aloud: "Once fate starts aga�nst you to mock
you, �t goes l�ke a hammer on your heart."
"Where �s Vyera?" asked Ilya, thoughtfully.
"The dev�l knows!" sa�d Pavel, w�th a b�tter sm�le.
"Doesn't she come to see you?"
"Once. But I sent her pack�ng. I can't bear the s�ght of her, the l�ttle
beast!" cr�ed Pavel angr�ly.
Ilya looked reproachfully at h�s altered face, and sa�d: "Nonsense! If
you want just�ce, then be just! Why, �s �t her fault? Th�nk a m�nute."
"Then, whose fault �s �t?" cr�ed Pavel, pass�onately, but �n a low
vo�ce. "Whose? Tell me. Often I l�e awake all n�ght, and th�nk how �t
�s I have made such a mess of my l�fe. It's just through lov�ng Vyera.
She took the place of mother and s�ster and w�fe and fr�ends. I loved
her. I can't say �n words how much, nor even wr�te �t on the sk�es �n
wr�t�ng of stars." H�s eyes grew red, and two b�g tears rolled down h�s



face. He w�ped them away w�th h�s sleeve, and went on, �n a low
vo�ce:
"She lay �n my way l�ke a stone that I have stumbled over."
"That �s not r�ght," sa�d Lunev, who felt clearly that he p�t�ed Vyera
even more than h�s fr�end. "What way do you speak of? You had no
way. All that's just talk. You have longed for the mead, and pra�sed �t,
that �t was strong; now �t has made you drunk, you blame �t for
gett�ng �nto your head. And how about her? Isn't she �ll too?"
"Yes," sa�d Pavel, then suddenly cont�nued, h�s vo�ce trembl�ng w�th
emot�on, "Do you th�nk I'm not sorry for her?"
"Of course. How can you help �t?"
"I'm hard on her. Is �t much wonder? I sent her away; and when she
went and began to cry, so softly and b�tterly, then my heart was
wrung. I felt I should weep too, but I had no tears �n my soul, only
stones. And then I began to th�nk �t all over. Ah, Ilya! The l�fe I l�ve's
no l�fe at all."
"Yes," sa�d Lunev slowly, w�th a strange sm�le. "Th�ngs go very oddly
�n l�fe. There's someth�ng takes us all by the throat and strangles—
strangles us. There's Jakov, who's good. H�s father makes h�s l�fe a
burden; they've marr�ed Mashutka to an old dev�l; you're here �n
hosp�tal——"
Suddenly he sm�led qu�etly, and sa�d �n a lower vo�ce:
"I'm the only lucky one! Fact! As soon as I w�sh for anyth�ng—pat, �t
comes!"
"How?" asked Pavel, w�th cur�os�ty and susp�c�on.
"Trust me. I have luck. It draws me on and on."
"I don't l�ke the way you talk," sa�d Pavel, and looked at Ilya
search�ngly. "Are you laugh�ng at yourself?"
"No, �t's some one else who laughs at me," repl�ed Ilya, and h�s
brows contracted gloom�ly. "There's some one somewhere, laughs at
us all. I could tell you th�ngs. Wherever I look, there's no just�ce
anywhere."



"I can see that," cr�ed Pavel softly, but w�th �ntens�ty. "Come, let's go
�nto that corner, there."
They went along the corr�dor, close together, look�ng �nto one
another's eyes. Red patches appeared �n Pavel's cheeks, and h�s
eyes sparkled br�ghtly, as �n the days when he was healthy. "And I
can see how we're robbed down to the last st�tch," he wh�spered �n
Ilya's ear. "Whatever you can see, none of �t �s for us."
"That's true."
"Everyth�ng for the others. See—my l�ttle g�rl. She was as good as
my w�fe. I need her all. Every man wants h�s w�fe for h�mself. But I
can't have m�ne, and she can't l�ve for me, as she wanted. Why?
Just because I am poor? Well, but I work, don't I? I've slaved all my
l�fe, ever s�nce I was ten years old. Surely I may be allowed to l�ve, at
least!"
"Petrusha F�l�monov l�ves w�thout work�ng, so eas�ly and comfortably,
and can have everyth�ng he wants, do whatever he l�kes. Why �s
that?" sa�d Ilya, second�ng h�s fr�end's speech, w�th a scornful laugh.
"The doctor shouts at me, as �f I were a cr�m�nal—why?" went on
Gratschev. "He's an educated man. He ought to treat people
decently. I'm a man, surely. Eh? And so �t comes. I turned Vyerka
out, but I know qu�te well �t's not her fault."
"It's not the st�ck that g�ves the pa�n, but the one who uses �t."
They stayed �n the dark corner close to the corr�dor w�ndow, whose
panes were streaked w�th yellow colour, and here s�de by s�de they
conversed �n pass�onate words, each catch�ng the other's thought as
�t flew.
The heavy groan�ng came aga�n from far away. The monotonous
moan was l�ke the muffled tone of a bass str�ng, plucked at regular
�ntervals, wh�ch v�brates wear�ly and hopelessly, as though �t knew
that no l�v�ng heart beats f�t to understand and appease �ts
melancholy, qu�ver�ng lament. Pavel was flam�ng w�th �rr�tat�on over
the buffets that l�fe's heavy hand had dealt h�m.



He too, v�brated, l�ke that str�ng, w�th exc�tement, and wh�spered
hurr�edly, d�sconnectedly h�s gr�evances and compla�nts, and Ilya felt
that Pavel's words fell on h�s heart l�ke sparks, st�rr�ng to l�fe �n h�s
own breast someth�ng dark and contrad�ctory, that constantly
troubled h�m, now flam�ng up, now s�nk�ng down. It seemed as
though, �n place of the dull, ev�l doubt, w�th wh�ch t�ll now he had
faced l�fe, someth�ng else was suddenly k�ndled �n h�s soul,
br�ghten�ng �ts darkness and shap�ng for �t rest and rel�ef for ever.
"Why �s a man holy, �f he's enough to eat? �s he always �n the r�ght, �f
he's educated?" wh�spered Pavel, stand�ng close to Ilya, and look�ng
round h�m as though he were aware of the unknown enemy who had
spo�lt h�s l�fe. "See," he went on, "�f I am hungry, �f I'm stup�d, st�ll I
have a soul! Or hasn't a hungry man a soul? I see that I have no
decent, real l�fe, they have ru�ned my l�fe, they've cut short my
w�shes and set up barr�ers on all my ways, and why?"
"No one can say," cr�ed Ilya harshly, "and there's no one we could
ask who would understand? We are all strangers."
"That's true, whom can we talk to?" asked Pavel, w�th a despa�r�ng
gesture, and was s�lent.
Lunev looked stra�ght before h�m down the w�de corr�dor, and s�ghed
deeply.
The dull moan�ng was heard aga�n, now they were s�lent, �t sounded
more clearly; �t seemed to come from the breast of a b�g, strong
man, struggl�ng w�th great pa�n.
"Are you st�ll w�th Olymp�ada?" asked Pavel.
"Yes, st�ll," answered Ilya.
"And th�nk," he added w�th a strange sm�le, "Jakov has got on so well
w�th h�s read�ng that now he's doubtful about God."
"Really?"
"Yes, he's found such a book! And you, what do you th�nk about
that?"



"I, you see," sa�d Pavel, thoughtfully, "I've never thought much about
�t. I never go to church."
"And I do th�nk about �t, I th�nk a lot about �t, and I cannot understand
how God endures �t all!"
And they began to talk aga�n, short, d�sconnected sentences, and
they rema�ned absorbed �n the�r conversat�on t�ll an attendant came
up to them and sa�d severely to Lunev:
"Why are you h�d�ng here? eh?"
"I'm not h�d�ng."
"Don't you see all the v�s�tors are gone?"
"I d�dn't not�ce. Good-bye Pavel—g�ve Jakov a look up."
"Now then, get on—get on!"
"Come aga�n soon, for God's sake!" �mplored Gratschev.
"I tell you, get on!" and the attendant followed Ilya mutter�ng:
"These fellows, loafers, h�d�ng �n corners."
Lunev slackened h�s pace and as the attendant came up to h�m, he
sa�d qu�etly and mal�c�ously:
"Don't growl, else I'll have to say, 'l�e down dog! l�e down!'"
The attendant stopped suddenly, but Lunev went qu�ckly on and felt
an ev�l pleasure �n hav�ng �nsulted a man.
In the street he fell aga�n �nto brood�ng on the fate of h�s fr�ends.
Pavel, s�nce he was a l�ttle lad had fended for h�mself, had been �n
pr�son, and tr�ed all sorts of hard work. What hunger and cold, what
blows he had endured! And now f�nally he had come to the hosp�tal.
Masha would hardly see happy days aga�n, and Jakov the same;
how should a be�ng l�ke Jakov keep a whole sk�n �n th�s world?
Lunev saw that, as a matter of fact, of all the four he had the best of
�t. But th�s consc�ousness brought h�m no comfort, he only sm�led,
and looked susp�c�ously about h�m.



XVII.

Ilya settled qu�etly �nto h�s new dwell�ng-place, and h�s landlords
�nterested h�m deeply. The woman's name was Tat�ana Vlassyevna.
As gay as a l�ttle b�rd, and always ready to chatter, she had g�ven the
new lodger a complete descr�pt�on of her l�fe before he had spent
many days �n the l�ttle room.
In the morn�ng, wh�le Ilya drank h�s tea, she bustled about �n the
k�tchen, w�th sk�rts tucked up and sleeves rolled above her elbows,
but gave many a sm�l�ng glance �nto h�s room, and sa�d, cheerfully:
"We're not r�ch, my husband and I, but we've got educat�on and
�ntell�gence. I went to the progymnas�um, and he was �n the cadet
corps, even �f he d�dn't qu�te f�n�sh h�s t�me there. But we want to be
r�ch, and we'll manage �t too. We've no ch�ldren; they're the b�g
expense. I do the cook�ng and go to market, and I keep a ma�d for
the rest, and she l�ves �n the house, and gets a rouble and a half a
month. You see what a lot I save!"
She rema�ned �n the doorway and, shak�ng her curls, began to
reckon:
"Cook's wages, three roubles, and what she'd cost, seven—makes
ten roubles. She'd steal at least three roubles' worth a month—
th�rteen roubles. Then I let her room to you—e�ghteen roubles.
That's the cost of a cook, you see. Then I buy everyth�ng wholesale,
butter—half a pood, flour—a whole sack, sugar by the loaf, and so
on. I save another twelve roubles that way—that's th�rty. If I had a
place at the pol�ce-stat�on or telegraph off�ce, I should only work as a
cook; and now I cost my man noth�ng, and I'm proud of �t. One must
understand how to arrange one's l�fe, remember that, young man!"
She looked rogu�shly at Ilya w�th her laugh�ng eyes, and he sm�led
w�th some embarrassment. She pleased h�m, but yet �nsp�red h�m
w�th respect. When he waked �n the morn�ng she was already
work�ng �n the k�tchen, w�th a pock-marked, unders�zed g�rl, who
stared at her m�stress and every one else, w�th colourless, fr�ghtened



eyes. In the even�ng, when Ilya came home, Tat�ana opened the
door to h�m, sm�l�ng and act�ve, w�th a pleasant perfume surround�ng
her. When her husband was at home he played the gu�tar, and she
ch�med �n w�th her clear vo�ce, or they played cards for k�sses. Ilya
could hear everyth�ng �n h�s room—the tones of the str�ngs, gay or
sent�mental, the turn�ng of the cards, and the k�sses. The�r dwell�ng
cons�sted of two rooms—the bedroom and another adjo�n�ng Ilya's
apartment, wh�ch served the pa�r for d�n�ng and draw�ng-room, where
they spent the�r even�ngs. Clear b�rds' vo�ces resounded from here �n
the morn�ngs, the t�tmouse peeped, the s�sk�n and th�stle-f�nch sang
for a wager, the bullf�nch wh�stled �n between, and, through �t all, the
l�nnet sounded h�s ser�ous, gentle song.
T�t�ana's husband, K�r�k N�kod�mov�tch Avtonomov, was a man of
twenty-s�x years, tall and b�g, w�th a b�g nose and black teeth. H�s
good-tempered face was th�ck w�th p�mples, and h�s watery blue
eyes looked at everyth�ng w�th �mperturbable calm. H�s close-
cropped l�ght ha�r stood up l�ke a brush on h�s head, and �n h�s whole
plump f�gure there was someth�ng helpless and com�cal. H�s
movements were clumsy, and �mmed�ately after h�s f�rst greet�ng to
Ilya, he sa�d, for no part�cular reason:
"Do you l�ke s�ng�ng b�rds?"
"Very much."
"Do you ever catch any?"
"No," answered Ilya, look�ng wonder�ngly at the �nspector, who
wr�nkled h�s nose, thought a moment, then sa�d:
"Used you ever to catch them?"
"No."
"Never?"
"Never."
K�r�k Avtonomov sm�led �n a super�or way, and sa�d:
"You can't be sa�d to l�ke them, �f you've never caught any. Now, I
love them, and have caught them often, and was d�sm�ssed from the



cadet corps because of that. I'd l�ke to catch 'em now, but I don't
want to get �nto trouble w�th my super�ors, for though the love of
s�ng�ng b�rds �s a noble pass�on, to catch them �s not a proper
occupat�on for an establ�shed man. If I were �n your shoes I'd catch
s�sk�ns l�ke anyth�ng. The s�sk�n's a jolly b�rd. That's why he's called
God's b�rd."
Avtonomov looked w�th the express�on of an enthus�ast �nto Ilya's
face, and a certa�n embarrassment came over Ilya as he l�stened. He
felt as though the �nspector spoke of b�rd-catch�ng allegor�cally, w�th
a h�dden reference. H�s heart palp�tated and he pr�cked up h�s ears.
But the s�ght of Avtonomov's watery blue eyes qu�eted h�m, he saw
�n a moment that the �nspector was qu�te a harmless �nd�v�dual,
w�thout any subtlety; so he sm�led pol�tely, and murmured some reply
or other. The �nspector was ev�dently taken w�th Ilya's modest
demeanour and ser�ous face, and sa�d, sm�l�ng:
"Come and have tea w�th us of an even�ng, when you feel �ncl�ned.
We're s�mple people, w�thout any style. We'll have a game of cards.
We don't get many v�s�tors. V�s�tors are all very well, but you have to
treat them, and that's a nu�sance and comes expens�ve." The longer
Ilya observed the comfortable l�fe of h�s landlords, the better �t
pleased h�m. Everyth�ng they had was so sol�d and clean, the�r
ex�stence ran so eas�ly and peacefully, and they were ev�dently
much attached to one another. The br�sk l�ttle woman was l�ke a
tomt�t, and her husband l�ke a clumsy bullf�nch, and the�r rooms were
as t�dy and pretty as a b�rd's nest. When Ilya was home of an
even�ng, he l�stened to the�r conversat�on, and thought: "That's the
k�nd of l�fe!" He s�ghed env�ously, and dreamed more v�v�dly of the
t�me when he would open h�s shop and have a l�ttle br�ght room of
h�s own. He would keep b�rds, and l�ve as �n a dream, alone and
qu�et, peacefully and method�cally.
The other s�de of the wall, Tat�ana was tell�ng her husband how she
bought everyth�ng she needed �n the market, how much she had
spent, and how much saved, and he laughed pleasantly and pra�sed
her.



"Ah, the clever l�ttle woman! My dear l�ttle b�rd! Come, g�ve me a
k�ss!"
Then he would beg�n and relate all that had happened �n the town,
the processes he had drawn up, what the Ch�ef of Pol�ce or any of
h�s super�ors had sa�d. They talked of the poss�b�l�ty of a r�se of
salary for h�m, and d�scussed m�nutely whether, �n such an event,
they ought to take a b�gger house.
Ilya lay and l�stened t�ll suddenly a melancholy wear�ness fell on h�m.
The l�ttle blue room was too narrow; he looked restlessly round as �f
to seek the cause of h�s mood�ness, then, unable longer to endure
the we�ght that lay at h�s breast, he went to Olymp�ada, or loafed
a�mlessly �n the streets.
Olymp�ada became more and more full of reproaches. She plagued
h�m w�th jealousy and more and more frequently they fell �nto
content�on. She grew th�n, her eyes were sunken and looked darker,
her arms were th�nner, and all th�s was not pleas�ng to Ilya. St�ll less,
however, d�d he l�ke the fact that of late she had begun to talk of
consc�ence and God, and of go�ng �nto a nunnery. He d�d not bel�eve
�n the genu�neness of her words, for he knew she could not l�ve
w�thout the soc�ety of men.
"You needn't pray for me �f you take the ve�l," he sa�d one day w�th a
mock�ng sm�le. "I'll manage my own s�ns alone."
She looked at h�m full of fear and sadness.
"Ilya, don't make a jest of �t!"
"But I mean �t."
"You don't bel�eve that I shall go to a nunnery? You'll see, then you'll
bel�eve."
"Not at all—I bel�eve you; lots of people turn monks or nuns out of
sheer w�ckedness."
Olymp�ada grew angry w�th h�m and they quarrelled f�ercely.
"You unlucky, proud man!" she cr�ed, w�th sparkl�ng eyes. "Just wa�t!
However you st�ffen your back �n your pr�de, you'll be bent down!



What are you so proud of? Your youth and your beauty? It w�ll all go
—all, and then you'll creep on the ground l�ke a snake and beg for
mercy. 'Have p�ty!' and no one w�ll care."
She heaped reproaches on h�m, and her eyes grew so bloodshot
that �t seemed as though great drops of blood �nstead of tears would
flow over her cheeks. When they quarrelled she never spoke of
Poluektov's murder, �ndeed, �n her better moments she would b�d
h�m "forget." Lunev wondered at th�s, and asked her one day after a
quarrel:
"L�pa! tell me, when you're angry, why do you never speak of the old
man."
She answered read�ly:
"Because that was really ne�ther my do�ng nor yours. S�nce they
haven't found you out, �t must have been h�s fate. You were the
�nstrument, not the force; you had no reason to strangle h�m, as you
say yourself. So he only met h�s due pun�shment through you."



Ilya laughed �ncredulously.
"O—Oh! I thought that a man must e�ther be a fool or a rascal—ha!
ha! Anyth�ng �s r�ght for h�m �f only he wants to do �t, and �n the same
way anyth�ng can be wrong."
"I don't understand," sa�d Olymp�ada, and shook her head.
"Where's the d�ff�culty?" asked Ilya, s�gh�ng and shrugg�ng h�s
shoulders. "It's qu�te s�mple! Show me any one th�ng �n l�fe that holds
for every one; f�nd anyth�ng that a clever man can't make e�ther r�ght
or wrong; anyth�ng that stands fast, permanent; you can't. That �s
what I meant to say. There �s noth�ng f�xed �n l�fe; �t �s all chang�ng
and confused, l�ke a man's own soul—yes."
"I don't understand," sa�d the woman after a pause.
"And I understand so well," answered Ilya. "That th�s �s just the knot
that strangles us all."
At last, after one of the per�od�cal quarrels, when Ilya had not been
near Olymp�ada for four days, he rece�ved a letter from her; she
wrote:

"Good-bye, my dear Ilyusha, good-bye for ever; we shall never
meet aga�n. Don't look for me, you won't f�nd me. I'm leav�ng th�s
unlucky town by the next steamboat; here I have destroyed my
soul for ever. I'm go�ng away, far away, and shall never come
back; don't th�nk of me and don't wa�t for me. W�th all my heart, I
thank you for the good you have brought me, and the bad I w�ll
forget. I must tell you the pla�n truth. I'm not go�ng �nto a
nunnery, I'm go�ng away w�th young Anany�n, who has been
entreat�ng me for a long t�me. I have agreed at last, what does �t
matter to me? We go to the sea to a v�llage where Anany�n has
f�sher�es. He �s s�mple, and even means to marry me, good, s�lly
boy! Good-bye! We have met as �f �n a dream, and when I
waked there was noth�ng. Forg�ve me too! If you knew how my
heart burns w�th long�ng. I k�ss you—you, the one man �n the
world for me. Don't be proud before men; we are all unfortunate.



I have grown calm, I, your L�pa, and I go as though under the
axe,—my heart pa�ns me so.——

"OLYMPIADA SCHLYKOVA."

"I am send�ng you a token by the post, a r�ng. Please wear �t.—
O.S."

Ilya read the letter and b�t h�s l�ps t�ll they smarted. He read �t aga�n
and aga�n, and the more often he read, the better �t pleased h�m; �t
was at once a pa�n and a pleasure to read the b�g �rregularly wr�tten
characters.
Prev�ously, Ilya had g�ven l�ttle thought to determ�ne what the nature
m�ght be of Olymp�ada's feel�ngs for h�mself; now, however, he felt
that she had loved h�m dearly and warmly, and as he read her letter
he felt a deep peace s�nk �nto h�s heart. But the peace gave way
gradually to a sense of loss, and the consc�ousness that there was
no one now to whom he could reveal the b�tterness of h�s soul
depressed h�m.
The �mage of th�s woman stood v�v�dly before h�s eyes, he
remembered her pass�onate caresses, her sens�ble talk, her jests,
and more and more clearly he felt �n h�s breast a harsh feel�ng of
wretchedness. He stood mood�ly by the w�ndow, look�ng �nto the
garden, and there �n the darkness the elder-bushes rustled softly,
and the th�n, thready tw�gs of the b�rch-trees waved to and fro. From
beh�nd the wall the str�ngs of the gu�tar resounded mournfully, and
Tat�ana sang �n her h�gh vo�ce:

"Let h�m who w�ll search through the seas
To f�nd the amber golden——"

Ilya held the letter �n h�s hand and thought: "She always sa�d she
was pers�stent, and that I brought her good fortune, and yet she has
left me, so the fortune can not have been so very good after all."
He felt h�mself �n the wrong before Olymp�ada, and sorrow and
compass�on we�ghed heavy on h�s soul.
"But br�ng me back my l�ttle r�ng from out the deep blue sea,"
sounded beh�nd the wall. Then the �nspector laughed aloud and the



s�nger ch�med �n merr�ly from the k�tchen. Then, however, she was
s�lent. Ilya felt her nearness, but dared not turn round to look, though
he knew h�s room door was open. He gave the re�n to h�s thoughts,
and stood mot�onless, feel�ng h�mself deserted.
The tree-tops �n the garden sh�vered, and Lunev felt as though he
had left the ground, and were float�ng out there �n the cold tw�l�ght.
"Ilya Jakovlev�tch, w�ll you have your tea?"
"No," answered Ilya.
The solemn note of a bell resounded through the a�r. The deep tone
made the w�ndow panes qu�ver. Ilya crossed h�mself, remembered
that �t was long s�nce he had been to church, and se�zed the
occas�on to get away from the house.
"I'm go�ng to even�ng serv�ce," he called as he went out.
Tat�ana stood �n the doorway, her hands aga�nst the door-posts, and
looked cur�ously at h�m. Her �nqu�r�ng glance confused Ilya, and as �f
excus�ng h�mself, he sa�d:
"I haven't been to church for ever so long."
"Very well. I'll get the samovar ready by n�ne o'clock," she repl�ed.
As he went, Lunev thought of young Anany�n. He knew the man; he
was a r�ch young merchant, partner �n f�sh bus�ness—Anany�n
Brothers—a th�n, fa�r young man, w�th a pale face and blue eyes. He
had but recently come to the town and l�ved there at a great pace.
"That �s really l�v�ng," thought Ilya b�tterly, "l�ke a r�ch young man
does—hardly out of the nest before he gets a mate for h�mself."
He entered the church �n a d�scontented mood, and chose a dark
corner, where lay the ladder to l�ght the chandel�ers.
"O Lord, have mercy!" came from the left-hand cho�r. A cho�r boy
sang w�th a shr�ll, unpleas�ng vo�ce, and could not keep �n tune w�th
the hoarse, deep bass vo�ce of the precentor. The lack of harmony
emb�ttered Ilya's mood st�ll further, and roused a des�re �n h�m to
se�ze the boy by the ears. The heat�ng stove made the corner very



hot, �t smelt of burn�ng rags. An old woman �n a fur jacket, came up
to h�m and sa�d, grumbl�ng:
"You're not �n your r�ght place, s�r."
Ilya looked at the fox ta�ls adorn�ng the collar of her jacket, and went
to one s�de s�lently, th�nk�ng: "Even �n the church there's a spec�al
place for us."
It was the f�rst t�me he had been to church s�nce the murder of
Poluektov, and when he remembered th�s, �nvoluntar�ly he
shuddered. He thought of h�s gu�lt and forgot everyth�ng else, though
the �dea no longer terr�f�ed h�m, but only f�lled h�m w�th sorrow and
heav�ness of soul.
"O Lord, have mercy!" he wh�spered and crossed h�mself. The cho�r
burst �nto loud, harmon�ous song. The soprano vo�ces, g�v�ng the
words clearly and d�st�nctly, rang under the dome l�ke the clear,
pleasant tones of sweet bells. The altos v�brated l�ke a r�ng�ng tense
str�ng, and aga�nst the�r cont�nued sound, flow�ng on l�ke a stream,
the soprano notes qu�vered l�ke the reflect�on of the sun on a
transparent pool. The full deep bass notes swept proudly through the
church, support�ng the ch�ldren's song; from t�me to t�me the
beaut�ful strong tones of the tenors p�erced through, then aga�n the
ch�ldren's vo�ces rang out, and rose �nto the tw�l�ght of the dome,
whence, ser�ous and thoughtful, clad �n wh�te garments, the f�gure of
the Alm�ghty looked down, bless�ng the fa�thful w�th majest�c
outstretched hands. The waves of sound and the scent of �ncense
rolled up to H�m, and flowed round H�m, and �t seemed as though He
floated �n the m�dst, and swept ever h�gher �nto the depths of
boundless space.
When the mus�c ceased, Ilya s�ghed deeply. H�s heart was l�ght, and
he felt no fear nor repentance, not even the �rr�tat�on that had
d�sturbed h�m when he entered the church. H�s thoughts flew far
away from h�s own s�ns. The mus�c had cleansed and l�ghtened h�s
soul. He could not trust h�s own sensat�ons, feel�ng so unexpectedly
calm and peaceful, and he strove to awaken �n h�mself a sense of
remorse, but �t was �n va�n.



Suddenly the thought darted through h�s m�nd: "Suppose that
woman goes �nto my room out of cur�os�ty and looks about and f�nds
the money."
He hurr�ed away out of the church, and ha�led a droshky to reach
home as qu�ckly as he could. All the way the thought tormented h�m,
and set h�m �n a qu�ver of exc�tement.
"Suppose they do f�nd the money, what then? They won't lay an
�nformat�on about �t, they'll just steal �t."
And th�s thought roused h�m st�ll more; he became qu�te pos�t�ve that
�f �t should happen he would go stra�ght to the pol�ce �n th�s same
droshky and confess that he had murdered Poluektov. No, he would
not any longer be tortured, and l�ve �n d�rt and turmo�l wh�le others
enjoy �n peace and comfort the money for wh�ch he s�nned so
deeply. The mere �dea of �t drove h�m nearly crazy. When the
droshky drew up at h�s door, he darted out and tugged at the bell; h�s
f�st clenched and h�s teeth locked, he wa�ted �mpat�ently for the door
to open. Tat�ana appeared on the threshold.
"My, what a r�ng you gave! What's the matter? What's wrong?" she
cr�ed, fr�ghtened at the s�ght of h�m.
W�thout a word he pushed her as�de, went qu�ckly to h�s room, and
assured h�mself �n one glance, that h�s fears were unnecessary. The
money lay beh�nd the upper w�ndow-box�ng, and he had stuck on a
l�ttle scrap of down, �n such a way that �t must be removed �f any one
tr�ed to get at the packet. He saw the wh�te fleck at once aga�nst the
brown background.
"Aren't you well?" asked h�s landlady, appear�ng at the door of h�s
room.
"I'm all r�ght; I beg your pardon, I pushed you."
"That's noth�ng; but see here, how much �s the droshky?"
"I don't know, ask h�m please, and pay h�m."
She hurr�ed away, and Ilya �n a moment sprang on a cha�r, snatched
away the packet of money, knew by the feel that �t had not been
tampered w�th, and dropped �t �n h�s pocket w�th a s�gh of rel�ef. He



was ashamed now of h�s anx�ety, and the precaut�on of the scrap of
down seemed fool�sh and r�d�culous.
"W�tchcraft!" he thought, and laughed to h�mself. Tat�ana Vlassyevna
appeared aga�n.
"I gave h�m twenty kopecks—but what's the matter? were you fa�nt?"
"Yes. I was stand�ng �n the church, and then all at once——"
"L�e down," she sa�d, and came �nto the room. "L�e down qu�etly.
Don't worry! I'll s�t by you a l�ttle. I'm at home alone. My husband's
work�ng late and go�ng on to h�s club."
Ilya sat down on the bed, wh�le she took the only cha�r.
"I d�sturbed you I'm afra�d," sa�d Ilya, w�th an embarrassed sm�le.
"Doesn't matter," she answered, and looked �n h�s face w�th frank
cur�os�ty. There was a pause. Ilya d�d not know what to talk about.
She st�ll looked at h�m, and suddenly laughed �n an odd way.
"What are you laugh�ng at?" sa�d Ilya, and dropped h�s eyes.
"Shall I tell you?" she asked, m�sch�evously.
"Yes, tell me!"
"You can't pretend well, d'you know?"
Ilya started and looked at her uneas�ly.
"No, you can't. You are not �ll; only you've had a letter that troubles
you. I saw—I saw——"
"Yes, I've had a letter," sa�d Ilya slowly.
Someth�ng rustled �n the branches outs�de. Tat�ana looked qu�ckly
out at the w�ndow, then aga�n at Ilya.
"It was only the w�nd, or a b�rd," she sa�d. "Now, young man, w�ll you
l�sten to my adv�ce? I'm only a young woman, but I'm not a fool!"
"If you'll be so good—please," sa�d Lunev, and looked at her w�th
cur�os�ty.



"Tear up the letter and throw �t away," she sa�d �n a dec�ded tone. "If
she has wr�tten you your d�sm�ssal, she's acted well, and l�ke a
sens�ble g�rl. It's too soon for you to marry. You've no settled
stand�ng, and you ought not to marry w�thout. You're a strong young
man and you work, and you're good-look�ng. You're bound to get on.
Only take care you don't fall �n love. Earn a lot of money, and save,
and try to get on to someth�ng b�gger. Open a shop, and then, when
you've got f�rm ground under your feet, you can marry. You're bound
to get on. You don't dr�nk, you're unassum�ng, you've no t�es."
Ilya l�stened, w�th bowed head and sm�led qu�etly. He longed to laugh
out loud.
"There's noth�ng more s�lly than to hang your head down," cont�nued
Tat�ana, �n the tone of an exper�enced man of the world. "It w�ll pass.
Love �s a d�sease that �s eas�ly cured. Before I was marr�ed I fell �n
love three t�mes, f�t to drown myself, but �t passed. And when I saw
that �t was t�me for me to marry, I marr�ed w�thout all that love."
"Ilya ra�sed h�s head and looked at the woman as she sa�d th�s:
"What's the matter?" she asked. "Afterwards I learnt to love my
husband. It happens often that a woman falls �n love w�th her
husband."
"What does that mean?" asked Ilya, open�ng h�s eyes. Tat�ana
laughed ga�ly. "I was only jok�ng—but qu�te ser�ously, you can really
marry a man w�thout love, and come to care for h�m afterwards."
And she chattered away and made play w�th her eyes. Ilya l�stened
attent�vely, and looked w�th great �nterest at the l�ttle, tr�m f�gure, and
was full of wonder. She was so small and slender and yet she had
such fores�ght and strength of w�ll, and good sense.
"W�th a w�fe l�ke that," he thought, "a man couldn't come to gr�ef." He
found �t pleasant to s�t there w�th an �ntell�gent woman, a real, tr�m,
neat housew�fe, who was not too proud to chat w�th h�m, a s�mple
work�ng lad. A feel�ng of grat�tude towards her arose �n h�m, and
when she got up to go, he sprang up at once, bowed, and sa�d:
"Thank you very much for the honour you have done me; your talk
has done me a lot of good."



"Really, th�nk of that!" she sa�d, sm�l�ng qu�etly, wh�le her cheeks
reddened and she looked for a second or two stead�ly �n Ilya's face.
"Well then, good-bye for the present," she added w�th a strange
�ntonat�on and sl�pped out w�th the easy ga�t of a young g�rl.

XVIII.

Ilya came to l�ke the Avtonomovs better every day, and he env�ed
them the�r peaceful, sheltered l�fe. In a general way he had no love
for pol�ce off�c�als, for he saw many ev�l qual�t�es among them. But
K�r�k seemed l�ke a s�mple work�ng-man, good-tempered, �f l�m�ted.
He was the body, and h�s w�fe the soul. He was seldom at home, and
not of much �mportance there. Tat�ana Vlassyevna became more and
more at home w�th Ilya. She got h�m to chop wood, fetch water,
empty away slops. He obeyed dut�fully, and these l�ttle serv�ces
gradually became h�s da�ly duty. Then h�s landlady d�sm�ssed the
pock-marked g�rl who helped her, and only had her on Sundays.
Occas�onally v�s�tors came to the Avtonomovs. Korsakov, the
ass�stant town �nspector, often came, a th�n man w�th a long
moustache. He wore dark glasses, smoked th�ck c�garettes, and
could not endure droshky dr�vers, speak�ng of them always w�th
great �rr�tat�on. "No one breaks rules and orders so often as these
dr�vers," he used to say. "Insolent brutes! Foot passengers �n the
streets you can deal w�th eas�ly; �t only means a pol�ce not�ce �n the
papers. Those go�ng down the street keep to the r�ght, those go�ng
up to the left, and at once you get excellent d�sc�pl�ne. But these
dr�vers, you can't get at them w�th any not�ce. A dr�ver, well, the dev�l
only knows what he's l�ke!"
He could talk of droshky dr�vers a whole even�ng, and Lunev never
heard h�m speak of anyth�ng else.
Also the �nspector of the Orphan Asylum, Gryslov, came
occas�onally, a s�lent man, w�th a black beard. He loved to s�ng, �n
h�s bass vo�ce, the song: "Over the sea, the deep blue sea," and h�s



w�fe, a stately, stout woman w�th b�g teeth, always ate up the whole
prov�s�on of sweetmeats, a feat wh�ch occas�oned remarks after her
departure.
"Fel�zata Segarovna does that on purpose. Whatever sweets come
on the table, she always swallows the lot."
Alexandra Fedorovna Travk�na used to come w�th her husband. She
was tall and th�n, w�th a large nose and short red ha�r. She had b�g
eyes and a p�p�ng vo�ce, and blew her nose frequently w�th a sound
l�ke the tear�ng of cal�co. Her husband suffered from a d�sease of the
throat, and spoke �n consequence �n a wh�sper. But he would talk
�ncessantly by the hour, and the sounds that came from h�s mouth
were l�ke the rustl�ng of dry straw. He was very well-to-do, had
served �n the Exc�se Department, and was a d�rector of a flour�sh�ng
benevolent soc�ety. Both he and h�s w�fe spoke of l�ttle else but
char�table �nst�tut�ons.
"Just th�nk what has just happened �n our soc�ety!"
"Ah, yes, yes. Just �mag�ne!" cr�ed h�s w�fe.
"An appeal has been presented for ass�stance."
"I tell you, these char�table �nst�tut�ons ru�n the people——"
"A woman wr�tes, her husband �s dead. She has three ch�ldren. They
are starv�ng and she �s always �ll."
"The old story, you know——"
"They were to get three roubles——"
"But, for my part, I don't bel�eve �n th�s w�dow," cr�ed Alexandra
Fedorovna, tr�umphantly.
"My w�fe says to me, 'Wa�t,' she says: 'I'll see f�rst what k�nd of a
person �t �s.'"
"And what do you th�nk? The husband had been dead f�ve years."
"She's two ch�ldren, not three."
"The th�ngs they say!"



"And she's as healthy as can be."
"Then I sa�d to her: 'See now, my fr�end, how would you l�ke to be
tr�ed for fraud?' Of course, she fell at my feet."
"Ha! ha! ha!" laughed K�r�k Avtonomov. And every one pra�sed
Fedorovna for her acuteness, and blamed the poor, because of the�r
ly�ng and greed, and want of respect towards the�r benefactors.
Lunev sat �n h�s room, and l�stened attent�vely to the conversat�ons
that went on close by. He wanted to understand what these people
thought and sa�d of l�fe. But what he heard was �ncomprehens�ble to
h�m. It seemed as though these people had made up the�r m�nds
about l�fe, had settled all quest�ons, and knew everyth�ng; and they
condemned �n the strongest terms every one who l�ved d�fferently
from themselves. Most frequently, they talked of all k�nds of fam�ly
scandals, of d�fferent serv�ces �n the cathedral, or of the ev�l
behav�our of the�r acqua�ntances. It wear�ed Ilya to l�sten.
Somet�mes h�s landlord �nv�ted h�m to tea �n the even�ng. Tat�ana
Vlassyevna was merry, and her husband waxed enthus�ast�c over
the poss�b�l�ty of becom�ng r�ch, when he would ret�re from the
serv�ce and buy h�mself a house.
"Then I'd keep fowls," he sa�d, and screwed up h�s eyes. "All sorts of
fowls—Brahmahpootras, Coch�n Ch�nas, Gu�nea-fowl, and turkeys—
and a peacock—yes. Th�nk of s�tt�ng at the w�ndow �n a dress�ng-
gown, smok�ng a scented c�garette, and see�ng the peacock, my own
peacock, �n the courtyard, spread�ng h�s ta�l. That would be
someth�ng l�ke a l�fe. He'd stalk round l�ke a pol�ce off�cer, and say:
'Brr—Brrll—Brrll!'"
Tat�ana sm�led, and, look�ng at Ilya, went on �n her turn:
"And every summer I'd go away somewhere, to the Cr�mea or the
Caucasus, and �n w�nter I'd be on some char�table comm�ttee. Then
I'd have a black cloth dress, qu�te s�mple w�th no ornament, and I
wouldn't wear any jewels except a ruby brooch and pearl ear-r�ngs. I
read a poem �n the 'N�va,' where �t sa�d, 'that the blood and tears of
the poor are turned to rub�es and pearls,'" then w�th a soft s�gh, she
added, "Rub�es look so n�ce on dark women."



Ilya sm�led and sa�d noth�ng. It was warm and clean �n the room, an
odour of tea and of some pleasant scent m�ngled �n the a�r. The
b�rds, l�ttle feather balls, were asleep �n the cages. A few gaudy
p�ctures hung on the walls. A l�ttle étagère between the two w�ndows
was covered w�th all k�nds of pretty l�ttle boxes, ch�na b�rds, and gay
Easter eggs of sugar or glass. The whole place pleased Ilya and
f�lled h�m w�th a k�nd of soft, comfortable melancholy. Somet�mes
however, espec�ally when he had earned l�ttle or noth�ng, th�s
melancholy changed �nto a restless fretfulness. Then the ch�na fowls
and the eggs and the boxes annoyed h�m; he wanted to throw them
on the ground and smash them.
Th�s mood d�sturbed and fr�ghtened h�m; he could not understand �t
and �t seemed strange and unl�ke h�mself. As soon as �t came upon
h�m, he ma�nta�ned an obst�nate s�lence, kept h�s eyes f�xed on one
spot, and was afra�d to speak lest he should somehow hurt the
feel�ngs of these good people.
Once, however, as he was play�ng cards w�th them, he could not
conta�n h�mself, and asked K�r�k dr�ly, look�ng h�m stra�ght �n the face:
"I say, K�r�k N�kod�mov�tch, you've never caught h�m—the murderer
of the merchant �n Dvoryanskaya Street?"
As he spoke he felt a pleasant t�ngl�ng �n h�s breast.
"Poluektov, the money-changer?" sa�d the �nspector, thoughtfully, as
he exam�ned h�s cards. "Poluektov? Ah! ah! No! I have not caught
Poluektov—ah! I haven't caught h�m, my fr�end; that's to say, of
course, not Poluektov, but the man who——I haven't even looked for
h�m. I don't want h�m, anyhow—I only want to know who has the
queen of spades? You, Tanya, played three cards—queen of clubs,
queen of d�amonds and—what was the other?"
"Seven of d�amonds—hurry up!"
"He's qu�te lost!" sa�d Ilya, and laughed scornfully.
But the �nspector pa�d no attent�on to h�m, he was absorbed �n the
game.



"Qu�te lost," he repeated mechan�cally, "and he tw�sted poor
Poluektov's neck—ah! ah!"
"K�rya, do stop that, ah! ah!" sa�d h�s w�fe. "Be qu�ck!"
"Pat�ence, pat�ence."
"He must be a smart fellow who murdered h�m," remarked Ilya.
The �nd�fference w�th wh�ch h�s words were rece�ved roused �n h�m a
des�re to speak of the murder.
"Smart?" sa�d the �nspector slowly. "No! I am the smart fellow!
There!" and he played a f�ve, slapp�ng the card down on the table.
Ilya could not follow su�t, and lost the round.
The husband and w�fe laughed at h�m, and he grew more rest�ve. As
he was deal�ng, he sa�d def�antly:
"To k�ll a man �n broad dayl�ght, �n the ma�n street of the town, that
takes some courage."
"Luck, not courage," Tat�ana corrected.
Ilya looked f�rst at her, then at her husband, laughed softly and
asked:
"You call �t luck to k�ll some one?"
"Why, yes; to k�ll some one and not get caught."
"You've g�ven me ace of d�amonds aga�n," cr�ed the �nspector.
"I could do w�th an ace," sa�d Ilya ser�ously.
"K�ll a r�ch man, that's the best ace!" sa�d Tat�ana jok�ngly.
"Hold on a b�t w�th your k�ll�ng, here's an ace of cards to go on w�th,"
cr�ed K�r�k, w�th a loud laugh and played two n�nes and an ace.
Ilya glanced aga�n at the�r pleasant, happy faces, and the des�re to
speak further of the murder left h�m.
L�v�ng s�de by s�de w�th these people, separated only by a th�n wall
from the�r sheltered, peaceful l�fe, Ilya was se�zed more and more
frequently w�th f�ts of pa�nful d�ssat�sfact�on. The feel�ng poured over
h�m l�ke a dense, cold flood, and he could not understand whence �t



came. At the same t�me thoughts of l�fe's contrad�ct�ons rose up �n
h�m, of God who knows everyth�ng, yet does not pun�sh but wa�ts
pat�ently. Why does He wa�t?
Out of sheer boredom he began to read aga�n. H�s landlady had a
couple of volumes of the "N�va," and the "Illustrated Rev�ew," and a
few other odd volumes. Just as �n h�s ch�ldhood, so now, he cared
only for tales and romances, �n wh�ch a strange unknown l�fe was
dep�cted, and not at all for representat�ons of the real, the wrong and
m�sery f�ll�ng the l�fe that surrounded h�m. Whenever he read tales of
actual l�fe, deal�ng w�th s�mple folk, he found them wear�some and
full of false descr�pt�ons. Somet�mes �t �s true they amused h�m,
when �t seemed as though these tales were wr�tten by clever people,
anx�ous to pa�nt th�s m�serable, dull, grey l�fe �n fa�r colours and gloss
over �ts wretchedness. He knew th�s l�fe and da�ly learned to know �t
better. As he passed through the streets he never fa�led to see
someth�ng that appealed to h�s cr�t�cal facult�es. In th�s way once he
w�tnessed a scene on h�s way to v�s�t h�s fr�end at the hosp�tal wh�ch
he related to Pavel:
"Th�s �s what they call law and order. I saw some people l�ke
carpenters and plasterers go�ng along the pavement. Up comes a
pol�ceman. 'Now then, you rascals!' he shouts, and turns them off
�nto the road. That's to say, walk w�th the horses, else your d�rty
clothes may so�l the f�ne gentry; bu�ld me a house, oh, yes, but I'll
chuck you out of �t, ah!"
Pavel's wrath was aroused too, by the �nc�dent, and added fuel to
Ilya's flame. He endured tortures �n the hosp�tal, l�ttle better to h�m
than a pr�son; h�s thoughts would not let h�m rest, and h�s eyes
glowed w�th despa�r and gr�m def�ance. To th�nk where Vyera m�ght
then be, consumed h�m, and he grew th�n and wasted. Jakov he d�d
not l�ke, and avo�ded h�s soc�ety �n sp�te of the wear�someness that
plagued h�m.
"He's half s�lly," he answered when Ilya asked after Jakov.
But Jakov, two of whose r�bs �t appeared were broken, l�ved very
happ�ly �n the hosp�tal. He had made fr�ends w�th the pat�ent next
h�m, a servant �n a church, whose leg had been amputated a l�ttle



wh�le before for sarcoma. He was a short, th�ck-set man, w�th a b�g
bald head and a black beard that covered h�s breast. H�s eyebrows
were th�ck and bushy, and he moved them constantly up and down;
h�s vo�ce sounded hollow as though �t came from h�s stomach. Every
t�me Lunev v�s�ted the hosp�tal he found Jakov by the beds�de of th�s
man, who lay and moved h�s eyebrows w�thout speak�ng, wh�le
Jakov read half-aloud out of a B�ble, that was as short and th�ck as
�ts owner.
"'Because �n the n�ght Ar of Moab �s la�d waste and brought to
s�lence,'" read Jakov. "'Because �n the n�ght K�n of Moab �s la�d waste
and brought to s�lence.'"
Jakov's vo�ce sounded weak and creak�ng, l�ke the no�se of a saw
cutt�ng wood. As he read, he held up h�s left hand, as �f to summon
all the pat�ents �n the ward to hear the calam�tous prophec�es of
Isa�ah. The blue bru�ses were not yet qu�te gone from h�s face, and
the b�g, thoughtful eyes �n the m�dst of them gave h�m a very strange
express�on. As soon as he saw Ilya, he threw down the book, and
always asked the same anx�ous quest�on:
"Haven't you seen Mashutka?"
Ilya had not seen her.
"O God!" sa�d Jakov sadly. "How strange �t �s! L�ke a fa�ry tale! She
was there, and suddenly a mag�c�an snatches her away, and she's
d�sappeared."
"Has your father been to see you?"
"Yes—he came aga�n."
A sh�ver passed over Jakov's face, and he looked anx�ously here
and there.
"He brought a pound of cakes, and tea and sugar. 'You've loafed
round here enough,' he sa�d, 'let them send you out!' But I begged
the doctors not to send me away yet. It's so jolly here, qu�et and
comfortable. Th�s �s N�k�ta Jegarow�tch. We read together. He has a
B�ble. He's read �t for seven years. He knows �t all by heart and can



expla�n the prophec�es. When I'm well, I'm go�ng to leave my father
and l�ve w�th N�k�ta. I'll help h�m �n the church and s�ng �n the cho�r."
The church servant l�fted h�s eyebrows, underneath wh�ch a pa�r of
b�g dark eyes moved slowly �n deep sockets. Qu�et and lustreless,
they looked at Ilya's face w�th a f�xed, dull look, and Ilya tr�ed
�nvoluntar�ly to avo�d them.
"What a lovely book the B�ble �s!" sa�d Jakov, qu�te enraptured,
Mashka, h�s father, and all h�s dreams forgotten. "What th�ngs �t
says, brother! What words!"
H�s w�dely-opened eyes glanced from the book to Ilya's face and
back aga�n, and he shook w�th exc�tement.
"And that say�ng �s �n �t—do you remember?—that the old preacher
sa�d to your uncle �n the bar—'The tabernacles of robbers
prosper!'—It's there, I found �t, and th�ngs worse than that!"
Jakov shut h�s eyes and sa�d solemnly, w�th upl�fted hand:
"'How oft �s the candle of the w�cked put out, and how oft cometh
destruct�on upon them! God d�str�buted sorrows �n h�s anger'—Do
you hear?—'God layeth up h�s �n�qu�ty for h�s ch�ldren: He rewardeth
h�m and he shall know �t.'"
"Does �t really say that?" sa�d Ilya, �ncredulously.
"Word for word."
"Then I th�nk that �s—not r�ght—w�cked," sa�d Ilya.
The church servant drew down h�s bushy brows t�ll they shaded h�s
eyes, h�s beard moved up and down, and he spoke clearly �n a dull,
strange vo�ce:
"The boldness of the man who seeks the Truth �s not s�nful, for �t
spr�ngs from d�v�ne prompt�ng."
Ilya shuddered. The speaker s�ghed deeply, and went on, slowly and
d�st�nctly:
"'The Truth �tself b�ds a man seek Me! For Truth �s God, and �t �s
wr�tten: It �s a great glory to follow the Lord.'"



The man's face, covered w�th th�ck ha�r, �nsp�red Ilya w�th shyness
and respect. There was �n �t someth�ng strong, subl�me. H�s brows
went up aga�n, he looked at the ce�l�ng, and h�s b�g beard moved
aga�n:
"Read h�m, Jakov, from the Book of Job, the beg�nn�ng of the tenth
chapter."
Jakov turned over the leaves qu�ckly, and read, �n a low, trembl�ng
vo�ce:
"'My soul �s weary of my l�fe; I w�ll leave my compla�nt upon myself; I
w�ll speak �n the b�tterness of my soul. I w�ll say unto God, do not
condemn me: Show me wherefore thou contendest w�th me. Is �t
good unto Thee that Thou shouldest oppress; that Thou shouldest
desp�se the work of Th�ne hands?'"
Ilya stretched out h�s neck and looked at the book w�th bl�nk�ng eyes.
"You don't bel�eve �t?" cr�ed Jakov. "How s�lly you are!"
"Not s�lly, only cowardly," sa�d the church servant, qu�etly, "because
he cannot look God �n the face."
He turned h�s dull eyes from the ce�l�ng to Ilya's face, and went on
sternly as though he would shatter h�m w�th words.
"There are parts that are more d�ff�cult than that one. The th�rd verse
of the twenty-second chapter says pla�nly: 'Is �t any pleasure to the
Alm�ghty that thou art r�ghteous? or �s �t ga�n to H�m that thou makest
thy ways perfect?' You need to th�nk very d�l�gently, so as not to go
astray �n these matters and to understand them."
"And you, do you understand?" asked Lunev softly.
"He?" cr�ed Jakov. "N�k�ta Jegarow�tch understands everyth�ng."
But the church servant sa�d, s�nk�ng h�s vo�ce lower:
"For me, �t's too late already. It �s t�me for me to understand death;
they've taken off my leg, but �t's swell�ng h�gher up, and the other leg
�s swell�ng, and my breast, and I shall soon d�e of �t."
H�s eyes stared stead�ly at Ilya and he cont�nued slowly and qu�etly:



"And I do not want to d�e yet, for I have l�ved wretchedly �n s�ckness
and b�tterness, w�th no joy �n my l�fe. I've worked ever s�nce I was a
l�ttle boy, and l�ke Jakov, under the scourge of a father. He was a
drunkard and a brute. Three t�mes he damaged my skull, once he
scalded my leg w�th bo�l�ng water. I had no mother, she d�ed when I
was born. I marr�ed; I was compelled to take a w�fe who d�d not love
me; three days after the wedd�ng she hanged herself. Yes. I had a
brother-�n-law who robbed me, and my own s�ster sa�d to my face
that I drove my w�fe to her death. And they all sa�d �t, although they
knew I had not touched her, that she d�ed a ma�d. Then I l�ved n�ne
years, alone and sol�tary. It �s terr�ble to l�ve alone. I've always wa�ted
for happ�ness to come at last, and now I'm dy�ng. That �s my whole
l�fe."
He closed h�s eyes, paused a moment, then asked:
"Why was l�fe g�ven to me? Guess that r�ddle."
Ilya l�stened, pale, w�th fear �n h�s heart.
A dark shadow lay on Jakov's face and tears gl�mmered �n h�s eyes;
both were s�lent.
"Why was I born? I ask. The Lord has done me wrong. I do not pray
that He w�ll lengthen my l�fe. I f�nd no words to pray w�th. I l�e here
and th�nk and th�nk: Why has l�fe been g�ven to me?"
H�s vo�ce choked. He broke off all at once, l�ke a muddy brook that
flows along and suddenly van�shes under ground.
"For to h�m that �s jo�ned to all the l�v�ng there �s hope, for a l�v�ng dog
�s better than a dead l�on," sa�d the church servant after a wh�le �n
the words of the Scr�pture; then aga�n h�s eyebrows went up, h�s
eyes opened and h�s beard moved.
"Also �n Eccles�astes �t says: 'In the day of prosper�ty be joyful, but �n
the day of advers�ty, cons�der. God also hath set the one over
aga�nst the other to the end that man should f�nd noth�ng after h�m.'
Well?"
Ilya could hear no more. He got up qu�etly, gave Jakov a hand,
bowed low to the s�ck man, as though he were tak�ng leave of the



dead; and th�s he d�d �nvoluntar�ly.
Th�s t�me he left the hosp�tal w�th a new, strangely oppress�ve
feel�ng. The talk w�th the church servant had left no clear �mpress�on
on h�s bra�n, but the mournful spectacle the s�ck man presented was
stamped deep on h�s memory.
Another was added to the men, he knew, whose l�ves had proved a
delus�on. He held the words of th�s man clear �n h�s memory, and
turned them over and over to get at the�r secret mean�ng. They
confused h�m and d�sturbed someth�ng �n the depths of h�s soul,
where he h�d h�s fa�th �n the just�ce of God, and these words wh�ch
he could not fathom, awaked �n h�m a b�tter gnaw�ng bra�n-act�v�ty
that drove h�m on to exam�ne and analyse all that he saw or
exper�enced. It appeared to h�m now that somehow, �n a way
unknown to h�mself, h�s fa�th �n the just�ce of God had susta�ned a
shock and was no longer so f�rm as of old. Someth�ng had gnawed
at �t, l�ke the rust gnaws the �ron. He felt clearly that th�s had
happened; the f�erce commot�on �nto wh�ch the lament of the church
servant had thrown h�m, conv�nced h�m. There were sensat�ons and
�deas �n h�s breast as �rreconc�lable as f�re and water, cont�nually at
str�fe. H�s b�tterness aga�nst h�s own past, aga�nst all men and all the
laws of l�fe, broke out w�th new strength. In h�s anger he came f�nally
to the quest�on:
"Thoughts grow �n the soul l�ke roots �n the ground, but where �s the
fru�t?"
He would gladly have torn all these troubles from h�s heart, that he
m�ght beg�n the real�sat�on of h�s dream of a sol�tary, peaceful,
sheltered l�fe.
"I w�ll m�x w�th men no more. It's no good to me or any one. I can't
l�ve l�ke th�s."
He took to wander�ng the streets for hours, and came back home
t�red and moody.
Every day the Avtonomovs became more fr�endly and obl�g�ng to
Ilya. K�r�k clapped h�m on the shoulder, jested w�th h�m, and sa�d, �n a
tone of conv�ct�on:



"You busy yourself w�th useless th�ngs, my fr�end. So modest and
ser�ous a lad must take a w�der v�ew. It �sn't good to rema�n d�str�ct
�nspector �f you're f�t to look after the whole town."
Tat�ana, too, began to ask Ilya def�n�tely and �n deta�l, how h�s
peddl�ng trade d�d, and how much he put by every month. He talked
freely to her, and h�s respect for th�s woman, who could make so t�dy
and comfortable a l�fe out of small poss�b�l�t�es, grew every day.
One even�ng, as he sat by the open w�ndow of h�s room, �n a dark
mood, look�ng at the garden and th�nk�ng of the fa�thless Olymp�ada,
Tat�ana Vlassyevna came out of her d�n�ng-room to the k�tchen and
called Ilya to tea. He accepted the �nv�tat�on aga�nst h�s w�ll. He could
not break free from h�s mood�ness, and had no �ncl�nat�on to talk. He
sat at the table, sulky and s�lent, and, look�ng at h�s hostess, not�ced
that her face wore an unusually solemn and troubled express�on.
Ne�ther spoke; the samovar bubbled cheer�ly, a b�rd fluttered �n a
cage, the a�r was full of the scent of fr�ed on�ons and eau-de-
Cologne. K�r�k tw�sted about on h�s cha�r, drummed w�th h�s f�ngers
on the edge of the tea-tray, and sang under h�s breath.
"Ilya Jakovlev�tch," began h�s w�fe, w�th an �mportant a�r, "we—my
husband and I—have arranged a l�ttle matter, and would l�ke to talk
ser�ously w�th you."
"Ho! ho! ho!" laughed the �nspector suddenly, and rubbed h�s b�g red
hands. Ilya started and looked at h�m �n surpr�se.
"Wa�t, K�r�k! There's noth�ng to laugh at," sa�d Tat�ana.
"We've arranged �t," cr�ed K�r�k, w�th a b�g laugh, then looked at Ilya
and w�nked towards h�s w�fe. "Clever l�ttle g�rl!"
"We've saved some money——"
"We! We've saved money! Ho! ho! ho! My clever, dear l�ttle w�fe!"
"K�rya, be qu�et!" sa�d Tat�ana, severely. Her face seemed th�nner
and more po�nted than ever.
"We have saved close on a thousand roubles," she went on half
aloud, and bent over towards Ilya and looked h�m full �n the face w�th



her sharp l�ttle eyes. He sat qu�et, but �n h�s breast someth�ng
seemed to jump for joy.
"The money's �n the bank, and br�ngs us four per cent," went on
Tat�ana.
"And that's too l�ttle, dev�l take �t!" cr�ed K�r�k, and struck the table
w�th h�s hand. "We want——"
H�s w�fe s�lenced h�m w�th a reprov�ng look.
"Naturally, we are qu�te sat�sf�ed w�th th�s return, but we should l�ke
to help you �n case you care to start on a b�gger scale. You are so
steady——" She pa�d Ilya a compl�ment or two, and then proceeded:
"They say that a fancy ware shop can br�ng �n twenty per cent., or
even more �f you go about �t the r�ght way. Now, we are ready to f�nd
you the money for a b�ll of exchange, at s�ght, of course, on cond�t�on
that you open a shop. You w�ll manage �t under my superv�s�on, and
we'll halve the prof�ts. You w�ll �nsure the goods �n my name, and
you'll g�ve me bes�des a document of some sort, noth�ng of
�mportance. And now, th�nk over the matter, and tell us s�mply—yes
or no."
Ilya l�stened to the th�n, clear vo�ce, and rubbed h�s forehead hard.
Wh�le she spoke he looked many t�mes at the corner where the
golden frame of the e�kon shone between the two wedd�ng candles.
He felt a k�nd of helplessness and fear as he l�stened to h�s hostess's
words. Her proposal all at once assured h�s dream of years. It
aston�shed h�m and f�lled h�m w�th joy. Sm�l�ng �n confus�on, he
looked at the l�ttle woman and thought:
"That's �t, �t's Fate."
She spoke now �n a motherly tone:
"Cons�der �t well, look at �t from all s�des! whether you have
conf�dence �n yourself, �f you have enough strength—enough
exper�ence for �t? And then tell us, what could you put to �t bes�des
your work,—our money won't go so very far, w�ll �t?"
"I can," sa�d Ilya slowly, "put �n f�ve hundred roubles. My uncle w�ll
g�ve them to me—I have an uncle—I told you. He'll g�ve me the



money, perhaps more."
"Hurrah!" cr�ed K�r�k.
"Then �s �t a barga�n?" asked Tat�ana.
"Yes. I agree," sa�d Lunev.
"Well, I should th�nk so!" cr�ed the �nspector. Then he put h�s hand �n
h�s pocket and called out: "Now, let's have some champagne. Ilya,
my boy, run to the w�ne merchant, and br�ng some champagne. Let's
crack a bottle,—here's the money, you're our guest, of course. Ask
for Don Champagne at n�nety kopecks, and say �t's for me, for
Avtonomov, then they'll g�ve �t you for s�xty-f�ve,—hurry up, my lad!"
Ilya looked sm�l�ngly at the beam�ng faces of the couple and went.
So Fate had pushed h�m and buffeted h�m, led h�m to gr�evous s�n,
troubled h�s soul, and now suddenly she seemed to ask h�s
forg�veness, to sm�le on h�m and offer her favours. Now before h�m
the way lay open to a sheltered corner �n l�fe, where he could l�ve
qu�etly and f�nd peace for h�s soul. He had taken a man's l�fe, and for
that he would help many and so make amends before the Lord. No,
the Lord would not pun�sh h�m severely, for He knows all. Olymp�ada
was r�ght; �n the murder he was only the �nstrument, not the w�ll, and
ev�dently the Lord H�mself was help�ng h�m to stra�ghten h�s course,
s�nce he had made easy the atta�nment of h�s l�fe's des�re. Thoughts
wh�rled through Ilya's head as �n a happy dance, and �nsp�red h�s
heart w�th joys of l�fe unknown t�ll now. He brought from the w�ne
shop a bottle of real champagne for wh�ch he pa�d seven roubles.
"Oho!" cr�ed Avtonomov, "that's what I call proper, my boy; that's an
�dea! Ha! yes."
Tat�ana thought d�fferently; she shook her head d�sparag�ngly and
sa�d �n a tone of reproach, look�ng at the bottle:
"Seven roubles! E�—e�! Ilya Jakovlev�tch, how unpract�cal, how
fool�sh!"
Lunev stood before her, happy, deeply st�rred; he sm�led and sa�d
joyfully:



"It's real champagne,—for the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe I'll dr�nk someth�ng
real. What's my l�fe been up to now? All spo�lt, d�rt and coarseness,
and stuff�ness, �njur�es and �nsults, and all k�nds of torment. Is that a
real l�fe do you suppose? Can any one go on l�v�ng l�ke that?"
He touched the sore place �n h�s heart; h�s words rang b�tterly, h�s
eyes grew gloomy; he s�ghed deeply, and went on f�rmly and
dec�dedly:
"Ever s�nce I was small I've looked for the real th�ng and have l�ved
all the t�me l�ke a wood-shav�ng �n a brook. I was swept about, now
here, now there, and all round me everyth�ng was dull and d�rty and
restless. I d�dn't know where to catch hold; only m�sery and �njust�ce
and knav�shness all round me, and all that d�sgusts me: and now
fate br�ngs me to you, for the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe I see how people
can l�ve �n peace and comfort and love."
He looked at them w�th a br�ght sm�le and bowed to them.
"I thank you. W�th you I've found rel�ef for my soul, by God! You've
helped me for my whole l�fe, now I can step out boldly, now I know
how a man should l�ve! It w�ll go well w�th me and no other shall
suffer for me. How many unlucky ones there are �n the world! how
many go under. I've seen �t all, I know �t all."
Tat�ana Vlassyevna regarded h�m w�th the look of the cat who l�es �n
wa�t for the b�rd, rav�shed by h�s own song. A green�sh f�re gleamed
�n her eyes and her l�ps tw�tched; K�r�k was busy w�th the bottle, he
had �t between h�s knees and bent over �t. The ve�ns of h�s neck
swelled and h�s ears moved.
"My fr�ends," cont�nued Ilya, "for I have two fr�ends——"
The cork popped, h�t the ce�l�ng and fell on the table; a glass that �t
fell aga�nst rang, qu�ver�ng.
K�r�k smacked h�s l�ps, f�lled the glasses and commanded:
"Ready."
Then when h�s w�fe and Lunev had taken the�r glasses, he held h�s
h�gh over h�s head and cr�ed:



"To the f�rm of Tat�ana Avtonomov and Lunev; may �t bloom and
flour�sh! Hurrah!"

XIX.

The follow�ng days were spent by Lunev and Tat�ana Vlassyevna �n
arrang�ng together the deta�ls of the new undertak�ng. She knew
everyth�ng and spoke of everyth�ng w�th as much certa�nty as �f she
had dealt �n fancy wares all her l�fe. Ilya l�stened w�th amazement,
sm�led and was s�lent. He wanted to f�nd a su�table place to make a
beg�nn�ng as soon as poss�ble, and he agreed to all Tat�ana's
proposals, w�thout cons�der�ng the�r s�gn�f�cance at all.
At last everyth�ng was settled, and �t appeared that Tat�ana had a
su�table shop ready chosen. It was arranged exactly as Ilya had
�mag�ned to h�mself, �n a clean street, small and neat, w�th a room at
the back. Ilya knew the shop; there had formerly been a m�lk shop
there, and he had often v�s�ted �t w�th h�s wares. Everyth�ng went
splend�dly, down to the least deta�l, and Ilya was tr�umphant,
energet�c, and happy. He v�s�ted h�s fr�ends �n the hosp�tal. Pavel met
h�m, cheerful for once. "To-morrow I'm to be d�scharged!" he
expla�ned w�th joyful exc�tement, even before he answered Ilya's
greet�ng. "I've had a letter from Vyerka. She grumbles, says I
�nsulted her, l�ttle dev�l!"
H�s eyes shone and h�s cheeks reddened. He could not keep st�ll a
moment, but shuffled w�th h�s sl�ppers on the ground and flour�shed
w�th h�s hands.
"Take care of yourself," sa�d Ilya. "Be careful."
"Of course. I shall s�mply say: 'Mam'selle Vyera Kap�tanovna, w�ll
you marry me? Please! No?—then there's a kn�fe �n your heart!'" A
convuls�ve shudder passed over h�s face.
"Come, come!" sa�d Ilya, laugh�ng. "What, threaten her w�th a kn�fe
stra�ght away?"



"No—bel�eve me, I've had enough of �t. I can't l�ve w�thout her. And
she too; she's no good w�thout me; she's had enough of her beastly
l�fe. She must be s�ck of �t. To-morrow �t shall be settled between us,
th�s way or that."
Lunev looked at h�s fr�end's face and thought: "In a mood l�ke th�s he
m�ght k�ll her." Suddenly a clear, s�mple �dea came �nto h�s head. He
blushed, then sm�led. "Pashutka, th�nk, I've made my fortune," he
began after a pause, and told h�s fr�end shortly what had happened
to h�m. Pavel l�stened, s�ghed w�th bent head, and sa�d:
"Ye—es, you are lucky!"
"Env�ous?"
"Rather! Dev�l take �t!"
"Really, I'm ashamed of my luck w�th you, speak�ng qu�te honestly."
"Thank you!" sa�d Pavel, w�th a dull laugh.
"Do you know?" sa�d Ilya slowly, "I'm not boast�ng. I mean �t. I am
ashamed, by God!"
Pavel glanced at h�m w�thout speak�ng, and hung h�s head lower.
"And I'll say someth�ng to you. We've hung together �n bad t�mes. Let
us share the good t�mes."
"H—m—m!" growled Pavel. "I've heard that happ�ness can't be
shared, any more than a woman's love."
"Oh, yes, �t can! Just you f�nd out all that �s wanted to set up as a
well-s�nker—�nstruments and so on—and how much �t costs, and I'll
f�nd the money."
"Wha—at!" cr�ed Pavel, look�ng at h�s fr�end �ncredulously.
Lunev se�zed h�s hand w�th a l�vely gesture, and pressed �t.
"Really, you s�lly! I'll f�nd �t for you."
But �t needed a long conversat�on to assure Pavel of the ser�ousness
of h�s �ntent�ons. Pavel kept shak�ng h�s head, growl�ng, and say�ng:
"No, �t'll come to noth�ng."



F�nally Lunev succeeded �n conv�nc�ng h�m. Then Pashka embraced
h�m, and sa�d, �n a vo�ce full of emot�on:
"Thank you, brother! You'll pull me out of the p�t. Now, l�sten to me. A
workshop of my own—that's not for me. G�ve me some money, and
I'll take Vyerka and go away from here. It w�ll be eas�er for you, and
you won't need to g�ve me so much, and �t'll su�t me better. I'll go off
somewhere and get an ass�stant's job �n a workshop."
"That's r�d�culous," sa�d Ilya. "It's much better to be your own
master."
"What sort of a master should I be?" cr�ed Pavel. "I don't know how
to deal w�th workmen l�ke a master. No, a bus�ness of my own, and
all that goes w�th �t, �s not to my taste. I know the sort of fellow a man
must be for that, �t �sn't �n my l�ne. You can't turn a goat �nto a p�g."
Ilya d�d not understand clearly Pashka's concept�on of a master, but
�t pleased h�m and drew h�m st�ll nearer to h�s comrade. He looked at
h�m full of joy and love, and sa�d jest�ngly:
"True! You are very l�ke a goat. Just about as th�n. Do you know
whom you rem�nd me of? Perf�shka, the cobbler. Well, then, we'll
meet to-morrow, and then I'll g�ve you the money to make a start, t�ll
you get a job. And now I'll have a look at Jakov."
"Agreed, and thank you, brother!"
"How do you get on now w�th Jakov?"
"Same as before; we can't h�t �t off," sa�d Gratschev laugh�ng.
"He's an unlucky fellow. It's not easy to deal w�th h�m," sa�d Ilya
thoughtfully.
"Ah, we've most of us someth�ng to put up w�th," answered Pavel,
and shrugged h�s shoulders. "He always seems to me not qu�te all
there, half s�lly. Well, I'm off."
"Good-bye, then."
And when Ilya had already left h�m, he called after h�m once more
from the passage:



"Thank you, brother!"
Ilya nodded to h�m w�th a sm�le. He found Jakov qu�te sorrowful and
cast down. He lay on h�s bed, h�s face upturned to the ce�l�ng,
look�ng up w�th w�de-open eyes, and d�d not not�ce Ilya's approach.
"N�k�ta Jegarov�tch's gone to another ward," he sa�d gloom�ly.
"That's a mercy," answered Lunev. "He really looked too terr�ble, and
then he sa�d such odd th�ngs! God be w�th h�m!" Jakov looked at h�m
reproachfully, but sa�d noth�ng.
"Gett�ng on?" asked Ilya.
"Ye—es," answered Jakov w�th a s�gh. "I mayn't even be �ll as long
as I want. Yesterday father was here aga�n. He's bought another
house. He says he's go�ng to open another �nn, and all that'll be on
my head."
Ilya wanted to speak of h�s own success, but someth�ng restra�ned
h�m.
The spr�ng sun shone ga�ly through the w�ndows and the yellow
walls of the hosp�tal seemed st�ll more yellow. In the br�ght l�ght, the
pa�nt showed many spots and gaps. Two pat�ents were s�tt�ng on
the�r beds, s�lently play�ng cards, qu�te absorbed �n the�r game. A tall
th�n man, w�th h�s bandaged head bent down, walked no�selessly up
and down the ward. All was qu�et, save for an occas�onal smothered
cough, and the shuffl�ng of the pat�ents' sl�ppers as they walked �n
the corr�dor.
Jakov's yellow face seemed l�feless and h�s dull eyes had a troubled
express�on.
"Oh, I w�sh I were dead!" he sa�d �n h�s dry, creak�ng vo�ce. "When I
l�e here I say to myself, '�t must be �nterest�ng to d�e.' Up there th�ngs
are very d�fferent—so d�fferent, that no one has ever seen, no no�se,
everyth�ng �s easy to understand and br�ght and clear." H�s vo�ce
sank lower, became more muffled. "There are k�nd angels there; they
can expla�n everyth�ng to you, and answer all your quest�ons—the
angels——"



He was s�lent and began to bl�nk h�s eyes, watch�ng the pale
reflect�on of the sun rays play on the ce�l�ng.
"Do you know——?" began Lunev.
Jakov �nterrupted h�m at once.
"Haven't you seen Mashutka?"
"N—No."
"Ah! you—you ought to have gone to see her long ago."
"I forgot. I can't remember everyth�ng."
"You must remember w�th your heart."
Lunev was embarrassed and sa�d noth�ng. A l�ttle man on crutches
wear�ng a moustache w�th po�nted ends, hobbled �n out of the
corr�dor, and sa�d �n a hoarse, h�ss�ng vo�ce to the tall man w�th the
bandaged head:
"Schurka has not come aga�n, the rascal."
Jakov looked at h�m, s�ghed and threw h�s head backwards and
forwards on the p�llow restlessly.
"N�k�ta Jegarov�tch w�ll d�e, and he doesn't want to,—the surgeon
told me, he must d�e, and I want to d�e, and I can't. I shall get well
aga�n and go beh�nd the counter, and dr�nk brandy and so I go
down."
H�s l�ps lengthened �nto a melancholy sm�le.
"To endure th�s l�fe, a man needs an �ron body and an �ron heart, and
he must l�ve l�ke all the rest, w�thout th�nk�ng, w�thout consc�ence."
Ilya detected �n Jakov's words someth�ng host�le and cold, and h�s
brow wr�nkled.
"And I'm a glass between stones," Jakov cont�nued, "�f I turn, there's
a smash."
"You grumble far too much," sa�d Lunev carelessly.
"And what about you?" asked Jakov.



Ilya turned away and d�d not speak. Then observ�ng that Jakov
showed no s�gns of go�ng on, he sa�d thoughtfully:
"It's hard for us all. Look at Pavel, for �nstance."
"I don't l�ke h�m," sa�d Jakov, and made a gr�mace.
"Why not?"
"Oh! Just I don't l�ke h�m."
"Well, I do."
"I don't care."
"H'm—yes—well, I must be off."
Jakov held out h�s hand �n s�lence, and then �mplored, �n a tearful,
entreat�ng vo�ce:
"Do f�nd out about Mashutka, w�ll you? for Chr�st's sake!"
"Yes. I w�ll," sa�d Ilya.
It d�sturbed and worr�ed h�m to l�sten to Jakov's eternal compla�nts,
and he felt rel�eved when he got away from h�m. But the entreaty to
f�nd out about Masha roused a certa�n feel�ng of shame �n h�m for h�s
conduct towards Perf�shka's daughter, and he determ�ned to look up
Mat�za, as she was certa�n to know how Mashutka was tak�ng to her
new l�fe. L�ke all the people �n Petrusha's house, he knew that Mat�za
used to wash the floors every Saturday at the house of Ehrenov,
rece�v�ng a quarter-rouble for the task, and also for grant�ng more
personal favours. Ilya took the road towards F�l�monov's tavern, and
h�s soul was full of thoughts of h�s future. It seemed to sm�le sweetly
on h�m, and lost �n h�s fanc�es, he passed the tavern w�thout not�c�ng,
and when he d�scovered h�s m�stake felt no �ncl�nat�on to turn back.
He went on r�ght out of the town; the f�elds stretched away �n front of
h�m, bounded far off by the dark wall of the forest. The sun was
sett�ng; �ts rosy reflect�on gleamed on the tender green of the turf.
Ilya strode forward w�th head h�gh and looked up to the sky, where
purple clouds stood almost mot�onless, flam�ng �n the sun's rays. He
felt at ease, wander�ng thus a�mlessly; every step forward, every
breath awakened a new thought. He �mag�ned h�mself r�ch and



m�ghty and w�th the power to ru�n Petrusha F�l�monov, �n h�s dream
he had brought h�m to beggary, and Petrusha stood before h�m
weep�ng, but he addressed the suppl�ant:
"Have compass�on, should I? And you, have you ever had
compass�on on a soul? Have you not maltreated your son, and led
my uncle �nto s�n? Have you not looked down on me and desp�sed
me? In your accursed house no one has ever been happy, no one
has ever known joy. Your house �s rotten through and through, a trap
for men, a pr�son for those that l�ve �n �t."
Petrusha stood there, sh�ver�ng and groan�ng w�th fear, lament�ng
l�ke a beggar and Ilya thundered on at h�m:
"I w�ll burn your house, for �t br�ngs m�sery to all who dwell �n �t, and
do you go out �n the world and beg forg�veness from all that you
have wronged; go, wander t�ll the day of your death, and then d�e of
hunger, l�ke a dog!"
The even�ng tw�l�ght had fallen on the f�elds, the forest rose �n the
d�stance l�ke a th�ck dark wall, l�ke a mounta�n range. A l�ttle bat
fl�tted no�selessly through the a�r l�ke a dark speck, seem�ng to sow
the darkness. Far off on the r�ver was heard the beat�ng no�se of a
steamboat's paddles; �t was as though somewhere �n the d�stance a
monstrous b�rd were wheel�ng, mak�ng the a�r tremble w�th m�ghty
strokes of �ts w�ngs. Lunev remembered all the people who had
opposed h�m on h�s way through l�fe, and haled them all w�thout
mercy before h�s judgment seat. A pleasant sense of rel�ef came to
h�m, and as he strode alone through the f�elds, wrapped now �n
darkness, he began to s�ng softly. Suddenly the odour of rubb�sh and
decay f�lled the a�r. He stopped s�ng�ng; but the odour had only
pleasant assoc�at�ons for h�m. He had reached the town rubb�sh-
heap, �n the narrow valley where he had so often searched w�th
Jeremy.
The stench seemed to h�m more penetrat�ng and suffocat�ng than �n
h�s ch�ldhood.
The v�s�on of the old rag-p�cker rose �n h�s memory, and he glanced
round to f�nd �n the tw�l�ght the spot where the old man used to rest



w�th h�m. But he could not f�nd �t; ev�dently �t was bur�ed under new
mounta�ns of refuse and rubb�sh. He s�ghed, and felt that there was
a part of h�s soul smothered beneath the refuse of l�fe.
"If only I hadn't k�lled that man; then I should want noth�ng." The
thought flashed through h�s bra�n; but �mmed�ately from h�s heart
came another, answer�ng: "What has that man to do w�th my l�fe? He
�s only my m�sfortune, not my s�n."
Suddenly there was a sl�ght rustl�ng, a l�ttle dog sl�pped past Ilya's
feet, and fled, wh�mper�ng softly. Ilya shuddered; he felt as though a
part of th�s darkness of n�ght had taken l�fe and then van�shed aga�n,
groan�ng.
"It's all the same," he thought. "Even w�thout that, there'd be no
peace �n my heart. How many �njur�es I have endured; how many
more I have seen others bear! Once the heart �s wounded, �t never
ceases to feel pa�n."
He paced slowly along the edge of the valley. H�s feet sank �n the
dust. He could hear the wood-shav�ngs and p�eces of paper rustle
and crackle as he walked. An open part of the ground, not yet
encumbered w�th rubb�sh, led away �nto the valley l�ke a narrow
tongue of land. He went to the end of �t, and there sat down. Here
the a�r was fresher, and as h�s eyes travelled along the gully, they
rested far off on the steely r�bbon of the r�ver. The l�ghts of �nv�s�ble
vessels gl�mmered on the water, wh�ch seemed as st�ll as �ce, and
one l�ght swayed, l�ke a red speck, �n the a�r. Another glowed
stead�ly, green and forebod�ng, w�thout rays; and at h�s feet, full of
m�st, the w�de throat of the valley seemed �tself l�ke the bed of a
stream, where�n black a�r-waves rolled no�selessly. Deep melancholy
fell on Ilya's heart. He looked down and thought, "A moment ago I
felt full of courage, l�ght, and happy, and now �t's all gone aga�n. Why
does l�fe dr�ve a man on and on aga�nst h�s w�ll, where he has no
des�re to go? Everyth�ng �n l�fe �s so oppress�ve and heavy, full of
�njust�ce, full of perplex�ty! Perhaps Jakov �s r�ght—men must f�rst of
all understand themselves, how they l�ve and by what laws?"
He remembered how strange, almost host�le, Jakov had been
towards h�m to-day, and he grew more sorrowful as he remembered.



Suddenly there was a no�se �n the valley, a mass of earth had
loosened and rolled down. The damp n�ght w�nd breathed on Ilya's
face; he looked up to the sky. The stars burned shyly, and over the
wood the great red ball of the moon heaved slowly up, l�ke a huge,
p�t�less eye. And l�ke the bat through the tw�l�ght, dark �mages and
memor�es fluttered through Ilya's soul. They came and went w�thout
solv�ng the r�ddles that oppressed h�m, and denser and heav�er grew
the darkness over h�s heart.
"Men rob and torment and strangle one another, and no one dreams
of mak�ng l�fe eas�er for h�s fellows, but each watches only for a
chance to f�ght h�s way out and rest �n a peaceful corner. I, too, am
seek�ng for such a corner, and where �s the Truth and Real�ty and
Steadfastness �n th�s l�fe?"
He sat a long t�me there, th�nk�ng, look�ng now at the sky, now at the
valley. All was st�ll �n the f�elds. The moonl�ght look�ng �nto the dark
gully, showed �ts clefts and the bushes on �ts slopes, that threw
vague shadows on the ground. The sky was pure and clear, noth�ng
showed but the moon and stars. A cold sh�ver ran through Ilya, he
got up and went slowly to the town, whose l�ghts gleamed �n the
d�stance. He had no further w�sh to th�nk at all. H�s breast was now
f�lled w�th cold �nd�fference.
He reached home late, and stood thoughtfully before the door,
hes�tat�ng to r�ng. The w�ndows were dark already. Ev�dently h�s
landlord had gone early to rest. He d�sl�ked to d�sturb Tat�ana
Vlassyevna so late, for she always saw to the door herself; but he
had to get �n. He pulled the bell gently. The door opened almost
�mmed�ately, and the slender form of Tat�ana appeared, dressed �n
wh�te.
"Shut the door qu�ckly," she sa�d, �n a strange vo�ce. "It �s cold; I've
hardly anyth�ng on. My husband's not at home."
"I'm so sorry to be late," murmured Ilya.
"Yes, you are late. Where have you been?"
Ilya closed the door and turned round to answer, and suddenly felt
her close to h�m; she d�d not move, but nestled closer; he could not



g�ve way, the door was at h�s back. Then suddenly she laughed—a
soft, trembl�ng laugh. Lunev put h�s hands tenderly on her shoulders;
he shook w�th exc�tement and long�ng to embrace her. Then all at
once she stra�ghtened herself, la�d her slender warm arms round h�s
neck, and sa�d �n a r�ng�ng vo�ce:
"Why do you wander abroad �n the n�ght? Why? You can be happy
nearer home—for a long t�me you m�ght have been—my dearest, my
beaut�ful, strong boy!"
As �f �n a dream, Ilya felt for her l�ps and swayed beneath the
convuls�ve embrace of the slender body; she clung to h�s breast l�ke
a cat, and k�ssed h�m aga�n and aga�n. He caught her �n h�s strong
arms and bore her away, carry�ng h�s burden as eas�ly as though he
trod on a�r.
In the morn�ng Ilya woke w�th trouble �n h�s heart.
"How can I look K�r�k �n the face?" he thought, and shame was
added to the anx�ety that the thought of the �nspector aroused �n h�m.
"If only I had quarrelled w�th h�m, or d�dn't l�ke h�m. But to �njure h�m,
and so deeply, w�thout any cause——" he thought w�th fear �n h�s
heart, and a feel�ng of d�sgust arose �n h�m for Tat�ana. He felt that
K�r�k was certa�n to f�nd out h�s w�fe's unfa�thfulness, and he could
not �mag�ne what would happen.
"How she fell on me, as �f she were starv�ng!" he thought, �n restless,
pa�nful doubt; and yet felt, too, a pleas�ng sense of grat�f�ed van�ty.
Th�s was no "tradesman's darl�ng," as he used to call Olymp�ada �n
h�s thoughts, but a woman, respected by all the world—an educated,
pretty marr�ed woman.
"There must be someth�ng spec�al about me," h�s van�ty wh�spered
to h�m. "It's too bad—too bad! But I'm not made of stone, and I
couldn't turn her away."
He was young �n fact, and h�s fancy was full of the woman's
caresses. Bes�des h�s pract�cal m�nd saw �nvoluntar�ly several
advantages that m�ght ar�se from th�s new relat�onsh�p. But close on
the heels of these �deas, l�ke a dark cloud, came other gloomy
thoughts.



"Now I'm �n a corner aga�n. D�d I want �t? I respected her! I never had
an ev�l thought about her; and now �t's happened l�ke th�s."
Then aga�n, all the d�sturbance and contrad�ct�on �n h�s soul was
covered by the joyful thought that soon now h�s sheltered, clean l�fe
would beg�n. But to the end the pa�nful, stabb�ng thought pers�sted:
"It would have been better w�thout th�s."
He stayed �n bed, ponder�ng, t�ll Avtonomov went to h�s dut�es. He
heard the �nspector say to h�s w�fe, smack�ng h�s l�ps:
"Let me have meat past�es for d�nner, Tanya. Take a l�ttle more pork,
and then just brown them a l�ttle, t�ll they look l�ke t�ny l�ttle suck�ng
p�gs on the plate—you know; and just a l�ttle pepper w�th them, my
dear, the way I l�ke �t. Then I'll br�ng you some marmalade, shall I?"
"Now, go along! go along! As �f I d�dn't know what you l�ke!" sa�d h�s
w�fe tenderly.
"And now, my darl�ng, my l�ttle Tanya, g�ve me one more k�ss!"
Lunev shuddered. It all seemed to h�m horr�ble and r�d�culous.
"Tch�k! tch�k!" cr�ed Avtonomov as he k�ssed h�s w�fe, and she
laughed. As soon as she had shut the door beh�nd h�m, she danced
�nto Ilya's room, and cr�ed:
"K�ss me qu�ck—I've no t�me."
"You've just k�ssed your husband," sa�d Ilya mood�ly.
"Wha—at? Eh? Aha! He's jealous!" she cr�ed, del�ghted, then sprang
up and drew the w�ndow curta�n.
"Jealous!" she sa�d. "That's so n�ce! Jealous men are always
pass�onate lovers."
"I d�dn't say �t out of jealousy."
"Don't talk!" she commanded, and put her hand on h�s l�ps. Then,
when she had been k�ssed enough, she looked at Ilya, w�th a sm�le,
and could not keep from say�ng:



"Well, you're a bold fellow—a downr�ght daredev�l—to carry on l�ke
th�s under the husband's nose."
Her green�sh eyes sparkled �mpudently, and she cr�ed:
"Oh, �t's qu�te a common th�ng, not �n the least unusual! Do you
suppose there are many women true to the�r husbands? Only the
ugly ones and the s�ck ones—a pretty woman always wants to enjoy
herself and have a l�ttle romance."
Dur�ng the whole morn�ng she �nstructed Ilya on th�s po�nt, told h�m
all sorts of stor�es of w�ves who were untrue to the�r husbands. In her
red blouse, w�th her sk�rts tucked up, and her sleeves rolled above
her elbows, supple and l�ght, she danced about the k�tchen,
prepar�ng the past�es for her husband, and chatter�ng all the t�me �n
her clear, r�ng�ng vo�ce:
"A husband!—d'you th�nk a w�fe must be always content w�th h�m?
The husband can somet�mes be very d�sagreeable, even �f you love
h�m; and then he never th�nks tw�ce �f he has a chance to be false to
h�s w�fe. So �t's dull for a w�fe, too, to th�nk of noth�ng all her l�fe but—
my husband, my husband, my husband."
Ilya l�stened, as he drank h�s tea, wh�ch seemed to have a b�tter
taste. In th�s woman's speech there was someth�ng def�ant,
unpleasantly provocat�ve, that was new to h�m. Involuntar�ly he
remembered Olymp�ada, the deep vo�ce, the qu�et movements, and
the glow�ng words that had power to gr�p h�s heart. For the rest
Olymp�ada was a woman of no great educat�on, who m�ght have
been the w�fe of a small tradesman, but even because of that she
was s�mpler �n her shamelessness. Ilya answered Tat�ana's
pleasantr�es w�th a sl�ght laugh, and had to force h�mself even to
laugh. H�s heart was s�ck, and he only laughed because he d�d not
know what to speak of. Her words aroused a pa�nful melancholy �n
h�m, and yet he l�stened w�th deep �nterest, and f�nally sa�d
thoughtfully:
"I d�d not bel�eve that such th�ngs happened �n your set?"
"Th�ngs, my dear, are the same everywhere."
"You don't m�nd much, do you? Why do you look so cross?"



Ilya stood �n the doorway and looked f�xedly at her, wr�nkl�ng h�s
brow. She went up to h�m, put her hands on h�s shoulders, and
looked �nto h�s face cur�ously.
"I'm not cross," sa�d Ilya ser�ously.
"Really? Oh! thank you—ha! ha! ha! how good you are!" She
laughed br�ghtly.
"I was only th�nk�ng," sa�d Ilya, speak�ng slowly—"It's all qu�te r�ght,
what you say—but there's someth�ng bad �n �t too."
"Oho! What a touchy person you are! Someth�ng bad, eh? What then
—expla�n to me!"
But he could not. He h�mself d�d not understand what �t was �n her
words that d�spleased h�m. Olymp�ada had often spoken, more
s�mply, more pla�nly; but her words had never g�ven h�m the pa�n of
soul that he felt from the chatter of th�s pretty l�ttle b�rd. He pondered
all day obst�nately on the strange feel�ng of d�scomfort that had
ar�sen �n h�s heart through th�s new �nt�macy, so flatter�ng to h�s
van�ty, and he could not arr�ve at the source of the sensat�on.
When he came home that n�ght, K�r�k met h�m �n the k�tchen, and
sa�d �n a fr�endly way:
"I say, Ilya, Tanyusha d�d some cook�ng to-day—meat past�es—I tell
you, �t seemed almost a p�ty to eat them! Almost as bad as eat�ng
l�v�ng n�ght�ngales. I've left a plateful for you, brother. Hang up your
box, s�t down, and see what you w�ll see."
Ilya looked at h�m consc�ence-str�cken, and sa�d w�th a forced laugh:
"Thank you, K�r�k N�kod�mov�tch." Then he added, w�th a s�gh:
"You're a good fellow, by Jove!"
"What," answered K�r�k, "a plate of pasty—that's noth�ng! No,
brother, �f I were ch�ef of pol�ce—then you m�ght perhaps thank me,
but I'm not. I shall g�ve up the pol�ce altogether, and start as agent or
manager �n a b�g bus�ness. A manager, that's someth�ng l�ke a good
pos�t�on; �f I get �t I'll soon get a l�ttle cap�tal together."



Tat�ana was busy at the stove and s�ng�ng softly. Ilya looked at her,
and aga�n felt a pa�nful d�scomfort; but almost �mmed�ately the
sensat�on van�shed under the �nfluence of new �mpress�ons and
cares. Dur�ng these days he had no t�me to g�ve to brood�ng; the
arrangement of the shop and the purchase of goods occup�ed h�m
ent�rely, and from day to day am�dst h�s work he grew accustomed to
th�s woman, almost w�thout know�ng, l�ke a drunkard to the taste of
brandy. She pleased h�m more and more as a m�stress, although her
caresses often caused h�m shame, even anx�ety; her caresses and
her talk together slowly destroyed h�s respect for her as a woman.
Every morn�ng after she had seen her husband off to work, or �n the
even�ngs when he was on duty, she called Ilya to her or came �nto
h�s room, and told h�m all sorts of stor�es "of real l�fe;" and all her
stor�es were cur�ously v�c�ous, as though they related to a country
�nhab�ted only by l�ars and scoundrels of both sexes, whose greatest
pleasure lay �n adultery.



"Is that all true?" asked Ilya gloom�ly. He d�dn't want to bel�eve, but
felt helpless and unable to contrad�ct.
He l�stened, and l�fe seemed to h�m l�ke a sw�ll-tub, and men mov�ng
�n �t l�ke worms.
"Ugh!" he sa�d wear�ly, "�s there noth�ng clean or true anywhere?"
"What d'you call true? What d'you mean?" asked Tat�ana �n surpr�se.
"Why, someth�ng honourable!" cr�ed Lunev angr�ly.
"Why, �t's honourable people I'm speak�ng of—how funny you are! I
don't make �t all up."
"That's not what I mean. Is there anywhere anyth�ng honourable—
pure, or not?"
She d�d not understand and laughed at h�m. Somet�mes her
conversat�on took a d�fferent tone; look�ng at h�m w�th green�sh eyes,
dart�ng an uncanny f�re, she asked h�m:
"Tell me, what was your f�rst exper�ence of women?"
Ilya was ashamed of the memory, �t was hateful to h�m. He turned
away from the glance of h�s m�stress, and sa�d �n a low reproachful
vo�ce:
"What horr�d th�ngs you ask! I th�nk you ought to be ashamed—men
don't even speak l�ke that w�th one another."
But she laughed happ�ly, and went on talk�ng t�ll Lunev often felt
def�led w�th her words as w�th p�tch. But �f she read �n h�s face any
host�le feel�ng, or perce�ved �n h�s eyes any wear�ness, or d�stress, or
sorrow, she knew how to k�ndle h�s des�re afresh and ban�sh by her
caresses all feel�ngs host�le to her �nfluence.
One day when Ilya returned from the shop, where already the jo�ners
were putt�ng �n the shelves, he saw to h�s aston�shment, Mat�za �n
the k�tchen. She was s�tt�ng at the table, her b�g hands folded �n her
lap, and convers�ng w�th the m�stress of the house, who was
stand�ng by the hearth.



"Here," sa�d Tat�ana, and nodded at Mat�za, "th�s lady has been
wa�t�ng for you, for ever so long."
"Good even�ng!" sa�d Mat�za, and got up clums�ly.
"Why," cr�ed Ilya, "are you st�ll l�v�ng?"
"Even p�gs don't eat d�rty b�ts of wood," answered Mat�za �n her deep
vo�ce.
Ilya had not seen her for a long t�me, and looked at her now w�th
m�ngled feel�ngs of compass�on and pleasure. She was dressed �n
ragged fust�an, an old faded kerch�ef covered her head, her feet
were bare. She moved w�th d�ff�culty, but support�ng herself w�th her
hands on the wall, she crept slowly �nto Ilya's room, sat heav�ly �n a
cha�r, and spoke �n a hoarse toneless vo�ce:
"I shall soon d�e. You see, I can hardly move my feet, and when I
can't walk, I can't f�nd food, and then I must d�e."
Her face was horr�bly bloated and covered w�th dark flecks. The b�g
eyes were hardly v�s�ble between the swollen l�ds.
"What are you look�ng at?" she sa�d to Ilya. "You th�nk some one has
struck me? No, �t �s a d�sease, devour�ng me."
"What are you do�ng?"
"I s�t by the church door and beg for coppers," sa�d Mat�za,
�nd�fferently, �n her deep, resonant vo�ce. "I'm come on bus�ness. I
heard from Perf�shka that you were l�v�ng here, and so I came."
"May I g�ve you some tea?" asked Lunev. It hurt h�m to hear Mat�za's
vo�ce and see her b�g, slack body per�sh�ng v�s�bly.
"The dev�l wash h�s ta�l �n your tea! G�ve me f�ve kopecks, do! I came
to you—well, you can ask me why."
Speech was d�ff�cult. She breathed short, and an overpower�ng
odour came from her.
"Well, why?" asked Ilya, turn�ng away and remember�ng how he had
�nsulted her once.



"Do you remember Mashutka? What? You've a poor memory! You've
grown r�ch!"
"I remember, of course I remember," sa�d Ilya qu�ckly.
"What's the good of your remember�ng?" she �nterrupted. "Has that
made her l�fe any eas�er?"
"What's the matter w�th her? How �s she gett�ng on?"
Mat�za's head swayed, and she sa�d br�efly:
"She hasn't hanged herself yet."
"Oh, speak out!" cr�ed Ilya roughly. "What do you beg�n at me for?
You sold her yourself for three roubles."
"I don't reproach you, only myself," she answered qu�etly and
emphat�cally, then began to tell of Masha, chok�ng w�th the exert�on.
"Her old husband �s jealous and torments her, he lets her go
nowhere, not even �nto the shop. She s�ts �n one room, and mayn't
go �nto the courtyard w�thout leave. He's got r�d of h�s ch�ldren
somehow, and l�ves alone w�th Masha. He p�nches her and t�es her
hands, he treats her so badly because h�s f�rst w�fe was untrue, and
the two ch�ldren are not h�s. Masha has run away tw�ce, but both
t�mes the pol�ce have brought her back, and the old man p�nches her
and starves her for �t. See, what a l�fe!"
"Yes, you and Perf�shka d�d a good deed," sa�d Ilya gloom�ly.
"I thought �t was better," sa�d the woman, �n her toneless vo�ce. Her
face mot�onless as though carved �n stone, and her dead vo�ce,
we�ghed on Ilya.
"I thought—�t was cleaner so. But the worse would have been better.
She m�ght have been sold to a r�ch man, he would have g�ven her a
home and clothes, and everyth�ng, and afterwards she would have
sent h�m off and l�ved l�ke all the others. Ever so many l�ve l�ke that."
"Well, why have you come to me?" asked Ilya.
"You l�ve here, �n a pol�ceman's house. You see, they always catch
her. Tell h�m to let her go, let her run away. She'll manage somehow.



Is one not allowed to run away?"
"You really came for that?"
"Yes, why not? They ought not to stop her, tell them!"
"Ah, you people!" cr�ed Ilya, try�ng to th�nk what he could do for
Masha.
Mat�za rose from her cha�r, and shuffled carefully over the floor. She
s�ghed and groaned, and she was not l�ke a human be�ng walk�ng,
but l�ke an old, decayed tree fall�ng slowly down.
"Good-bye! We shan't meet aga�n! I shall soon d�e," she murmured.
"Thank you, thank you, my f�ne, tr�m fellow! Thank you!"
As soon as she was gone, Tat�ana hurr�ed �nto Ilya's room,
embraced h�m, and asked sm�l�ng:
"That's the one—your f�rst love, eh?"
"Who?" asked Ilya slowly, absorbed �n memor�es of Masha.
"That horror——"
Ilya unclasped her hands from h�s neck, and sa�d mood�ly:
"She can hardly drag one foot after the other, but she cares for those
she loves."
"Whom does she love?" asked the woman, and looked w�th wonder
and cur�os�ty at Ilya's anx�ous face.
"Wa�t, Tat�ana, wa�t! Don't make fun of her."
He told her br�efly of Masha, and asked: "What �s to be done?"
"Here, noth�ng," answered Tat�ana, shrugg�ng her shoulders. "By the
law, the w�fe belongs to her husband, and no one has any r�ght to
take her from h�m." And, w�th the �mportant a�r of one who knows the
law well and �s conv�nced of �ts stab�l�ty, she expla�ned at length that
Masha must obey her husband.
"She must just hang on for the present. Let her wa�t—he's old; he'll
soon d�e. Then she'll be free, and all h�s money w�ll go to her. And
then you'll marry the r�ch young w�dow, eh?"



She laughed and cont�nued to �nstruct Ilya ser�ously.
"It would be best for you to g�ve up your old acqua�ntances. They're
no use to you now, and they m�ght get �n your way. They're all so
coarse and d�rty—that one, for �nstance, you lent money to—such a
sk�nny fellow, w�th w�cked eyes."
"Gratschev?"
"Yes. What funny names common people have—Gratschev, Lunev,
Petuchev, Skvarzov.—In our set the names are much better, prett�er
—Avtonomov, Korsakov—my father's name was Flor�anov. When I
was a young g�rl I was courted by a lawyer, Glor�antov. Once at the
skat�ng, he stole my garter, and threatened to make a scandal �f I d�d
not go to h�s house to get �t back——"
Ilya l�stened, remember�ng h�s own past. He felt h�s soul bound by
�nv�s�ble threads fast to the house of Petrusha F�l�monov, and �t
seemed th�s house would always hold h�m back from the peaceful
l�fe he longed for.

XX.

At last Ilya Lunev's dream was real�sed. Full of calm joy, he stood
from morn�ng to n�ght beh�nd the counter of h�s own bus�ness, and
swelled w�th pr�de over all he saw round h�m. Boxes of wood and
cardboard were ranged carefully on the shelves; �n the w�ndow was
a d�splay of wa�st-buckles, purses, soap, buttons, w�th gay-coloured
r�bbons and laces. It was all br�ght and clean, and shone �n the
sunsh�ne �n ra�nbow colours. Handsome and steady-look�ng, he
rece�ved h�s customers w�th a pol�te bow and d�splayed h�s goods on
the counter before them. He heard pleasant mus�c �n the rustl�ng of
h�s laces and r�bbons, and all the g�rls—ta�loresses, who bought a
few kopecks' worth—seemed to h�m pretty and lovable. All at once
l�fe became pleasant and easy, a clear, s�mple mean�ng seemed to
have entered �nto �t, and the past was ve�led �n a cloud. No thoughts



came to h�m save of bus�ness, and goods and customers. He had
taken on an errand boy, dressed h�m �n a well-f�tt�ng grey jacket, and
took great care that the lad washed h�mself well, and kept as clean
as poss�ble.
"You and I, Gavr�k," he sa�d, "deal �n f�ne goods, and we must be
clean."
Gavr�k was a lad of twelve years, rather fat, snub-nosed and sl�ghtly
pock-marked, w�th l�ttle grey eyes and a l�vely face. He had passed
through the town school, and cons�dered h�mself a full-grown,
ser�ous man. He took a great �nterest �n h�s work �n the clean l�ttle
shop; �t del�ghted h�m to handle the boxes, and he was at great pa�ns
to be as pol�te to the customers as h�s master. But th�s he found
d�ff�cult—h�s talents for m�m�cry were too strongly developed, and he
was apt to reproduce on h�s coarse face any express�on that he
observed �n a customer. Above all he was the sworn foe of all l�ttle
g�rls, and could seldom res�st the temptat�on to p�nch them or push
them, or pull the�r ha�r, and generally make the�r l�ves a burden. Ilya
watched h�m, and remembered how he had served �n the f�sh shop,
and as he had a l�k�ng for the boy, he joked w�th h�m and spoke to
h�m �n a fr�endly way when there were no customers �n the shop.
"If you're dull, Gavr�k, read books when there's no work to be done,"
he adv�sed. "T�me passes eas�ly w�th a book, and read�ng's
pleasant."
From th�s t�me Lunev began to regard mank�nd cheerfully and
attent�vely, and he sm�led as much as to say:
"I'm a lucky one, you see; but pat�ence! Your turn w�ll come soon."
He opened h�s shop at seven and closed at ten. There were few
customers; he sat on a cha�r near the door bask�ng �n the rays of the
spr�ng sun, and rest�ng, almost w�thout a thought, w�thout a w�sh.
Gavr�k sat �n the doorway, observed the passers-by, �m�tated the�r
ways, ent�ced the dogs to h�m, and threw stones at the p�geons and
sparrows, or else read a book, and breathed heav�ly through h�s
nose. Somet�mes h�s master would make h�m read aloud, but the
actual read�ng d�d not �nterest Ilya, he l�stened rather to the st�llness



and peace �n h�s heart. Th�s �nner peace f�lled h�m w�th del�ght, �t was
new to h�m and unspeakably pleasant. Now and then, however, the
sweetness was d�sturbed, there was a strange, �ncomprehens�ble
sensat�on, a premon�t�on of unrest; �t could not shatter the peace �n
h�s soul, but rested l�ghtly on �t l�ke a shadow. Then Ilya began to talk
to the boy.
"Gavr�k! What �s your father?"
"He's a postman."
"Are you a b�g fam�ly?"
"B�g? There's a crowd of us. Some grown-up, but some are st�ll
l�ttle."
"How many l�ttle ones?"
"F�ve, and three grown-up. We three have all got places. I'm w�th
you, Vass�l� �s �n S�ber�a �n a telegraph off�ce, Sonyka g�ves lessons.
She earns a lot, twelve roubles a month. Then there's M�shka—he �s
older than I am, but he's st�ll at school."
"Then there are four grown-up, not three?"
"No, how?" cr�ed Gavr�k, and added sentent�ously: "M�shka �s st�ll
learn�ng, but a grown-up �s one who works."
"Do you have a hard t�me at home?"
"Rather," answered Gavr�k �nd�fferently, and sn�ffed loudly. Then he
began to expla�n h�s schemes for the future.
"When I'm b�g, I shall be a sold�er. Then there'll be a war, and I'll go
to the war. I'm brave, and so I'll rush at the enemy before all the
others and capture the standard—that's what my uncle d�d—and
General Gourko gave K�m a medal and f�ve roubles."
Ilya l�stened, sm�l�ng, and looked at the pock-marked face, and the
w�de, tw�tch�ng nostr�ls. In the even�ng when the shop was shut, Ilya
went �nto the l�ttle room at the back. The samovar made ready by the
lad was on the table, and bread and sausage. Gavr�k had h�s tea and
bread and went �nto the shop to sleep, but Ilya sat long by the
samovar, often as much as two hours. Two cha�rs, a table, a bed,



and a cupboard for household utens�ls made up all the furn�ture of
Ilya's new home. The room was small and low, w�th a square w�ndow
from wh�ch could be seen the feet of the passers-by, the roofs of the
houses over the way, and the sky above the roofs. He hung a wh�te
musl�n curta�n before the w�ndow. An �ron ra�l�ng cut the w�ndow off
from the street, and th�s d�spleased Ilya very much. Over h�s bed
was a p�cture—"The Steps of Man's L�fe." Th�s p�cture was a great
favour�te w�th Ilya, and he had long w�shed to buy �t, but for one
reason and another he had never possessed �t t�ll he opened h�s
shop, though �t cost but ten kopecks.
The steps of man's l�fe were arranged �n the form of an arch, under
wh�ch was represented Parad�se; here the Alm�ghty, surrounded w�th
rays of l�ght and flowers, talked w�th Adam and Eve. There were
seventeen steps �n all. On the f�rst stood a ch�ld supported by h�s
mother, and underneath, �n red letters: "The f�rst step." On the
second the ch�ld was beat�ng a drum, and the �nscr�pt�on ran: "F�ve
years old—he plays." At seven years of age he began "to learn;" at
ten, "goes to school;" at twenty-one he stood on the step w�th a r�fle
�n h�s hand, and a sm�l�ng face, and underneath was wr�tten: "Serves
h�s t�me as a sold�er." On the next step he �s twenty-f�ve, he �s �n
even�ng dress, w�th an opera hat �n one hand and a bouquet �n the
other—"he �s a br�degroom." Then h�s beard �s grown, he has a long
coat and a red t�e, and �s stand�ng near a stout lady �n yellow, and
press�ng her hand. Next he �s th�rty-f�ve; he stands w�th rolled-up
sh�rt-sleeves by an anv�l and hammers the �ron. At the top of the arch
he �s s�tt�ng �n a red cha�r read�ng the paper, h�s w�fe and four
ch�ldren are l�sten�ng to h�m. He h�mself and all h�s fam�ly are well
dressed, respectable, w�th healthy, happy faces. At th�s t�me he �s
f�fty years old. But note how the steps beg�n to go down; the man's
beard �s already grey, he �s clad �n a long yellow coat, and �n h�s
hands he holds a bag of f�sh and a jar of some sort. Th�s step �s
labelled: "Household dut�es." On the follow�ng step the man �s
rock�ng the cradle of h�s grandson; lower down "he �s led," be�ng now
e�ghty years old; and �n the last—he �s n�nety-f�ve—he �s �n a cha�r
w�th h�s feet �n a coff�n, and beh�nd the cha�r stands Death, w�th the
scythe �n h�s hand.



When Ilya sat by the samovar he looked at the p�cture, and �t
pleased h�m to see the l�fe of man so accurately and s�mply dep�cted.
The p�cture rad�ated peace, the br�ght colours seemed to sm�le at
h�m, and he was persuaded that the ser�es represented honourable
l�fe w�sely and �ntell�g�bly, as an example to men—l�fe exactly as �t
should be led. As he gazed at th�s representat�on of l�fe, he thought
that now that he had atta�ned h�s des�re, h�s career must henceforth
follow the p�cture exactly. He would mount upwards, and r�ght at the
summ�t, when he had saved enough money, he would marry a
modest g�rl who had learned to read and to wr�te.
The samovar hummed and wh�stled �n a melancholy way. The sky
looked dull through the glass of the w�ndow and the musl�n curta�n,
and the stars were hardly v�s�ble. There �s always someth�ng
d�sturb�ng �n the glance of the stars.
"Perhaps �t would be better to marry at forty," thought Ilya. "L�fe �s so
d�sturbed w�th women; they br�ng such useless hurry�ng and so
many petty th�ngs: and �t �s better to marry a g�rl who �s close on
th�rty. But then, �f you marry late, you d�e and never have t�me to start
your ch�ldren for themselves."
The samovar wh�stles more gently but more shr�lly. The f�ne sound
p�erces the ears unbearably; �t �s l�ke the buzz�ng of a fly, and
d�stracts and confuses thought. But Ilya does not put the l�d on the
ch�mney, for �f the samovar ceases to wh�stle, the room becomes so
st�ll. In h�s new house, new feel�ngs, h�therto unknown, come to v�s�t
h�m. Formerly he had l�ved constantly close to people, separated
from them only by th�n part�t�ons; now he was shut off by stone walls
and felt no man at h�s back. "Why must we d�e?" Lunev asks h�mself
suddenly, look�ng at the man decl�n�ng from the he�ght of h�s fortune
towards the grave. Then he remembers Jakov, who was always
ponder�ng on death, and Jakov's say�ng: "It �s �nterest�ng to d�e."
Angr�ly Ilya thrusts the memory away, and tr�es to th�nk of someth�ng
qu�te d�fferent.
"How are Pavel and Vyera gett�ng on?" he wonders suddenly. A
droshky dr�ves by; the w�ndow-panes shake w�th the no�se of the
wheels on the stony street, the lamp trembles on the wall. Then



strange sounds ar�se �n the shop—�t �s Gavr�k talk�ng �n h�s sleep.
The dense darkness �n the corner of the room seems to move. Ilya
s�ts propped up at the table, presses h�s temples w�th the palms of
h�s hands, and looks at the p�cture. Next to the Alm�ghty �s a f�ne b�g
l�on, on the ground crawls a torto�se, and there �s a badger and a
frog jump�ng, and the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Ev�l �s
adorned w�th great blood-red flowers. The old man w�th h�s feet �n
the coff�n �s l�ke Poluektov, he �s bald-headed and lean, and h�s neck
�s of just the same th�n k�nd. A dull no�se of footsteps sounds from
the street. Some one goes slowly past the shop. The samovar has
gone out, and now the room �s so st�ll that the a�r �n �t seems
th�ckened and as sol�d as the walls.
The memory of Poluektov d�d not trouble Ilya and, generally
speak�ng, h�s thoughts were not d�sturb�ng—they lay soft and eas�ly
on h�s soul, enwrapp�ng �t as a cloud the moon. The colours of the
p�cture were made a l�ttle pale by them, and a vague dark spot
appeared on �t, wh�le the st�llness round about grew denser.
Frequently he thought w�th calmness, as he had done after the
murder of Poluektov, that there must be just�ce �n l�fe, and that,
sooner or later, men must be pun�shed for the�r s�ns. After such
thoughts, he would look sharply �nto the dark corner of the room,
where �t was so myster�ously st�ll, and where the darkness would
take on a def�n�te form. Then he undressed, lay down, and
ext�ngu�shed the lamp. He d�d not put �t out at once, but turned the
w�ck f�rst up, then down. The l�ght would all but go out, then aga�n
flare up, and the darkness danced round the bed, now threw �tself on
the bed from all s�des, now aga�n sprung back �nto the corner of the
room. Ilya watched how the p�t�less black waves tr�ed to overwhelm
h�m, and he played �n th�s way for a long t�me, wh�lst try�ng to p�erce
the darkness w�th w�de-open eyes, as though he expected to catch
s�ght of someth�ng. At last the l�ght fl�ckered for the last t�me, and
went out �n a moment. The blackness flooded the room, and seemed
to waver as though st�ll d�sturbed by �ts struggle w�th the l�ght. Then
the dull blu�sh patch of the w�ndow became v�s�ble. When the moon
shone, black streaks of shadow from the ra�l�ngs �n front of the
w�ndow fell across the table and the floor. There was so tense a
st�llness �n the room that �t seemed as �f h�s whole frame must qu�ver



�f he s�ghed. He wrapped the bed-clothes round h�m, draw�ng them
up to h�s ch�n, but w�th h�s face uncovered, and lay and looked at the
tw�l�ght of the w�ndow t�ll sleep overpowered h�m. In the morn�ng he
woke fresh and rested, almost ashamed of h�s foll�es of the n�ght
before. He had tea w�th Gavr�k at the counter and looked at h�s shop
as at a new th�ng. Somet�mes Pavel came �n from h�s work, covered
w�th d�rt and grease, �n a scorched blouse and w�th smoke-
blackened face. He was work�ng aga�n w�th a well-s�nker, and carr�ed
w�th h�m a l�ttle kettle, w�th lead p�p�ng and solder�ng-�ron. He was
always �n a hurry to get home, and �f Ilya asked h�m to stay, he would
say, w�th a shame-faced sm�le:
"I can't. I feel, brother, as though I had a wonderful b�rd at home, but
as �f the cage were too weak. She s�ts there alone all day, and who
knows what she th�nks about? It's a dull k�nd of l�fe for her. I know
that very well—�f only we had a ch�ld!"
And Gratschev s�ghed heav�ly. Once when Ilya asked h�m �f he st�ll
wrote poems, he repl�ed sm�l�ng:
"On the sky, w�th my f�nger! Oh, the dev�l! How can you make
cabbage soup of bast shoes. I'm on the sand-bank, brother,
altogether. Not a spark �n my head, not one l�ttle one! I th�nk of her all
the t�me. I work, beg�n to solder or someth�ng, and at once dreams of
my l�ttle g�rl fly through my head. You see that's my poetry nowadays
—ha! ha! Surely, honour to h�m who devotes h�mself body and soul!
—You see, though I th�nk th�s, she th�nks d�fferently—yes, �t's hard
for her."
"And you?" asked Ilya.
"Oh, yes; �t's hard for me because of her. If she could have a happ�er
l�fe! She's used to be�ng happy, that's �t. She dreams of money all the
t�me. If we had money, anyhow, she says everyth�ng would be
d�fferent. I'm stup�d she says; I ought to rob a r�ch man; she's always
talk�ng nonsense. She does �t all out of compass�on for me—I know.
It �s hard for her."
Presently Pavel became restless and departed.



Often the ragged half-naked cobbler came to Ilya w�th h�s
�nseparable compan�on, h�s harmon�ca, under h�s arm. He told what
had happened at F�l�monov's and of Jakov. Th�n and d�rty and
d�shevelled, he pushed �nto the door of the shop; sm�l�ng all over h�s
face, and scatter�ng h�s jests.
"Petrusha �s marr�ed, h�s w�fe �s l�ke—l�ke a beetroot, and the
stepson l�ke a carrot. Qu�te a vegetable garden, by God! The w�fe �s
th�ck and short and red, and her face �s bu�lt �n three storeys; three
ch�ns she has, but only one mouth; eyes l�ke a beaut�ful p�g, they are
l�ttle and can't look up. Her son �s yellow and long, w�th spectacles—
an ar�stocrat. He's called Savva—speaks through h�s nose. When
h�s lady-mother's there he's an absolute sheep, but �f she's away,
chatterbox �sn't the word! Such a crew—w�th all due respect!
Jashutka looks now as �f he'd l�ke to crawl �nto a crack l�ke a terr�f�ed
black beetle. He dr�nks on the qu�et, poor lad, and coughs away l�ke
anyth�ng. Ev�dently h�s dear papa has damaged h�s l�ver for h�m;
they're always at h�m. He's a feeble fellow; they'll soon swallow h�m
down. Your uncle has wr�tten from K�ev; I th�nk he �s worry�ng h�mself
for noth�ng. Hunchbacks don't get �n to Parad�se, I'm th�nk�ng.
Mat�za's feet are no good at all now. She goes about �n a l�ttle cart.
She's got a bl�nd man for partner, harnesses h�m to the cart, and
gu�des h�m l�ke a horse—�t's really funny. They get enough to eat out
of �t though. She's a good sort, I say. That's to say �f I hadn't had
such a wonderful w�fe I'd marry th�s Mat�za r�ght away. I say boldly,
there are two real women �n the world—on my word I mean �t—my
w�fe and Mat�za. Of course she dr�nks, but why not? A good man
always dr�nks."
"But what about Mashutka?" Ilya rem�nded h�m. At the ment�on of h�s
daughter all the cobbler's jests and laughter came to a sudden end,
l�ke the leaves torn from the trees by the w�nds of autumn. H�s l�ps
qu�vered, h�s yellow face lengthened, and he sa�d �n a confused low
vo�ce:
"I don't know. Ehrenov sa�d to me pla�nly I won't have you about my
house, else I'll thrash you.—G�ve me someth�ng, Ilya Jakovlev�tch,
for a l�ttle dr�nk of brandy."



"You'll come to gr�ef, Perf�ly," sa�d Ilya compass�onately.
"I'm on the way," adm�tted the cobbler. "Lots of people w�ll be sorry
when I'm dead," he went on w�th conv�ct�on. "For I'm a good fellow,
and I l�ke to make people laugh. Every one cr�es—ah! and alas! and
laments and talks of God and s�n; but I s�ng l�ttle songs and laugh.
Whether you s�n a pennyworth or a pound's-worth, you've got to d�e
all the same. You go under, and the Dev�l w�ll torment you anyhow;
and bes�des the world needs good fellows."
F�nally he went off, laugh�ng and jest�ng, l�ke a tousled old
greenf�nch. But Ilya, when he had seen h�m out, shook h�s head;
wh�le he p�t�ed Perf�shka, he saw the uselessness of h�s compass�on.
H�s own past seemed far beh�nd h�m, and all that rem�nded h�m of �t
made h�m uncomfortable. Now he resembled a weary man who rests
and sleeps qu�etly, but the autumn fl�es buzz pers�stently �n h�s ear
and w�ll not let h�m have h�s sleep out. When he talked to Pavel or
l�stened to Perf�shka's tales, he sm�led �n sympathy, but when they
were gone, he shook h�s head. Espec�ally he found Pavel's
conversat�on melancholy and troubl�ng. At such t�mes he hurr�edly
and obst�nately offered h�m money, gest�culated, and sa�d: "What
else can I do to help you? I should adv�se you—break w�th Vyera!"
"I can't," sa�d Pavel, softly. "You only throw away th�ngs you don't
want. But I need her—ah, yes, and others want her too, and would
l�ke to take her from me, that's the trouble. And perhaps I don't love
her w�th my soul, but out of w�ckedness and desperat�on. She's the
best that l�fe has offered me. All my good fortune. Why should I let
her go? What shall I have left? No, I won't sell her. It's a l�e.—I'll k�ll
her, but I won't let her go."
Gratschev's drawn face was covered w�th red patches, and he
clenched h�s f�sts convuls�vely.
"Do you f�nd, then, that people hang about after her?"
"No, no!"
"How do you mean, then—they'd l�ke to take her away?"
"There's a power that w�ll snatch her from my hands. Ah! the dev�l!
My father came to gr�ef through a woman, and seems to have left me



the same fortune."
"It's �mposs�ble to help you, I'm afra�d," sa�d Lunev, and felt a certa�n
rel�ef as he sa�d �t. Pavel d�stressed h�m more than Perf�shka, and
when h�s fr�end spoke w�th hate and anger, a s�m�lar feel�ng surged
up �n Ilya's breast aga�nst some undef�ned person. But the enemy
that caused the suffer�ng, that ru�ned Pavel's l�fe, was not there, but
�nv�s�ble, and Lunev felt anew that h�s enm�ty or h�s compass�on
ava�led noth�ng, l�ke nearly all h�s sympathet�c feel�ngs towards other
men. It seemed these feel�ngs were all superfluous, useless. Pavel
went on, more gloom�ly:
"I know—�t's �mposs�ble to help me.—How could I be helped? Who �s
there? We're alone �n l�fe, brother; our lot �s settled—work, suffer, be
s�lent—and then go out. Dev�l take you!"
He looked search�ngly �nto h�s fr�end's face, and added �n a dec�ded,
s�n�ster tone:
"Look! You've crawled �nto a corner and s�t qu�et there. But I tell you,
there's some one, who watches by n�ght, th�nk�ng how to drag you
out."
"No, no!" sa�d Lunev sm�l�ng. "I'll make a f�ght for �t. It's not so easy."
"Ah, don't be so sure! You th�nk you'll run th�s bus�ness all your l�fe,
eh?"
"Why not?"
"They'll have you out, or else you yourself w�ll g�ve �t up."
"But how? You'll have to wa�t to see that!" sa�d Ilya, sm�l�ng.
But Gratschev ma�nta�ned h�s statement. He looked hard at h�s
fr�end, and sa�d obst�nately:
"I tell you, you'll leave �t. You are not the k�nd to s�t qu�et and warm all
your l�fe, and �t's certa�n e�ther you'll take to dr�nk or you'll go
bankrupt. Someth�ng's bound to happen to you."
"Yes, but why?" cr�ed Lunev, �n surpr�se.



"For th�s—You can't stand a qu�et l�fe. You're a good fellow, you've a
good heart, there are a few l�ke that—they l�ve healthy l�ves, are
never �ll, and all of a sudden—bang!"
"What d'you mean?"
"They fall down dead."
Ilya laughed, stra�ghtened h�mself, stretched h�s strong muscles, and
breathed out a deep breath.
"That's all rubb�sh," he sa�d. But at n�ght, as he sat by the samovar,
Gratschev's words returned �nvoluntar�ly, and he cons�dered h�s
bus�ness relat�ons w�th the Avtonomovs. In h�s del�ght at the�r
proposal to open a shop, he had agreed to everyth�ng that was
suggested. Now, suddenly he perce�ved that, although he had put
�nto the bus�ness about four hundred roubles of Poluektov's money,
he was rather a manager, engaged by Tat�ana Vlassyevna, than her
partner. Th�s d�scovery surpr�sed and annoyed h�m. "Aha! that's why
she k�sses me, so as to p�ck my pocket more eas�ly," he thought. He
determ�ned to use the rest of h�s money to get the bus�ness away
from h�s m�stress and then separate from her. Even earl�er, Tat�ana
Vlassyevna had seemed to h�m unnecessary, and of late she had
become a burden. He could not reconc�le h�mself to her caresses,
and once sa�d to her face:
"You're absolutely shameless, Tanyka!"
She only laughed. As before, she constantly told h�m tales of the
people of her c�rcle, and once he remarked, doubtfully:
"If that's all true, Tat�ana, your respectable l�fe �sn't good for much."
"Why, pray? It's very jolly!" she repl�ed, and shrugged her pretty
shoulders.
"Jolly? In the day, a f�ght for crumbs, and at n�ght—beastl�ness. No!
There's someth�ng wrong about that."
"How s�mple you are! Now l�sten," and she began to pra�se the
orderly, respectable m�ddle-class l�fe, and as she pra�sed, strove to
h�de �ts h�deousness and foulness.



"Is that what you call good, then?" asked Ilya.
"How odd you are! I don't call �t good; but �f �t weren't �t would be very
dull."
Somet�mes she would adv�se h�m:
"It's t�me you gave up wear�ng cotton sh�rts—a respectable man
must wear l�nen. And l�sten to the way I pronounce words, and learn.
You're not a peasant any longer, and you must drop your peasant
ways, and get a l�ttle pol�sh."
More often she would po�nt out the d�fference between h�m, the
peasant, and herself, the educated woman, and by the compar�son
frequently hurt h�s feel�ngs. When he l�ved w�th Olymp�ada, he felt
constantly that she was near h�m, l�ke a good comrade. Tat�ana
aroused no feel�ng of comradesh�p; he saw that she was more
�nterest�ng than Olymp�ada, and stud�ed her w�th cur�os�ty, but
completely lost h�s respect for her. When he l�ved w�th the
Avtonomovs, he used somet�mes to hear Tat�ana pray�ng before she
went to sleep:
"Our Father, Who art �n heaven"—her loud rap�d wh�sper sounded
beh�nd the part�t�on. "G�ve us th�s day our da�ly bread, and forg�ve us
our trespasses—K�rya, get up and shut the k�tchen door—there's a
draught at my feet."
"Why do you kneel on the bare floor?" answered K�r�k laz�ly.
"Be qu�et, don't �nterrupt me!" and aga�n Ilya would hear the rap�dly
murmured prayer. The haste d�spleased h�m; he saw well she prayed
from custom, not from �nner need.
"Do you bel�eve �n God, Tat�ana?" he asked her once.
"What a quest�on," she cr�ed. "Of course I do. Why do you ask?"
"Oh, then when you pray, you hurry up so as to get away from H�m, I
suppose," sa�d Ilya laugh�ng.
"F�rst of all, don't say hurry up, but make haste; �n the second place,
I'm so t�red w�th my day's work that God must forg�ve my haste."
And she closed her eyes, and added �n a tone of deep conv�ct�on:



"He w�ll forg�ve everyth�ng. He �s merc�ful."
Olymp�ada used to pray s�lently and for a long t�me. She knelt before
the e�kon, hung her head, and rema�ned mot�onless as �f turned to
stone. At such t�mes her face was downcast, ser�ous; and she d�d
not answer �f addressed. Now that Ilya grasped that Tat�ana had
cleverly over-reached h�m over the bus�ness, he felt a k�nd of d�sgust
towards her.
"If she were a stranger—well and good," he thought. "All men try to
cheat one another, but she �s almost l�ke my w�fe." He began to
behave coldly and susp�c�ously towards her, and to avo�d meet�ng
her on all sorts of pretexts.
Just at th�s t�me he became acqua�nted w�th another woman. Th�s
was Gavr�k's s�ster, who came now and then to see her brother. Tall,
th�n, and lanky, she was not pretty, and though Gavr�k had sa�d she
was n�neteen she seemed to Ilya much older. Her face was long and
th�n and yellow; f�ne wr�nkles furrowed the brow. She had a flat nose,
and the w�de nostr�ls seemed d�stended w�th anger, wh�le the th�n
l�ps were usually pressed together. She spoke d�st�nctly, but as �t
were through her teeth, and unw�ll�ngly. She walked qu�ckly w�th her
head h�gh, as though she were proud to d�splay her ugly face,
though poss�bly �t was her long, th�ck black ha�r that drew her head
backwards. Her b�g dark eyes looked ser�ous and earnest, and the
whole effect of her features was to g�ve her tall f�gure an a�r of
def�n�te upr�ghtness and �nflex�b�l�ty. Lunev felt afra�d of her. She
seemed to h�m proud and �nsp�red h�m w�th respect. Whenever she
appeared �n the shop, he offered her a cha�r pol�tely and sa�d:
"Please take a seat."
"Thank you," she sa�d shortly—bowed sl�ghtly and sat down. Lunev
looked secretly at her face, absolutely d�fferent from the women's
faces he had seen h�therto, her dark-brown well-worn dress, her
patched shoes and yellow straw hat. She sat there, and talked to her
brother, wh�le the long f�ngers of her r�ght hand drummed rap�dly but
no�selessly on her knee; �n her left hand she swung some books,
strapped together. It struck Ilya as strange to see a g�rl so badly



dressed, so proud. After s�tt�ng two or three m�nutes she would say
to her brother:
"Well—good-bye. Behave yourself!" Then she would bow s�lently to
the owner of the shop and go out �nto the street w�th the str�de of a
brave sold�er go�ng to the attack.
"What a ser�ous s�ster you've got," sa�d Lunev once to Gavr�k.
Gavr�k d�stended h�s nostr�ls, rolled h�s eyes w�ldly, and drew out h�s
l�ps �nto a stra�ght l�ne, and so gave h�s face a carefully car�catured
resemblance to h�s s�ster's. Then he expla�ned w�th a sm�le:
"Yes—but she only puts �t on."
"But why should she?"
"It looks well. She l�kes �t.—I can �m�tate any face you l�ke."
The g�rl �nterested Ilya very much; he thought about her as he used
to th�nk of Tat�ana Vlassyevna.
"There, that's the k�nd of g�rl to marry—she's got a heart, for certa�n."
Once she brought a th�ck book w�th her and sa�d to her brother:
"There—read �t! It's very �nterest�ng."
"What �s �t, may I see?" asked Ilya pol�tely.
She took the book from her brother and passed �t to Ilya say�ng:
"Don Qu�xote—the story of a worthy kn�ght."
"Ah! I've read a lot about kn�ghts," sa�d Ilya w�th a fr�endly sm�le, and
looked her �n the face. Her eyebrows tw�tched, and she sa�d qu�ckly
�n a dry way:
"You've read fa�ry tales, but th�s �s a f�ne clever book. The man �n �t
devotes h�mself to help the unfortunate and unjustly oppressed—th�s
man was always ready to g�ve h�s l�fe for others. You see? The book
�s wr�tten amus�ngly—but that's because of the cond�t�ons under
wh�ch �t was wr�tten. It must be read ser�ously and attent�vely."
"Then that's how we'll read �t," sa�d Ilya. Th�s was the f�rst t�me she
had spoken to h�m; he felt cur�ously pleased, and sm�led. But she



looked �n h�s face, sa�d dr�ly:
"I fancy you won't l�ke �t."
Then she went away. Ilya felt that she had spoken w�th �ntent�on and
was annoyed. He spoke sharply to Gavr�k who was look�ng at the
p�ctures �n the book.
"Now then—�t's no t�me for read�ng now."
"But there are no customers," answered Gavr�k w�thout clos�ng the
book.
Ilya looked at h�m and sa�d noth�ng; the g�rl's words rang �n h�s ears,
but he thought of her w�th a feel�ng of d�scomfort �n h�s heart.
"My word; doesn't she th�nk a lot of herself!"

XXI.

T�me passed on. Ilya stood beh�nd the counter, tw�sted h�s
moustache, and conducted h�s bus�ness, but �t began to seem to h�m
that the days went more slowly. Somet�mes he felt a des�re to close
the shop and go for a walk, but he knew that such a proceed�ng
would be bad for h�s bus�ness and he d�d not go. To walk �n the
even�ngs was �nconven�ent; Gavr�k was afra�d to be alone �n the
shop and there was a certa�n r�sk �n leav�ng h�m, he m�ght set the
place on f�re by acc�dent or let �n some rascal or other. Bus�ness
went fa�rly well. Ilya thought �t m�ght be necessary to take an
ass�stant. H�s �nt�macy w�th Tat�ana had �nsens�bly grown less, and
she seemed w�ll�ng that �t should come to an end. She laughed
cheerfully when she came, and looked very carefully through the
book that recorded the day's bus�ness. Wh�le she sat and made
calculat�ons �n Ilya's room, he felt that th�s woman w�th the b�rd's face
was repugnant to h�m; but st�ll from t�me to t�me she would be pert
and gay, jest�ng and mak�ng eyes at h�m, and call�ng h�m her partner.
Then he would rouse h�mself and re-enter what �n h�s heart he called
a horr�ble web. Somet�mes K�r�k came too, stretched h�mself out �n a



cha�r by the counter and cracked jokes w�th the ta�loresses who
came �n to make purchases wh�le he was there. He had d�scarded
h�s pol�ce un�form, and boasted of h�s success �n h�s new commerc�al
employment.
"S�xty roubles salary and then �n d�fferent ways I make as much
aga�n extra—not so bad, eh? I work very carefully for the extras,
keep w�th�n the law—ho! ho! We've moved, d�d you hear? We've a
jolly house now. We've taken on a cook—cooks splend�dly, the
wretch! When the autumn comes we'll ask lots of our fr�ends and
play cards; �t's very pleasant, by Jove! To have a good t�me and
make money at �t; we play �nto one another's hands, I and my w�fe,
one of us must always w�n, and the w�nn�ngs pay the cost of
enterta�nment, ho! ho! my boy! There, that's l�v�ng cheaply and
pleasantly!"
He settled h�mself �n a cha�r, puffed out the smoke of h�s c�garette
and went on, lower�ng h�s vo�ce:
"A l�ttle wh�le ago, brother, I was �n a v�llage—have you heard? I tell
you, the g�rls there—d'you know, such ch�ldren of Nature, so sol�d
you know, you can't p�nch them, the rascals,—and so cheap, too; a
bottle of Schnapps, a pound of honey cakes, and she �s yours!"
Lunev l�stened, but sa�d noth�ng. For some reason or other he was
sorry for K�r�k, and p�t�ed h�m w�thout real�s�ng why th�s fat and stup�d
fellow should rouse such a feel�ng. At the same t�me he almost
always wanted to laugh at the s�ght of h�m. Ilya d�d not bel�eve K�r�k's
tales of h�s adventures �n the v�llage, but thought he was only
boast�ng, talk�ng as he had heard others talk. But when he was �n a
gloomy mood, then he l�stened to K�r�k and thought: "F�ght�ng for
crumbs!"
"Yes, brother, �t's splend�d to make love �n the bosom of Nature, �n
the shade of the leaves as they say �n books."
"But �f Tat�ana Vlassyevna knew?"
"She won't know, brother," answered K�r�k, and w�nked cheerfully.
But when Avtonomov departed Ilya thought of h�s words, and felt
hurt. It was ev�dent that K�r�k, good-tempered and r�d�culous though



he were, yet held h�mself to be a man out of the common, whom Ilya
could not hope to equal, h�gher �n stat�on and more �mportant. Yet he
prof�ted by the bus�ness Ilya carr�ed on w�th h�s w�fe. Perf�shka had
told them that Petrusha laughed at h�s shop and called h�m a rascal.
Jakov had sa�d to the cobbler that formerly Ilya was better and more
fr�endly than now and d�d not th�nk so much of h�mself, and Gavr�k's
s�ster constantly demonstrated that she thought herself super�or to
h�m. The daughter of a postman, who went about almost �n rags,
behaved as though �t were too much for her to l�ve on the same
world as he d�d. Ilya's amb�t�on had grown s�nce he had opened h�s
shop, and he was more sens�t�ve than before. H�s �nterest deepened
�n th�s g�rl who was so ugly, but had so strong a personal�ty; he
sought to understand whence came th�s pr�de �n a poor ragged g�rl, a
pr�de wh�ch grew to annoy h�m more and more. At f�rst she would not
talk to h�m, and that pa�ned h�m. Her brother was h�s servant, and
therefore she ought to be more fr�endly w�th h�m, the employer. He
sa�d to her once:
"I'm read�ng the book of 'Don Qu�xote.'"
"Well, do you l�ke �t?" she asked, w�thout look�ng at h�m.
"Rather, most amus�ng,—he was a funny old owl that fellow!"
She looked at h�m, and Ilya felt as though her proud dark eyes
p�erced h�s face angr�ly.
"I knew you would say someth�ng l�ke that," she sa�d, slowly and w�th
mean�ng.
Ilya was consc�ous of someth�ng reproachful, contemptuous and
host�le �n her words.
"I'm an uneducated man," he sa�d, and shrugged h�s shoulders.
She sa�d noth�ng as though she had not heard h�m.
Once aga�n the mood that long ago had possessed Ilya, began to
�nvade h�s soul aga�n; once more he was angered at mank�nd,
pondered long and deeply upon just�ce, and h�s s�ns, and what m�ght
be �n store for h�m �n the future. The last quest�on troubled h�m
pers�stently. He l�ked h�s shop, he l�ked almost all h�s l�fe at th�s t�me;



�n compar�son w�th the l�fe of h�s younger days �t was cleaner, more
peaceful, freer. But would �t always be l�ke th�s; to squat �n h�s shop
from morn�ng to n�ght, then s�t awh�le w�th h�s thoughts by the
samovar, and then go to sleep, only to wake and beg�n aga�n �n the
shop? He knew that many tradesmen, perhaps all, l�ved just such a
l�fe. But then they were marr�ed, and had ch�ldren, they drank
brandy, played cards, and among them all there was hardly one l�ke
h�mself.
He had many reasons, outward as well as �nward, to cons�der
h�mself an unusual man, unl�ke the rest.
He d�d not care for tradesmen; some of them were l�ke K�r�k, boasted
of everyth�ng and spoke of noth�ng but the�r bus�ness, others
sw�ndled openly. Once, as he med�tated on all these th�ngs, he
remembered Jakov's words: "God guard you from good fortune—you
are greedy," and the words appeared to h�m a deep �nsult. No, he
was not covetous; he wanted to l�ve s�mply, cleanly, and qu�etly, to
have men respect h�m and to have no one say: "I stand h�gher than
you, Ilya Lunev, I am better than you."
Aga�n he began to wonder what the future held �n store for h�m.
Would the murder be avenged on h�m or not? Up and down, he
thought, whether �t would be unjust for the s�n to be avenged on h�m.
He had had no des�re to strangle the man, �t happened of �tself, he
sa�d to h�mself a hundred t�mes. In the town there l�ve many
murderers, l�bert�nes, robbers, all know they are murderers and
robbers and l�bert�nes of the�r own cho�ce, yet all l�ve, and enjoy the
good th�ngs of l�fe, and no pun�shment �s sw�ft to fall upon them. In
just�ce, every �njury done to man must be avenged on the ev�ldoer,
and �n the B�ble �t �s wr�tten: "He rewardeth h�m and he shall know �t."
These thoughts set all h�s old wounds throbb�ng and a rag�ng th�rst
burned �n h�s heart to revenge h�s bl�ghted l�fe. Somet�mes the �dea
came to h�m to do some dar�ng deed; to go and set f�re to Petrusha's
house, and when �t began to burn, and people began to run from �t,
to cry out: "I have done �t, and I have murdered Poluektov, the
merchant." Then men would se�ze h�m and judge h�m, and send h�m
to S�ber�a as they had sent h�s father. Th�s thought roused h�m and
narrowed h�s th�rst for revenge to the des�re to tell K�r�k of h�s



�nt�macy w�th Tat�ana, or to v�s�t old Ehrenov and thrash h�m for
tortur�ng Masha.
Often he lay on h�s bed �n the darkness l�sten�ng to the deep
st�llness, and felt as though all round h�m l�fe qu�vered, and tw�sted �n
a w�ld wh�rlpool w�th no�se and outcry. The wh�rlpool would suck h�m
�n, and sweep h�m away l�ke a feather or a fallen leaf, and destroy
h�m, and he shuddered w�th the premon�t�on of someth�ng uncanny.
One even�ng, as he was about to close the shop, Pavel appeared,
and sa�d qu�etly, w�thout greet�ng h�m: "Vyera has run away."
He sat down on a cha�r, rested h�s elbows on the counter, and
wh�stled softly as he gazed out �nto the street. H�s face was as
though turned to stone, but h�s fa�r moustache tw�tched l�ke a cat's
wh�skers.
"Alone?" asked Ilya.
"I don't know; �t's three days ago."
Ilya looked at h�m w�thout speak�ng. The qu�et face and vo�ce made �t
�mposs�ble to tell how Gratschev felt the fl�ght of h�s compan�on, but
�n the st�llness Ilya was aware of an unalterable resolut�on.
"What are you go�ng to do?" he asked at length, when he saw that
Pavel would not speak. Pavel stopped wh�stl�ng, and sa�d sharply,
w�thout turn�ng round: "I'll cut her throat!"
"Ah! talk�ng l�ke that aga�n!" cr�ed Ilya, and w�th a gesture of
annoyance.
"She's trod my heart under foot," sa�d Pavel half-aloud. "There's the
kn�fe!" He drew from h�s bosom a l�ttle bread-kn�fe and shook �t.
"I'll st�ck �t �n her throat."
Ilya caught h�s hand, tore the kn�fe away, and threw �t on the counter,
and sa�d angr�ly:
"An ox once raged aga�nst a fly——"
Pavel sprang from h�s cha�r and turned h�s face on Ilya. H�s eyes
were blaz�ng, h�s face convulsed, and he trembled �n all h�s l�mbs;



then he sank back aga�n on h�s cha�r and sa�d, contemptuously:
"You're a fool!"
"You're so very clever, aren't you?"
"The strength �s �n the hand, not �n the kn�fe."
"Talk!"
"And �f my hands fall off, I'd tear her w�ndp�pe w�th my teeth."
"Don't talk so horr�bly!"
"Don't talk to me Ilya," sa�d Pavel, once more qu�etly. "Bel�eve or
don't bel�eve, but don't torment me. Fate �s bad enough."
"Th�nk, th�nk, you s�lly fellow——" began Ilya, speak�ng �n a fr�endly
tone.
"I've thought for two years. Everyth�ng's settled long ago. Anyhow, I'll
go—how can a fellow talk to you? You're well fed; you're no comrade
for me."
"Get r�d of your crazy thoughts!" cr�ed Ilya reproachfully.
"But I'm hungry, body and soul."
"It surpr�ses me, the way men judge," sa�d Ilya mock�ngly and
shrugged h�s shoulders. "A woman �s to be a man's property, l�ke a
cow or a horse! W�ll you do what I want? All r�ght, you shan't be
beaten,—won't you? then crack! there's one on the head for you,
dev�l! A woman �s l�ke a man, and has a character of her own."
Pavel looked at h�m and laughed hoarsely.
"Then who am I, am I no man?"
"Well, ought you to be just or not?"
"Oh, go to the dev�l w�th your old just�ce!" shouted Gratschev
fur�ously, and sprang up aga�n. "Be just, that's easy for the well fed,
d'you hear? Now, good-bye."
He went qu�ckly from the shop and �n the doorway, for some reason,
took off h�s cap. Ilya sprang from beh�nd the counter after h�m, but



already Gratschev was away down the street, hold�ng h�s cap �n h�s
hand, and shak�ng �t exc�tedly.
"Pavel!" cr�ed Ilya. "Stop!"
He d�d not stop, nor turn round once, but turned �nto a s�de street,
and d�sappeared.
Ilya turned slowly back and felt h�s face burn w�th the words of h�s
fr�end as though he had looked �nto a hot oven.
"How angry he was!" sa�d Gavr�k.
Ilya sm�led.
"Whose throat d�d he want to cut?" asked the boy, and came up to
the counter. He held h�s hands beh�nd h�s back, h�s head thrown up,
and h�s coarse face was red w�th exc�tement.
"H�s w�fe," sa�d Ilya.
Gavr�k was s�lent for a moment, then he wr�nkled h�s forehead and
sa�d softly and thoughtfully to h�s master:
"There was a woman near us po�soned her husband last Chr�stmas
w�th arsen�c, because he was always dr�nk�ng."
"It does happen," sa�d Lunev slowly, th�nk�ng of Pavel.
"But th�s man, w�ll he really k�ll her?"
"Go away now, Gavr�k."
The boy turned round and went to the door murmur�ng: "Marry! O
Lord!"
The dusk of tw�l�ght f�lled the streets and l�ghts appeared �n the
w�ndows oppos�te.
"It's t�me to shut up," sa�d Gavr�k qu�etly.
Ilya looked at the l�ghted w�ndows. Below they were decked w�th
flowers and above w�th wh�te curta�ns. Between the flowers, golden
frames could be seen on the walls w�th�n. When the w�ndows were
opened, sounds of song and gu�tar and loud laughter poured �nto the
street. There was s�ng�ng and mus�c and laughter �n th�s house



almost every even�ng. Lunev knew that a man, Gromov, l�ved there,
of the d�str�ct court of just�ce, a fat, red-cheeked man, w�th a b�g,
black moustache. H�s w�fe was stout, too, fa�r-ha�red, w�th l�ttle
fr�endly blue eyes; she went proudly along the street l�ke the queen
�n a fa�ry tale, but �f she was talk�ng to any one, she sm�led all the
t�me. Gromov had an unmarr�ed s�ster, a tall, brown-sk�nned and
black-ha�red g�rl, a crowd of young off�c�als courted her; they all
assembled at Gromov's almost every even�ng and laughed and
sang.
Gromov's cook bought thread of Ilya, compla�ned of her employers,
and sa�d that they fed the�r servants badly and were always
beh�ndhand w�th the�r wages, and Lunev thought:
"There—there are people who l�ve well."
"Really �t �s t�me to shut up," pers�sted Gavr�k.
"Shut up then."
The boy closed the door and the shop grew dark; there was a no�se
as the key turned �n the lock.
"L�ke a pr�son," thought Ilya.
The �nsult�ng words of h�s fr�end about h�s well fed cond�t�on stabbed
h�s heart l�ke spl�nters. As he sat by the samovar he thought angr�ly
of Pavel, but d�d not bel�eve he could murder Vyera.
"It was no good try�ng to help them, hang them; they don't know how
to l�ve, they spo�l one another," he thought crossly.
Gavr�k drank no�s�ly out of h�s saucer and shuffled h�s feet under the
table.
"Has he k�lled her or not?" he asked h�s master, suddenly.
Lunev looked at h�m mood�ly and sa�d:
"Dr�nk your tea, and go to bed."
The samovar bo�led and bubbled as though �t would jump off the
table. From the courtyard of a ne�ghbour�ng house an angry cry
resounded. "N�font! N�—�f—ont."



Suddenly a dark f�gure appeared at the w�ndow, and a trembl�ng,
t�m�d vo�ce asked:
"Does Ilya Jakovlev�tch l�ve here?"
"Yes, he does," cr�ed Gavr�k, sprang up and flew to the door of the
courtyard so qu�ckly that Ilya had no t�me to say anyth�ng.
"It's sure to be she," he sa�d �n a loud wh�sper, hold�ng the latch of
the door.
"Who?" asked Ilya, �nvoluntar�ly lower�ng h�s vo�ce.
"Why—she—he wanted to k�ll."
He pushed open the door and the th�n small f�gure of a woman
appeared, wear�ng a cotton dress and a small kerch�ef on her head.
She supported herself by the doorpost w�th one hand and w�th the
other pulled at the ends of her kerch�ef. She stood s�deways, as
though ready to go away aga�n at once.
"Come �n," sa�d Lunev roughly; he looked at her and d�d not
recogn�se her. She started at the sound of h�s vo�ce, then l�fted her
head w�th a sm�le on the pale small face.
"Masha!" cr�ed Ilya, and sprang up. She laughed softly, shut the door
fast beh�nd her and came towards h�m.
"You d�dn't know me—you d�dn't know me a b�t," she sa�d and stood
�n the m�ddle of the room.
"God! Yes. I can recogn�se you now. But—how—you've changed!"
Ilya took her hand w�th exaggerated pol�teness, and led her to the
table, bowed, looked at her face and d�d not know how to say �n what
way she had changed. She was �ncred�bly th�n and walked as though
her feet gave under her.
"Where have you come from? Are you t�red? Ah—you—how you
look!"—he murmured, settled her carefully �n a cha�r and looked
stead�ly at her.
"See how he treats me," she sa�d, and looked at Ilya w�th a sm�le.
H�s heart contracted pa�nfully. Now that the lampl�ght fell on her, he



saw her face pla�nly. She leant back �n the cha�r, w�th her th�n hands
�n her lap, bent her head s�deways, and her flat chest heaved �n
shallow rap�d breath�ng. She looked as though made of sk�n and
bone; through the cotton stuff of her dress showed the bony
shoulders, elbows and knees, and her face was terr�ble �n �ts
th�nness. Over the temples, and the cheek-bones and ch�n, the
blu�sh sk�n was t�ght drawn, the mouth was half open, the th�n l�ps
d�d not cover the teeth, and the express�on of pa�n and fear stared
from the long narrow face. The eyes looked dull and dead.
"Have you been �ll?" asked Ilya.
"N—no," she answered slowly. "I'm qu�te well—he has made me l�ke
th�s."
"Your husband?"
"Yes—my husband."
Her slow, drawl�ng speech came l�ke groans, the uncovered teeth
gave her a f�sh-l�ke, dead look—�t seemed as though the dead m�ght
sm�le as she sm�led now and then.
Gavr�k stood bes�de her and looked at her w�th l�ps compressed and
fear �n h�s eyes.
"Go to bed!" sa�d Lunev to h�m.
The lad went �nto the shop, moved about a l�ttle there—then h�s head
appeared aga�n �n the doorway. Masha sat mot�onless, only her eyes
moved and wandered from one th�ng to another. Lunev poured her
out some tea, looked at her, but asked her no quest�ons.
"Ye—es—he torments me so," she sa�d. Her l�ps trembled and her
eyes closed for a moment; when she opened them aga�n two b�g,
heavy tears rolled down from under the lashes.
"Don't cry," sa�d Ilya, turn�ng away.
"Dr�nk your tea—and tell me all about �t—then �t w�ll be eas�er."
"I'm afra�d—he'll come," she sa�d, and shook her head.
"We'll turn h�m out."



"He's strong," Masha warned h�m.
"Have you run away?"
"Yes—�t's the fourth t�me—when I can't bear �t any more, I run away
—before I meant to drown myself—but he caught me—and beat me
and hurt me so." Her eyes grew unnaturally b�g from the fear her
memor�es roused, and her lower jaw trembled. She hung her head
and sa�d �n a wh�sper:
"He always hurts my feet."
"Ah," cr�ed Ilya. "What's the matter w�th you? Haven't you a tongue?
Tell the pol�ce—say—he tortures me! He can be pun�shed for that;
put �n pr�son."
"But—he's one of the judges," sa�d Masha, hopelessly.
"Ehrenov?—a judge? What do you mean?"
"I know. A l�ttle wh�le ago, he was on the bench for two weeks—
judg�ng. He came back angry and hungry. He p�nched my breast w�th
the tongs and tw�sted �t and turned �t l�ke a rag—look!"
She unbuttoned her dress w�th trembl�ng f�ngers and showed the
small w�thered breast, all covered w�th dark patches, as though �t
had been gnawed.
"Don't!" sa�d Ilya gloom�ly. It made h�m s�ck to see the tortured,
lacerated body—he could not bel�eve that �t was Masha, the fr�end of
h�s ch�ldhood, once so gay, who sat before h�m. She bared her
shoulder and sa�d �n a toneless vo�ce:
"See how my shoulder �s knocked about! Everyth�ng he can, all my
body �s p�nched and ha�r torn out."
"But why?"
"He's a beast. He says, 'You don't love me,' and he p�nches me."
"Perhaps—before he marr�ed you, there was some one else?"
"How could there be? I saw only you and Jakov—no one ever
touched me. Yes, and now I hate all that. It hurts me. I hate �t. I'm
always s�ck."



"Don't—don't—Masha," sa�d Ilya gently. She was s�lent, sat once
more as though turned to stone, her breast st�ll bare. Ilya looked
from beh�nd the samovar aga�n at her th�n bru�sed body and sa�d:
"Do up your dress!"
"I don't m�nd you," she answered mechan�cally, and began to button
her blouse w�th shak�ng f�ngers. All was st�ll. Then the sound of loud
sobb�ng came from the shop. Ilya got up and went to the door and
closed �t, say�ng crossly:
"Be qu�et—Gavrushka—go to sleep!"
"Is that the boy?" asked Masha.
"Yes."
"Cry�ng?"
"Yes."
"Is he fr�ghtened?"
"No. I th�nk—he's sorry."
"For what?"
"For you."
"Ah—the boy!" sa�d Masha, �nd�fferently; but her l�feless face d�d not
move. Then she began to dr�nk her tea, but her hands shook so that
the saucer rattled aga�nst her teeth. Ilya looked on and wondered—
was he sorry for Masha—or not? But h�s heart was heavy, and he
thought of her husband w�th hatred.
"What w�ll you do?" he asked after a long pause.
"I don't know," she answered w�th a s�gh. "What can I do? I'll rest—t�ll
they catch me aga�n."
"You ought to compla�n to the pol�ce," sa�d Lunev, f�rmly. "Why
should he torment you? Who has any r�ght to torment any one l�ke
that?"
"He d�d the same to h�s f�rst w�fe," sa�d Masha. "He t�ed her to the
bed by her ha�r—and p�nched her—just the same—and once I was



asleep and suddenly I felt a pa�n and woke and screamed—he'd
burnt me w�th a l�ghted match."
Lunev sprang up and sa�d f�ercely and loudly that the very next
morn�ng she should go to the pol�ce and show her bru�ses and
demand to have her husband condemned. She l�stened to h�m,
sh�ft�ng unceas�ngly to and fro, looked at h�m �n terror, and sa�d:
"Don't shout—don't shout, please! They'll hear you."
H�s words only d�stressed her. He soon perce�ved th�s l�ttle g�rl, once
so cheerful and gay, had been beaten and crushed t�ll all human
sp�r�t was tortured out of her.
"Very well," he sa�d, and sat down aga�n. "I'll see to �t. I'll f�nd a way.
You'll stay here, Mashutka—d'you hear?"
"Yes. I hear," she answered softly, and looked round the room.
"You can have my bed, and I'll go �nto the shop—but to-morrow."
"I'll l�e down at once, I th�nk. I'm t�red." He folded back the coverlet
from the bed. She fell on �t and tr�ed to cover herself w�th the
bedclothes, but could not manage �t, and sa�d w�th a dull sm�le:
"How s�lly I am. I m�ght be drunk."
Ilya drew the coverlet over her, arranged the p�llows, and was go�ng
away, when she sa�d anx�ously:
"Don't go. Stay a l�ttle. I'm so fr�ghtened alone—there's someth�ng
haunts me." He sat down by the bed, looked once at her pale face,
framed �n �ts curls, and turned away. All at once he was full of shame
that she should l�e there, hardly al�ve. He remembered Jakov's
entreat�es, and Mat�za's account of Masha's l�fe, and he hung h�s
head.
"And h�s father beats Jasha, they say. Mat�za says, 'What a l�fe!'" she
sa�d.
"Such fathers," sa�d Lunev between h�s teeth, �nterrupt�ng her soft,
l�feless speech. "Such fathers—ought to go to penal serv�tude—your
father and Petrusha F�l�monov."



"No, my father �s weak—he �sn't w�cked."
"If you can't look after your ch�ldren you've no bus�ness to have any."
From the house oppos�te came the mus�c of two vo�ces s�ng�ng
together, and the words of the song dr�fted through the open w�ndow
�nto Ilya's room. A strong, deep bass sang f�ercely:
"My heart �s d�senchanted."
"There. I shall go to sleep," murmured Masha. "How n�ce �t �s—so
peaceful—and the s�ng�ng—they s�ng well."
"Oh, yes—they s�ng,", sa�d Lunev sm�l�ng, gr�mly. "Though the sk�n �s
torn off one, the others can shout."
"It w�ll not trust aga�n," sang the tenor vo�ce, the clear, round tones
r�ng�ng through the qu�et n�ght l�ghtly and freely up �nto the sky.
Lunev got up and shut the w�ndow crossly; the song was
unendurable, �t tormented h�m. The no�se of the w�ndow-frame made
Masha start. She opened her eyes, ra�sed her head �n terror and
asked: "Who's there?"
"I. I was shutt�ng the w�ndow."
"For Heaven's sake—are you go�ng?"
"No, no—don't be afra�d."
She turned on her p�llow and went to sleep aga�n. Ilya's least
movement, or the no�se of footsteps �n the street, d�sturbed her. She
opened her eyes at once and cr�ed �n her sleep.
"Com�ng—oh—I'm com�ng."
Or she stretched out her hand to Ilya and asked: "Is that a knock at
the door?" Wh�le he tr�ed to s�t st�ll, and looked out of the w�ndow
wh�ch he had opened aga�n, Ilya pondered how he could help
Masha, and determ�ned gr�mly not to let her go t�ll the matter was �n
the hands of the pol�ce.
"I must work �t through K�r�k."
"Please, please—go on!" through the w�ndows came the sound of
l�vely appeals and applause from Gromov's house. Masha groaned



�n her sleep, but the mus�c began aga�n.
"A pa�r of bay horses, and early away."
Lunev shook h�s head despa�r�ngly. The s�ng�ng and outcry and
laughter d�sturbed h�m. He propped h�s elbows on the w�ndow-ledge
and stared at the l�ghted w�ndows oppos�te, w�th wrath and f�erce
resentment, and thought how good �t would be to cross the street
and hurl a pav�ng stone through �nto the room; or to have a gun and
send a charge of shot among these cheerful people. The shot would
come wh�zz�ng �n—he �mag�ned the terr�f�ed bleed�ng faces, the
confus�on and outcry, and sm�led w�th an ev�l joy �n h�s heart. But the
words of the song crept �nvoluntar�ly �nto h�s ears, he repeated them
to h�mself, and suddenly grasped w�th amazement, that these happy
people were s�ng�ng of the bur�al of a m�stress. Th�s surpr�sed h�m;
he began to l�sten more attent�vely and thought:
"Why do they s�ng that? What sort of pleasure can there be �n such a
song? See, what a th�ng to th�nk of—the fools! A funeral—such a
funeral! And here—ten steps away l�es a l�v�ng, suffer�ng human
be�ng."
"Bravo! Bravo!" came from over the street.
Lunev sm�led, looked f�rst at Masha, and then at the street; �t
seemed to h�m r�d�culous that men should f�nd amusement �n s�ng�ng
of the bur�al of a l�ght-o'-love.
"Vass�ly—Vass�l�tch," murmured Masha. "I won't. O God!"
She threw herself about �n bed as �f she were burn�ng, threw the
coverlet on the floor, stretched her arms out, and stared �n front of
her. Her mouth was half open, she rattled �n her throat. Lunev bent
qu�ckly over her, he was afra�d she was dy�ng. Then, rel�eved by
hear�ng her breathe, he covered her up aga�n, crawled back to the
w�ndow, leaned h�s face aga�nst the bars and looked over at
Gromov's house. There they were st�ll s�ng�ng, now one vo�ce, now
two, now several �n chorus. Mus�c was followed by laughter. Past the
w�ndows fl�tted lad�es dressed �n wh�te or p�nk or blue. He l�stened to
the mus�c and marvelled how these men could s�ng long-drawn,
melancholy songs of the Volga and of funerals and of desert lands,



and laugh at the end of every song as though �t were all noth�ng, as �f
they had sung of �nd�fferent th�ngs. Is �t poss�ble that they f�nd sorrow
amus�ng? But every t�me that Masha attracted h�s attent�on, he
looked at her stup�dly and wondered what was to become of her.
Suppose Tat�ana came �n and saw her—what was he to do w�th
Masha? He felt as though caught �n a m�st; h�s heart was we�ghed
down w�th the songs and Masha's groans, and h�s own heavy,
d�sconnected thoughts. When he felt sleepy he crawled from under
the w�ndow-ledge, lay down on the floor by the bed and put h�s
overcoat under h�s head. He dreamed that Masha was dead and
ly�ng on the ground �n a b�g shed, and round about were stand�ng
lad�es, dressed �n wh�te and p�nk and blue, and s�ng�ng songs over
her; and when they sang mournful songs they all laughed, and when
the songs were cheerful they wept b�tterly, and nodded the�r heads
sadly and w�ped away the�r tears w�th wh�te pocket-handkerch�efs. In
the shed �t was dark and damp, and �n the corner stood Savel the
sm�th, hammer�ng at an �ron ra�l�ng and str�k�ng no�sy blows on the
red-hot bars. On the roof of the shed someone went round about and
cr�ed, "Ilya. Il—ya."
But he lay �n the shed, bound somehow fast, he could hardly turn, he
could not speak.

XXII.

"Ilya, get up please."
He opened h�s eyes and recogn�sed Pavel Gratschev. Pavel was
s�tt�ng on a cha�r, k�ck�ng Ilya's legs gently. The br�ght sunl�ght
streamed �nto the room and shone on the samovar bo�l�ng on the
table; Lunev bl�nked, dazzled.
"L�sten, Ilya."
Pavel's vo�ce was hoarse, as though after heavy dr�nk�ng, h�s face
was yellow, h�s ha�r d�sordered. Lunev looked at h�m, then sprung up



from the floor and cr�ed half aloud:
"What?"
"She's caught," sa�d Pavel, and shook h�s head.
"What? Where �s she?" asked Ilya, bend�ng over h�m and catch�ng
h�m by the shoulder. Gratschev swayed and sa�d m�serably:
"They've put her �n pr�son, yesterday morn�ng, they say; they brought
her to the pr�son."
"What for?" asked Ilya �n a loud wh�sper. Masha waked up,
shuddered at the s�ght of Pavel, and stared at h�m terr�f�ed. From the
door �nto the shop Gavr�k looked �n, h�s l�ps compressed �n
d�sapproval.
"They say she's stolen s�x hundred roubles from a merchant, a
pocket book, b�lls, and so on."
Ilya la�d a hand on h�s fr�end's shoulder, and then moved s�lently
away.
"When they searched they found the money at her house," sa�d
Gratschev, �n a dull way. "The pol�ce �nspector, she struck h�m �n the
face."
"Oh, of course," sa�d Ilya w�th a harsh laugh. "If you've got to go to
pr�son, why not go �n style!"
When Masha understood that all th�s d�d not concern her she sm�led
and sa�d softly: "If they'd take me to pr�son."
Pavel looked at her, then at Ilya.
"Don't you know her?" asked Ilya. "Masha, Perf�shka's daughter, you
remember."
"Oh, yes," sa�d Pavel slowly and �nd�fferently, and turned away,
although Masha, who had recogn�sed h�m, greeted h�m w�th a sm�le.
"Ilya," sa�d Gratschev gloom�ly. "If she's done that for me? She spoke
of �t."



"Oh, I don't know for whom, for you or for herself, �t's all the same!
Her song �s f�n�shed."
Lunev could not collect h�s thoughts. Weary for want of sleep,
unwashed, and d�shevelled, he sat down at Masha's feet, and looked
f�rst at her, then at Pavel, and felt overwhelmed.
"I knew," he sa�d slowly, "the whole bus�ness could come to no good
end."
"She wouldn't l�sten to me," sa�d Pavel, �n a l�feless tone.
"That's �t, of course!" cr�ed Lunev �ron�cally. "That's the whole trouble,
that she wouldn't l�sten to you! What could you say to her?"
"I loved her."
"What's the good of your love? �n the dev�l's name! What can you get
w�th that? Apart from anyth�ng else you never got her enough to eat
by your work."
"That's true," sa�d Pavel, s�gh�ng. Lunev was �rr�tated, he felt that all
these l�ves, Pavel's, Masha's, st�rred h�m to wrath, exc�ted h�m, and
not know�ng where to d�rect h�s feel�ngs, he vented them on h�s
fr�end.
"Every one wants to be decent and happy, you too, but you say to
her, I love you, therefore l�ve w�th me, and suffer want; do you th�nk
that's the way to take �t?"



"How should I then?" asked Pavel gently.
The quest�on calmed Ilya a l�ttle, �nvoluntar�ly he fell to th�nk�ng of �t.
"It would be eas�er for me to k�ll her w�th my own hands," sa�d Pavel.
Gavr�k looked �n. "Ilya Jakovlev�tch! shall I open the shop!"
"Oh, go to the dev�l!" shouted Lunev �n anger. "Don't worry me w�th
the shop."
"Am I �n the way," asked Pavel.
He sat �n the cha�r lean�ng forward w�th h�s elbows on h�s knees, and
looked at the floor. A ve�n, full of blood, swelled on h�s temple.
"You," cr�ed Lunev, and looked at h�m. "You don't d�sturb me, nor
Masha; �t's a very d�fferent th�ng! I've told you before, that there's
someth�ng gets �n the way of us all, you and me, and Masha. It's our
folly or someth�ng. I don't know what; but �t's not poss�ble to l�ve l�ke
human be�ngs!"
Lunev looked round h�s l�ttle room at Masha s�tt�ng on the bed,
mot�onless w�th downcast express�on, �nto the shop where Gavr�k
was hav�ng h�s tea, �nto the street, through the ra�led-�n w�ndow, and
cont�nued w�th despa�r �n h�s soul, exc�tedly, angr�ly, and hoarsely:
"It's �mposs�ble to l�ve. It's cramped and stup�d, and absurd; you f�nd
a qu�et corner, and there's no peace there! Everyth�ng �s �mpure,
heavy, pa�nful; you can't understand; everyth�ng goes wrong, you
hear people s�ng�ng and you th�nk you're happy. But �t hurts you to
hear the�r songs �f your soul's �n pa�n."
"What are you talk�ng of?" asked Pavel, w�thout look�ng at h�m.
"Of every one," cr�ed Lunev. "I feel now that noth�ng's any use, damn
�t! I don't understand, perhaps, well then I don't! But I do understand
what I want. I want to l�ve l�ke a man, cleanly, and honourably, and
happ�ly! I don't want to see trouble and horrors and s�n, and all sorts
of beastl�ness. I don't want �t! But——"
He stopped and grew pale.
"Well?" sa�d Pavel.



"No, that's not �t. I only meant——" began Lunev, and h�s vo�ce
dropped.
"You always speak of yourself," observed Pavel.
"And whom do you speak of? Of her? But who �s �t she troubles, me
or you? Every man cares for h�s own wounds, and groans w�th h�s
own vo�ce. I don't speak of myself only, I speak of every one, for
every one troubles me."
"I'll go," sa�d Gratschev, and got up heav�ly.
"Ah," cr�ed Ilya. "Don't be hurt, try to understand. I'm hurt too, and
sufferers should understand one another, then �t w�ll be clear who �t
�s who torments us."
"Brother, �t's as though you h�t me on the head w�th a stone. I don't
understand. I'm sorry for Vyera—there, I am, really. What can I do? I
don't know."
"You can't do anyth�ng," sa�d Ilya f�rmly. "I tell you she's done for!
They'll condemn her, she's caught �n the act."
Gratschev sat down aga�n.
"But �f I declare she d�d �t for me?"
"Are you a pr�nce? Say �t, and they'll put you �n pr�son too. Anyhow,
we must pull th�ngs together. You had better have a wash, and you,
too, Masha. We're go�ng �nto the shop, but you get up and t�dy
yourself, have some tea, make yourself at home."
Masha shuddered, ra�sed her head from the p�llow and asked:
"What, am I to go home?"
"No. You're home �s where, at any rate, you're not tortured. Come
Pasha!"
When they were �n the shop, Pavel asked gloom�ly:
"Why �s she here? She's l�ke a corpse."
Lunev told h�m br�efly how matters stood. To h�s aston�shment,
Gratschev seemed cheered.



"My word, the old dev�l!" he sa�d, and sm�led.
Ilya stood by h�m, look�ng round h�s shop, and sa�d:
"Theft and ly�ng, and robbery, and drunkenness—all k�nds of f�lth and
d�sorder—that �s l�fe. You don't want �t, but �t's all the same, you go
down the same stream as the rest and the same water soaks you;
l�ve as you have to! You can't get out of �t anyhow. Run away to the
forest? or a monastery? You told me a l�ttle wh�le ago that I should
f�nd no peace here."
He �nd�cated the shop w�th a sweep�ng gesture, nodded and sm�led
unpleasantly. "R�ght, there �s no peace. What's the good to me to
stand on one spot and do bus�ness? Plenty of worry, but no freedom.
I can't go out. Before, I went where I l�ked, �n the streets, �f I found a
n�ce comfortable place I sat down and enjoyed myself, but now here
I squat, day �n day out, and that's all."
"See, you m�ght have taken Vyera as an ass�stant," sa�d Pavel.
Ilya looked at h�m, but sa�d noth�ng.
"Come �n," cr�ed Masha.
At tea, hardly a word was spoken.
The sun shone on the street, the bare feet of the ch�ldren shuffled
along the pavement, the hawkers of vegetables went by the w�ndow.
"Fresh leeks, on�ons!" a woman cr�ed.
"Fresh cucumbers!"
Everyth�ng spoke of spr�ng, of f�ne warm, clear days, but �n the l�ttle
room �t smelt damp and close. From t�me to t�me a melancholy,
sorrowful word was uttered, the samovar hummed and gl�ttered �n
the sunsh�ne.
"We s�t here as �f we were at a funeral," sa�d Ilya.
"Yes, Vyera's," added Gratschev. He sat there l�ke a beaten hound.
H�s hands moved slackly, h�s face was despa�r�ng, and he spoke
slowly �n a dull vo�ce.



"Pull yourself together," sa�d Ilya to h�m coldly. "It's no good g�v�ng
way."
"It's my consc�ence," sa�d Gratschev, shak�ng h�s head. "I s�t here
and th�nk that I drove her to pr�son."
"That's qu�te poss�ble," sa�d Ilya remorselessly.
Gratschev ra�sed h�s head and looked at h�s fr�end reproachfully.
"Why do you look at me?"
"You're a bad-hearted man."
"Well, why should I be good? What joy have I to make me cheerful?"
cr�ed Ilya. "Who has ever done any good th�ng for me? Who has
cared for me? One soul perhaps �n all the world, and she was a
ne'er-do-well, a v�c�ous woman, ah! Every one may str�ke me, and
I'm to keep qu�et? No thank you!"
H�s face flushed as anger welled up �n h�m, h�s eyes grew bloodshot;
he sprang up �n a paroxysm of rage, long�ng to scream, to �nsult
them, to str�ke the walls or the table w�th h�s f�sts. Masha, terr�f�ed,
cr�ed aloud l�ke a ch�ld:
"I want to go home, let me go," she sa�d �n a trembl�ng tearful vo�ce,
and moved her head as though try�ng to h�de �t.
Lunev was s�lent; he saw Pavel look at h�m w�th enm�ty.
"Well, what are you cry�ng at?" he sa�d �ll-temperedly. "I d�dn't shout
at you, and you needn't go. I'll go, I must. Pavel w�ll stay w�th you."
"Gavr�lo! If Tat�ana Vlassyevna——"
"Who's that?"
There was a knock at the door of the courtyard. Gavr�k looked
�nqu�r�ngly at h�s master.
"Open," sa�d Ilya.
Gavr�k's s�ster appeared on the threshold. She stood w�thout mov�ng
for a few seconds, as stra�ght as a dart, her head drawn back, and
looked at them all w�th screwed-up eyes. Then on her cold, ugly face



appeared a gr�mace of d�sgust, and w�thout not�c�ng Ilya's bow, she
sa�d to her brother:
"Gavr�k, come here a moment."
Ilya flared out. The blood rushed to h�s face at the �nsult w�th such
force that h�s eyes burned.
"If you're saluted, madam, you m�ght acknowledge �t," he sa�d
emphat�cally, restra�n�ng h�mself as well as he could. But she held
her head h�gher and her brows contracted. W�th l�ps close-pressed,
she measured Ilya w�th her eyes, and sa�d noth�ng. Gavr�k also
looked w�th anger at h�s master.
"You are not v�s�t�ng drunkards or rascals," Ilya went on, qu�ver�ng
w�th h�s emot�on. "You rece�ve a respectful greet�ng, and as a well-
mannered lady, you are bound to acknowledge �t."
"Don't be stuck up, Sonyka," sa�d Gavr�k suddenly, �n a peaceful
tone, and took her hand. A pa�nful s�lence followed. Ilya and the g�rl
faced one another and wa�ted. Masha shrunk s�lently �nto a corner.
Pavel bl�nked stup�dly.
"Speak up! Sonyka," sa�d Gavr�k �mpat�ently. "Do you suppose they'll
hurt you?" and he added w�th an unexpected sm�le, "You are funny,
you people."
H�s s�ster snatched away her hand and sa�d to Lunev coldly and
sharply:
"What do you want?"
"Noth�ng, only——"
But here a f�ne �dea came �nto h�s head. He advanced and sa�d as
pol�tely as he could:
"Allow me; you see we are three uneducated people, qu�te obscure.
You are an educated lady."
He was eager to speak out h�s thought but could not. The stern,
open glance of the dark eyes confused h�m; �t never wavered and
seemed to dr�ve h�s senses from h�m. Her nostr�ls tw�tched, and her



f�ngers pressed her brother's hand nervously. Ilya lowered h�s eyes
and murmured confusedly and angr�ly:
"I don't know how to say �t r�ght off; �f you've t�me, come �n, s�t down,"
and he made way for her.
"Stay here, Gavr�k!" sa�d the g�rl, left her brother by the door and
went �nto the room. Ilya pushed a stool towards her. She sat down;
Pavel went �nto the shop, Masha shrank �nto the corner by the stove,
but Lunev stood mot�onless two paces from the g�rl and sought for
words to speak.
"Well," she sa�d.
"See, th�s �s the bus�ness," sa�d Ilya, w�th a deep s�gh. "You see, th�s
g�rl, that �s, she's not a g�rl, she's marr�ed to an old man, who bull�es
her; she �s all bru�sed and tortured and she ran away, she came to
me. Perhaps you th�nk that means someth�ng s�nful. It doesn't at all."
He confused h�s words and spoke vaguely between h�s des�re to tell
Masha's story and g�ve the g�rl h�s own thoughts about �t. He wanted
espec�ally to make h�s hearer share h�s own thoughts. She looked at
h�m, and her face was more y�eld�ng, though her eyes flashed
strangely.
"I understand," she �nterrupted. "You don't know what to do. F�rst of
all you must get a doctor; he must exam�ne her. I know a good
doctor, �f you l�ke, shall I take her to h�m? Gavr�k, what's the t�me?
Close on eleven. Good, that's h�s consultat�on hour. Gavr�k, call a
droshky, and you �ntroduce me to her."
But Ilya d�d not move. He had not �mag�ned that th�s stern, ser�ous
g�rl could speak �n such a soft vo�ce. Her face, too, amazed h�m; st�ll
proud, but now wholly anx�ous, and �n �t someth�ng good, k�nd,
capable, that Ilya had never seen before. He looked at her and
sm�led �n s�lent amazement. She, however, had turned away already,
and go�ng over to Masha, spoke to her gently.
"Don't cry, dear; don't be fr�ghtened, the doctor �s a good man, he'll
exam�ne you and make out a cert�f�cate, and that's all. I'll br�ng you
back here; now my dear, don't cry l�ke that." She put her hands on
Masha's shoulders, and tr�ed to draw her closer.



"A—ah! that hurts," groaned Masha softly.
"How? What �s �t?"
Lunev heard and sm�led.
"How? Good heavens, how awful!" cr�ed the g�rl, fall�ng back; her
face was pale, and fear and anger gl�ttered �n her eyes.
"How she's bru�sed! Ah!"
"You see how we l�ve!" cr�ed Lunev, flar�ng up aga�n. "Do you see? I
can show you another, there! Allow me, my comrade, Pavel
Savel�tch Gratschev." Pavel came slowly out of the shop, and held
out h�s hand w�thout look�ng at the g�rl.
"Medvedeva, Sof�a N�konovna," she sa�d, as she looked at Pavel's
despa�r�ng face. "And you are Ilya Jakovlev�tch?" and she turned
aga�n to Lunev.
"Yes," sa�d Ilya, pressed her hand, and went on, st�ll hold�ng �t——
"You see, s�nce you're so good—that's to say—as you've helped �n
one bus�ness, you won't desp�se the other. There's a trouble here
too."
She looked attent�vely and ser�ously �n h�s handsome exc�ted face
and tr�ed qu�etly to w�thdraw her hand; but he told her of Vyera and
Pavel, speak�ng warmly, pass�onately, feel�ng that a load was fall�ng
from h�s heart. He shook her hand hard and sa�d:
"He makes verses and all sorts of th�ngs. But he's qu�te knocked
over by th�s. And she too, you th�nk, that �t's all r�ght because she's—
that k�nd of woman? No, don't th�nk that! No one �s all good or all
bad!"
"How d'you mean?"
"I mean, even �f any one �s bad, st�ll there's someth�ng good there,
and �f he's good, there's sure to be someth�ng bad. All our souls are
two-coloured—all."
"That's well sa�d," she agreed, and nodded ser�ously. "That's thought
l�ke a man! but please let go my hand, you hurt me."



Ilya began to apolog�se, but she d�d not attend to h�m, say�ng to
Pavel �n a tone of conv�ct�on;
"You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Gratschev; you mustn't be l�ke
that; you must do someth�ng. One must always try to do someth�ng,
e�ther defend or attack. We must get her a lawyer, an advocate,
d'you see? I'll f�nd you one, and noth�ng w�ll happen to her because
he'll get her off. I prom�se you, he'll get her off."
Her face was flushed, the ha�r on her temples d�sordered, and her
eyes burned w�th a strange joy. Masha stood by her and looked at
her w�th the trustful cur�os�ty of a ch�ld. But Lunev looked at Pavel
and Masha tr�umphantly, and felt m�ngled pr�de and joy at the
presence of th�s g�rl �n h�s room.
"If you can really help," sa�d Pavel, w�th a trembl�ng vo�ce, "help us.
I'll never forget �t as long as I l�ve; although I don't bel�eve �t can
come to a good end, yet I w�ll bel�eve �t!"
"Come to me at seven o'clock, w�ll you? Gavr�k w�ll tell you where."
"I'll come. I don't know how to thank you."
"Why—thank me?"
"But I feel——"
"Don't say anyth�ng! we ought to help one another."
"Yes, men th�nk that, don't they?" cr�ed Ilya, �ron�cally.
The g�rl turned round on h�m qu�ckly. But Gavr�k, who felt h�mself �n
th�s confus�on the only healthy, sens�ble person, caught her hand
and sa�d:
"There, get on, you chatterbox!"
"Yes, Masha, get your th�ngs on!"
"I haven't anyth�ng to put on," sa�d Masha shyly.
"Ah! well, anyhow, let's go. You'll come then, Gratschev, eh? Good-
bye Ilya Jakovlev�tch."



The men pressed her hand respectfully and s�lently, then she went
out lead�ng Masha. In the door, however, she turned round, threw
her head up, and sa�d to Ilya:
"I forgot, but �t's �mportant! I d�dn't acknowledge your greet�ng when I
came �n. That was abom�nable. I beg your pardon."
Her face flamed red, and her eyes were lowered; Ilya looked at her
and h�s heart rejo�ced.
"I'm sorry, very sorry! I thought you had a dr�nk�ng party; �t was very
stup�d, but——"
She broke off as though the words choked her.
"When you blamed me for not speak�ng, I thought he's speak�ng as
the employer, and I was wrong. I'm very glad �t was a real human
feel�ng that spoke."
She broke �nto a br�ght happy sm�le and sa�d s�ncerely, and as
though �t gave her pleasure to say �t:
"Oh! �t �s so good to recogn�se human feel�ng �n any one. I'm very
glad, very; everyth�ng has come r�ght, so splend�dly—splend�dly."
She d�sappeared l�ke a l�ttle grey cloud, l�ghted w�th the rays of the
morn�ng sun. The fr�ends looked after her; both faces were solemn
and w�thal a l�ttle com�c. Lunev looked round the room and sa�d:
"Qu�te jolly here? eh?" Pavel laughed softly.
"Well, she's a good sort!" Lunev cont�nued w�th a l�ttle s�gh. "How she
——ah!"
"She just swept everyth�ng clean l�ke the w�nd!"
"There, d�d you see?" cr�ed Ilya �n tr�umph, pull�ng at h�s curly ha�r,
"How she apolog�sed, eh? You see what �t's l�ke to be really
cult�vated; you can respect a person, but you're never the f�rst to
make advances, see?"
"She's good," Gratschev conf�rmed h�m. "How long was she here?
Close on an hour; �t seems l�ke a m�nute or two."
"L�ke a star."



"Yes, and put everyth�ng stra�ght �n no t�me; told us how and where
and when."
Lunev laughed exc�tedly; he was del�ghted that th�s proud g�rl should
have shown herself so capable and cheerful, and he was pleased
w�th h�mself for know�ng how to conduct h�mself worth�ly.
"Ah, yes," he cr�ed regretfully. "I forgot; she took me by surpr�se w�th
her apology."
"What d�d you forget?"
"I ought to have k�ssed her hand; that's what they do, educated
people; �t shows spec�al respect."
Gavr�k came �n apparently loaf�ng a�mlessly.
"Ah, Gavr�k!" sa�d Ilya, and clapped h�m on the shoulder. "Your
s�ster's a br�ck."
"Yes, she's a good sort," the boy agreed condescend�ngly. "Are we
go�ng to work to-day, or have a hol�day? for I'd l�ke to go �nto the
country."
"No work to-day. Pavel, come, let's go for a walk."
"I shall go to the pol�ce stat�on," sa�d Pavel, and h�s face clouded
over aga�n.
"Perhaps they'll let me see her."
"I shall go for a walk," sa�d Ilya.
Fresh and happy he strolled through the streets th�nk�ng of Gavr�k's
s�ster, and compar�ng th�s strange g�rl w�th all the people he had ever
known. It was clear to h�m that she was better than them all, and had
treated h�m better. The words of her apology rang �n h�s ears, and he
saw before h�m her face, w�th �ts w�de nostr�ls, and every feature
stamped w�th an express�on of str�v�ng towards some unknown goal.
"And how she used to look down on me at f�rst," he sa�d to h�mself
sm�l�ng, and began to wonder why at f�rst she had treated h�m so
proudly and d�stantly when she d�d not know h�m, and had hardly
exchanged a word w�th h�m.



L�fe surged round about h�m. Students went by laugh�ng, droshkys
and carts of goods rolled past, a beggar l�mped along �n front of h�m,
h�s wooden leg tapp�ng loudly on the stone pavement.
Two pr�soners, guarded by a sold�er, were carry�ng a wooden tub on
a pole between them. A seller of pears passed along shout�ng,
"Garden pears! Cook�ng pears!" Beh�nd h�m ran a l�ttle dog w�th
loll�ng tongue, rattle and crash, shout�ng and tramp�ng, every sound
blended �n a l�vely, exc�t�ng hubbub. A warm dust wh�rled aloft and
t�ckled the nostr�ls; the sun flamed out of a deep clean sky, and
flooded the whole world w�th rad�ant splendour. Lunev looked at
everyth�ng w�th a joy to wh�ch he had long been a stranger;
everyth�ng �n the streets seemed new and �nterest�ng; there, almost
danc�ng along, goes a pretty g�rl w�th a merry red-cheeked face, and
looks Ilya �n the eyes, frank and fr�endly, as though she would say:
"How n�ce you are!" Lunev sm�led back at her. A droshky dr�ver took
off h�s hat, bow�ng s�deways, w�th a gr�n, and sa�d to a fat lady
stand�ng on the pavement: "It's too l�ttle, lady, f�ve kopecks more."
Ilya saw by h�s face that he was ly�ng, the rascal—he had h�s proper
fare. A young man hurr�es out of a shop w�th a copper can �n h�s
hand, pours out the cold water, spr�nkl�ng the passers-by, and the l�d
of the can r�ngs cheerfully. The street �s hot, st�fl�ng, no�sy, and the
th�ck green of the old l�me-trees �n the town churchyard �s ent�c�ng
w�th �ts peace and cool shade. The churchyard �s surrounded w�th a
wh�te stone wall, and the th�ck fol�age of the old trees sweeps up �n a
m�ghty wave to heaven, crowned w�th a spray of po�nted green
leaves. Aga�nst the blue every leaf stands out, and slowly qu�ver�ng
seems to melt away, and h�gh over the foam of leaves sh�nes the
golden crosses of the church, a net-work of glanc�ng, trembl�ng rays.
Lunev entered the churchyard and went slowly along the broad alley,
draw�ng deep breaths of perfume from the blossom�ng l�mes.
Between the trees, under the branches' shade, stood monuments of
marble and gran�te, stout and heavy, overgrown w�th moss and
l�chen. Here and there �n the myster�ous tw�l�ght crosses or half-
erased �nscr�pt�ons gl�mmered; golden honeysuckle, acac�a,
wh�tethorn and elder grew �n the hedges, and the�r branches h�d the
graves. Here and there �n the dense green a slender grey wooden



cross appeared and was lost �mmed�ately among the surround�ng
bushes. Wh�te stems of young b�rch-trees gl�mmered l�ke velvet
through the th�ck network of leaves; they seemed to choose the
shade w�th calculated modesty �n order to be seen more eas�ly. On
green mounds, beh�nd ra�l�ngs, shone gay flowers, a bee buzzed by
�n the st�llness, two wh�te butterfl�es played �n the a�r; all k�nds of fl�es
swarmed no�selessly; and everywhere grasses and plants made
towards the l�ght, h�d the mournful graves, and all the green of the
churchyard was full of a tense str�v�ng to grow, to develop, to dr�nk �n
a�r and l�ght and change the r�chness of the earth to colour and scent
and beauty for the joy of eyes and hearts. Everywhere l�fe preva�ls
and w�ll preva�l.
Lunev rejo�ced to wander at w�ll �n the qu�et and breathe �n the sweet
perfume of the flowers and the l�me-trees. In h�s heart, too, there was
rest and peace, he thought of noth�ng, but tasted the joy of sol�tude
long unknown to h�m. He turned to the left out of the alley by a
narrow path, and went slowly read�ng the �nscr�pt�ons on crosses and
gravestones. The graves hemmed h�m �n w�th the�r ra�l�ngs,
ornamental and wrought, or pla�n cast-�ron.
"Beneath th�s cross rest the ashes of Von�fanty, servant of God."
He read and sm�led, the name seemed r�d�culous. Over the ashes of
Von�fanty was set a huge gran�te stone. Near by �n another
enclosure rested "Peter Babushk�n, twenty-e�ght years old."
"A young fellow," thought Ilya.
On a p�llar of wh�te marble he read:

"Earth's l�ttle flower �s plucked and d�es,
A new star sh�nes �n heaven's sk�es."

Lunev read the couplet over and felt someth�ng touch�ng �n �t.
Suddenly he felt as though he had been struck to the heart, he
swayed and shut h�s eyes; but through h�s closed l�ds he st�ll saw
clearly the �nscr�pt�on that had terr�f�ed h�m. The sh�n�ng, golden
letters on the b�g, brown stone seemed to have been cut on h�s
bra�n:



"Here l�es the body of the merchant G�lde Vass�ly Gavr�lov�tsch
Poluektov, the younger."
After a moment or two, terr�f�ed at h�s own fear, he opened h�s eyes
qu�ckly, and looked susp�c�ously round about h�m. No one was there,
only far off a bur�al serv�ce was be�ng conducted. Through the
st�llness rang a th�n tenor vo�ce s�ng�ng:
"Let us pray."
A deep, rather unpleasant vo�ce answered, "Have mercy," and the
cl�nk�ng of the censers was just aud�ble.
Lunev stood w�th h�s back aga�nst a maple-tree, h�s head thrown
back, star�ng at the grave of the man he had murdered. He had
pushed h�s cap off h�s brow, and �t was pressed aga�nst the tree by
the back of h�s head. H�s eyebrows were dark, h�s upper l�p tw�tched,
show�ng h�s teeth; h�s hands were deep �n h�s jacket pockets, and h�s
feet braced aga�nst the ground.
Poluektov's monument represented a coff�n, and carved on �t an
open book, and a skull and crossbones. Bes�de �t �n the same
enclosure was another smaller stone w�th an �nscr�pt�on that beneath
�t rested Euprax�a Poluektov, twenty-two years old.
"The f�rst w�fe," thought Lunev. The thought came from only a small
part of h�s bra�n, that rema�ned free from the stra�n�ng labour of h�s
memory. He was gr�pped by the recollect�ons of Poluektov; the f�rst
meet�ng, the murder, the feel�ng of the old man's sal�va on h�s hands.
But wh�le all th�s st�rred to l�fe �n h�s memory, he felt no trouble, no
remorse, he looked at the gravestone w�th hate and b�tterness and
deep �ll-w�ll; and under h�s breath, w�th hot anger �n h�s heart, and a
real conv�ct�on of the truth of h�s words, he addressed the merchant:
"It's for you, damn you, that I ru�ned all my l�fe, for you! You dev�l.
What l�fe �s �t I lead, through you! I have sm�rched myself for ever
through you."
The words "for you" thumped �n h�m l�ke hammer strokes. He longed
to cry w�th all h�s m�ght these words for every one to hear, and he
could hardly restra�n the f�erce des�re. He pressed h�s teeth together
t�ll they ached, and stared before h�m wh�le the thought of h�s l�fe



took hold of h�s soul l�ke f�re. Before h�m appeared the l�ttle, sp�teful
face, and near �t somehow the w�cked, bald head of Strogany w�th
the red eyebrows, the self-sat�sf�ed face of Petrusha, the stup�d K�r�k,
the grey head of Ehrenov, snub-nosed and p�g-eyed—a whole crowd
of fam�l�ar faces. There was a roar�ng �n h�s ears, and �t seemed as
though all these men surrounded h�m, pressed on h�m, crowded h�m
obst�nately. He stepped away from the tree; h�s cap fell down beh�nd
h�m; as he bent to p�ck �t up, he could not help steal�ng a s�delong
glance at the money-changer's gravestone. He felt hot and s�ck, h�s
face was full of blood, h�s eyes were stra�ned w�th the tenseness of
the�r gaze. W�th great d�ff�culty he tore them away, walked stra�ght up
to the enclosure, grasped the ra�l�ngs �n h�s hands and trembl�ng w�th
hate, spat on the grave; as he went away he stamped h�s feet on the
ground as though to free them from a pa�n.
He could not go home; h�s soul was heavy and a sense of s�ck, cold
wear�ness grew suffocat�ngly upon h�m. He walked w�th slow steps
w�thout look�ng at any one, w�thout car�ng for anyth�ng, w�thout
th�nk�ng. In th�s way he walked along one street, turned mechan�cally
�nto a second at the corner, went on a l�ttle further, and then found
h�mself close to Petrusha F�l�monov's tavern; the thought of Jakov
came �nto h�s m�nd. As he passed by the door he felt that he must go
�n, though he had no w�sh to do so. As he went up the steps he
heard Perf�shka's vo�ce.
"Oh! good people, be tender w�th your hands and spare my s�des."
Lunev stood st�ll �n the open door; he saw Jakov beh�nd the counter
through the clouds of dust and tobacco smoke. H�s ha�r plastered
down, �n a coat w�th short sleeves, he was hurry�ng about, putt�ng
tea �n teapots, count�ng lumps of sugar, pour�ng out brandy, and
draw�ng the drawer of the t�ll no�s�ly �n and out. The wa�ters hurr�ed
up and called, throw�ng the counters on the table: "Half a bottle, two
beers, roast meat, ten kopecks' worth."
"He's grown hand�er," thought Lunev w�th an almost mal�c�ous
pleasure, as he saw how qu�ckly h�s fr�end's red hands moved.
"Ah! I'll remember that half-rouble aga�nst h�m," growled the loud
harsh vo�ce of a customer.



"Ah!" cr�ed Jakov �n del�ght, as Ilya came up to the counter, then
looked nervously at the door beh�nd h�m. H�s forehead was wet w�th
persp�rat�on, h�s cheeks yellow, w�th red patches. He grasped Ilya's
hand and shook �t, cough�ng at the same t�me, a harsh, dry cough.
"How are you?" asked Lunev, forc�ng a sm�le.
"Pretty well. I help �n the bus�ness."
"Brought �nto the yoke at last?"
"What's a fellow to do?"
Jakov's shoulders were bowed, and he looked as �f he had grown
smaller.
"What ages �t �s s�nce we met," he sa�d, and looked �n Ilya's face w�th
h�s lov�ng mournful eyes. "I'd l�ke a b�t of a talk w�th you. Father �sn't
there as �t happens. See here, come �n, and I'll ask the step-mother
to let me away for a l�ttle."
He opened the door of h�s father's room sl�ghtly, and called
respectfully:
"Mamma, can I speak to you a m�nute?"
Ilya entered the room that he had shared w�th h�s uncle, and looked
round w�th �nterest. It was hardly altered; the wall-paper was darker,
and �nstead of two beds there was only one, and above �t a shelf of
books. On the spot where he used to sleep stood a h�gh, stout chest.
"There, I've got off for an hour," sa�d Jakov cheerfully as he came �n,
and then shut and bolted the door. "But would you l�ke some tea? All
r�ght. Ivan, tea," he called loudly, then began to cough and coughed
for a long t�me; he supported h�mself w�th a hand aga�nst the wall,
bowed h�s head and bent h�s back as though he would force
someth�ng from h�s chest.
"That's a pretty no�se to make," sa�d Lunev,
"It's consumpt�on, but I am glad to see you aga�n, and my word, how
you look! so swell, qu�te splend�d! Well and how are you gett�ng on?"
"I? What?" answered Lunev hes�tat�ngly.



"Oh! I get along, but you, tell me, that's much more �nterest�ng."
Lunev felt absolutely d�s�ncl�ned to g�ve �nformat�on about h�mself; he
hardly wanted to speak at all. He looked at Jakov and see�ng h�m
suffer�ng, p�t�ed h�m, but �t was a cold p�ty, almost an empty,
unmean�ng feel�ng.
"I, brother? I endure my l�fe as well as I can," answered Jakov, half
aloud.
"Your father sucks your blood."
"Oh, he's �n a t�ght place h�mself."
"Serves h�m r�ght!"
"Step-mother's the ch�ef person �n the house now; �f she says a
th�ng, that's the law."

"Ch�ld, what use �s money to you?
G�ve me a k�ss, I'll g�ve you two,"

sang Perf�shka �n a p�p�ng vo�ce �n the next room, and played on h�s
harmon�ca.
"What k�nd of a chest �s that?" asked Ilya.
"That? That's a harmon�um. Father bought �t for me for four roubles.
'Learn to play �t,' he sa�d, 'then I'll buy you a good one at three
hundred roubles,' he sa�d, 'and we'll put �t �n the restaurant, and you
can play to the guests and be some use, anyhow.' It was smart of
h�m; they have organs �n all the taverns now except ours, and I l�ke
play�ng."
"He's a mean wretch!" cr�ed Lunev.
"Not at all! Why? Let h�m alone. It's qu�te true, I'm no use to h�m."
Ilya looked darkly at h�s fr�end, and sa�d b�tterly:
"Here's a good �dea for h�m! Tell h�m when you d�e to make a show
of you �n the bar, and charge to see �t, f�ve kopecks a head. Then
you'll be worth someth�ng to h�m."



Jakov laughed �n an embarrassed way, and began to cough aga�n,
hold�ng h�s hand f�rst aga�nst h�s chest, then aga�nst h�s throat.
And Perf�shka went on cheerfully:

"He kept the fast days as 't�s f�t,
He d�d not eat or dr�nk a b�t,
H�s empty stomach felt the pa�n,
But oh! h�s soul was clean aga�n!"

"So, ho—hol�ness!" And h�s harmon�ca drowned the words w�th a
confused medley of sounds.
"How do you get on w�th your step-brother?" asked Ilya when Jakov
ceased cough�ng. H�s fr�end ra�sed h�s face, qu�te blue w�th the
exert�on of cough�ng, and sa�d, struggl�ng to get h�s breath:
"He doesn't l�ve here. H�s super�ors won't let h�m—because of—the
bus�ness. He—�s bearable—a l�ttle upp�sh—plays the gentleman.
Comes often for money to h�s mother. He's always want�ng money."
Jakov lowered h�s vo�ce, and went on �n a troubled way:
"Do you remember that book? You know? Yes—he took �t away from
me—�t was rare he sa�d—that �t was worth a lot—and so he took �t
away. I begged h�m—leave �t to me—but no!—he would have �t." Ilya
laughed aloud. Then the two fr�ends began the�r tea. Through the
ch�nks �n the wooden part�t�on all k�nds of no�ses and d�fferent odours
made the�r way �nto the l�ttle room. One angry vo�ce, tower�ng above
the rest, shouted:
"M�try N�kolay�tch—don't you throw my words back at me!"
"I'm read�ng a story now, brother," Jakov went on aga�n; "�t's called
'Jul�a, or the Subterranean Vault of the Muzz�n� Castle'—most
�nterest�ng. And you? What are you do�ng that way?"
"Go to the dev�l w�th your subterranean vaults. I don't l�ve so very
h�gh above ground myself," was Lunev's sulky answer.
Jakov looked at h�m sympathet�cally, and asked:
"Is there anyth�ng gone wrong w�th you?"



Lunev d�d not reply. He was wonder�ng whether to tell Jakov of
Masha or not; but Jakov began aga�n gently:
"Ilya, you're so touchy and b�tter—about noth�ng, as far as I can see.
Because you see—after all—�t �sn't anybody's fault. It's all settled.
They haven't any hand �n �t—�t was all arranged and ordered long
before them."
Lunev drank h�s tea and sa�d noth�ng.
"And you know—every man shall be rewarded accord�ng to h�s
deeds—that �s certa�n. There's my father—to tell the truth. What �s
he? Why, a tyrant! And then comes along Thekla T�mofeyevna and—
crock! She has h�m under the harrow. He leads a l�fe of �t now—ah!
ah! He's begun to dr�nk out of worry—and how long �s �t s�nce they
were marr�ed? And so for every man there's a Thekla T�mofeyevna
somewhere for h�s ev�l deeds."
Ilya was weary and un�nterested; he pushed away h�s teacup and
sa�d suddenly:
"And what are you look�ng for now?"
"How do you mean? From whom?" repl�ed Jakov �n a low vo�ce w�th
eyes w�de open.
"Why—�n the future—what are you look�ng for?" Ilya repeated h�s
quest�on sharply.
Jakov hung h�s head and became thoughtful.
"Well?" sa�d Ilya half aloud, feel�ng a burn�ng restlessness at h�s
heart and a w�sh to get away as soon as poss�ble.
"What could I look for?" Jakov began at last softly and w�thout
look�ng at h�s fr�end.
"To look for? There's no more of that for me. I shall d�e—that's all—
and soon—that's certa�n."
He held up h�s head and went on w�th a gentle happy sm�le on h�s
wasted face.



"I always see th�ngs blue �n my dreams—d'you know? as �f
everyth�ng were sky-blue—not only the sky, but the ground and the
trees and the flowers and the grass. Everyth�ng! And so qu�et—qu�te,
qu�te peaceful! As �f noth�ng at all ex�sted—everyth�ng seems so st�ll
—and all br�ght blue. I feel so l�ght—as though I could go anywhere,
w�thout feel�ng t�red—go r�ght on and never stop—and you can't tell
whether �t's really you or not—so l�ght, so l�ght. Dreams l�ke that—
that's a s�gn of death."
"Good-bye!" sa�d Lunev, and got up.
"Where are you go�ng so soon? Stay a l�ttle."
"No. Good-bye!"
Jakov got up also. "Very well then—go!"
Lunev pressed h�s hot hand and looked at h�m s�lently, f�nd�ng no
words to b�d h�s comrade farewell; he wanted to say someth�ng,
wanted so strongly and so much that h�s heart pa�ned h�m.
"Why do you look at me l�ke that?" asked Jakov, sm�l�ng.
"Forg�ve me, brother," sa�d Lunev slowly and heav�ly, lower�ng h�s
eyes.
"What then?"
"Just that—forg�ve."
"Am I a pr�est then?" sa�d Jakov, sm�l�ng gently. "But wa�t, wa�t a
m�nute. I forgot what I wanted to say to you. Mashutka—you know?"
"What?"
"She too—have you heard? She has a bad t�me too."
"Yes. I heard."
"You see, we all have the same fate. You too. I feel sure. Your heart
�s sad—�sn't �t?"
He spoke w�th a dull sm�le. The tone of h�s vo�ce, and every word of
h�s conversat�on, everyth�ng about h�m seemed bloodless,
colourless; Lunev let go h�s hand—and �t fell slackly down.



"Well, Jasha—forg�ve me, anyway."
"God forg�ves! You'll come aga�n?"
Ilya went out w�thout reply�ng. Once �n the street h�s heart felt l�ghter
and less weary. He saw that Jakov must soon d�e, and the
knowledge �rr�tated h�m vaguely. He d�d not exactly p�ty Jakov,
because he could not �mag�ne how th�s gentle, qu�et youth could l�ve
�n th�s world. Long ago he had come to regard h�s fr�end as one who
was orda�ned to depart from the r�ot of l�fe. But what �rr�tated h�m was
the thought—Why do people torture th�s harmless man? Why do
they dr�ve h�m out of the world before h�s t�me? And from th�s thought
h�s host�le feel�ng aga�nst l�fe now became almost the most deeply
rooted of h�s sensat�ons, grew and strengthened. That n�ght he could
not sleep. In sp�te of the open w�ndow the room was close.
He went out �nto the courtyard and lay down on the ground under the
elm-tree by the fence. Ly�ng on h�s back, he looked up �nto the clear
sky, and the more �ntently he gazed the more stars he could see.
The M�lky Way stretched across the heavens from one end to the
other, l�ke a s�lver t�ssue, and to look up at �t through the branches of
the tree was at once pleasant and sadden�ng. The sky where no one
l�ves gl�tters w�th stars, and the earth—What �s there to adorn �t? Ilya
bl�nked h�s eyes, the branches seemed to mount up h�gher and
h�gher; aga�nst the blue velvet of the arch of heaven sown w�th
sparkl�ng stars, the black outl�nes of the leaves looked l�ke hands
stretched up �n the attempt to scale the he�ghts. Ilya thought
�nvoluntar�ly of h�s fr�end's "blue dreams," and before h�s m�nd
appeared the �mage of Jakov—blue, l�ght, and transparent, h�s k�nd
eyes sh�n�ng l�ke stars. There—that was a man, and he was
martyred because he l�ved peaceably. But the tormentors l�ve on as
the�r hearts des�re, and w�ll l�ve long.

XXIII.



From henceforth there was a new and rather d�sturb�ng feature �n
Ilya's l�fe. Gavr�k's s�ster began to v�s�t h�s shop almost every day.
She appeared always anx�ous over one th�ng or another, greeted Ilya
w�th a hearty handshake, and van�shed aga�n after exchang�ng a few
words w�th h�m. But always she left someth�ng new �n Ilya's m�nd.
Once she asked h�m:
"Do you l�ke a bus�ness l�ke th�s?"
"Not so very much," answered Ilya, shrugg�ng h�s shoulders; "but a
man must earn h�s l�v�ng some way or other."
She looked at h�m attent�vely w�th her ser�ous eyes, and her face
looked even more tense than usual.
"A man must l�ve!" repeated Ilya w�th a s�gh.
"Have you never tr�ed to make your l�v�ng by work?"
Ilya d�d not understand.
"How?"
"Have you ever worked?"
"Always. All my l�fe. I—sell th�ngs," answered Ilya doubtfully.
She sm�led, and Ilya felt a l�ttle hurt at her sm�le.
"You th�nk—sell�ng th�ngs—�s work?"
"Yes, surely. It often makes me t�red." Look�ng �n her face he felt that
she was not jok�ng, but speak�ng earnestly.
"Oh, no"—the g�rl went on w�th a condescend�ng sm�le. "To work
means to make someth�ng by the exerc�se of one's strength—to
create someth�ng. Thread or r�bbons or cha�rs or chests—d'you
see?" Lunev nodded and blushed; he was ashamed to say that he
d�d not understand.
"But trade—what's the good of �t? �t makes noth�ng," she sa�d w�th
conv�ct�on, and looked challeng�ngly at Ilya.
"Yes," he answered slowly and carefully. "You're r�ght there—�t �sn't
d�ff�cult when you're used to �t. But st�ll trade must be some use, or



else there wouldn't be any, would there?"
She d�d not reply to th�s, but turned away and began to speak to her
brother. Soon after she took her leave, only nodd�ng to Ilya as she
went. Her express�on was cold and proud, even as �t was before the
encounter w�th Masha. Ilya pondered on th�s; could he by any
chance have hurt her feel�ngs by a careless word? He thought over
everyth�ng he had sa�d, and could f�nd noth�ng �n �t to wound her.
Then he began to cons�der her words, and the more he thought the
more they occup�ed h�m. What sort of d�fference could she see
between trade and work?
She �nterested h�m more and more; but he could not understand why
her features looked cross and �rr�table when she herself was so k�nd,
and could not only sympath�se w�th people, but also help them.
Pavel had v�s�ted her at home, and was full of enthus�ast�c pra�ses
for her and all the mode of l�fe �n her fam�ly.
"The m�nute you come �n—at once, they say, 'Welcome.' If they're at
table, then—'S�t down w�th us.' If they're hav�ng tea—'Have a cup of
tea w�th us.' It's so s�mple—and the people, there—my word!—and
so happy—they dr�nk tea and talk all at once and quarrel over books;
and the books all l�e about as �f �t were a book-shop. It's often
crowded, you knock �nto your ne�ghbour, and he laughs. All educated
people—one �s an advocate, another w�ll soon be a doctor, and
students and that sort. You forget altogether who you are, and laugh
as �f you were �n your own set, and smoke and so on. It's splend�d—
so jolly, and so sens�ble."
"Ah—they'll never ask me," sa�d Lunev, gloom�ly, "that proud young
lady."
"Proud?—she?" cr�ed Pavel. "I tell you, she's s�mpl�c�ty �tself. Don't
wa�t for an �nv�tat�on—meet her by acc�dent at the house door—and
there you are. All people are equal, there—l�ke �n an �nn, my boy.
You feel so free. I tell you—what am I compared to you? But after
two v�s�ts—l�ke a ch�ld of the house!—and �nterest�ng—the no�se, the
row—the words start up—�t's l�ke a game."
"Well, and how's Mashutka?" asked Ilya.



"Pretty well, she's p�cked up a b�t—s�ts and sm�les now and then.
They look after her—g�ve her lots of m�lk—as for Ehrenov, he'll catch
�t! The advocate sa�d the old dev�l would get �t properly. Masha w�ll
be taken to the Judge of Inqu�ry—and as for my g�rl, they're tak�ng a
lot of trouble to br�ng the case on soon. Ah—�t's good to be near
them—the l�ttle house—people there l�ke wood �n the stove—they
glow."
"But she, she herself?" asked Ilya.
Of "her" Pavel began to talk, as once he had talked of the pr�soners
who taught h�m to read and wr�te. Every nerve was tense, and he
talked emphat�cally, h�s speech full of �nterject�ons.
"She, brother? Oh—ho! Where d�d she learn �t? She orders them all
about, and �f any one says anyth�ng unfa�r, or else—she, frrr—l�ke a
cat."
"I know that," sa�d Ilya, and sm�led �nvoluntar�ly.
Yet he env�ed Pavel; he longed to v�s�t the house, but h�s self-conce�t
forbade h�m to take the stra�ght way there.
Stand�ng beh�nd the counter he thought obst�nately:
"All the men there are, every one looks out for a chance to get
someth�ng somehow from the rest. But she, what good does �t do her
to take up Mashutka and Vyera? She's poor; perhaps everyth�ng �n
the house has to be reckoned. That means she must be very good.
And yet she talks to me that way, how am I worse than Pavel?"
These thoughts troubled h�m so, that he began to feel almost
�nd�fferent to everyth�ng else. A ch�nk seemed to have opened �n the
darkness of h�s l�fe, and through �t he felt, rather than saw, someth�ng
gl�mmer that he had never perce�ved before.
"My fr�end," sa�d Tat�ana Vlassyevna to h�m, coldly but �mpress�vely:
"The stock of narrow tape wants renew�ng; the tr�mm�ng, too, �s
almost used up, and there's very l�ttle black thread number f�fty. A
f�rm offers us pearl buttons at—the traveller came to me. I sent h�m
on here. Has he been?"
"No," answered Ilya shortly.



Th�s woman became more repugnant to h�m da�ly. He had a
susp�c�on that she had taken Karsakov, recently named D�str�ct Ch�ef
of Pol�ce, for a lover. She appo�nted meet�ngs w�th Ilya more and
more seldom, although she had just the same tender, gay manner
w�th h�m as before. He d�d h�s best to avo�d even these rarer
meet�ngs on one pretext or another, and f�nd�ng that she was not at
all annoyed, he called her �n h�s heart f�ckle and shameless.
She was espec�ally �rksome to h�m when she came to the shop to
�nspect the stock. She turned about l�ke a top, jumped on the
counter, hauled out the cardboard boxes from the h�ghest shelves,
sneez�ng �n the dust she ra�sed, shook her head, and worr�ed the l�fe
out of Gavr�k.
"An apprent�ce �n bus�ness must be qu�ck and ready, he �sn't fed to
s�t �n the door all day and rub h�s nose; and when he's spoken to he
ought to l�sten attent�vely, and not stare l�ke a scarecrow."
But Gavr�k had a character qu�te h�s own. Wh�le he l�stened to her
flood of comments he preserved a complete �nd�fference. Espec�ally
when she was rummag�ng about among the upper shelves, and
hold�ng up her sk�rts, Gavr�k would look m�sch�evously at h�s master.
When he addressed her �t was roughly and w�thout any s�gn of
respect, and when she departed he would remark: "There goes the
plover at last."
"You mustn't speak of your m�stress l�ke that," sa�d Ilya, try�ng to h�de
a sm�le.
"What sort of a m�stress �s she?" answered Gavr�k. "She comes here
and chatters, and hops off aga�n! You—are the master."
"She �s, too," sa�d Ilya feebly, for he l�ked the honourable, h�gh-
sp�r�ted lad.
"Ah; she's a plover," �ns�sted Gavr�k.
"You teach that youngster noth�ng," sa�d Madame Avtonomov to Ilya
on another occas�on. "And I must say, frankly, that lately everyth�ng
seems carr�ed on w�thout enthus�asm, w�th no love for the work."
Lunev sa�d noth�ng, but �n h�s soul he hated her so that he thought:



"I w�sh to goodness, you she-dev�l, you'd break your leg; com�ng
sk�pp�ng about here."
One day he rece�ved a letter from h�s uncle, and learnt that Terent�
had not only been to K�ev, but also the Serg�us Monastery and �n
Valvam. He had nearly gone to Solovky, on the Dv�na, but had
abandoned that p�lgr�mage, and expected soon to reach home aga�n.
"Another joy," thought Ilya b�tterly. "He'll come here to l�ve for
certa�n."
He cons�dered eagerly how to arrange that h�s uncle should l�ve
alone. But he had l�ttle t�me for thought; customers came �n, and
wh�le he was busy w�th them, Gavr�k's s�ster appeared. She seemed
t�red and out of breath, greeted h�m, and asked, nodd�ng at the door
of the room beh�nd:
"Is there any water there?"
"I'll get �t," sa�d Ilya.
"No, I'll go."
She went �nto the room and stayed there t�ll Lunev had f�n�shed w�th
h�s customers, and followed her. He found her stand�ng before the
"Steps of Man's L�fe." Turn�ng her head towards h�m, she sa�d,
�nd�cat�ng the p�cture:
"What awful taste!"
Confused by the remark, Ilya sm�led, and felt somewhat gu�lty.
"Burr! What m�ddle-class sent�ment!" she repeated w�th d�sgust, and
before he could ask for an explanat�on she was gone. A few days
later she brought her brother some new l�nen, and reproved h�m for
be�ng careless w�th h�s clothes, tear�ng and so�l�ng them.
"Well," sa�d Gavr�k, crossly. "That's enough. That woman's always on
at me, and now you're beg�nn�ng."
"What's the matter w�th h�m? Is he very rude?" she asked Ilya at th�s.
"N—no. He doesn't mean to be," answered Ilya k�ndly.
"I—I always keep qu�te qu�et!" sa�d the boy.



"H�s tongue goes a l�ttle fast!" sa�d Ilya.
"Do you hear?" asked h�s s�ster, kn�tt�ng her brows.
"Oh, yes, I hear!" cr�ed Gavr�k crossly.
"It doesn't matter much," sa�d Ilya good-humouredly. "A man who
can show h�s teeth has always an advantage over the rest. A man
who bears blows s�lently gets beaten to h�s grave by the stup�d
people."
She l�stened and a sm�le of pleasure came over her face. Ilya
not�ced �t.
"I wanted to ask you——" he began, �n some confus�on.
"Well?"
The g�rl came closer and looked r�ght �nto h�s eyes. He could not
meet her glance, but hung h�s head and went on:
"As far as I can make out, you don't care for tradesmen?"
"Not much."
"Why?"
"Because they l�ve on the work of others," she expla�ned, speak�ng
very d�st�nctly.
Ilya threw up h�s head, and h�s brows contracted. The words d�d not
only aston�sh h�m, but pa�ned h�m; and she sa�d them so s�mply, so
much as �f �t were a matter of course.
"But—excuse me—that �sn't true!" he sa�d loudly, after a pause.
Her face tw�tched and she blushed.
"How much does th�s r�bbon cost you?" she asked coldly and sternly.
"R�bbon?—th�s r�bbon?—Seventeen kopecks the arsh�n."
"And how do you sell �t?"
"At twenty"
"Very well. The three kopecks that you make don't really belong to
you, but to the one who made the r�bbon. Do you see?"



"No," confessed Lunev frankly.
A flame shot from her eyes. Ilya saw �t, and was afra�d, yet angered
w�th h�mself because of h�s fear.
"Yes. I thought �t wouldn't be easy for you to understand such a
s�mple �dea," she sa�d, and turned away towards the door. "But see,
now—�mag�ne you are a worker, that you've made all th�s
yourself,"—she swept her hand round w�th a b�g gesture, and went
on to expla�n to h�m how labour enr�ches all except the labourer. At
f�rst she spoke �n her ord�nary manner, coldly, d�st�nctly, and her ugly
face was unmoved; but presently her eyebrows qu�vered and
contracted, her nostr�ls d�lated, and, stand�ng close to Ilya, w�th head
erect, she hurled m�ghty words at h�m, nerved by her youthful,
unshakeable conf�dence �n the�r truth.
"The reta�ler stands between the worker and the purchaser. He does
noth�ng h�mself, he only �ncreases the cost of the goods. Trad�ng! It's
only legal, perm�ss�ble robbery."
Ilya felt deeply hurt, but he could f�nd no words to answer th�s bold
g�rl, who told h�m to h�s face he was a loafer and a robber. He
clenched h�s teeth and l�stened s�lently, but d�d not bel�eve, he could
not bel�eve; and wh�le he ransacked h�s bra�n for the word to
controvert her argument, to s�lence her forthw�th, wh�le he marvelled
at her boldness, the contemptuous phrases, so amaz�ng to h�s ears,
st�rred �n h�s m�nd the quest�on: "Why—what have I done to her?"
"All that �s just not true," he �nterrupted her f�nally �n a loud vo�ce,
feel�ng that he could not l�sten any longer w�thout contrad�ct�ng. "No
—I can't agree w�th you."
"Then d�sprove �t!" the young g�rl repl�ed qu�etly. She sat down on a
stool, drew the long pla�t of her ha�r over her shoulder, and began to
play w�th �t. Lunev turned away to avo�d her challeng�ng glance.
"I'll d�sprove �t!" he cr�ed, no longer able to conta�n h�mself. "I'll
d�sprove �t by my whole l�fe. I—perhaps I d�d comm�t a great s�n once
before I came to th�s."
"So much the worse—but th�s �s no argument," answered the g�rl;
and her words fell on Ilya l�ke a cold douche. He supported h�mself



w�th both hands on the counter, and bent forward as though he were
go�ng to spr�ng over, and gazed at her for some seconds �n s�lence,
cut to the heart, and aston�shed at her qu�etness. Her glance and her
unmoved countenance, full of profound conv�ct�on, restra�ned h�s
anger and confused h�m; he felt someth�ng fearless, �mpregnable �n
her, and the words he needed to refute her d�ed on h�s tongue.
"Well? What then?" she asked w�th a cool challenge, then laughed,
and sa�d tr�umphantly:
"It's �mposs�ble to d�sprove �t, because I spoke the truth."
"Imposs�ble?" repeated Ilya �n a dull vo�ce.
"Yes, �mposs�ble. What can you say aga�nst �t?"
She laughed aga�n condescend�ngly.
"Good-bye!" and she went out, her head even h�gher than usual.
"That's all nonsense! It �sn't true, excuse me"—Lunev shouted after
her. But she d�d not turn round. Ilya sat down on the stool. Gavr�k
stood at the door and looked at h�m, ev�dently well pleased w�th h�s
s�ster's behav�our; h�s face had an �mportant tr�umphant express�on.
"What are you star�ng at?" cr�ed Lunev crossly, feel�ng annoyed by
the boy's express�on.
"Noth�ng."
"Oh! oh!" cr�ed Lunev threaten�ngly; then after a short pause he
added: "You can go, take a hol�day."
He felt the necess�ty for sol�tude, but even when alone he could not
collect h�s thoughts. He could not grasp the sense of the g�rl's words;
they pa�ned h�m before everyth�ng. Lean�ng h�s elbows on the
counter, he thought �n �rr�tat�on:
"Why d�d she abuse me? What have I done to her? And she's k�nd,
too. Comes here, condemns me, and goes away—w�thout any
just�ce; w�thout even f�nd�ng out anyth�ng. She �s very clever; but wa�t
t�ll you come back here—I'll answer you."



But even wh�le he threatened h�s m�nd was search�ng for the fault
wherefore she had so attacked h�m. He remembered what Pavel had
sa�d of her �ntell�gence and s�mpl�c�ty.
"Pashka—no fear—she wouldn't hurt h�m."
Ra�s�ng h�s head he saw h�s reflect�on �n the m�rror, and as he looked
he seemed to quest�on h�s �mage. The black moustache moved on
h�s l�p, the b�g eyes looked weary, and a red flush burned on h�s
cheek-bones; but yet, �n sp�te of �ts look of annoyance over h�s
defeat, the face was handsome, w�th a coarse, peasant's beauty;
certa�nly more handsome than Pavel's yellow, bony countenance.
"Does she really l�ke Pashka better than me?" he thought, and at
once answered h�s thought:
"What good's my face? I'm no man for her. She'll marry some doctor
or advocate, or off�c�al. Whatever �nterest could she take �n us?"
He sm�led b�tterly, and began to quest�on aga�n:
"But why has she asked Pashka to go and see her? Why does she
desp�se me? A tradesman—�s he a th�ef? He doesn't work—th�nk. I
l�ve on the work of others? And who �s �t stands here st�ff and t�red all
day long, and never gets away?"
Now he began to oppose her, and found many words to just�fy h�s
l�fe; but now she was not there, and h�s f�ne words d�d not console
h�m, but only �ncreased the feel�ng of exasperat�on that glowed w�th�n
h�m. He got up, went �nto h�s room, swallowed a mouthful of water,
and looked round h�m. It was close and stuffy �n the low room, w�th
the �ron ra�l�ngs �n front of the w�ndow; the p�cture caught h�s eye w�th
�ts br�ght colours; stand�ng �n the doorway, he ra�sed h�s eyes to the
"Steps of L�fe," so accurately measured out, and thought:
"All a l�e! As �f l�fe were l�ke that!" He looked long at the p�cture,
compar�ng �n h�s m�nd h�s own l�fe w�th th�s sample, set out �n such
glow�ng colours.
"Is that l�fe?" he repeated to h�mself, and suddenly added,
hopelessly: "Yes, even �f �t were really, �t's dreary and monotonous—
clean enough, but not jolly!"



He stepped slowly up to the wall, tore the p�cture down, and carr�ed �t
�nto the shop. There he la�d �t on the counter, and began aga�n to
observe the development of man as �t was here dep�cted. Now he
regarded �t w�th scorn, but wh�le he looked, he thought only of
Gavr�k's s�ster.
"As �f she knew that I strangled the old man! However l�ttle she l�kes
me, why need she say such th�ngs?"
H�s thoughts c�rcled �n h�s bra�n slowly and heav�ly, and the p�cture
wavered before h�s eyes. Then he crumpled �t up and threw �t under
the counter, but �t rolled out aga�n under h�s feet. St�ll more
exasperated, he crushed �t �nto a t�ghter ball, and flung �t out �nto the
street. The street was full of no�se. On the other s�de some one was
walk�ng w�th a st�ck. The st�ck d�d not str�ke the pavement regularly,
so that �t sounded as though the man had three feet. The doves
cooed; the clank of metal sounded somewhere, probably a ch�mney-
sweep go�ng over a roof. A droshky went by; the dr�ver was drowsy
and h�s head nodded to and fro. Everyth�ng seemed to sway round
Ilya. Half asleep he took h�s reckon�ng frame and counted off twenty
kopecks. From them he took seventeen—three were left. He fl�pped
the l�ttle balls w�th h�s f�nger-na�l, and they sl�d along the w�re w�th a
sl�ght no�se, separated out and stopped. Ilya s�ghed, la�d the frame
as�de, threw h�mself on the counter, and lay so, l�sten�ng to the
beat�ng of h�s heart. Next day Gavr�k's s�ster came back. She looked
just the same, �n the same old dress, w�th the same express�on.
"There!" thought Lunev angr�ly, look�ng at her from h�s room. He
bowed ungrac�ously as she greeted h�m, but she laughed suddenly
and sa�d �n a fr�endly way:
"Why are you so pale? Aren't you well?"
"Qu�te well!" answered Ilya shortly, and tr�ed to conceal from her the
feel�ng that her fr�endly observat�on of h�m had roused. It was a
warm, happy feel�ng. Her sm�le and her words touched h�s heart, but
he resolved to show her he felt hurt, hop�ng she would g�ve h�m
another sm�le or fr�endly word. He resolved, and wa�ted therefore
sulk�ly w�thout look�ng at her.



"I'm afra�d—you feel hurt!" her usual f�rm vo�ce sa�d. The tone was so
d�fferent from that of her earl�er words that Ilya looked at her �n
surpr�se. But she was as proud as ever, and �n her dark eyes lay
someth�ng d�sda�nful, angry.
"I'm used to be�ng hurt," sa�d Lunev now, and sm�led at her �n
challenge, but w�th the coldness of d�s�llus�on �n h�s heart.
"Ah, you're play�ng w�th me!" was h�s thought. "F�rst you'll stroke me,
and then str�ke? Well, you shan't!"
"I d�dn't mean to hurt you!" Her words sounded to Ilya hard, even
condescend�ng.
"It would be hard for you to hurt me, really," he began loudly and
boldly. "I th�nk I know now the k�nd of lady you are. You're a b�rd that
doesn't fly very h�gh."
At these words she drew herself up, aston�shed, w�th eyes w�de
open. But Ilya not�ced noth�ng now, the hot des�re to pay her back for
what she had done to h�m burned �n h�m l�ke a flame, and he used
hard, harsh words, slowly and carefully.
"Your super�or�ty—th�s pr�de—they don't cost much. Any one who
has the chance of educat�on can get them. If �t wasn't for your
educat�on, you'd be a ta�loress or a housema�d. As poor as you are,
you couldn't be anyth�ng else!"
"What's that you say?" she excla�med.
Ilya looked at her and was glad to see how her nostr�ls qu�vered and
her cheeks reddened.
"I say what I th�nk; and I do th�nk �t. All your cheap a�rs of super�or�ty
aren't worth a button."
"I've no a�rs of super�or�ty!" the g�rl cr�ed �n a r�ng�ng vo�ce. Her
brother hurr�ed to her, took her hand and sa�d loudly, look�ng angr�ly
at h�s master, "Come away, Sonyka."
Lunev glanced at the pa�r and answered, w�th avers�on, but coldly:
"Please do go! I am noth�ng to you, nor you to me."



Both gave one strange l�ghtn�ng glance at h�m, and then
d�sappeared. He laughed as they went. Then he stood alone �n the
shop for several m�nutes, mot�onless, �ntox�cated w�th the b�tter
sweetness of complete revenge. The angry face of the g�rl, half
aston�shed, half fr�ghtened, was stamped on h�s memory, and he
was pleased w�th h�mself.
"But that rascal—he——" a sudden thought buzzed �n h�s bra�n.
Gavr�k's behav�our annoyed h�m and d�sturbed h�s self-sat�sf�ed
mood.
"Another of the conce�ted lot!" he thought. "Now, �f only Tan�tshka
were to come, I'd talk to her too—now's the t�me."
He exper�enced the des�re to thrust all mank�nd away from h�m,
harshly and contemptuously, and felt the strength �n h�m now to do �t.
But Tan�tshka d�d not come; he was alone all day, and the t�me hung
very heav�ly on h�s hands. When he lay down to sleep he felt
�solated, and h�s sense of �njury at h�s �solat�on was greater even
than at the g�rl's words. He remembered Olymp�ada, and thought
now that she had been k�nder to h�m than any one. Clos�ng h�s eyes,
he l�stened �n the st�llness of the n�ght; but at every sound he started,
ra�sed h�s head from the p�llow, and stared �nto the darkness w�th
eyes w�de open. All n�ght he could not get to sleep, because of h�s
terr�f�ed expectat�on of someth�ng unknown—a feel�ng as though he
were �mpr�soned �n a cellar, gasp�ng �n a damp, close a�r, full of
helpless, d�sconnected thoughts. He got up w�th an ach�ng head,
tr�ed to get the samovar go�ng, but gave �t up. He washed, drank
some water, and opened the shop.
About m�dday Pavel appeared, h�s forehead wr�nkled �n anger.
W�thout any greet�ng, he asked:
"What on earth's the matter w�th you?"
Ilya understood the dr�ft of the quest�on, and shook h�s head
hopelessly. He was s�lent awh�le, th�nk�ng: "He's aga�nst me, too."
"Why have you �nsulted Soph�e N�konovna?" sa�d Pavel sternly,
stand�ng very stra�ght.



Ilya read h�s condemnat�on �n Gratschev's angry face and
reproachful eyes, but he bore that w�th �nd�fference. He sa�d slowly,
�n a t�red vo�ce:
"You m�ght say 'good day' when you come �n, don't you th�nk? and
take off your cap. There's an e�kon here."
Pavel s�mply clutched h�s cap and drew �t on more f�rmly, wh�le h�s
l�ps tw�tched w�th anger. Then he began, speak�ng fast and b�tterly,
w�th a trembl�ng vo�ce:
"Go on! Got lots of money, haven't you? and plenty to eat? You'd
better th�nk how you once sa�d: 'There's no one to care about us,'
and then you f�nd one, and you turn her out. Ah, you—you pedlar,
you!"
A dull feel�ng of slackness prevented Lunev from reply�ng. W�th an
unmoved, �nd�fferent look he regarded Pavel's angry contemptuous
features, feel�ng that the reproaches could not b�te �nto h�s soul. On
Pavel's ch�n and upper l�p lay a th�n yellow down, and Lunev found
h�mself look�ng at th�s as he thought, �nd�fferently:
"Now he's beg�nn�ng. She must have compla�ned of me to h�m. D�d I
really �nsult her? I m�ght have sa�d far worse th�ngs."
"She, who understands everyth�ng and can expla�n everyth�ng; and
�t's to her—you——Ah!" sa�d Pavel, h�s talk full of �nterject�ons as
usual: "All of them—there, are good—clever—they know everyth�ng
you can th�nk of by heart. Yes!—you ought to have held to her—and
you——"
"That'll do anyhow, Pashka," sa�d Lunev slowly. "What are you try�ng
to teach me? I do what I l�ke.'
"Yes, but what do you do? It's a shame!"
"Whatever I l�ke I'll do. I've had enough of all of you! Only get away
and chatter what you l�ke." Lunev leaned heav�ly aga�nst the boxes
of goods, and went on thoughtfully, as though quest�on�ng h�mself:
"And what could you tell me that I don't know?"



"She can do anyth�ng," cr�ed Pavel, w�th deep conv�ct�on, hold�ng up
h�s hand as though prepared to take an oath. "They know
everyth�ng."
"Then go to them!" cr�ed Ilya, w�th complete unconcern. Pavel's
words and h�s exc�tement were d�stasteful to h�m, but he felt no w�sh
to contrad�ct h�s fr�end. A dull, blank wear�ness h�ndered h�m from
speak�ng or th�nk�ng or even mov�ng. He wanted to be alone, to hear
noth�ng and see noth�ng and nobody.
"And I'll leave you, once and for all," sa�d Pavel threaten�ngly. "I'll go
because I understand one th�ng—I can only l�ve near them, near
them I can f�nd all I need—I—they know r�ght and truth! L�fe to me
was never before what �t �s now, worthy of a man! Who ever
respected me before?"
"Don't shout so!" sa�d Lunev half aloud.
"You wooden �dol you!" screamed Pavel.
At th�s moment a l�ttle g�rl came �nto the shop for a dozen sh�rt-
buttons. Ilya served her pol�tely, took her twenty kopeck p�ece,
tw�rled �t a moment �n h�s f�ngers, and then gave �t back, say�ng:
"I've no change. You can br�ng �t by-and-bye." He had change �n h�s
t�ll, but the key was �n h�s room, and he had no �ncl�nat�on to fetch �t.
When the ch�ld had gone Pavel made no show of renew�ng the
quarrel. He stood by the counter, str�k�ng h�s knee w�th h�s cap, and
looked at h�s fr�end as though he expected someth�ng from h�m; but
Lunev, who had turned half away, only wh�stled softly through h�s
teeth. The groan�ng sound of heavy waggons �n the street and the
no�se of hasty footsteps of passers-by came �nto the shop, the dust
dr�fted �n.
"Well—what?" asked Pavel.
"Noth�ng!"
"Oh, very well, then—noth�ng!"
"For God's sake, let me alone!" sa�d Ilya �mpat�ently.



Gratschev threw on h�s cap and walked qu�ckly out w�thout another
word. Ilya followed h�m slowly w�th h�s eyes, but d�d not move h�s
head.
"Am I �ll, I wonder?" he thought.
A b�g, fox-coloured dog looked �n at the door, wagged h�s ta�l, and
made off aga�n. Then an old beggar-woman, qu�te grey, w�th a b�g
nose, she begged �n a half-wh�sper:
"Please, g�ve me someth�ng, k�nd gentleman."
Lunev shook h�s head. The no�se of the busy day swept by outs�de.
It was as though a huge stove were k�ndled, where wood crackled �n
the flames, and glow�ng heat poured out. A cart, loaded w�th long
�ron bars, goes by; the ends of the elast�c bars reached the ground
and struck, clank�ng, on the pavement. A kn�fe-gr�nder sharpens a
kn�fe; an ev�l, h�ss�ng sound cuts the a�r.
"Cherr�es from Vlad�m�r!" shouts a fru�t-seller �n a s�ng-song vo�ce.
Every moment br�ngs forth someth�ng new and unexpected; l�fe
amazes our ears w�th the mult�pl�c�ty of �ts no�ses, the unwear�ed
pers�stence of �ts movement, the strength of �ts restless creat�ve
m�ght. But �n Lunev's soul everyth�ng there was calm and dead.
Everyth�ng there was st�ll together. There was there no thought, no
w�sh, only a dull wear�ness. He spent the whole day �n th�s state, and
was tortured all n�ght by n�ghtmare and w�ld dreams—and many
days and n�ghts thereafter passed �n the same way. People came,
bought what they needed, and went aga�n; h�s only thought was:
"I don't need them, and they don't need me. That's only strange at
f�rst; I shall get used to �t! I w�ll just l�ve alone. I w�ll l�ve!"
Instead of Gavr�k, the former cook of the owner of the house saw to
h�s samovar and brought h�m h�s m�dday meal. She was a lean,
s�n�ster woman, w�th a red face and eyes that were colourless and
star�ng. Somet�mes when he looked at her Ilya felt fear deep down �n
h�s soul. "Shall I, then, never see anyth�ng beaut�ful �n my l�fe?" And
darkly, despa�r�ngly, he sa�d to h�mself: "See how l�fe goes." There
had been a t�me when he had grown accustomed to the man�fold
�mpress�ons of l�fe, and although they �rr�tated h�m and angered h�m,



he yet felt—�t �s better to l�ve among men. But now men had
d�sappeared from the world, and there were only customers left. H�s
sense of a common human�ty and the long�ng for a better l�fe
van�shed together �n h�s �nd�fference towards all and everyth�ng, and
aga�n the days sl�pped slowly by �n a suffocat�ng stupor.
One even�ng, when he had closed the shop, he went out �nto the
courtyard, lay down under the elm-tree, and l�stened to the no�se on
the further s�de of the fence. Some one cl�cked w�th the tongue, and
sa�d softly:
"O—Oh! Good dog! Good l�ttle dog!"
Through a ch�nk between the planks Ilya saw a fat old woman, w�th a
long face, s�tt�ng on a bench; a b�g yellow dog had la�d one of h�s
fore-paws on her knee, and ra�s�ng h�s muzzle, tr�ed to l�ck her face.
The woman turned her face away, and stroked the dog, sm�l�ng.
"People caress dogs, then, �f there's no one else," Ilya mused. W�th
deep pa�n �n h�s heart, he thought of Gavr�k and h�s stern s�ster; then
of Pashka, Masha. "If they wanted me they'd come. They can go to
the dev�l. To-morrow I'll go and see Jakov."



"My good dog!" murmured the woman beyond the fence.
"If even Tanyka would come!" thought Ilya, sadly. But Tat�ana
Vlassyevna was l�v�ng �n a country house a good way from the town,
and never appeared �n the shop.

XXIV.

Ilya d�d not succeed �n v�s�t�ng Jakov next day, because h�s uncle
Terent� arr�ved �n the town. It was early morn�ng.
Ilya was just awoke, and sat on h�s bed say�ng to h�mself that
another day was here that must be l�ved through somehow.
"It's a l�fe—l�ke travell�ng through a swamp �n autumn, cold and
muddy—and you get more and more t�red, and hardly get on at all."
There came a knock�ng at the door of the yard, repeated, s�ngle
knocks. Ilya got up, th�nk�ng the cook had come for the samovar,
opened the door, and found h�mself face to face w�th the hunchback.
"Ha! ha!" laughed Terent�, shak�ng h�s head playfully: "Close on n�ne,
Mr. Shopman, and your shop st�ll shut up!"
Ilya stood, block�ng the entrance, and sm�led at h�s uncle. Terent�'s
face was sunburnt and looked younger; h�s eyes were cheerful and
happy; h�s bags and bundles lay at h�s feet, and am�d them he
h�mself looked almost l�ke another bundle.
"How goes �t, my dear nephew? W�ll you let me �nto your house?"
Ilya stood as�de, and began to collect the bundles w�thout speak�ng.
Terent�'s eyes sought the e�kon, he crossed h�mself, and sa�d,
bend�ng reverently: "Thanks be to thee, oh Lord! I am home aga�n.
Well, Ilya!"
As Ilya embraced h�s uncle he felt that the body of the hunchback
had grown stronger and stouter.



"If I could have a wash," sa�d Terent�, stand�ng and look�ng round the
room. He stood less bent than of old. Wander�ng w�th a knapsack on
h�s back seemed to have drawn down h�s hump. He held h�mself
stra�ghter, and h�s head h�gher.
"And how are you?" he asked h�s nephew, as he washed h�s face.
Ilya was glad to see h�s uncle look�ng so much younger. He made
h�m s�t down at the table, and prepared tea, and answered quest�ons
pleasantly, though a l�ttle hes�tat�ngly.
"And you?"
"I? Splend�d!" Terent� closed h�s eyes and moved h�s head w�th a
happy sm�le. "I have made a good p�lgr�mage; couldn't have done
better. I've drunk of the Water of L�fe, �n one word."
He settled h�mself at the table, tw�sted a f�nger �n h�s beard, put h�s
head on one s�de, and began to relate h�s exper�ences.
"I went to St. Athanas�us and the other holy m�racle workers, to
M�throphanes at Voronesh, and the holy T�chon on the Don. And I
went to the �sland of Valaam too. I've travelled a great way round.
I've prayed to many Sa�nts and Holy ones, and I've now come from
the last—St. Peter and the holy Febroma �n Murom."
Ev�dently �t del�ghted h�m to tell of all the Sa�nts and places; h�s face
was m�ld, h�s eyes mo�st and conf�dent. He spoke �n the half s�ng�ng
way that exper�enced storytellers adopt �n the�r tales and legends of
Sa�nts.
Outs�de �t began to ra�n; at f�rst the ra�n drops struck the w�ndow as �t
were carefully and w�thout hurry, then by degrees harder and faster
t�ll the glass rang under the shower.
"In the depths of the sacred monaster�es there's an unbroken
st�llness; the darkness �s over everyth�ng; but through �t the lamps
before the shr�nes sh�ne l�ke the eyes of ch�ldren, and there's a
perfume of holy o�l of unct�on." The ra�n �ncreased; a sound as of
weep�ng and s�gh�ng came from outs�de the w�ndow; the galvan�sed
�ron on the roof rattled and groaned, the water pour�ng off �t



splashed, sobb�ng, and a network of strong steel threads seemed to
qu�ver �n the a�r.
"Th�s o�l of unct�on, the Chr�sm, comes from the heads of the Sa�nts."
"O—oh!" sa�d Ilya, slowly. "Well, d�d you f�nd peace for your soul?"
Terent� was s�lent for a moment, then stra�ghtened h�mself �n h�s
cha�r, bent forward to Ilya and sa�d, lower�ng h�s vo�ce:
"See, �t's l�ke th�s, my unw�ll�ng s�n crushed my heart l�ke a wooden
boot. I say unw�ll�ng because �f I had not obeyed Petrusha—bang! he
would have k�cked me out! He would have thrown me on the streets,
wouldn't he?"
"Yes," Ilya agreed.
"Well, then, as soon as I began my p�lgr�mage, my heart was l�ghter
at once, and as I went I prayed. 'Oh, Lord, see, I am go�ng to Thy
holy Sa�nts. I know I am a s�nner.'"
"That's to say, you barga�ned w�th H�m?" asked Ilya, w�th a sm�le.
"H�s w�ll be done! How He rece�ved my prayer I do not know," sa�d
the hunchback, look�ng upwards.
"But your consc�ence?"
"How do you mean?"
"Is �t at peace?"
Terent� cons�dered for a moment, as �f he were l�sten�ng, then sa�d:
"It �s s�lent."
Lunev sm�led.
"Prayer, �f �t comes from a clean heart, always br�ngs rel�ef," sa�d the
hunchback, softly but emphat�cally.
Ilya got up and went to the w�ndow. W�de streams of d�rty water
flowed down the gutters; l�ttle pools were formed between the stones
of the pavement; they trembled under the descend�ng shower, so
that �t looked as though all the pavement qu�vered. The house over
the way was qu�te wet and gloomy, �ts w�ndow-panes were d�m and



the flowers beh�nd them �nv�s�ble. The streets were deserted and
qu�et; only the ra�n h�ssed and all the l�ttle gutters splashed along. A
sol�tary p�geon was shelter�ng under the eaves by the gable-w�ndow,
and a damp, heavy drear�ness �nvaded the town from all s�des.
"Autumn �s here!" The thought shot through Lunev's bra�n.
"How else can a man set h�mself r�ght w�th God except through
prayer?" asked Terent�, as he began to open one of h�s bags.
"It's very s�mple," remarked Ilya gloom�ly, w�thout turn�ng round. "You
s�n as you please; then you pray hard, and �t's all r�ght! All settled,
beg�n aga�n, s�n some more!"
"But why? On the contrary, l�ve honestly!"
"Why?"
"How d'you mean?"
"What I say. Why should you?"
"To have a clear consc�ence."
"What's the good of that?"
"Oh—oh!" sa�d Terent�, slowly and reproachfully, "How can you say
that?"
"I do say �t, though," sa�d Ilya obst�nately and f�rmly, turn�ng h�s back.
"That �s w�cked!"
"Tcha! W�cked!"
"Pun�shment w�ll follow."
"No!"
At th�s he turned away from the w�ndow and looked Terent� �n the
face. The hunchback, �n h�s turn looked search�ngly at h�s nephew's
strong face, mov�ng h�s l�ps, he tr�ed to f�nd a word �n reply, and at
last he sa�d, emphat�cally:
"'No' you say; but �t does come! There—I fell �nto s�n, and have been
pun�shed for �t."



"How?" asked Ilya, darkly.
"Is anx�ety noth�ng? I l�ved �n fear and trembl�ng. Any moment �t
m�ght be found out, and I should——"
"Well. I fell �nto s�n, and I'm not afra�d at all," sa�d Ilya, w�th an
�nsolent laugh.
"Don't jest!" sa�d Terent� warn�ngly.
"It's a fact! I'm not afra�d! L�fe �s hard for me, but——"
"Aha!" cr�ed Terent�, and stood up �n tr�umph. "Hard, you say?"
"Yes! Every one keeps away from me as �f I were a mangey dog."
"That's your pun�shment! D'you see?"
"But why?" screamed Ilya, almost �n fury; h�s jaw qu�vered, and he
tore at the wall beh�nd h�s back w�th h�s f�ngers. Terent� looked at h�m
�n terror, and flour�shed �n the a�r w�th a p�ece of str�ng.
"Don't shout—don't shout so!" he sa�d, half aloud.
But Ilya went on unheed�ng. It was so long s�nce he had spoken to
any one, and now he hurled from h�s soul all that had accumulated
there �n these last days of lonel�ness; he spoke pass�onately and
fur�ously.
"You've been on a p�lgr�mage for noth�ng—noth�ng—noth�ng! It's all
the same. Noth�ng would have happened to you. It's not only
steal�ng; you can k�ll �f you l�ke. Noth�ng w�ll come of �t. There's no
one to pun�sh you! The stup�d get pun�shed; but the clever man—he
can do anyth�ng, everyth�ng!"
"Ilya," answered Terent�, approach�ng h�m anx�ously, "Wa�t, wa�t.
Don't get so exc�ted! S�t down. We can talk of �t qu�te qu�etly."
Suddenly from the other s�de of the door came the no�se of
someth�ng break�ng; there was a roll�ng and a crack�ng, and f�nally
whatever �t was came to a stop close to the door. The two men
startled and were s�lent for a moment. All was st�ll aga�n; only the
ra�n poured down.
"What was that?" asked the hunchback, softly and t�m�dly.



Ilya went s�lently to the door, opened �t, and looked through.
"Some card-board boxes have fallen down," he sa�d, closed the door
and returned to h�s old place by the w�ndow. Terent� st�ll stood up
arrang�ng h�s belong�ngs. After a short s�lence he began aga�n.
"No—no, th�nk a moment! You say such th�ngs! Such Godlessness
does not anger God, but �t destroys you yourself. Try to understand
that; they are w�se words. I heard them on my p�lgr�mage. Ah! how
many w�se say�ngs I heard!"
He began aga�n to tell of h�s travels, look�ng s�deways at Ilya from
t�me to t�me. But h�s nephew l�stened, as he l�stened to the patter of
the ra�n, and wondered all the t�me how he should l�ve w�th h�s uncle.
Th�ngs adjusted themselves fa�rly well.
Terent� knocked a bed together out of some old boxes, placed �t �n
the corner between the stove and the door, where the darkness was
th�ckest at n�ght. He observed the course of Ilya's l�fe and took upon
h�mself the dut�es Gavr�k had formerly fulf�lled; he set out the
samovar, swept the shop and the room, went to the tavern to fetch
the m�d-day meal, humm�ng all the t�me h�s p�ous hymns. In the
even�ng he related to h�s nephew how the w�fe of All�luevov had
saved Chr�st from h�s enem�es by throw�ng her own �nfant �nto the
glow�ng f�re and tak�ng the ch�ld Jesus �n her arms. Or he told of the
monk who had l�stened to the b�rd's song for three hundred years; or
of K�r�k and Ul�t and of many others. Lunev l�stened and followed the
course of h�s own thoughts. At th�s t�me he made a po�nt of tak�ng a
walk every even�ng, and was always overjoyed to leave the town
beh�nd h�m. There �n the open f�elds, at n�ght, �t was st�ll and dark
and desolate, as �n h�s own soul.
A week after h�s return Terent� went to the house of Petrusha
F�l�monov, and came away sad and gr�eved. But when Ilya asked
h�m what was wrong, he answered: "Noth�ng—noth�ng at all. I went. I
mean I saw them all, and we had a talk—h'm—yes!"
"What's Jakov do�ng?" asked Ilya.
"Jakov? Jakov �s dy�ng; he spoke of you; so yellow, and coughs."



Terent� was s�lent and looked at one corner of the room, sad and
melancholy, gnaw�ng h�s l�ps.
L�fe went on un�formly and monotonously every day as l�ke the rest
as copper penn�es of the same year. Dark m�sery h�d �n the depths of
Ilya's soul l�ke a huge snake, that swallowed the sensat�ons of the
days. None of h�s old acqua�ntances v�s�ted h�m; Pavel and Masha
seemed to have found for themselves another road �n l�fe; Mat�za
was run over by a horse and d�ed �n hosp�tal; Perf�shka had
d�sappeared as �f the earth had swallowed h�m. Lunev determ�ned
from t�me to t�me to go and see Jakov, and could not carry out h�s
determ�nat�on; he felt only too well that he had noth�ng to say to h�s
dy�ng comrade.
In the morn�ng he read the newspaper, all day he sat �n the shop and
watched the yellow w�thered leaves wh�rl down the street before the
autumn w�nd. Somet�mes a leaf would dr�ft �nto the shop.
"Holy Father T�chon �ntercede for us �n Heaven," murmured Terent�
�n a vo�ce that seemed to resemble the dry leaves, wh�le he bus�ed
h�mself about the room.
One Sunday, when Ilya opened the newspaper, he saw a poem on
the f�rst page: "Then and Now," and the s�gnature at the end was P.
Gratschev.

"Once my heart l�ke a str�fe-weary warr�or
Torn by black thoughts as by f�erce b�rds of prey,
All hope seemed dead and for evermore bur�ed,
Torment and pa�n were my port�on each day."

So Pavel wrote. Lunev read the verse and before h�s eyes he
seemed to see the l�vely face of h�s comrade; now restless, w�th
br�ght bold eyes, now sad and darkened, concentrated on one
thought. In h�s verses Pavel told aga�n how he wandered poor and
alone �n a fore�gn town, rece�v�ng no greet�ng or fr�endly word. But
when he was at the po�nt of death from long�ng and want, then he
found k�nd people, who bade h�m welcome to the�r hearth, where he
drank new l�fe: "Drank from the�r words that were rad�ant w�th love,"
words that fell upon h�s heart l�ke sparks of f�re:



"Hope flamed aga�n �n the heart of the hopeless,
Songs of rejo�c�ng resound through h�s soul."

Lunev read to the end, and then pushed the paper �mpat�ently as�de.
"Always rhym�ng, always w�th some crank �n your head! Wa�t a l�ttle!
these k�nd people of yours w�ll handle you presently! k�nd people!" A
scornful sm�le drew h�s mouth awry. Then suddenly he thought as
though w�th a new soul. "Suppose I went there? Just went and sa�d:
'Here I am, forg�ve me?'"
"Why?" he asked h�mself the next moment, and he ended w�th the
gloomy words: "They'll turn me out."
He read the verses aga�n w�th sorrow and envy, and fell �nto a new
med�tat�on on the g�rl. "She's proud. She'll just look at me, and well; I
should go away the way I'd come."
In the same newspaper among the off�c�al �nformat�on, he found that
the case aga�nst Vyera Kap�tanovna for robbery would be tr�ed �n
court on September 23rd.
A mal�c�ous feel�ng flared up �n h�m, and �n h�s thought he addressed
Pavel: "Make verses do you? and she—she's �n pr�son!"
"Lord be merc�ful to me a s�nner," murmured Terent� w�th a s�gh, and
shook h�s head sadly. Then he looked at h�s nephew who was
turn�ng over h�s paper and called to h�m: "Ilya!"
"Well?"
"Petrusha——" the hunchback sm�led sadly and stopped.
"Well—what?"
"He has robbed me!" Terent� expla�ned �n a slow, consc�ence-str�cken
vo�ce, and sm�led aga�n �n a melancholy way.
"Serves you r�ght!"
"He's done me fa�rly!"
"How much d�d you steal altogether?" asked Ilya qu�etly. H�s uncle
pushed h�s cha�r back from the table, and w�th h�s hands on h�s
knees began to tw�st h�s f�ngers.



"Say, ten thousand?" asked Lunev aga�n.
The hunchback turned h�s head qu�ckly, and sa�d �n a long-drawn
tone of aston�shment.
"T—e—n?"
Then he waved h�s hand and added:
"Whatever's got �nto your head? good Lord! Altogether �t was three
thousand seven hundred and a l�ttle over, and you th�nk ten
thousand—ten; you've f�ne �deas!"
"Jeremy had more than ten thousand," sa�d Ilya, laugh�ng mock�ngly.
"That's a l�e!"
"Not a b�t; he told me h�mself."
"Why, could he reckon money?"
"As well as you and Petrusha."
Terent� fell �nto deep thought, and h�s head sank aga�n on h�s breast.
"How much has Petrusha to pay you st�ll?"
"About seven hundred," answered Terent�, w�th a s�gh. "Well, well,
more than ten."
Lunev was s�lent; he hated the s�ght of h�s uncle's troubled,
d�sappo�nted face.
"Where on earth d�d he h�de �t all?" asked the hunchback thoughtfully
and wonder�ngly. "I thought we had taken the lot; but perhaps
Petrusha had been there already, eh?"
"I w�sh you'd stop talk�ng of �t!" sa�d Lunev harshly.
"Yes, �t's no good now; what's the good of talk�ng?" agreed Terent�
w�th another deep s�gh.
Lunev could not keep h�s m�nd off the greed of mank�nd, and the ev�l
and m�serable meanness pract�sed for money. Then he began to
th�nk; �f he possessed all th�s money, ten thousand, a hundred
thousand then he'd show the world! How they should creep on all
fours before h�m! Carr�ed away w�th revengeful feel�ngs, he smashed



on the table w�th h�s f�st; at the blow he started, glanced at h�s uncle,
and saw that he was star�ng w�th terr�f�ed eyes and mouth half open.
"I was th�nk�ng of someth�ng," he sa�d mood�ly, and stood up.
"Yes, of course," sa�d h�s uncle susp�c�ously, as Ilya passed �nto the
shop he looked search�ngly at Terent�, and saw h�s l�ps mov�ng
s�lently; he felt the susp�c�ous look beh�nd h�s back, though he could
not see; he had not�ced for some t�me that h�s uncle followed h�s
every movement and seemed anx�ous to f�nd out someth�ng, or to
ask someth�ng. But th�s only made Lunev anx�ous to avo�d all
conversat�on; every day he felt more pla�nly that h�s hunchbacked
guest troubled the course of h�s l�fe, and more and more often he
asked h�mself:
"W�ll �t go on much longer?"
It was as though a cancer were gnaw�ng at h�s soul; l�fe became
da�ly more wear�some, and worst of all was the sense that he had no
longer any des�re to do anyth�ng. Days passed a�mlessly, and often
h�s feel�ng was that he sank slowly, but every hour deeper, �nto a
bottomless abyss. Conv�nced that mank�nd had deeply �njured h�m,
he concentrated all the strength of h�s soul on one po�nt—the b�tter
sense of �njury; he st�rred the flames by constant brood�ng and found
there�n the exculpat�on for every fault he had h�mself comm�tted.
Shortly after Terent�'s arr�val, Tat�ana Vlassyevna appeared, after a
hol�day spent some d�stance from the town. When she saw the
hunchbacked peasant �n brown fust�an, she p�nched her l�ps together
�n d�sgust and asked Ilya:
"Is that your uncle?"
"Yes"
"Is he go�ng to l�ve w�th you?"
"Naturally."
Tat�ana perce�ved d�sl�ke and challenge �n her partner's answers and
ceased to take any not�ce of Terent�. But he, who had Gavr�k's old
place by the door, tw�sted h�s yellow beard and followed the small,
slender woman �n grey clothes w�th eager cur�ous eyes.



Lunev not�ced how she hopped about the shop l�ke a sparrow, and
wa�ted s�lently for further quest�ons, fully prepared to hurl at her
rough �ll-tempered words. But she spoke no more, after steal�ng a
glance at h�s gr�m, cold face, stand�ng at the desk, turn�ng over the
leaves of the book of da�ly sales. She remarked how pleasant �t was
to spend a couple of weeks �n the country, and l�ve �n a v�llage; how
cheap �t was, and how good for the health.
"There was a l�ttle stream, so qu�et and st�ll, and pleasant company,
a telegraph off�c�al, for �nstance, who played the v�ol�n beaut�fully. I
learned to row, but the peasant ch�ldren! a perfect plague! l�ke fl�es,
they worry, and beg and wh�ne—g�ve—g�ve! they learn �t from the�r
parents; �t's d�sgust�ng!"
"No one teaches them anyth�ng!" repl�ed Ilya coldly. "The�r parents
work, and the ch�ldren l�ve as they can—�t's not true what you say."
Tat�ana looked at h�m �n aston�shment and opened her mouth to
speak; but at that moment Terent� sm�led prop�t�at�ngly and
remarked:
"When lad�es come to the v�llages nowadays, that's qu�te a wonder
to the people. Formerly the owner used to l�ve there all h�s l�fe, and
now they only come for a hol�day."
Madame Avtonomov looked at h�m, then at Ilya, and w�thout say�ng
anyth�ng f�xed her eyes on the book. Terent� was confused, and
began to pull at h�s sh�rt. For a m�nute no one spoke �n the shop,
only the rustl�ng leaves of the book and a k�nd of purr�ng as Terent�
rubbed h�s hump aga�nst the door posts.
"But you," sa�d Ilya's calm, cold vo�ce suddenly, "before you address
a lady, say, 'Excuse me, or allow me, and bow.'"
The book fell from Tat�ana's hand and sl�pped over the desk; but she
caught �t, slapped her hand on �t and began to laugh. Terent� went
out, hang�ng h�s head. Tat�ana looked up sm�l�ng �nto Ilya's gloomy
face, and asked softly: "You're cross, �s �t w�th me? Why?"
Her face was rogu�sh, tender; her eyes shone teas�ngly. Lunev
stretched out h�s arm and caught her by the shoulder.



All at once h�s hate aga�nst her flared up, a w�ld t�ger�sh des�re to
embrace her, to hug her t�ll he heard her bones crack. He drew her
towards h�m, show�ng h�s teeth; she caught h�s hand, tr�ed to loosen
h�s grasp, and wh�spered:
"Let go, you hurt me, are you mad? you can't k�ss me here. And
l�sten: I don't l�ke your uncle be�ng here, he's a hunchback, and
people w�ll be afra�d of h�m; let go, I say. We must get r�d of h�m
somehow, d'you hear?"
But he held her �n h�s arms and bent h�s head down to her, w�th
w�de-open eyes.
"What are you do�ng, �t's �mposs�ble here. Let go!"
Suddenly she let herself s�nk to the ground and sl�pped out of h�s
hands l�ke a f�sh. Through a hot m�st he saw her stand�ng �n the
street door, stra�ghten�ng her jacket w�th trembl�ng hands: she sa�d:
"Oh, you're brutal! can't you wa�t, then?"
In h�s head was a no�se of runn�ng waters; stand�ng mot�onless, w�th
f�ngers �ntertw�ned, he looked at her from beh�nd the counter as �f �n
her alone he saw all the ev�l and sorrow of h�s l�fe.
"I l�ke you to be pass�onate, but, my dear, you must be able to
control yourself."
"Go!" sa�d Ilya.
"I'm go�ng. I can't see you to-day, but the day after to-morrow, the
twenty-th�rd, �t's my b�rthday, w�ll you come?"
As she spoke she f�ngered her brooch w�thout look�ng at Ilya.
"Go away!" he repeated, trembl�ng w�th des�re to clutch and torture
her.
She went. Almost �mmed�ately, Terent� reappeared and asked
pol�tely:
"Is that your partner?"
Ilya s�ghed w�th rel�ef and nodded.



"A f�ne lady! �sn't she? Small but——"
"She's a beast!" sa�d Ilya.
"H'm—h'm," growled Terent� susp�c�ously. Ilya felt the search�ng look
on h�s face, and asked angr�ly, "Well what are you look�ng at?"
"I? good Lord! noth�ng."
"I know what I'm say�ng. I sa�d a beast, and that's all about �t. And �f I
sa�d worse th�ngs �t'd be just as true!"
"A—ha! Is that �t? O—Oh!" sa�d the hunchback slowly, w�th an a�r of
condolence.
"What? cr�ed Ilya roughly.
"Only that."
"Only what?"
Terent� stood sh�ft�ng from one foot to the other, fr�ghtened and hurt
at be�ng shouted at; h�s face was sorrowful and he bl�nked h�s eyes
rap�dly.
"Only, you know best, of course," he sa�d at last.
"And that's enough," cr�ed Ilya. "I know them; these people that are
so clean and t�dy outs�de!"
"I talked w�th the boot boy once," sa�d the hunchback gently, as he
sat down, "about h�s brother, the mag�strate sentenced h�m to seven
days, th�nk! The lad sa�d he was such a peaceable fellow, never
drunk, and yet all at once he broke out as �f he were mad. He got
drunk and smashed up everyth�ng; h�t h�s master on the nose, and
the shopman, and before, th�nk! h�s master had often struck h�m and
he kept qu�te qu�et, never d�d anyth�ng."
Lunev l�stened and thought.
"I'll have to drop all th�s and get away. Th�s beaut�ful l�fe can go to the
dev�l! There's no l�fe left for me! I'll g�ve �t all up and go. I'll get away
—here, I'm just go�ng to p�eces."



"He bore �t, bore everyth�ng and then at last bang, l�ke a bombshell!"
Terent� went on.
"Who?"
"Why, the boy's brother. He got seven days for assault."
"Ah!"
"Seven days! I say, the fellow had borne �t, stood everyth�ng, but �t
had all p�led up �n h�s soul l�ke the soot �n the ch�mney, and then all
of a sudden �t catches f�re, and the flames flare up."
"Uncle, look after the shop for a b�t! I'm go�ng out," answered Lunev.
H�s uncle's monotonous, well-meant words rang �n h�s ears as
mournfully as the sound of bells �n Lent, and �t was cold �n the shop
and there seemed no room to move, but �t was hardly more cheerful
�n the street. It had been ra�n�ng now for several days stead�ly. The
clean, grey pavement stones stared unw�nk�ngly back at the grey
sky, and seemed weary l�ke the faces of men. The d�rt �n the spaces
between the stones, showed up clearly aga�nst the cold, clean
surface. The a�r was heavy w�th damp, and the houses seemed
oppressed w�th �t. The yellow leaves st�ll left on the trees seemed to
shudder w�th the knowledge of approach�ng death.
At the end of the street beh�nd the roofs clouds, blu�sh-grey or wh�te,
rose up to the he�ght of the sky. They shouldered over one another
h�gher and h�gher, constantly chang�ng the�r shapes, now l�ke the
reek of a bonf�re, now l�ke mounta�ns, or waves of a turb�d r�ver. They
seemed to mount to the summ�t only to fall the heav�er on houses
and trees and ground. Lunev grew weary of the mov�ng wall and
turned back to the shop, sh�ver�ng from drear�ness and cold.
"I must g�ve �t up, the shop and all, uncle can see to �t w�th Tanyka,
but I, I'll go away."
In h�s m�nd he had a v�s�on of a wet, boundless pla�n, arched by grey
clouds; there was a broad road set w�th b�rch-trees; he h�mself
walked forward, h�s knapsack on h�s back; h�s feet stuck fast �n the
mud, a cold ra�n drove �n h�s face, and on the pla�n and on the road
no l�v�ng soul, not even crows on the branches.



"I'll hang myself," he thought, w�thout emot�on, when he saw that he
had no place to go to, nowhere �n all the world.

XXV.

When he awoke on the morn�ng of the next day but one, he saw on
h�s calendar the black f�gure 23, and remembered that th�s was the
day that Vyera would appear for tr�al. He rejo�ced at the excuse to
get away from the shop, and felt keen cur�os�ty over the g�rl's fate.
He dressed hast�ly, drank h�s tea, almost ran to the court, and
reached �t too early. No one was adm�tted yet—a l�ttle crowd of
people pressed about the steps, wa�t�ng for the doors to open; Lunev
took h�s place w�th the rest and leant h�s back aga�nst the wall. There
was an open space before the court-house, w�th a b�g church �n the
m�ddle of �t. Shadows swept over the ground. The sun's d�sc, d�m
and pale, now appeared, now van�shed beh�nd the clouds. Almost
every moment a shadow fell w�dely over the square, gl�d�ng over the
stones, cl�mb�ng the trees, so that the branches seemed to bend
under �ts we�ght; then �t wrapped the church from base to cross,
covered �t ent�rely, then no�selessly moved further to the court of
just�ce and the wa�t�ng crowd.
The people all looked strangely grey, w�th hungry faces; they looked
at one another w�th t�red eyes and spoke slowly. One—a long-ha�red
man �n a l�ght overcoat buttoned to h�s ch�n and a crushed hat,
tw�sted h�s po�nted red beard w�th cold red f�ngers, and stamped the
ground �mpat�ently w�th h�s worn out shoes. Another �n a patched
wa�stcoat, and cap pulled down over h�s brows, stood w�th bent
head, one hand �n h�s bosom, the other �n h�s pocket. He seemed
asleep. A l�ttle swarthy man �n an overcoat and h�gh boots look�ng
l�ke a cockchafer, moved about restlessly. He looked up to the sky
show�ng a pale po�nted l�ttle nose, wh�stled, wr�nkled h�s brows, ran
h�s tongue over the edge of h�s moustache and spoke more than all
the others.



"Are they open�ng?" he called, l�sten�ng w�th h�s head on one s�de.
"No—h'm. T�me �s cheap! Been to the l�brary yet, my boy?"
"No—too early," answered the long-ha�red man br�efly.
"The Dev�l! �t �s cold!"
The other growled agreement and sa�d thoughtfully:
"Where should we warm ourselves �f �t weren't for the law courts and
the l�brar�es?"
The dark man shrugged h�s shoulders. Ilya looked at them more
carefully and l�stened. He saw they were loafers—people who
passed the�r l�ves �n var�ous "shady" bus�nesses e�ther cheat�ng the
peasants, for whom they drew up pet�t�ons or papers of d�fferent
k�nds, or go�ng from house to house w�th begg�ng letters. Once he
had feared them, now they roused h�s cur�os�ty.
"What's the good of these people? Yet, they l�ve."
A pa�r of p�geons settled on the pavement near the steps. The man
w�th the bent head swayed from one foot to the other and began to
c�rcle round the b�rds, mak�ng a loud coo�ng no�se.
"Pfu�!" wh�stled the dark l�ttle man sharply. The man �n the wa�stcoat
started and looked up; h�s face was blue and swollen, and h�s eyes
glassy.
"I can't stand p�geons," cr�ed the l�ttle man watch�ng them as they
flew away. "Fat—as r�ch tradesmen—and the�r beastly coo�ng! Are
you summoned?" he asked Ilya, unexpectedly.
"No."
"You're not called?"
"No."
The dark man looked Ilya up and down and growled: "That's
strange."
"What �s strange?" asked Ilya, laugh�ng.



"You have the k�nd of face," answered the l�ttle man speak�ng
qu�ckly. "Ah, they're open�ng."
He was one of the f�rst to enter the bu�ld�ng. Struck by h�s remark Ilya
followed h�m and �n the doorway pushed the long-ha�red man w�th
h�s shoulder.
"Don't shove so, you clown!" sa�d the man half aloud, and g�v�ng Ilya
a push �n h�s turn passed �n f�rst. The push d�d not anger Ilya, but
only aston�shed h�m.
"Odd!" he thought. "He pushes �n as �f he were a great lord and must
go �n f�rst, and he's only just a poor wretch."
In the court of just�ce �t was dark and qu�et. The long table covered
w�th a green cloth, the h�gh-backed cha�rs, the gold frames round the
b�g full-length portra�ts, the mulberry coloured cha�rs for the jury, the
b�g wooden bench beh�nd the ra�l�ng—all th�s �nsp�red respect and a
sense of grav�ty. The w�ndows were set deep �n gray walls; curta�ns
of canvas hung �n heavy folds �n front of them, and the w�ndow
panes looked d�m. The heavy doors opened w�thout no�se, and
people �n un�form walked here and there w�th rap�d s�lent steps.
Everyth�ng �n the b�g room seemed to b�d the spectators to rema�n
qu�et and st�ll. Lunev looked round h�m, and a pa�nful sensat�on
caught at h�s heart; when an off�c�al announced—"The Court," he
started and sprang up before any one else, though he d�d not know
that he was expected to r�se. One of the four men who entered was
Gromov, who l�ved �n the house oppos�te Ilya's shop. He took the
m�ddle cha�r, ran both h�s hands over h�s ha�r, rumpl�ng �t a l�ttle and
settled the gold-tr�mmed collar of h�s un�form. The s�ght of h�s face
had a calm�ng effect on Ilya; �t was just as jolly and red-cheeked as
ever, only the ends of the moustache were turned up. On h�s r�ght
sat a good-natured look�ng old man w�th a l�ttle, grey beard, a blunt
nose, and spectacles—on the left a bald-headed man w�th a d�v�ded
foxy beard, and a yellow, express�onless face. Bes�des these a
young judge stood at a desk, w�th a round head, smoothly plastered
ha�r, and black prom�nent eyes. They were all s�lent for a few
moments, look�ng through the papers on the table. Lunev looked at
them full of respect and wa�ted for one of them to r�se and say



someth�ng loudly and �mportantly. But suddenly, turn�ng h�s head to
the left Ilya saw the well-known fat face of Petrusha F�l�monov
sh�n�ng as �f �t were lacquered. Petrusha sat �n the front row of the
jury, w�th h�s head aga�nst the back of the cha�r look�ng plac�dly at
the publ�c. Tw�ce h�s glance passed over Ilya, and both t�mes Ilya felt
a w�sh to stand up and say someth�ng to Petrusha or to Gromov or to
all the people.
"Th�ef, who k�lled h�s son!" flamed through h�s bra�n, and there was a
feel�ng �n h�s throat l�ke heartburn.
"You are therefore accused," sa�d Gromov �n a fr�endly vo�ce, but Ilya
d�d not see who was addressed; he looked at Petrusha's face,
oppressed w�th doubt and could not reconc�le h�mself to the thought
that F�l�monov should be a d�spenser of just�ce.
"Now, tell us," asked the pres�dent, rubb�ng h�s forehead. "You sa�d
to the tradesman An�ss�mov, you wa�t! I'll pay you for th�s!"
A vent�lator squeaked somewhere, "ee—oo, ee—oo."
Among the jury Ilya saw two other faces he knew. Beh�nd Petrusha
and above h�m sat a worker �n stucco—S�latschev, a b�g peasant's
f�gure w�th long arms and l�ttle �ll-tempered face, a fr�end of F�l�monov
and h�s constant compan�on at cards. It was told of S�latschev, that
once �n a quarrel he had pushed h�s master from a scaffold�ng, w�th
fatal result. And �n the front row, two places from Petrusha sat
Dodonov, the propr�etor of a b�g fancy-ware shop. Ilya bought from
h�m and knew h�m for hard and grasp�ng and a man who had been
tw�ce bankrupt, and pa�d h�s cred�tors only ten per cent.
"W�tness! when d�d you see that An�ss�mov's house was on f�re?"
The vent�lator lamented stead�ly, seem�ng to echo the sadness �n
Lunev's breast.
"Fool!" sa�d the man next h�m �n a wh�sper. Ilya looked round, �t was
the l�ttle dark man who now sat w�th h�s l�ps contemptuously drawn.
"A fool," he repeated, nodd�ng to Ilya.
"Who?" wh�spered Ilya stup�dly.



"The accused—he had a f�ne chance to upset the w�tness and lets �t
go. If I—ah."
Ilya looked at the pr�soner. He was a tall, bony peasant w�th an
angular head. H�s face was terr�f�ed and gloomy; he showed h�s
teeth l�ke a t�red, beaten dog, crowded �nto a corner by �ts foes and
w�thout strength to defend �tself. Stup�d, an�mal fear was �mpressed
on every feature; and Petrusha, S�latschev and Dodonov looked at
h�m qu�etly w�th the eyes of the well fed. To Lunev �t seemed as
though they thought: "He's been caught—that �s, he �s gu�lty."
"Dull!" wh�spered h�s ne�ghbour. "Noth�ng �nterest�ng. The accused—
a fool, the Publ�c Prosecutor a gap�ng �d�ot, the w�tnesses
blockheads as usual. If I were Prosecutor I'd settle h�s job �n ten
m�nutes."
"Gu�lty?" asked Lunev �n a wh�sper, sh�ver�ng as �f w�th cold.
"Probably not. But easy to condemn h�m. He doesn't know how to
defend h�mself. These peasants never do. A poor lot! Bones and
muscles—but �ntell�gence, qu�ckness—not a gl�mmer!"
"That �s true. Ye—es."
"Have you by any chance twenty kopecks about you?" asked the
l�ttle man suddenly.
"Oh, yes."
"G�ve �t to me."
Ilya had taken out h�s purse and handed over the p�ece of money,
before he could make up h�s m�nd whether to g�ve �t or no. When he
had parted w�th �t he thought w�th an �nvoluntary respect as he
looked s�deways at h�s ne�ghbour:
"He's qu�ck, but that's the way to l�ve; just take——"
"A stup�d ass, that's all," wh�spered the dark man aga�n, and
�nd�cated the accused w�th h�s eyes.
"Sh!—sh!" sa�d the usher.



"Gentlemen of the jury," began the Prosecutor w�th a low but
emphat�c vo�ce, "look at the face of th�s man—�t �s more eloquent
than any test�mony of the w�tnesses who have g�ven the�r ev�dence
w�thout contrad�ct�on—er—er—�t must be so—�t must conv�nce you
that a typ�cal cr�m�nal stands before you, an enemy of law and order,
an enemy of soc�ety—stands before you."
The enemy of soc�ety was s�tt�ng down; but as �t ev�dently troubled
h�m to s�t wh�le he was be�ng spoken of, he stood up slowly w�th bent
head. H�s arms hung feebly by h�s s�des, and the long gray f�gure
bowed as though before the vengeance of just�ce.
Lunev let h�s head fall also. H�s heart was s�ck, almost to death;
helpless thoughts c�rcled slowly and heav�ly �n h�s head—he could
f�nd no words for them, and they fought h�m and strangled h�m.
Petrusha's red, uneasy face dr�fted through h�s thoughts, as the
moon through clouds.
When Gromov announced the adjournment of the s�tt�ng Ilya went
out �nto the corr�dor w�th the l�ttle man who took a damaged c�garette
from h�s coat pocket, pressed �t �nto shape and began:
"The s�lly fellow stands there and swears he has not k�ndled the f�re.
Oaths are no good here. It's a ser�ous bus�ness—some
shopkeeper's been �njured—you have done �t or another—that
doesn't matter. What does matter �s to have �t pun�shed—you walk
�nto the net. Very well, you shall be pun�shed."
"Do you th�nk he's gu�lty, that fellow?" asked Ilya thoughtfully.
"Of course he's gu�lty, because he's stup�d; clever people don't get
condemned," sa�d the l�ttle man calmly and qu�ckly, and smoked h�s
c�garette v�gorously. He had l�ttle black eyes l�ke a mouse, and h�s
teeth were also small-po�nted and mouse-l�ke.
"In that jury," began Ilya slowly and w�th emphas�s, "there are men."
"Not men, tradesmen," the dark-headed man �mproved the phrase.
Ilya looked at h�m and repeated:
"Tradesmen. I know some of them."
"Aha!"



"A f�ne sort—not to put �t too f�nely."
"Th�eves—eh?" h�s compan�on helped h�m out. He spoke loudly, but
�n an ord�nary way, then threw away h�s c�garette end, p�nched up h�s
l�ps �n a loud wh�stle and looked at Ilya w�th eyes bold almost to
�nsolence; all these movements followed one another �n eager
restlessness.
"Of course; anyway, just�ce so-called �s mostly a pretty good farce,"
he sa�d shrugg�ng. "The fat people �mprove the cr�m�nal tendenc�es
of the hungry people. I often come to the courts, but I never saw a
hungry man s�t �n judgment on the well fed—�f the well fed do �t
among themselves—�t happens generally from extra greed and
means—don't take everyth�ng, leave me some!"
"It also means—the well fed can't understand the hungry," sa�d Ilya.
"Oh, nonsense!" answered h�s compan�on. "They understand all r�ght
—that's what makes them so severe."
"Well—well fed and honourable—that m�ght pass!" Ilya went on half
aloud. "But well fed scoundrels, how can they judge other men?"
"The scoundrels are the severest judges," the black-ha�red man
announced qu�etly.
"Now, s�r, we'll hear a case of robbery."
"It's some one I know," sa�d Lunev softly.
"Ah!" cr�ed the l�ttle man and shot a glance at h�m. "Let us have a
look at your acqua�ntance!"
In Ilya's head all was confus�on. He wanted to quest�on th�s clever
l�ttle man about many th�ngs, but the words rattled �n h�s bra�n l�ke
peas �n a basket. There was �n the man someth�ng unpleasant,
dangerous, that fr�ghtened Ilya, but at once the pers�stent thought of
Petrusha �n the seat of just�ce, swamped every other �dea. The
thought forged an �ron r�ng round h�s heart and kept out every other.
As he drew near to the door of the hall he saw �n the crowd �n front of
h�m the th�ck neck and small ears of Pavel Gratschev. Overjoyed, he



tw�tched Pavel by the sleeve and sm�led �n h�s face; Pavel sm�led
too, but feebly, w�th ev�dent effort.
"How are you?"
"How are you?"
They stood for a few moments �n s�lence, and the thought of each
was expressed almost s�multaneously.
"Come to see?" asked Pavel w�th a wry sm�le.
"She—�s she here?" asked Ilya.
"Who?"
"Why—your Soph�e N�k——"
"She �sn't m�ne," answered Pavel, �nterrupt�ng coldly.
Both went �nto the hall w�thout further speech. "S�t near me!" asked
Lunev.
Pavel stammered. "You see—I—I'm w�th some people."
"Oh, very well."
"I say—d'you know," added Pavel qu�ckly. "L�sten to what her
advocate says."
"I'll l�sten," sa�d Ilya qu�etly, and added �n a lower vo�ce: "So—good-
bye—brother."
"Good-bye—we'll meet presently."
Gratschev turned away and walked qu�ckly to one s�de. Ilya looked
at h�m w�th the sensat�on that Pavel had rubbed an open wound.
Burn�ng sorrow possessed h�m, and an env�ous, ev�l feel�ng to see
h�s fr�end �n a good new overcoat, look�ng, too, health�er, clearer �n
the face. Gavr�k's s�ster sat on the same bench w�th Pavel; he sa�d
someth�ng to her, and she turned her head qu�ckly to Lunev. When
he saw her express�ve, eager face, he turned away and h�s soul was
wrapped more f�rmly and densely �n dark feel�ngs of �njury, enm�ty
and �nab�l�ty to understand. H�s thoughts stormed g�dd�ly �n h�s head
l�ke a wh�rlw�nd, one tangled �n another; suddenly they stopped—



van�shed; he felt a vo�d �n h�s bra�n, and everyth�ng outs�de seemed
to move aga�nst h�m malevolently—and he ceased to follow the
course of events.
Vyera had already been brought �n. She stood beh�nd the ra�l�ng �n a
grey dress, reach�ng to her heels l�ke a n�ght-gown, w�th a wh�te
kerch�ef. A strand of yellow ha�r lay aga�nst her left temple, her
cheeks were pale, her l�ps compressed, and her eyes, w�dely
opened, rested earnestly and �mmovably on Gromov.
"Yes—yes—no—yes," her vo�ce rang �n Ilya's ears, as though
muffled.
Gromov looked at her k�ndly, and spoke �n a subdued low vo�ce l�ke
a cat purr�ng.
"And do you plead gu�lty, Kap�tanovna, that on that n�ght——" h�s
�ns�nuat�ng vo�ce gl�ded on.
Lunev looked at Pavel; he sat bent forward, h�s head down, tw�st�ng
h�s fur cap �n h�s hands. H�s ne�ghbour, however, sat stra�ght and
upr�ght, and looked as though she were s�tt�ng �n judgment on every
one there, Vyera and the judges and the publ�c. Her head turned
often from s�de to s�de, her l�ps were compressed scornfully, and her
proud eyes glanced coldly and sternly from under her wr�nkled
brows.
"I plead gu�lty," sa�d Vyera. Her vo�ce broke and the sound was l�ke
the r�ng of a cup that �s cracked.
Two of the jury, Dodonov and h�s ne�ghbour, a red-ha�red, clean-
shaven man, bent the�r heads together, moved the�r l�ps s�lently, and
the�r eyes, that rested on the g�rl, sm�led. Petrusha, hold�ng w�th both
hands to h�s cha�r, bent h�s whole body forward; h�s face was even
redder than usual and the ends of h�s moustache tw�tched; others of
the jury looked at Vyera, all w�th the same def�n�te attent�veness,
wh�ch Lunev understood but hated fur�ously.
"They s�t �n judgment, and every one of them looks at her lustfully!"
he thought, and clenched h�s teeth; he longed to call out to Petrusha:



"You rascal! what are you th�nk�ng? Where are you? What �s your
duty?"
Someth�ng stuck �n h�s throat, l�ke a heavy ball, and hampered h�s
breath.
"Tell me, Kap�tanovna," sa�d Gromov laz�ly, wh�le h�s eyes stood out
l�ke those of a lustful he-goat, "have you-ah—pract�sed prost�tut�on
long?"
Vyera passed her hand over her face as though the quest�on stuck
fast to her f�ery red cheeks.
"A long t�me."
She answered f�rmly. A wh�sper ran among the people l�ke a snake.
Gratschev bowed lower as though he would h�de, and tw�sted h�s
cap ceaselessly.
"About how long?"
Vyera sa�d noth�ng, but looked earnestly, ser�ously at Gromov out of
her w�de-open eyes:
"One year? Two? F�ve?" pers�sted the pres�dent.
She was st�ll s�lent; her grey f�gure stood as though hewn from stone,
only the ends of her kerch�ef qu�vered on her breast.
"You have the r�ght not to reply, �f you w�sh," sa�d Gromov, strok�ng
h�s beard.
Now an advocate sprang up, a th�n man w�th a small po�nted beard
and long eyes. H�s nose was long and th�n, and the nape of h�s neck
w�de so that h�s face looked l�ke a hatchet.
"Say, what compelled you to adopt th�s, th�s profess�on!" he sa�d
loudly and clearly.
"Noth�ng compelled me," answered Vyera, her eyes f�xed on the
judge's.
"H'm, that's not altogether correct; you see, I know, you told me."
"You know noth�ng!" answered Vyera.



She turned her head towards h�m, and look�ng at h�m sternly, went
on angr�ly:
"I told you noth�ng, you yourself have made �t all up!"
Her eyes glanced qu�ckly over the aud�ence, then she turned back to
the judges and asked w�th a movement of her head towards her
defender:
"Need I answer h�m?"
A new h�ss�ng wh�sper crawled through the room, but louder and
pla�ner. Ilya sh�vered w�th the tens�on and looked at Gratschev. He
expected someth�ng from h�m, awa�ted �t w�th conf�dence. But Pavel,
look�ng out from beh�nd the shoulders of the people �n front of h�m,
sat s�lent and mot�onless. Gromov sm�led and sa�d, h�s words were
smooth and o�ly; then Vyera began not loudly but qu�te f�rmly:
"It's qu�te s�mple. I wanted to be r�ch, so I took �t, that �s all, there's
noth�ng else, and I was always l�ke that."
The jury began to wh�sper together; the�r faces grew dark and
d�spleasure appeared on the features of the judges. The room was
st�ll; from the street came the dull regular sound of footsteps on the
pavement; sold�ers were march�ng by outs�de.
"In v�ew of the pr�soner's confess�on," sa�d the Prosecutor.
Ilya felt he could s�t st�ll no longer. He got up, and took a step
forward.
"Sh—s�lence!" sa�d the usher loudly. He sat down aga�n and hung
h�s head l�ke Pavel. He could not see Petrusha's red face, now
puffed out �mportantly, and apparently annoyed at someth�ng; but for
all the unaltered fr�endl�ness of Gromov's face, he saw a cold heart
beh�nd the k�nd demeanour of the judge, and he understood that th�s
cheerful man was accustomed to condemn men and women as a
jo�ner �s to plane boards. And an angry, oppress�ve thought rose �n
Ilya's m�nd:
"If I confessed, �t would be the same w�th me. Petrusha would judge;
to the pr�son w�th me, wh�le he stays here."



At th�s he stopped and sat there, to l�sten, see�ng nobody.
"I w�ll not have you speak of �t," came �n a trembl�ng, sorrowful cry
from Vyera; she screamed, cr�ed, caught at her breast, and tore the
kerch�ef from her head.
"I w�ll not. I w�ll not."
A confused no�se f�lled the room.
The g�rl's cry set all �n movement, but she threw herself down beh�nd
the ra�l�ng as though burnt, and sobbed heart-brokenly.
"Don't torture me, let me go, for Chr�st's sake!"
Ilya sprang up and tr�ed to force h�s way forward, but the people
opposed h�m and before he could real�ze �t he found h�mself �n the
corr�dor.
"They've str�pped her soul," sa�d the vo�ce of the black-ha�red man.
Pavel, pale, and w�th d�shevelled ha�r, stood aga�nst the wall, h�s jaw
qu�ver�ng. Ilya went up to h�m and scowled at h�m �n anger; people
stood or moved round them talk�ng eagerly. There was a smell of
tobacco smoke �n the a�r.
"It's �mpr�sonment! She can scream t�ll she's t�red, �t's all the same."
"She confessed, l�ttle fool!"
"But they found the money."
"Why d�dn't she say he gave �t to her."
The words buzzed about the corr�dor l�ke autumn fl�es, and
penetrated �nto Ilya's ears.
"What?" he asked Pavel gloom�ly and angr�ly, go�ng qu�te close to
h�m.
Pavel looked at h�m and opened h�s mouth but sa�d noth�ng.
"You've ru�ned a human be�ng," sa�d Lunev. Pavel started as though
he had been lashed w�th a wh�p; he ra�sed h�s hand, la�d �t on Ilya's
shoulder, and asked �n a sorrowful vo�ce:
"Is �t my fault?"



Ilya shook off the hand from h�s shoulder; he wanted to say: "you—
oh! don't be afra�d, no one called out that �t was for you she stole,"
but he sa�d �nstead, "and Petrusha F�l�monov to condemn her, that's
as �t should be, �sn't �t?" and laughed.
Then w�th scorn �n h�s face he went out �nto the street, and went
slowly along w�th a sense as though he were fast bound by �nv�s�ble
cords. Anx�ety lay l�ke a heavy stone on h�s heart; �t sent a coldness
through h�m confus�ng h�s thoughts, and unt�l the even�ng he
wandered about a�mlessly, from street to street, l�ke a stray dog, t�red
and hungry. No w�sh, no des�re moved w�th�n h�m, and he saw
noth�ng of all that passed round about h�m, t�ll at last a s�ck feel�ng of
hunger roused h�m from h�s brood�ng.

XXVI.

It was already dark; l�ghts shone �n the houses, broad yellow streaks
fell across the road, and aga�nst them stood out the shadows of the
flowers �n the w�ndows. Lunev stood st�ll, and the s�ght of these
shadows rem�nded h�m of Gromov's house, of the lady who was l�ke
the queen �n a fa�ry tale, and the sorrowful songs that d�d not d�sturb
the laughter—a cat came caut�ously across the street, shak�ng �ts
paws.
He went on t�ll he reached a place of four cross roads, then stood
st�ll aga�n. One of the houses at the corner was br�ll�antly l�ghted up,
and from �t came the sound of mus�c.
"I'll go �nto the Restaurant," Ilya dec�ded, and began to cross the
road.
"Look out!" cr�ed a vo�ce. The black head of a horse sprang up close
to h�s face—he felt �ts warm breath. He jumped to one s�de, wh�le the
droshky dr�ver swore at h�m; he went on away from the tavern.
"There's no fun �n be�ng run over," he thought qu�etly. "I must get
someth�ng to eat!—and now Vyera �s done for."



H�s m�nd ran st�ll on the g�rl, h�s thoughts revolved about her almost
mechan�cally. All the t�me he felt w�th one small part of h�s bra�n, that
he ought to be th�nk�ng of h�mself, and not of Vyera, but he had no
strength of w�ll to change the course of h�s reflect�ons.
"She's proud too—she wouldn't say a word of Pashka—saw that �t
was no good, there—she's the best of the lot—Olymp�ada would
have. No! Olymp�ada was a good sort too—but Tanyka."
Suddenly he remembered that to-day Tat�ana Vlassyevna had a
b�rthday fest�v�ty, and that he was �nv�ted. At f�rst he felt qu�te
d�s�ncl�ned to go, but almost at once came an �ll-tempered des�re to
compel h�mself aga�nst h�s w�sh, and then a sharp burn�ng sensat�on
shot through h�s heart. He called a droshky, and, a few m�nutes later,
stood at the d�n�ng-room door, bl�nk�ng h�s eyes �n the strong l�ght.
He looked at the company s�tt�ng packed round the table �n the b�g
room, w�th a stup�d sm�le.
"Ah! there he �s at last!" cr�ed K�r�k.
"How pale he �s!" sa�d Tat�ana.
"Have you brought any sweetmeats? a b�rthday present, eh? What's
the matter, my fr�end?"
"Where have you come from?" asked h�s hostess.
K�r�k caught h�m by the sleeve, and led h�m round the table
present�ng h�m to the guests. Lunev pressed several warm hands,
but the faces swam before h�s eyes, and blended �nto one long cold
face, sm�l�ng pol�tely and show�ng b�g teeth. The reek of cook�ng
t�ckled h�s nose; the chatter�ng of the women sounded �n h�s ears l�ke
rush�ng ra�n; h�s eyes were hot, a dull pa�n prevented h�m from
mov�ng them, and a coloured m�st seemed to w�den out before them.
When he sat down he felt that h�s knees were ach�ng w�th wear�ness,
wh�le hunger gnawed h�s entra�ls. He took a p�ece of bread and
began to eat. One of the guests blew h�s nose loudly, wh�le Tat�ana
sa�d:
"Won't you congratulate me? You're a n�ce person! You come here,
and say noth�ng, and s�t down and beg�n to eat."



Beneath the table she pressed her foot hard on h�s, and bent over
the teapot as she poured h�m out h�s tea. Ilya heard her wh�sper
through the no�se of pour�ng,
"Behave yourself properly!"
He put h�s bread back on the table, rubbed h�s hands, and sa�d
loudly. "I've been at the law courts all day."
H�s vo�ce dom�nated the no�se of conversat�on, and there was a
s�lence among the guests. Lunev was confused as he felt the�r
glances on h�s face, and looked back at them stup�dly from under h�s
brows. They looked at h�m a l�ttle susp�c�ously, as though doubt�ng �f
th�s broad-shouldered, curly-ha�red youth could have anyth�ng
�nterest�ng to relate. An embarrassed s�lence cont�nued �n the room.
Isolated thoughts c�rcled �n Ilya's bra�n—d�sconnected and gray, they
seemed to s�nk and suddenly d�sappear �n the darkness of h�s soul.
"Somet�mes �t's very �nterest�ng �n the courts," remarked Madame
Fel�zata Yegarovna Gr�slova, n�bbl�ng a p�ece of marmalade cake.
Red patches appeared on Tat�ana's cheeks, K�r�k blew h�s nose
loudly and sa�d:
"Well, brother, you beg�n, but you don't go on. You were at the court
——?"
"I'll let them have �t!" thought Ilya, and sm�led slowly. The
conversat�on began aga�n here and there.
"I once heard a murder tr�al," sa�d a young telegraph off�c�al, a pale
dark-eyed man w�th a small moustache.
"I love to read or hear about murders," cr�ed Madame Travk�na; her
husband looked round the table and sa�d, "Publ�c tr�als are an
excellent �nst�tut�on."
"It was a fr�end of m�ne, Yevgen�yev—you see he was on duty �n the
strong room, got play�ng w�th a young fellow and shot h�m by
acc�dent."
"Ah—how horr�ble!" cr�ed Tat�ana.



"Dead as a door na�l!" added the telegraph off�c�al, w�th d�st�nct
enjoyment.
"I was called as a w�tness once," began Travk�n now �n a dry,
creak�ng vo�ce, "and I heard a man condemned who had carr�ed out
twenty-three robber�es—not so bad, eh?"
K�r�k laughed loudly. The company fell �nto two groups, one l�sten�ng
to the tale of the boy who was shot, the other to the drawl�ng
remarks of Travk�n on the man who had carr�ed out twenty-three
robber�es. Ilya looked at h�s hostess, and felt a l�ttle flame beg�n to
fl�cker w�th�n h�m—�t �llum�nated noth�ng but caused a pers�stent
burn�ng at h�s heart. From the moment he real�sed that the
Avtonomovs were anx�ous lest he should comm�t some solec�sm
before the�r guests, h�s thoughts became clearer as though he had
found a clue to the�r course.
Tat�ana Vlassyevna was busy �n the next room at a table covered
w�th bottles. Her br�ght red s�lk blouse flamed aga�nst the wh�te walls;
�n her t�ghtly-laced corset she fl�tted about l�ke a butterfly, all the
pr�de of the sk�lful housew�fe sh�n�ng �n her face. Tw�ce Ilya saw her
beckon h�m to her w�th qu�ck, hardly not�ceable gestures, but he d�d
not go and felt glad to th�nk that h�s refusal would d�sturb her.
"Why, brother, you're s�tt�ng there l�ke an owl!" sa�d K�r�k, suddenly.
"Say someth�ng—don't be afra�d—these are educated people who
won't be offended w�th you!"
"There was a g�rl be�ng tr�ed," Ilya began loudly all at once, "a g�rl I
know, she �s a prost�tute, but she's a good g�rl for all that."
Aga�n he attracted the attent�on of the company, and all eyes were
once more f�xed on h�m. Fel�zata Yegarovna showed her b�g teeth �n
a broad, mock�ng sm�le; the telegraph off�c�al tw�sted h�s moustache,
cover�ng h�s mouth w�th h�s hand; almost all tr�ed hard to seem
ser�ous and attent�ve. Tat�ana suddenly dropped a handful of kn�ves
and forks, and the clash rang �n Ilya's heart l�ke loud mart�al mus�c.
He looked qu�etly round the company w�th w�dely opened eyes and
went on:
"Why do you sm�le? There are good g�rls among——"



"Qu�te poss�ble," K�r�k �nterrupted, "but you needn't be qu�te so frank
about �t."
"These are cult�vated people," sa�d Ilya, "�f I say anyth�ng that �s
unusual, they won't be offended."
A whole sheaf of br�ght sparks shot up suddenly �n h�s breast; a
sneer�ng sm�le appeared on h�s face, and he felt almost choked w�th
the flood of words that poured from h�s bra�n.
"Th�s g�rl had stolen some money from a merchant."
"Better and better," cr�ed K�r�k, and shook h�s head w�th a com�cal
gr�mace.
"You can read�ly �mag�ne under what c�rcumstances she stole �t, but
perhaps she d�d not steal �t, perhaps he gave �t to her."
"Tan�tshka!" cr�ed K�r�k, "come here a m�nute! Ilya's tell�ng such
anecdotes."
But Tat�ana was already close to Ilya, and sa�d w�th a forced sm�le
and a shrug of her shoulders: "What's the fuss about? It's a very
ord�nary story; you, K�r�k, know hundreds of cases l�ke that, there are
no young g�rls here. But let us leave that t�ll later, shan't we?—and
now we'll have someth�ng to eat."
"Yes, of course," cr�ed K�r�k, "I'm ready, he! he! Clever conversat�on
�s all very well, but——"
"Anyhow, �t g�ves an appet�te," sa�d Travk�n, and stroked h�s throat.
All turned away from Ilya. He understood that the guests d�d not
want to hear, that h�s hosts were anx�ous he should not cont�nue,
and the thought spurred h�m on. He rose from h�s cha�r and sa�d,
address�ng the company:
"And men sat �n judgment on th�s g�rl, who perhaps had themselves
more than once made use of her. I know some of them, and to call
them rascals �s to put �t m�ldly."
"Excuse me," sa�d Travk�n, f�rmly, hold�ng up a f�nger, "you must not
speak l�ke that! They're a sworn jury, and I myself——"



"Qu�te r�ght, they're sworn �n," cr�ed Ilya. "But can men l�ke that judge
fa�rly �f——"
"Excuse me, the jury system �s one of the great reforms �nst�tuted by
the Czar Alexander the Second. How can you make such aspers�ons
on a state �nst�tut�on?"
He hurled h�s words �n Ilya's face, and h�s fat, smooth-shaved
cheeks shook, and h�s eyes rolled r�ght and left. The company
crowded round �n the hope of a rous�ng scandal. Fel�zata Yegarovna
looked at her hostess condescend�ngly, and Tat�ana, pale and
exc�ted, plucked her guests by the sleeve and called hurr�edly:
"Oh, do let that alone! �t �s so un�nterest�ng. K�r�k, ask the lad�es and
gentlemen——"
K�r�k looked d�stractedly here and there and cr�ed: "Please, for my
sake, these reforms, and all th�s ph�losophy——"
"Th�s �s not ph�losophy, �t's pol�t�cs," croaked Travk�n, "and people
who express op�n�ons l�ke th�s gentleman are called untrustworthy
pol�t�c�ans."
A hot wh�rlw�nd swept round Ilya. He rejo�ced to oppose th�s fat,
smooth-shaved, wet-l�pped man, and see h�m grow angry. The
consc�ousness that the Avtonomovs felt embarrassed before the�r
guests f�lled h�m w�th mal�c�ous pleasure.
He grew calmer, and the �mpulse to have matters out w�th these
people, to say �nsolent th�ngs to them and dr�ve them to fury, swelled
up �n h�s breast, and ra�sed h�m to a mental he�ght that was at once
pleasant and terr�fy�ng. Every moment he felt calmer, and h�s vo�ce
sounded more and more assured.
"Call me what you l�ke," he sa�d to Travk�n. "You are an educated
man. I hold to my op�n�on, and I say, 'can the well fed understand the
hungry?' The hungry man may be a th�ef, but the well fed was a th�ef
before h�m."
"K�r�k N�kod�mov�tch!" shouted Travk�n �n fury. "What does th�s
mean? I—I cannot——"



At th�s moment Tat�ana Vlassyevna sl�pped her arm through h�s and
drew h�m away, say�ng loudly:
"Come along, the l�ttle rolls you l�ke are here, w�th herr�ngs and hard-
bo�led eggs, and grated on�ons w�th melted butter."
"Ha! I ought not to let th�s pass," sa�d Travk�n, st�ll exc�ted, and
smacked h�s l�ps. H�s w�fe looked contemptuously at Ilya, and took
her husband's other arm, say�ng: "Don't exc�te yourself, Anton, over
such fool�shness!"
Tat�ana cont�nued to qu�et her most honoured guest. "P�ckled
sturgeon w�th tomato——"
"That was not r�ght, young man," sa�d Travk�n suddenly, �n a tone
both reproachful and magnan�mous, stand�ng f�rm and turn�ng round
towards Ilya. "That was not r�ght! you should know how to value
th�ngs—you need to understand them."
"But I don't understand," cr�ed Ilya, "that's just what I'm talk�ng about.
How does �t come about that Petrusha F�l�monov �s the lord of l�fe
and death?"
The guests went past Ilya w�thout look�ng at h�m, and carefully
avo�ded even touch�ng h�s clothes. K�r�k, however, came close up to
h�m, and sa�d �n a harsh, �nsult�ng vo�ce, "Go to the dev�l, you clown,
that's what you are!"
Ilya started, a m�st came over h�s eyes as though he had rece�ved a
blow on the head, and he moved threaten�ngly aga�nst Avtonomov
w�th h�s f�st clenched. But K�r�k had already turned away w�thout
heed�ng h�s movements, and entered the other room. Ilya groaned
aloud. He stood �n the doorway, regard�ng the backs of the people
round the table, and heard them eat�ng no�s�ly. The br�ght blouse of
the hostess seemed to colour everyth�ng red, and make a cloud
before h�s eyes.
"Ah," sa�d Travk�n. "Th�s �s good, qu�te excellent."
"Have some pepper w�th �t?" asked the hostess tenderly.
"I'll add the pepper," thought Lunev scornfully. He was strung to the
h�ghest tens�on, and �n two str�des was stand�ng by the table w�th



head erect. He grasped the f�rst glass of w�ne he saw, held �t out
towards Tat�ana Vlassyevna, and sa�d clearly and sharply, as though
he would stab her w�th the words:
"To your health, Tanyka!"
H�s words had an effect on the company as though the l�ghts had
gone out w�th a deafen�ng crash, and every one stood frozen to the
floor �n dense darkness. The half-open mouths, w�th the�r
unswallowed morsels, looked l�ke wounds on the�r terror-str�cken
faces.
"Come! let us dr�nk! K�r�k N�kod�mov�tch, tell my m�stress to dr�nk w�th
me! Don't be d�sturbed—what do these others matter? Why should
we s�n always �n secret? Let us deal openly. I have resolved, you
see, from henceforth everyth�ng shall be done openly."
"You beast!" screamed the p�erc�ng vo�ce of Tat�ana.
Ilya saw her hand shoot out, and struck as�de the plate she hurled at
h�m. The crash of the fly�ng p�eces added to the confus�on of the
guests. They crept as�de slowly and no�selessly, leav�ng Ilya alone
face to face w�th the Avtonomovs. K�r�k was hold�ng a small f�sh by
the ta�l, and bl�nked, look�ng pale and m�serable and almost �d�ot�c.
Tat�ana Vlassyevna shook �n every l�mb, and threatened Ilya w�th her
f�sts; her face was the colour of her dress, and her tongue could
hardly form a word.
"You l�ar—you l�ar!" she h�ssed, stretch�ng out her head towards Ilya.
"Shall I ment�on some of your b�rthmarks?" sa�d Ilya qu�etly, "and
your husband shall say �f I speak the truth or no."
There was a murmur �n the room and suppressed laughter. Tat�ana
stretched up her arms, caught at her throat and sank on a cha�r
w�thout a sound.
"Pol�ce!" cr�ed the telegraph off�c�al. K�r�k turned round at the cry,
then suddenly ran at Ilya headlong. Ilya stretched out h�s arms and
pushed h�m away as he came, shout�ng roughly,
"Where are you com�ng?—you're too �mpat�ent. I can send you fly�ng
w�th one blow. L�sten—all of you—l�sten, you'll hear the truth for



once."
K�r�k pa�d no attent�on, but bent h�s head forward and attacked aga�n.
The guests looked on s�lently; no one moved except Travk�n, who
went qu�etly on t�ptoe �nto a corner, sat down on the seat by the
stove and put h�s clasped hands between h�s knees.
"Look out. I'll h�t you!" Ilya warned the fur�ous K�r�k. "I've no w�sh to
hurt you—you're a stup�d ass, but you never d�d me any harm—get
away."
He pushed K�r�k off aga�n, th�s t�me more forc�bly, and got h�s own
back aga�nst the wall. Here he stood and began to speak, h�s eyes
travell�ng over the company.
"Your w�fe threw herself �nto my arms. Oh, she's clever—but v�c�ous!
In the whole world there's no one worse. But all of you—all are
v�c�ous and degraded. I was �n the court to-day—there I learnt to
judge."
He had so much to say, that he was �n no cond�t�on to arrange h�s
thoughts, and hurled them l�ke fragments of rock.
"But I w�ll not condemn Tanya—�t just happened so—just of �tself—
as long as I've l�ved, everyth�ng seems to happen of �tself—as �f by
acc�dent. I strangled a man by acc�dent. I d�dn't mean to, but I
strangled h�m—and th�nk, Tanyka—the money I stole from h�m �s the
money that helps to carry on our bus�ness!"
"He's mad," cr�ed K�r�k �n sudden joy, and sprang round the room
from one to the other, cry�ng w�th joy and exc�tement.
"D'you hear? d'you see? he's out of h�s m�nd! Ah, Ilya—oh you—how
you hurt me!"
Ilya laughed aloud; h�s heart was eas�er and l�ghter now that he had
spoken of the murder. He hardly felt the floor under h�s feet, and
seemed to r�se h�gher and h�gher. Broad-shouldered and sturdy, he
stood there before them all w�th head erect, and chest thrown out.
H�s black curls framed h�s h�gh pale brow and temples, and h�s eyes
were full of scorn and mal�ce.



Tat�ana got up, tottered to Fel�zata Yegarovna, and sa�d �n a
trembl�ng vo�ce:
"I've seen �t com�ng on—a long t�me—h�s eyes have looked so w�ld
and terr�ble for ever so long."
"If he's mad, we must call the pol�ce," sa�d Fel�zata, look�ng �n Ilya's
face.
"Mad? of course he's mad!" cr�ed K�r�k.
"He may attack us all," wh�spered Gryslov, and looked anx�ously
round the room.
All were afra�d to move.
Lunev stood close to the door, and whoever wanted to go out had to
pass h�m. He laughed aga�n; he loved to see how these people
feared h�m, and when he looked at the�r faces, he saw that they had
no compass�on for the�r hosts, and would have l�stened all n�ght,
wh�le he held them up to scorn, had they not themselves been afra�d
of h�m.
"I am not mad," he sa�d, and h�s brows contracted, "I only want you
to stay here and l�sten. I won't let you out, and �f you come near I'll
str�ke you—and �f I k�ll you—I am strong."
He held up a long arm and powerful f�st, shook �t, and let �t drop
aga�n.
"Tell me," he went on, "what sort of men are you? What do you l�ve
for? Such st�ngy wretches—such a rabble!"
"Here, l�sten—you—you shut up!" cr�ed K�r�k.
"Shut up yourself! I w�ll speak now. I look at you—stuff�ng and
sw�ll�ng, and ly�ng to one another—and lov�ng no one. What do you
want �n th�s world? I have str�ven for a clean honourable l�fe—there's
no such th�ng. Nowhere �s there such a th�ng. I have only so�led and
destroyed myself. A good man cannot l�ve among you—he must go
under—you k�ll good men—and I—I am bad, but among you I'm l�ke
a feeble cat �n a dark cellar among a thousand rats—you—are



everywhere! You judge, you rule—you make the laws—you wretches
—you have devoured me—destroyed me."



Suddenly a deep sorrow overcame h�m.
"And now—what am I to do now?" he asked, and h�s head sank and
he fell �nto a dull brood�ng. In a moment the telegraph off�c�al sprang
by h�m and sl�pped out of the room.
"Ah! I've let one get away!" sa�d Ilya, and held h�s head up aga�n.
"I'll fetch the pol�ce!" came a cry from the next room.
"I don't care—fetch them!" sa�d Ilya.
Tat�ana went by h�m, totter�ng, walk�ng as �f asleep, w�thout look�ng at
h�m.
"She's had enough," sa�d Lunev w�th a scornful nod at her, "but she
deserves �t, the snake."
"Shut up!" cr�ed Avtonomov from h�s corner; he was on h�s knees
fumbl�ng �n a box.
"Don't shout, good stup�d fellow," answered Ilya, s�tt�ng down and
cross�ng h�s arms, "Why do you shout? I've l�ved w�th you, I know
you—I k�lled a man too—Poluektov the merchant. I've spoken of �t
w�th you ever so many t�mes, do you remember? I d�d �t because �t
was I who strangled h�m—and h�s money �s �n our bus�ness—by
God!"
Ilya looked round the room. Terr�f�ed and trembl�ng the guests stood
round the walls �n s�lence. He felt that he had sa�d h�s say, that a
yawn�ng, melancholy empt�ness was grow�ng �n h�s breast, from
wh�ch echoed the cold �nqu�ry:
"What now?" and he sa�d, l�sten�ng to the r�ng of h�s own words:
"Perhaps you th�nk I'm sorry, that I'm mak�ng amends here before
you all? Ha! ha! you can wa�t for that. I rejo�ce over you—do you
understand?"
K�r�k sprang from h�s corner, d�shevelled and red; he brand�shed a
revolver, and rolled h�s eyes and shouted:
"Now you shan't escape! Aha! you have murdered, too, have you?"



The women screamed, Travk�n sprang from the bench where he had
been s�tt�ng and runn�ng a�mlessly to and fro croaked: "Let me go—I
can't bear �t—Let me go!—th�s �s a fam�ly affa�r."
But Avtonomov pa�d no attent�on; he ran backwards and forwards
before Ilya a�m�ng at h�m and scream�ng:
"Penal serv�tude! wa�t—that's what we'll g�ve you."
"L�sten—your p�stol �s not even loaded, �s �t?" asked Ilya �nd�fferently,
look�ng at h�m wear�ly, "why do you make such a fuss? I shan't run
away. I don't know where to go. Penal serv�tude, eh? Well, as for
that, �t's all one to me now."
"Anton! Anton!" shr�eked Madame Travk�n. "Come at once!"
"I can't, my dear, I can't."
She took h�s arm, and both sl�pped by Ilya, huddled together, w�th
bowed heads. Tat�ana sat �n the next room, wh�mper�ng and sobb�ng,
and �n Lunev's breast the dark cold feel�ng of empt�ness grew and
grew.
"All my l�fe �s ru�ned," he sa�d slowly and thoughtfully, "and there's
noth�ng to be p�t�ed about—who has destroyed �t?"
Avtonomov stood �n front of h�m and cr�ed tr�umphantly:
"Aha! how you want to work on our feel�ngs! but you won't."
"I don't want that, go to the dev�l all of you! I shall not make you
sorry, the only th�ng that can do that �s the money that doesn't reach
your pocket, nor am I sorry for you. I'd far sooner p�ty a dog. I'd
rather l�ve w�th dogs than w�th men. Ah! why don't the pol�ce come. I
am t�red; get out, K�r�k, I can't bear the s�ght of you."
It really troubled h�m to s�t oppos�te Avtonomov. The guests left the
room, sl�pped out softly w�th anx�ous glances at Ilya. He saw noth�ng
but grey flecks float�ng before h�m, that roused �n h�m ne�ther thought
nor feel�ng. The empt�ness �n h�s soul grew and enfolded everyth�ng.
He was s�lent for a space, l�sten�ng to Avtonomov's cr�es, then
suddenly proposed jest�ngly:
"Come K�r�k, come and wrestle."



"I'll put a bullet �n you," growled K�r�k.
"You haven't a bullet there," answered Ilya mock�ngly, and added, "I'll
throw you �n a m�nute!"
After that he sa�d noth�ng, but sat there w�thout mov�ng, w�thout
th�nk�ng. At last two pol�cemen came w�th the d�str�ct �nspector.
Lunev shuddered at the s�ght of them, and stood up; close beh�nd
them came Tat�ana Vlassyevna, she po�nted to Ilya, and sa�d �n
breathless haste:
"He has confessed that he murdered Poluektov the money-changer,
you remember?"
"Do you adm�t that?" asked the �nspector harshly.
"Oh yes! I adm�t �t," answered Ilya, qu�etly and wear�ly. "Good-bye
Tanyka, don't trouble, don't be afra�d, and for the rest of you, go to
the dev�l!"
The �nspector sat down at the table, and began to wr�te; the two
pol�cemen stood r�ght and left of Lunev; he looked at them, s�ghed
and let h�s head fall. The room was st�ll, save for the scratch�ng of
the pen; outs�de �n the street, the n�ght bu�lt up �ts black �mpenetrable
walls. K�r�k stood by the w�ndow, and looked out �nto the darkness;
suddenly he threw the revolver �nto a corner of the room, and sa�d:
"Savelyev! g�ve h�m a k�ck and let h�m go, he's qu�te mad."
The off�c�al looked at K�r�k, thought a moment, and answered: "Can't
now, �nformat�on's been la�d before me, my ass�stant knows."
"A—ah! s�ghed Avtonomov.
"You're a good fellow, K�r�k N�kod�mov�tch," sa�d Ilya and nodded.
"There are dogs l�ke that, you beat them and they fawn on you, but
perhaps you're afra�d I shall speak of your w�fe �n court? Don't be
afra�d, that won't happen! I'm ashamed to th�nk of her, much less
speak of her."
Avtonomov went qu�ckly �nto the next room, and sat down no�s�ly on
a cha�r.
"Now," began the �nspector, turn�ng to Ilya, "can you s�gn th�s?"



"Yes, I w�ll."
He took the pen and s�gned w�thout read�ng, �n b�g letters, Ilya
Lunev. When he ra�sed h�s head, he not�ced that the �nspector was
gaz�ng at h�m w�th aston�shment. They looked at one another s�lently
for a moment or two, one w�th cur�os�ty and a certa�n pleasure, the
other �nd�fferently and qu�etly.
"Your consc�ence would not be st�ll?" asked the �nspector half aloud.
"There's no such th�ng," answered Ilya f�rmly.
Both were s�lent, then K�r�k's vo�ce was heard �n the next room. "He's
out of h�s m�nd."
"We'll go," sa�d the �nspector, shrugg�ng. "I won't t�e your hands, but
don't try to escape! The pol�ce are close by at the foot of the h�ll."
"Where should I go to?" answered Ilya br�efly.
"Oh! I don't know that. Swear you won't try, say, by God!"
Ilya looked at the �nspector's face, wr�nkled and now moved w�th an
express�on of sympathy, and sa�d mood�ly, "I don't bel�eve �n God."
The �nspector waved h�s hand. "Forward!" he sa�d to the pol�cemen.
When the damp darkness of the n�ght wrapped h�m round, Lunev
s�ghed deeply, stood st�ll and looked up at the sky, wh�ch hung black
and low over the earth l�ke the smoky ce�l�ng of a small, stuffy room.
"Come along, come along!" sa�d one of the pol�cemen. He moved
on, the houses rose l�ke huge rocks on each s�de of the road, the wet
f�lth of the street slopped under foot, and the way led on and on,
where the darkness was th�ckest; Ilya stumbled over a stone and
nearly fell. Always the obst�nate quest�on rang �n the despa�r�ng
empt�ness of h�s soul, "What now!" Suddenly a v�s�on of the court
came before h�m; the good-natured Gromov, the red face of
Petrusha. He had bru�sed h�s toes on the stone and they hurt h�m; he
went more slowly. In h�s ears sounded the words of the l�ttle
�mpudent, dark man. "The well fed understands the hungry well
enough—that's why he's so severe." Then he heard Gromov's



fr�endly vo�ce, "Do you plead gu�lty?" and the Prosecutor sa�d slowly,
"Tell us."
Petrusha's red face was overcast, and h�s swollen l�ps tw�tched.
Lunev began to l�mp, and dropped back a pace or two. "Get on—get
on!" the pol�ceman sa�d harshly. An unspeakable gr�ef as hot as
glow�ng �ron and as sharp as a dagger darted through Ilya's heart.
He made a spr�ng forward, and ran w�th all h�s m�ght down h�ll. The
w�nd wh�stled �n h�s ears, h�s breath gave out, but he hurled h�s body
forward �nto the darkness, urg�ng h�mself on w�th h�s arms. Beh�nd
h�m the pol�ceman ran heav�ly, a sharp shr�ll wh�stle p�erced the a�r,
and a deep bass vo�ce roared, "Stop h�m!" Everyth�ng round h�m,
houses, pavement, sky—qu�vered and danced, and moved on h�m
l�ke a heavy black mass. He rushed forward, feel�ng no wear�ness,
lashed by the hot des�re to avo�d Petrusha. Someth�ng grey and
regular rose up before h�m out of the darkness, breath�ng despa�r
�nto h�s heart. Memory flashed sharply �nto h�s bra�n; he knew that
th�s street turned almost at a r�ght angle away to the ma�n street of
the town—men would be there, he would be caught!
"Ah—fly away, my soul!" he screamed w�th all h�s m�ght, and bend�ng
h�s head down began to run faster than ever. The cold grey stone
wall rose before h�m. A dull crash, l�ke waves meet�ng, sounded
through the n�ght and d�ed away at once.
Two dark f�gures rushed up to the wall. They threw themselves on
another dark form that lay �n a heap, and at once stood up aga�n.
People hurr�ed down from the h�ll, w�th no�se of footsteps and cr�es,
and a p�erc�ng wh�stl�ng.
"Smashed?" asked one of the pol�cemen breathlessly. The other
struck a match, and bent down. At h�s feet lay a qu�ver�ng hand, and
the clenched f�ngers stra�ghtened slowly out.
"The skull's smashed to p�eces."
"Ah—yes—see—the bra�ns."
Black f�gures started up out of the darkness round about.



"Ah—the madman!" sa�d one pol�ceman. H�s comrade stra�ghtened
h�mself up, crossed h�mself, and st�ll breathless, sa�d �n a dull vo�ce:
"Let h�m—rest �n peace—O Lord!"
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