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PREFACE

e

FEODOR M. DOSTOIEVSKY was born on October 30, 1821,
in Moscow, where his father, a physician at the Mary Hospital for
the Poor, and a man of modest means himself, was then residing.
Young Dostoievsky's education began rather early, when he was
only five. His parents were very religious and imparted their simple,
but fervent, faith to their son. In the evenings the father used to
read aloud to all the members of his family Karamzin’s (q.v.) His-
tory of the Russian State, or some other classical literary work.
When Feodor reached the age of ten, his father bought a small estate
in the Province of Tula, not far from Moscow. There the boy came
into contact with rural Russia. At the age of fourteen, Feodor entered
a high school in Moscow, in which Michael, his elder brother, was
also studying at the time. This was a model scho.:). where even
University professors gave courses for pupils in the igher grades.
In 1837 Dostoievsky lost his mother, to whom he was tenderly
devoted. Shortly after her death he matriculated at the Engineering
School in St. Petersburg. This, too, was an excellently appointed
educational institution which was then undei the patronage of Grand
Duke Michael, the brother of Emperor Nicholas 1. Even during that
early period Dostoievsky began to evince gloomy and hypochondriac
traits of character. He took no interest in his school.::ates, keeping
aloof from their entertainments and distractions. The six years which
he spent in the Engineering School contributed much to his mental
development, particularly because he spent a great deal of his time
in reading and in self-education. In 1821 Dostoievsky's father died,
and this was the second severe shock in Fcodor’s young life.

After graduation, Dostoievsky entered Government service,
but all his leanings lay in the field of literary work. In 1845 he
completed his first novel, Poor Folk, which, a iew months later,
was published in The St. Petersburg Collection, a magazine edited

v



vi PREFACE
by N. A. Nekrasov (q.v.), a famous Russian poet. This first
work of Dostoievsky was enthusiastically greeted by the Russian
literary world, and won the approval of Bielinsky (q.v.), whose
fame as a critic was then at its zenith. The success which accom-
panied Dostoievsky’s literary début brought him into personal
contact with Bielinsky and that radical circle of which he was the
recognized leader. Dostoievsky began associating with these men,
with whose views he had no sympathy whatsoever. It was then that
he made the acquaintance of one Petrashevsky, a revolutionary,
whose activities came to the notice of the police under Nicholas I.
On April 23, 1849, Petrashevsky and all his associates, including
Dostoievsky, were arrested. Dostoievsky was accused of having read
aloud at one of Petrashevsky’s meetings. Bielinsky’s notorious letter
to Gogol (q.v.) of July 15, 1847, apropos the latter's Correspondence
with Friends, in which he expounded conservative views. After seven
months of confinement in the SS. Peter and Paul Fortress the
Petrashevsky trial came to an end. All the defendants were sen-
tenced to death, and on December 22, 1849, they were brought for
execution to the Semenovsky Square in St. Petersburg. However,
the death penalty was commuted by the Emperor, and Dostoievsky
was sentenced to four years of hard labor in Siberia. On March 2,
1854, he was released from prison, after which, for several years,
he served as a private in the Seventh Siberian Battalion. He re-
turned to European Russia in 1859. Two years later he published
his Memoirs from the House of Death, an ingenious résumé of his
prison experiences. In 1864 appeared his Letters from the Under-
world, which revealed the full power of his analytical genius. This
novel may be regarded as the nucleus of many profound ideas which
were subsequently developed in Crime and Punishment (1866), The
Insulted and Injured (1867), The Idiot (1868), The Possessed
(1871-1872), and in The Brothers Karamazov (1879-1880).
Dostoievsky expounded his political philosophy in The Diary
of a Writer (1873, 1876, 1877 and one issue each in 1880 and
1881). The last is, in a way, a unique literary production, having
no counterpart in world literature. Evading every established belle-
tristic pattern (novel, satire, drama, reminiscences, essay, fable,
etc.), it is a bold attempt on the part of a man of genius to enter
into an informal colloquy with his readers, critics and correspondents
—at times, on mos. intimate topics. In some of the sketches ap-
pearmg in the Diary Dostoievsky touches upon many of the burn-
ing problems with which Russia had to contend after the liberation
of the peasants in 1861. The people became confused and the coun-
try was in a state of both natural and stimulated unrest. These
conditions, of necessity, found their reflection in literature, which,
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in Russia, has always been an accurate barometer of public moods*
and aspirations. As Nekrasov aptly put it:

A writer, if he be a wave,

And Russia be a stormy oc~an,
Cannot but be in great commotion
When elements in fury rave.

While much space is devoted in the Diary to political ques-
tions, especially to Russia’s part in the ultimate settlement of the
future destinies of Slavdom, Dostoievsky's Slavophile ideas are
hardly the most appealing or important portion of the book. What
is of genuine and lasting interest is—to use Pushkin’s phrase—

His mind’s dispassioned observations
And doleful records of his heart.

Where human psychology is assayed, where man’s sufferings, per-
plexities and mental agonies are dwelt upon, Dostoievsky, the un-
rivalled, perspicacious reader of the mind and heart, emerges as a
great friend of humanity, as a good Samaritan, ever ready and eager
to lend his helping hand to him who stands helpless and hopeless,
battered by the storms and tragedies of life. In this sense the Diary
is a noble human document. Rousseau's and Tolstoy’s somewhat
pretentious “confessions,” Goethe’s Dichtung und Wahrheit, Nus-
set’s La Confession d'un Enfant du Siécle, and similar public
avowals, are either more or less entertaining me~:'rs, or auto.
biographical discourses, essentially egocentric and, des, ‘e their self-
denunciation, obviously intended either to diagnose the author’s
“moral malady” or to justify it by reason of the morbid influences
of a vicious “milieu” or other circumstances beyond one’s control.
The Diary, on the other hand, contains little autobiographical ma-
terial. The author’s 1" is bashfully hidden behind the coulisses of
the impetuous narrative; only now and then does it appear as a
mere casual allusion to something having a general significance in
the treatment of a vit'! subject. The emphasis here is not on “I”
but on “you,” on the things that are common to all men, to every
stratum of modern society. If some of Dostoievsky's virws may
well be challenged, their sincerity can ‘t--and never has been—
questioned. At any rate, they are the product of a deep and keenly
analytical mind which was fascinated by the invisible “chemical”
and ‘“‘thermal” spectra of other people’s consciousness and emotions.
Precisely in these fields, carefully concealed frotn idlers’ curiosity,
Dostoievsky discovered all the clandestine longings, morbid states
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‘and temperamental crises secretly dwelling, or merely subconsciously
slumbering, in man’s ego.

Even today the prolific literary heritage of Dostoievsky is not
fully appraised and evaluated. If Pushkin can be called the Raphael
of Russian literature, Dostoievsky should be recognized as its
Michelangelo. His fame reached its climax in 1880, after his brilliant
speech at the unveiling of the Pushkin monument in Moscow. This
famous address is recorded in the Diary for the year 1880.

Dostoievsky died in St. Petersburg, on January 28, 1881. Enor-
mous crowds attended his funeral: men and women from all walks
of life—statesmen of high rank and downtrodden prostitutes ; illiter-
ate peasants and distinguished men of letters; army officers and
learned scientists; credulous priests and incredulous students—they
were all there.

Whom did Russia bury with so great a reverence? Was it only
one of her famous men of letters? Indeed not: in that coffin lay
a noble and lofty man, a prudent teacher, an inspired prophet whose
thoughts, like mountain peaks, were always pointed toward heaven,
and who had measured the depths of man’s quivering heart with all
its struggles, sins and tempests; its riddles, pains and sorrows; its
unseen tears and burning passions. For he did teach men to live
and love and suffer. And to the meekest he would offer his brotherly
compassion—to all who labor and are heavy laden. He would come
to them as an equal, laying before them the wisdom of his soul,
his tender understanding of all that, in modern man, is human and
even inhuman. He would counsel the doubting and soothe the wounds
of those afflicted with distress. And many a hope would thus be
restored, many a soul resurrected by the grand visions and magic
of his genius,

Now he was no longer. The cold blast of Death had extin-
guished a luminous torch of Truth.

The news of Dostoievsky’s passing spread instantly, like an
electric current, to the remotest parts of Russia, and a wave of
mourning swept through the hearts of her saddened people. Millions
humbly prayed that he, to whom happiness was so cruelly denied
on earth, be granted eternal bliss in the smiling Garden of Heaven.

Boris Brasor
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INTRODUCTION

ON THE TWENTIETH OF DECEMBER I learned that
everything has been decided, and that I am the editor of Tke Citizen.
This extraordinary event, that is, extraordinary to me—(I have no
desire to offend anyone)—occurred in a rather simple manner.

On the twentieth of December I had just been reading in the
Moscow Gazette of the nuptials of the Chinese Emperor. This mag-
nificent, and apparently most complicated, event is also remarkably
simple: the whole affair had been anticipated and decreed, in every
detail, as far back as one thousand years ago in a ceremonial book
comprising close to two hundred volumes. On comparing the
enormity of the Chinese event with my appointment as editor, I
suddenly Lezan to feel an ingratitude toward my domestic institu-
tions, despite the ease with which 1 was appointed, and it occurred
to me that it would have been far more profitable to us, meaning
Prince Meschersky and myself, to publish The Citizen in China.
There, everything is clear. . . . On a designated day we would both
be reporting at the local office in charge of the press. Having knocked
our foreheads against the floor, and after licking the floor with our
tongues, we would rise and lift our forefingers in front of our noses,
respectfully inclining our heads. Of course, the director-in-chief of
the bureau supervising the press would pretend that he was paying
as little attention to us as to so many flies flying in and out of the
room. However, the third assistant to his third secretary would
stand up, and, holding in his hands the diploma of my appointment
to the office of editor, would utter in an impressive, yet kind, voice
a behest required by the ceremonial etiquette. It would be so clear
and intelligible that we both would be immensely pleased to listen
to it.

If, in China, I were to become so stupid and so pure in heart
that, when assuming my editorial duties and realizing the limitations
of my ability, I should grow fearful and should start experiencing
rackings of conscience, it would be promptly proved to my satis-
faction that I was doubly stupid because of entertaining such feel-
ings; that precisely, beginning with this woment, 1 would need no
mind whatsoever, even granting I had one, and that it would be
far safer not to possess any intellect at all.

Surely it would be most pleasant to listen to this. And conclud-
ing his oration with the beautiful words: “Go, editor; henceforth

I
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thou mayest eat thy rice and drink thy tea with a new peace in thy
conscience,” the third assistant to the third secretary would hand
me a pretty diploma printed on red satin in gold letters; Prince
Meschersky would give a substantial bribe, and we both, returning
home, would forthwith publish a most gorgeous issue of The Citizen,
such as we shall never publish here.~In China we would be pub-
lishing splendidly.

I suspect, however, that in China Prince Meschersky would
certainly try to dupe me by offering me the post of editor primarily
for the purpose that I act as his substitute at the chief bureau for
the supervision of the press every time he might be summoned
thither to be cudgelled on hLis heels with bamboo sticks. But I
would outwit him: I would immediately cease printing Bismarck,
while I myself would be quietly writing articles, so that I would
be invited to the bamboo ceremony only after every other issue.
In exchange, I would learn to write.

In China I should be writing very well. Here, this is much
more difficult. There, everything is anticipated and calculated one
thousand years in advance; here, everything is topsy-turvy for the
next thousand years. There, willy-nilly, I would be writing intel-
ligibly, so that I do not even know who would be reading me. Here,
in order to compel people to read me, it is even better to write
unintelligibly. Only in the Moscow Gazette editorials are one and
a half columns long and, surprisingly, they are being written plainly.
In The Voice such articles extend to eight, ten, twelve and even
thirteen columns. So this is how many columns have to be wasted
in order to make people respect you.

Here, merely speaking to anyone is a science, i.e., at the first
glance, perhaps, much in the same way as in China: as there, there
are several rather simplified and strictly scientific devices. In days
gone by, for instance, the words “I understand nothing” meant merely
ignorance on the part of him who uttered them ; yet, at present they
bring great honor. One has only to declare with an open air and
uppishly: “I do not understand religion; I understand nothing in
Russia; I understand nothing in art”—and at once one is lifted to
lofty heights. And this is all the more advantagecus if one, in fact,
understands nothing.

However, this simplified device proves nothing. Essentially,
everybody here, without giving further thought, suspects everybody
else of being stupid, without asking himself the question: “Is it not
I, indeed, who am stupid ?”—The situation is altogether pleasing,
but nevertheless no one is pleased, and everybody is angry. Besides,
in our day, thoughtfulness is next to impossible: it is too expensive
a luxury. True enough, ready ideas are being bought. They are being
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sold everywhere, even gratis, but gratuitously, in the long run, they
prove more expensive, and people begin to forbode this fact. As a
result, there is neither profit nor advantage, but a state of upheaval,
as heretofore.

Perhaps, we are but a replica of China, only without her order-
liness. We are scarcely beginning that which is coming to an end
in China. No doubt, we shall come to the same terminus—but when?
In order to accept one thousand volumes of Ceremonies, so as finally
to win the right to think about nothing, we have to live at least a
millennium of meditation. And yet, nobody wants to accelerate this
term, since no one is prepared to cogitate.

True: if no one wishes to reflect, it would seem, things are
made easier for the Russian writer. In fact, they are easier; and
woe to that writer and editor who, in our day, do meditate. Still
worse off is he who, of his own accord, seeks to study and to under-
stand things. Even harder is the lot of him who candidly divulges
such an intention. But if he ventures to declare that he has succeeded
a bit in grasping something, and that he intends to express his
thoughts, he is promptly deserted by everybody. Nothing is left to
him but to find some one suitable fellow, or even hire him, in order
to converse with him alone; perhaps to publish the magazine for
him alone. It is a despicable situation, <ince it is as if one were
speaking to oneself and publishing a periodical for one’s own amuse-
ment.

I strongly suspect that for a long time The Citizen will be
talking to himself and for his own pleasure. To begin with, according
to medical science, soliloquy signifies a predispositicn to insanity.
The Citizen, of necessity, must speak (v citizens, a, therein lies
its whole trouble!

So, then, this is the publication with which I have affiliated
myself. My situation is extremely indeterminate. But I, too, pro-
pose to speak to myself and for my own pieasure, in the form of
this diary, and let things be as they may.

What shall I speak about?—About everything that might im-
press me or make me think. And if, perchance, I :hould find a
reader—and one who, God forbid, should turn out to be an op-
ponent—I realize that 1 must understand how to speak, and must
know whom to address and in what manner. I will try to master
this task, since for us this is the most difficult thing—I :rean, in
literature. Besides, there are different .pponents: it is not with
every opponent that one can start a conversation.

I shall recite a fable which I heard the other day. It is said
that this fable is of ancient, almost Hindu, origin, which is very
encouraging.
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Once upon a time a pig quarreled with a lion and summoned
him to a duel. Having returned home, the pig changed his mind
and got frightened. The entire herd assembled, deliberated awhile
and decided thus:—Now, pig, here in the vicinity there is a ditch;
go and take a good roll in its mud, and in this garb proceed to the
place of the duel. You will see.

The pig acted accordingly. Presently the lion appeared on the
scene, sniffed, frowned and walked away. For a long time after-
ward the pig kept boasting that the lion turned coward and ran away
from the battlefield.

Such is the fable. Of course, in Russia there are no lions: the
climate does not suit them, and, besides, this would be too grand
a setting. But substitute for the lion a decent man—and every man
has to be decent—and the moral will be identical.

By the way, I will add this flourish.

On one occasion, conversing with the late Hertzen, I gave
high praise to one of his books—From the Other Shore. Much to
my delight, Mikhail Petrovich Pogodin also lauded this work in
his excellent and curious article on meeting Hertzen abroad. The
book is written in the form of a dialogue between Hertzen and his
opponent.

“And what I like most,” I remarked énter alia, “is the fact
that your opponent is also very clever. You must concede that many
a time he has pinned you to the wall.”

“Why, that is the whole trick,” said Hertzen, laughing. “I
will give you an anecdote. When I was once in Petersburg, Bielinsky
dragged me into his apartment and made me sit down and listen
to his article, A Conversation Between Mr. A. and Mr. B., which
was written in a fervent vein. (It is included in his collected works.)

“Mr. A.—of course, Bielinsky himself—is portrayed there as
being very clever, while Mr. B., his opponent, is mentally inferior.
When Bielinsky had finished reading, he asked me, with feverish
expectancy, ‘Now, what do you think?’

“Oh, it's good, quite good, and one can see that you are quite
smart, but why should you be wasting your time on such a fool?"”

“Bielinsky threw himself upon a sofa and, burying his face
in a cushion and laughing heartily, exclaimed:

“‘You're killing me! You're killing me!’”

OLD PEOPLE

This anecdote about Bielinsky reminds me now of my first
steps in the field of literary pursuit, God knows how many years
ago: this was a sad and fatal time for me.

I recall precisely Bielinsky himself, as I met him then and the
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way in which he met me. I frequently think of people of the past,.of
course, because at present I am meeting new ones.

Bielinsky was the most ardent person of all those whom I
have met throughout my life. Hertzen was quite different. He was
a product of our noble class—a gentilhomme russe et citoyen du
monde above all-a type which developed in Russia, and which
could have sprung up nowhere but in Russia. Hertzen did not
emigrate; he did not begin Russian emigration ;—no, he was already
born an emigrant. They all, akin to him, were ready-born emigrants,
even though the majority of them never left Russia. During the
hundred and fifty years of the preceding life of the Russian nobility,
with very few exceptions, the last roots had rotted, the last ties
with Russian soil and Russian truth had disintegrated. History it-
self, as it were, predestined Hertzen to embody, in a most vivid
type, this rupture of the overwhelming majority of our educated
class with the people. In this sense it is an historical type.

Having detached themselves from the people, they naturally
also lost God. The 1estless among them became atheists; the
apathetic and placid ones waxed indifferent. For the Russian people
they felt nothing but contempt, believing, however, that they loved
the people and wished them the best of everything. But they loved
the people negatively, conceiving in their stead some ideal people,
such as, according to their notions, the Russian people ought to be.

This ideal people, in the minds of certain progressive represen-
tatives of the majority, involuntarily incarnated themselves in the
Paris rabble of ’93. In those days this was the most captivating
ideal of a people.

It goes without saying that Hertzei, had to becc e a socialist,
and precisely after the fashion of a nobleman’s son, .hat is, with
neither need nor aim, but merely as a result of “the logical flux
of ideas” and the heart-emptiness at home. He renounced the
foundations of the former society ; he denied family, and, it seems,
was a good father and husband. He denied property, but at the
same time he managed to arrange his affairs, and abroad he ex-
perienced with pleasure his financial independence. = engineered
revolutions and incited other people to participate in them, and at
the same time he loveu comfort and family peace. He was an artist,
a thinker, a brilliant writer, an extraordinarily well-read man, a
wit, a wonderful conversationalist (he <poke even bette- than he
wrote), and an excellent reflector. The :flex—the faculty of turn-
ing a most profound personal sentiment into an object which he
set before himself, which he would worship and which, a minute
later, he would ridicule—that faculty was highly <developed in him.

Unquestionably, this was an unusual man, but whatever he
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may have been—whether he wrote his memoirs or published a maga-
zine in collaboration with Proudhon; whether, in Paris, he mounted
a barricade (which he so comically described in his reminiscences) ;
whether he suffered, or felt happy, or was afflicted with doubts;
whether, as in 1863, to please the Poles, he sent his proclamation
to Russian revolutionists in Russia, even though he did not trust
the Poles, and realized that they had deceived him, and knew that
his appeal doomed hundreds of these unfortunate young men;
whether, with astounding naiveté he confessed to these things in
one of his subsequent articles, failing to perceive in what light he
had placed himself by such an avowal—invariably, everywhere and
all his life, he was above all a gentilhomme russe et citoyen du
monde, a mere product of former servitude which he hated and
from which he descended, not only from his father, but precisely
as a result of the severance with his native land and its ideals.

Bielinsky—he, on the contrary, was not a gentilhomme at all;
oh no! (God knows from whom he descended! His father, it seems,
was a military surgeon.)

Substantially, Bielinsky was not a reflective person, but all
his life he was always a boundlessly enthusiastic individual. My
first novel, Poor People, delighted him (subsequently, appproxi-
mately one year later, we parted for various reasons which, how-
ever, were most insignificant in every respect); yet, at the time,
during the first days of our acquaintance, having attached himself
to me with all his heart, he hastened, with a most naive precipitancy,
to convert me to his creed.

I do not at all exaggerate his ardent attraction to me, at
least during the first months of our acquaintance. I found him a
passionate socialist, and, straight off the bat, he embarked upon
atheism. This, namely, his wonderful insight and his unusual faculty
for becoming profoundly imbued with an idea, is to me very sig-
nificant. Some two years ago, the International prefaced one of its
proclamations with this straightforward, meaningful statement:
“Above all, we are an atheistic society”—that is, they started with
the very essence of the matter Such was also Bielinsky’s prelude.

Treasuring above everything reason, science and realism, at
the same time he comprehended more keenly than anyone that reason,
science and realism alone can merely produce an ant’s nest, and
not social “har::ony” within which man can organize his life. He
knew that moral principles are the basis of all things. He believed,
to the degree of delusion and without any reflex, in the new moral
foundations of socialism (which, however, up to the present re-
vealed none but abominable perversions of nature and common
sense). Here was nothing but rapture. Still, as a socialist, he had
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to destroy Christianity in the first place. He knew that the revol\l-
tion must necessarily begin with atheism. He had to dethrone that
religion whence the moral foundations of the society rejected by
him had sprung up. Family, property, personal moral responsibility
—these he denied radically. (I may observe that, even as Hertzen,
he was also a good husband and father.) Doubtless, he understood
that by denying moral responsibility of man, he thereby denied
also his freedom; yet, he believed with all his being (much more
blindly than Hertzen, who at the end, it seems, began to doubt)
that socialism not only does not destroy the freedom of man, but,
on the contrary, restores it in a form of urheard-of majesty, only
on a new and adamantine foundation.

At this juncture, however, therc remained the radiant per-
sonality of Christ himself to contend with, which was the most
difficult problem. As a socialist, he was duty bound to destroy the
teaching of Christ, to call it fallacious and ignorant philanthropy,
doomed by modern science and economic tenets. Even so, there
remained the Dbeatific iinage of God-man, its moral inaccessibility,
its wonderful and miraculous beauty. But in his incessant, un-
quenchable transport, Bielinsky did not stop even before this in-
surmountable obstacle, as did Renan, who proclaimed in his Vie
de Jésus—a book permeated with incredulity—that Christ neverthe-
less is the ideal of human beauty, an inaccessible type which cannot
be repeated even in the future.

“But do you know,” he screamed one evening (sometimes in
a state of great excitement he used to scream), “do you know it
is impossible to charge man with sins, to burden him with debts
and turning the other cheek, when society .. organized - meanly that
man cannot help but perpetrate villainies; when, ecor»mically, he
has been brought to villainy, and that it is silly and cruel to demand
from man that which, by the very laws of nature, he is impotent
to perform even if he wished to . . . ?”

That evening we were not alone: there was present one of
Bielinsky’s friends whom he respected very much and obeyed in
many ways. Also present was an author, quite you~s, who later
gained prominence in literature.

“T am even touched to look at him,” said Bielinsky, suddenly
interrupting his furious exclamations, turning to his friend and
pointing at me. “Every time I menticn Cbrist his face chnages its
expression, as if he were ready to start eeping. . . . But, believe
me, naive man,” he jumped at me again, “‘believe me that your
Christ, if He were born in our time, would be a most imperceptible
and ordinary man; in the presence of contempo:ary science and
contemporary propellers of mankind, he would be effaced!”
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“Oh, no!” interposed Bielinsky’s friend. (I remember that
we were sitting and he was pacing up and down the room.) “Oh,
no! If Christ were to appear in our day, He would join the move-
ment and would head it. . . .”

“Yes, of course; yes,” conceded Bielinsky in remarkable haste.
“Precisely, He would join the socialists and follow them.”

These propellers of mankind, whom Christ was designed to
join, were then the French: George Sand, the now altogether for-
gotten Cabet, Pierre Leroux and Proudhon who was then only
beginning his activities. As far as I remember, at that time Bielinsky
respected these four most.—Fourier had already lost much of his
prestige—They were being discussed through whole evenings.

There was also a German before whom Bielinsky bowed with
great deference, namely, Feuerbach. (Bielinsky, who all his life
was unable to master any foreign language, pronounced the name
of Feuerbach as Fierbach.) Strauss was spoken of with reverence.

With this warm faith in his idea, Bielinsky was, of course,
the happiest of all human beings. Oh, in vain it was said later that
had Bielinsky lived longer, he would have joined the Slavophile
doctrine. He would never have ended with that. Perhaps, he would
have ended by emigrating, that is, if he had lived longer and if
he could have managed to emigrate; if so, now, he, a tiny and
enraptured little old fellow, with his original warm faith precluding
any slightest doubt, would be hanging around somewhere at con-
ventions in Germany and Switzerland, or he might have enlisted
as adjutant to some German Madame Hegg, rendering petty services
in connection with some feminine problem.

Even so, this most blessed human being, endowed with such
a remarkably serene conscience, would sometimes become very sad;
but this melancholy was of a special kind—resulting not from
doubts, not from disillusions—oh, no—but from the query: why,
indeed, not today, but tomorrow?—In the whole of Russia he was
the most hurried man. I met him once, about three o'clock in the
afternoon, near the Znamensky church. He told me that he had
been out for a walk and was going home.

“I come here often to watch the progress of the construction
(of the terminal of the Nikolaievsky railroad, which was then being
built). My heart is appeased somewhat when I stand here observing
the work : at las:, we, too, are going to have a railroad. You wouldn't
believe how this thought at times comforts my heart.”

This was said well and enthusiastically; Bielinsky never
showed off. We proceeded together. On our way, I recall, he said
to me:

“And when they will bury me in a grave (he knew that he
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had consumption), only then will they discover whom they hate
lost.”

During the last year of his life I did not visit him. He took
a dislike to me, but then I had passionately embraced his teaching.
One year later, in Tobolsk, when we, awaiting our further lot, were
assembled in a prison courtyard, the wives of the Decembrists pre-
vailed upon the superintendent to arrange a secret meeting with
us in his apartment. We saw these great sufferers who had voluntarily
followed their husbands into Siberia. They had renounced every-
thing : eminence, wealth, connections and relatives; they sacrificed
everything for the sublime moral duty, the freest duty that can ever
exist. Guilty of nothing, they endured over a long period of twenty-
five years everything which their convicted husbands were forced
to endure.

The interview lasted one hour. They blessed us who were
about to start on a new journey ; they crossed us and gave us copies
of the New Testament—the only book permitted in prison. It lay
for four yea.. under m, pillow in penal servitude. Sometimes I
read it to my self and sometimes—to others. I used it to teach a
convict how to read.

Around me were precisely those men who, according to Bielin-
sky's belief, cou’/ not have failed to commit their crimes, and,
therefore, were :ight and merely less fortunate than the rest. I
know that the whole Russian people called us “sufferers”; I have
heard this term uttered many a time by many a mouth. Yet, here
there was something different, not at all that about which Bielinsky
used to speak, but that which svunds in <ome of oui jurors’ verdicts.
In this term “sufferers,” in this people’ verdict, the sounds a
different thought. Four years of forced labor was a i.- .g school;
I had the time to convince myself. . . . / And this is exactly the
thing which I should like to discuss now.

The Citizen, 1873, No. 1.

THE MILIEU

It seems that the one feeling common to all jurors throughout
the world, and to our j :rors in particular (aside, of course, from
other emotions), must be the feeling of authority, or, to express
it better, absolute power. This is a miserable feeling, that is when
it prevails over all others. But though in i: »crceptible form, though
suppressed by a whole maze of other nobler feelings, it must never-
theless nestle i every juror’s soul, even in the face of the highest
realization of one’s civic duty. I believe that this somehow emerges
from the very laws of nature, and, therefore, I recall that when
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opr new (upright) courts of law had recently been instituted, this
eling, in one sense, aroused in me intense curiosity.

In my fancies I was dreaming of court sessions made up, for
instance, almost exclusively of peasants, serfs of yesterday. The
district attorney and the lawyers would address them, seeking their
favors, while our good peasants would be sitting and silently ponder-
ing in their heads: “See how things have shaped themselves: now
if it pleases me, I'll acquit; if it pleases me, I'll send him away
to Siberia!”

And, nevertheless, the remarkable thing is that now they do
not punish but keep acquitting by the wholesale. Of course, this is
also exercise, and even abuse, of power, but only in some peculiar
direction—is it the sentimental direction?—difficult to say. Yet,
everywhere it is a common, almost a preconceived tendency, as if
people had come to a general agreement. The sweeping character of
this “tendency” cannot be doubted. And the problem is that the
acquittal mania quand-méme affects not only the peasants, the
humiliated and insulted of yesterday; it has captured all Russian
jurors without distinction, even those of the highest grades—noble-
men and university professors. Such a universality, in itself, presents
a most curious theme for deliberation, suggesting manifold, and at
times, perhaps, strange, conjectures.

Not long ago in one of our very influential newspapers, in
a rather modest and certainly well-intentioned little article, in pass-
ing, the following conjecture was set forth: is it not conceivable
that our jurors, as people who, without any apparent reason, having
suddenly grasped their great power (as if it fell from the sky),
especially after ages of humiliation and oppression, are inclined on
every opportune occasion to vex the “authorities”’—the district at-
torney, for example—merely as a matter of waggery, or, so to speak,
by way of contrast with the past? The conjecture is not a bad
one, and one which is also not devoid of some jocularity, but, of
course, it does not explain everything.

“Simply, it is a pity to ruin somebody else’s fate: they are
human beings too. The Russian people are compassionate.”—Such
is the opinion of others, as this has sometimes been expressed.

However, I was always under the impression that in England,
too, the people are compassionate, and that even if they do not
possess such a kindheartedness, so to speak, as our Russian people,
at least they are not devoid of humaneness; that they do have a
realization and vivid feeling of the Christian duty toward their
neighbor—a feeling which, perhaps to a high degree, to a firm and
independent conviction, is one which may be more unflinching than
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ours, bearing in mind their culture and secular independence. For
truly, over there that much power did not fall on them ‘suddenly
from the sky.” Besides, they themselves have invented the jury
trial without borrowing it from anyone; they themselves have
sanctioned it through ages, carving it out of life itself and not
merely receiving it as a gift.

And yet, over there a juror comprehends that the moment
he ascends his bench in a courtroom, he is not only a sensitive
man with a tender heart, but above all—a citizen. He thinks—whether
rightly or erroneously—that compliance with civic duty is, perhaps,
even more important than the performance of a wholehearted private
exploit. Only recently there was general rumbling throughout their
Kingdom when the jurors acquitted a notorious thief. The general
commotion all over the country proved the fact that if there, too,
as in Russia, such verdicts are possible, they do occur only rarely,
as exceptional cases which promptly arouse public opinion. Over
there the juror, first of all, understands that he holds in his hands
the banner of Fngland as a whole; that he ceases to he a private
person, but that he must represent the opinion of his land.

The ability to be a citizen is exactly the ability to lift oneself
to the level of the common opinion of the country. Certainly, there
too, there is “coinpassion” in the verdict ; there also, ‘‘the degrading
mileu”—this seems to be our present-day pet doctrine—is being taken
into account, but only to a certain limit, as far as this is tolerated
by the sane opinion of the country and the level of its civilization
based upon Christian morality (and this level appears to be pretty
high).

As against this, the juror over thcre reluctar: ™ renders a
“yes, guilty” verdict, realizing above all that his duty -:-eeminently
consists in that he, by his pronouncement, certifies before all his
countrymen that in old England, for which every onc of them would
shed his blood, vice, as heretofore, is called vice, and villainy—
villainy; and that the moral foundations of the country are still
the same—firm, intact, and standing as they stood before.

“Even though it be presumed’—I can hear a voice—“that
your solid (that is, Christian) foundations are the same and that,
in truth, one has to Li, above all, a citizen, and, well, that one
must hold the banner, etc, as you retailed—even if this be pre-
sumed for the time being, without challenge—think, whe.e shall
we find citizens? Consider only what we - ad yesterday! Now, you
know that civil rights (and what rights!) rolled down upon him
as from a hill. They crushed him and, as yet, they are to him
but a burden—indeed, a burden!”
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“Of course, there is truth in your observation,” I answer the
voice, slightly downcast—“nevertheless, the Russian people . . .”

“The Russian people?—Let me tell you!”—I hear another
voice—“Here, we are told that the gifts rolled down from a hill
and crushed the people. But, perhaps, they feel that that much
they have received as a gift; and, on top of this, they realize that
they have received these gifts gratis; and that as yet they, the
people, are not worthy of them. Please observe that this does not
mean at all that the people in reality are unworthy of the gifts,
and that it was not mecessary or it was too early to bestow them
upon the people; quite the contrary is true: the people themselves,
in their humble conscience, realize the fact that they are unworthy
of such gifts and this humble, but lofty, popular avowal of their un-
worthiness is precisely a pledge that they are worthy. Meanwhile,
however, the people are confused in their humility. Who penetrated
the innermost recesses of their hearts? Is there anyone among us
who can maintain that he is fully familiar with the Russian people ?
—No, here we have not merely compassion and kindheartedness,
as you deign to prattle. Here, the power itself is dreadful! We
got frightened by this terrible power over human fate, over the lot
of our own brethren; and until we grow up to your citizenship—
we forgive. We sit as jurors, and, perhaps, cogitate: ‘Are we our-
selves better than the defendant?—We are rich, provided with
means; but should we happen to be in a situation such as his, we
might be acting even worse than he—and so we forgive.” Maybe,
this is a good thing—I mean, the heart’s compassion. This is, per-
haps, a pledge of something sublime, Christian, in the future—some-
thing that is as yet unknown to the world!”

“This, in a way, is a Slavophile voice”—I say to myself. “The
thought is, indeed, encouraging, while my conjecture concerning
popular humility before the power received gratuitously, and be-
stowed upon the still ‘unworthy,’ is certainly smarter than the
suggestion of a desire ‘to tease the district attorney, notwith-
standing the fact that this suggestion continues to appeal to me
by reason of its realism (of course, accepting it rather as a special
case, as, indeed, it is being set forth by its author himself). How-
ever . . . this is what disturbs me most: that our people suddenly
began to fear their compassion. It is very hard, we mean, to convict
a man.” What of i:? Depart with your pain. Truth is higher than
your pain.

In fact, if we believe that, at times, we ourselves are worse
than the criminal, we thereby also admit that we are half-guilty of
his crime. If he broke the law which the country prescribed for
him, we ourselves are at fault that he stands now before us. For
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if we all were better, he, too, would be better, and he would not
be standing facing us. . . .

So, then, we should be acquitting at this juncture?

No, on the contrary, at this juncture it is necessary to state
the truth, and to call evil—evil. As against this, however, we should
assume half the burden of the verdict. T'his distress of the heart
which nowadays everybody fears so much, and with which we shall
leave the courtroom, will be our punishment. If the pain is genuine
and sharp, it will purify us and make us better. In fact, having
ourselves become better, we will improve our environment and will
make it better.fl‘_gig alone can rectify it. Because escapism from
one’s own compassion for the sake of evading personal suffering
and wholesale acquittals is easy. In this way, by-and-by, we may
reach the conclusion that there are no crimes at all, and that “en-
vironment is guilty” of everything. We will come to the point,
following the thread of a ball, that crime is even a duty, a noble
protest against “environment.” “Since society is wickedly organized,
it is impossible to struggle out of it without a knife in hand.™ )

Indeed, this is what the doctriné of environment contends
in opposition to Christianity which, fully recognizing the pressure
of the milieu, and which, having proclaimed mercy for him who
has sinned, nevertheless makes it a moral duty for man to struggle
against environment, and draws a line of demarcation Detween
where environment ends and duty begins. Making man responsible,
Christianity eo ipso also recognizes his freedom. However, making
man dependent on any error in the social organization, the environ-
mental doctrine reduces man to absolute impersonality, to a total
emancipation from all personal moral dutv, from ali :.-dependence ;
reduces him to a state of the most miserable slaver; .hat can be
conceived.

For in this way a man may wish for tobac:o, but because
he has no money be at liberty to kill another man to get tobacco.
Think: “An educated man, who suffers more than an uneducated
one from the failure to satisfy his wants, requires money for their
satisfaction; so, then, why shouldn't he kill the uneducated, if
there is no other way of obtaining money?"”—Is it possible that
you have not listened Lo lawyers’ voices: “Truly,” they say, “the
law has been violated; it stands to reason that this is a crime;
that he has killed the uneducated, but, gentlemen of 'he jury,
please take into account that . . . etc.” -uch opinions were almost
ready to be voiced, and not only “almost . . .”

“However,” I can hear a sarcastic voice—‘‘it seems that it is
you who are pressing on the people the latest ervironmental phi-
losophy, for whence did it come to them? Since these twelve jurors
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—at times, all of them peasants—sit there, and each one of them
considers it a mortal sin to eat forbidden food in Lent you should
have accused them point-blank of social tendencies.”

“Of course, of course, why should they be worrying about
the ‘milieu,” I mean, they as a body—I began to ponder—yet, the
ideas are soaring in the air; there is something penetrating in an
idea. . . .”

“There you are!”—laughs the caustic voice.

“And what if our people are particularly inclined toward the
environmental doctrine—by their very nature, by their, let us say,
Slav propensities? What if they—our people—are the best material
in Europe for certain propagandists?”

The sarcastic voice laughs still louder, but somewhat arti-
ficially.

No, as far as the people are concerned, as yet we have here
merely a trick and not an “environmental philosophy.” Here, there
is one error, one deceit, and in this deceit there is a great seduction.

This fraud may be explained, by way of an example at least,
in the following manner:

Granted that the people call convicts “sufferers” and give them
pennies and white loaves. What, in the course, possibly, of ages,
do they mean to express thereby?—Christian truth, or “environ-
mental” truth? Precisely here is the stumbling block ; precisely here
is that lever which could be successfully seized by the “environ-
mental” propagandist.

here are unexpressed, unconscious ideas which are merely
strongly felt. There are many such ideas and they are, as it were,
fused with the soul of man. They also exist in a nation at large,
and in mankind taken as a whole. So long as these ideas dwell
unconsciously in the people’s life, and are but strongly and truth-
fully felt—up to that time only can the people pursue a vigorous
and animated life. JIn the endeavors to interpret these concealed
ideas consists the whole energy of the existence of the people. The
more firmly the people cling to these ideas, the less they are capable
of betraying the original feeling; the less they are inclined to
submit to different misinterpretations of these ideas, the more
powerful, solid and happy they are. Among these ideas concealed
in the Russian people—ideas of the Russian people—is the denomina-
tion of crime as a misfortune, and of criminals—as sufferers.
El‘his is a purely Russian idea. In no other European people
has it been recorded. In the West it is now being expounded only
by philosophers and commentators. However, our people proclaimed
it long before those philosophers and commentators. But from this
it does not follow that the people cannot be misled, at least tem-
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porarily and superficially, by the false interpretation of this idea
by some glossator. The ultimate meaning and the last word, no
doubt, will always belong to the people; yet, temporarily—this may
be different.

Briefly, by this word ‘“su erers” the people, as it were, say
to the “sufferers”: “You have sinned, and you are suffering; but
we, too, are sinful. If we had been in your place, possibly, we
should have done even worse. If we ourselves had been better,
perhaps, you would not be kept in jails. Together with the retalia-
tion for your crimes you have also assumed the burden for general
lawlessness. Pray for us, and we shall pray for you. Meanwhile,
accept, you ‘sufferers,’ our pennies; we give them to you so that
you may know that we remember you and that we did not sever
our brotherly bonds with you.”

You must agree that there is nothing easier than to apply
to this view the doctrine of ‘“environment”: “Society is wicked,
and, therefore, we, too, are wicked ; but we are rich, well provided;
we misced Ly mere accident that with which you have collided.
Had we done so, we should have done the same thing which you
have done. Who is guilty? The environment is guilty. Thus, there
is but a vile setup of the environment, and there are no crimes
at all.”

Now, the trick, which I have mentiuned, lies in this sophistical
inference.

No, the people do not deny crime, and they know that the
criminal is guilty. It is only that the people are aware of the fact
that they themselves are guilty in common with every criminal.
Still, blaming themselves, the people dn not proi. thereby that
they believe in “environment”; on the contrary, the_ believe that
environment is wholly dependent on them, on their uninterrupted
repentance and self-betterment. Energy, work, anc struggle—these
are the things which reform environment. By work and struggle
alone, independence and the sentiment of self-respect are being
achieved. “Let us become better, and environment will improve.”
This is what the Russian people, by a strong feeling, are tacitly
conceiving in their concealed idea of the misfortune ot the criminal.

Now, imagine: what if the criminal himself, on hearing from
the people that he is a “sufferer,” were to consider himself only
a sufferer, and not a criminal?—In this case the peoplg wc.ald turn
away from such a misinterpretation a. ' would call it a betrayal
of the popular truth and faith. .

I could cite examples in support of my contention, but let
us postpone this for the time being, and let us sav this._ '

A criminal and a person contemplating the commission of a
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crime are two different beings, belonging, however, to one and the
same category. What if, deliberately planning a crime, the criminal
should say to himself: “There is no crime!”—Would the people call
him a “sufferer”?

Possibly, even for certain, they would so label him. The people
are compassionate ; besides, there is no criminal more unfortunate
than he who no longer even considers himself a criminal: he is an
animal, a beast. What is there in the fact that he does not under-
stand that he is an animal, and that he has killed conscience in
himself? He is but doubly unfortunate—doubly unfortunate, but
also twice as criminal. The people will pity him, but they will not
renounce their truth. Never did the people, when calling a criminal
a “sufferer,” cease to regard him as a criminal! And there would
be no greater misfortune for us should the people agree with the
criminal and answer him: “No, thou art not guilty, since there
is no ‘crime’!”

Such is our faith—our common faith—I should like to say;
the faith of all who trust and hope. Let me add two more words.

I was in penal servitude, and I saw “desperate” criminals.
I repeat, this was a hard school. Not one of them ceased to consider
himself a criminal. To look at, they were a dreadful and cruel
lot. However, only the simpletons and newcomers were “braggarts,”
and these used to be ridiculed. Mostly, they were gloomy, pensive
people. No one spoke about his crimes. I never heard any grumbling.
It was even impossible to speak aloud about one’s crimes. Now
and then someone would utter a word with a challenge and a twist
—and all the inmates, as one man, would “put a check on” the pert
fellow. It was a rule not to speak about thkis. Nevertheless, I believe,
probably not one among them evaded long psychic suffering within
himself—that suffering which is the most purifying and invigorating.
I saw them solitarily pensive; I beheld them in the church, pray-
ing before confession; I listened to their single, spontaneous words
and exclamations; I remember their faces—and, believe me, not
one of them, in his innermost, considered himself right!

I would not wish my words to be deemed cruel. Nevertheless,
I shall venture to speak frankly. I will say plainly: by harsh
punishment, by prison and penal servitude, perhaps, you would have
saved half of them. You would have assuaged, and not burdened,
them. Self-purification through suffering is easier, I tell you: easier
—than that destiny which you are paving for many of them by
wholesale acquittals in court. You are merely planting cynicism
in their souls; you are leaving in them a seductive question and
a contempt for yourselves. You do not believe?—A contempt for
yourselves, for your judgment, for the judgment of the whole
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country! You infuse into their souls incredulity in the popular
truth, in the truth of God; you are leaving them confused. . . .
They will walk away and think: “Oh, that's the way things are
now ; there is no strictness. Well, they have grown wiser. Perhaps,
they are afraid. Therefore, one can do it ngain. It stands to reason:
if T was in such a need, why should I not have stolen!”

And do you really believe that by acequitting them all, or by
declaring them ‘“deserving every consideration,” you are giving
them a chance to reform?—What’s his worry! “Possibly, I am not
guilty at all!”—this is what, in the long run, he will say. You your-
selves will suggest to him such an inference. And—most important
of all—faith in the law and in popular truth is being undermined.

Only recently, for several years in succession, I have been
living abroad. When I left Russia, the new courts were merely
beginning to function. How avidly T used to read there in our
newspapers everything concerning the Russian courts. Abroad I
was observing our émigrés with sorrow, their children ignorant
of their native tongue, or forgetting it. It was clear to me that
half of them, by the very nature of things, will finally turn into
expatriates. I always suffer when thinking about this: so much
vigor, so many of the best people, perhaps, and in Russia people
are so needed! Yet, gentlemen, by God! sometimes leaving the
reading room, involuntarily I felt reconciled to absenteeism and
with the absentees. I experienced real pain in my heart. I would
be reading: a wife, who murdered her husband, was acquitted. The
crime was an obvious and proved one; she confessed to it. And yet:
“No, not guilty.” Then, again, a young man breaks open a strong
box and steals the cash: “He was very niuch in love,y  see; he had
to get money to please his sweetheart.—No, not gu:ity.” And if
at least all these cases could be explained by compassion or pity!
But the thing that I could not under:tand was the reason for the
acquittals—and I got confused. The impression which I gathered
was a vague one, almost insulting. In these angry moments at
times I would be picturing Russia as a marsh or a swamp on which
someone started building a palace. On the surfac~ the ground
appears solid and even, whercas this is something akin to the sur-
face of pea soup: just step upon it and you will slip down, into
the very abyss. I reproached myself for my pusillanimity; I was
encouraged by the thought that, from afar, perhaps I am :-istaking
things; that, temporarily, be that as .t may, I myself am an
absentee; and, so, I do not see things at close range, I do not hear
clearly. . . .

And here I am—for a long time—again in .y native land.

“Let’s be frank ! Are they really sorry ?”"—That’s the question!
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Don’t laugh because I am attaching so much importance to this.
“Compassion” at least tends to explain something and somehow;
it at least leads one out of darkness, whereas, without such ex-
planation, there is nothing but obscurity in which there dwells some
lunatic.

A peasant beats up his wife, mutilates her over a period of
long years; insults her more than a dog. In despair and in an almost
senseless state, having made up her mind to commit suicide, she
goes to the village court. There, they dismiss her and, with an
apathetic mumble, she is told: “You should live on more amicable
terms.” Is this compassion? These are the dull words of a drunkard
waking up after a spell of hard drinking; he scarcely discerns that
you are standing in front of him; stupidly and aimlessly he waves
his hand at you, so that you shouldn’t be in his way; he can scarcely
move his tongue—fumes and madness invading his brain.

By the way, the story of this woman is known; it is quite
recent. It has been read in all the papers, and, perhaps, it is still
remembered: briefly and simply, as a result of her husband’s beat-
ing, the wife hanged herself. The husband was tried and was found
deserving clemency. But for a long time I kept dreaming about
the whole situation; I am also dreaming now. . . .

I kept picturing to myself his figure: it was stated that he
was tall, stout, strong, light-haired; I would have added—scanty-
haired. The body—white, bloated ; movements—slow and grave; his
glance—concentrated; he speaks little and rarely; he drops words
as if they were precious pearls which he himself values most. Wit-
nesses testified that he was of a cruel disposition: he would catch
a chicken and hang it by its legs, head down—for mere pleasure;
this amused him—a splendid, characteristic trait!

He beat his wife over a period of several years with whatever
happened to be around—with ropes, sticks. He would pull out a
floor board, thrust har feet into the opening, pressing upon the
board, and would flog and flog. I believe that he himself did not
know why he beat her: just so, prompted by the same motives
which made him hang the chicken. He also used to starve her,
leaving her without bread for three days. He would put the bread
on a shelf, would call her and tell her: “Don’t dare to touch that
bread; it’s my bread”—which is also a very characteristic trait!
With her ten-year-old child she used to go begging among neigh-
bors: if they gave her some bread, they—mother and child—would
eat; if not—they would stay hungry.

He demanded that she work; she attended to everything
steadfastly, speechlessly, in dismay, and at last—as if in a state of
delirium.
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I can also visualize her appearance: probably, she must have
been a very little woman—emaciated, lean as a rake. It happens
sometimes that very big and stout men, white and puffed-up of
body, marry tiny and skinny women (I have noticed that they are
inclined to such a choice) ; and it is so strange to observe them
when they stand or walk side by side. It seems to me that if she
had become pregnant by him during the very last stage, this would
have been the most characteristic and most essential trait to com-
plete the picture; otherwise, something would seem to be missing.

Did you ever see how a peasant whips his wife?—I did. He
begins with a rope or a strap. Peasant life is devoid of @®sthetic
delights—music, theatres, magazines ; naturally it has to be enlarged
somehow. Tying up his wife, or thrusting her legs into the opening
of a floor board, our good little peasant would probably begin—
methodically, phlegmatically, even sleepily—with measured blows,
not listening to the screams and entreaties! to be more correct—
precisely listening to them, listening with delight, for otherwise what
pleasure wnuld he be deriving from the whipping?—Do you know,
gentlemen, that people are born in different surroundings? Would
you not believe that this woman, in other surroundings, might
have been a Juliet or a Beatrice from Shakespeare, a Gretchen from
Faust? 1 do not say that she would be—it would be very silly to
make such an assertion—but there might have been in her soul,
in embryo form, something noble, possibly something not inferior
to what one finds among the noble class, namely, a loving and even
lofty heart, a character full of most original beauty.

The fact itself that she tarried so long to commit suicide
puts her in such a quiet, benign, patient, affectio.nte light. And
this very Beatrice or Gretchen is being whipped, - iipped like a
cat] Countless blows are being showered more and m.re frequently,
more sharply; he is getting excited; he begins to savor the thing.
Presently he becomes wild, and this he realizes with pleasure. The
animal shrieks of the tortured woman go to his head as liquor.
“I'll wash your feet and drink that water,” shouts Beatrice in
an 1nhuman voOICE: ngth she grows quiet; she shrieks no
longer; now she merely groans wildly; her breath .omes in gasps
every minute; but right then the blows come down more frequently,
more violently. . . . Suddenly, he throws away the strap; like a
madman, he seizes a stick, a bough, anything, and breaks it over
her back with three last, terrific blows -No more! He quits, plants
himself by the table, sighs, and sets hinuself to his kvass.

The little girl, their daughter—they did have a daughter!—
trembling on the oven in the corner, tries to hide: she hears her
mother shrieking. He walks out. At dawn, mother will come to her
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senses; she will get up and, heaving sighs and crying out at every
movement, she will go to milk the cow; she goes to work.

And he, when departing, admonishes her, in his methodical,
grave voice: “Don't you dare to eat this bread; it’s my bread.”

Lastly, he also became fond of hanging her by her legs, just
like that chicken. Probably he would hang her, then he would step
aside, sit down, set himself to his porridge, eat, and, suddenly grasp-
ing the strap, he would again start beating the hanged creature. . . .
And the little girl keeps shivering, shrinking on the oven; stealthily
she throws a wild glance at her mother hanging by her legs, and
she hides again. . . .

The mother hanged herself in May, early in the morning;
probably on a bright spring day. She was seen on the eve, beaten
up, in a state of complete madness. Before her death she went to
the village court, and it was there that she was mumblingly advised:
“You should live on more amicable terms.”

When she hanged herself and the throat rattle started, the
girl cried out from her corner: “Mama, why do you choke?” After
that, timidly she approached her, called to the hanged woman,
gazed at her wildly, and several times that morning she came out
of the corner to take a look at her mother, until father returned.

And here he is before the court—grave, puffed up, concen-
trated. He denies everything: “We lived in perfect harmony”’—drops
the rare words like some precious pearls. The jurors, “after brief
deliberation,” come out and render their verdict:

“Guilty but deserves clemency.”

Bear in mind that the little girl testified against her father.
She told everything, and it is said that she made those present
weep. Had it not been for the jurors' ‘“clemency,” he would have
been exiled to Siberia. But, with the ‘“clemency,” he is to spend
only eight months in jail; after which he will return home, and
will summon the little girl who testified against him on behalf of
her mother. Again there will be someone to hang by the legs.

“Deserves clemency!” And this verdict was deliberately ren-
dered. They knew what would be awaiting the child. Clemency—
to whom, to what?—One feels as if in some whirl: one is seized
and turned and twisted around.

Wait. I will relate another anecdote.

Some time ayo, before the inauguration of the new courts
(true, not long before), I read in our papers about this little
incident: a mother carried i in her arms a baby of twelve or fourteen
months. At this age ch#dr®n are cutting their teeth; they are sick,
they cry and they p\lﬁcr cha Maybe the mother got tired of the
baby, and there was afiuch work to be done; and here she had
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to carry the baby in her arms and to listen to its shrill wailing.
She grew angry. Yet, is so tiny a child to be beaten for this? It
is such a pity to beat it, and, besides, what can it understand?—
It is so helpless, so dependent upon everything around. . . . Nor
will it stop crying if one beats it: it will burst into tears, and
will clasp you with its little hands; or eise, it will start kissing
you, and will weep and weep. So she did not beat it. But there
stood in the room a samovar with water boiling in it. She placed
the baby's little hand right under the faucet and turned it open.
She kept that little hand under boiling water for some ten seconds.

This is a fact; I read about it. But imagine if this were to
happen in our day, and the woman were summoned to court. The
jurors would retire, and “after brief deliberation,” they would render
the verdict: “Deserves clemency.”

Only imagine such a thing. I urge mothers at least to picture
this. How a lawyer would be wheedling on such an occasion:

“Gentlemen of the jury, of course this is not what you would
call a hnniane incident * but look at the case én toto; please visualize
the environment, the surroundings. This is a poor woman; she is
the only worker in the household ; she suffers disappointments. She
cannot even afford to hire a nurse. It stands to reason that in a
moment when anger against the all-devouring milieu, so to speak,
penetrates one, then, gentlemen, it is only natural that she should
have drawn the little hand under the faucet of the samovar .
and then . . .”

Oh, of course, I realize the whole usefulness of the lawyer’s
profession, which is respected by everybody. Still, at times, it is
impossible not to view the problem from this—T -oncede—light-
minded, but nevertheless forced, point of view: in: =d, on occa-
sions, what a beastly job is his—one ponders: he spins around, and
tries—oh, how hard!—to extricate himself; he lies against his con-
science, against his conviction, against all morality, against every-
thing human!. No, he is not being paid for nothing.

“Look here!”—suddenly exclaims the familiar caustic voice—
“This is all nonsense, and nothing but your fantasy: jurors never
have rendered such a verdict. The lawyer never did go a round-
about way. It’s you who invented the whole thing!”

But the wife hung head over heels, as a chicken! And “this
is my bread: don’t you dare to touch it!” And the little gzl shiver-
ing on that oven, listening for a halt 1 'r to her mother s shrieks!
And, “Mama, why do you choke?”’—1sn’t all this identical with
the little hand under boiling water?>—Indeed—almost identical !

“Ignorance — dullness — have pity — environment,” insists the
peasant’s lawyer. But millions of them are living—and not all of
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them indulge in hanging their wives by the legs!—All the same,
there must be here a demarcation line. . . . Oh, gentlemen of the

bar, stop spinning around with your “environment” !
The Citizen, 1873, No. 2.

SOMETHING PERSONAL

Several times I have been urged to write my literary remi-
niscences. I don’t know whether I shall write them, and, besides,
my memory is weak. Furthermore, it is sad to recollect; I don’t
like to recollect. However, some episodes of my literary career stick
in my mind with extraordinary lucidity, notwithstanding my weak
memory.

Here, for instance, is an anecdote.

One morning, during spring, I called on the late Egor Petrovich
Kovalevsky. He was very much pleased with my novel Crime and
Punishment, which just then had appeared in The Russian Mes-
senger. He ardently praised it, and he conveyed to me a precious
comment by a certain person whose name I cannot reveal. Mean-
while, two magazine publishers entered the room, one after the
other. One of these magazines subsequently acquired a very large
number of subscribers—indeed, unheard-of in the annals of our
monthly perodicals—but at that time it was only beginning. The
other journal, on the contrary, was about to terminate its existence
which had exercised a remarkable and potent influence upon both
literature and the public. But then, that morning, its publisher
did not know that his magazine was so near to its close. It was
with the latter publisher that we went into another room, and we
found ourselves alone.

Without mentioning his name, I will merely say that my first
meeting with him was an extremely warm one—one that I shall
always remember. Perhaps, he also recalls it. In those days he was
not yet editor. Later, there developed many misunderstandings.
Upon my return from Siberia, we met only on rare occasions, but
once, in passing, he spoke to me very sympathetically and, in con-
nection with a certain matter, he called my attention to a poem
—the best he had ever written. I may add that in his appearance
and habits no one less than he resembled a poet, especially of the
category of “sufferi-1g"” poets. Yet, he is one of the most passionate,
most gloomy and “suffering” among our bards.

“Well now, we have scolded you,” he told me (that is, in
his magazine, for Crime and Punishment).

“T know,” said 1.

“And do you know why ?”
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“Probably, as a matter of principle.”

“For Chernyshevsky.”

I stood dumbfounded in surprise.

“N. N., who wrote the critical review”—continued the pub-
lisher—“told me: ‘The novel is good; but since in one of his stories,
two years ago, he was not ashamed to insuit a poor exile, and cari-
catured him, I shall denounce his novel.’”

“So this is the same stupid tattle about The Crocodile,” 1
exclaimed, grasping what it was about. “Is it possible that you,
too, believe it? Have you yourself read this story of mine—Thke
Crocodile ?”

“No, I haven't read it.”

“But all this is gossip, the most trivial gossip that one can
imagine. Indeed, one has to have the mind and the poetic instinct
of a Bulgarin, to perceive between the lines in this bagatelle, in
this comic story, a ‘civic’ allegory, and, in addition, one directed
against Chernyshevsky! If you only knew how silly this strained
explanatior. iz! By the way, I shall never forgive myself that two
years ago I did not protest against this mean calumny, when it
had just been launched!”

This conversation with the editor of a now long defunct maga-
zine took place some seven years ago, and up to the present time
I have not protested against the “calun.ny”’—through neglect, and
because of “lack of time.” And yet, this meanness, ascribed to
me, continues to dwell in the memories of certain persons as an
unquestionable fact; it has been propagated in literary circles; it
has spread among the public, and on more than one occasion it
has already caused me annoyance. It is time to sa:- -t least a few
words about all this, all the more so as this is an o, _ ortune occa-
sion to refute, even without proof, a calumny which, by the way,
is also absolutely proofless. By my protracted silence and neglect
up to the present, I countenanced it, as it were.

I first met Nikolai Gavrilovich Chernyshevsky in 1859, dur-
ing the year of my return from Siberia—I don’t remember where
and how. Later, we would meet sometimes, but very rarely; we
would converse, but very little. Yet, invariably we used to shake
hands. Hertzen told m~ that Chernyshevsky gave him a disagreeable
impression, that is, by his appearance and manners. For my part,
I liked Chernyshevsky’s appearance and manners.

One morning I found at the dc. of my apartmen., on the
handle of the lock, one of the most remarkable proclamations of
those which had been appearing at the time, and there had been
a good many of them. It was entitled: To the Young Generation.
One could not have irnagined anything more nonsensical and stupid.
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Its content was most shocking and expressed in a most ludicrous
form, that could have been conceived only by a villain. I was very
much annoyed, and all day I felt sad. All this was then still novel,
and so close that it was difficult to gain a clear view of these men.
Precisely, it was difficult because somehow one refused to believe
that such a trifle was concealed under the whole upheaval. T am
not referring to the movement, as a whole, which was then on
foot, but merely to the people involved in it. As to the movement,
it was a distressing, pathological phenomenon, yet one that was
inevitable by reason of its historical logic; it will constitute a grave
page in the Petersburg period of our history. And it seems that
this page is far from being fully written.

And here, I, who heart and soul disagreed with these people
and with the meaning of their movement—I became suddenly vexed
and almost ashamed, as it were, of their incompetency: “Why is
everything so stupid and ignorant about them? And what do I care
about this matter?” But I regretted—not their failure. Strictly
speaking, I did not know the disseminators of the proclamations;
I do not know them even to this day; but the thing that was
precisely sad was the fact that this phenomenon was not just a
single one, nor was it merely a silly trick of these particular men
who meant nothing to me. But I was oppressed by this fact: by
the educational, mental level and the absence of any comprehension.
of reality—this, to me, was terribly oppressive.

Even though I had lived in Petersburg some three years and
had observed certain events, this proclamation that morning stupe-
fied me, as it were, and came as an altogether new and unexpected
revelation: never before that day had I experienced such nullity!
Precisely the degree of that nullity was frightening.

Towards evening T suddenly decided to go to Chernyshevsky.
Prior to that time I had never visited him, nor had he visited me.

I recall, it was about five in the afternoon. I found Nikolai
Gavrilovich all alone: even the servants were not at home, and
he himself opened the door. He greeted me with extreme cordiality
and led me into his living room.

“Nikolai Gavrilovich, what is this?”—I handed him the proc-
lamation.

He took it as something quite unknown to him and read it.
There were only ab-:ut ten lines.

“Now, what ?”’—he asked me, with a slight smile.

“Is it possible that they are so stupid and ridiculous? Is it
possible that they can’t be stopped and that an end can’t be put
to this abomination ?”

He answered very weightily and impressively :
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“Do you really suppose that I am in sympathy with them
and that I could have taken part in the compilation of this scrap
of paper?”

“Indeed, I do not suppose,”—I answered—‘‘and I even deem
it unnecessary to assure you of this, But at any rate they should
be stopped by all means. Your word carri¢s weight with them, and
they certainly are afraid of your opinion.”

“I know no one among them.”

“I am also convinced of this. However, one doesn’t have to
know them at all or to speak personally to them. It would suffice
if you would express aloud somewhere your reproof. This will
reach them.”

“Maybe it will have no effect. Besides, these, as side facts,
are inevitable.”

“And yet they are damaging to everybody and everything.”

Presently another guest rang the bell-I don’t recall who.
I left. I deem it my duty to remark that I spoke to Chernyshevsky
sincerely, aad T believ-d,” as I also believe now, that he was not
“in sympathy” with these disseminators. I was under the impres-
sion that Nikolai Gavrilovich was displeased with my visit. Several
days later he confirmed this, having personally called on me. He
stayed with me for an hour or so, and I confess that I have rarely
met a more kindhearted, cordial man, so that even then I felt
puzzled over certain comments on his alleged harsh, uncongenial
character.

It was clear to me that he wanted to become acquainted with
me, and I recall that this pleased me. Once morc after that I went
to see him, and he also visited me agair. Soon, on..- to personal
circumstances, I went to live in Moscow, and I stay. there about
nine months. The acquaintance which had begun, thus came to an
end. After that Chernyshevsky’s arrest took plac~ and his exile.
I was never able to find out anything about his case; nor do I
know anything at present.

About eighteen months ago it occurred to me to write a
fantastic tale—something along the lines of Gogol's story The Nose.
Never before did I attempt to write in a fantastic vein. This was
a purely literary praik, solely for the sake of humor. In fact, I
had come across several comical situations which I sought to un-
fold. Though the subject is not worth it, I shall relate ii so that
what has later been made out of it w1 be understood.

A Petersburg government official, before leaving for abroad,
goes with his young wife and his inseparable friend to the Passage,
and, among other things, they all stop to look at a crocodile. This
clerk belongs to the middle class, but he is one of those who possess



26 FEODOR DOSTOIEVSKY': 1873

an independent fortune; he is still young but devoured by am-
bition; above all, he is a fool—just as the unforgettable Major
Kovalev who had lost his nose. Comically, he is convinced of his
great merits, he is half-educated, but considers himself almost a
genius; in his department he is looked upon as a man full of
emptiness, and he is always offended by the general neglect of
him. As if in revenge therefor, he bosses and tyrannizes over his
pusillanimous friend, pluming himself over him by his intellect.
The friend hates him but endures everything because secretly he
is fond of the wife.

In the Passage, while this little young and good-looking dame,
of a purely Petersburg pattern, a brainless and coquettish petty
creature of the middle class, forgets herself in gazing at monkeys
whch are being shown along with the crocodile, her ingenious hus-
band manages somehow to exasperate the hitherto sleepy creature
which has been lying still as a log. Suddenly, the beast opens wide
its jaws and swallows him up, leaving no trace of him. It develops
soon that the great man had suffered not even the slightest injury
from this episode; contrarywise, with his peculiar obstinacy, he
declares from the insides of the crocodile that he feels quite com-
fortable sitting there. Presently, friend and wife depart to solicit
the aid of the authorities for the liberation of the prisoner. In
order to do so, it appears quite inevitable to kill the animal, to
cut it up and thus release the great man. But, of course, the German,
owner of the crocodile, and his inseparable Mutter must be com-
pensated for the loss of their crocodile. At first, the German is
indignant and he fears that the creature which has swallowed a
“whole government official” may die; but shortly he guesses that
the swallowed member of the Petersburg administration, and one
who, in addition, has happily survived, henceforth may bring him
in Europe an extraordinary harvest. He demands an enormous sum
for the crocodile, and—on top of that—the rank of a Russian colonel.

On the other hand, the authorities feel quite embarrassed,
since this, in the annals of their Ministry, is too novel a case, for
which, up to then, there had been no precedent. “If only we could
dig up an analogous example, no matter how trifling, we could
start acting, but as things stand—it is difficult.” The authorities
also suspect that the bureaucrat thrust himself into the crocodile,
prompted by some forbidden liberal tendencies. Meanwhile, the
spouse begins to feel that her status, “akin to that of a widow,”
is not devoid of piquancy. At the same time, the swallowed husband
definitely declares to his friend that it is far better for him to
remain inside the crocodile than in government service, inasmuch
as now at least, willy-nilly, he is going to be noticed—something
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which he had never been able to achieve. He insists that his wife
start giving evening parties, and that he be brought to these parties
in a chest, together with the crocodile. He is sure that the whole
of Petersburg and state dignitaries will rush to these parties, to
behold the new phenomenon. At this point he is resolved to score
a victory: “I shall utter the truth and teach; I shall give advice
to the statesman, and I shall prove my ability to the Minister,”
says he, already considering himself, as it were, not of this world
and, therefore, entitled to give advice and pronounce judgments.
In answer to the cautious, yet venomous, question of the friend:
“And what if, as a result of some unexpected process, which, how-
ever, must be expected, he should be digested into something which
he does not expect?”’—the great man states that he has already
given thought to this, but that he will indignantly resist this phe-
nomenon though it be conforming to the laws of nature.

However, the wife refuses to give parties for the specified pur-
pose, notwithstanding the fact that the idea itself appeals to her.
“How could it be tha' my husband should be brought to me in
a chest?”—she argues. Besides, the status of a widow pleases her
more and more. She acquires a taste for it; people sympathize
with her. Her husband’s chief comes to visit her and he plays
cards with her. . . .

Such, then, is the first part of this burlesque story—it is not
finished. Some day, by all means, I will finish it, even though I
have forgotten it and have to read it over to recall it.

And yet, here is what people managed to make out of this
bagatelle. No sooner had the story appeared in the magazine Epock
(in 1865), than The Voice, unexpected!v printed a ~. ‘ange notice.
I do not literally recall its contents and, besides, it w.-.ld take too
much trouble to check it, but its meaning was somewhat along
these lines: “In vain, it would seeri, does the author of Thke
Crocodile choose this path; it will bring him neither honor nor
anticipated advantage,” etc., etc., followed by a few most nebulous
and inimical stings. I read it in passing, understood nothing, but
perceived much venom without comprehending why. This vague
feuilletonistic comment, in itself, of course, could cause me no
damage: all the same .0 one among the readers could have under-
stood it—even as myself. Yet, a week later, N. N. S. said to me:
“Do you know what they are thinking there?—There they are
convinced that your Crocodile is an all. -ary, the story of Cherny-
shevsky’s exile, and that it was your intention to portray and
ridicule him.” Although surprised, I wasn’t much worried—what
kind of conjectures can’t be set forth? This opininn seemed to me
too isolated and far-fetched to produce any effect, and I deemed
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it altogether unnecessary to protest. This I will never forgive my-
self, since the opinion took root and did spread. Calomniez, il en
restera toufours quelque chose.

However, even now I am certain that here there was no
calumny at all-and what would be the purpose ?—In literary circles
I bad quarrelled with almost no one—at least, seriously. At present,
this very moment, I am talking about myself for the second time
only during the period of the twenty-seven years of my literary
career. Here, there was simply dullness—gloomy, suspicious dullness
planted in some head “with a tendency.” I am convinced that this
wise head is quite certain—even up to the present day—that it has
not erred, and that, of course, I must have ridiculed ill-starred
Chernyshevsky. Furthermore, I am convinced that even today I
should be unable, despite any explanations and apologies, to sway
this head to my side. Not in vain is this a wise head. (It goes
without saying that I am speaking here not about Andrei Alex-
androvich: as editor and publisher of his paper, in this matter,
as usual, he had no part.)

Wherein is the allegry ?—Why, certainly—the crocodile sig-
nifies Siberia; the self-conceited and light-minded bureaucrat is
Chernyshevsky. He got into the crocodile, but still hopes to teach
the whole world. The pusillanimous friend of his typifies all the
local friends of Chernyshevsky. The good-looking but stupid little
wife of the bureaucrat, enjoying her status “as that of a widow”
—this is . . . But this is dirty to such an extent that I decline
to soil myself and to, continue the explanation of the allegory.
(And yet it did take root; and it did so, perhaps, precisely because
of this last insinuation. I have irrefutable proof thereof.)

So that the presumption was made that I, myself a former
exile and a convict, rejoiced in the exile of another “unfortunate”;
even more—I wrote on this occasion a diatribe. Yet, where is the
proof of that? In the allegory? But give me whatever you please:
The Memoirs of a Lunatic, the ode God, Uri Miloslavsky, the verses
of Fet—-anything—and I undertake to prove to you by the very
first ten lines, designated by you, that therein is precisely an
allegory on the Franco-Prussian war or a pasquinade on the actor
Gorbunov—in a word, on anyone you please, on anyone you may
insist upon.

Please recall how, in olden days, at the end of the Forties,
for instance, censors used to examine manuscripts: there wasn’t
a line, there wasn’t a dot in which something, some allegory,
wouldn’t have been suspected. Let them produce anything at all
from the record of my whole life in support of the fact that I
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resemble a malicious, heartless lampooner, and that one may expect
from me allegories of this kind.

On the contrary, the very haste and promptitude of such
inferences prove a certain vileness of spirit in the accusers, the
coarseness and inhumanity of their views. Here, the simpleminded-
ness of the conjecture itself is no excusc. Why not ?—One can be
simplemindedly vile—and that'’s all.

Perhaps, I had a personal hatred of Chernyshevsky?—To fore-
stall this accusation I gave above an account of our brief and
cordial acquaintance. It may be said: this is not enough, for I
may have nourished a concealed hate. Then, let them set forth
pretexts for such animosity, if they have anything to produce. But
there were no such pretexts. On the other hand, I am certain that
Chernyshevsky himself would corroborate the veracity of my ac-
count of our meeting, if some day he should read it. And I pray
God that he be given an opportunity to do so. I am longing for
this as warmly, as ardently as I sincerely regretted, and do regret,
his micforiuane

But, perhaps, this was hate generated by convictions?

Why ?—Chernyshevsky never offended me by his convictions.
One can very much respect a man, even though radically disagree-
ing with his ideas. On this point, however, I can speak not alto-
gether without foundation, and I even have a little proof. In one
of the last issues of the magazine Epochk, which at about that time
terminated its existence (it may even have been in the very last
issue), there appeared a long critical review of the “famous” novel
by Chernyshevsky, What to Do? This is a remaikable article, com-
ing from a renowned pen. And what>- Tn it jus{ .-bute is paid
to Chernyshevsky'’s intellect and talent. In fact, his - uvel is being
warmly praised. And no one has ever doubted his outstanding
intellect. The article merely mentions the peculia.ities and devia-
tions of his mind; yet, the very seriousness of the review is proof
of the due respect of our critic for the merits of the author dis-
cussed by him. Now, please concede: if there was in me hatred
arising from convictions, of course, I would not have permitted
an article in the magazine in which Chernyshevsky was spoken of
with due respect; for I, not anyone else, was editor of the Epoch.

Maybe, by publishing a venomous allegory, I was hoping to
gain somewhere en haut lieu ?—But when and who can say that
I have ever sought favors or have ga. ed anything in this sense
in some liew—in other words, that I have sold my pen? I believe
that the author of the conjecture himself had no such thought,
notwithstanding his simplemindedness. Nor, urder any circum-
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stances, would it have been given credence in literary circles, had
the accusation been confined to this alone.

As to the possibility of a vile allegory concerning some
domestic facts in the life of Nikolai Gavrilovich, I repeat, I do
not even wish to touch on this point lest I become soiled.

I am very sorry that on this occasion I started speaking about
myself. This is what it means to write literary memoirs. I never
will write them. I regret very much that I have undoubtedly bored
the reader, but I am writing a diary, a diary of my personal im-
pressions, and only recently have I acquired a “literary” impression,
which all of a sudden indirectly reminded me also of the forgotten
anecdote about my forgotten Crocodile.

The other day one of the men whom I respect most, and
whose opinions I treasure highly, said to me:

“I have just read your article on The Miliex and on the
verdicts of our jurors (The Citizen, No. 2). I am quite in accord
with you, but your article may produce an unpleasant misunder-
standing. It may be thought that you are advocating the abolition
of jury trials and that you favor renewed interference by way of
administrative tutelage. . . .”

I was sorrowfully surprised. This was the voice of a most
impartial man, standing outside of any literary parties and “al-
legories.”

Is it possible that my article may be interpreted in such a
sense! If so, there is nothing one can speak about. The economic
and moral condition of the people after the abolition of serfdom
is awful. Irrefutable and most disturbing facts attest to this every
minute. Decline of morality, cheapness, shyster-innkeepers, theft and
daylight banditry—all these are undeniable facts; and the thing
keeps growing and growing. And what ?—If anyone, being spiritually
and in his heart alarmed, should grasp the pen and write about
all this—why, is it really possible that people would start shouting
that the man favors serfdom and would have it restored among the
peasants?

“At any rate, it is desirable that the people possess full free-
dom to get out of their sad situation without any tutelage and
any turns backward.”

Quite so, and this is precisely my thought! And even if as
a result of national decadence (sometimes, here and there, looking
upon themselves they admit: “Yes, we’'ve weakened, weakened!”)—
even, I say, if a real, indubitably popular calamity should occur—some
colossal collapse, some big misfortune—even then the people would
save themselves, and us, too, as it has happened to them many
a time—a fact which is confirmed by their whole history. Such



THE DIARY OF A WRITER 3

ismy idea. Precisely—no more meddling! . . . Still, how words may
be understood and misinterpreted! Possibly, I may run into another
allegory |

The Citizen, 1873, No. 3.

VLAS
Do you remember Vlas? For some reason I am reminded of him.

In a ragged coat—open collar—
With his old head white and bare,
Through the cities full of squalor,
Paces Vlas with anxious stare.
On his chest—a copper ikon:
He collects for God’s own church . . .

A5 1s known, in Jays gone by, this same Vlas “had no God.”

flogging
Sent his wife into her grave,
And to bandits, skilled in robbing,
To horse-thieves, he shelter gave.

Even to horse-stealers|—the poet scares us, adopting the tone
of a pious old woman. My, what sins! And he had been struck
with lightning. Vlas fell sick, and he saw a vision, after which he
took an oath to become a beggar and ic engage in >llections for
the church.

He did see the world’s damnation,
Sinners did he see in hell:

‘Devils torture them and tingle,
Restless witch stings them with cries,
And with her Ethiopians mingle—
Ugly, black, with glowing eyes

Some hang strung on long wood rods,
Others lick the red-hot . wr . . .

Briefly, unimaginable horrors—so that one is even scared to
read. “But,” the poet continues, “it is impossible to describe every-
thing.”
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Pilgrim-women, humbly clever,
Even better stories tell.

Oh, poet | —(Unfortunately, you are our genuine poet)—if you
would only cease approaching the people with ecstasies, about which

Pilgrim-women, humbly clever,
Even better stories tell—

you would not offend us by the deduction that, after all, in conse-
quence of such trifles, women’s trifles

Churches rise—God’s holy churches—
On the face of our land.

And even though Vlas is wandering with his sack, out of mere
“foolishness,” still you did grasp the gravity of his suffering; still,
you did become impressed with his stately figure. (Of course, you
are a poet; it could not have been otherwise.)

His whole soul’s enormous power
On a godly task was spent.

—you say beautifully. However, I wish to believe that you have
inserted your sarcasm unwittingly, for fear of the liberals, since this
awful, even intimidating, power of Vlas’s humility; this craving for
self-salvation; this burning thirst for suffering—have also struck you,
a cosmopolitan and a Russian gentilkomme, and the stately popular
image wrought enthusiasm and respect from your highly liberal soul !

All that Vlas had owned and treasured
He forsook, and barefoot, bare,

He went forth, in footfall measured,
To collect God’s churches’ share.
Ever since he roams and wanders—,
Soon it will be thirty years—

And he lives on alms, and ponders
O’er his vow which he endears.

Full of deep, despairing sorrow,
Swarthy-faced, erect and tall,

(This is wonderfully beautiful 1)

Paces he from day to morrow
In the heat and rainy fall.
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With his book for church collection
Paces Vlas through woods and plains,
And he bears for soul’s perfection

On his body iron chains.

Wonderful, wonderful ! So wonderfui that it seems it was not
you who wrote this; it seems that not you but somebody else in
your stead has later been playing antics ‘“on the Volga”—also, in
superb verses—about the haulers’ songs. Perhaps, you did not play
antics “on the Volga,” maybe just a little; on the Volga, too, you
loved in the hauler the universal man, and you suffered for him,
that is, strictly speaking, not for the hauler but, so to speak, for the
universal hauler. You see, to love the universal man necessarily
means to despise, and, at times, to hate the real man standing at
your side.

Intentionally I emphasized the immeasurably beautiful verses
in this burlesque poem (taking it as a whole—if you will pardon
me).

The reason why I recalled this poetical Vlas is that a few
days ago I heard a most fantastic story about another Vlas, even
about two hitherto unheard-of Vlases. The episode is a real one,
and is certainly remarkable by reason of its strangeness.

There are in monasteries in Russia, 1t is said, ascetics, monks-
confessors and light-bearers. Whether this is good or bad ; whether
such monks are or are not needed, I shall not discuss at this mo-
ment; nor did I take up my pen for this purpose.

However, since we are living in a given reality, it is impossible
to eject from the story even a monk, if the story . elf is based
on him. These monks, light-bearers, are at times, it .ould seem,
endowed with great intellect and erudition. At least, so they are
described, although I know nothing about it. It is recounted that
among them there are such as possess a wonderful gift for pene-
trating the human soul and mastering it. Several such men, it is
said, are known to the whole of Russia, that is, substantially, to
those whom this concerns. Let us suppose that such an elder lives
in the Kherson province, and vet the people journey to him, some-
times even on foot, frcin Petersburg or Archangel, from Siberia or
the Caucasus. Of course, they go with souls crushed by despair,
souls which no longer hope for recovery, or with such a terrible
burden at heart that the sinner refrair. from speaking about it
to his priest-confessor—not from fear or distrust, but simply because
he absolutely despairs of his salvation. But if he happens to hear
about any such monk, light-bearer, he will go to him.

“You know”—said one of these elders, in a friendly, face-to-
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face conversation with a certain listener—*I have been listening to
people for twenty years and, believe me, I have learned—oh, how
much—about the most hidden and complex ailments of the human
soul ; but even after twenty years sometimes I begin to shiver with
indignation when listening to certain secrets. I lose the calmness
of the spirit which is needed for giving consolation and, instead,
I feel compelled to fortify myself in humility and serenity.”

At this point he told me the strange story taken from popular
life, which I mentioned above.

“I see there, creeping into my room, a peasant on his knees.
I had seen him before out of my window, creeping on the ground.
His first words to me were:

“ ‘There's no salvation for me. I'm damned! And whatever
you may say—all the same, I’'m damned.’

“Somehow I managed to calm him. I could see that the man
had crawled from afar, after suffering.

“ ‘Several of us lads got together in the village’—thus he started
—‘and we began to bet: which one of us would outdo the others
in some temerarious deed? Because of pride, I challenged the rest.
A lad took me aside, and said to me, face-to-face:

“¢ 4Tt is impossible for you to do what you are telling. You're
boasting.”

“‘I began to swear to him.

“¢“No, wait, swear’—says he—“by your salvation in the other
world that you will do exactly as I tell you.”

“*T swore.

“¢“Soon we'll have Lent,”’—he says—*“start fasting. When you
go to Holy Communion—accept the Eucharist, but do not swallow
it. Step aside—take it out with your hand and preserve it. And later
I will tell you what to do.”

“‘T did as he told me. Straight from the church he led me
into a kitchen garden. He took a rod, thrust it into the earth and
said: “Put it!” I put the Eucharist on the rod.

“¢“Now"—says he—*bring a gun.”

“¢I brought it.

“¢“Load it.”

“ ‘I loaded it.

“«Lift it and shoot.”

“¢ lifted my hand and started aiming. And just as I was
about to fire the shoi, suddenly there appeared before me a cross,
and on the cross—our Savior. I fell down with the gun and became
unconscious.’ ”’ .

This had occurred several years before he came to the old
monk. Who this Vlas was, whence was he, and what his name was
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—the elder, of course, did not disclose; nor did he divulge what
penitence he had conferred upon him. Probably, he had burdened
the soul with some dreadful load, which human strength could not
have borne, on the theory that the heavier—the better: ‘“He him-
self had crept after suffering.”

Isn’t this a rather characteristic episode, hinting at many
things, so that, perhaps, it is worthy of special-though, two or
three minutes'—scrutiny. I am still of the opinion that theirs will
be the last word—I mean, these different ‘“Vlases,’ the repenting
and non-repenting ones; they will show us the new path and the
new solution to all our seemingly insoluble difficulties. Certainly,
it will not be Petersburg that will finally settle the Russian destiny.
For this reason, every slightest new trait characterizing these ‘“new
people” may be worthy of our attention.

To begin with, I am puzzled—indeed, this is the most sur-
prising point—over the very inception of the affair, that is, over
the very possibility of such an argument and contention in a Rus-
sian village: “Who will outdo the others in some temerarious deed ?”
This is a tact hinuing at a good many things and, to me, it is almost
wholly surprising—even though I have met many and most queer
people. I may add that the seeming singularity of this fact is,
however, proof of its authenticity : when people lie they will invent
something much more common and conforming to conventional
things, so that everybody might believe it.

Further, the strictly medical aspect of the facts is remarkable.
Hallucination is pre-eminently a pathological phenomenon; it is a
very rare malady. The possibility of sudden hallucination, even in
a very excited, yet fully normal, individual, is perhaps an unheard-of
case. But this is a medical problem, and I zr: not much - ~rsed in it.

The psychological aspect of the facts is a differ nt matter.
Here we have two popular types, in the highest degree characteristic
of the Russian people as a whole. First of all-the obuvion of every
measure in everything (and note, almost alw:ys, a temporary and
passing oblivion constituting, as it were, a hypnotic phenomenon).

This is an urge for the extreme, for the fainting sensation of
approaching an abyss, and half-leaning over it—to peep into the
bottomless pit, and, in some very rare cases, to throw oneself into
it head-forward as in a trenzy.

This is an urge for negation in a man, sometimes, most be-
lieving and venerating—negation of evervthing, of the most sacred
thing in one’s heart, of one’s loftiest id« .1 in its totality, which
only a moment before one had worshipped, but which, all of a
sudden, had seemingly become an almost unbearable burden.

Particularly remarkable is that haste, that impetuosity, with
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which the Russian hurries to reveal himself in certain significant
moments of his own or the nation’s life—to reveal himself whether
it be in good or in evil. Sometimes here there is simply no restraint.
Be it love, or liquor, debauch, egotism, envy—in all these some
Russians will give themselves away, heart and soul ; they are ready
to sever with everything, to forswear everything—family, customs,
God.

The kindest man, suddenly, may somehow turn into a most
wicked debauchee and criminal—simply because he is caught into
this whirl, into the fatal tornado of convulsive and momentary self-
negation and self-annihilation, which is so typical of the Russian
national character in certain crucial moments of his life.

As against this, the individual Russian, as well as the people
as a whole, with equal force and impetuosity, with equal thirst for
self-preservation and repentance, save themselves, usually, when
they have reached the utmost limit, that is, when there is already
nowhere to go. But it is most significant that the back-stroke, the
shock of restoration and self-salvation, is invariably more serious
than the former impulse of negation and self-destruction. This means
that the iatter impulse is to be credited to petty pusillanimity,
whereas the Russian invests in his restoration an enormous and
solemn effort, regarding the former negative motion with contempt
for himself.

I believe that the main and most fundamental spiritual quest
of the Russian people is their craving for suffering—perpetual and
unquenchable suffering—everywhere and in everything. It seems that
they have been affected, by this thirst for martyrdom from time
immemorial. The suffering stream flows through their whole history
—not merely because of external calamities and misfortunes: it
gushes from the people’s very heart.

Even in happiness there is in the Russian people an element
of suffering; otherwise, felicity to them is incomplete. Never, not
even in the most solemn hours of their history, do they assume
an uppish and pompous air; there is an air of tenderness bordering
on suffering ; they are heaving sighs attributing their glory to God’s
mercy. The Russian people, as it were, delight in their afflictions.
And that which is true of the people as a whole is also characteristic
of individual types—of course, generally speaking.

For example, look at the manifold patterns of the Russian
debauchee: here we nave not merely excessive debauch, sometimes
astounding us by the boldness of its scale and the abomination
of corruption of the human soul. That debauchee, to begin with,
is a sufferer himself. In the Russian, even if he be a fool, there
is no trace of naive and pompous self-sufficiency.
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Take a Russian drunkard and compare him, let us say, with
a German drunkard: the Russian is more abominable than the
German; still, the German drunkard is unmistakably more stupid
and ridiculous than the Russian. The Germans are pre-eminently
a self-conceited people; they are proud of themselves. In a drunken
German these fundamental national traits increase with the meas-
ure of beer consumed. He gets home drunk as a fiddler, and
yet proud of himself. The Russian toper likes to drink from grief,
and to weep. And even while he assumes bold airs, he does not
triumph, but is merely turbulent. Invariably, he will recall some
offense and will start reproaching the offender, whether or not
he be present. Insolently, he will, perhaps, argue that he is some-
thing next to a general; he swears bitterly and, if people refuse
to believe him, he will finally sound an alarm and cry out for help.
Still, the reason why he is so ugly and why he cries out for help
is that, in the innermost part of his tipsy soul, he is unquestionably
convinced that he is no “general” at all, but merely a nasty sot,
and that he has become filthier than a beast.

The thing which we perceive from a microscopic example is
also true in larger instances. The biggest debauchee, one who is
even attractive by his temerity and elegant vices, so that fools seek
to imitate him, nevertheless scents through some instinct—in the
innermost of his perverted soul-that, in the last analysis, he is
nothing but a scoundrel. He is not pleased with himself; there
grows a reproof in his heart, and so he takes vengeance on those
around him; he rages and assails everybody, and at this juncture
he reaches his limit, struggling against his affliction which steadily
accumulates in his heart and, at the same time, delightedly slakes
his thirst with that suffering. If he is crpable of ns': g from his
degradation, he cruelly avenges himself for his past vickedness,
even more harshly than he had been avenging others in the turmoil
of the debauch, for his secret torment resulting fro.a his dissatis-
faction with himself.

Who provoked both lads to the argument: “which one of us
will outdo the others in some temerarious act?”’—and what has
caused the possibility itself of such a rivalry remains unknown;
but it is certain that both were sulfering: one—by accepting the
challenge, and the other--by proffering it. No doubt, here there were
some preliminaries: either a hidden hatred between them, or a
hate dating back to childhood, which they themselves har. never
suspected and which burst forth in the . irse of the argument or
at the moment of the challenge. The latter seems more likely:
probably, they had been friends up to that minute, living in accord
which, the longer it lasted, was becoming more and more unbear-
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able. However, by the time of the challenge the tension of mutual
hate and envy of the victim toward his Mephistopheles had become
quite extraordinary.

“T will be afraid of nothing; I shall do whatever you may
suggest. Let the soul perish, but I will disgrace you!”

“You're boasting! You'll run as a mouse into a cellar. I'll
humble you. Let the soul perish.”

For the contest something different might have been chosen,
something very bold—robbery, murder, open rebellion against a man
of power. Didn't the lad swear that he would dare anything, and
his seducer knew that this time it was meant seriously, and that
he would, indeed, go to the limit?

No. The most dreadful “boldness” seems to the seducer too
commonplace. He invents an unheard-of challenge, one that had
never been known before, incredible, while its selection reflects the
people’s whole philosophy.

Incredible? Yer, the fact itself that he had selected it shows
that, perhaps, he had already pondered over it. Long ago, maybe
in childhood, the fancy had crept into his soul, shook it by its
horror and, at the same time, by its torturous delight. That every-
thing had been invented long ago—the gun, the vegetable garden—
and that he had kept it in solemn secrecy, can hardly be doubted.
Of course, he had invented this not for the purpose of perpetrating
it; besides, alone, he would probably not have dared to perpetrate
the thing. Simply, he liked this vision; now and then it pierced his
soul; it lured him, and he would be timidly retreating, growing
cold from horror. But one single moment of such unheard-of audacity
—and after that let everything perish! And most certainly, he be-
lieved that he would be punished for this by eternal perdition. But—
“Anyhow, I did reach such a height!”

Much may be not conceived, but merely felt. Much may be
grasped unconsciously. But, truly, isn’t this a curious soul—espe-
cially, in such a milieu? Herein lies the whole matter. It would be
nice to find out whether or not he felt more guilty than his victim.—
Judging by his apparent mental development, one is inclined to
think that he considered himself more, or, at least, equally guilty,
that when challenging his victim to a “bold act,” he was also
challenging himself.

It is said that the Russian people know the Gospel poorly,
that they are ignorant of the fundamental principles of faith. Of
course, this is true, but they do know Christ, and they have been
carrying Him in their hearts from time immemorial. Of this there
can be no doubt. How is the true conception of Christ possible
without religious teaching?—This is a different question. But the



THE DIARY OF A WRITER 39

heart-knowledge of Christ, a true conception of Him, does fully
exist. It is being passed from generation to generation, and it has
merged with the heart of the people. Perhaps, Christ is the only
love of the Russian people, and they love His image in their own
way, to the limit of sufferance.

And, more than on anything else, the people pride themselves
on the name “orthodox,” that is, as confessing Christ more genuinely
than all others. I repeat, much may be known unconsciously.

Now, to scoff at such a popular sanctity; thereby to tear one-
self from the whole land; to destroy oneself forever and ever by
negation and pride, for the sake of one brief moment of triumph—
this is the most daring thing a Russian Mephistopheles could have
possibly conceived! The possibility of such a tension of passion,
of such sinister and complex sentiments in the soul of a commoner,
is really astounding! And note—all this reached the stage of an
almost conscious idea.

However, the victim does not shrink, is not humbled and is
not intimidated. At least, he pretends that he is not scared. The
lad accepts tnc challenge. Days pass by, but he clings to his posi-
tion. Presently, it is not the vision but the deed itself that comes
true; he goes to church; he hears daily the words of Christ, but
he insists on his own.

There are horrible murderers who do not shrink even at the
sight of the victim slain by them. One such murderer, an obvious
murderer, caught on the spot, refused to confess and, to the very
end, continued to lie to the examining magistrate. When the latter
got up and ordered the man to be conducted to prison, the culprit,
with an imploring air, asked as a favor to be permitted to bid fare-
well to the murdered who lay right ther- (his forme: sweetheart
whom he had slain from jealousy). He stooped dow.. kissed her
tenderly ; broke into tears and, without rising from his knees, stretch-
ing his hand over her, again reiterated that he wa. not guilty. I
only wish to note the bestial degree which insensibility may reach
in man.

Here, however, it is not insensibility at all. We have here, in
addition, something altogether peculiar—a mystical horror which ex-
ercises an enormous power over the human soul. Unquestionably
it was present, at least judging by the denouement of the affair.
The lad’s vigorous soul was able to enter into a contest with this
horror; he proved it. But is it strength or the ultimate degree of
cowardice ?—Possibly, this and that com. ned in the contiguity of
the extremes. Nevertheless, this mystical awe not only did not put
an end to the struggle but it even prolonged it; and, no doubt,
that feeling of awe helped to bring the contest to an end precisely
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by the fact that it took out of the sinner’s heart every sentiment
of touching emotion; the more strongly the latter had been sup-
pressed, the more impossible it became. The sensation of horror
is a harsh sentiment; it dries and hardens the heart, rendering it
inaccessible to any kindness and lofty emotion. This is why the
sinner did endure the moment before the cup, even though, perhaps,
benumbed and overpowered by fear.

I believe that mutual hate between the victim and his torturer
must have disappeared altogether. In fits the tortured may have
hated with pathological anger, himself, those around him, worshippers
in the church, but least of all his Mephistopheles. Both felt that
they mutually needed each other in order to finish the undertaking
jointly. Each of them, no doubt, felt impotent to terminate it alone.
Why, then, did they pursue the venture? Why did they assume so
much torture ?—Strictly speaking, they could not have broken the
alliance. Had their agreement been breached, mutual hate—ten time
more intense than heretofore—would have immediately flared up,
and would have unfailingly resulted in murder: the tortured would
have killed his torturer.

Be this as it may. Even this would have been nothing com-
pared with the terror endured by the victim. The main point is
that here there must have been in both of them, in the depth of
their souls, some diabolical delight in their own perdition, the
fascinating urge to bend over the abyss and to peep into it, the
heart-thrilling ecstasy over their own daring. It is virtually impos-
sible that the matter could have been brought to an end without
these exciting and passionate emotions. Certainly, these were not
merely mischief-makers, or dull and stupid rogues—with that whole
range of events, beginning ith the “boldness contest” and cul-
minating in the despair before the elder-monk.

And note also that the seducer did not reveal his whole secret
to his victiin: when leaving the church, he knew not what he was
to do with the Sacrament, up to the very moment when he was
ordered to bring the gun. So many days of mystical incertitude,
again, goes to prove the terrible obstinacy of the sinner. On the
other hand, the village Mephisto, too, appears as a great psychologist.

But, perhaps, when they arrived in the kitchen-garden, they
were already insensible ?—Still, the lad did remember how he had
loaded the gun and pointed it. Maybe, even though retaining full
memory, he act d automatically, as, indeed, happens sometimes in
a state of horror?—I don’t think so: if he were reduced to a plain
machine, continuing its functioning by mere inertia, certainly, later,
he would not have beheld the vision; he would simply have fallen
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down unconscious after having exhausted the whole supply of energy
—and not prior to but after the shot.

No, most probably, consciousness had been retained all the
time with extraordinary lucidity, notwithstanding the deadly horror
progressively growing every second. And the mere fact that the
victim had endured such a pressure of progressively increasing ter-
ror, I repeat, shows that he was unquestionably endowed with an
enormous spiritual power.

Let us note that the loading of the gun is an operation re-
quiring at any rate certain attention. In a moment such as this,
the most difficult and unbearable thing is to detach oneself from
one’'s own horror, from the oppressive idea. Usually, individuals
stricken by terror are no longer capable of abstaining from its
contemplation, from the object or idea which dumbfounded them:
they stand facing it straight in the eyes, as if bewitched. But the
"ad had attentively loaded the gun; this he remembers. He also
remembered how, after that, he began pointing it; he remembered
everything, up to the last moment.

It may have been that the process of loading proved to
him a relief, a way out, to his agonizing soul, and he was glad
tu concentrate—if only for a second—his attention on some ex-
ternal object. This happens on the guillotine to him whose head
is being chopped off. Dubarry cried to the executioner: “Encore
un moment, monsicur le bourreau, encore un moment !” She would
have endured twenty times more during that minute of grace, had
it been granted her, but, even so, she did cry out and entreat for
this minute. But if it be supposed that, to our sinner, the loading
of the gun was something akin to Dubarry’s “encore un moment,”
certainly, after that, he could not have again turned :- his horror,
from which he had detached himself, and continued . : business
by pointing and firing the shot. At this juncture his hands would
have grown numb and would have refused to obey him, notwith-
standing even the retained consciousness and will power.

And now, at the very last moment, the whole deceit, the whole
abomination of the deed, the whole cowardice taken as a sign of
strength, the whole shame of the debacle—all this suddenly, in a
moment, burst forth from his heart, and rose before him as a
menacing indictment. The incredible vision appeared to him . . .
everything was finished.

Of course, the judgment thundered out of his heart. Why did
it thunder not consciously, not in the forr.,- ~f a momentary clearing
of reason and conscience? Why did it reveal itself in a vision, as
if in an altogether external fact, independent of the spirit >—Therein
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lies the immense psychological problem and the act of God. Vlas
became a beggar and demanded suffering.

And what about the other Vlas?—The remaining one, the
seducer ?—The legend does not tell us that he had crept after re-
pentance; it makes no mention of him. Maybe, he, too, had crept;
and, maybe, he stayed on in the village and lives there up to the
present day, keeps on drinking and tittering on holidays: indeed,
it was not he who had beheld the vision. Is this so, however?—It
would be most desirable to learn about his story—just for the sake
of information, for the record.

Here is why this also would be desirable: what if he is a
genuine village nihilist, a home-baked negator and thinker, an un-
believer, who had selected the object of the contest with a haughty
smirk ; one who did not suffer, who did not quiver along with his
victim, as we have suggested in our sketch, but who had been
observing with cold curiosity its palpitations and convulsions, out
of mere craving for another man’s suffering, human humiliation—
devil knows, perhaps—as a matter of scientific survey?

Even if such traits be present in the character of the people—
(in our day everything may be presumed)—and, on top of that,
in our villages—this would be a new and, moreover, unexpected
revelation. Somehow, such traits were never heard of before. The
seducer in Mr. Ostrovsky's excellent comedy Don’t Live as Thou
Willst is portrayed pretty poorly.—It is a pity that nothing can be
positively ascertained.

It goes without saying that the interest of the story told here
—if there be an interest in it—lies in the fact that it is a true story.
It is not unnecessary to peep, from time to time, into the soul of
the contemporary Vlas. He changes quickly. There, below, he has
the same vision as we have it on the top, ever since February 19.
The giant woke from his sleep and is stretching out his limbs:
perhaps he will wish to start revelling, to transgress all limits. It
is rumored that he did already go merry-making. Dreadful things
are being told and published: drunkenness, banditry, intoxicated
children, drunken mothers, cynicism, destitution, dishonesty, god-
lessness. Some serious-minded, but somewhat too hasty, people con-
tend, basing themselves on facts, that should such “merry-making”
last even another ten years, the consequences, from the economic
standpoint alone, would be inconceivable. But let us recall “Vlas”
and be appeased: th: whole conceit, if there be conceit, will spring
out of the people’s heart and rise before it with an incredible power
of indictment. Vlas will come to his senses and will take up God’s
labours. At any rate he will save himself, should things really turn
into a calamity. He will save himself and us, since—I repeat once
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more—light and salvation will come from below (in a form, per-
haps, altogether surprising to our liberals, and in this there will be
a great deal of comedy). There are hints as to this surprise, and
even now we have some facts to this effect. . . . However, this may
be discussed at some future time. Be that as it may, our insolvency
as “fledgelings of Peter's nest” is at present beyond doubt. Besides,
after February 19, strictly speaking, the 1 eter period of Russian
history came to an end, so that long ago we commenced to dwell
in total obscurity.

The Citizen, 1873, No. 4.

BOBOK: NOTES OF A CERTAIN MAN

This time I am publishing “Notes of a Certain Man.” It is
not me; it is an altogether diflerent person. I believe ihat no further
introduction is needed.

Tke duy bhefore y~sterday Semen Ardalionovich asked me:

“Ivan Ivanovich, tell me, for God’s mercy, will you ever be
sober?”

What a strange demand! I am taking no offence; I am a
timid man; even so, I was declared insane. An artist, by mere acci-
dent, painted my portrait: “Anyhow,” sa:d he, “you are a writer.”
I gave my consent, and he exhibited the portrait. I read: “Go and
look at this ailing face which borders on insanity.”

Let it be so; nevertheless, why should it be heralded in the
press? The press should print nothing but noble things; it should
be propagating ideals, and, yet, look. . . .

At least, they should have stated it indirectl. style exists
just for this purpose. But no; they don’t want to put it indirectly.
Nowadays humor and elegant style are disappearing, while abuse
is accepted for witticism. I'm taking no offence: God knows, I'm
not too prominent a writer to go mad. I wrote a novel—they refused
to print it. I wrote a feuilleton—it was turned down. I peddled a
lot of these feuilletons from one editorial office to another; but,
everywhere, they shook their heads: “You're lacking salt”—they
say.

“What kind of salt do you expect ?"—1I asked them sarcastically
—“Attic salt, perchance?”

They don’t even understand. M +tly I'm translaung from
the French for bookdealers. I'm also penning ads for merchants:
“Rarity! Red tea, so to speak, coming from our plantations.” . . .
I got a big wad for a panegyric of his excellency, the late Pétr
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Matveievich. For a book-dealer I composed T he Art of Pleasing the
Ladies. Of such books, I wrote about half a dozen during my life.
I'm planning to compile Voltaire’s bons mots, but I'm afraid our
folks will find them stale. What's Voltaire today ?—Nowadays it's
a cudgel, and not Voltaire! They knock each other out to the last
tooth!

Such, briefly, is my literary record. In addition, over my full
signature, I am gratuitously mailing letters to editorial offices. I
keep sending admonitions and advices. I am criticizing and point-
ing out the right way. Last week I sent the fortieth letter, over
a period of two years, to one of the editorial offices: on postage
alone I have spent four rubles. I have a bad disposition—that’s the
thing.

I believe that the artist painted my portrait not because of
my literature, but on account of my two warts growing sym-
metrically on my forehead: it's a phenomenon, so to speak. Lack-
ing an idea, they try to make phenomena work for them. But how
beautifully the warts came out on the portrait—they are alive! They
call it realism.

As to madness, last year many were recorded as lunatics.
And what a style was used: “Notwithstanding such a, so to speak,
original talent . .. what an end. . . . However, this was to be
anticipated long ago. . . .” This is rather smart; so that, from the
point of view of pure art, perhaps, it deserves commendation. But,
unexpectedly, they came back even more clever. Now, that’s the
point: we drive people mad, but as yet no one has ever been made
more clever. .

He, 1 take it, is the most intelligent who at least once a
month calls himself a fool—in our day this is an unheard-of faculty!
In the past, the fool, at least once a year, would recognize the
fact that he is a fool; but today—nothing doing. And they mixed
things up to such a degree that it is impossible to distinguish a
fool from a clever man. This they did on purpose.

I recall a Spanish witticism about the French who, two and
a half centuries ago, had constructed in France the first insane
asylum: “They locked up their fools in a special building to con-
vince people that they themselves were wise men.” Indeed: by
locking up the other fellow in a madhouse one can’t prove one’s own
intelligence. “K. went mad, so it means that now we are clever.”
No, it means nothing of the kind. . . .

But, what the deuce! . . . Why am I fussing about my mind:
I'm grumbling and grumbling. Even my maid-servant is tired of
me. Yesterday a friend dropped in. “Your style,” he said, “is chang-
ing; it's choppy. You're chopping and chopping—then you squeeze
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in an incidental proposition, and you add to it another incidental
proposition; after that you will insert something in brackets, and
again you start chopping and chopping. . . .”

My friend is right. Something strange is transpiring in me.
My disposition is changing, and I have headaches. 1 begin to see
and hear some strange things—not exactly voices, but as if someone
beside me keeps whispering: “bobok, bobok, bobok.”

Who, the deuce, is bobok ?—I should divert myself.

I went out to divert myself, and ran into a funeral. A distant
relative. However, a collegiate councilor. A widow, five daughters—
all maidens. Think, what shoes alone must cost! The deceased had
been earning, but now there is only a miserable pension. They’ll
have to cut down. They always received me inhospitably. Even
now I would not have gone, were it not for an emergency case.
Among others, I accompanied the procession to the cemetery. They
shunned me and behaved haughtily. True, my uniform is a bit
shabby. I believe I haven't been to a cemetery for almost twenty-five
years. What a spot!

To pegin with—the atmosphere! Some fifteen corpses arrived
together. Palls differently priced. There were even two catafalques—
one for a general, and the other one—for some lady. Many sad faces
and much simulated grief; also much candid joy. The clergy
shouldn’t be complaining: inceme. But the atmosphere! The at-
mosphere ! —I wouldn't like to be a clergyman there.

I peeped cautiously at the faces of the dead, not relying on
my nerves. Some expressions are tender, but some are disagreeable.
Speaking generally, the smiles are unpleasant—on some faces, very
much so. I don't like them. I'm dreaming of them.

After the Mass I went out of the church intv '* = open air.
The day was grayish but dry. It was cold, too. Well, o :ourse, it's
October. I roamed around the graves. Different grades. The third
grade costs thirty rubles: it’s fitting and not so expe.sive. The first
two grades are given space in the church under the porch. But this
is too dear. On that occasion some six persons, including the general
and the lady, were buried in the third grade.

I peeped into the graves—horrible! Water—and what water!
Quite green and . . . Well, what is there to say? Every minute
the grave-digger bailed it out with a scoop. While the service was
being officiated, I went to roam outside the gate. There, in the imme-
diate vicinity, is an almshouse, and a little further—a re<iaurant.
Not a bad little restaurant: one can i. .e a bite, and so forth.
It was crowded; among others, there were quite a few of those
attending the funerals. I noticed much hilarity and genuine anima-
tion. I ate and had a drink.
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Thereupon, I participated in carrying, with my own hands,
the coffin from the church to the grave. Why do the dead grow so
heavy in the coffin?—It is said that this is due to some inertia,
that the body somehow does not control itself . . . or some such
nonsense: this contradicts mechanics and common sense. J don’t
like it when people with merely a general education venture to pass
judgment on special problems and, with us, it is a common habit.
Civilians are eager to deliberate on military, and even field-marshal,
subjects, while men with engineering education pass judgment
mostly on philosophy and political economy.

I didn’t go to the requiem. I have my pride, and if I am being
received merely because of urgent necessity, why should I drag
myself to their dinners, even though these be funeral dinners?—I
seated myself on a tombstone and started musing respectfully.

I began with the Moscow exhibition, and finished with the
subject of surprise—generally speaking, of surprise as a topic. This
is what I reasoned about “surprise.”

“To be surprised at everything is foolish, of course. But to
be surprised at nothing is much prettier and is, for some reason,
considered bon ton. I doubt, however, that this is so. In my opinion,
to be surprised at nothing is far more foolish than to be surprised
at everything. Besides, to be surprised at nothing is almost the
same as to respect nothing. And a stupid man is incapable of
respect.”

Yes, above all, I wish to respect. “I'm thirsting for respect”
—an acquaintance of mine told ine the other day.

He thirsts for respect! By God—I thought—what would happen
to you if, at present, you only dared to put this in print.

At this point I forgot myself. I don’t like to read epitaphs. On
a slab near me lay a half-eaten sandwich—stupid and out of place.
I threw it off onto the ground, since this is not bread but merely
a sandwich. However, it seems that there's no sin in letting crumbs
fall on the ground; it is a sin, though, to let them fall on the
floor. 1 must check it in Suvorin’s almanac.

I presume that I'd been sitting for a long while, much too
long. I even laid myself down on an elongated stone in the shape
of a marble sepulcher. And how did it happen that I started hearing
all sorts of things? At first, I paid no attention, assuming a con-
temptuous attitude Still, the conversations continued. I hear—the
sounds are dull, as if the mouths are covered up with pillows; and
at that—they are audible and seem quite close. I woke up and began
listening intently.

“Your excellency, this is absolutely impossible. You declared
hearts; I led hearts, and all of a sudden—you have a slam in
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diamonds. You should have declared diamonds in the first place.

“What of it—should one be playing by heart? Where would
be the attraction?”

“Your excellency, it's impgssible wthout a guaranty. One has
to play with a dummy, and the deal must be blind.”

“Why, a dummy can't be gotten here.”

Indeed, what arrogant words! It's strange and even unex-
pected. One—such a weighty and solid voice; and the other one—
as if softly sweetened. I shouldn’t have believed it had I not heard
it myself. It seems, I have not attended the requiem. And still, how
does it happen that there is a game of preference, and also a general ?
That the sounds came from down under, in the graves, there
couldn’t be a shadow of doubt. I bent down and read the inscription
on the tomb.

“Here lies the body of Major-general Pervoiedov . . . knight
of such and such orders.” Hm! “Died in the month of August of
this year. . . . Lie in rest, dear body, till the glad morn!”

Hm! devil, a general indeed! On the other grave, whence the
adulating voice svundeu, as yet there stood no monument; there
was but a cut stone. Probably one of the novices. Judging by the
voice—a court-councilor.

“Oh, oh, oh!” sounded a wholly new voice, some five sajen
from the general’s place, from under a quite fresh little grave—a
masculine, plebeian voice, but an enfeebled and reverently tender
one.

“Oh, oh, oh!”

“Ah, he is hiccoughing again!”—came suddenly the squeamish
and haughty voice of an irritated lady, seemingly of the beau monde.
—“It’s a curse to be near the shopkeepe-'”

“I didn't hiccough at all, nor did I taste food: . .is is merely
my nature. Lady, you still can’t get over those local caprices of
yours.”

“Then why did you lie down here?”

“I was laid down, laid by iy spouse and little children—I did
not lie down of my own accord. Mystery of death! Nor would I
have lain down next to you—not for any amount of gold—but I
repose here according to my means—that is, judging by the price.
This we can always airord to pay for our burial place, of the third
grade.”

“He hoarded money! He cheated the people!”

“Not easy to cheat you: since Jai. ary, I gather, we've never
received payment. The bill debiting you is available in the shop.”

“Now, this is stupid! It is quite silly, in my judgment, to
collect debts down here! Go upstairs. Sue my niece. She’s the
heiress.”
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“Where can one go? And what’s the use of suing now?—We
both have reached the limit, and before God’s judgment we are
equal in our sins!”

“In our sins”—contemptuously mocked the deceased lady.—
“And don’t you dare speak to me!”

“Oh, oh, oh!”

“The shopkeeper, however, obeys the lady, your excellency.”

“Why shouldn’t he obey?”

“Of course, your excellency, because here it is a new order.”

“What'’s that new order?”

“But, your excellency, we've died, so to speak.”

“Oh, yes! Still, as to the order . . .”

What is one to say ?—I'm obliged and cheered! If, down there,
things have reached this point, what can we expect on the upper
floor? But what tricks! Yet, I continued to listen, even though
with utmost indignation.

“No, I'd be willing to live a little longer! Yes, indeed, I
would”’—unexpectedly sounded somebody’s voice—a new one, some-
where in the space between the general and the waspish lady.

“Do you hear, your excellency ?—Our man is at it again. He
keeps silent for three long days and suddenly: ‘I'd be willing to
live a little longer!’ And so relishingly, hee-hee!”

“And light-mindedly.”

“He’s thrilled, your excellency. And you know, he's falling
asleep, he’s almost asleep. He's been here ever since April, and all
of a sudden—‘I'd be willing to livel’”

“It's a bit boring, .however’—remarked his excellency.

“It is a bit boring, your excellency. Why not start teasing
Avdotia Ignatievna again?”

“No, I beg to be relieved. I just hate this snarlish female.”

“And I, on the contrary, hate both of you,” squeamishly de-
clared the female. “You two are most boring, and you are unable
to relate anything idealistic. About you, your excellency—pray, don’t
be conceited—I know a little story: how the lackey swept you out
with his broom from under one conjugal bed.”

“A bad woman!”—muttered the general through his teeth.

‘“Avdotia Ignatievna, dear’’—again suddenly shouted the shop-
keeper—‘‘dear little lady, tell me, forgetting your grudge, why do
I have to pass through all sorts of trials, or is something else . . .?”

“Ah, he’s at it again. I had a presentiment, because I scented
his spirit—yes, his spirit: it is he who tosses around!”

“I'm not tossing, dear lady; nor do I exhale any particular
smell, since I have fully conserved my body; but you, little lady,
you're beginning to taint—since your odor is unbearable, even as
far as this place goes. I keep silent out of mere politeness.”
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“Oh, wicked insulter! He himself smells dreadfully, and yet
he accuses mel”

“Oh, oh, oh! But that our fortieth day might come sooner:
I can hear above me their tearful voices—my wife’s shrieks and my
children’s gentle lamentation.”

“Pooh! What's he wailing about ?7—They’ll stuff their stomachs
with boiled rice and raisins, and off they’ll go. Oh, if only anyone
should wake up!”

“Avdotia Ignatievna’—suggested the flattering bureaucrat—
“wait a little while, and the newcomers will start speaking.”

‘“Are there any young men among them?”

“There are young ones, too, Avdotia Ignatievna. There are
even youths.”

“Oh, that wouldn't be bad at all!”

“Haven't they started yet?” inquired his excellency.

“No, even those of the day before yesterday haven't come
to their senses: you yourself know that sometimes they remain
mute during a whole week. It’s good that yesterday, the day before
that and today, somehow, they were brought in all together; be-
cause around here, some ten sajen around, they're almost all of
the past year.”

“Yes, that’s interesting.”

“Today, ynur excellency, Privy ouncilor Tarasevich was
buried. I found this out through the voices. I am acquainted with
his nephew; recently he helped me to take down the casket.”

“Hm—where is he?”

“Some five steps from you, your excellency—to the left. Al-
most at your feet. Why not strike up an acquaint~nce with him,
your excellency ?”

“Hm, no—why should I take the initiative?”

“No, that’s right, your excellency. He'll take the lead. He’ll
even be flattered. Lecave it to me, your excellency, and I . . .”

“Oh! ... Oh! What has come to :ne? '—suddenly groaned
some new frightened thin voice.

“A new one, your excellency—a new one, praised be the Lord;
and how soon! At times, they stay mute for a wee*!”

“Ah! Seems to be a young man!”—shrieked Avdotia Igna-
tievna.

“T...I...I...Dbecauseof a complication, and so sud-
denly”’— the youth started lisping again. “Only yesterd1: Schultz
warned me: ‘You have a complication, .ie said. And, suddenly, be-
fore morning I passed away. Ah! . .. Ah!”

“Well, there’s nothing to be done, young man”—graciously
remarked the general, obviously welcoming the unovice. “One must
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get over it. You are welcome to our valley of Josabad. We're kind
folks. Yotfet to know and value us.—Major General Vasily Vasi-
liev PervoRdov—at your service.”

“Oh, no! No!-Is it me? I am at Schultz’s. I had, you know,
a complication: first, the chest became affected and a cough set
in; and then I contracted a cold; the chest and a grippe . . . and
then, quite suddenly . . . the main thing—quite unexpectedly.”

“You say: first, the chest”—mildly intervened the bureaucrat,
as if seeking to enhearten the novice.

“Yes, the chest—and mucus. And then, suddenly—no more
mucus . . . the chest, and I can’t breathe . . . you know . . .”

“I know. I know. But if it’s the chest, you should have seen
Eck, and not Schultz.”

“And, you know, I was thinking of going to Botkin . . . and
suddenly . . .”

“But Botkin bites’—observed the general.

“Not in the least—he never bites: I was told: he is so atten-
tive, and tells you everything in advance.”

“His excellency referred to the fee”—corrected the bureaucrat.

“What do you mean?—Only three rubles, and he examines so

thoroughly, and the prescription . . . why, I meant to go by all
means, because I was told . . . Now, gentlemen, should I try Eck
or Botkin?”

“What? Whom?”—the general’s corpse, pleasantly laughing,
began to rock. The bureaucrat seconded him in falsetto.

“Sweet boy, sweet, joyous boy, how I love you!”—enthusias-
tically screamed Avdotia’ Ignatievna. “If only such a one were laid
beside me!”

No, I will not tolerate a thing of this sort! And this is a con-
temporary dead person! However, I shall listen a little more with-
out jumping to conclusions. This snotty novice—I remember him
in the coffin—with the expression of a scared chick, the most
disgusting expression in the world! However, what's next?

But after that there ensued such a jumble that I did not retain
everything in my mind, since quite a lot of them woke up all to-
gether: a bureaucrat, a state councilor, woke up, and forthwith he
began to converse with the general on the project of a new sub-
committee in the Ministry of ————— affairs, and on the prob-
able shifts of the frunctionaries, as a result of the appointment of
the subcommittee. To the general this was quite a diversion. I
confess, I, too, gathered much information, and I even started
pondering over the ways through which one may be tipped off to
administrative news in this capital of ours. Then, a certain engineer
—he was but half-awake—mumbled protractedly all sorts of non-
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sense, so that our folks did not press him, leaving him to rest
awhile. Finally, the prominent lady who, in the morning, had been
given a burial under the catafalque, began to reveal symptoms of
sepulchral animation. Lebeziatnikov (for such proved to be the
name of the hated flattering court-councilor quartered next to Gen-
eral Pervoiedov) grew restless and kept wondering why this time
everyone is waking up so soon. I confess--1, too, was puzzled. True:
some of those who woke up had been buried the day before yester-
day: for instance, quite a young girl, say, of sixteen, who kept
giggling . . . giggling abominably and carnivorously.

“Your excellency, Privy Councilor Tarasevich is about to wake
up!”—suddenly announced Lebeziatnikov with extraordinary haste.

“Eh? What?"—squeamishly and in a hissing voice mumbled
the suddenly awaking privy councilor. In the sound of his voice
there was something capriciously commanding. I was listening with
curiosity because lately I had heard something about this Tarasevich
—something seductive and extremely disturbing.

“It's me, your excellency; as yet, it’s only me.”

“What are you soliciting and what do you want ?”

“Solely to inquire about your excellency’s health. For lack
of habit, everyone here feels cooped up at first, as it were. . . .
General Pervoiedov would like to be granted the honor of being
introduced to your excellency, and he hopes . . .”

“I haven’t heard of him.”

“But, your excellency, General Pervoiedov, Vasily Vasilie-
vich. . . .”

“Are you General Pervoiedov?”

“No, your excellency, I'm only court-councilor Lebeziatnikov
—at your service. But, General Pervoiedov . . .’

“Nonsense. And please, do leave ine alone.”

“Stop it”"—General Pervoiedov finally, with a ¢nity, checked
the hideous impetuosity of his sepulchral client.

“They are not yet awake, your excellency—this has to be
taken into account. It’s due to lack of habit. When they wake up,
they will receive you; otherwse . . .”

“Stop it"—rcpeated the general.

“Vasily Vasilievich! Hey, you, your excellercy!”—suddenly
sounded loudly and daringly an altogether new voice, right next to
Avdotia Ignatievna—an aristocratic and defiant voice, with a fash-
ionable, fatigued accent and insolent tone. “I've been observing
all of you for two hours. You see, I've been lying her~ for three
days. Do you remember me, Vasily V _silievich? I'm Klinevich; we
met at the Volokonskys, where—I don't know why—you also were
received.”
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“Ts it possible, Count Piotr Petrovich. . . . Is it possible that
it's you . . . and so young. . . . I'm awfully sorry!”

“Well, I'm sorry, too, but it makes no difference to me, and
I want to derive every possible advantage from everything. Nor
am I a count. I'm a baron, nothing but a baron. We're scabby,
petty barons, descending from lackeys—I don’t know why. But I
don’t give a hang. I'm merely a scoundrel of the pseudo-beax monde,
and I'm considered an ‘aimable polisson’ My father is an insig-
nificant general of some kind, while my mother, in days gone by,
used to be received en haut liew. With that Jew Zifel, I smuggled
some fifty thousand counterfeit bills, and on top of that I denounced
him, while Julia Charpentier carried away all the money to Bor-
deaux. And imagine, I was already formally betrothed to Scheval-
skaia—in three months she will be sixteen; she’s still in a girls’
college; her dower would come to some ninety thousand. Avdotia
Ignatievna, do you remember how you seduced me, some fifteen
years ago, when I was a fourteen-year-old cadet in the Corps of
Pages?”

“Oh, it’s you, scoundrel; at least, God sent you, for other-
wise here . . .”

“You suspected in vain your neighbor, the shopkeeper, of bad
odor . . . I kept silent, and only laughed. It comes from me: it
is simply that I was buried in a nailed-up casket.”

“Oh, you rascal! And yet I'm glad. You wouldn’t believe,
Klinevich, what an absence of life and wit prevails 'round here.”

“Quite so, quite! And I intend to start something original
here. Your excellency—not you, Pervoiedov—your excellency, the
other, Mr. Tarasevich, privy councilor! Please respond ! —Klinevich,
who, during Lent, took you over to Mademoiselle Furcy? Do you
hear?”

“I can hear you—it’s Klinevich; I’m very glad, to be sure. . . .”

“I don’t believe you that much, and I don’'t give a hoot.
Dear old man, I'd like to kiss you but, praised be the Lord, I
can’t. Do you know, folks, what this grand-pére did?—He died
three or four days ago and, can you imagine, he left a deficiency
in government accounts of fully four hundred thousand?—Widows’
and orphans’ money, and for some reason he had been managing
the business alone, so that, at length, he hadn’t been audited for
eight years or so. I can imagine what long faces they are all dis-
playing there and hcw they are cursing him. Don’t you think it’s
a seductive thought! Last year I kept wondering—how could such
a seventy-year-old little fellow—a gouty and chiragric fellow, too—
preserve so much strength-for debauch? And here’s the solution to
the riddle! These widows and orphans—why, the very thought of
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them must have inflamed his imagination! . ., . I knew about this
long ago, and I was the only one who knew it—Charpentier told
me about it. No sooner did I find it out than I started pressing him
in a friendly way—this was during Easter week : ‘Come across with
twenty-five thousand—otherwise, tomorrow you'll be audited.” And,
imagine, he had then only thirteen thousan left, so, it seems, now
that he died in good time. Grand-pére! Grand-pére! Do you hear?”

“Cher Klinevich, I'm in full accord with you, but it was to
no purpose for you to embark upon these details. In life there is
so much suffering, torment, and so little reward. . . . Finally, I
made up my mind to repose myself and, as far as I can see, I hope
to derive everything from this place here.”

“I bet he scented out Katish Berestoval”

“Whom? What Katish ?”"—voluptuously quivered the old man's
voice.

“Aha, what Katish?—Right here, to my left, five steps from
me; from you—ten. She’s already here her fifth day. And if you
only knew, grand-pére, what a nasty little woman she is . . . of
good birth, educated—and a monster, a monster in the highest de-
gree! Over there I showed her to no one. Only I did know her. . .
Katish, respond!”

“Tee-hee-hee ! ’—responded a half-broken girlish, thin voice;
but in it one felt something akin to a needle’s prick. “Tee-hee-hee!”

“And a li'l-blon-die?” lisped grand-pére abruptly in three

syllables.

“Tee-hee-hee!”

“I...T...-lisped the old man, losing his breath—“I've
been entertaining with pleasure the vision of a little hionde . . . of
fifteen or so . . . and precisely in a seti.ng such as ¢+ s one. . . .”

“Oh, monster!”’—cried Avdotia Ignatievna.

“Enough!”—decided Klinevich—“I see that the material is
excellent. Forthwith we shall arrange cverything here for the best.
The main thirig is to spend the remaining tir:e pleasantly. But what
time? Hey, you, functionary of some sort; Lebeziatnikov—is that
your name ?—I heard you called so!”

“Lebeziatnikov—court councilor, Semén Evseich, at your
service, and I'm very, very glad.”

“T don’t give a hang if you're glad. But only you seem to
know everything about this place. Tell me, first of all—(I've been
wondering since yesterday)—how is it that we're conversi..g here?
Well, didn’'t we die—and yet we’re con :rsing: we seem to move
and, yet, we neither move nor speak? What’s the trick?”

“This, baron, if you wish, Platon Nikolaievich can explain
better than I could myself.”
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“Who’s Platon Nikolaievich 7—Don’t mumble; get down to
business.”

“Platon Nikolaievich, our home-baked, local philosopher,
naturalist and magister. He has published several philosophy books,
but for three months he has been falling asleep, so that here it’s
difficult to shake him to his senses. Once a week he starts mur-
muring a few irrelevant words.”

“Get down to business!—To business!"”

“He explains it all by a most simple fact, namely, that when
we'd been living upstairs we mistook the yonder death for death.
Down here the body, as it were, is revived once more, but only
in consciousness. This means—I don’t know how to put it—that life
continues, as it were, by inertia. Everything is concentrated, accord-
ing to him, somewhere in consciousness, and persists another two
or three months—sometimes, even as long as six months. For ex-
ample, we have here one fellow; he’s almost completely decom-
posed, but once every six weeks or so he suddenly will murmur
one little word—senseless, of course—about some bobok: ‘Bobok,
bobok’; this means that in him, too, life continues to glimmer as
an imperceptble spark. . . .”

“Pretty stupid. And how is it that I have no sense of smell,
and still I can scent a stench?”

“As to that . .. hee-hee. . . . Well, at this juncture our
philosopher is in a fog. Precisely about the sense of smell, he re-
marked, that stink we scent is, so to speak, moral stink—hee-hee 1—
Offensive odor emanating from the soul, so as to give us a chance
during these two or thrfee months to come to our senses, and this
is, as it were, the ultimate mercy. . . . Only it seems to me, baron,
that this mystical delirium is, indeed, quite excusable in his sit-
uation.” .

“Enough. Besides, I'm sure all this is fiddlesticks. The main
thing: two or three months of life, and, finally—bobok. I suggest
that we all spend these two months as pleasantly as possible, and
—with this in mind—try to settle on a new basis. Gentlemen! I
suggest that we be ashamed of nothing!”

“Oh, let’s, let’s be ashamed of nothing!”—sounded many
voices and, strangely, among them there were quite new voices—
that is, of those who had in the meanwhile awakened. With par-
ticular readiness the engineer thundered his consent in basso—he
was fully awake. The little girl, Katish, started giggling joyfully.

“Oh, how eager I am to be ashamed of nothing!"”—exclaimed
Avdotia Ignatievna with delight.

“Do you hear: now, if Avdota Ignatievna wants to be ashamed
of nothing . . .”
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“No, no, no, Klinevich, over there I still used to feel shame,
but here I'm awfully, awfully anxious to be ashamed of nothing!”

“I understand, Klinevich”—said the engineer in a bass voice
—“that you suggest organizing our local life, so to speak, on a new
and rational basis.”

“Oh, Idon’t give a hoot! On this score let’s wait for Kudeiarov
—he was brought in yesterday. He’ll wake up, and then he'll explain
everything to you. He's such a person, such a gigantic person!
Tomorrow, I believe, they'll drag in one more naturalist—an officer,
for sure; and, if I'm not mistaken, in three or four days—a columnist,
perhaps, together with the editor. However, let them go to the
devil! Only we’ll have a little company of our own, and every-
thing will shape itself of its own accord. Meanwhile, however,
I hope that there will be no lying. I want this only because this
is the main thing. To live on earth without lying is impossible,
since life and lies are synonyms. But down here let's not be telling
lies—just for fun. What the deuce!—The grave must, indeed, mean
something! We all shall tell our stories aloud without any shame.
First, I'li give an account of myself. You know, I'm one of the
carnivorous. Up there, all this was tied with rotten strings. Down
with the strings! And let’s live these two months in a most shame-
less truth! Let’s uncover ourselves and be nude!”

“Let's be nude! Let’s be nude!” —voices shouted everywhere.

“I'm awfully anxious to uncover 1iyself!”—screamed Avdotia
Ignatievna.

“Oh! . .. Oh! I see we’ll have fun here! I don’t want to go
to Eck!”

“No—you know, I'd like to live a little lnnger!”

“Tee-hee-hee ! "—giggled Katish.

“The principal thing is that no one can forbi. us; and even
though, I see, Pervoiedov is angry today, nevertheless he can't reach
me with his hand. Do you agree, grand-pére ?”

“I quite agree! Quite—and with utmost pleasure—on condi-
tion, however, that Katish give her bi-o-graphy first.”

“I protest! I protest most strongly!”—uttered General Per-
voiedov firmly.

“Your excellency | ’—lisped and argued, with hurried agitation
and lowering his voice, the scoundrel Lebeziatnikov. “Your excel-
lency, it’s even to our advantage to agree. Here, you know, is this
little girl . . . and, finally, all these various jests . . .”

“Well, of course, a little girl, but . . .”

“It's to our advantage, your excellency, by God, it is! Oh,
let’s try it—just for the sake of a little experiment. . . .”

“They won't let you rest even in the gravel”
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“To begin with, general, you're playing a game of preference
in the grave; and, secondly, we have contempt for you!”—intoned
Klinevich.

“Dear sirl I wish you would not forget yourself.”

“What? You can’t reach me, whereas I can tease you from
here, as Julia's lap-dog! And, first of all, what kind of general is
he here? It’s up there that he was a general, but here—he’s a plain
civilian!”

“No, not a civilian . . . even here I'm . ..

“Here you’ll rot in the casket, and nothing but six brass
buttons will remain of you.”

“Bravo, Klinevich! Ha-ha-ha!”—roared the voices.

“I served my emperor . . . I have a sword.”

“Your sword is only good to stab mice with and, besides, you
never drew it out!”

“All the same: I formed a part of the whole.”

“There are many different parts of a whole!”

“Bravo, Klinevich, bravo! Ha-ha-ha!"”

“]I don’t understand what a sword is”’—exclaimed the engineer.

“We’'ll run from the Prussians like mice! They'll scatter us
like down!”—shouted a distant, unfamiliar voice, literally choking
with delight.

“The sword, sir, means honor!”—the general was about to
shout. But this was the last I heard of him. There ensued a pro-
tracted and fierce uproar, a riot and hubbub, and one could only
hear impatient, hysterical screams from Avdotia Ignatievna:

“Oh, let’s hurry, let’s! Oh, when will we begin to be ashamed
of nothing!”

“Oh, verily, the soul is being dragged through sufferings!”—
faintly sounded the commoner’s voice, and . . .

At this point I sneezed. This happened suddenly and unavoid-
ably, but it had an amazing effect: everything became silent, as
in any cemetery, and disappeared as a dream. Verily, sepulchral
silence ensued. I don’t think they became ashamed because of my
presence: in fact, hadn’t they decided to be ashamed of nothing!
Nor is it likely to suppose that they were scared by the possibility
of a denunciation to the police: for what could the police do in
a matter such as this?—Willy-nilly, I came to the conclusion that,
in spite of all, they must hold some secret, unknown to a mortal—
one which they carcfully conceal from any mortal.

“Well, dearest”—I said to myself—“I'll pay you another visit.”
And with these words I left the cemetery.

No, I can’t concede it: verily, I can’t. Bobok does not confuse
me. (Here, then, he did prove a bobok!)

”»
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Depravity in such a place; debauch of ultimate hopes, de-
bauch of flabby and rotting corpses—even without sparing the last
moments of consciousness! They're given—given gratuitously—these
moments, and . . . But the main, the cardinal, point is—in a place
such as this! No, this, I can’t concede . . .

I'll try other graves. I'll listen evei:where. That's really the
thing to do: I must listen everywhere, and not merely in some one
spot, in order to form a judgment. Mayhap, I'll also strike some-
thing comforting.

But, to these fellows I shall return by all means. Disgusting!
Yet, I will by all means come back: this is a matter of conscience !

I'll take this over to The Citizen: there, the portrait of an
editor has also been placed on exhibition. T do hope he’ll print this.

The Citizen, 1873, No. 6.

“PERPLEXED AIR”

I have been reading a few things in current literature, and
I feel that The Citizen should make mention of them in its columns.
But what kind of a critic am I? In truth, I did intend to write
a critical article, but it seems that I can merely say something
“apropos.” I have read Mr. Leskov's Fnsealed Angel; a poem by
Nekrasov, and an article by Mr. Schedrin. Also, I have perused the
articles by Messrs. Skabichevsky and N. M. in The Domestic
Records. The latter two articles are, in a sense, as it were, a new
revelation to me. Sometime, I want to discuss them by all means.
But, for the present, I shall begin with the beginr.ng, that is, in
the order I have read—with The Enseaied Angel.

This is a story by Mr. Leskov in The Russi.n Messenger.
It is known that here, in Petersburg, it was widely read and many
people liked it. Indeed, it is worth it: it is characteristic and enter-
taining. This is a novel recounted by a certain dissenter at a station
on Christmas night, about how some one hundred and fifty men,
all of them dissenters, as a workers’ artel, embraced the Orthodox
faith as the result of a miracle.

That workers’ artel had been engaged in the construction of
a bridge in a big Russian city—living for three years in special
barracks on the shore of the river. They had a chapel, and in it
they kept many ancient holy images -vhich had been r nsecrated
prior to the times of Patriarch Nikon. ihe story of a certain man
—not an altogether unimportant bureaucrat—who sought to exact
from the artel a bribe of some fifteen thousand, is told quite enter-
tainingly. Having arrived suddenly in the chapel with members
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of the administration, he demanded a ransom of one hundred rubles
for every ikon. The artel was unable to comply with this demand.
Thereupon he sequestrated the images; holes were bored through
them, they were strung, like so many cracknels, on an iron rod,
and were carried away to some cellar. But among the ikons was
an ancient one of an Angel, particularly revered by the artel; it
was believed to be a miraculous image. In order to deal a blow
which would avenge and insult the workers, the bureaucrat, irritated
by the refusal of the dissenters to pay the graft, took a piece of
sealing wax and, in the presence of the whole assembly, poured
drops of the wax on the face of the Angel and affixed to it an
official seal. The local archbishop, after having looked upon the
ensealed face of the sanctity, said: “Perplexed air!” and ordered
the desecrated ikon to be placed on a window in the cathedral.
Mr. Leskov maintains that the archbishop’s words and his order
to have the defiled image placed in the cathedral, instead of in the
cellar, pleased the dissenters.

This is followed by an involved and entertaining story of
how that “Angel” was stolen from the cathedral. An Englishman
of noble birth, seemingly the contractor of the bridge under con-
struction, got mixed up with the dissenters; he took a liking for
them and, since they were outspoken with him, he undertook to
help them.

Particularly noteworthy in the novel are the conversations
of the dissenters with the Englishman about ikon painting. This
is a serious portion and the best one in the whole novel. The story
winds up with an account of the theft of the image from the
cathedral, during the evening service. The seal was removed from
the Angel's face; the ikon was replaced by a new one—not
yet consecrated—which the Englishman’s wife agreed to ‘“seal” in
the manner of the former. And at this critical moment a miracle
occurred : light was seen (true, by only one man) emanating from
the newly sealed image, and after it had been brought to the
cathedral, it had been found unsealed—that is, without the sealing
wax over the face. This made such an impression on the dissenter
who had brought it that, then and there, he went to the archbishop
in the cathedral and made a full confession to him. The archbishop
granted absolution and uttered these words:

“This must convince you, whose faith is more effective: you”
—said he—*have removed the seal from your Angel by fraud,
whereas our Angel removed it himself, and brought you here.”

The miracle created such a sensation among the dissenters
that the whole artel—the hundred and fifty men, or so—were con-
verted to Orthodoxy.
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At this point, however, the author made a slip and finished
the story rather awkwardly. (Mr. Leskov is apt to make such
blunders: let us recall only the end of the deacon Akhilla in his
Cathedral Folk.) It seems that he grew scared lest he might be
accused of being inclined toward prejudices, and he hastened to
explain the miracle. The narrator himself, m: aning the little peasant,
the former dissenter, “mirthfully” confesscd that one day after
their conversion to Orthodoxy, it was discovered why the Angel
had unsealed himself. The Englishwoman did not dare to pour the
wax over the face on an ikon even though it had not yet been
consecrated ; instead, she affixed the seal on a slip of paper which
she inserted under the edge of the trimming. Naturally, on the
way the slip had slid down, and the Angel had thus bheen unsealed.
Consequently, it is somewhat incomprehensible that the dissenters
would continue to adhere to Orthodoxy, despite the elucidation
of the miracle.—Of course, it was because they were moved by
the kindness of the archbishop, who had granted forgiveness. How-
ever, taking intn accourt the firmness and purity of their former
beliefs; bearing in mind the desecration of their sacred object and
the humiliation of their own reverent feelings; and, finally, if one
considers the general character of our schismatic movement—it is
hardly possible tu explain the conversion of the dissenters by mere
emotional sensibiiity, and to what—to wihom?—As a mere matter
of gratitude to the archbishop’s absolution? Indeed, didn't they
comprehend—and even more clearly than the rest—what precisely the
archbishop’s ecclesiastical authority must hiave meant in a case
where he, an archbishop, after such an unheard-of, publicly shame-
less and violent sacrilege on the part of the grafter “ureaucrat-a
sacrilege that concerned both the dissenters and all rthodox be-
lievers—confined himself to the sighing remark: “Perplexed airl”;
an archbishop who was impotent to prevent even a second-rate
functionary from perpetrating acts so bestial and invective to
religion !

And, generally speaking, in this respect Mr. Leskov’s novel
left in me a sickly impression and a certain distrust of the truth
of the story. Of course, it is excellently told and dcserves much
praise. But the questi-in is: indeed, is everything in it true? Is it
possible that all this could have happened in our midst >—But the
point is that it is said that the story is based upon an acfual fact.

Let us only imagine such a ca: - let us say that there is
somewhere, in our day, in some Orthodox church, a thaumaturgical
ikon generally revered by Orthodox people. Let us suppose that
some dissenters’ artel, as a united group, steals that image from
the cathedral—strictly speaking, in order to keep that ancient
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sanctity in their own chapel. Of course, all this could have hap-
pened. Let us further presume that a decade later some government
official finds that ikon, and bargains with the dissenters in the hope
of a fat bribe. They are unable to raise any such sum. Then he
takes sealing wax, pours drops of it on the face of the image and
affixes the official seal. Now, can it be maintained that because of
the mere fact that the ikon had remained a certain time in the
possession of dissenters, it has lost its saintliness ?—In fact, the
ikon of the “Angel,’ about which Mr. Leskov tells us, was an
Orthodox ikon, consecrated in ancient times, and one which, prior
to the schism, had been generally revered by the Orthodox world.

And is it conceivable that on this occasion the local arch-
bishop would have been unable, and would not have had the right,
to raise at least one finger in defense of the sacred object, and
would have merely uttered with a sigh: “Perplexed air” ?—My
disturbing queries may seem to our educated people trifling and
prejudicial. But I am of the opinion that an insult to a popular
sentiment, to everything the people hold sacred, is a terrible outrage
and an extraordinary inhumanity.

Can it be that the thought did not occur to the dissenters:
“How would this Orthodox dignitary have protected the church,
should the offender have been a still more prominent person?”
Could they have felt respect for a church in which the ecclesiastical
authority, as the novel describes it, possesses so little power ?—Since
how, otherwise, can the archbishop’s action be explained than
by the fact of the meagreness of his authority? Can it really be
explained by indifference and indolence, or by the incredible sup-
position that, having forgotten the duties of his office, he turned
into a mere functionary of the government? For if such nonsense
were to penetrate the heads of his spiritual children, it would sig-
nify the worst calamity: his Orthodox children would gradually
lose all zeal in the matter of faith, their love and devotion to the
church, while the dissenters would be looking upon the Orthodox
church with contempt. The spiritual overseer must mean something
—mustn’'t he? Don't the dissenters understand this?

Now, these are the thoughts which are evoked in one’s mind
after reading Mr. Leskov’s admirable story. Thus—let us repeat—
we are inclined to regard it, in certain details, as almost implausible.

Meanwhile, I rgad in one of the recent issues of The Voice the
following news:

“One of the village priests in the province of Orel writes to
the newspaper Present Time: ‘Having taught the children of my
parishioners how to read and write almost ever since the time of
the abolition of serfdom, I relinquished this duty only when our
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D-sky zemstvo assumed the cost of teaching and expressed the
desire to have teachers who were free of other occupations. How-
ever, in the beginning of the current academic year 1872-1873, it
was ascertained that there was a deficiency of schoolteachers in
our county. Being opposed to the closing of the school in my village,
I decided to declare my desire to assume the office of teacher, and
I sent to the school board an application for my confirmation in
the said office. The board replied that I would be confirmed in
the office of schoolteacher if and when the peasants’ community
expresses its consent thereto. The peasants’ community did express
its willingness and drew up a respectful resolution. Then—abiding
by the instructions of the school board—I applied to the volost ad-
ministration for certification of the resolution. The volost adminis-
tration, headed by the ignorant clerk M. S. and the chief, obedient
to him in all matters, refused to certify the resolution, giving as
a pretext the alleged fact that I have no time to teach—but, in
reality, prompted by other motives. I applied to the mediator.
Straight to my face he uttered these remarkable words: “The gov-
ernment, gencrully, is not disposed to have popular cducation in the
hands of the clergy.” “Why so?”’—I asked him. “Because’—replied
the mediator—‘“the clergy propagates superstition.”’”

How do you like this bit of news, gentlemen? Of course, in
an indirect sense, it almost restores the verisimilitude of Mr.
Leskov’s story, which we have so strongly called in question and
which we stubbornly continue to doubt. Here, it is not important
that such a mediator happened to turn up: what is there in the
fact that some fool utters, in idle talk, a foolish word? And what
do we care about his convictions?—The important point here is
that the matter was put so candidly ard authoritativ- 'y, with such
deliberate authority, with such untroubled unceremc:.ousness. He
expresses his profoundly wise conviction without hesitation, straight
to one’s face, and, in addition, he has the impudence to ascribe his
convictions to the government and to speik in the name of the
government.

Now, would any sort of mediator, even a person vested with
ten times greater authority, dare to tell this, for instance, to a
Baltic pastor P —God! What a row such a pastor would have started,
and what turmoil, in fact, would have ensued! In our midst the
priest modestly accuses the arrogant fellow by resorting to pub-
licity.

But this thought occurs: had this ; rson been more prominent
than a mediator (which would be quite possible since in our country
everything may happen), perhaps, our good shepherd would have
altogether refrained from accusing him, knowing that this would
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merely result in a “perplexed air,” and in nothing else. Besides, we
cannot expect from him the zeal of the first centuries of Chris-
tianity, much as we may long for it. We are, generally, inclined
to accuse our clergy of indifference toward the sacred task. How-
ever, under given circumstances, what else is to be expected? And
yet, al no time has the clergy’s help to the people been so urgently
needed as in our day. We are living in a transitory, and, perhaps,
the most fatal, moment in the whole history of the Russian people.

A very strange phenomenon has recently occurred in one
section of Russia: German Protestantism in the midst of Orthodoxy,
a new sect—the Stundists. At the proper time The Citizen has given
notice of it. It is an ugly phenomenon, but there sounds in it, as
it were, something prophetic.

In the province of Kherson a certain pastor Boneketberg, see-
ing the local Russian people unenlightened and spiritually back-
ward, kindheartedly felt sorry for them; so he began preaching
the Christian Gospel to them, adhering, however, to Orthodoxy and
urging them not to deviate from it. But things took a different turn:
though the preaching met with full success, yet the new Christians
promptly started with the desertion of Orthodoxy, making this their
first and binding condition; they turned away from the rituals,
the ikons, and began to congregate according to the Lutheran
fashion and sing psalms and use prayer books. Some of them even
learned the German language. The sect spread wth fanatical swift-
ness, extending to other counties and provinces. The sectarians
changed their mode of. living and gave up carousing. They argued,
for instance, along these lines:

“They (that is, the German Lutheran Stundists) live well,
honestly and decently because they have no Lenten seasons. . . .”

This is miserable logic; yet, whatever one may say, there is
some sense in it, particularly if Lent be regarded as a mere ritual.
And where would the poor man learn about the salutary and pro-
found meaning of Lent ?—In fact, he used to conceive his former
religion as a mere ritual.

It means that he protested against a ritual.

Well, this, let us say, is comprehensible. But why did he so
suddenly and hastily start protesting? What was the prompting
cause?

Perhaps, the cause is a very general one, namely, that ever
since February 19, the light of a new life has begun to gleam on
him. With his first steps on the new path he may have stumbled,
and fallen down; but he had to recover by all means and, having
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done so, he realized all of a sudden how “pitiful and poor and blind
and miserable and bare” he was. The main thing is: he started
craving for the truth, even sacrificing everything that hitherto had
been held sacred by him. In fact, no degree of depravity, no pres-
sure, no kind of humiliation can kill or eradicate in the hearts
of our people the thirst for truth, since tkis thirst is dearest of all
to them. They may terribly decay, but even at the moment of their
most unbridled debauch they will remember that they are but de-
bauchees, and nothing but that, and that somewhere there is sub-
lime truth which stands above everything else.

Such is the phenomenon. Perhaps, as yet, it may be a single
and superficial one, but, hardly, is it accidental. It may abate and
harden at its very inception and transform itself into some ritualism,
as in most Russian sects, especially il they be left alone. But say
what you please, there may be in this phenomenon—I repeat—some-
thing prophetic, as it were. In our day, when the future is so
mysterious, it is permissible to believe even in prophecies.

Whet if something simlar should spread all over Russia? Not
exactly Stundists (particularly, as it is rumored that proper meas-
ures have already been adopted), but something similar? What if
the whole people, having reached the limit of their debauch and
perceived their misery, should say to themselves: “We do not want
debauch. We don’'t want any liquor. B'it we do want truth and
fear of God—but, most important, truth, truth above all.”

That they will thirst for truth is, of course, an encouraging
phenomenon. And yet, instead of truth, the greatest deceit may
develop, as in the case of the Stundists.

In fact, what kind of Protestants and Germans -.re our people?
And what is the use of their learning German in -der to sing
psalms? And does not Orthodoxy comprise everything, ndeed every-
thing, which they are seeking? Isn’t there in Orthodoxy alone both
the truth and the salvation of the Russian people, and—in the forth-
coming centuries—of mankind as a whole? Hasn't there been pre-
served in Orthodoxy alone, in all its purity, the Divine image of
Christ ? And, perhaps, the most momentous preordained destiny of
the Russian people, within the destinies of mankind 2t large, con-
sists in the preservation in their midst of the Divine image of Christ,
in all its purity, and, when the time comes, in the revelation of
this image to the world which has lost its way!

Yes, but before all this would come to pass, the pa-: >r would
wake up earlier, with the first birds, a..d would go to the people
in order to reveal to them the truth—the Orthodox truth, since he
would be very scrupulous. However, the people would follow him,
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and not Orthodoxy—not out of mere gratitude, but for the reason
that it was from him that they first learned the truth. And it would
develop that “his life is good because there are no Lenten seasons.”
—Quite an intelligible inference once the personal element has be-
come involved.

But, by the way, what about our priests? What is heard about
them ?

Our priests, too—it is rumored—begin to awake. It is said that
our clergy began long ago to reveal signs of life. We read with
humble gratification the admonitions of the ecclesiastical masters
in churches, regarding the virtues of preaching and of the moral
way of living. According to all reports, our spiritual leaders are
resolutely beginning to compose sermons and are getting ready
to deliver them.

Only, will they arrive in time? Will they manage to wake up
with the first birds?—The pastor is a bird of passage, a bird of
different feathers, differently constituted. Besides, his is a different
kind of service, his superiors are different, and so forth. Be that
as it may, our priest, too, indeed, is no functionary! Isn’t he the
preacher of the sole great Truth, destined to revive the whole world ?

The pastor did arrive earlier than he—this is so. However,
what was the priest to do, for instance, in the case of those
Stundists? We are inclined to accuse our priests; but let us con-
sider: is it possible that they were to confine themselves to a mere
denunciation to the authorities? Oh, of course, not: we have many
good shepherds—perhaps, more than we may hope for, or more
than we ourselves deserve. Even so, what would he start preaching
here?—(I, as a laic person, unfamiliar with the problem, some-
times question it myself.)—On the advantages of Orthodoxy over
Lutheranism ?—But our peasants are ignorant people: perhaps, they
would understand nothing and would not be convinced. Speaking
generally, without going into details, would they preach good be-
havior and decency in the mode of living?—But how is “decency”
to be expected when the people are drunk all day P—Abstinence from
liquor, perhaps, to exterminate the very root of evil>—No doubt,
that would be the thing, although—without entering into details—
one has to take into account the greatness of Russia, as a great
power, which is so expensive a proposition. . . . Well, this, in a
sense, is almost equivalent to the “perplexed air.” So that there
is nothing else left except to preach that the people drink a little less.

And what does the pastor care about Russia’s greatness, as a
great European power? Nor is he afraid of any “perplexed air,”
and his is a different kind of service. This is why he won.

The Citizen, 1873, No. 8.
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“A CERTAIN PERSON’S” HALF-LETTER

Below I am printing a letter—to be more exact, half of a
letter of a “certain person,” addressed to the editorial office of The
Citizen. It would be quite impossible to publish the whole letter.
It is the same “person,” the one who has already distinguished
himself in The Citizen in the matter of “lirtle graves.” I confess,
I am printing this solely to get rid of him. The editor’s desk is
literally clogged with his articles. First, this “person” resolutely
comes forth as my defender against my literary “enemies.” He has
already written in my defense, and on my behalf, three “anti-
criticisms,” two “notes,” three “casual notes,” one “apropos,’ and,
finally, an “instruction on how to behave.” In the latter polemic
composition of his, under the guise of an instruction to my “enemies,”
he attacks me, and he attacks me in a tone more energetic and
furious than I have ever encountered even in my “enemies.” He hopes
that I shall print it all! I told him quite definitely that, to begin with,
I have no “enemies” whatsoever and that these are but phantoms.
Secondly, that it is alr-ady too late, since all that journalistic
tumult which had broken out after the appearance of the first issue
of The Citizen in the current year of 1873, with such unheard-of
rage, lack of indulgence, and naiveté of methods of attack, has now
—since two or even three weeks ago—suddenly ceased for some un-
known reason in the same way as, for some unknown reason, it
had started. Finally, that were I to make up my mind to answer
anyone, I should manage to do so myself, without his assistance.

He grew angry with me and, after quarrelling with me, he

departed. Of this I was even glad. He is an ailing man. . . . In
his article, which we have previously printed in ci.. ‘ownal, he
gave in part certain facts pertaining to his biography: . . aggrieved

man and one who is daily “vexing” himself. But the main thing
is that I am afraid of the excessive strength, of the “civic energy,”
of this contributor. Can you imagine that at the very outset he
declared that he required no honorarium whatsoever, and that he
was writing solely as a matter of “civic duty”? He admitted even
with proud candor, in no way damaging 1o his reputation, that he
had written not at all with a view to defending me, but—taking
advantage of the occa: ‘on—for the sole purpose of revealing his
ideas, since no other periodical would print his writings. Simply,
he entertained the sweet hope that he might secure for hinself—
even though without pay—a permanent ‘tle corner in our maga-
zine, so as to be able continually to reveal hi- thoughts.

Now, what are these thoughts?—He writes about everything;
he reacts to everything with bitterness, with rage, with venom and
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with a “tender tear.” “Ninety percent dedicated to venom and one
percent to the tender tear’—he declares himself in one of his
manuscripts. A new magazine or newspaper comes into existence,
and he is right there on the spot—teaching and dispensing instruc-
tions. It is quite true that he had sent to one of the newspapers
some forty letters, with instructions as to how they should be
publishing; how they should be behaving; what they should be
writing about, and what they should be paying attention to. In our
editorial office, in the course of two and a half months, there ac-
cumulated twenty-eight of his letters. Invariably he writes over his
full signature, so that he is already known everywhere. Moreover,
he spends his last kopecks on postage and, on top of that, he keeps
enclosing return stamps on the supposition that at length he will
succeed in starting a civic correspondence with the editorial offices.

The thing that puzzles me most is the fact that, in spite of
his twenty-eight letters, I have been utterly unable to discover
what his convictions are and what he is trying to accomplish.—It’s
all trash and nonsense. . . . Along with the coarseness of his
methods, the cynicism of the red nose and “offensive odor”; along
with the ecstatic style and torn boots, there gleams some hidden
craving for tenderness, for something ideal—a faith in beauty, a
Sehnsucht for something lost. And all this takes, in him, an
abominable form. Generally, I am sick and tired of him. True, he
is candidly rude and demands no money for it, so that in a way
he is an honorable man, but God be with him and his honor!
Only three days after our quarrel he appeared again with “the last
attempt,” bringing with him this “Letter of a Certain Person.” There
was nothing to be dbne but to take it, and now I am obliged to
publish it.

It is absolutely impossible to print the first half of the letter.
It is nothing but personalities and cursing at virtually all Peters-
burg and Moscow periodicals, a cursing exceeding all limits. None
of the incriminated magazines has ever reached such a cynicism
in invectives. And the main point is that he himself curses them
solely for their cynicism and for the vulgar tone of their polemics.
I simply clipped off with scissors the entire first part of the letter,
returning it to him. I am printing the concluding part because here,
as it were, the theme is a general one: this is a certain admonition
addressed to some imaginary columnist—an admonition suitable to
columnists of al’ ages and nations because it is so general. The
style is exalted, and the impetuosity of the style can only match
the naiveté of the ideas set forth. Addressing the admonition to
the columnist, he calls him thou, as in odes of ancient times. He
emphatically objected to my starting after a period or full stop,
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and insisted that the printing of the half-letter begin in the middle
of a sentence, precisely as it had been cut by the scissors: “Let
them see how I was mutilated!” It was also he who insisted on
the title. I meant to entitle it, “Letter of a Certain Person”; but
he categorically demanded that it be designated : “A Certain Person’s
Half-Letter.”

And so, this is the half-letter:

“A CERTAIN PERSON’S HALF-LETTER

. . and is it possible that the word ‘swine’ has such a magic and
attractive meaning that it is forthwith and unfailingly credited to
one’s own account? I observed long ago that in Russian literature
this little word invariably carries a certain peculiar, and even, as
it were, mystical, meaning. Realizing this, even grandpa Krylov
used ‘swine’ in his fables with special affection. An author who is
silently reading in solitude, coming across this word, immediately
shudders ana ‘urtbwith '.egins pondering: ‘Is it not me? Isn’t this
written about me?’

“I admit, this is an energetic little word, but why should one
presume that it applies to him and to hiin alone? There are others
besides thine own sclf. Perhaps, thou hast secret reasons therefor?
For how is one to explain otherwise thy suspiciousness ?!

“The second thing 1 shall remark to thee, O my columnist
friend, is the fact that thou art intemperate in the planning of
thy feuilletons. Thou stuffest thy columns with such a multitude
of gencrals, stockholders, princes, relying on thee and on thy witti-
cisms, that, when reading, I conclude willy-nilly th.: despite the
abundance of the many thou hast not a single one. M. » thou art
present at an important board meeting and thou utterest bons
mots, haughtily and carelessly, but thereby thou ‘hrowest a ray
of light, and the board inmediately and hastily changes for the

1Unquestionably this is an exaggeration, and yct, partly, it is true,
Strictly spcaking, this is a hint to the fact that in the lirst issuc of The
Citizen 1 had the misfortunc of citing a very ancient 1lindu fable about
the ducl Detween a lion and a pig, and adroitly 1 obviated e very pos-
sihility of the supposition that the word “lion” immodestly referred to my-
self. And what? As a matter of fact, many people have expressed extraor-
dinary and hasty suspiciousncss. There cven occurred something akin to
a phenomenon. A letter had heen reccived by the editorial officc rom one
of the subscribers in a remote horder regic  of Russia. That subscriber
impudently and haphazardly accused the cdiors of the alleged fact that
by the word “swine” they unquestionably meant their subscribers—a pre-
sumption so absurd that even some of the Pectersburg columnists did not

dare to make use of it in their attacks . . . and this, of course, is a measure
of everything.—Ed.
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better. Now thou hast ridiculed a wealthy prince straight to his face,
in reward for which he invites thee to dinner, but thou passest him
by and uppishly—yet in a liberal fashion—thou refusest the dinner
invitation. Now again, jestingly, thou revealest, in intimate salon
talk with a foreign lord, the whole secret underlayers of Russia.
He is appalled and delighted ; then and there he wires to London,
and the very next day Victoria's cabinet is overthrown. On another
occasion, on the Nevsky, during a walk from two to four, thou
solvest a state problem to three ex-ministers running after thee.
Then thou runnest into a guard captain, who has lost everything
at play, and thou throwest him a loan of two hundred rubles; thou
goest with him to Fifina to spill noble (presumably) indignation.

“Briefly, thou art here, thou art there, thou art everywhere;
thou art dispersed in society ; thou art torn asunder; thou swallow-
est truffles, eatest candies; thou art being driven by cabmen; thou
maintainest friendship with waiters at Palkin—in a word, nothing
transpires without thee. Such a high position as thine, in the long
run, creates suspicion. A modest provincial reader, in truth, might
fake thee for one unjustly deprived of a reward, or, at least, for
a retired minister seeking anew to regain his office with the aid of
a free, but opposition, press.

“However, the seasoned dweller of both capitals knows dif-
ferently, since he is aware of the fact that thou art nothing but
a scribbler hired by a .contractor-editor ; thou hast been hired and
art obliged to defend. It is also ke (and no other) who instigates
thee against anyone he chooses.

“So that, all this anger and irritation in thee, all this barking
of thine—all this is but a hired proposition, directed by somebody
else’s hand. And it would be something to thy credit if thou shouldst
defend thine own independent stand! Contrarywise, the thing that
surprises me most in thee is the fact that thou actually growest
excited, that thou takest things to thy heart as if they were thine
own; thou quarrellest with a rival columnist as though about some
cherished idea, some conviction dear to thee. However, thou know-
est thyself that thou hast no ideas of thine own—not to speak of
convictions. Or, perhaps, as a result of many years of agitation
and enthusiasm over thy fetid success, thou hast finally fancied that
thou hast an idea, and that thou art capable of having a conviction?
—If so, how canst thou, after that, count upon my respect?

“In times gone by thou wert an honest and decent youth.
. . . Oh, do recall Pushkin—if I am not mistaken, it’s a version
from the Persian language: a venerable old man says to a youth
eager to throw himself into a battle:
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‘Yes, I fear, amidst hard fighting
Thou shalt lose thy movements tame:
With their modesty inviting
And the lovely sense of shame.’

“Alas! Thou hast lost all these long ago and forever! Look,
thyself, at the way thou polemizest with tty rival columnist, and
realize to what limit ye both have carried your abuses! Since
ye both are not as vile as ye are picturing one another. Recall
that in early years children come to blows mainly because they
have not yet learned to express their thoughts. But thou, a gray-
haired child, because of the absence of thoughts, thou cursest,
employing all words at once—this is a bad device!

“Precisely, owing to lack of convictions and genuine erudi-
tion, thou seekest to peep into the private life of thy rival; avidly
dost thou learn his trespasses, distortest them and deliverest him
unto salutary publicity. Thou sparest not his wife and children.
Presuming each other dead, ye write mutually one to the other
obituaries in the form of pasquinades.

“Well, tell me, who in the long run shall believe thee? Read-
ing thy feuilleton, bespattered with saliva and ink, I am compelled
to think that thou art not right; that in thy article there is a
peculiar and secret meaning; that ye mu.t have come to blows at
some country resort and yc are unable to forget it. Willy-nilly,
I favor thy rival, and thy arrow has gone astray. Is this what thou
hast sought?

“And what a childish incompetency in thee! Having scolded
thy rival, thou windest up thy feuilleton with the we:Js: ‘I can see
you, Mr. N. N.—how, after having read tnese lines, yc are running
about your room in a rage, tearing your hair, shouting .t your wife
who, in a state of fright, came running to vou; how you are driving
away your children and, grinding your teeth, you are hammering
the wall with your fists in a fit of impoten. frenzy. . . .’

“Oh, my friend, thou simple-minded but enraged sufferer from
thy fictitious rage, assumed for the benefit of thy manager. Oh,
my columnist-friend! Tell me: upon reading in thy article such
lines, as it were, about thy rival, is it conceivable that I shall not
guess that thou—thou thyself, and not thy rival—art running around
thy room, tearing thy hair; that thou beatest the frightened lackey
—if thou hast one, and if after Februzr 19 he hath not iost his
primitive innocence; with screams and g:inding of thy teeth, thou
rushest against the wall, smashing thine own fists till they begin to
bleed? This is how thou betrayest thyself.
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“Do come to thy senses and do acquire some shame. Having
acquired it, thou shalt also learn to write feuilletons—this is the
advantage.

“T shall give thee an allegory. All of a sudden thou advertisest
on a poster that next week, on Thursday or Friday (in a word,
imagine a day on which thou writest thy feuilletons), in the Berg
Theatre, or on premises specially adapted therefor, thou shalt ex-
hibit thyself naked, even in all minute details. I am sure, amateurs
will be forthcoming: shows of this sort carry a particular appeal
to contemporary society. I really believe that people—a multitude
of them—will come. But will they come to pay thee respect ?—And
where, then, and what is thy triumph?

“Now, consider, if thou canst: do not thy feuilletons portray
the same thing? Dost thou not appear every week, on a certain
day, nude even in all details, before the public? And what for—for
whom dost thou exert thyself?

“The funniest part of it all is that the entire public is cog-
nizant of the secret of your warfare; it knows and yet does not
care to know; it passes you by indifferently. But ye are exerting
yourselves, imagining that everybody is sympathizing with you.

“Oh, simpleminded man! The public knows only too well
that the manager of a newspaper in the capital, when, following
his own example, another newspaper had been founded, seized him-
self by his pocket and exclaimed: ‘This newly-founded, good-for-
nothing wretch may deprive me of two thousand or twenty-five
hundred subscribers. All right. I'll hire a barking dog ard will set
it at my rival.’ Thou art the barking dog!

“The manager is pleased with thee, he strokes his whiskers
and, after luncheon, he smilingly cogitates: ‘How well I instigated
him!’

“Dost thou recall Turgenev’s Antropkae? 'This piece by an
author beioved by the public is, indeed, ingenious. Antropka is a
provincial urchin, or—more correctly—the brother of another pro-
vincial urchin; Antropka (let us call the former—Nefed) disap-
peared from the hut on one dark summer night because of some
mischief perpetrated by him. Their austere father sent the elder
boy to bring back his mischievous little brother. And presently,
over the bank, shrill cries begin to sound:

‘“‘Antropka' Antropkal’

“The guilty scamp remains silent for a long while but, finally,
‘as if from the other world,’ comes his trembling and timid, thin
little voice from the other side of the bank:

“ ‘Wba-a-t ?’



THE DIARY OF A WRITER 71

“‘Daddy wants to spa-a-nk youl’—with bitter but hasty joy,
echoes the elder brother. . . .

“The voice ‘from the other world, of course, is heard no
more. But the strained, impotent screams, full of exasperated anger,
continue to resound endlessly in the dark night:

‘“‘Antropka! Antropka-a-al’

“This ingenious exclamation—and mest important: its im-
potent, yet angry, strain—may be re-echoed not only among provin-
cial urchins but equally among grown-up people having attained a
venerable gray-haired age, among mermbers of our contemporary
society disturbed by the reforms. And doesn’t something at least
remind thee of those Antropkas in the capital? Since between these
two managers of periodicals in the capital, dost thou not observe
something of the Antropka pattern? Thou and thy rival-haven't
ye both been sent out by your masters for the purpose of finding
Antropkas? The Antropkas—aren’t they those new subscribers con-
ceived by you who might give credence to your inrocence? Ye are
both aware of the fact that your rage, the whole strain and all your
efforts will be 1n vain; that Antropka wili give no answer; that
neither of you will take away a single subscriber from the other;
that each of you will have enough subscribers anyway. However, ye
have gnawed yourselves into this game, and ye are so fond of thic
heart-scratching iournalistic strain of yorrs that ye can no longer
desist! And thus, weekly, on specified days, there sounds the strained
and raging exclamatior:: ‘Antropka! Antropka-a!’ And we are
listening to it.

“I'll indulge in another allegory.

“Imagine that thou hast been invited by decent people, since
I presume that thou art also visiting respectable stri-  of society.
Thou goest to a formal evening party of a person as '.gh in rank
as that of a state-councilor, on kLis saint’s day. Guests have been
informed in advance about thy wit. Thou enterest politely, well
dressed; thou bowest courteously to thy lLostess and tellest her
amiable things. Thou sensest with pleasure that everybody is look-
ing at thee and thou art ready to distinguish thyself. And suddenly
—oh, horror!—thou observest in a corner of the hal' thy literary
rival who has arrived earlier and whom, till the last minute, thou
hast not even suspected of being acquainted with these people.
Thy face hath changed, but thine host, attributing this to thy
momentary indisposition, hastens naivelv to introduce the: to thy
literary foe. Ye bow and then immed: ..ely turn your backs on
each other. The host is embarrassed, but regains his composure,
believing that it is merely a new literary device of which he is not
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aware, owing to the pressure of his official business. Meanwhile,
a game of cards is being hastily arranged, and the hostess, with
her usual amiability, invites thee to take part in a game of whist.
In order to rid thyself of thy rival, thou pickest joyously a card.—
A new affront! It develops that thou art to be seated with him at
one and the same table! It is too late to refuse because thou hast,
as thy partners, two cheerful, well-meaning and socially prominent
ladies. They hurriedly take their seats. Gathered around them are
several relatives and acquaintances, and all are eager to listen to
two littérateurs, all of them are staring into your mouths, catching
every word of yours, intently looking at you.

“Thy rival turneth to the lady and calmly saith to her: ‘I be-
lieve, it’s your deal, madam.’ Everybody smiles, looking at one
another. The witticism meets with success; and thy heart begins to
quiver from envy. Cards are being dealt. Thou openest thine:
threes, twos, sixes and the highest card is a jack. Thou grindest
thy teeth, while thy rival smiles. He has all the cards, and proudly
bids a slam. Thine eyes grow dim. Thou seizest a heavy bronze family
candlestick, of which thy host is proud; all year long it is kept
in the hostess’s cupboard and it is being exhibited only on some
saint’'s day. Thou seizest the candlestick and violently flingest it
into thy rival’'s forehead. Screams and perplexity! People leap to
their feet, but ye have already sprung upon each other and ye are
clawing each other’s hair in a foam of rage.! Because of thine
impatience in literature and thine inability to restrain thyself, I also
have the right to infer thine impatience in private company. Thy
partner, the young lady who had been expecting from thee so much
wit, with a scream, seeks shelter under the wing of her husband—
an important engineer and lieutenant-colonel. Pointing at both of
you, clawing each other’s hair, he says to her: ‘I have warned you,
my dearest—what can one expect from modern belles-lettres!’

“Hovwever, both of you, having been dragged down the stair-
case, are kicked out into the street. The host, celebrating his saint’s
day and realizing his guilt before his guests, makes his apologies
to all present, urging them to forget about Russian literature and
bidding them to continue their whist. But thou hast deprived thy-
self of a social evening party, of some pleasant, though innocent,
moments with a Petersburg lady, and of a supper.

“Yet, ye both are not concerned about all this: ye hire cab-
men and dash through the stinking Petersburg streets, each heading
for his apartment, in order to start immediately composing his
feuilleton. Thou art spurring on thy coachman, inadvertently en-
vying his innocence, but thou art already pondering over thine article.

1The editors consider this picture slightly exaggerated.
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Presently, thou hast arrived; thou graspest thy pen, and thou re-
countest, to the last dot, every minute detail of the things that
happened to thee at the councilor’s home!

“Thou indictest the host celebrating his saint’s day, his wife,
their refreshments ; thou protestest against the custom of celebrating
saints’ days, against the engineer lieutenar‘-colonel, against thy
lady partner—and, finally, thou reachest thy rival.

“Oh, at this juncture—everything is being set forth in the
most minute details, fully in accord with thy present-day fashion
to reveal all the ins and outs. Thou tellest how he beat thee, how
thou didst beat him; thou promisest that thou shalt beat him and
thou also tellest that he had promised to beat thee. Thou wiskest
to append to thine article a patch of hair torn from his head.

“But it is already morning. . . . Thou runnest around thy
room, waiting for the office hour to strike. Thou goest to the editor
and, suddenly, with a calm air, he declares to thee that already,
only yesterday, he had made peace with his rival manager who
hath discontinued his periodical, transferring his subscribers to him,
thy manager; he also telleth thee that the peace pact hath been cele-
brated at Dussot’'s with a bottle of champagne. Thereupon, he
thanketh thee for thy services and declareth that thou art no longer
needed by him. Now, tell me, what is thy situation?

“Least of all, do I like the last day- of butter-week, when
the cornmon people are getting drunk in a most obnoxious fashion.
Dulled ugly faces of topers, in torn dressing gowns and dirty old
conats, assemble in crowds in front of saloons. Here are two fellows
who have stopped in the street: one of them claims he is a general ;
the other shouts in reply: ‘Liar!’ The former rages and curses, and
the latter keeps on shouting, ‘Liar!’ The iicst one exi- s himself
ever more strenuously; but the other persists in his—‘L.ar!’ And
so on and so forth, maybe two hundred times! Both precisely
perceive beauty in the impotent and endless repetition of one and
the same word, sinking, so to speak, into delight in the importance
of their degradation.

“When reading thy feuilletons, somehow 1 visualize an end-
less, drunken and senseless, butter-week that hath been pe-sisting too
long in our literature. Since, is not thy case identical with that
of those two insipid, drunken dressing-gown peddlers? Doth not thy
rival claim in each one of his articles that he is a general, and
dost thou not, even as that peddler at the crossroads, reply *-» him
in each one of thine: ‘Liar!’ And all t;.s, a countless number
of times without even the slightest suspicion on thy part of how
all this, in the long run, maketh me weary and tired. I visualize you,
crazed and intoxicated, precisely on the last (forpiveness!) day
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of butter-week. I see each of you lying in front of the windows of
your editorial offices, and wallowing in the dirty brown snow of
the capital and shouting at the top of your hoarse voices at each
other: ‘Help! He-e-lp! H-e-elp!’

“But I remain silent, hurrying by. . . . '
Silent Observer.”

N. B. “Silent Observer” is the pseudonym of “A Certain Per-

son.” I forgot to note this beforehand.
T he Citizen, 1873, No. 10.

APROPOS OF THE EXHIBITION

T went to see the exhibition. A good many pictures by our
Russian artists are being dispatched to the Vienna international
exhibition. This is not the first time, and modern Russian painters
are getting to be known in Europe. Even so, I wonder: is it possible
over there to understand our artists, and from what angle are they
going to be evaluated there? In my opinion, if Ostrovsky's comedy
—say, We're No Strangers—We'll Settle It, or, in fact, any of them
—were translated, and translated as well as possible, into German
or French, and if it were produced on some European stage—I don't
know what would come of it. Of course, something would be under-
stood and—who knows?—some pleasure might be derived from it,
but at least three-quarters of the comedy would remain inaccessible
to European understanding.

I recall, in my youthful days, I became greatly interested in
the fact that Mr. Viardot, a Frenchman (the husband of the famous
singer who, at the time, had been singing in our Italian opera),
not knowing a word of Russian, had been translating our Gogol
under the guidance of Mr. Turgenev. True, Viardot was endowed
with an artistic and critical faculty and, in addition, with a sen-
sitiveness to the understanding of poetry of alien nationalities—this
he had proved by his admirable French version of Don Quixote.
At the same time, it goes without saying that Mr. Turgenev under-
stood Gogol in every minute detail, enthusiabtically loved him,
I take it—much as everybody else in those days—and, on top of
that, was himself a poet, although then he had hardly begun his
poetic pursuits. (N. B. He had only written several poems, I forget
which ones, and also a novel, Three Portraits—already a noteworthy
piece.) Thus, something could have come of it. I may note that
Mr. Turgenev, probably, knows the French language to perfection.

But what was the result ?—Such a strange thing was produced
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by this translation that, even though I had anticipated that Gogol
cannot be rendered into French, nevertheless I had not expected
such an outcome. This translation is available at present—look what
it amounts to. Gogol has literally vanished. All the humor; all
that is comical; all individual details and the principal phases of
the denouements which if suddenly recalled in solitude (and often-
times in the least literary moments of one’s life) will set one break-
ing into irresistible laughter to one’s self—all this has vanished, as
if it had never been there.

I cannot imagine what opinion the French could have formed
at the time about Gogol, judging by that translation. For the rest,
it seems, they have formed no opinion whatever. No doubt, The
Queen of Spades and The Captain’s Daughter, which had also been
translated into French, must likewise have half-vanished, notwith-
standing the fact that in these much more could have been under-
stood than in Gogol.

Briefly, in my opinion, everything characteristic—everything
that is ours. preeminently national (and therefore, everything genu-
inely artistic)—is uninuelligible to Europe. Translate Turgenev’s
novel Rudin—(I speak of Mr. Turgenev because he has been trans-
lated more than other Russian authors, and of the novel Rudin,
for the reason that among all of Mr. Turgenev’s works it conforms
the most to something German)—into anv European language, and
even then it will not be understood. The real gist of the matter
will even remain unsuspected. A Hunter's Sketches will be as little
understood as Pushkin and Gogol. So that—it would seem to me
—all our outstanding talents are, perhaps, destined, for many years
to come, to remain utterly unknown to Europe; ~nd even: tbe
greater, the more original, the talent—ise more ur: telligible he
will be.

We, however, understand Dickens, when rendered into Rus-
sian, almost as well as the English—perhaps, even all nuances.
Moreover, we love him—perhaps, not less than his own country-
men. And yet, how typical, original and national is Dickens! What
can be derived from this?—Is such an understanding of alien na-
tionalities a special gift of the Russians, as comparcd with Euro-
peans ?—Perhaps, such a special gift actually exists; and if it exists
(as well as the gift of speaking foreign languages which, indeed,
is more pronounced among us than among other Europeans), it is
a very significant gift, carrying a gre~t promise for th.- future—
one that predestines the Russians to m.ny a thing, although I do
not know whether this is a good gift or whether there is something
bad in it. . ..

More correctly-many will maintain—Europeans know little
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about Russia and Russian life simply because, as yet, they have
had no particular need of being informed about them in any detail.
It is true that Europe, up to this time, has had no special need
of being informed about us in any detail. Nevertheless, it seems
certain that for a European, regardless of his nationality, it is al-
ways easier 1o learn some other European language and penetrate
the soul of any other European nationality than to master the
Russian and to grasp our Russian essence. Even those Europeans
who have deliberately studied us for some specific purposes—and
there have been such—and who have spent much labor on this,
have been leaving us, though with much knowledge, yet without
a complete understanding of certain facts; it may even be said that
they will long fail to comprehend these facts, at least in contem-
porary, and in the closest, generations.

All this suggests our long, and perhaps sad, solitude amidst
the family of European peoples; mistakes of Europeans in their
judgments about Russia even in the remote future; and their ap-
parent inclination to judge us unfavorably. All this, possibly, ex-
plains also that permanent, general animosity of Europe toward us,
which is based on some powerful, immediate and squeamish feel-
ing; a disgust for us as for something repugnant; partly even, her
superstitious fear of us—and the eternal, familiar verdict of long
standing that we are not Europeans at all. . . . Of course, we feel
offended and exert every effort to prove that we are Europeans.

Of course, I do not maintain that, in Europe, our landscape
painters, for instance, will not be understood: the scenes of the
Crimea, the Caucasus, even of our steppes, will naturally be found
interesting. However, I do believe that our Russian, preeminently
national, landscape, that is, of the northern and central regions of
our European Russia, will produce in Vienna no great impression.
And yet, to us, this “weary nature,” whose whole characteristic
resides, so 10 speak, in its lack of characteristic, is dear and charm-
ing. Take, for instance, those two little birches in Mr. Kuindgi’s
landscape A Scene in Valaam: in the foreground—a marsh and
swampy sedge; in the background—a forest; over it—not exactly
a cloud, but mist, dampness—one is, as it were, penetrated by it;
you almost feel it; and in the middle, between the forest and your-
selves, two little white birches, bright, hard—the strongest point
in the picture. Nvw, what is there peculiar about this? What is
there characteristic here?’—And yet, how beautiful this is! ... I
may be mistaken, but this will not please the German as much.

It isn't even worth while speaking about historical painting.
In the strictly historical painting we have long been failing to
glitter, so that we will cause no surprise in Europe; nor in battle
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painting. Even the transmigration of the Circassians (an enormous,
many-colored canvass, perhaps with great merits—I cannot judge)
—in my opinion, will create no strong impression abroad. But genre,
our genre—what will they comprehend in it? And yet, in Russia
it has been reigning almost supreme over a period of many years;
and if we can pride ourselves on something—if we have something
to show—certainly, it is our genre.

Here, for example, is a small picture by Makovsky—I be-
lieve, Amateurs of Nightingales’ Singing; 1 don't know just what
it is called. Look : a small room of a commoner or some discharged
soldier, a dealer in singing-birds, perhaps, and, besides, a fowler.
Several bird cages may be seen; benches, a table and, on it, a
samovar, around which guests are seated—two merchants or shop-
keepers, amateurs of nightingales’ singing. The nightingale is in a
cage hung beside the window, and probably he is whistling, trilling,
chattering, while the guests are listening. Both of them are, ap-
parently, serious-minded people—close-fisted shopkeepers and job-
bers, advanced in age, and, perhaps, debauchees in family life
(somehow, it is a custo.i that this “dark kingdom” is necessarily
composed of debauchees behaving themselves indecently in their
family life) ; and yet, it seems that they have already grown soft
from delight—the most innocent and almost touching delight. Here,
something moving, to the point of foolishness, is taking place. The
one sitting by the window slightly lowers his head and lifts one
hand, holding it in suspense; he is hearkening, melting, with a
blissful smile on his face; he is listening to the last sounds of the
trill. He wants to grasp at something—he is afraid of losing some-
thing.

The other one sits at the table, wwith his tec, “is back is
almost turned, but you are aware of the fact that he 1. ‘suffering”
not less than his companion. In front of them is the host who had
invited them to listen to the nightingale and, it goe: without say-
ing, to sell them the bird. He is a somewhat lean, tall fellow, of
about forty or more, dressed in his domestic, rather unceremonious
suit (and why should he indulge in ceremonies!); he is telling
something to the merchants, and one feels that he talks with au-
thority. Compared with these shopkeepers, from the standpoint of
his social position—his pocket—he is, of course, an insignificant
person; but now he has a nightingale—a good one, too—and so he
looks haughtily (as if he himself were singing) ; he speaks to the
merchants even with a sort of insolence, ternly (there’s no other
wayl) . ..

It is noteworthy that the shopkeepers sit and unquestionably
think it should be thus—that he should slightly scold them, because
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“the nightingale is darned good!” Tea will soon be finished and
the bargaining will then ensue. . . .

Now, I ask you, what will a German or a Viennese Jew
(Vienna, even as Odessa, they say, is full of Jews) understand in
this picture? Perhaps, somebody will explain the gist of the matter,
and they will learn that a Russian merchant of average standing
has two passions—the race horse and the nightingale—and that on
this account the picture is awfully amusing. But what will this
come to? This is some abstract knowledge, and it will be hard for
the German to comprehend why this is amusing. But we look at
the little picture and we smile; later, we recall it and, for some
reason, we feel amused and pleased.

In truth—and let the people laugh at me—in these little pic-
tures, in my opinion, there is love of humanity, not merely and
particularly Russian, but humanity in general. I have referred to
this small canvas merely as an example. But the thing which is
most annoying is the fact that we should understand a similar Ger-
man picture, portraying German genre, just as well as they would,
and we should even be delighted as much as they, experiencing
almost their German sentiments, whereas, in Russian painting, they
will understand nothing at all. But then, maybe, in a sense, this
is to our advantage.

Now here, a game of cards is portrayed in an Esthonian or
Livonian cabin: of course, this is intelligible, especially the figure
of a boy taking part in the game; everybody is playing cards and
guessing, so that The Ten of Spades (such is the name of the pic-
ture) would also be fully comprehensible. But I doubt if, for ex-
ample, Perov's Hunters would be understood. I am intentionally
referring to one of the most intelligible pictures of our national
genre. It is a well-known one—Hunters at a Halting-Place: one
of them is enthusiastically and deliberately telling lies; the other
one is listening and believing with all his heart, while the third
hunter believes nothing; he lays himself down right there and
laughs. . . . How delightful! Of course, with proper explanation
the picture would be understood by the Germans, too; still they
would not comprehend, as we do, the fact that this is a Russian
liar, and that he lies in a Russian fashion. For we almost hear him
and we know what he is talking about, the whole trend of his
prevarications, his style and his emotions. I am sure that if Mr.
Perov were to portray (and, no doubt, he would be capable of
doing it) French or German hunters—of course, in a different man-
ner and picturing different characters—we Russians would understand
both German and French taradiddle, in all the minute details and
all the national variations, the style and the theme of the fib; we
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would guess all these things merely by looking at the picture. But
the German, no matter how much he may be exerting himself,
would not grasp our Russian lies. Certainly, thereby he wouldn’t
be losing much; and, again, this might be to our advantage. How-
ever, he would not fully understand the picture, and, consequently,
he would not properly appreciate it. Anc this is a pity because
we are making the journey in order to be pruised.

I don’t know what attitude will be taken in Vienna toward
Makovsky’s Psalm-Readers. In my judgment this is no longer
genre, but an historical painting. I am joking, of course, but do
look attentively : nothing but choristers—in a sense, an official choir
—singing a concerto at a liturgy. They are all in formal habit with
clean-shaven chins. Look attentively at this gentleman with
whiskers, for example: it is clear that he, so to speak, is disguised
in a garment which is altogether out of harmony with himself; he
is wearing it as a matter of official duty. True, all choristers wear
similar habits on official occasions only; this has been the custom
since patriar~hal times, but here this disguise somehow is particu-
larly noticeable. One is accustomed to behold such a decorous func-
tionary in uniform only in a government office: this is a little fellow
belonging to the middle class, modest and solid, with appropriately
cut hair. He is Jragging out something like the notorious “I am
stung!,” but, louking at him, even the “I am stung!” is converted
into something official. There is nothing funnier than to imagine
that this well-intentioned man, basking in his official position, could
have been “stung!” If one doesn’t look at them, turning away from
them and merely listening to them, something charming would
emerge from it. But if one looks at these figures, it ..ill seem that
the psalm is being chanted merely for some pretense . and that
there is something altogether different about the who.c scene.

I am terribly afraid of “tendency” when it takes its hold
on a young artist, especially at an early stage of his career. And
what do you think I am specifically afraia of >—Specifically, that
the aim of the tendency is not going to be attained. Will a certain
dear critic whom I have been reading of late and whom I do not
wish to name at present—will he believe that every ariistic creation,
without a preconceived tendency, produced solely because of the
artistic urge, dealing with a strictly neutral subject hinting at noth-
ing “tendentious”—will this critic believe that such a creation will
prove much more useful for kis own ! rpeses than, for .nstance,
all songs of the shirt (not by Hood, vut by our writers), even
though it may on the surface resemble that which is denoted as
“satisfaction of idle curiosity ?”’ If even men of learning, apparently,
have not yet guessed this, what may sometimes occur in the hearts
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and minds of our young authors and artists? What a jumble of
conceptions and preconceived feelings! For the gratification of pub-
lic pressure a young poet suppresses in himself the natural urge to
reveal himself in images that are peculiarly his own; he is afraid
that he might be condemned for “idle curiosity”; he crushes and
effaces images which, of their own accord, are evoked from his
soul; he leaves them undeveloped, and, with painful convulsions,
he draws out of himself a theme conforming to the general, “uni-
formed,” liberal and social opinion. Still, what an awfully simple,
naive and coarse blunder this is! One of the coarsest blunders
consists in that the indictment of vice (or that which liberalism
is wont to conceive as vice) and the instigation to hate and ven-
geance are considered the only road to the achievement of an aim!
True, even on this narrow path a forceful talent might extricate
himself and save himself from being smothered at the beginning of
his career. One should only recall more frequently the golden rule
that an uttered word is silver, and the unuttered one is gold. There
are quite a few considerable talents who were so promising, but
who were so chewed up by tendency that the latter clothed them
in some sort of uniform.

I have read the last two poems by Nekrasov: decidedly, this
eminent poet of ours is at present wearing a uniform. And still in
these poems, too, there is something good, reminding one of Mr.
Nekrasov’s former talent. But what is to be done? the “uniformed”
contents of the theme; the “uniformed” character of the technique;
the “uniformed” substance of thought, style and naturalness . .
yes, indeed, even the “‘uniformed” approach to naturalness itself
For example, does our respected poet know that no woman, even
replete with the loftiest sentiments, one who has conferred upon
herself so many labors in order to come and see her ill-starred
husband; one who has journeyed six thousand versts in a cart and
who has “learned the delights” of a cart; who has fallen, as you
claim yourself, “from a high ridge of the Altai” (which, by the
way, is quite impossible) ; do you know, poet, that this woman,
under no circumstances, would first kiss the chains of her beloved,
but would most certainly kiss him first, and only after that—his
chains, should there awake in her so impetuously and so suddenly
the magnanimous impulse of civic duty. Most decidedly, every
woman would act thus.

Of course, mine is a trifling observation, and it wouldn’t be
worth mentioning, since the poem itself has been written for no
important purpose: just so—perhaps, as to get out something
in anticipation of the first of January. . . . However, Mr. Nekrasov
has a prominent literary name, which is almost fixed and complete,
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and he has many admirable verses to his credit. He is a poet of
suffering, and he almost deserves this name. But still one pities the
little novices: not every one of them possesses so forceful a talent
as to manage not to submit to the ‘“uniformed” thought at the in-
ception of his career, and, consequently, to protect himself against
literary consumption and death. What is tn be done? the uniform
is so pretty—indeed, embroidered and shiming. . . . And also how
profitable! That is, it is particularly profitable in our day.

The moment I had read in the papers about Mr. Repin’s
haulers, I got frightened. The theme itself is horrible: somehow
we take it for granted that haulers are particularly fit to symbolize
the familiar idea of the insolvent debt of- the upper classes to the
people. And I was ready to meet them all in uniforms with well-
known labels on their foreheads. And what? Much to my joy all
my fears proved unfounded: haulers, genuine haulers, and nothing
more. Not one of them is shouting from the canvas to the spectator:
“Look, how unfortunate I am, and what indebtedness you have
incurred to the people!” This alone must be credited to the artist
as a great merit. Nice, familiar figures: the two fore-haulers are
almost laughing; at least, they are not weeping at all and, cer-
tainly, they are not pondering over their social status. The little
soldier uses cunning and deceit; he is trying to fill his pipe. The
urchin pretendr to be serious; he is shouting and even quarrelling—
a wonderful figure, practically the best in the picture, and it is
analogous in its conception to that of the posterior hauler, a miser-
able, drooping little peasant, creeping along separately from the
rest, his face not even visible. It is quite inconceivable that the
idea of politico-economic and social debts of the upner classes to
the people could at any time have pei.cirated the - or drooping
head of that miserable little peasant cast down by pe: >etual grief.
. . . And do you know, dear critic, that precisely this humble in-
nocence of thought in that peasant achieves the pupose—your ten-
dentious, liberal purpose—much more effectively than you suspect!
Some spectators will walk away with a sore spot in their heart
and with love—and what love!—for this miserable little peasant or
for that urchin, or for that rogue and scoundrel—the little soldier !
Indeed, it is impossible not to take a liking to them, these defense-
less ones; it is impossible to walk away without having grown
fond of them. It is impossible not to start reflecting that one is
indebted, actually indebted, to the peovle. . . . For this haulers’
“gang” later will recur in one’s dreams it will be recalled some
fifteen years hence! And had they not been so natural, innocent and
simple, they would not have produced such an impression and they
would not have presented such a picture.
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But here we have almost a picture ! —Besides, the collars of
uniforms are disgusting, no matter how they be embroidered with
gold! However, what is there to discourse about? Besides, there is
no need of recounting a picture; pictures are much too difficult to
be expressed in words. 1 will simply say: Gogolesque figures. This
is a big word, but I am not saying that Repin is Gogol in his line
of art. Our genre has not yet grown up to Gogol and Dickens.

However, a certain over-emphasis may be discerned even in
Repin: precisely in the dresses, and this—only in two figures. Such
tatters are even inconceivable. That shirt, for example, must have
accidentally fallen into a trough in which cutlets had been chopped
with a chaff-cutter. No doubt, haulers make no display of their
clothing. Everybody knows whence these people have come: at
home, as has been at least frcquently reported, by the end of
winter they subsist on bark; in the spring they go to a master to
be hired to haul barges—some of them for nothing but porridge,
almost without any agreement. There have been instances when the
hauler, during his first days, would die right at his gruel, falling
on it from hunger; he would choke to death and “burst.” It is said
that medical men performing the autopsy upon these men would
find nothing but porridge sticking up to their throats. Such some-
times are these subjects. Still, an unuttered word is gold, more so
as a shirt such as this cannot even be put on if once it has been
taken off: it will not fit, But, compared with the merits and inde-
pendence of the conception of the picture, this trifling over-emphasis
on the clothing seems negligible.

It is a pity that-I know nothing about Mr. Repin. It would
be curious to know whether he is or is not a young man. How I
would wish that he might be a very young man, and a beginner
artist. Several lines above, 1 hastened to make the reservation that
he is still not a Gogol. Yes, Mr. Repin, it is a mighty long stretch
to Gogol: don’t let your deserved success go to your head. Our
genre is following a good road, and there are also talents; yet,
something is lacking in it, something that prevents it from expand-
ing and broadening. Indeed, Dickens is genre, too, nothing but genre.
But Dickens created Pickwick, Oliver Twist, and grandfather and
grand-daughter in the novel The Old Curiosity Shop. No, our genre
is still a long way off: it still stands on its “hunters” and “night-
ingales.” Dickens has them, too, in secondary places. Judging by
certain indications, I am inclined to think that at the present junc-
ture of our art Pickwick and the grand-daughter would seem some-
thing ideal to our genre. And, as far as I could observe from conver-
sations with some of our most prominent painters, they are as afraid
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of the ideal as of an evil spirit. No doubt, it is a noble apprehen-
sion, but a prejudicial and unjust one. Qur artists need more bold-
ness, more independence of thought, and, perhaps, more education.
This is why, I take it, our historical painting is ailing and has
somehow slowed down. Apparently, our contemporary artists are
afraid of historical painting and have lau.ched into genre as the
only genuine and legitimate escape for ever; gifted person. It seems
to me that they have a presentiment, as it were, that in historical
painting, according to them, they would have to “idealize” by all
means and, consequently, to lie. “Reality should be represented as
it is,” they say, whereas there is no such reality, never has been
because, to man, the substance of things is inaccessible, while he
apperceives nature as it reflects itself in his idea after having passed
through his senses. This is why one should give more leeway to
the idea without fearing the ideal.

A portraitist, for instance, seats his subject, in order to paint
his portrait; he is getting ready; he stares. Why is he doing this?
—Because e knows frrm experience that a man does not always
resemble himself and, for this reason, he tries to discover “the funda-
mental idea of his physiognomy”’—to arrest that moment in which
the subject resembles himself most. In the ability to find and arrest
this moment lie, the gift of the portraitist.

Now, whit else is the artist doing liere than trusting his idea
(the ideal) more than the projected reality ? The ideal, indeed, is
also a reality as legitimate as current reality. Take, for example,
Bronnikov’'s Hymn of the Pythagoreans: some genre-painter (even
a very talented one) will start wondering how it is possible for
a modern artist to indulge in such themes. And y» these themes
(almost fantastic) are as real and as neecssary to 2 and man as
current reality.

What is genre, in substance? Genre is an art of portraying
contemporaneous, current reality which the artist has personally
felt and seen with his own eyes, as distinguished, for instance, from
historical reality which cannot be beheld with one’s own eyes, and
which is being portrayed not in a fluent but completed state. (I
will make a nota bene: we say: “beheld with one’s uiwn eyes.” But
Dickens had never sren Pickwick with his own eyes, merely per-
ceiving him in the diversity of the reality observed by him; he
created a character and presented him as a result of his observa-
tions. Thus, this character is as real ‘s an actually exi.ting one,
even though Dickens had merely taken an ideal of the reality.)

Meanwhile, we precisely confuse the conceptions of reality.
For example, historical reality in art, of course, is not identical
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with contemporaneous reality (genre), precisely because it is a
structuralized and not a fluent one. Ask any psychologist you please,
and he will explain to you that if one visualizes a past event (and
to live without visualizing the past is impossible), and particularly
an event of the remote past, a structuralized, historical event—such
an occurrence necessarily will appear in its completed state, that is,
with the supplement of the whole subsequent development which
has not been taking place at that particular historical moment at
which the artist seeks to visualize a character or an event. For this
reason, the essence of an historical event cannot be represented by
the artist exactly as it probably has been occurring in reality. Thus,
the artist is seized by a sort of superstitious fear that willy-nilly
he would have to “idealize,” which, according to his understanding,
means to lie. In order to avoid the imaginary error he endeavors
to fuse (cases of this kind do happen) both realities—the historical
and current ones. As a result of such an unnatural blending, the
worst kind of lying ensues. In my opinion, this pernicious error
may be observed in several of Mr. Gué’s pictures. For instance,
out of his Lord’s Supper, which has caused so much comment, he
produced a perfect genre. Look attentively: this is an ordinary
quarrel among most ordinary men. Here Christ is sitting, but is it
really Christ? This may be though a very kind young man, quite
grieved by the altercation with Judas, who is standing right there
and putting on his garb; ready to go and make his denunciation,
but it is not the Christ whom we know. The Master is surrounded
by His friends who hasten to comfort Him, but the question is:
where are the succeeding eighteen centuries of Christianity and
what have these to do with the matter ? How is it conceivable that
out of the commonplace dispute of such ordinary men who had
come together for supper, as this is portrayed by Mr. Gué, some-
thing so colossal could have emerged?

Here, nothing has been explained ; here, there is no historical
truth; nor is there even the truth of genre here; here everything
is spurious.

From whatever angle one might be judging, that event could
not have occurred in this way: here everything transpires altogether
incommensurately and disproportionately to the future. At least
Titian would have given to the Master that countenance with
which he portrayed Him in his well-known picture Caesar’s Unto
Caesar ; then much would have been intelligible forthwith. Whereas
in Mr. Gué’s picture some nice people have simply quarrelled among
themselves. As a result,”we have deceit and a preconceived idea;
and every kind of deceit is a lie, and no realism at all. Mr. Gué
was after realism.
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However, I seem to have forgotten about the exhibition. By the
way . . . what kind of a reporter am I?—I merely meant to jot down
several remarks “apropos.” Nevertheless the editorial office promises
to give a detailed survey of the pictures of our artists which are
to be sent to the Vienna exhibition. Or, better perhaps, it will try
to make mention of them from the exhibition, with a ready account
of the impression which these canvases, in turn, will produce upon
the foreigners attending the exhibition.

The Citizen, 1873, No. 13.

MUMMER

Who prompted thee !

In The Russian World (No. 103) there appeared a notice scold-
ing me. I am not answering any upbraiding articles; I shall answer
this one because of certain considerations, which will become clear
in the course of my reply.

And, w hegin with, the point is that my reviler is an eccle-
siastic: I least expected an attack from this side. The “notice” is
signed : “Pr. P. Kastorsky.” What is “Pr.”? Priest? What can this
abbreviation mean other than “priest” ? All the more so as the sub-
ject deals with a church matter. In issue No. 15-16 of The Citizen
there was published a novel Sexton by Mr. Nedolin. Well, it is to
this that the “notice” refers. Here it is.

“UNMARRIED CONCEPTIONS OF A MARRIED MONK"

“In our day clergymen and churckmen are ¢.''e frequently
being chosen by our authors and novelists as heroes o. .heir stories.
Even oftener, they appear there in the quality of interpolated, so
to speak, accessory characters. And it is very goci that they are
being portrayed: in the clerical world there are a good 1nany typical
characters, so why shouldn’t they be portrayed with both their
good and their bad traits? The recent success of ‘Sketches by a
Churchman’ in The Domestic Review, and, also, the still greater
success of ‘The Cathedral Folk’ in The Russian Messenger demon-
strate the fact that much interest may be aroused among the public
by artistic descriptions of the ways of life of our clergy. Both
works mentioned portray members of our clergy from different
angles, and both have been read with .‘tention and pleasure. And
why?—Because they were written well, artistically, and with a
knowledge of the subject. But something altogether different emerges
when, prompted by imitativeness or by something else—for example,
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by self-confidence or lightmindedness, the task is being undertaken
by people who have no conception of it. They merely humiliate
themselves and harm the cause by setting forth false views, and
for this reason to leave these injurious attempts—to caricature the
ways of life of our clergy—without notice is impossible, and, fol-
lowing the example of the psalm-rcader who has recently, in The
Russian World, pointed out the ignorance of the writer Dostoievsky
regarding choristers, I feel it impossible to keep silent on a still
coarser, more ludicrous and unpardonable ignorance again mani-
fested in the same magazine, The Citizen, which has been signed
by the same Mr. Dostoievsky as editor.”

Let us, for the time being, stop here. What is meant by “fol-
lowing the example of the psalm-rcader who revealed in The Russian
World the ignorance of the writer Dostoievsky”? I have not read
it. (And again Thc Russian World!) 1 find (No. 87) that there is,
in fact, an accusation signed “Psalm-Reader.” Let us see what
this is:

“ON THE CHORISTERS' LIVERY”

(A Letter to the Editor)

“In issue No. 13 of the magazine The Citizen (March 26) 1
happened to read an article by Mr. F. Dostoievsky apropos of the
academic exhibition of paintings. Mr. Dostoievsky, treating in that
article of psalm-readers, portrayed by the artist Makovsky, wrote
the following lines: ‘They are all gentlemen in formal gowns with
clean-shaven chins. True, all choristers, too, wear similar gowns
on official occasions only, and from time tmmemonal they have bcen
wearing such gowns, and so it has been the custom from time
immemorial cver since patriarchal times . . "

Let us interrupt this for a moment: to begin with, I have no
such stupid sentence at all. 1 wrote: “True, all choristers, too, wear
similar gowns on official occasions only, and, from time immemorial,
this has been the custom—since patriarchal times . . .” which is
quite different.

We continue the quotation:

“This is incorrect: neither from time immemorial nor since
patriarchal times have church choristers in the Russian Church ever
donned such gowns as those in which we see them at present and
in which they are ,;ortrayed on Mr. Makovsky's canvas. This livery
is a more recent borrowing from the West or, more correctly speak-
ing, from Poland, and among the eminent dignitaries of our Church
there are—and have been—not a few who regard this liveried mas-
querade as inappropriate, while the choristers of the choirs, assigned
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to them, sing in ordinary black frock-coats, which, of course, are
more modest and more dignified than the Polish uniform. And ‘from
time immemorial,” in ‘patriarchal times’ choristers have sung stand-
ing up in long black caftans, and unfailingly with music-sheets in
their hands. In the same manner also do choristers stand in our
day in the churches of the dissidents and in the chapels of the
dissenters.”

It would appear, perhaps, that in our present-day Orthodox
churches choristers sing seated. It is always useful to listen to an
expert.

“Fearing [much is there to fear!] that through Mr. Dos-
toievsky’s incompetent word the erroneous opinion on these liveries
may be consolidated [will an earthquake result from this—or what?],
which liveries should long ago have been remodelled to the Russian
fashion, I have the honor to beg the editorial office of T/he Russian
World to give space to these brief lines of mine.

Psalm-Reader.”

Such is the notice of the psalm-reader, to which Priest Kas-
torsky makes reference. Before continuing with Kastorsky, let us
finish with the “psalm-reader.”

Mr. Psalm-Reader, why did you get angry? You say: “It is
incorrect: neither from time immemorial ..or since patriarchal times
have church choristers in the Russian Church ever donned such
gowns . . .” How is this? Why is this “incorrect”? Why can’t one
say: from time immemorial and since patriarchal times? Well, did
they start wearing these clothes yesterday?—Why, they have been
doing so since great-great-grandfather’s times! Knitt*--~ your brows,
with the air of a profound historian, you come to c. -ect us, and
you yourself make no precise statement! One is expec.ng that the
profound historian is going to determine with precision the epoch,
the year and, perhaps, even the day when clerics put on this garb
for the first time; but after all the things you have heralded, you
confine yourself to the withered conjecture: “This came to us
from Poland”’—nothing but that! But how much tolling and bell-
ringing!

Please answer o:ly, Mr. Psalm-Reader, what is your opinion:
did Polish influence which, in Russia, has simultaneously reflected
itself in many fields—and even, you see, in clerical matters—start,
according to you, long ago or merely ‘he day before y.sterday?
Why, then, is it not permissible, for the sake of mere intelligibility,
to use the expression that this custom has been in existence from
time immemorial, since patriarchal times ?—Not only from patri-
archal times, but it dates back almost to the times of the Patriarchs.



88 FEODOR DOSTOIEVSKY: 1873

These costumes (or ones similar to them) appeared at the
time of Peter the Great; consequently, they almost coincide with
the times of the Patriarchs, or nearly so. Is this—recently? Why
isn't it permissible to say—from time immemorial? Or—since patri-
archal times? And if, in my article, I myself have not determined
with historical precision since what time specifically our choristers
have been wearing these clothes, the reason for this was that I had
no such purpose or aim in mind, and that I merely meant to say
that this dates back to the remote past—so remote that the ex-
pression from time immemorial could well have been used, and
everyone would understand it. I was not referring to the epoch of
Dmitry Donskoi, nor to that of Yaroslav. I meant to intimate “very
long ago,” and nothing but that.

But let’s leave the learned psalm-reader. He jumped to the
forefront, did a lot of hand-waving—and nothing came of it. At
least, he spoke politely: “Fearing (so to speak) that through Mr.
Dostoievsky’'s incompetent word,” etc. However, priest Kastorsky
promptly exceeded the limits set by the “psalm-reader.” A sportive
man! . .. “The ignorance of the writer Dostoievsky regarding the
choristers . . .” “I feel it impossible to keep silent on a still coarser,
more ludicrous and unpardonable ignorance again manifested in
the same magazine The Citizen, which has been signed by the same
Mr. Dostoievsky as editor.”

What horrible crimes—one might think—have been perpetrated
by that Dostoievsky: it is even impossible to forgive them! A
clergyman who, it would seem, ought to be love incarnate—even he
cannot forgive! -

However, what is this “ignorance”? What is the matter?—
Well, there is nothing to be done: let us transcribe the whole of
Kastorsky; let us give a treat to the readers. Why should one have
only “a little bit of the good”? The more—the better. Such is my
idea.

“In issue No. 15-16 of The Citizen, which appeared on the
16th day of the current April, there was published ‘The Sexton.
A Story told among Friends,” by Mr. Nedolin. The story is built
upon a most erroneous and impossible foundation: in it there is
portrayed a sexton with a high-sounding voice, who is being beaten
by his wife so assiduously and cruelly that he escapes from her
into a monastery, where he consecrates himself to God and must
no longer think about any earthly matters. He stays behind the
monastery wall, while his wife, who has long been beating him,
is standing outside the gates. He is sonorously singing there an
adaptation of the psalm:
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Oh, holy is Thy chosen, blessed Lord;

And when, as envoy of Thy sacred will,
His arm will draw the mighty vengeful sword
The wicked giant shall be crushed and still.

“And the deserted wife is again standing at the monastery
gate, and pressing her burning head aguainst the monastery wall,
she is weeping; she is begging that her husband, who has been
admitted to the monastery, be beckoned out, and she promises to
become his ‘slave and dog.’ The husband, however, never did come
out, and died in the monastery.

“What a pitiful, inconceivable and ludicrously idle story!
Who this Mr. Nedolin is—we don’t know, but most certainly he
is a man absolutely ignorant of Russian legislation and of Russian
life—ignorant to such an extent that he supposes that in Russia a
married man could be admitted to a monastery and that he would
be permitted to stay there. Yet, how is it possible that these things
are unknown to the editor, Mr. Dostoievsky, who has recently so
protractedl, announced that he is an ardent Christian, and, in
addition, one of Orthodox faith, orthodoxly believing in the most
amazing miracles? Does he, perchance, class among miracles this
admission to a monastery of a married man?—Then it's a different
thing; but anyone even slightly familiar with the law and the
regulations of one’s church could convince Mr. Dostoievsky that
in Russia such a miracle is even impossible because it is strictly
forbidden and is prosecuted by our substantive laws which no
monastic authority can violate, and that a married man may not
be admitted to a monastery.

“Nevertheless, the most miserable and inexpert}: knit-together
plot of the story The Sexton could have gained to -: me extent if
its denouement were verisimilar, and it could easily have been
made such by an author or an editor familiar, thogh superficially,
with the customs of the depicted milieu. For instance, the story
could have led up to a .ather familiar dramatic situation in which
the sexton, in order to steal away from his snarlish wife, runs from
one monastery to another; but here, he is being driven out by the
authorities because he is married; there, he is called for by the
wife herself, and, perhaps, again she starts beating him. . . . There-
upon, seeing no escape from his wife in his own country and, at
the same time, longing for a monastic life, the ill-starred sexton
could run away, say, to Athos where under the Mohammedan
administration of the Turkish Sultan, the Orthodox Church in many
respects is functioning more independently than in Russia. There,
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as is known, monasteries sometimes do not hesitate to admit married
men seeking monkhood. There, the Russian sexton, who was being
mercilessly smitten by his wife, could have found refuge; he could
be praying and singing, but under no circumstances that metrical
adaptation which Thke Citizen's sexton sings. This on the ground
that: first, as is well known, it enjoys no popularity among the
clergy; second, it is not adapted to singing and is not being sung,
and, third, no laic metrical adaptations are permitted to be sung
within the walls of Orthodox monasteries, and no one living there
may disregard this interdiction lest the tranquillity appropriate to
such a place be disturbed.
Pr. P. Kastorsky.”

Now, let us answer point after point. And, to begin with, let
us reassure the aroused priest Kastorsky on the main point, by
explaining to him that the novel The Sexton is not a genre novel
at all. Its esteemed author, Mr. Nedolin (not a pseudonym), who
had spent part of his life in very active government service, was
in this particular instance in no way concerned about church life.
His hero the “sexton,” with no disadvantage to either himself or
the story, might have been, for example, a post-office clerk, and
if in the story he had remained a sexton, it is solely because this
is a true event, This poem is an exceptional, almost fantastic, one.

Do you know, priest Kastorsky, that true events, depicted
with all the exc]usnveness of their occurrence, near]y always assume
a fantastic, almost incredible, character?LThe aim of art is not
to portray these or those 1nc1dents in the ways of life but their
general idea, sharp-sighfedly divined and correctly removed from
the whole multiplicity of analogous living phenomena.)In Mr.
Nedolin’s story, a quite different phenomenon of the human spirit
has been synthesized. On the contrary, had he aspired to a genre
delineation, from this point of view and with this one anecdote
of his, he would of necessity have run into an exceptionality.

It is said that recently, i.e., several months ago, in one of
our most renowned monasteries a cruel monk had beaten to death
in the school a ten-year-old boy—and this, in the presence of wit-
nesses. Now, at first glance, isn't this a fantastic happening? And
yet, it seems, it is quite true. Well, were someone to describe it,
people would at once start shouting that it is incredible, excep-
tional; that it has been depicted with a preconceived aim.—And
they would be right if one were to judge that event from the stand-
point of the mere genre authenticity of the description of our
monasteries. In the light of this one story alone there would have
been no authenticity: even to this day there is to be found in our
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monasteries angelic life for the glory of God and the Church, while
the occurrence involving the cruel monk will forever remain ex-
ceptional. -

However, the novelist, the poet, may have other problems,
aside from the genre aspect : there are general, eternal and—it would
seem—forever unexplorable depths of human character and spirit.
But you think that once the word “sextun” has been written, it
must necessarily signify a special genre description. And if it be
that, we must have by all means segregated and patented authors
for such descriptions, and then others wouldn’t dare to poke into
our field. This is our corner, our exploitation, our source of income.
Isn't it true, priest Kastorsky, that it is precisely this which has
disturbed you? But, for goodness’ sake, the word ‘“‘sexton” may be
penned with no aim of taking anything away from Mr. Leskov.
And so, do calm down.

Having appeased you, I will ask you to pay attention to the
title of your polemic article:

“Unmarried Conceptions of a Married Monk."”

In passing I shall ask: what is the meaning of ‘“unmarried”
here? To what extent would the conceptions be changed if they
were married persons? And are there unmarried and married con-
ceptions >—Well, of course, you are not a littérateur, and all this
is but a trifle; you are a disturbed priest, Kastorsky, and one
shouldn’t be expecting any style from you, particularly in such a
state. The principal point here is this: who told you that our sexton
had joined the monastic order? Where—in Mr. Nedolin’s whole
novel—did you find any mention of the fact that the sexton had
taken the veil? Yet, this is very impnrtant: havicg given it this
title, you are simply misleading a reader unfami'..r with Mr.
Nedolin’s novel. “Yes, indeed,” he will reflect, “a married sexton
could not have become a monk! How can it be that The Citizen
does not know this?” Therefore, having turned the reader’s eyes
away by the word “monk,” you exclaim triumphantly in the middle
of your article:

“What a pitiful, inconceivable and ludicrously idle story!
. . . How can the editor, Mr. Dostoievsky, be ignorant of this, he
who, etc. . . ."”

And yet you have simply fraudulently shuffled the matter,
and I am very quietly catching you at your cheat. But, dear little
Father, you made a slight slip withent giving the matter due
thought. A married man will not be consecrated into monkhood—
this is so; but why will “no monastic authority admit to a monastery
one who has a living wife,” as you are haphazardly asserting?
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Whence did you derive such information? For example, someone
might wish to take abode in a monastery (where, let’s say, there
are convenient quarters); but he is married. Suppose his wife is
somewhere in the capital or abroad; and now, only because he is
married will he be driven out of the monastery? Is that so? Father,
you do not know the business—and yet you are a clergyman. I
could even point out certain persons, well known in Petersburg
society and still remembered by it, who, at the end of their lives,
finished up by taking abode in monasteries, and they have been
living there for some time since, and are still there. All this
transpired with mutual consent. Exactly in the same way Mr.
Nedolin’s sexton took abode in the monastery. Eliminate the fraudu-
lent shuffling regarding the consecration into monkhood—deliberately
invented by yourself, and a thing which does not appear at all in
Mr. Nedolin's whole novel—and everything will at once be explained
to you. Here it occurred even better than “with mutual consent”;
here, the thing took place with the permission of the authorities.
I bhave, Father, a very effective device with which to pacify you
on this score. Just suppose that I have made inquiries and have
received the following information:

First, the artist-sexton, as long as six months prior to his
admission to the monastery—when bidding farewell to the land-
owner—revealed to him for the first time that he was planning to
take abode in a monastery, and even then he knew what he was
talking about—precisely because he had already told the superior
of the monastery about his plans. The latter was very fond of him
—rather, he liked his singing, he himself being an ardent admirer
of music and patronizing Sofron to the best of his ability. It even
seems that the superior had been urging him to come and live in
the monastery. The sexton hesitated to accept the landowner’s offer
to go abroad, and this is the reason why he had tarried another
six months or so; however, when his patience came to an end, he
departed to the monastery. And this was very easy to arrange:
Father John was on friendly terms with the superior of the diocese,
and when two such persons come to an agreement, no pretexts are
needed. No doubt, however, a pretext was nevertheless found,
under which the sexton was, so to speak, “deputed” to the mon-
astery. The vow taken by him to “consecrate himself to God”
(which makes you particularly angry) was an altogether free, inner,
unofficial one—a matter of his conscience—and the promise was
given to himself.

Moreover, in Mr. Nedolin’s story there is a very clear hint
of the fact that the sexton merely resided in the monastery, and
that by no means had he been made to take the veil, as you, Father,
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have so unceremoniously lied. Specifically: the landowner, who had
come back, still continues to urge Sofran to leave the monastery
and go abroad, while the sexton, on the first day of the negotiations,
even feels undecided. Now, could this have happened if Sofron had
already taken the veil? Finally, do not conceal the fact that the
sexton is a most remarkable artist—at least, extraordinarily gifted
—and, as such, he appears in the novel from its very beginning.
And, this being so, the fondness for him by Father John, an ardent
admirer of music, is intelligible. . . .

“But this has not been explained in the novel!” you will
exclaim, in a fit of violent anger.—No, it has partly been explained;
much should be surmised in the story, though it is swift and brief.
But supposing that not everything has been explained--why should
it be? So long as it be plausible. And if you eliminate the fraudulent
shuffling regarding the veil, everything becomes plausible.

Yes, Mr. Nedolin’s story is somewhat condensed; but do you
know, Father, you are not a literary man; you proved it, too—I
will tel'! ycu frankly that a great many contemporaneous stories
and novels would gain if they were condensed. What is gained by
an author’s dragging you through four hundred and eighty-odd
pages, and then, for no reason whatsoever, abandoning his narrative
in Petersburg or Moscow, dragging you somewhere to Moldavo-
Wallachia with the sole intent of recounting to you how a flock
of crows and owls took wing from some Moldavo-Wallachian roof ;
and, having given this account, suddenly he deserts the crows, leaves
Moldavo-Wallachia, as if they had never existed, and in the re-
maining portion of the story not once does he return to them.
Why, the reader is finally left in a state of utter cu:i:iusion. People
write for money, and the more pages—the better! Mr. *.edolin wrote
dfferently and, perhaps, he was right.

“But the wife, the wife!”—I can hear you exclaiming and
rolling your eyes—*“how could the wife permit it? Why didn’t she
‘claim’ the husband legally, by force!”—And precisely here, Father,
on this feminine point, you have failed most emphatically. In your
article you became so playful that you even started composing a
romance yourself: namely, how the wife has finally repatriated her
sexton; how she began beating him again; how he ‘“escaped” to
another monastery ; how she had him sent back, and how he finally
escaped to Athos, where he found peace under ‘“Moha:nmedan”
administration of the Sultan (imagine up to the present time I
have been thinking that the Sultan is a Christian!).

Leaving all jokes aside: remember, Father, that because of
your office alone, you should know, though slightly, the human
heart; yet you don’'t know it at all. Despite the fact that you are
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a mean author, you might, nevertheless, if you should take up your
pen, depict the genre aspect of the clergy more correctly than
did Mr. Nedolin; but as far as the human heart goes, Mr. Nedolin
knows more than you. A woman who spends entire days standing
at a monastery wall and wailing, will not go serving petitions, nor
will she resort to force. Enough of force! You keep coming back to
beating all the time: in a trance of an author’s enthusiasm you
continue the romance, and again you inject the beating. No, enough
of beating! Recall, Father, in Gogol's Wedding—in the last scene,
after Podkolesin had jumped out of the window—Kochkarev shouts:
“Make him come back! Make him come back!”—imagining that
a fiancé, after he had jumped out of the window, is still in a mood
for a wedding. Now, you are arguing exactly in the same manner.
Kochkarev is restrained by the matchmaker’s words: “Eh, thou
dost not understand the wedding business; it might have been all
right if he had walked through the door, but once he flew through
the window, there’s nothing further to be done!”

Ennoble the case of Podkolesin and it will exactly fit the
situation of the poor sexton’s wife, deserted by her husband. No,
Father, the beatings had come to an end! That woman is an excep-
tional character, a passionate and strong creature—by her spiritual
powers far superior, by the way, to the artist, her husband.
Under the influence of her environment, habits, lack of education,
this woman, indeed, could have started with the beating. A rea-
sonable, understanding man would certainly appreciate the realism
of the event, and Mr. Nedolin has acted masterfully when he did
not mollify the reality. Women with excessive spiritual force and
character, particularly if they are passionate, cannot love other-
wise than despotically, and they even have a special predilection
for such weak and childish characters as that of the artist-sexton.
Why did she take a liking for him? Does she know it? He weeps
and she cannot but despise his tears; but carnivorously, suffering
herself, she is delighted with his tears. She is jealous: “don’t you
dare sing before gentlemen!” It seems, she could swallow him alive
from love.

But he escaped from her—she would never have believed it!
She is proud and self-confident ; she knows that she is beautiful and
—this is a strange psychological problem—would you believe that
all the time she is tonvinced that he is as much in love with her
as she with him; that he cannot live without her in spite of the
beatings! For this was her whole faith. More than that: on this
point she had no doubts. And, suddenly, everything comes to light:
that child, the artist, does not love her at all; had ceased to love
her long ago; perhaps, too, in the past he had never loved her!
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At once she feels humbled; she hangs her head; she feels crushed.
Even so, she has no strength to renounce him; she loves him madly,
even more madly than before. Still, because she is endowed with
a strong, noble and unusual character, she rises way above her
former way of life and her former environment. No, now she is
not going to claim him by force. If force has to be resorted to, she
will not have him—even for nothing. She s still immensely proud,
but now her pride is of a different kind—it has already been en-
nobled: she would die right there on the grass beside the wall rather
than resort to force, write petitions and start proving her rights.
Oh, Father, therein is the whole novel, and not at all in the genre
aspect of the church folks. No, Father, this minute little story is
far more significant than it may seem to you—far deeper.

I reiterate: you could not have written so, nor would you
have understood the gist of the matter. You have, in a certain
measure, Kochkarev’s soul (in a literary sense, of course; I don’t
go any further), as I had the honor to report to you.

As for your authorship and your artistic understanding, Push-
kin's weli-l:nown epigram is fully applicable to you in this con-
nection:

Subjecting once an artist’s sketch to close inspection,

A cobbler in the boots discovered some defect ;

The artist with his brush forthwith (nade the correction.
“There's something more”’—the cobbler said—*I can detect:
“That face looks slightly curved—such is my estimation;
“Besides, that breast, to me, seems much too nude and bare!”
Impatiently Apelles stopped the cobbler’s dissertation:
“Judge not above the boots—this is vour only ca:«!”

You, Father, resemble to the dot that cobbler, with the only
difference that you have failed to teach Mr. Ncdolin, even with
respect to boots, a fact which, I hope, I have amply proved to
you. And fraundulent shuffling in no way helps. Here, you see, to
be able to understand something in a human soul and “to judge
above the boots,” one has to be more developed in a different
direction; one has to have less of that cynicism, of that “spiritual
materiialism,” less of that contempt of people, less disrespect for
and indifference towards them; less of that carnivorous covetous-
ness, and more faith, hope and love! Look, for example, with what
coarse cynicism you are dealing witi: me personally; with what
want of decency, quite improper to your office, you are talking
about miracles. When I read to myself these lines of yours, I
refused to believe them :
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“Yet, how is it possible that these things are unknown to the
editor, Mr. Dostoievsky, who has recently so protractedly announced
that he is an ardent Christian, and, in addition, one of Orthodox
faith, orthodoxly believing in the most amazing miracles? Does he,
perchance, class among miracles this admission to a monastery of
a married man?—Then it’s a different thing .. .”

To begin with, Father, this, too, is an invention (what a
passion for inventions you have!).—Never did I declare myself
personally as regards my faith in miracles. All this is your inven-
tion, and I challenge you to state where you have found it. Permit
me one more word: had I, F. Dostoievsky, anywhere declared this
about myself (which I never had), believe me, I would not have
renounced my words for some liberal fear, or for some Kastorsky
fear. The simple matter is that nothing of the kind had taken
place, and this I am stating as a fact. But even if it were so—
what is your concern about my faith in miracles? What relation
has this to the matter? And what are amazing and not amazing
miracles ? How do you, yourself, manage to reconcile such divisions?
Generally speaking, I wish you to leave me alone in this respect—
if only for the reason that, despite all your modern education, it
does not become you to annoy me with all this. You, a clergyman,
and so irritable! Shame on you, Mr. Kastorsky !

And do you know that you are not Mr. Kastorsky at all—
still less: priest Kastorsky? All this is counterfeit and humbug.
You are a mummer—exactly like one performing during Christmas
season. And do you know what else? I haven't been deceived by
you—not even for a brief little moment: I at once recognized you
as a mummer, and this’gives me pleasure because I can see from
here your long nose. You were fully convinced that I would mis-
take the jester’'s mask of crude workmanship for a genuine face.
You should know that I have answered you somewhat too un-
ceremoniously, solely because I at once recognized a mummer.
Had you, in fact, been a clergyman, I would have—notwithstanding
all your rudeness, which in the concluding part of your article
reaches the level of some triumphant seminary neighing—answered
you “with observance”; not because of personal respect for you,
but because of respect for your high office, for the lofty idea con-
tained in it. Since, however, you are only a mummer, you must
suffer the penalty. I shall begin the castigation with a detailed
explanation of why I have recognized you—(entre nous, I had even
guessed beforehand who precisely is hiding behind the mask, but
for the time being I shall not announce the name aloud)—and, of
course, this will be very vexing to you.

And, if you have guessed beforehand—you may ask me—why
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did you frame your reply as if it were addressed to a clergyman?
Why did you, in the first place, write superfluous things?

Because one meets a man in accordance with his dress—I
answer you. And if I wrote something disagreeable to Mr. “Priest,”
let this weigh upon the conscience of the fellow who has resorted
to the unworthy device of disguising himseif as a priest. Yes, this
is an unworthy device, and he felt it himself. Moreover, he sought,
as much as he could, to protect himself. He did not sign his name:
“Priest P. Kastorsky’; but he signed abbreviatedly: “Pr. P. Kas-
torsky.” “Pr.”—if it comes to close reasoning—is still not equivalent
to “Priest,” since it could always be maintained that the abbrevia-
tion stood for “priest-like,” or something of the kind.

I recognized you, Mr. Mummer, by the style. You see, here
is the main trick: contemporaneous critics will sometimes praise
present-day belles-lettrists, and the public is even pleased (since, after
all, what will it be reading?). However, criticism, too, has long been
on the decline, while most of our drawers of pictures resemble
poster-painters more than artists. Of course, not all of them. There
are a few endowed with talent, but the majority are impostors.

In the first place, Mr. Mummer, you have it over-salted. Do
you know what it means to speak in terms of essences or patterns?
You don’t? Well, I will explain it to you. A contemporary “belles-
lettrist” who delineates certain types and who segregates for himself
some special field in literature (depicting, for example, merchants,
peasants, and so forth) usually walks about all his life equipped
with a pencil and a copybook; he keeps eavesdropping and record-
ing characteristic little words; at length, he manages to collect
several hundreds of such words. After that he eni! :rks upon a
novel, and the moment a merchant or a clergyman st.. s speaking,
he begins to concoct his speech from the expressions recorded in
the copybook. Readers laugh and praise it: it seem- so authentic—
copied directly from nature. Yet it proves to be worse than a lie
precisely because the merchant or the soldier in the novel speaks
in terms of essences, that is, as no merchant and no soldier ever
speaks in real life. For instance, in rcality he may utter a certain
sentence—one that has been recorded as spoken by him—but it
will be one phrase out of eleven; the eleventh little word is char-
acteristic and ugly, but the ten preceding words are all right, akin
to those of all other people. But in the case of the sp.cialized
author he will utter characteristic sente' ces all along, exactly ac-
cording to the record, and the result is—falsehood. The delineated
character converses as though he were reading from: a book. The
public gives its praise, but you cannot deceive an old experienced
writer.
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Mostly this is signboard and house painters’ work. Yet, in
the long run, the “artist” comes to consider himself a Raphael and
it is impossible to dissuade him! It is good and useful to record
these little words, and one cannot do without them; however, one
should certainly not employ them quite mechanically.

True, there are nuances even among “artists-recorders”: one
is still more talented than the other and, therefore, he uses these
expressions with resignation, taking into account the epoch, the
locality, the man’s mental level, and abiding by a certain propor-
tion. Even so, he cannot avoid the essence-standard. The precious
rule that an uttered word is silver and the unuttered one is gold
has long ago ceased to be the fashion among our artists. There
is little faith. The sense of measure is fast disappearing.

Finally, one should also consider that our artists (as any
group of commonplace people) are beginning to take sharp notice
of the phenomena of reality, paying attention to typicalness and
treating a given character in art when, in most cases, it has already
passed out of existence or is vanishing, degenerating into some
other pattern in accordance with the character of the epoch. Thus,
almost invariably we are being served at our table old food under
the guise of fresh fare. And they themselves believe that it is fresh
and new, and not something obsolescent.

However, to our author-artist, this observation is, perhaps,
a little too sophisticated ; perhaps he will not understand it. Never-
theless, I will state that only an ingenious writer or one endowed
with a great talent divines and produces a type on time, whereas
triviality merely follows his path more or less slavishly, laboring
in accordance with ready patterns.

For instance, in all my life, never did I meet a single clergy-
man—even among the most enlightened ones—in whose manner of
speech there would not be some characteristic peculiarities per-
taining to his professional milieu. There is at least a drop of some-
thing. Meanwhile, if one were to record his conversation steno-
graphically, and later have it printed, perhaps no peculiar char-
acteristics would be discernible—at least in the case of some highly
educated priest who had long been frequenting society. In the
opinion of the majority of the readers, plebeians in Pushkin’s stories
speak worse than those in the writings of Grigorovich, who, all his
life, has been depicting peasants. I believe this also is the opinion
of many artists. Grigorovich will not tolerate having a priest, for
instance, speak almost without any typicalness peculiar to his call-
ing, his environment ; therefore, he will not have him in his novel,
but will introduce a most typical one. Thus, he will sometimes
compel a present-day priest, living in given circumstances and in
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a given environment, to converse as a priest of the beginning of
the century who had also been living in specific circumstances and
in a given milieu.

Priest Kastorsky begins as any other—for a while scarcely
reminding one of his environment. So long as he keeps praising
the artistic merits of the writer Leskov, he speaks, as any other,
without employing typical little idioms and thoughts peculiar to
the profession. But this was the author’s intent ; the profession had
to be set aside in order that the literary praise sound more serious
—and the censure of Mr. Nedolin, more rigid, since a funny and
typical phrase would have toned down the rigidity. But suddenly
the author, having grasped the fact that the reader, perhaps, might
not believe that it is a priest who is writing, got scared and threw
himself headlong into typicalities, and of these we have a whole
cartload: every single word is a typical word! And, naturally, in
this haste and bustle, typicality becomes false and disproportionate.

The principal (rait of an uneducated mian—but one who for
some reason is compelled to resort to a language and conceptions
not of his owu cavironment—is a certain inaccuracy in the employ-
ment of words, the meaning of which, let’s suppose, he even knows,
but he is unfamiliar with all the nuances of their usage in the
sphere of conceptions of some other profession. “And, therefore, to
leave without notice such injurious attempts . . .”’; “ignorance again
manifcsted in the same magazine . . .”; “in it is portrayed a sexton
with a high-sounding voice,” cic. The latter word “high-sounding
is much too coarse, specifically because Pr. Kastorsky, seeking to
express the conception of a person endowed with a beautiful voice,
believes that the word ‘“high-sounding” conveys the meaning. The
author-specialist forgot that although, cf course, evc: in our day
there are among the clergy poorly educated peoplc only very
few of them would be ignorant to the extent of not comprehending
the meaning of words. This, NMr. Mu:nmer, would do in fiction,
but it does not stand the test of reality. Such an erroncous expres-
sion might be expected from some vestry-keeper, but certainly not
from a priest.

I do not list all idioms and expressions, yet—I repeat—of
these there is a whole cartload roughly piled up from the copybook.
But, worst of all, is the fact that the author-pattern-drudge (if
one may speak of an author-ertist, one may equally entertain the
idea of an author-artisan, while the word pattern-drudge denotes
manual work or handicraft) portrayed 1is character in a light
which was morally so unattractive. Be that as it may, but Pr.
Kastorsky should have been depicted as a dignified and virtuous
man, and typicality would have been no impediment. But the
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pattern-drudge, on his own part, was placed in a difficult position,
out of which he was unable to extricate himself: willy-nilly, he
had to give a scolding to his confrére—the author—to ridicule him,
and so he, the mummer, of necessity was obliged to impose his
lofty impulses upon his priest.

And, as regards miracles, the pattern-drudger utterly failed
to restrain himself. As a result—an awful absurdity: a clergyman
ridiculing miracles and dividing them into amazing and unamazing
ones! Bad, Mr. Pattern-drudge!

I believe that the “Psalm-Reader,” too, is the product of the
same pen: the incompetent artisan at the end displayed too much
naiveté, in the part dealing with the psalm-reader’s “fears,” which
certainly do not sparkle with intelligence.

Briefly, gentlemen, this whole signboard job may somehow
be all right in novels, but, I repeat, it will not survive in a collision
with reality; it will promptly betray itself. Not even you, gentle-
men-artists, can deceive an old littérateur.

What, then?—Are these jests on their part? Oh no, by no
means jests. This is Darwinism, as it were, a struggle for existence.
Don’t you dare to enter our field. But in what way—how, gentle-
men, can Mr. Nedolin injure you?—I assure you that he has no
intention whatsoever to portray the genre aspect of the clergy;
you can rest at peace. True, for a moment I was confused by one
strange circumstance: indeed, if the mummer-pattern-drudge at-
tacked Mr. Nedolin, then, by scolding him, in contradistinction
he would have praised himself. (In this connection, these people
have absolutely no self-respect: with utter impudence they are
ready to write in their own handwriting, and publish, praises to
themselves.) And yet, much to my surprise, the pattern-drudge
puts forward and commends the talented Mr. Leskov, and not
himself. Here there must be something different, and certainly it
will be clarified. Yet that he is a mummer is beyond a shadow of
doubt.

And what is the part of The Russian World in this matter ?—
I haven't the slightest idea. I have had no relations whatever with
The Russian World, nor do I intend to have any. God only knows
why people will jump at one.

The Citizen, 1873, No. 18.

VISIONS AND REVERIES

In the preceding issue of The Citizen we again raised the
question of drunkenness—or rather, of the possibility of curing
the ulcer of general popular drunkenness—of our hopes, of our faith
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in the immediate better future. However, involuntarily the heart
feels afflicted with sorrow and doubts. Of course, owing to current
important affairs (and we all look like such important business-
men), there is no time—and it seems foolish—to speculate as to
what is going to happen in ten years or by ihe end of the century,
that is, when we shall no longer be living. The motto of the genuine
businessman of our times is—aprés moi le déluge. But idle, not
practical, people—those who have no business—truly may be excused
for meditating, if they be inclined to meditate, now and then about
the future. Didn’t Poprischin (in Gogol's Memoirs of a Lunatic)
meditate about Spanish affairs ?—“All these events killed me, shook
me so, that I . . .)” etc., wrote he forty years ago. I confess: many
things make me, too, quiver sometimes and, in truth, I feel de-
spondent over my reveries. The other day, for instance, I was
pondering over the status of Russia as a great European power,
and what thoughts did not occur to me on this sad theme!

To begin with, consider that at all cost we must become a
great European power as soon as possible. True, we are a great
power, but what I mean to say is only that this costs us much
too much—greatly in excess of what it costs other great powers,
and this is a very bad symptom. So that whole thing becomes
unnatural, as it were.

However, I hasten to make this rcservation: I am judging
solely from the Westerners' standpoint; and from this angle I am,
indeed, drawing my conclusion. The case appears different from
the national-and, so to speak, a bit Slavophile—point of view:
here, as is known, there is faith in some inner independent forces
of the people-in some popular, altogether individu+ and original
powers inherent in our people, which are supportir. and saving
them.

But having read Mr. Pypin’s articles, I became sober. It
stands to reason that, much as hitherto, I continue to wish with
all my heart that the precious, solid and independent principles,
inherent in the Russian people, be actually existing. Nevertheless,
you will also concede this: what are these principles which Mr.
Pypin himself does not perceive, hear and discern; wuich are hid-
den, have hidden themselves, and have no intention of being re-
vealed at all? And consequently, willy-nilly, I have to do without
these principles consoling one’s soul.

Thus, I come to the thought th: . as yet, we are clumsily
clinging to our summit of a great power, exerting all our efforts
to prevent our neighbors, as long as possible, from taking notice
of this. In this we can be greatly assisted by the general European
ignorance of everything concerning Russia. At lcast, thus far this
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ignorance could not have been doubted—a fact over which we
should not be lamenting. On the contrary, it would be to our great
disadvantage if our neighbors were to perceive us more minutely
and from a shorter distance. In the fact that, so far, they have
understood nothing about us—lay our great strength. But the point
is that at present it seems, alas, that they are beginning to com-
prehend us better than heretofore: this is very dangerous.

Our colossal neighbor is relentlessly scrutinizing us and, it
seems, he sees through many things. Without going into details,
let us take the most obvious things striking one’s eyes. Take the
area occupied by us and our borders (inhabited by foreigners and
aliens who, from year to year, have been consolidatng the indi-
viduality of their own alien, and partly foreign, neighboring ele-
ments). Take these things and consider: in how many points are
we strategically vulnerable? To protect all these we have to main-
tain a far greater armed force than those of our neighbors (at
least, in my opinion as a civilian). Also, consider that in our day
wars are conducted not so much with ammunition as with brains,
and you will agree that the latter circumstance is particularly dis-
advantageous to us.

At present weapons are being changed every ten years, and
even more frequently. In another fifteen years or so, people will
use for shooting not rifles but some kind of lightning, some sort
of a machine emitting a holocaustal electrical stream. Tell me:
what can we invent in this line so as to surprise our neighbors?
What if in fifteen years every great power will have secretly stored
away one such surprisé for any kind of eventuality? Alas, we are
merely capable of imitating and purchasing ammunition from others,
and—at best—of repairing it at home. To invent such machines we
should have to have our own independent, and not purchased, sci-
ence, not an imported but a free one—one that has taken root in
our soil. As yet we do not possess such a science, nor do we even
have a purchased one.

Again, take our railroads: consider our distances and our
poverty. Compare our capitals with those of the other great powers
and try to understand: what would be the cost of the road net-
work needed by us as a great power? And please bear in mind
that they have built their networks long ago, and gradually, while
we have to hurry.and catch up. Their distances are short, while
all of ours are on a Pacific-like scale. Even now we feel painfully
the burden of the cost of nothing but the beginning of our net-
work, and what a heavy, one-sided diversion of capital it has meant
to the detriment, let us say, of our poor agriculture and any other
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industry. And the point here is not so much in the monetary sum
as in the extent of the nation’s effort.

Why, we should never come to the end if we were to enumerate,
one by one, our needs compared with our poverty. Finally, con-
sider education, that is, science: and think only how much we
have to expend to catch up with the others in this respect. Accord-
ing to my humble way of thinking, we shouli be expending annually
for education at least as much as for the army, if we were to
attempt to catch up with any of the great powers. And we should
also take into account that much time has already been lost; that
we do not possess commensurate monetary resources, and that, in
the long run, all this would merely constitute a spurt and not a
normal undertaking—as it were, a concussion, and not education.

Of course, all these are but dreams; but . . . I reiterate, one
begins to dream along these lines despite one’s self, and so I will
continue to meditate. Please note that I am evaluating everything
in terms of money. Yet is this the correct way to reckon?—Under
no circumstance can money purchase everything: only an ignorant
shopkeepzr iiom Mr. O<trovsky’s comedy would argue to the con-
trary. With money, for example, you may build schools, but you
would be unable forthwith to produce teachers. A teacher is a
delicate proposition; a popular, national teacher is the product of
centuries; he is maintained by tradition, by endless experience.

But let us suppose that with money you would produce not
only teachers but, eventually, even scientists. Even so, you would
not produce men. What is there in the fact that a man is a scientist
if he does not understand business? For instance, he will master
pedagogy, and from his chair he will teach pedagogy quite efficiently,
but nevertheless he will not become a pedagogue. »:~n, men—this
is the most essential nced. Men are dearer even th: . money. In
no market, and no matter for what amount of money, can men be
purchased, because they are neither salable nor pvrchaseable, but,
again, they are evolved by centuries; well, and centuries require
time—some twenty-five, or say, thirty years, even in our midst
when centuries have long lost any value.

A man of ideas and of independent learning, a man inde-
pendently versed in business, is capable of being moulded only by
the long independent life of a nation, its century-long labors full
of suffering; in short, he is produced by the country’s historical
life in its totality.

Now, our historical existence during the last two centuries,
after all, has not been independent. It is absolutely impossible to
accelerate artificially the necessary and continual historical phases
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of national life. We see this in our own example: two centuries
ago it was sought to hurry and speed up everything, and instead,
we got stuck, since, notwithstanding all triumphant exclamations
of our Westerners, we undeniably did get stuck.

Our Westerners are people with extraordinary malignancy and
triumph, who are trumpeting today through all the trumpets that
we have no science, no common sense, no patience, no skill; that
we are destined to creep along behind Europe, to imitate her
slavishly in everything; and that, in view of European tutelage,
it is even a crime to think of our own independence. Yet, tomorrow,
if you should only dare to hint at your doubt as to the unques-
tionably salutary effect of the revolution which two centuries ago
occurred in our midst, they would start shouting in a chorus that
all your dreams about popular independence are nothing but kvas,
kvas and kvas; that two centuries ago we had been converted
from a mob of barbarians into the most enlightened and happiest
Europeans, and that we should be gratefully remembering this to
the end of our days.

But let us leave the Westerners alone, and let us suppose
that with money everything may be accomplished; that time itself
may be purchased, and that even independence of life may some-
how be steamed up and re-enacted. The question is: where is such
money to be found ?—Almost half of our present budget is paid
for by vodka; in other words, this means that, judging by the
present, the whole future of the people is dependent upon national
drunkenness and popular depravity. We are paying, so to speak,
with our future for our stately budget of a great European power.
We are cutting the tree at its very root, in order to get the fruit
as quickly as possible. And who sought this?—It happened involun-
tarily, of its own accord, as a result of the strict logic of historical
events. Our people, liberated by the great word of the Monarch,
are inexperienced in the new ways of life; as yet, they have not
lived independently, and they are merely taking their first strides
along the new road: this is an enormous and extraordinary break ;
it is almost wholly unexpected, almost unheard of in history by
reason of its completeness and character. These first, and now inde-
pendent, steps of the liberated giant along the new path, fraught
with great peril, require extraordinary caution. And yet, what did
our people encounter at these first steps?—Vacillation among the
upper strata of soc.ety; the alienation from the people of our in-
telligentsia which, for centuries, has been in existence (this is the
principal thing), and on top of these—trash and the Jew. The people
began revelling and drinking—first, from joy; and later, from force
of habit. Were they shown anything better than trashiness? Were
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they diverted, were they taught anything?—At present in some,
even in many, localities, pot-houses are so numerous that they exist
in the proportion of not only one to hundreds but even to dozens
of inhabitants—moreover, to only a few dozens. There are localities
with some fifty dwellers, or less, and yet they have a pot-house of
their own.

The Citizen has already reported once in a special article the
detailed budget of our present-day saloon: it is impossible to sup-
pose that these inns could be existing only on liquor. How, then,
do they manage to be self-supporting >—By popular depravity—theft,
receiving stolen goods, usury, banditry, destruction of the family
and by popular disgrace—this is how they manage to thrivel

Mothers drink; children drink; churches are being deserted;
fathers are engaged in banditry: the bronze arm of Ivan Susanin
has been sawed off and brought to a pot-house, and there it was
received! Do but consult medical science: what kind of generation
can be begotten by such drunkards! But let—(and I pray God
it may be ro!)—let this be a mere dream of a pessimist, exag-
gerating the calamity ten times! We believe and wish to believe, yet

. if in the forthcoming ten or fifteen years the people’s addiction
to drunkenness (which is still undeniable) does not diminish, but
persists, and, therefore, expands—in this case wouldn’t the vision
itself be vindicated>—Here we have to have the budget of a great
power and, therefore, we need money ever so badly. The question
may be asked: who, then, is going to provide the money during
these fifteen years, should this state of affairs persist? Labor,
industry?—Since a sound budget is based only upon labor and
industry?—Yet what kind of labor is to be expected in the face
of such pot-houses?

Genuine, sound capital accumulates in a country :n no other
way than by being based upon a general labor prosperity; other-
wise only capital owned by kulaks and Jews can come into ex-
istence. And thus it shall be if the people will not come to their
senses and the intelligentsia will not help them. If the people should
fail to come to their senses, they, as a whole, will find themselves
in a very short time in the hands of all sorts of Jews, nnd in such
an event no commune is going to save them: there will be merely
uniformly equal paupers, mortgaged and enslaved as a whole com-
mune, while, in their stead, Jews and kulaks will be providing the
money for the budget. There will emerge PQF&_QCR@Y_!’QE%‘:'I mean
little bourgeois, and a countless number of paupers enslaved
them—such will be the _pi_ctq@ssY\hiEEErs will be soaking up the
blood of the people and subsisting on their debauch and humilia-
tion; inasmuch, however, as they—these Yiddishcrs—will provide
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money for the budget, they will have to be supported. This is a
bad, horrible dream and, praised be the Lord, it is merely a fancy!
—titular councilor Poprischin’s dream—I concede. But it will not
come true! Not only once have the people saved themselves! They
will find within themselves a protective force which they have
invariably been finding; they will discover within themselves pro-
tective and salutary principles, those very principles which our
intelligentsia stubbornly refuses to perceive in the people. They
themselves will reject the pot-houses; they will start longing for
work and order and honor—and not for the saloon!

And, thank God, all this—it seems—is being corroborated; at
least, there are indications to this effect: we have already men-
tioned temperance societies. True, these are in only an embryonic
state; these are but weak, scarcely noticeable, endeavors—but let
them only not be impeded in their development, under some special
pretexts! On the contrary, how desirable it is to support them!
What if, on their own part, they be supported by all our progres-
sive minds—our littérateurs and socialists, by the clergy and by
all those in the press who, from month to month, are succumb-
ing under the burden of their indebtedness to the people. What if
they be supported also by the schoolteachers who are now coming
into being! I know that I am not a practical man (at present,
after the recent notorious speech of Mr. Spasovich, it is even
gratifying to make this- confession), but—can you imagine?—I am
convinced that even the poorest schoolteacher of some sort may
accomplish a great deal by his initiative, if only he should wish to!
Herein is the real pofnt: that in this matter the personality and
character are important; the businessman is of moment, one who
is really capable of exercising his will.

At present, teachers’ positions are mostly occupied by our
young men who, even when intending to do some good, do not
know the people; they are suspicious and distrustful; after the
first, at times most ardent and noble, endeavors they quickly be-
come tired ; they look sombre and they begin to regard their posi-
tions merely as transitory to something better; and then-they
either become accomplished topers or, for the sake of ten extra
rubles, they quit everything and run away, no matter whither, even
without being paid anything, even to America, in order “to ex-
perience free laber in a free state.” This used to happen and
continues to take place even now, it is said. There, in America, some
vile contractor starves the schoolteacher on some manual job, cheats
him and even beats him with his fists, and after every blow our
schoolteacher fondly exclaims to himself: “God! How reactionary
and dishonorable are these blows in my native land and, on the
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contrary, how noble, tasty and liberal they are here!” And so it
will seem to him for a long time; but why should he renounce his
convictions because of such trifles!

However, let us leave him alone in America. I will continue
my thought. My thought—let me remind you—is that even a most
insignificant rural schoolteacher could, if Lr only would, assume
the whole initiative of the liberation of the people from the bar-
barous passion for drunkenness. On this subject I even have a plot
for a novel and, perhaps, I shall risk revealing it to the reader prior
to the writing of the story.

The Citizen, 1873, No. 21.

APROPOS OF A NEW DRAMA

This new drama is one by Mr. Kishensky: Drinking to the
Last Drop Will Yield No Good Crop, the last three acts of which
we ventured to print in toto in this 25th issue of The Citizen,
notwithstan.line the fact that it has consumed nearly half of our
space. But we sought not to break the impression, and maybe the
readers will agree that the drama deserves their special attention.
It is conceived for the popular stage and it is written with knowl-
edge, precision and talent—and this is the main thing, especially
nowadays when virtually no new talents are to be found.

These are all characters of the factory pattern, of a “factory
hamlet”; they are most heterogeneous and sharply delineated. The
plot is here, and we shall not dwell upon it in detail. The idea is
serious and profound. This is essentially a tragedy whose fatum is
vodka; vodka has bound, filled and directed everytking, and has
brought about ruin.

True, the author, being a genuine artist, could not have failed
to perceive the world depicted by him from a broader point of
view, even though in the title of his drama he had proclaimed that
Drinking to the Last Drop Will Yield No Good Crop. Here, in
addition, we find a reverberation of the enormous economic and
moral percussion resulting from the all-embracing reforms of the
present reign. The former world, the old order, ba. as it was,
nevertheless constituted an order which has vanished forever.

Strangely, the dark moral aspects of the old order—egotism,
cynicism, slavery, disunity and venality—not only have not dis-
appeared with the abolition of serfdom but, as it _were, tl.cy have
grown stronger, more developed and more numerous; whereas from
the g gcTH ‘moral aspects of the old_order—which actuaﬂ——dld exist

ins_virtually nothing.(All this is also reiTeTted in Mr.
Kishensky's picture, at least as we understand it. Here everything
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is in a state of transition and vacillation, and, alas, there is nothing
even hinting at a better future.

The author energetically points to education as the salvation
and the only solution; meanwhile, however, vodka has captured
and poisoned everything and, having invaded and enslaved the
people, has made things worse. And Mr. Kishensky draws a somber,
dreadful picture of this new slavery which befell the Russian peasant
after he had been freed from the former one.

Here we have two different sorts of types—of vanishing people
and of those belonging to the new young generation.

The author is familiar with the young generation. His favorite
types, whom he conceives as the hope for the future and who
represent the halo in the dark picture, are portrayed fairly well
(this is strange, since “positive” types are hardly ever successfully
conceived by our poets). At least, Maria is perfect. Ivan, her fiancé,
is drawn less successfully, notwithstanding the truth with which
he is depicted. He is a young fellow, handsome, bold, literate—one
who has seen much and learned new things, a kind and honest
fellow. His whole defect consists in that the author has taken too
much liking for him and has depicted him in too favorable a light.
Had the author taken a more negative attitude toward him, the
reader’s impression would have been more favorable to his be-
loved hero.

Still, as an artist of refinement, the author did not overlook
even the most disadvantageous traits in his Ivan’s character. He
is endowed with vigorous energy and a good mind, but he is young
and presumptuous. He believes, magnanimously, in truth and in
the right way, yet he confuses truth with men and unjustly de-
mands from them the impossible. For instance, he is familiar with
certain laws, so that the scribe “Levanid Ignatiich” is somewhat
afraid of attacking him directly; but Ivan believes too naively in
his knowledge; for this reason, he stands defenseless before evil,
and not only does he not understand danger but he does not even
suspect it. All this is so natural, and it could have come out per-
fectly because thus it must have been. Moreover, the author did
not fail to take heed of a multitude of sympathetic details: Vania,
even comprehending the whole abomination of the scoundrels (who,
in addition, are hostile to him), as a young, fresh and strong man,
to whom everythiag in life is still so attractive, does not sufficiently
loathe them, keeps company with them, and sings songs with them.
This youthful trait greatly attracts the reader to him.

Still—we repeat—the author took too much liking to him,
and not even once does he look upon Ivan from above. It would
seem to us that it is insufficient to set forth correctly all given
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qualities of a person: one has resolutely to illume him with one’s
own artistic vision. A genuine artist, under no circumstances, should
remain on one level with the person portrayed by him, confining
himself to mere realistic truth; the impression will carry no truth.
Had there been, on the part of the author at least, a little drop
of irony for the self-confidence and youthful arrogance of the hero,
he would have become dearer to the reader. Otherwise one may
think that the author actually meant to make him appear altogether
guiltless in the face of the calamity wrought upon him.

Other persons of the younger generation—people lost almost
since childhood, a “‘sacrificed generation’’—are portrayed even more
truthfully than the “positive types.” There are two categories of
themn : the innocent ones and the guilty ones. Here, for instance, we
have a little girl (Matriosha)—a sacrificed and unhappy creature;
and what is most horrible is that one feels that of such ‘“unhappy”
ones there are in Russia as many as you please, multitudes—all
villages are full of them. The truthfulness of the description is apt
to terrify a kindhearted man who intelligently envisages our future.
This is a geuerztion which grew up after the reform. In early
childhood it came face to face with a family already in a state of
decomposition and cynical with wholesale drunkenness; and, later,
it landed in the factory. Poor little girl! She has indulged in de-
bauch, perhaps ever since the age of twelve, and she is almost
unaware of the fact that she is depraved. On Christmas she went
from the factory to her hamlet for a short stay, and she is sincerely
surprised that her former companion, the peasant girl Masha, holds
honor in greater esteem than fineries: “Now, Stepan Zakharych,
ignorance sticks out”—says she.—“What'’s the harm in a shopkeeper,
or a gentleman, playing around with a gir!?” This st~ .tters fully
convinced of the truth and justice of her words, anc¢ =ven more
—pitying Masha and the villagers. When Masha spurns a dirty
little merchant, a despicable scoundrel, Matriosha says frankly:
“What’s the use of talking to these people! They're groggy! An-
other, in her place, would have been only too glad! She would have
bewitched and attracted him, and she would have made something
for herself and would have humored her brother!” And, finally,
when this unfortunate, in collusion with the miserabie merchant,
administers to Masha some sleeping powder, so that he may rape
the poor, honest girl while she is lying unconscious, and when
after that she climbs up onto the oven to ascertain whether the
victim has fallen asleep, she commits ti- = villainy not ouy with-
out any conception of wrong, but earnestly convinced that she is
doing Masha, her former companion, a favor—a benefaction for
which she, Masha, will later thank her.
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In the fifth act, in the ultimate horrible catastrophe, neither
the despair of Masha, her father or her fiancé, nor the murder
which is about to be committed—nothing perplexes Matriosha; of
course, she is absolutely heartless, for how could she have acquired
a heart? She shrugs her shoulders and utters her pet word: “Ig-
norance!” The author did not forget this exclamation, thus adding
the artistic finishing touch to this character. Tragic fate!|—A human
being is converted into some rotten worm, fully content with itself
and its pitiful horizon.

Here we have environment, the fatum: this unfortunate one
is not guilty, and one understands it. But here is a different type
—the most accomplished in the drama: the type of the depraved,
tipsy, detestable factory lad, Masha’s brother, selling his sister out to
the miserable little merchant for three hundred rubles and a velvet
jacket; this one is surely a type belonging to the guilty ones of
the “sacrificed” generation. Here we have not only environment;
true, the setting and the milieu are identical-drunkenness, family
in a state of decomposition, and the factory. But this one does
not naively, as Masha, embrace faith in debauch. He is not naively
vile, as she, but lovingly; he adds to meanness something of his
own. He does understand that debauch is debauch; he knows what
is not debauch; but he takes a conscious liking for perversity and
he despises honor. Consciously does he reject the old order of
family and tradition; he is stupid and dull—this is true—but there
is in him a sort of enthusiasm for sensuality and for the meanest,
most cynical materialism. He is no longer a mere little worm, as is
Matriosha, in whom everything is petty and withered. He stands
there at-a meeting of the village community, and one realizes that
he no longer comprehends, or is capable of comprehending, any-
thing in it; that he is no longer “of this world” with which he has
completely severed all relations. He sells his sister with no rack-
ings of conscience, and next morning he comes to his father's hut,
to the scene of despair, in his velvet jacket and with a new har-
monica in his hands. There is one thing in which he believes, as in
omnipotence; this is vodka. With the dullest, yet most appropriate
gesture, before every one of his undertakings, he offers vodka—Dbitter
to the peasants, and sweet to their women—convinced that every-
thing will transpire according to his desires and that vodka can
accomplish anything. To make irony complete in him, as he is
portrayed, side by side with unrestricted cynicism, there dwells a
longing for the polite manners of days gone by—for traditional
peasant “civility.” Having arrived in his village, and not yet hav-
ing seen his mother, he plants himself in the inn and politely sends
her vodka. When he and Matriosha drag their mother into the pot-
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house, in order to be at liberty to screw out of her the permission
to sell her own daughter to the merchant for rape, he civilly offers
her, before anything else, sweet vodka and, beckoning her to be
seated, he says: “If you please, mother dear”’; and she is quite
pleased with his “civility.”

Our author has been reproached by people who have read
the first act, for the too natural speech of the peasants, maintaining
that it could have been more literary. We ourselves feel displeased
with this naturalness of the speech,; everything should be artistic.
However, after attentively reading and then re-reading the drama,
one is forced to concede that, in certain places at least, it would
have been impossible to change the language without weakening
the characteristic flavor of the play. This: “if you please, mother
dear”—could not have been modified; it would have sounded so
mean. And please note that sonny respects his “mother dear,” this
miserable, stupid, tipsy old hag, as little as his own soul.

Here are the tragic words of the father of that family—an
old man addicted to liquor—about the “sacrificed generation”:

Zakhar (swallowing a glass of vodka) : “Drunkards! Just think,
friends: a factory workman keeps sitting all week long at his
lathe; his feet and hands will grow numb, and that head of his
will be filled, as it were, with fog! They’re all crazy, so to speak!
They've lost human countenance! The premises are stuffy—the
walls bare; disgusting to look at! The sun never peeps into
the place! One sees it only on holidays! Well, friends, that
holiday’s coming: thou, grandfather, canst start reading the
Scriptures; another fellow will go to the field to look at the
crop, or to the woods, maybe, to the L-cs, or else :- neighbors
for a chat about zemstvo, let's say, or some meet \g or corn
prices—now, I ask you, where's the factory hand to go? What's
he going to talk about?—To him, all things are measured and
weighed! Only fines, maybe, are exacted—who knows for what?
And rotten food is provided, or a ruble’s worth of tea is being
sold for two-fifty; he's not to leave the gate so that provisions
be bought from him! and there be more debauch. Isn't this so?
—Well, there’s but one road--to the pot-house! It's nothing but
idle talk about vodka and lewdness!”

Vasily : “That’s right!"”

Zakhar: “Think, friends, one alsn wants to have reciration!
Well, it's youth! People gather for a ro ad dance, songs, laughter
—and a policeman disperses them! So the whole pack go to the
saloon and the tavern! Then they’ll start babbling about girls

IThe factory owner. (B. B.)
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and who's going to out-drink the other! Girls of twelve are look-
ing for sweethearts! Spool-workers lap up vodka like water!
In the mill—obscenities, shamelessness; the air is permeated with
groans of cursing, regular hell! Children are grownups! We send
our children there for ruin! Is there a single girl without lewd-
ness, a single lad not a toper—in factories, I mean ?”

But the most characteristic scene of all in this popular drama
is the third act—the peasants’ community meeting. A strong thought
is invested in this episode of the play. This meeting is all that is
left of the firm, cornerstone foundations of Russian life; its main
traditional link and its future hope. And now this meeting already
bears the element of decomposition; it is already ailing in its inner
content. One can perceive that in many respects it is merely a
form, but its inner spirit and its inner secular truth are tottering—
they started tottering with the tottering people.

At this meeting a most revolting injustice takes place: con-
trary to custom and law, the only son of a widow—Ivan, the hero
of the drama—is being drafted into the army in place of a lad
from a well-to-do family with three sons. And the worst thing
is that this is being done knowingly, with deliberate disrespect for
truth and custom: this is being done for liquor and money. Here
it is not even a bribe—a bribe, after all, would not be so bad: it
may be a solitary and corrigible crime. No, here everything arises
out of conscious disrespect for oneself, for one’s own court, and,
thus, for one’s own traditional ways of life. Cynicism is already
revealed in the fact ‘that, in violation of the custom and ancient
rule, the community permits a drinking bout at the beginning of
the meeting: “Better will be the judgment with some fumes in the
head’—sneeringly declare the leaders of the gathering.

Half of the assembled citizens have long ago lost faith in
the authority of the communal decision and, consequently, in its
necessity ; they almost consider it a futile form which may always
be eluded—may be and must be, contrary to the truth and for the
sake of an immediate advantage. In a short time, one feels, cheap
wits of a more modern pattern will start regarding this whole
ceremony as mere foolishness, a futile burden, since the communal
decision, no matter what happens, will be such as is sought by
the rich and powerful bloodsucker who is directing the meeting.
So that, instead of the empty formalities, it is better to go straight
into subjugation of this bloodsucker. And, in addition, he will
be serving vodka. Do you see that the majority of these autonomous
members have lost the very thought that their decision could be
rendered contrary to the will of the strong man? They have all
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“grown flabby” and their hearts have grown fat; everybody is
craving for sweets, for material gain. Essentially, they are all slaves,
and they can’t even conceive that a matter may be decided for
the sake of truth and not for personal benefit.

The young generation is present there, and they look at their
fathers’' business not only without respect, not only scoffingly, but
as some obsolete nonsense—precisely as a foolish, futile form which
manages to persist exclusively through the obstinacy of two or
three stupid old men who, besides, may always be bought. Thus
does Stepan stand and behave there—that tipsy, detestable lad
who later sells his sister.

All these episodes of the communal meeting are successfully
portrayed by the author. And the main thing is that Stepan is
almost right about the fact that not only does he understand noth-
ing transpiring in that communal meeting, but that he does not
even deem it necessary to comprehend it. Of course, he could not
have helped but notice that an external element was permitted to
influence the meeting, namely, the merchant who had made up his
mind to ruin Vanka and wrest from him his girl-fiancee. The com-
mune, having consumed the merchant’s liquor, permitted his clerk
to utter aloud to himself that, without him, the merchant-factory
owner—who, through factory work provides them with their daily
bread—“your whole volost would have been begging on church
porches, but should they render a decision in accord with his
dictate, ‘his sedateness,”” the merchant, would waive many a fine
imposed upon the people.” Of course, the matter is decided in
favor of the merchant, and Vanka is drafted into the army.

At this meeting (attended by most diverse personages and
characters) there are two almost tragic persons: tne is Naum
Egorov, an old man, who for twenty years has been ~ -upying the
front seat at the meeting and directing it, and the other :s Stepanida,
Ivan’s mother. Naum Egorych is a reasonable, firm and honest
old man with a lofty soul. He views communal decisions from an
elevated standpoint. To him this is not a mere gathering of house-
owners of such and such a hamlet—no, spiritually, he has lifted
himself to the broadest conception: in his view, a decision of a
meeting even of his own hamlet is, as it were, a par. of the judg-
ment of all of peasant Russia, which persists and stands solidly
only because of the peasants’ commune and its judgment.

But, alas, he rationalizes too much: he is unable to perceive
the communal vacillation and the ori.ntation whither :he com-
mune has been swayed for some time. Untruth and villainy, of

1A title applied to Russian merchants of olden times—something akin to
“his honor.” (B. B.)
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course, used to exist at meetings in days gone by—twenty years
ago; nevertheless, disrespect for the meeting on the part of its
members, disrespect for their own business, was unknown or, at
least, it was not raised to the level of a principle. People used to
commit villainy but they knew that they were perpetrating a
disgraceful thing, and that there was good; at present, however,
they do not believe in good, nor in its necessity.

Still, Naum is a sort of a last Mohican; he continues to be-
lieve in communal truth quand-méme, almost forcibly, and therein
is his tragicalness. He is a formalist; sensing that the content is
slipping away, he clings all the more tenaciously to the form. Seeing
that the commune is drunk, he is ready to make the request that
the meeting be postponed, but when people begin to shout: “Better
will be the judgment with some fumes in the head!”’—he yields:
“The commune has decided, and one shouldn’t oppose the com-
mune.” In his heart he knows only too well that, strictly speaking,
their hired despicable scribe, Levanid Ignatiich, has the last say,
and that the meeting is going to render such a decision as it will
be ordered to render by the merchant’s clerk. But the old man still
continues, for the time being, though against his will, to deceive
nimself : he dismisses Levanid from his front seat and, as chairman
of the meeting, reprimands the clerk for his discourteous words
directed against the commune.

Several truthful voices are raised in favor of Vanka; they
praise him; they say that he is a good, sensible lad who is useful
to the commune; that a lad, such as he, should be spared. But,
at this juncture, the voice of an old tipsy head, among others,
exclaims: “Why, if he's better than the rest—let's make him a
recruit!” This means deliberate scoffing at truth, a flagrant dis-
play of untruth, sport. . . . The judge jokes about himself, and
this in a matter involving the fate of a man!

Naum hears and, of course, realizes that his ‘“commune” is
coming to an end. Ivan's mother stands there. She is a proud,
strong and not yet old woman. Long ago she became a young
widow. As a widow, she has been persecuted and wronged by the
commune. But she has endured everything: she has repaired  her
humble little cottage; she has raised her only beloved Vania' for
her joy and consolation, and now she is listening to the commune
taking away from her her best hope, her last joy, her own son. Naum
Egorych, foreboding the tipsy, unruly decision of the commune,
hastily says to Stepanida: “Ekh, what’s to be done! The commune
is a power! Beg, Stepanida, beg the commune!” But she does
not want to beg; instead, she haughtily accuses the commune of
untruth, of bribery, of tipsy judgment, of envy toward her Vania.
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“Stepanida, thou shalt embitter the commune still more ! "—exclaims
Naum with alarm. “Dost thou not think, Naum Egorych”—replies
Stepanida—‘that if I saw law and conscience here—here's only
vodka! . .. —If T knew that here it were possible to gain their
compassion, I'd rub the skin off my knees against the bare ground;
I'd wash the floor in a hut clean with my tcars; I'd smash my head
bowing to the commune! But here they’ll not listen to entreaties|!
They’ll have no pity! Dost thou not see that here everything is
concocted and prearranged? They, the crows, will ruin my bright
falcon, they’ll peck him to death! Ye sell your souls for vodkal!
What are ye worshipping ?—Vodka! He who hath treated ye more
—he hath bought ye! See, Vania, thou hast offended the fat mer-
chant! Don’t ye know that the drunken fat merchant sought to
cover with shame Vania’s bride! Ye don’t know this!—Why, the
merchant’s vodka tastes good! Ye ribalds—bloodsuckers! Ye even
reproached me for having adopted a homeless orphan! But it’s not
going to be your way! It's just not going to be! The mediator
knows my Vaniusha—he’s not going to let ye offend him!” (She
walks away hastily.)

This proud woman is one of the characters which our poet
has portrayed very successfully. Be that as it may, gentlemen,
but this is a potent scene. Of course, this is a Russian village—
and the person, a simple peasant woman who even cannot talk liter-
ately—but, by God, this monologue about skin-rubbed-off-knees, “if
it were possible to gain their compassion,” is worth many a pathetic
scene in some tragedies of this kind. Here there are no classical
phrases; there is no beautiful language, no white curtain; there
are no glowing black eyes of a Rachel; yet, I assure you, if we
had our Rachel, you would have shivered in the t!.atre at this
maternal malediction upon the communal court, at cll its unem-
bellished truth. The scene winds up with a most significant move-
ment—with the flight after truth to “the mediator,” to complain
to him against the communal decision. This is a distressing prophecy.

It is almost superfluous to point further to all the best scenes
in this work. But I cannot refrain from conveying my impression,
and I will say frankly: rarely have I read anything more potent
and more tragic than the finale of the fourth act.

The victim—sold out by her mother and brother to the mer-
chant, drugged with a philter into a state of unconsciousness—falls
asleep on the oven. Matriosha, that inno ent delinquent, cliinbs upon
the oven to take a look, and, almost with joy, virtually convinced
that now she has made Masha happy, announces to the miserable
merchant: “Ready! She won’t move even if she be cut up into
pieces!” The scribe Levanid, the merchant's companion, gets up
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and walks out: “What a life is given to you merchants”—he utters
enviously. And now, the merchant, before climbing onto his victim,
is seized with a sort of exalted pathos: “ ’Cause we're a power now!”
—he exclaims voluptuously and prophetically. “We can do any-
thing we please. If a merchant fancies something nowadays, he can
have it—'cause we're a power!”—“Power—there’s no argument!”’—
confirms the victim’'s brother. Thereupon, those not needed leave
the hut; the scoundrel creeps toward Masha, while the drunken
mother, who had sold her innocent daughter, the promised bride
of unfortunate Vania, in a state of intoxicated unconsciousness,
falls asleep right there on the floor at the feet of the hopelessly
drunken father of this happy family. . . . Drinking to the Last
Drop Will Yield No Good Crop.

I do not enumerate all these traits of the dreadful picture
which impress one with their truth; I do not point to these criminals
who almost fail to comprehend their crime—fdil to comprehend and
yet are already deprived of the right to curse their crime-such as
the tipsy father of the family, upon whom the daughter tragically,
straight to his face, invokes her daughterly malediction.

There are some most keenly observed traits: Masha, during
the first moments after she comes to her senses, is about to commit
suicide; but then she puts on the silk sarafan which the merchant
had left for her with her mother; however, she puts it on out of
malevolence, for the sake of torture, in order to inflict more torment
upon herself: “Now, look, I have become a harlot myself!” Here
is the conversation between the “innocent” mother and the “inno-
cent” Matriosha on the day after the calamity:

Matriosha (walking in) : “Good morning, Aunt Arina! What's
doing here? Yesterday—I confess—I was even scared to call on
you!”

Arina: “Oh, oh, girlie, what fears we've endured! Awful!l
When at morn the girl found it out, she grabbed a knife and
was ready to kill us—and after that, herself! With very great
difficulty did we succeed in subduing her! Now she’ll not admit
Stiopka to her eyes!”

Matriosha: “So he told me.”

Arina: “Well, towards evening, you know, she calmed down—
now she has become like a stone! ‘God,’ says she, ‘punished me
for Matriosha; now, says she, I am as she’! Presently, girlie,
I gave her the sarafan, the one Silanty Savelych had bought from
you. She put it on: ‘I, says she, ‘turned into Matriosha, so I'll
be wearing the sarafan’! That’s the way things are!”



THE DIARY OF A WRITER 117

Matriosha: “Where is she now?”

Arina: “Oh, oh, girlie, she’ll go to the shed, bury herself in
the straw, and she’ll be lying there face-down.”

Matriosha: “She’s likely to take her life into her own hands—
in a passion, I mean.”

But the victim does not take her life into her own hands.
“I got scared,” she herself tells us later. Qur poet possesses much
psychological knowledge concerning the people. Here is Vania un-
expectedly returning from the mediator after an absence of twenty-
four hours. The poet did not spare his hero for the sake of realistic
truth: in the first moments Ivan is in a state of bestial rage; he
blames Masha alone; he is unjust and disgusting. However, hav-
ing at last grasped how the thing had happened, he involuntarily,
as it were, proposes to Masha that she marry him even so. But the
author knows only too well that according to the customs of our
people this is almost inconceivable, if the love affair is an honorable
one. A girl dishonored, even though by deceit, even without any
guilt on ner part, is nevertheless regarded as unclean—if not al-
together dishonest. Besides, Masha, too, is prideful: “Don’t soil
yourself against me, Vania!”’—she shouts—‘Go away! Farewell,
Vania!” And then in the last monologue, she hurriedly approaches
the table, pours a glass of vodka, and with a glowing glance at
everybody she looks around and shouts with a desperate, malev-
olent twist:

“Well, why have ye become sad?—-Rejoice, it's your job!
Mother dear! Father dear! Let’s all drink and be merry! Not
alone shalt thou prowl about pot-houses!— With your daughter!
It’'s weary, mother dear, to drink in solitude; now, °‘t’s the two
of us—with your daughter! Overflow, thou wine! Drc..n my woe,
my conscience!”

And she lifts the glass to her lips. Such is the end of the
drama.

I don’t mean to say that it is altogether faultless; but there
are sb many genuine merits in this work that any mistakes seem
almost insignificant. For example, Masha’s tone in the monologue
of the fourth act, which she winds up with a delightful and lofty
psychic impulse: “Now, it has become so easy!”’—That tone is a
bit too sweet. True, this is almost not a monologue at all, but a
meditation, a sentiment—those very meditations and seatiments
under whose influence, among Russian i 'en with heart and poesy,
all the songs of the Russian people have been conceived. For this
reason also, Masha's meditation, essentially truthful in a high de-
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gree and natural, could have assumed a somewhat lyrical form,
as it were. Yet art has its limitations and rules, and the monologue
could have been made shorter.

Nor, perhaps, is Masha's tone quite correct at the end of
the drama, after the catastrophe: it would have been better if she
had talked a wee bit less. Her horrible words, addressed to her
father, would have been far more forceful if they had been briefer
and not so melodious.

Still, all this is corrigible; the author may well correct these
things in the second edition, and—we repeat—compared with the
undeniable merits of his work, these are almost trifles. It would
also be good if the author should altogether delete from his drama
the appearance at the end (wholly unnecessary) of the virtuous
old factory-owner, who is practically preaching about our ‘“debt
to the people.” His appearance is all the more absurd as this is the
very manufacturer who has enslaved all the neighboring population,
exhausted them with wanton fines, and who is feeding his workers
with rotten food.

Finally, the master of the house, Zahar, is portrayed some-
what indeterminately. In his own explanation as to why he took
to drinking, there is something false, something unexplained and
strained, whereas the matter could have been presented much more
simply and naturally.

- However, this is only my opinion, and I may be mistaken;
but I am certain that I am not mistaken about the solid merits
of this serious work. I am only too glad to share my impressions
with the reader. Of late, and perhaps for some considerable time,
there has appeared in our literature nothing more serious.

The Citizen, 1873, No. 25.

LITTLE PICTURES
1

Summer, vacation-time and heat—heat and dust. It is pain-
ful to stay in town. Everybody is away. The other day I was
about to start reading the manuscripts which have accumulated at
the editorial office. . . . However, let us postpone discussing manu-
scripts, although there is something to be said about them.

One longs for air, ease, freedom, and instead of air and free-
dom, one roams alone through streets covered with sand and lime,
and one feels as though offended by someone—truly, a feeling akin
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to it! It is a fact that half of one’s affliction vanishes if only
someone can be found to share the guilt of it, and it is all the
more disappointing if absolutely no one can be found.

A few days ago I was crossing Nevsky Prospect from the
sunny to the shady side. It is known that one crosses Nevsky Pros-
pect with caution—otherwise one may be promptly crushed; one
manceuvres, watchfully looks around, trustingly seizes a favorable
moment before embarking upon the perilous journey; one waits
for a time when traffic will be clear, though only a little bit, of
carriages rushing one after the other in two or three rows.

In winter, for instance, two or three days before Christmas,
it is particularly interesting to cross: one takes great chances, espe-
cially if a frosty fog has been blanketing the town since the morning
dawn, when at a distance of some three steps one hardly recognizes
a passer-by. Somehow one manages to slip by the first rows of
coaches and cabmen rushing in the direction of the Police Bridge,
glad that one no longer has to fear them: the trampling and rattling
and coachnicn’s hoarse halloos are left behind one, and yet there
is no time to rejoice; one has only reached the middle of the
dangerous crossing, while further on—it’s risk and incertitude.
Hastily and anxiously one looks around, and hurriedly one con-
jectures how to slip through the second row of carriages speeding
in the direction of the Anichkov bridge. But one feels that there
is even no time to think—and, besides, this infernal fog; one merely
hears trampling and cries, but one can see only a sajen around.
And suddenly, out of the fog, one discerns swift, accelerated, hard,
rapidly approaching sounds, dreadful and ominous at this minute
—very similar to the sounds of six or seven men with ., chaff-cutter
chopping cabbage in a vat. “Where's one to esca; ? Forward
or backward? Will one have time or not?” And one is lucky to
have stood still : suddenly out of the fog, at a distance of only one
step, there emerges the gray snout of a heavily breathing trotter,
madly rushing at the speed of a railroad express train: foam on
the pit, the bow slanting sideways, reins are strained, while the
beautiful, strong legs, with every stroke, even and firm, measure
off a sajen. One brief moment, a desperate halloo of ti.¢e coachman
—and everything flashes and flies out of the fog into the fog—
trampling and chopping and cries—everything vanishes again, like
a vision. Verily, a Petersburg vision! One crosses one’s self, and
almost disregarding the second row of carriages, which only a
minute ago seemed so frightening, one quickly reaches the welcome
sidewalk, still trembling from the sensation just experienced, and,
strangely, at the same time feeling for some unknown reason a
feeling of pleasure—and not because one had escaped danger, but
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precisely because one had been subjected to it. A retrograde pleasure,
no doubt, and, in addition, one that is useless in our age—all the
more so as, contrariwise, one had to protest and seem not to
have been experiencing pleasure, since the trotter is not liberal in
the highest degree; he reminds one of a hussar, or a reveling shop-
keeper. Consequently—inequality, impudence, la tyrannie, etc.

This I know, and I am not arguing, but now I merely wish
to finish. And so, the other day, with the customary winter caution,
I started crossing Nevsky Prospect and, suddenly, awaking from
musing, I stopped with astonishment in the very middle of the
passage : there’s no one—not a single carriage, not even some jarring
cabman’s droshky! The place is empty some fifty sajen on either
side: one could stop and start discussing Russian literature with
a friend—it is safe to that extent! It's even insulting. When was
such a thing ever known?

[Dust and heat, strange odors, raked-up pavement, and houses
in a state of reconstruction. Mostly, it is fagades that are being
remodeled; old ones are being modernized—just for flaunt, for the
sake of typicality. To me, this present-day architecture of ours
seems astonishing. And, generally, the architecture of the whole
of Petersburg is extremely characteristic and original ; it has always
struck me precisely by the fact that it expresses its whole lack of
character and its impersonality throughout the entire period of its
existence. Of typicalness, in a positive sense, of its own, there are,
perhaps, only these wooden, rotten little houses still surviving, even
in the most fashionable streets, side by side with enormous houses,
and suddenly striking one’s eye as a heap of firewood near a marble
palazzo.

As regards palazzi, it is precisely in them that the character-
less 1dea is reflected, the whole negatory substance of the Petersburg
period, from its beginning to the end. In this sense there is no
such city as Petersburg: from an architectural standpoint it is a
reflection of all architectures in the world, of all periods and
fashions: everything has been gradually borrowed and distortgd in
its own way. In these buildings one may read, as from a book, the
tides of all ideas, and petty ideas, which, justifiably or at random,
have flown to us from Europe and which have gradually subdued
and enslaved us. ]

Here is the characterless architecture of the past century;
there, a pitiful copy, in Roman style, of the beginning of our
century ; and still further—we come to the epoch of the Renaissance
and a building in old Byzantine style, said to have been discovered
during the preceding reign by the architect Thon.

And then we see several edifices—hospitals, institutes and even
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palaces of the first decade of our century—these in the style of
Napoleon I: colossal, pseudo-majestic and incredibly weary; some-
thing strained and deliberately invented at the time, together with
those bees on Napoleon’s mantle, intended for the expression of
the grandeur of the epoch, which just then had begun, and of the
unheard-of dynasty claiming everlastingness.

Next, we behold mansions—almost palaces—of some of our
noble families, but of very recent times: thcse are in the fashion
of certain Italian palazzi, or in a not quite pure French style of
the pre-revolutionary epoch. But there, entire generations, one after
the other, throughout centuries have died out or are dying out in
those Venetian and Roman palazzi, whereas we have planted our
palazzi only during the past reign but, it seems also with a claim
to everlastingness: the order of things which had then come into
existence seemed all too solid and encouraging, and in the appearance
of these palazzi the faith in that order, as it were, was reflected:
they, too, meant to live for centuries. All this, however, has occurred
almost on the eve of the Crimean War and, afterwards, came the
liberation of the peasant~ . . ‘9

I shall feel very sad if soffie day, on such a palazzo, I should
read a signboard of a tavern with an amusement garden, or of a
French hotel for travelers.

And, finally, here we have the architecture of a modern,
enormous hotel : this is a businesslike trend—Americanism, hundreds
of rooms, a formidable industrial enterprise. One sees at once that
we, too, have built railroads, and that all of a sudden we have
become businessmen.

And now, now . . . in truth, one does not know how to define
our present architecture : here we have something nond+s«cript which,
however, is in full accord with all the nondescript t' ngs of the
present moment. Here we see a lot of very high (height being their
main characteristic) houses for tenants. with extremrely thin walls,
it is rumored, and stingily constructed, displaying an amazing num-
ber of architectural styles of fagades: here we have Rastrelli, and
late yococo; doge balconies and windows, by all means cils-de-
bexf, and also by all means five stories—and all these in one and
the same facade. “Now, brother, at all cost stick in a doge window,
because in what way a:n I inferior to some of their belly-pinched
doges? well, and as regards the five stories, these must nevertheless
be erected—for tenants; window-to-window, and stories should be
stories, since I can't be losing our capit ' for playthings vuly!”

However, I am not a Petersburg feuilletonist, and I started
to talk about altogether different matters: I began with editorial
manuscripts and wound up with a matter that is of no concern to me.
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2

Dust and heat. It is said that for those who have remained
in Petersburg several parks and amusement establishments have
been opened, where one can “breathe” fresh air. I don’t know if
there is any air to breathe there, because as yet I have been no-
where. In Petersburg, it is better, more stifling, more melancholy.
One roams, meditates in full solitude—this is better than the fresh
air of the Petersburg amusement parks. Besides, in the city itself
many parks have been opened, unexpectedly, in places where they
would never have been suspected. Virtually in every street, at some
gate-entrances, at times piled up with lime and bricks, one finds
a sign: “Entrance to the tavern's garden.” There, in the courtyard,
in front of a little old shanty, some forty years ago, a minute grass
plot—ten steps long and five steps wide—had been fenced off. Well,
then, this is now the “tavern’s garden.”

Tell me: why is it that on Sundays in Petersburg one feels
far sadder than on weekdays? Is it because of vodka? Because of
drunkenness? Because drunken peasants lie and sleep on Nevsky
Prospect amidst bright . . . evening, as I have witnessed myself?
—I don’t think so. Revellers from among the working people do
not disturb me and, having now stayed on in Petersburg, I got quite
used to them, although formerly I could not stand the sight of
them, even to the point of hate. On holidays they sometimes roam
around drunk, in crowds, crushing and running into people—not
because of unruliness, but just because a drunken person cannot
help running into and pushing people, cannot but curse aloud
despite the presence of whole crowds of children and women whom
they encounter; and it is not due to impudence, but just because
a toper can use no other language than an obscene one. Precisely,
this is a language, a whole language—of this I recently became con-
vinced—a most convenient and original language, adapted to the
drunken or only slightly intoxicated state, so that it was likely
to come into being, and, if it were altogether nonexistent, il faudrait
Uinventer. 1 am not joking at all. Consider: it is known , to
begin with, in a state of intoxication the tongue becomes tied" and
moves tightly, whereas the influx of thoughts and sensations in an
intoxicated person, or in anyone who is not as drunk as a fiddler,
increases nearly ten times. For this reason, naturally it becomes
necessary that a medjum be found which should satisfy the two
conflicting states. Such a language, from time immemorial, has
been found and adopted throughout the whole of Russia. This simply
takes the form of one unprintable noun, so that this whole language
consists of only one word, which is extraordinarily easy to pro-
nounce.
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Once, late in the evening on a Sunday, I chanced to take some
fifteen steps side by side with a group of six drunken workmen;
and suddenly I became convinced that it is possible to express all
thoughts, feelings, and even profound arguments, by the mere ut-
terance of that one noun which, besides, is composed of very few
syllables, indeed. First, one of the lads sharply and energetically
pronounces this noun to express his contemptuous negation of some-
thing that had been the general topic of their conversation. Another
lad, answering him, repeats the same noun, but in an altogether
different tone and sense—namely, in the sense of complete doubt
as to the veracity of the former’s negation. The third fellow sud-
denly blows up with indignation against the first lad, bitterly and
excitedly bursting into the conversation, and he shouts to him the
same noun, but this time in the sense of invective and abuse. At
this juncture the second lad again butts in, incensed against the
third one, the offender, and stops him, as if inferring: “Now why
did you, young fellow, break in? We've been talking calmly, and
whence did you come?—Why do you start scolding Filka?” And
he expresscs Jlis whole thought by uttering the same forbidden
word, the same strictly monosyllabic appellation of a certain object,
and was ready to lift his hand and grasp the third lad by his
shoulder. But, unexpectedly, a fourth little chap—the youngest in
the whole group—who until that moment had kept silent, but prob-
ably has suddenly discovered the solution to the initial difficulty
which had caused the altercation, raises his arm and shouts with
delight . . . Eureka, you would think? Found it? Found it? No,
not Eureka at all; nor did he find anything: he merely keeps re-
peating the same unprintable noun, only one word- nothing but one
word, but with delight, with screams of rapture, perhays a bit too
enthusiastic; but to the sixth morose lad, the oldest on-. it did not
“seem’’ so, and he promptly takes down the youngster's enthusiasm,
turning towards him and repeating in a morose, dids<tic bass . . .
the same noun that shouldn’t be mentioned in the presence of
ladies, and which this time clearly and precisely meant: “What art
thou straining thy throat and brawling about ?”

Thus, not once having uttered any other single word, they
repeated six times this one pet little word of theirs, in strict suc-
cession, and they fully understood each other. This is a fact which
I have witnessed.

“Have pity!”—I shouted at them, suddenly, for no :eason.
(I was in the very middle of the crowd.) “You took only ten steps
and you have uttered (I mentioned the word) six times! This is
a shame! Aren't yoy ashamed of yourselves?”

All of them suddenly began to stare at me, as one stares at
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something wholly unexpected, and for a moment they kept silent.
I thought they would start abusing me, but they did not; only the
youngster, having walked off some ten steps, turned toward me
and, as he continued on his way, he shouted:

“And why dost thou thyself mention Aim the seventh time if
thou counted six times to our credit?”

There sounded a burst of laughter, and the group walked off
without taking further notice of me.

3

No, I am not speaking about these revellers, and it is not
because of them that I feel particularly sad on Sundays. Recently,
I have discovered with great astonishment that in Petersburg there
are peasants, commoners and workers who are quite temperate and
who do not “use” liquor even on Sundays. And it was not this that
astonished me, but the fact that of such people there are, it seems,
infinitely more than I had hitherto supposed.

Now, to me it is even sadder to behold these than the tipsy
revellers, and this is not from compassion for the former. Nor is
there any reason to feel compassion for them; but even so—a
strange thought keeps coming to my mind. . . .

On Sundays, toward evening (on weekdays they are not seen
at all) a great many of these absolutely sober people, engaged all
week in work, go out into the streets. Precisely, they come out for
a walk. I have noticed that they never go on the Nevsky: mostly
they stroll near their homes, or they walk along “leisurely,” re-
turning with their families after visiting some people. (It seems
that there are also a great many married workers in Petersburg.)
They walk along sedately and with awfully serious faces, as if it
were not just a walk, conversing very little with each other, espe-
cially husbands with their wives—almost silently, but invariably in
their holiday clothes.

Their clothing is old and bad—on women, it is many-colored;
but everything is cleaned and washed for the holiday, intentionally
—perhaps, for this hour. There are some in Russian dresses, but
many are in German clothes, with shaved beards.

The most annoying part is that they really and seriously
imagine, it seems, that by strolling in this manner they are pro-
viding themselves with genuine Sunday recreation. Now—one may
ask—what pleasure §s there on this wide, bare, dusty street—still
dusty after sunset?—That’s exactly the point: to them this seems
paradise. So, everybody to his own.

Quite frequently they are accompanied by children; there
are also a lot of children in Petersburg, and yet it is said that here
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a great number of them die. As far as I could observe, they are
mostly very young children, of the earliest age; they can barely
walk, or they have not yet learned to walk. Is the reason why there
are so few children of an older age that they do not survive, but
die? Here I see in the crowd a solitary worker, but with a child,
a little boy; they are both lonely, and they both look so lonely.
The worker is about thirty; his is a lean, unhealthy face. He is in
his holiday clothes: a German suit, worn out at the seams; the
buttons are rubbed off and the collar of the coat is quite greasy;
his breeches are ‘“accidental”’—they are third-hand pants from a
rag fair; yet everything has been cleaned up as well as possible.
A calico shirt-front, a necktie, a top hat—quite rumpled. He has
shaved his beard. Probably he is working in a locksmith shop or is
employed in some capacity in a printing office. The expression of
his f