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			Preface

			Born just over two centuries ago, Ivan Turgenev was the first Russian author to become a celebrity in Europe, where he spent nearly half his life. He was, of course, more than a celebrity – he was a living link, a vital conduit to a society that remained largely hidden from Western eyes. It was, as Henry James wrote two decades after Turgenev’s death, ‘from his writings almost alone that we of English, French, and German speech have derived our notions . . . of the Russian people’.

			Yet by the time James wrote those words in 1903, Turgenev was already ceding ground to his near contemporary, Tolstoy, whose ‘baggy monsters’ (to borrow another of James’s vivid phrases) had been loosed upon the English-speaking world in various guises at the turn of the century. A decade later, Dostoyevsky and Chekhov would begin to appear, simultaneously, in Constance Garnett’s influential translations, elbowing Turgenev farther and farther out of view. Still, he retained his admirers, including, somewhat surprisingly, Ernest Hemingway – but the ever-pugilistic American’s ranking of influences on his own work is telling: ‘I started out very quiet and I beat Mr Turgenev. Then I trained hard and I beat Mr de Maupassant. I’ve fought two draws with Mr Stendhal, and I think I had an edge in the last one. But nobody’s going to get me in any ring with Mr Tolstoy unless I’m crazy or I keep getting better.’ Such was Hemingway’s scorecard in 1950; in the rough-and-tumble world of mid-century letters, Tolstoy was up and Turgenev was down, if not out.

			One of the causes of Turgenev’s unjust sidelining may be that his best writing, unlike the works of Tolstoy or Dostoyevsky, frustrates the reader on the hunt for big ideas. It isn’t that his novels and stories are devoid of ideas – many are full of them. In fact, he was often the first to discern and capture in writing the ideas that came to define the Russian nineteenth century. He helped expose the cruelty and inanity of serfdom in A Sportsman’s Sketches (1852); established the image of ‘the superfluous man’ – an idealist hopelessly stymied by a stagnant society and by his own obsessively contemplative nature – in The Diary of a Superfluous Man (1850) and Rudin (1856); anatomized the revo­lutionary materialism of a generation of Russian ‘nihilists’ in Fathers and Sons (1862); and made a keen study of a subsequent generation of populist radicals in Virgin Soil (1877).

			Still, ideas themselves are never Turgenev’s central concern. His focus is always on the beautifully individuated, perfectly imperfect human beings who cling to ideas for dear life, on the compromises, sacrifices, and self-deceit their convictions demand of them, and on the pain, relief, or deadening numbness that set in as these convictions crumble away. In Turgenev’s work, ideas are fuel, propelling his characters in unforeseen directions before, in most cases, burning out. It’s no surprise to learn, from James, that the ‘first form in which a tale appeared to him was as the figure of an individual, or a combination of individuals, whom he wished to see in action, being sure that such people must do something very special and interesting’. Turgenev, who worshipped Shakespeare, had a dramatist’s imagination. For all their talk, his people leave much unspoken, and what they do say – and sometimes rant – hints at deeper psychological motivations, conflicts more intimate and primal.

			It takes a gifted translator to reproduce not only the hidden depths of Turgenev’s characters, but also the famously crystalline surface of his prose – precise in its diction, subtle in its rhythms. ‘This mastery, this delicacy and sureness of touch,’ as Jessie Coulson puts it in her introduction, present ‘a challenge at once stimulating and daunting.’ Luckily, Coulson, who expresses a humble hope that her translation ‘will succeed in giving pleasure’, is more than up to the task.

			Her excellent selection is meant to showcase Turgenev’s strengths as a prose stylist and as a student of human nature, not of intellectual trends. All four pieces in this volume – the novel-length A Nest of Gentlefolk (1858), as well as the novellas A Quiet Backwater (1854), First Love (1860), and A Lear of the Steppes (1870) – are works of memory, set in the 1830s and early 1840s, the era of Turgenev’s boyhood and youth. In them the stagnant social and political realities of the time form the background – rendered vividly and economically, without overt authorial judgement – for dramas of love thwarted and betrayed, of difficult maturation and embarrassed old age. In her introduction, Coulson elegantly sketches in the biographical sources of these stories, and also gives readers a sense, in her voice, of what she herself values in Turgenev’s art.

			But what impresses me most are the voices she lends to Turgenev’s narrators – graceful yet earnest, meditative yet immediate. In places, she does not depart greatly from Constance Garnett’s better-known versions; occasionally, her departures are not significant improvements. But her tone is consistently more alive, honest both to the stylistic norms of Turgenev’s era and to the perennial freshness of his vision. Her rendering of a pivotal scene in First Love – in which the middle-aged Vladimir Petrovich tells of his earliest infatuation, at the age of sixteen, with his twenty-one-year-old neighbor Zinaida – reverberates like the crack of a whip. Vladimir Petrovich spots his strict, restrained father speaking to Zinaida through an open window:

			My first impulse was to flee. ‘If my father looks round,’ I thought, ‘I am lost . . .’ but a strange feeling, a feeling stronger than curiosity, stronger even than jealousy, stronger than fear, stopped me. I began to watch, I strained my ears. My father seemed to be insisting on something, and Zinaida refusing to agree. As if it were now I can see her face – sad, serious, beautiful, bearing the inexpressible stamp of devotion, sorrow, love, and something like despair – I can find no other word. She spoke in monosyllables, without raising her eyes, but smiling – meekly and obstinately. From nothing but that smile I could have recognized my old Zinaida. My father shrugged his shoulders and straightened his hat on his head – always a sign of impatience with him. Then I heard the words: ‘Vous devez vous séparer de cette . . .’ Zinaida sat up straight and stretched out her arm . . . Then something unbelievable happened before my eyes: my father suddenly raised his riding-whip with which he had been gently beating the dust from the skirts of his coat – and I heard a sharp blow on that arm, bare to the elbow. I could hardly refrain from crying out, and Zinaida started violently, looked at my father in silence and, slowly raising her arm to her lips, kissed the crimsoning weal.

			A sensitive hand is at work, making myriad little choices in order to ensure that we feel the full shock of Vladimir Petrovich’s trauma. It isn’t only that ‘crimsoning weal’ is infinitely more suggestive than Garnett’s version: ‘the streak of red upon it’. Unlike Garnett, Coulson cuts off her sentences at just the right moments: ‘strained my ears’, not ‘strained my ears to listen’; ‘can find no other word’, not ‘can find no other word for it’. Rhythms that, in Turgenev, do so much to emphasize the sense of a passage, are recreated faithfully yet artfully: the feeling that stops the young man from fleeing is ‘stronger even than jealousy, stronger than fear’, not ‘stronger than jealousy, stronger even than fear’. And the nature of Zinaida’s gaze remains a haunting paradox (‘meekly and obstinately’), rather than being explained away (‘submissively, but without yielding’).

			It is above all this last quality – this readiness to leave us without explanations – which sets Turgenev apart from the other nineteenth-century Russian giants and makes him, together with Chekhov, not just modern, but eternally contemporary. ‘There are such moments in life,’ he tells us at the end of the epilogue to A Nest of Gentlefolk, ‘such feelings . . . We can only point to them – and pass by.’ Seldom have such moments and feelings been pointed to with greater ‘delicacy and sureness of touch’. Those who return to them by way of Coulson’s translation will be richly rewarded.

			Boris Dralyuk

		

	
		
			Introduction

			IN the fifties and early sixties of the nineteenth century, a time to which all but one of the works in this volume belong, Ivan Sergeevich Turgenev enjoyed the position of the central figure of the Russian literary world. His first considerable work in prose, A Sportsman’s Sketches, which began to appear in 1847, had been published in book form in 1852; it was acclaimed not only for its literary quality but also for the social criticism implicit in its pictures of peasants as human beings and of their greedy, stupid, brutal, or ineffectual masters. The criticism is implied, not openly expressed, but in the novels that followed social and political ideas are usually discussed at some length; indeed, the presence or absence of this kind of discussion is one of the principal distinctions between the stories Turgenev classed as novels and those, not very much shorter or greatly different in structure, he called ‘tales’ (long-short stories or nouvelles).

			Now, a hundred years later, the old controversies are faded and forgotten, the discussions that once seemed vital have dwindled into mere dullness and are seen as rather tiresome excrescences, often with no organic relationship to the work to which they are attached. Even in the eyes of Turgenev’s contemporaries, more than one of his novels was seriously impaired by political or social arguments that seem forced and unnecessary; in several, characters appear to have been created solely as pegs to hang discussions on. Mikhalevich, in A Nest of Gentlefolk, might fairly be classed as such a character: his connexion with the plot is tenuous, and certainly there seems no reason for the introduction of his visit to Vasilyevskoe except to allow him to argue all night with Lavretsky. In this instance we are told very little of the substance of the dicussion; indeed, the allusions throughout the novel to Lavretsky’s concern with the problem of the serf-owning landlord and to his personal solution of it are so vague and cursory that it is quite possible for a modern reader without much detailed knowledge of the period never to discover, or to care, what that solution is, or even to be more than faintly aware what problems have been raised.

			Generally speaking, it is those novels that, like A Nest of Gentle­folk, have comparatively little material of social significance, and the long-short stories, from which it is absent, that still retain the charm that first attracted the western reader to Turgenev, in the days when he was regarded by the outside world as the only voice of ‘mute Russia’. These novels and stories have a nostalgic, evocative quality which, while it owes something to the mere passage of time, owes still more to Turgenev’s own attitude and circumstances and the poetic precision of his writing. When he wrote the Sportsman’s Sketches he had already broken finally with the mother on whose estate he had seen exemplified the worst aspects of serfdom – or rather, she had broken with him; even earlier he had spent years abroad, first as a student in Berlin and later in his infatuated pursuit of Pauline Viardot; after 1861 he never went back to Russia except for short periods. The first sentence of A Nest of Gentlefolk tells us that the events it narrates took place in 1842, A Quiet Backwater appears to belong roughly to the same period, while First Love and A Lear of the Steppes relate to the author’s childhood and youth, about 1833 or earlier; these two stories were written in 1860 and 1870 respectively, A Quiet Backwater in 1854 and A Nest of Gentlefolk in 1858. In all the stories in this volume, then, Turgenev was as it were looking backward towards what he had left behind in time and place, towards the quiet, unchanging life of the old gentry in the remote countryside. In these placid-seeming surroundings, like jewels on velvet, are set those charming and delightful young girls whose portraits Turgenev so excelled in drawing.

			If we say that all, or nearly all, of Turgenev’s heroines, like so many other young girls in nineteenth-century Russian literature, are to be regarded as having descended from Pushkin’s Tatyana (in Eugene Onegin), this is not to imply that they are all alike, though they may have a family resemblance, or that they produce any impression of being purely literary creations. On the contrary, they are remarkably real and human, solid flesh and blood. Two of the most enchanting of all are Liza in A Nest of Gentlefolk and Masha in A Quiet Backwater, and they remain as vivid in our memory as though we had known them ourselves. We remember as if we had seen them with our own eyes Masha leaning against a birch-tree with her hands behind her, her gaze fixed on the distance and her dark head uncovered, or again in the drawing-room, her proud shy reserve conquered for the moment, singing her Ukrainian songs with all the warmth and passion of her nature ringing in her voice; or Liza, with ‘that pale, fresh complexion, eyes and lips so serious, that honest and innocent look’, sitting silent and still in the warm summer evening, wrapped in a happy dream, by the open window through which the song of the nightingale, ‘almost impertinently loud’, pours in a great flood. Zinaida, in First Love, although her kittenishness makes her less appealing to many readers, has in common with these two great emotional depth and a force of character that enables her to pursue, in her own unaided strength, the course she has decided on for herself. Martyn Petrovich’s daughters, Anna and Evlampia (in A Lear of the Steppes), do not belong to this gallery of dark and true and tender women, and we are given rather the slightest of sketches than full-length studies of them, but they, too, plainly have deep and powerful emotional possibilities, and in them strength of will has hardened into steeliness.

			With some exceptions Turgenev’s general tendency, to put it simply and perhaps too crudely, is to portray strong women and weak men. In the essay Hamlet and Don Quixote he divided men, or rather those high-minded and well-educated intellectuals who were worthy to be made the heroes of books, into two types: the Hamlets, introspective, irresolute, and ineffectual, and the Don Quixotes, equally idealistic, but men of action, courageous and even rash – the types, in fact, that are now often distinguished as introverts and extraverts. It was the second type that Turgenev was often reproached for not portraying, and in spite of many efforts, he succeeded only once or twice in producing a convincing representation of one. This is perhaps partly because he himself, like Veretyev in A Quiet Backwater and Lavretsky in A Nest of Gentlefolk, can best be classified among the Hamlets. Veretyev might be called the typical Turgenev hero; he is a finished example of the ‘superfluous man’. Intelligent, gifted, charming, he consciously and uselessly fritters away his talents, drifting lazily through a life without value for society or meaning for himself. We are given more detail about Lavretsky and about the influences and upbringing that have formed him, but somehow the outlines of this character seem curiously blurred, like those of a figure looming up large and out of focus, too close to the camera, in the foreground of a photograph. It is as if the author had looked not directly at Lavretsky, but only at the other characters through his eyes, and it is not unreasonable to suppose that this inner view comes from the fact that the character is to a large extent a self-portrait. Lavretsky shares many of Turgenev’s qualities and opinions, for example, his taste for music and feeling about the church, and certainly Lavretsky’s relations with and attitude to his wife are a reflection of Turgenev’s with Madame Viardot.

			Pauline Viardot was an opera singer of considerable reputation and what must have been remarkable attractions. Turgenev met and fell in love with her when she came to St Petersburg with the Italian opera company, and he followed her back to her home in Paris and all over Europe. She accepted him as her lover, but only for a very short time, and Turgenev, like Lavretsky in similar circumstances, fled from her to Italy. He could not long remain apart from her, however, and returned to become a permanent member of her household for the rest of his life. It is tempting to inquire whether, if Lavretsky is indeed a partial portrait of Turgenev, Varvara Pavlovna represents Pauline Viardot. Varvara Pavlovna is portrayed as a beautiful, elegant, talented, and vivacious creature, whom men and women alike find almost irresistible when she sets herself to charm them for her own ends, but whose emotions are shallow and trivial and who pursues her selfish aims by sly intrigue. Whether or not she resembles Pauline Viardot, she is representative of a type to which Turgenev frequently returns, and to which Veretyev’s sister, Nadezhda Alexeevna, also belongs.

			There is no doubt about the originals of the principal characters in the long-short story, First Love: it was acknowledged by the author to be based on his own adolescence, and the narrator, Vladimir Petrovich, is himself. A woman friend, N. A. Ostrovskaya, tells us that in a discussion of the story, his favourite among all his works, with him towards the end of his life, she asked, ‘ “And the boy – surely he is a real person?” “That boy was your humble servant.” “What? Were you really in love like that?” “Yes, I was.” “And did you go about with a knife?” “Indeed I did.” ’ Vladimir’s father and mother were drawn from Turgenev’s own father and mother. His mother was an extraordinary woman – passionate, self-willed, domineering, jealous, embittered by an unhappy childhood and by marriage to a handsome and dashing young officer, younger than herself, whom she adored, but who had married her only to retrieve his family’s fortunes, and did not pretend to be anything but indifferent to her. She treated her serfs and servants with brutal despotism and often with extreme cruelty; over the sons she loved she tyrannized in the same way, and when her mounting disapproval of Ivan’s associates and way of life reached a climax in 1845 she broke with him completely, cut off his allowance and never saw him again until 1850, when she was dying. The woman depicted in First Love, however, is less the harsh domestic tyrant than the jealous, unhappy wife who is bitterly conscious that she is neither loved nor liked by the husband she adores and fears. ‘My mother led a sad life: she was in a perpetual state of agitation, jealousy and anger – but not in my father’s presence; she was very much afraid of him, and he was always stern, cold and distant . . .’ The story, although told in the first person, is remarkably objective in feeling, as much so as A Lear of the Steppes, which is also based on recollections from its author’s youth, but earlier and less intimately personal ones.

			Comparison of this story with the memoirs of a contemporary shows how closely Turgenev adhered to the essentials of the original happenings, which occurred in 1840 in a small village near his mother’s estate of Spasskoe-Lutovinovo. The village belonged to Stepan Ivanovich Yaryshev, who ‘gave away to his daughters all his land, leaving himself nothing but a little cottage. Stepan Ivanovich was of tall stature and ungainly build, but phenomenal strength; he led the simplest of lives, and in winter invariably wore a short sheepskin coat, in summer an ample frock-coat of homespun cloth . . . When his sons-in-law turned him out of his little house, he came in terrible distress to Varvara Petrovna Turgeneva at Spasskoe, bewailing the heartlessness of his daughters and asking for permission to live at Spasskoe; this Varvara Petrovna of course gave . . . One Sunday morning he disappeared from Spasskoe, and less than three hours afterwards a rider galloped over from Merkulovo with the news that Stepan Ivanovich had killed himself falling from the roof of his house, which he had begun to pull down.’ Turgenev took immense pains to ensure that the bare bones of this story should be clothed in living flesh, inquiring from the steward of his estate all the legal details involved in the transfer of property, the necessary witnesses, and the police and government officials whose presence would be required and, with his usual care and precision in the use of language, asking also for the exact local terminology to describe the construction and timbers of a roof. What, however, makes this one of his most successful stories is, as always in his best work, the gallery of memorable and lifelike portraits, of a large number of minor characters as well as of the protagonist, Martyn Petrovich.

			In all Turgenev’s work it is the actors rather than the action that make the greatest impression and are best remembered. They are drawn with what seems remarkable economy and simplicity of means; where Turgenev excels is in the skill with which these apparently slight and almost casual strokes create not only the characters but their setting and the very atmosphere in which they live, the art which makes the reader’s own imagination cooperate in that creation. Turgenev’s first writings were in verse, and his prose at its best is the prose of a poet. This is not to say that it is ‘poetical’ prose, although it is true that some of his early writing and also some of his last is studied, elaborate, and rhapsodical; but in his best works, those that are still living today, the poet’s precision in the use of language, the rhythms that please the poet’s ear, are beautifully employed to render what is seen by the poet’s eye. This mastery, this delicacy and sureness of touch, are felt perhaps even more clearly in the evocation of landscapes or the moods of nature than in the description of people. One example may be chosen from the many in the present volume: Lavretsky, driving to his estate, with the field-enclosures wheeling past like the spokes of a fan and ‘a thin mist spreading like milk through the air’, finds his dark mood turned to sweet, if melancholy, placidity, by ‘the fresh, fertile, solitary bareness of the steppes, the greenness, the long lines of the hills, the fluid delicacy of the birches, the ravines with their stunted bushy oaks, the little grey hamlets’.

			Writing like this offers the translator a challenge at once ­stimulating and daunting. The immediate appreciation of Turgenev when he was first introduced to the western world, however, shows that the challenge can be successfully met, and makes it possible to hope that this new translation will succeed in giving pleasure to English readers.

			Jessie Coulson

		

	
		
			A Nest of Gentlefolk

		

	
		
			Characters

			KALÍTINA, Maria Dmítrievna, a widow

			KALÍTINA, Elizavéta Mikháylovna: Líza, and

			KALÍTINA, Eléna Mikháylovna: Lénochka, her daughters

			PESTÓVA, Martha Timoféevna, her aunt

			PESTÓV, Dmítri Timoféich (Timoféevich), Martha ­Timofeevna’s brother

			GEDEÓNOVSKY, Sergéy Petróvich, a neighbour

			PÁNSHIN, Vladímir Nikoláich (Nikoláevich)

			LEMM, Christopher Fëdorych (Fëdorovich)

			Shúrochka

			OGÁRKOVA, Nastásya Kárpovna

			LAVRÉTSKY, Fëdor Iványch (Ivánovich): Fédya, Fedyúsha

			LAVRÉTSKY, Iván Petróvich, his father

			LAVRÉTSKY, Peter Andréich (Andréevich), his grandfather

			LAVRÉTSKAYA, Varvára Pávlovna (née KORÓBYINA), Fëdor Ivanych’s wife

			LAVRÉTSKAYA, Malánya Sergéevna, his mother

			LAVRÉTSKAYA, Glafíra Petróvna, his aunt

			LAVRÉTSKAYA, Ánna Pávlovna, his grandmother

			KORoBYíN, Pável Petróvich, his father-in-law

			KORoBYINá, Calliope Kárlovna, his mother-in-law

			MIKHaLéVICH, his university friend

			KUBÉNSKAYA, Princess

			Vasílyevna

			Antón

			Apraxéya

		

	
		
			A Note on Pronunciation

			If the reader will remember (i) to give strong stress to the syllable marked with an accent in this list, (ii) to give the vowels their ‘continental’ value and pronounce the consonants as in English, a rough approximation to the Russian pronunciation will be obtained. The consonant translated ‘kh’ sounds rather like Scottish ‘ch’ in ‘loch’; ‘zh’ represents a sound like ‘s’ in ‘measure’; ‘ë’ (always stressed) is pronounced roughly ‘yo’; ‘y’ as a vowel is like English ‘short i’; and the final ‘-v’ is pronounced ‘-f’.

			The patronymics (‘middle’ names) are frequently given a shorter pronunciation in colloquial speech, and this form is usually written by Turgenev, although when he is reporting more formal speech he gives the conventional spelling. In this list the shorter form is given first and the longer, in brackets, follows.

		

	
		
			A Nest of Gentlefolk

			I

			THE BRIGHT SPRING day was declining towards evening and the little rosy clouds high in the clear sky seemed to be not so much floating past as retreating into the farthest recesses of the blue.

			Before the open window of a very fine house on the outskirts of the provincial capital of O—— (this was in 1842), two women were sitting, one about fifty, the other an old woman of seventy.

			The first was called Maria Dmitrievna Kalitina. Her husband, who had been the procurator of the province, and noted in his day for his business abilities, a quick-witted and determined man with an obstinate, bilious disposition, had died ten years before. He had received an exceptionally good education and studied at the university, but since he had been born in poor circumstances, he early realized the necessity of making his own way in the world and amassing money. Maria Dmitrievna had married him for love: he was clever and fairly good-looking and could be very attentive when he liked. Maria Dmitrievna, whose maiden name was Pestova, had lost her parents when she was still a child; after several years at school in Moscow she returned to the family estate of Pokrovskoe, some fifty versts from O——, where she lived with her aunt and her elder brother. Not long afterwards, the brother’s duties in the service removed him to St Petersburg, and he kept his sister and his aunt in straitened circumstances until his career was brought to an end by his sudden death. Maria Dmitrievna inherited Pokrovskoe, but she did not live there long; a year after her marriage to Kalitin, who had succeeded in capturing her heart in the course of a few days, Pokrovskoe was exchanged for another estate, more profitable but unattractive, and with no house on it; at the same time Kalitin acquired a house in the town of O——, where he settled down to live with his wife. The house had a large garden, and on one side gave directly on to the country outside the town. ‘Consequently,’ decided Kalitin, who had very little relish for rural peace, ‘there is no need for us ever to go trailing into the country.’ In her heart Maria Dmitrievna many times regretted her pretty Pokrovskoe, with its cheerful little stream, wide meadows, and green groves; but she never crossed her husband in anything, and stood in awe of his intellect and knowledge of the world. When he died, after fifteen years of marriage, leaving a son and two daughters, Maria Dmitrievna had grown so used to her house and to town life that she had no desire to go away from O——.

			In her youth Maria Dmitrievna had enjoyed the reputation of a very pretty little blonde, and at fifty her features, though somewhat overblown and less clear-cut, had not lost all their attractiveness. She was more sentimental than kind-hearted and in her riper years still preserved the habits of her schooldays; she indulged all her own whims and would fret and even cry when her routine was disturbed; but she was very sweet and charming when all her wishes were complied with and nobody opposed her in anything. Her house was one of the pleasantest in the town. She was well off, thanks not so much to what she had inherited from her family as to her husband’s acquisitions. Both her daughters lived with her; her son was being educated in one of the best State academies in St Petersburg.

			The old lady who was sitting at the window with Maria Dmitrievna was the same aunt, her father’s sister, with whom she had shared several years of solitude in Pokrovskoe. She was called Martha Timofeevna Pestova. She was considered eccentric, had an independent temper, always spoke her mind without fear or favour and, with very scanty means, behaved as though she could dispose of thousands. She had not been able to abide the late Mr Kalitin and, as soon as her niece married him, removed herself to her own little estate, where she lived for ten years in a peasant’s hovel so wretched it had not even a chimney. Small, sharp-nosed, still dark-haired and bright-eyed in her old age, Martha Timofeevna moved briskly, held herself erect, and spoke rapidly and clearly in a shrill, penetrating voice. She always wore a white cap and blouse.

			‘What is it, niece?’ she now asked abruptly. ‘Why do you sigh?’

			‘Oh, nothing,’ murmured the other. ‘What wonderful clouds!’

			‘I suppose they make you feel sad, eh?’

			Maria Dmitrievna did not answer.

			‘Why doesn’t Gedeonovsky come?’ said Martha Timofeevna, busy with her needles (she was knitting a large woollen scarf). ‘He would be able to sigh with you – or else tell you some of his lying stories.’

			‘You are always so hard on him! Sergey Petrovich is a very worthy man.’

			‘Worthy!’ repeated the old lady reproachfully.

			‘And he was so devoted to my dear husband!’ said Maria Dmitrievna. ‘To this day he cannot speak of him without emotion.’

			‘I should think not! It was your husband who dragged him out of the gutter!’ grumbled Martha Timofeevna, the needles in her hands clicking still more rapidly.

			‘He looks so meek and mild,’ she began again, ‘with his grey hair, but every time he opens his mouth it’s to tell a lie or slander somebody. And he a State Councillor! Well, of course he’s only a priest’s son!’

			‘Everybody has faults, auntie. Of course, that is his failing. Sergey Petrovich, of course, is not well educated, and he can’t speak French; but you must admit he’s a nice man.’

			‘Yes, he’s always kissing your hand. As for not speaking French – what a tragedy! That lingo isn’t exactly my strong point, either. It would be better if he couldn’t speak any language at all, then he wouldn’t tell lies . . . Talk of the devil, there he is,’ added Martha Timofeevna, glancing into the street. ‘Here he comes, your nice man. Such a long, lean creature, just like a stork!’

			Maria Dmitrievna patted her hair. Martha Timofeevna watched her with amusement.

			‘What is that, niece, surely not a grey hair? You should give your Palashka a good talking-to. What can she be thinking of?’

			‘Oh, auntie, you are always . . .’ murmured Maria Dmitrievna, vexed, her fingers beating a tattoo on the arm of her chair.

			‘Sergey Petrovich Gedeonovsky!’ squeaked a red-cheeked page, darting in through the door.

			II

			The tall man entering the room wore a neat frock-coat, shortish pantaloons, grey chamois gloves, and two stocks, a white one underneath and a black on top. Everything about him breathed propriety and decorum, from his handsome face and hair combed flat over the temples to his heel-less, noiseless boots. He bowed first to the mistress of the house and then to Martha Timofeevna, slowly drew off his gloves, advanced to take Maria Dmitrievna’s hand, kissed it reverently twice, unhurriedly took his seat in an arm-chair and, rubbing the tips of his fingers together, inquired with a smile:

			‘And is Elizaveta Mikhaylovna well?’

			‘Yes,’ replied Maria Dmitrievna; ‘she is in the garden.’

			‘And Elena Mikhaylovna?’

			‘Lenochka is in the garden too. Is there any news?’

			‘Indeed there is, indeed there is,’ answered the visitor, slowly blinking his eyes and thrusting out his lips. ‘Hm! . . . this really is something new and very surprising: Fëdor Ivanych Lavretsky is here.’

			‘Fedya!’ exclaimed Martha Timofeevna. ‘Wait a minute, you’re making this up, my good man, aren’t you?’

			‘Not at all. I saw him with my own eyes.’

			‘Well, that still does not prove it.’

			‘He seems very flourishing,’ continued Gedeonovsky, pretending that he had not heard Martha Timofeevna’s comment. ‘His shoulders are broader than ever, and his cheeks are full of colour.’

			‘Flourishing,’ pronounced Maria Dmitrievna with great deliberation. ‘I wonder what cause he has to be flourishing.’

			‘Yes,’ answered Gedeonovsky. ‘Any other man in his position would be ashamed to show his face.’

			‘Why, pray?’ broke in Martha Timofeevna. ‘What nonsense is this? A man comes back home – where do you want him to go? Besides, how is he to blame?’

			‘I venture to state, madam, that a husband is always to blame when his wife behaves badly.’

			‘You say that, my good man, because you are not married.’

			Gedeonovsky’s smile was forced.

			‘Allow me to inquire,’ he resumed after a short pause, ‘for whom that charming scarf is intended.’

			Martha Timofeevna threw him a rapid glance.

			‘It is intended,’ she retorted, ‘for someone who is neither a gossip, nor a hypocrite, nor a liar, if such a person exists on this earth. I know Fedya well. There is only one thing he can be blamed for – spoiling his wife. Well, he married for love, and no good ever comes of love matches,’ added the old lady as she rose, with a side glance at Maria Dmitrievna. ‘And now, my good man, you may sharpen your teeth on anybody you fancy – me if you like; I am going, I shall not hinder you.’ And Martha Timofeevna departed.

			‘There, she’s always like that,’ said Maria Dmitrievna, following her aunt with her eyes, ‘always!’

			‘It’s her age! It can’t be helped,’ remarked Gedeonovsky. ‘You know she said “somebody who isn’t a hypocrite”. But aren’t we all hypocrites nowadays? It’s the times we live in. A. friend of mine, a very respectable man and, I may tell you, an official not of the lowest rank, was saying that nowadays even a hen acts the hypocrite with a grain of corn and makes a dart at it, so to speak, from one side. But when I look at you, dear lady, your disposition is truly angelic; allow me to kiss your snow-white hand.’

			Maria Dmitrievna smiled weakly and extended her plump hand with the little finger stuck stiffly out. He applied his lips to it and she moved her chair nearer to him and, bending slightly forward, asked in a lower tone:

			‘So you have seen him. Is he really all right, well and cheerful?’

			‘Yes, he’s quite cheerful, he’s all right,’ Gedeonovsky answered in a whisper.

			‘Have you heard where his wife is now?’

			‘She was in Paris recently; now, I hear, she has gone to Italy.’

			‘It is terrible, really, Fedya’s situation; I don’t know how he puts up with it. Misfortunes can happen to anybody, of course, but his, you may say, have been published all over Europe.’

			Gedeonovsky sighed.

			‘Ah, yes, yes. They say, you know, that she associates with artists and pianists and lions, as they call them in their language, and other wild beasts. She has quite lost all shame . . .’

			‘I feel very, very sorry for him,’ said Maria Dmitrievna. ‘As a relative; after all, as you know, he is my second cousin.’

			‘Yes, yes indeed. How could I fail to know something connected with your family? Of course I know.’

			‘Will he come to see us, do you think?’

			‘I should expect so; but I hear that he is making plans to go to his estate in the country.’

			Maria Dmitrievna raised her eyes to heaven.

			‘Ah, Sergey Petrovich, Sergey Petrovich, when I think how carefully we women must behave!’

			‘There are women and women, Maria Dmitrievna. Unfortunately, there are some whose nature is flighty . . . and there are indiscreet ages, too; then some have not had the right principles drilled into them when they are young.’ Sergey Petrovich took a blue check handkerchief from his pocket and began to unfold it. ‘Such women certainly do exist.’ Sergey Petrovich raised a corner of his handkerchief to each eye in turn. ‘But generally speaking, if we judge rightly, that is . . . There is an extraor­dinary amount of dust in the streets,’ he concluded.

			‘Maman, maman,’ cried a pretty girl of about eleven, running into the room, ‘Vladimir Nikolaich is coming on horseback!’

			Maria Dmitrievna rose; Sergey Petrovich, also rising, bowed. ‘My best respects to Elena Mikhaylovna,’ he said, and, retreating for propriety’s sake into a corner, applied himself to blowing his long and well-shaped nose.

			‘He’s got such a marvellous horse!’ the little girl continued. ‘He was at the garden gate just now, and he told Liza and me he would ride up to the porch.’

			There was a trampling of hoofs and a handsome rider on a beautiful bay horse appeared in the street and stopped before the open window.

			III

			‘Good morning, Maria Dmitrievna,’ the rider exclaimed in pleasant ringing tones. ‘How do you like my new purchase?’

			Maria Dmitrievna went to the window.

			‘Good morning, Woldemar! Oh, what a beauty! Who did you buy him from?’

			‘From the remount officer . . . Charged me a pretty penny, the robber.’

			‘What is his name?’

			‘Orlando . . . But it is a stupid name; I shall change it . . . Eh bien, eh bien, mon garçon . . . He is terribly restive.’

			The horse was snorting, pawing the ground, and shaking its foam-flecked muzzle.

			‘Stroke him, Lenochka, don’t be afraid . . .’

			Lenochka stretched her hand out of the window, but Orlando suddenly reared and pranced away to one side. The rider, unperturbed, gripped the horse tighter with his knees, stretched the whip along his neck and, in spite of his resistance, brought him back before the window.

			‘Prenez garde, prenez garde,’ Maria Dmitrievna repeated again and again.

			‘Stroke him, Lenochka,’ said the horseman, ‘I won’t let him prance.’

			The little girl again stretched out her hand and timidly touched Orlando’s trembling nostrils, while he quivered and champed his bit.

			‘Bravo!’ exclaimed Maria Dmitrievna. ‘Now dismount and come in.’

			Skilfully the rider turned his horse, gave him a touch of the spurs, passed along the street at a hand-gallop and entered the courtyard. A minute later, waving his whip, he ran through the hall door into the drawing-room, and at the same time there appeared on the threshold of the other door a tall, graceful, black-haired girl of some nineteen years – Maria Dmitrievna’s elder daughter Liza.

			IV

			The young man with whom we have just made our readers acquainted was called Vladimir Nikolaich Panshin. He was a civil servant in St Petersburg, in the Special Missions Department of the Foreign Office. He had come to O—— on a temporary government mission and was in attendance on the Governor, General Zonnenberg, whose distant relative he was. Panshin’s father, a retired cavalry officer and a noted gambler, a man with wheedling eyes, a wrinkled face, and a nervous twitch of the lips, had rubbed shoulders all his life with the best society, frequented the English Clubs of both capitals, and passed for a shrewd, not very reliable, but genuine and decent chap. In spite of all his shrewdness, he found himself almost constantly on the very brink of beggary, and he left his only son a meagre and mismanaged fortune. On the other hand, he had done his best, in his own way, for his education; Vladimir Nikolaich spoke excellent French, good English, and bad German. This is as it should be: well-brought-up people would be ashamed to speak German well, but to let fall an odd German phrase in certain, for the most part humorous, circumstances, is permissible; c’est même très chic, as St Petersburg Parisians say. At the age of fifteen Vladimir Nikolaich already knew how to enter any drawing-­room without embarrassment, circulate in it in a pleasing manner, and take himself off at the appropriate moment. His father had made many connexions for him; shuffling the cards between rubbers or relaxing after a successful grand slam, he missed no opportunity of putting in a word for his ‘Volodka’ to some important person with a taste for games of skill. On his side, Vladimir Nikolaich, while he attended the university, which he left with a not very distinguished degree, made the acquaintance of several young people of high rank and began to be received in the best houses. He was always welcome; he was handsome, easy-mannered, amusing, always in good health and ready for anything; where necessary, deferential, where possible, insolent, an excellent companion, un charmant garçon. Panshin early mastered the secret of dealing with the great world; he contrived to feel genuine respect for it, he knew how to treat trivialities with half-humorous gravity and appear to regard all weightier matters as trivialities; he danced remarkably well and dressed like an Englishman. Within a short time he had gained the reputation of one of the cleverest and most delightful young men in St Petersburg. He really was very clever, no less so than his father; he was also very talented. Everything came easily to him: he sang agreeably, drew skilfully, wrote verses, and was not at all bad as an actor. He was no more than twenty-two, and already he held an office at court and high rank in the service. Panshin firmly believed in himself, his own intellectual powers and his penetration; he forged ahead gaily and confidently; his life ran on well-oiled wheels. He was used to being liked by all, young and old, and saw himself as one who understood people, especially women: what he did know very well was their everyday weaknesses. As a devotee of the arts he felt within himself some of the fervour, impulsive ardour, and enthusiasm of the artist, and consequently allowed himself some deviation from the ordinary rules: dissipation, association with persons not belonging to good society, and free and easy manners; but at heart he was coldly hypocritical, and in the midst of the most abandoned self-indulgence the intelligent brown eye was always watchful, always on the alert; this free and daring youth could never quite forget himself or yield wholly to impulse. To his credit it must be said that he never boasted of his conquests.

			On his arrival in O——, Panshin had quickly found his way to Maria Dmitrievna’s house, and was soon completely at home there. Maria Dmitrievna would not hear a word against him. Now he bowed amiably to the whole room, pressed the hands of Maria Dmitrievna and Lizaveta Mikhaylovna, tapped Gedeonovsky lightly on the shoulder, then turned and took Lenochka’s head between his hands and kissed her on the forehead.

			‘Aren’t you afraid to ride such a vicious horse?’ Maria Dmitrievna asked him.

			‘Oh, no, excuse me, he’s very quiet. But I’ll tell you what I am afraid of, and that is playing preference with Sergey Petrovich; yesterday at the Belenitsyns’ he cleaned me out.’

			Gedeonovsky’s laugh was thin and servile: he always fawned upon the brilliant young St Petersburg official, the Governor’s favourite. In conversation with Maria Dmitrievna he frequently referred to Panshin’s remarkable capabilities. After all, he argued, how could one help praising him? The young man was a success in the highest social spheres, an exemplary official, and not in the least proud. Indeed, even in St Petersburg he was accounted a capable civil servant: work entrusted to him fairly bustled along; he spoke of it lightly, as befits a man of the world who does not take his labours too seriously, but he ‘got things done’. The authorities like such subordinates; there was no doubt that if he chose he would in time be given a Ministry.

			‘You are pleased to say that you lost money to me,’ said Gedeonovsky, ‘but who was it who won twelve roubles from me last week? And again . . .’

			‘Ah, you wicked villain,’ interrupted Panshin, with amiable but slightly contemptuous lack of ceremony, and, paying him no further attention, went up to Liza.

			‘I haven’t been able to get hold of the overture to Oberon here,’ he began. ‘Mme Belenitsyna was only boasting when she said she had all the classical music. In fact she has nothing but polkas and waltzes; but I have already written to Moscow, and within a week you shall have your overture. By the way,’ he continued, ‘I wrote a new ballad yesterday; the words are my own as well. Would you like me to sing it to you? I don’t know how it has turned out; Mme Belenitsyna thought it charming, but what she says means nothing – I want your opinion. But perhaps it might be better to wait till later on.’

			‘Why later on?’ put in Maria Dmitrievna. ‘Why not now?’

			‘As you will,’ said Panshin, with his own bright, sweet smile, which both appeared and vanished with great suddenness, and, moving up a chair with his knee, he sat down at the piano, struck a chord or two, and began to sing, articulating the words with great precision:

			’Mid silver clouds remote the pale moon rides,

			O’er earth and ocean;

			Yet from on high its magic draws the tides

			And gives them motion.

			So my heart’s tides, submissive to your reign,

			Own you their moon;

			So are they moved, in rapture or in pain,

			By you alone.

			Ah, racked by all the agonies of love

			And sick at heart,

			I see you, pitiless as that moon above,

			Serene, apart.

			The second couplet was sung by Panshin with particular expression and force; in the stormy accompaniment the tossing of the sea could be heard. After the words ‘sick at heart’ he sighed lightly, cast down his eyes and lowered his voice, morendo. When he finished, Liza praised the air, Maria Dmitrievna said ‘Very pretty,’ and Gedeonovsky exclaimed: ‘Delightful! The poetry and the melody – both equally delightful!’ Lenochka gazed with childish awe at the singer. In short, everybody in the room was very pleased with our young dilettante’s composition; but outside the drawing-room door there stood a new arrival, an old man to whom, judging by the expression on his downcast face and the movement of his shoulders, Panshin’s ballad, even if it was very pretty, gave no pleasure. After pausing for a moment to dust his boots with a pocket-handkerchief of coarse quality, this man, screwing up his eyes, sullenly compressing his lips, and stooping still further his bowed shoulders, slowly entered the room.

			‘Ah, Christopher Fëdorych, how are you?’ exclaimed Panshin, before anybody else could speak, hurriedly jumping up from his chair. ‘I had no idea you were here; nothing would have induced me to sing my ballad in your presence. I know you are not fond of light music.’

			‘I listened not,’ the new-comer answered in bad Russian, bowing to all the company and then stopping awkwardly in the middle of the room.

			‘Have you come to give Liza her music-lesson, Monsieur Lemm?’ asked Maria Dmitrievna.

			‘No, not Lissafet Mikhaylovna, Elen Mikhaylovna.’

			‘Oh. Well, that’s very nice. Lenochka, go upstairs with Mr Lemm.’

			The old man was following the little girl when Panshin stopped him.

			‘Don’t go away after the lesson, Christopher Fëdorych,’ he said. ‘Lizaveta Mikhaylovna and I are going to play Beethoven’s Sonata for four hands.’

			The old man grumbled something under his breath, and Panshin continued in German, with a very bad accent:

			‘Lizaveta Mikhaylovna has shown me the sacred cantata you dedicated to her – a beautiful thing! Please do not think I am incapable of appreciating serious music. On the contrary: it may sometimes be tedious, but then it is good for us.’

			The old man coloured to the roots of his hair, cast a sidelong glance at Liza, and hurried out of the room.

			Maria Dmitrievna requested Panshin to repeat his ballad, but he declared that he did not wish to offend the ears of the learned German and proposed to Liza that they should tackle the Beethoven sonata. Maria Dmitrievna sighed and suggested that Gedeonovsky should walk with her in the garden. ‘I want to talk about our poor Fedya,’ she said, ‘and ask your advice.’ Gedeonovsky smirked, bowed, with two fingers took up his hat, on the brim of which his gloves were neatly laid, and went off with Maria Dmitrievna. Panshin and Liza remained in the drawing-room; she took out the music and opened it, and both sat down at the piano without a word. From above floated down the hesitant notes of a scale played by Lenochka’s stumbling little fingers.

			V

			Christopher Theodore Gottlieb Lemm, the son of poor musicians, was born in 1786 in the town of Chemnitz in the kingdom of Saxony. His father played the French horn, his mother the harp. He himself was practising three different instruments by his fifth year. He was orphaned at the age of eight, and when he was ten began to earn his bread by his art. For a long time he led a wandering life, playing everywhere – in taverns, at fairs, at country weddings, and at balls; finally, he joined an orchestra and, steadily gaining promotion, attained the position of conductor. He was a rather poor executant, but his knowledge of music was profound. In his twenty-eighth year he removed to Russia, at the summons of a great nobleman who could not bear music but maintained an orchestra out of vanity. Lemm spent seven years with him in the capacity of Kapellmeister and left his service empty-handed; the nobleman was ruined, and though he at one time proposed to give him a note of hand, he subsequently refused him even that – in short, he did not pay him a copeck. Lemm was advised to leave the country, but he did not wish to return home a pauper from Russia, great Russia, that gold-mine for artists; he resolved to stay and try his luck. The poor German tried his luck for twenty years: he served various masters, lived both in Moscow and in provincial towns, endured and suffered much, knew destitution, struggled like a fish on dry land; but in the midst of all his misfortunes, the dream of returning to his own country never left him; indeed, it alone supported him. But it did not please the fates to grant him this first and last happiness: in his fifties, old before his time, and ill, he came to anchor in the town of O—— and remained there for good, finally deprived of all hope of leaving the Russia he hated and somehow contriving to support his meagre existence by giving lessons. Lemm’s outward appearance did not dispose people in his favour. He was short and stooping, with crooked shoulders, shrunken belly, large flat feet, and livid nails at the ends of the strong, permanently bent fingers of his muscular red hands; he had a wrinkled face with hollow cheeks and compressed lips, whose constant mumbling motion, combined with his habitual taciturnity, produced an almost sinister effect; his grey hair hung in tufts over his low forehead; his tiny eyes with their fixed expression glowed dimly like the embers of a dying fire; with every ponderous step his ungainly body lurched from side to side. Some of his movements recalled the clumsy scufflings of a caged owl which feels it is being watched but can itself hardly see with its great yellow eyes, blinking with fear and somnolence. Ancient, inexorable griefs had set their ineradicable mark on the poor musician, deforming and disfiguring his already unprepossessing person; but anybody who was capable of going beyond first impressions would see something good and honest, something out of the ordinary, in this half-derelict creature. A devotee of Bach and Handel, an expert in his own subject, gifted with a lively imagination and that speculative boldness which is attainable only by the German race, Lemm might – who knows? – have become one of the great composers of his people, if his life had led him into other places; but he had not been born under a lucky star. He had written much in his time – and had never had the good fortune to see one of his compositions published: he did not know how to set about it properly, recommending himself in the right quarters and choosing the opportune moment for action. Once, a very long time previously, it had happened that a friend and admirer of his, also a German and also poor, had published two of his sonatas at his own expense – but even they remained undisturbed in the cellars of the music-shops; they disappeared silently and without trace, as though they had been dropped by night into the river. Lemm had finally come to regard all this with a shrug of indifference; besides, age had also taken its toll of him: just as his fingers had grown rigid, he had grown hard and stiff. Alone with an old cook whom he had rescued from the poor-house (he had never married), he lived in a small house in O—— not far from Maria Dmitrievna’s; he went for many walks and read the Bible, a Lutheran psalm-book, and Schlegel’s translation of Shakespeare. He had written nothing for a long time, but evidently Liza, his best pupil, had been able to inspire him: it was for her that he had composed the cantata Panshin had mentioned. He had taken the words from his psalter and himself written a few additional verses. It was meant to be sung by two choruses, one of those blest by fortune and the other of the ill-starred; both joined in harmony at the end and sang together: ‘Merciful God, forgive us sinners and deliver us from all evil thoughts and worldly hopes.’ On the title-page, written with elaborate care and even ornamented with flourishes, stood the words ‘Only the Righteous are Justified. A sacred cantata. Composed and dedicated to my dear pupil, Miss Elizaveta Kalitina, by her teacher, C. G. T. Lemm.’ The words ‘Only the Righteous are Justified’ and ‘Elizaveta Kalitina’ were haloed with radiating lines. Underneath was written: ‘For you alone: für Sie allein.’ This was why Lemm had crimsoned and looked askance at Liza; he was deeply hurt that Panshin should speak to him of his cantata.

			VI

			Panshin loudly and firmly struck the first notes of the sonata (he was playing the bass part), but Liza did not begin. He stopped and looked at her. Liza’s eyes, gazing straight at him, expressed displeasure; her lips did not smile, her whole face looked stern and sad.

			‘What is the matter?’ he asked.

			‘Why did you not keep your word?’ she said. ‘I showed you Christopher Fëdorych’s cantata on condition that you should not speak of it to him.’

			‘I am sorry, Lizaveta Mikhaylovna. I was carried away.’

			‘You have offended him – and me as well. Now he will not trust even me.’

			‘What would you have, Lizaveta Mikhaylovna? I’ve never been able to stand Germans since I was so high: so I couldn’t resist teasing him.’

			‘How can you say that, Vladimir Nikolaich? This German is a poor, lonely, broken man – and you are not sorry for him? You feel obliged to torment him?’

			Panshin was taken aback.

			‘You are right, Lizaveta Mikhaylovna,’ he said. ‘My eternal thoughtlessness is to blame for everything. No, don’t contradict me: I know myself well. My thoughtlessness has done a great deal of harm. It is thanks to it that I have acquired the reputation of an egoist.’

			Panshin paused. Whatever the subject with which he began a conversation, he usually ended by talking about himself, and the effect was somehow one of pleasant and endearing, apparently spontaneous, intimacy.

			‘Even here in your house,’ he went on, ‘your mother is, of course, very kind to me – she is so good; you – but I don’t know your opinion of me; your aunt, on the other hand, simply cannot bear me. I must have offended her, too, by some stupid, thoughtless word. She doesn’t like me, you know, does she?’

			‘No,’ said Liza, with a slight hesitation, ‘she doesn’t care for you.’

			Panshin ran his fingers rapidly over the keyboard; an almost imperceptible sneer touched his lips.

			‘And you?’ he said. ‘Do you think I am an egoist, too?’

			‘I don’t know you very well yet,’ answered Liza, ‘but I don’t consider you an egoist; on the contrary, I ought to thank you . . .’

			‘I know, I know what you are going to say,’ Panshin interrupted, again running his hand over the keys, ‘– for the music, for the books I bring you, for the bad drawings I beautify your album with, and so on, and so forth. I can do all this – and still be an egoist. I make bold to imagine that I do not bore you and that you don’t consider me a bad fellow, but all the same you assume that I – how the devil does the phrase go? – would spare neither father nor friend to make a bad joke.’

			‘You are careless and forgetful, like all men of the world, that is all,’ said Liza.

			Panshin frowned slightly.

			‘Listen,’ said he, ‘let us not talk about me any longer, let us begin to play our sonata. But one thing I beg of you,’ he added, flattening with his hand the sheets of music on the stand, ‘think what you will of me, call me an egoist even, if you like – so be it! but don’t call me a man of the world: I cannot endure that name . . . Anch’io sono pittore. I too am an artist, if a bad one, and I will prove it to you – that I am a bad artist, I mean, and prove it now, in practice. Let us begin.’

			‘Very well, let us begin,’ said Liza.

			The first adagio went fairly well, although Panshin made more than one mistake. His own compositions and things he had studied he played very nicely, but he was bad at reading music. But the second movement, a fairly quick allegro, did not go at all: at the twentieth bar Panshin, who was two bars behind, broke down and laughingly pushed back his chair.

			‘No!’ he exclaimed, ‘I can’t play today. It is a good thing Lemm didn’t hear us; he would have swooned away.’

			Liza stood up, closed the piano, and turned to Panshin.

			‘What shall we do, then?’ she asked.

			‘How like you that question is! You are quite unable to sit still and do nothing. Well, if you like, we can do some drawing before the light has quite gone. Perhaps another muse, the muse of painting – what’s her name? I’ve quite forgotten – will be kinder to me. Where is your album? I seem to remember there is a landscape in it I didn’t finish.’

			Liza went into the other room for her album and Panshin, left alone, took a cambric handkerchief from his pocket, polished his fingernails with it, and squinted admiringly at his hands. They were very white and beautiful; on his left thumb he wore a spiral gold ring. Liza returned and Panshin sat down by the window and opened the album.

			‘Ah!’ he exclaimed. ‘I see you have begun to copy my landscape – and very well too. Excellent! Only just here – give me a pencil – the shadows are not quite strong enough. Look.’

			And Panshin added several long sweeping strokes of the pencil. He always drew one and the same landscape: a foreground of large trees with untidy masses of foliage, a glade in the middle distance and jagged mountain-peaks on the horizon.

			‘In drawing – and in life generally –’ said Panshin, tilting his head first to the right and then to the left, ‘ease and boldness are of the first importance.’

			At this moment Lemm entered the room and, bowing coldly, attempted to make his escape; but Panshin laid aside the album and pencil and barred his way.

			‘Where are you going, my dear Christopher Fëdorych? Aren’t you staying for tea?’

			‘I am going home,’ morosely answered Lemm. ‘I have a headache.’

			‘What nonsense is this? Do stay. We will argue about Shakespeare.’

			‘I have a headache,’ repeated the old man.

			‘We had a shot at the Beethoven sonata while you were not here,’ went on Panshin, laying his arm amiably round the other’s shoulders and smiling brightly, ‘but nothing went right. Imagine, I couldn’t strike two consecutive notes without a mistake.’

			‘You would better haf again played your ballad,’ retorted Lemm, removed Panshin’s arm and went out.

			Liza ran after him. She overtook him in the porch.

			‘Christopher Fëdorych, listen to me,’ she said in German, accompanying him over the short green grass of the courtyard to the gate. ‘I behaved badly to you – forgive me.’

			Lemm did not answer.

			‘I showed Vladimir Nikolaich your cantata; I was sure he would appreciate it – and indeed, he did like it very much.’

			Lemm stopped.

			‘It does not matter,’ he said in Russian, and then added in his native tongue, ‘but he cannot understand anything; why can you not see that? He is a dilettante – nothing more.’

			‘You are unjust to him,’ Liza replied. ‘He understands everything, and he can do nearly everything himself.’

			‘Yes, second-rate light stuff, tossed off in a moment. People like it, and they like him, and he is pleased with that; well and good. But I am not angry; my cantata and I are both old fools; I am a little ashamed, but it does not matter.’

			‘Forgive me, Christopher Fëdorych,’ said Liza again.

			‘It does not matter, it does not matter,’ he repeated in Russian. ‘You are a good girl – and here is somebody coming to see you. Goodbye. You are a very good girl.’

			And Lemm quickened his steps towards the gate, by which a gentleman unknown to him, in a grey overcoat and wide straw hat, had just entered. Bowing politely (he bowed to all new-comers in the town, but he turned away when he met acquaintances – this was the rule he had made for himself), Lemm passed him and disappeared beyond the fence. The stranger’s eyes followed him in astonishment, and then he saw Liza and walked towards her.

			VII

			‘You do not recognize me,’ he said, taking off his hat, ‘but I knew you at once, although eight years have gone by since I last saw you. You were a child then. I am Lavretsky. Is your mother at home? May I see her?’

			‘Mother will be very glad,’ answered Liza. ‘She heard you were here.’

			‘Your name, I think, is Elizaveta, isn’t it?’ said Lavretsky, mounting the steps to the front door.

			‘Yes.’

			‘I remember you well. You already had the kind of face that is not forgotten. In those days I used to bring you sweets.’

			Liza blushed and thought, ‘How odd he is!’ In the hall Lavretsky stopped for a moment, and Liza went into the drawing-­room, where Panshin could be heard talking and laughing; he was retailing some of the town gossip to Maria Dmitrievna and Gedeonovsky, who had returned from the garden, and laughing loudly at his own remarks. At Lavretsky’s name Maria Dmitrievna, turning pale, rose in confusion and went towards him.

			‘How do you do, how do you do, my dear cousin?’ she exclaimed in a languid and almost tearful voice. ‘How glad I am to see you!’

			‘How do you do, my kind cousin?’ answered Lavretsky, affectionately clasping her outstretched hand. ‘How are things with you?’

			‘Sit down, sit down, dear Fëdor Ivanych. Oh, how glad I am! Allow me first to introduce my daughter Liza to you . . .’

			‘I have already introduced myself to Lizaveta Mikhaylovna,’ Lavretsky interrupted.

			‘Monsieur Panshin – Sergey Petrovich Gedeonovsky . . . But do sit down! I look at you and really I can hardly believe my eyes. How are you?’

			‘As you see, I am flourishing. And you too, cousin – touch wood! – have not grown any thinner in these eight years.’

			‘When you think how long it is since we saw each other,’ mused Maria Dmitrievna. ‘Where have you come from now? Where did you leave – that is,’ she amended hastily, ‘I meant to say, are you here for long?’

			‘I have just come from Berlin,’ answered Lavretsky, and tomorrow I am going into the country – probably for some time.’

			‘You will live at Lavriki, of course?’

			‘No, not at Lavriki; I have a small estate about twenty-five versts from here. I shall go there.’

			‘Is that the estate Glafira Petrovna left you?’

			‘Yes, that is the one.’

			‘But really, Fëdor Ivanych! You have such a wonderful house at Lavriki!’

			Lavretsky’s frown was barely perceptible.

			‘Yes . . . but there is a small house on the other estate, and that is all I need for the time being. It is the most convenient place for me just now.’

			Maria Dmitrievna was at a loss, and could only sit up straight and fling out her hands. Panshin came to her aid and entered into conversation with Lavretsky. Maria Dmitrievna grew calmer, leaned back in her chair, and only put in a word here and there; but at the same time she looked at her visitor with such commiseration, sighed so significantly and shook her head so mournfully that he grew tired of it at length and asked her with some asperity if she were not well.

			‘Yes, thank God,’ answered Maria Dmitrievna. ‘But why?’

			‘Oh, I thought you did not seem yourself.’

			Maria Dmitrievna took on a dignified and somewhat injured expression. ‘Well, if that is how you feel,’ she thought, ‘I am sure it makes no difference to me. Evidently, my dear sir, it is all like water off a duck’s back to you. Anybody else might be pining away with grief, but you seem to thrive on it.’ When she talked to herself, Maria Dmitrievna did not mince matters; aloud, she expressed herself more elegantly.

			Lavretsky really did not resemble a victim of fate. From his red-cheeked, purely Russian face with its wide white forehead, thickish nose and big straight mouth there seemed to breathe the health of the steppes and a vigorous, lasting strength. He was extraordinarily strongly built and his fair hair curled over his head like a boy’s. Only his prominent, rather fixed blue eyes revealed something between weariness and thoughtfulness, and his voice sounded somehow too level.

			Meanwhile, Panshin continued to sustain the conversation. He turned it to the profits of sugar-refining, on which he had recently read two French pamphlets, and with quiet modesty set himself to expound their contents without, however, saying a single word about the pamphlets themselves.

			‘But surely that is Fedya!’ suddenly said Martha Timofeevna’s voice from beyond the half-open door of the next room, ‘Fedya himself!’ And the old lady darted into the drawing-room. Before Lavretsky had time to rise from his chair, she was embracing him. ‘Let me look at you, let me look at you,’ she said, moving far enough away to see his face. ‘Well! You look splendid! You are older, but still just as handsome. But why do you kiss my hand? Kiss me, if you don’t find my wrinkled cheeks too repellent. I’m sure you didn’t even ask if old auntie was still alive. And yet I held you in my arms when you were born, and a rare little rascal you were! Well, that doesn’t matter; why should you remember about me? But you did right to come. Well, my dear,’ she added, turning to Maria Dmitrievna, ‘have you given him anything to eat?’

			‘I don’t want anything,’ said Lavretsky hastily.

			‘Why, you must at least have some tea, my dear. Good God! Here he arrives from heaven knows where, and they don’t offer him so much as a cup of tea! Liza, go and see to it, as quick as you can. I remember he was terribly greedy when he was little, and no doubt he still likes his food.’

			‘My respects to you, Martha Timofeevna,’ said Panshin, coming up to the excited old lady and bowing low.

			‘Excuse me, my dear sir,’ replied Martha Timofeevna, ‘in my excitement I didn’t notice you. You have grown like your darling mother,’ she continued, again addressing Lavretsky, ‘only you always had your father’s nose, and you have it still. Well – are you here for long?’

			‘I am going away tomorrow, auntie.’

			‘Where to?’

			‘To my place at Vasilyevskoe.’

			‘Tomorrow?’

			‘Yes, tomorrow.’

			‘Well, if it must be tomorrow, tomorrow it must be. I suppose you know best. Only see you come and say goodbye!’ The old lady tapped his cheek. ‘I didn’t think I should live to see you again; not that I am thinking of dying; no, I am good for perhaps ten years yet: all we Pestovs are long-lived; your late grandfather used to say we were indestructible; but after all, God only knows how long you might have gone on wasting time abroad. Well, you look splendid, splendid; I suppose you can still lift ten poods with one hand? Your poor father, excuse my saying so, was a terrible fool, but he did the right thing when he engaged that Swiss for you; do you remember how you used to fight him with your fists? – gymnastics they call that, don’t they? But I mustn’t go running on like this; I am preventing Mr Panshín’ (she would never give his name the correct pronunciation, Pánshin) ‘from giving us one of his clever talks. Let us have tea, and let us go out on the terrace for it, my dear. We have some marvellous cream, not like you get in your Londons and your Parises. Come along, come along! and you, Fedyusha, give me your arm. Oh, how solid it is! You certainly would never let one fall.’

			Everybody stood up and went out on the terrace, with the exception of Gedeonovsky, who quietly stole away. During the whole of Lavretsky’s conversation with their hostess, Panshin, and Martha Timofeevna, he had sat in the corner blinking attentively and pouting with childish curiosity; now he was in a hurry to carry the news of the visitor all over the town.

			At eleven o’clock that evening the situation in Maria Dmitrievna’s house was this: downstairs at the drawing-room door, Vladimir Nikolaich had seized a favourable opportunity and was holding Liza’s hand as he bade her goodnight and saying: ‘You know who it is that brings me here; you know why I am always visiting this house; what need is there for words, when everything is clear without them?’ Liza did not answer; she stood gazing unsmiling at the floor, with slightly raised eyebrows and a flush on her cheeks, but she did not take away her hand. Upstairs, in Martha Timofeevna’s room, by the faint light of the lamp hanging before the dim, ancient icons, Lavretsky sat in an arm-chair with his elbows on his knees and his head in his hands; the old lady, standing before him, smoothed his hair from time to time in silence. He had spent more than an hour with her after taking leave of his hostess; but he had told his good old friend almost nothing, and she had not asked him any questions . . . And indeed, what was there to say, and what need for questions? She understood well enough as it was, and felt for him in everything that filled his heart to overflowing.

			VIII

			Fëdor Ivanych Lavretsky (we must ask the reader’s permission to break the thread of our story for a time) came from an ancient noble family. The founder of the Lavretskys came from Prussia in the reign of Basil the Blind and was granted two hundred chetverts of land on the Upper Bezhetsk. Many of his descendants served in various departments of State or under princes and famous men in remote provinces, but none of them raised himself to very high office or amassed any great fortune. The richest and most distinguished of all the Lavretskys was Fëdor Ivanych’s great-grandfather Andrey, a cruel, bold, wise and subtle man. To this very day men still talk of his tyranny, his fierce temper, his extravagant generosity and his insatiable cupidity. He was very tall and heavily built, with a swarthy, beardless face, a burr in his voice, and a sleepy look; but the more gently he spoke, the more those around him quaked. He found himself a wife who was a good match for him. Of gipsy stock, goggle-eyed, hawk-nosed, yellow-skinned, round-faced, hot-tempered and vindictive, she held her own in every way with her husband, who all but killed her, and whom she did not long survive, although her quarrels with him had been incessant. Andrey’s son Peter, Fëdor’s grandfather, was not like his father: he was a simple gentleman of the steppes, rather hare-brained, loud-voiced, sluggish, boorish but not ill-natured, hospitable, and fond of hunting. He was over thirty when he inherited an estate of two thousand souls, in admirable order, from his father, but he had soon dispersed the peasants, sold part of the land, and demoralized his domestic serfs. Like cockroaches, swarms of insignificant little people, acquaintances and strangers alike, came crawling from everywhere into his spacious, warm and untidy house; the whole collection ate their fill of what they could get, drank themselves drunk, and carried off whatever they could, extolling and glorifying their bountiful host; and their host, when he was out of humour, glorified his guests, too – as spongers and scoundrels; but without them he was bored. Peter Andreich’s wife was a submissive creature; he had taken her from a neighbouring family, by the choice and at the command of his father; her name was Anna Pavlovna. She interfered in nothing, cordially welcomed guests and herself went out very willingly, although, in her own words, it was death to her to be powdered. They would put, she used to tell in her old age, a felt bandeau round your head, comb all your hair upwards, smear it with grease, sprinkle it with flour and stick steel pins into it – you couldn’t wash it clean afterwards; but to go out in society without powder was impossible – people would be offended. Sheer torture! She liked driving behind fast horses, and was prepared to play cards from dawn till dark; if her husband approached the card-table, she would always cover up with her hand the note of the few copecks she might have won, but she had placed her dowry and all her money absolutely at his disposal. She had two children: a son, Ivan, Fëdor’s father, and a daughter, Glafira. Ivan was not brought up at home but with a rich old aunt, Princess Kubenskaya: she had named him her heir (otherwise his father would not have let him go to her); she dressed him up like a doll, engaged all kinds of instructors for him, and appointed a tutor, a certain Frenchman, formerly an abbé, Monsieur Courtin de Vaucelles. He had been a pupil of Jean-Jaques Rousseau’s and was an adept and subtle intriguer and the absolute fine fleur, as the Princess expressed it, of the emigration; she ended by marrying the fine fleur when she was almost seventy years old, transferred all her property to him and soon afterwards, painted and powdered, scented à la Richelieu, surrounded by negro pages, elegant little dogs, and screeching parrots, she died, lying on a curly, silk-covered ­Louis-Quinze sofa, with an enamel snuff-box by Petitot in her hand – and died deserted by her husband: the plausible M. Courtin had chosen to remove himself, and her fortune, to Paris. Ivan was only twenty when this unexpected and crushing blow – we are speaking of the Princess’s marriage, not her death – fell on him; he had no desire to remain in his aunt’s house, where he had been suddenly transformed from the rich heir to a needy hanger-on; in St Petersburg the society in which he had grown up was closed to him; he loathed the idea of the obscure and laborious life of a clerk in the lower grades of the civil service (all this took place at the beginning of the reign of the Emperor Alexander); he was forced, willy-nilly, to return to the country and to his father. Dirty, poverty-stricken, squalid – this was how the family nest appeared to him; the life of the steppes offended him at every step by its stagnant and primitive quality; he was ravaged by boredom; to crown all, everybody in the house, except his mother, regarded him with hostility. His father did not like his city ways, his frock-coats and jabots, his books, his flute, or his cleanness and neatness, in which he scented, not without reason, fastidious disgust: every now and then he complained and grumbled at his son. ‘Nothing is right for him here,’ he would say; ‘he’s too dainty at table and only picks at his food, he can’t endure the way the servants smell, he thinks our rooms are stuffy, the sight of a drunken man upsets him, you daren’t strike anybody when he’s about, and he won’t work: his health is too delicate, you see; pah, what a milksop! And all because his head is full of Voltaire.’ The old man particularly disliked Voltaire and ‘that fanatic’ Diderot, although he had not read a word of their writings: reading was not in his line. Peter Andreich was not mistaken: his son’s head was indeed full of Diderot and Voltaire, and not only of them, but of Rousseau and Raynal and Helvetius, and many similar writers besides – but only his head. Ivan Petrovich’s old tutor, the former abbé and encyclopaedist, was satisfied that he had steeped his pupil in all the enlightenment of the eighteenth century, and his pupil was indeed saturated with it; but it simply existed in him, without mingling with his blood, or penetrating to his soul, or expressing itself in strong convictions . . . How, indeed, could one expect convictions in a young man of fifty years ago, when even now we have not acquired them? The guests in his father’s house also found Ivan Petrovich in the way; he loathed them and they feared him. With his sister Glafira, who was twelve years older than he, he did not get on at all. This Glafira was a strange creature: plain, round-shouldered, lean, with stern, wide-open eyes and thin, compressed lips, she was reminiscent in her face, voice, and quick, angular movements of her gipsy grandmother, Andrey’s wife. Stiff-necked and power-loving, she refused even to consider marriage. Ivan Petrovich’s return was not at all to her liking; while Princess Kubenskaya kept him at her side, she could hope to inherit at least half of her father’s estate: cupidity was another respect in which she resembled her grandmother. Besides, Glafira was jealous of her brother; he was so well-educated and spoke such good French, with a Parisian accent, whereas she could barely say ‘bon joor’ and ‘commong vous portay-vous?’ It is true that her parents did not speak French at all, but this made things no better for her. Ivan Petrovich did not know what to do for boredom and misery; he had spent a year in the country without a break and it felt like more than ten. Only with his mother could he find distraction, and he used to sit for hours in her low-ceilinged rooms, eating preserves and listening to the good woman’s simple chatter. It happened that among Anna Pavlovna’s servants there was a very pretty girl, with meek, bright eyes and delicate features, called Malanya; she was a modest and sensible girl. She caught Ivan Petrovich’s eye from the very beginning, and he fell in love with her: he loved her timid gait, her shy speech, her soft voice and gentle smile; every day she became dearer to him. And she was devoted to Ivan Petrovich, as only Russian girls can be devoted, with all the strength of her soul – and gave herself to him. In a country house no secret can be kept for long; soon everybody knew of the tie between the young master and Malanya; news of the attachment came at last to the ears of Peter Andreich himself. At another time he would probably have paid no attention to a matter of such minor importance; but he had long been nursing his irritation with his son and was glad of the opportunity to put the clever St Petersburg dandy to shame. There was a tremendous hue and cry: Malanya was locked in a store-room; his father sent for Ivan Petrovich. Anna Pavlovna also came running at the uproar. She made some attempt to pacify her husband, but Peter Andreich was past hearing anything. He pounced on his son like a hawk, accusing him of immorality, atheism, and hypocrisy; he seized the chance of venting on him all his accumulated spite against Princess Kubenskaya, and heaped him with insults. At first Ivan Petrovich steeled himself and said nothing, but when his father took it into his head to threaten him with humiliating punishment, he could endure it no longer. ‘That fanatic Diderot has been brought up again,’ he thought; ‘so I will let fly with him too, just wait. I’ll surprise you all!’ And then and there, in a quiet, even tone, although with an inward tremor in every limb, Ivan Petrovich declared that his father had no cause to reproach him with immorality; that although he did not intend to justify his fault, he was prepared to rectify it, the more willingly as he felt himself to be superior to all prejudice – and, specifically, was ready to marry Malanya. With these words, Ivan Petrovich certainly achieved his purpose: Peter Andreich was so taken aback that his eyes started out of his head and he was momentarily struck dumb; but he recovered himself immediately, and just as he was, in his squirrel-trimmed jacket, with slippers on his bare feet, flung himself with flailing fists on Ivan Petrovich who, as though by design, had that day dressed his hair à la Titus and put on a new, dark-blue, English frock-coat, tasselled boots and foppish, tight-fitting buckskin breeches. Anna Pavlovna screamed with all the power of her lungs, while her son fled through the house, darted into the yard, and rushed through the garden and the kitchen-garden and out into the street, running all the time without a backward glance until he ceased to hear behind him the heavy drumming of his father’s feet and his violent, spasmodic cries . . . ‘Stop, you scoundrel!’ he bawled. ‘Stop! My curse on you!’ Ivan Petrovich took refuge in the house of a poor neighbouring gentleman, and Peter Andreich returned home exhausted and sweating, announced almost before he had got his breath back that he would deprive his son of both his parental blessing and his inheritance, and gave orders that all his damfool books should be burnt and the girl Malanya sent to a distant estate. Kind friends sought out Ivan Petrovich and informed him of all this. Shamed and furiously angry, he vowed to be revenged on his father, and that same night he lay in wait for the peasant’s cart in which Malanya was being conveyed, snatched her away by force, galloped off with her to the nearest town, and married her. He had been supplied with money by the neighbour, a good-hearted and perpetually drunken retired sailor, with a passionate interest in any kind of ‘well-bred’ (as he called it) story. The next day Ivan Petrovich wrote a bitingly cold and polite letter to Peter Andreich and betook himself to the village where his cousin Dmitri Pestov lived with his sister, already known to the reader, Martha Timofeevna. He told them everything, explained that he meant to go to St Petersburg to look for a position, and begged them to give his wife asylum at least for a time. At the word ‘wife’ he shed bitter tears and, in spite of his St Petersburg education and his philosophy, he knelt at his relatives’ feet like the poor, humble Russian suppliant that he was, and even knocked his forehead on the ground. The Pestovs, good, compassionate people, willingly consented; he stayed with them for three weeks, secretly hoping for an answer from his father; but no answer came – and none was possible. When Peter Andreich learned of his son’s marriage, he took to his bed and forbade Ivan Petrovich’s name to be mentioned in his presence; but his mother, unknown to her husband, borrowed five hundred paper roubles from the archdeacon and sent them, with a small icon, to her son’s wife; she was afraid to write, but sent word to Ivan Petrovich by a scrawny peasant messenger, who could cover up to sixty versts a day on foot, that he must not be too distressed, that, God willing, everything would come right and his father’s anger turn to kindness; that she too could have wished for another ­daughter-in-law, but that evidently it was God’s will and therefore she sent Malanya Sergeevna her blessing. The scrawny peasant, rewarded with a rouble, asked permission to see the new mistress, whose godfather it seemed he was, kissed her hand, and hastened home.

			Ivan Petrovich went off to St Petersburg with a light heart. An unknown future awaited him; poverty, it might be, threatened him; but he had said goodbye to the detested life in the country and, most important, had not betrayed his teachers but really ‘let fly with’ and justified in action Rousseau, Diderot, and the Déclaration des droits de l’homme. Feelings of duty accomplished, of triumph and of pride, filled his soul; and the parting from his wife held no distress for him; he would have found more disturbing the necessity of living permanently with her. That matter had been dealt with; it was necessary to turn to others. In St Petersburg, contrary to his own expectations, he had a stroke of luck: Princess Kubenskaya – who had already been deserted by M. Courtin but was not yet on her death-bed – tried to make some amends to her nephew by recommending him to all her friends, and by giving him five thousand roubles, almost the very last of her money, and a watch by Lepic, bearing his initials in a wreath of cupids. Before three months had passed, he had been given a post in the Russian legation in London and set sail (steamships had not yet been invented) in the first English vessel to leave. A few months later he received a letter from Pestov, in which the good gentleman congratulated him on the birth of his son, who first saw the light on 20 August, 1807, in the village of Pokrovskoe, and was named Fëdor in honour of the blessed martyr Theodore Stratilatus. Because she was still very weak, Malanya Sergeevna added only a few lines, but even those few lines astonished Ivan Petrovich: he did not know that Martha Timofeevna had taught his wife to read and write. Ivan Petrovich, however, did not long give himself up to the gratifying emotions of fatherhood; he was paying court to some famous Phryne or Lais of the time (classical names were still in vogue in those days); the peace of Tilsit had just been concluded and the whole world was hastening to enjoy itself; everything was caught up in a sort of mad whirl, and the black eyes of his bold beauty set his head, too, whirling. He had very little money, but he was lucky at cards, made many acquaintances, took part in all kinds of festivity, in short, he was launched on prosperous seas.

			IX

			For a long time old Lavretsky could not pardon his son’s marriage; if Ivan Petrovich had gone to him after six months, full of contrition and fallen at his feet, he might perhaps have forgiven him, having first abused him roundly and given him a rap with his stick to frighten him; but Ivan Petrovich was living abroad and, to all appearances, cared not a straw. ‘How dare you? Be quiet!’ Peter Andreich would repeat, every time his wife tried to incline him towards leniency. ‘The puppy! He ought never to stop thanking God that I haven’t laid my curse on him; my old father would have killed the good-for-nothing scoundrel with his own hands, and he would have been right!’ Anna Pavlovna, at these terrible words, could only cross herself stealthily. As for Ivan Petrovich’s wife, Peter Andreich refused at first even to hear her spoken of, and when Pestov mentioned his daughter-in-law in a letter, ordered him to be told in answer that he knew nothing of any so-called daughter-in-law, but thought it his duty to warn him that the law forbade the harbouring of runaway wenches. Later, learning of the birth of his grandson, he relented a little, gave orders that the health of the mother should be inquired after, casually, and sent her a little money, but as though it did not come from himself. Fedya was not yet a year old when Anna Pavlovna sickened with a mortal illness. Some days before the end, when she could no longer rise from her bed, she revealed to her husband, in the presence of her confessor, and with apprehensive tears in her dimming eyes, her wish to see and say farewell to her daughter-in-law and give her blessing to her grandson. The grief-stricken old man comforted her and immediately sent his own carriage for his daughter-in-law, whom for the first time he referred to as Malanya Sergeevna. She arrived with her son and Martha Timofeevna, who would not for the world have let her go alone or be insulted. Half-dead with fear, Malanya Sergeevna entered Peter Andreich’s study. Behind her the nurse carried Fedya. Peter Andreich looked at her in silence; she approached his hand and her trembling lips barely closed on it in a soundless kiss.

			‘Well, my jumped-up fine lady,’ he said at last, ‘how do you do? Let us go to the mistress.’

			He rose and bent over Fedya; the baby smiled and held out his pale little hands to him. The old man’s mood was changed.

			‘Oh,’ he said, ‘poor little thing! You plead your father’s cause well; I will not forsake you, my little bird.’

			As soon as Malanya Sergeevna entered Anna Pavlovna’s bedroom she fell on her knees by the door. Anna Pavlovna beckoned her to the bedside, embraced her, and blessed her son; then, turning her face, ravaged by her cruel illness, to her husband, she tried to speak . . .

			‘I know,’ said Peter Andreich, ‘I know what you want to ask me. Don’t grieve: she shall stay here with us, and I will pardon Vanka for her sake.’

			Anna Pavlovna, with an effort, took her husband’s hand and pressed her lips to it. That same evening she died.

			Peter Andreich kept his word. He informed his son that by his mother’s dying wish and for the sake of the baby he would no longer withhold his blessing, and would keep Malanya Sergeevna in his house. She was assigned two rooms in the attic; he introduced her to his most honoured guests, one-eyed Brigadier Skurekhin and his wife; and he gave her two maids and a boy to run errands. Martha Timofeevna said goodbye to her; she had taken a violent dislike to Glafira, and quarrelled with her no less than three times in the course of one day.

			It was an awkward and difficult life for the poor woman at first, but afterwards she learned to endure it and grew used to her father-in-law. He grew used to her, too, and even fond of her, although he hardly ever talked to her and even at his most affectionate displayed a certain involuntary disdain. Malanya Sergeevna had most to endure from her sister-in-law. While her mother was still alive, Glafira had managed to get the whole control of the household gradually into her own hands; everybody, from her father down, deferred to her; without her permission not so much as a piece of sugar could be doled out; she would rather have died than shared her authority with another mistress of the house – and such a mistress! She had been even more outraged than Peter Andreich by her brother’s marriage; she set herself to school the upstart, and from the first moment Malanya Sergeevna was her slave. Indeed, how could she, meek, always troubled and fearful, and in poor health, resist the wilful and imperious Glafira? Not a day passed but Glafira reminded her of her former condition and praised her for not forgetting it. Malanya Sergeevna would willingly have resigned herself to these reminders and praises, bitter though they were . . . but Fedya was taken away from her: this was what broke her. On the pretext that her health did not permit her to undertake his education, she was hardly ever permitted to see him; Glafira took charge and the boy came completely under her control. In her grief, Malanya Sergeevna began to implore Ivan Petrovich in her letters to return as soon as he could, and Peter Andreich himself wished to see his son, but Ivan Petrovich only went on writing to thank his father for having received his wife and for the money he sent, and promising to come shortly – but he did not come. It was 1812 that finally brought him home from abroad. Meeting for the first time after six years of separation, father and son embraced and said not a word of their former differences; there was no time for that now: all Russia was rising against the enemy, and both felt that Russian blood ran in their veins. Peter Andreich equipped a whole regiment of militia at his own expense. But the war ended, the danger passed, Ivan Petrovich again grew bored and longed to be far away, in that world with which he had identified himself and in which he felt at home. Malanya Sergeevna had no power to hold him back; she meant too little to him. Even what she had hoped for had not come about: her husband also considered it much more suitable that Fedya’s education should be entrusted to Glafira. Ivan Petrovich’s poor wife could not endure this blow and the renewed separation from her husband; within a few days, without a murmur, she pined away and died. Throughout her life she had never offered resistance to anything and she did not struggle against her illness. When she was already past speech, and the shadows of the grave lay on her face, her features still expressed her former patient perplexity and enduring humility; with the same dumb submission as before she looked at Glafira, and as Anna Pavlovna on her death-bed had kissed Peter Andreich’s hand, she kissed Glafira’s, entrusting to her her only son. So a quiet and gentle creature, torn, God knows why, from her native soil and immediately abandoned, like a sapling dragged out of the ground and left lying with its roots in the sun, ended her earthly course; she faded and vanished without leaving a trace, this poor creature, and nobody mourned for her. Only her maids regretted Malanya Sergeevna, and Peter Andreich. The old man missed her silent presence. ‘Forgive – and farewell, my gentle dear!’ he whispered, taking his last leave of her, in the church. He was weeping as he threw a handful of earth into her grave.

			He survived her by only five years. In the winter of 1819 he died peacefully in Moscow, where he had gone with Glafira and his grandson: he left directions that he should be buried beside Anna Pavlovna and ‘Malasha’, At the time, Ivan Petrovich was in Paris, for his own pleasure; he had retired from the service after 1815. When he learned of his father’s death, he decided to return to Russia. He must think about the organization of the estate; besides, Fedya, as a letter from Glafira pointed out, was twelve years old and the time had come to take a serious interest in his education.

			X

			Ivan Petrovich returned to Russia an Anglomaniac. His close-cropped hair, high starched collar, long-skirted many-caped pea-green coat, his sour expression, something both harsh and indifferent in his manner, his way of speaking through his teeth, his abrupt, wooden-sounding laughter, his absence of smiles, his conversation exclusively concerned with politics and political economy, his love of underdone beef and port wine – everything about him spoke of Great Britain; its spirit seemed to have completely permeated him. But strange to say, in turning Anglomaniac, Ivan Petrovich had also turned patriot, or at least he called himself a patriot, although he knew little of Russia, did not observe Russian customs, and expressed himself very oddly in the Russian language: in ordinary conversation his languid and halting speech was diversified with many Gallicisms; but as soon as the talk turned on subjects of importance, Ivan Petrovich began to use expressions like ‘exercise new experiments in self-diligence’, ‘out of agreement with the circumstantial nature’, and so on. He had brought back with him various manuscript schemes relating to the organization and improvement of the government; he was very displeased with everything he saw, and the lack of system especially aroused his sour disapprobation. When he met his sister, his first words to her were a declaration that he intended to introduce radical reforms and that henceforth all his affairs were to be regulated according to a new system. Glafira Petrovna did not answer him, only clenched her teeth and wondered: ‘What is to become of me?’ When, however, she returned to the country with her brother and nephew, she was soon reassured. Some changes were indeed effected in the house: the parasites and hangers-on quickly found themselves turned out of doors; among the victims of this eviction were two old women, one blind and the other paralysed, and a decrepit old major of Catherine the Great’s day who, because of his really remarkable greed, was fed exclusively on black bread and lentils. Orders were given also that none of the former guests were to be received: their place was taken by a distant neighbour, a blonde, scrofulous baron, highly educated and extremely stupid. New furniture from Moscow made its appearance; so did spittoons, bells, and wash-hand-stands; luncheon was served in a different way; foreign wines replaced the vodkas and cordials; new liveries were made for the servants; the family coat of arms had added to it the motto ‘In recto virtus’ . . . In substance, though, Glafira’s power was no whit less: all the stores and purchases depended on her, as before; the Alsatian house-steward, imported from abroad, tried conclusions with her – and lost his place, in spite of being the master’s own protégé. As for the farming and management of the estates (Glafira Petrovna had a share in this, too), although Ivan Petrovich had repeatedly expressed the intention of breathing new life into the chaos, everything remained as before, except that here and there rents were raised, or the compulsory work on the master’s land increased, or the peasants forbidden to approach Ivan Petrovich directly: the ‘patriot’ heartily despised his fellow countrymen. Ivan Petrovich’s system was applied in its full force only to Fedya: his education really did undergo ‘radical reform’; all his father’s attention was concentrated on him.

			XI

			Until Ivan Petrovich’s return from abroad, Fedya, as has been said, was entirely in Glafira Petrovna’s charge. He was not eight years old when his mother died; he had not seen her every day, but he loved her passionately: the memory of her still, pale face, her sad looks, and her timid caresses, was imprinted for ever in his heart; but he dimly understood her position in the house; he felt that between himself and her there was a barrier which she dared not and could not break down. He fought shy of his father, and Ivan Petrovich never displayed any affection for him; his grandfather occasionally smoothed his hair and allowed him to kiss his hand, but called him a little savage and considered him stupid. After Malanya Sergeevna’s death his aunt was entirely responsible for him. Fedya was afraid of her, afraid of her bright sharp eyes and her strident voice; he dared not utter a sound in her presence; if he so much as stirred, she snapped out, ‘Where are you going? Sit still!’ On Sundays, after church, he was allowed to play; that is, he was given a thick book, a mysterious book, the work of one Maximovich-Ambodik, entitled Symbols and Emblems. The book contained something like a thousand drawings, some of them highly enigmatical, with equally cryptic comments in five languages. A plump and naked Cupid played a large part in these drawings. To one of them, called ‘Saffron and Rainbow’ was appended the commentary: ‘This possesses great efficacy’; opposite another, representing ‘A Heron flying with a Violet in its Beak’, was written ‘All these are known to you’. ‘Cupid and a She-bear licking her Cub’ signified ‘Little by little’. Fedya pored over these drawings; he knew them down to the smallest detail; some, always the same ones, plunged him into day-dreams and stirred his imagination; he had no other amusements. When the time came to teach him music and languages, Glafira Petrovna engaged, for a trifling salary, an elderly spinster, a Swede with timorous eyes, who spoke indifferent French and German and played the piano after a fashion, but who made excellent pickled cucumbers. In the society of this preceptress, his aunt, and an old house-serf, Vasilyevna, Fedya spent four whole years. He used to sit in a corner with his ‘Emblems’ – sit for hours; the low-ceilinged room smelt of geraniums, the one tallow candle gave a feeble light, a cricket chirped away on one note as though it were bored, a mouse scrabbled and gnawed stealthily behind the wallpaper, and the three old women, like the three Fates, rapidly and silently plied their knitting-needles, while the shadows from their hands fled up the walls or wavered strangely in the half-light, and thoughts equally strange and equally shadowy thronged the child’s mind. Nobody would have called Fedya an interesting child: he was rather pale, but thickset, clumsy, and awkward – a regular peasant, in Glafira Petrovna’s words; the pallor would soon have disappeared from his cheeks if he had been allowed out in the fresh air a little oftener. He was fairly good at his lessons, although he was often lazy; he never cried; on the other hand, he had occasional fits of mulish obstinacy; at such times he was completely unmanageable by anybody. Fedya did not love any of the people surrounding him . . . Woe to the heart that does not know love in youth!

			Such was the state in which Ivan Petrovich found him, and he set himself without delay to put his new system into operation. ‘I want above all to make a man of him, un homme,’ he said to Glafira Petrovna, ‘and not only a man, a Spartan.’ Ivan Petrovich’s first step towards the fulfilment of his intention was to dress his son in the Scottish fashion: at twelve years old the boy began to go about with bare knees and a cock’s feather in his Glengarry bonnet; the Swedish instructress was replaced by a young Swiss tutor, who was an expert in gymnastics; music, as a pursuit unworthy of a man, was banished for ever; the natural sciences, international law, mathematics, the carpenter’s craft, in accordance with Jean-Jaques Rousseau’s advice, and heraldry, to foster knightly sentiments – these were to be the pursuits of the future ‘man’; he was awakened at half-past four in the morning, given a cold shower, and made to run round a high pole on a rope; he had one meal a day, consisting of a single dish; he rode on horseback and shot with a cross-bow; on every suitable occasion, with his parent as a model, he practised strength of will, and every evening he entered in a special book his account of the past day and the impression it had made on him; Ivan Petrovich, on his side, wrote him edifying screeds in French, in which he called him mon fils and addressed him as vous. In Russian Fedya called his father thou, but he dared not sit down in his presence. The ‘system’ bewildered the boy, planted confusion in his mind and cramped it; but the new way of life had, on the other hand, a beneficial effect on his health; at the beginning he caught a feverish cold, but he soon recovered and developed into a fine upstanding lad. His father congratulated himself and called him, in his strange idiom, ‘a son of nature and my creation’. When Fedya was sixteen, Ivan Petrovich judged it his duty to implant contempt for the female sex in him in good time – and the young Spartan, with bashfulness in his heart and the first down on his upper lip, full of sap, strength, and red blood, strove to appear indifferent, cold, and churlish.

			Meanwhile, time passed steadily. Ivan Petrovich spent the greater part of the year at Lavriki (this was the name of the principal family estate), and in the winter travelled to Moscow alone, stayed in a very modest hotel, diligently frequented his club, held forth in drawing-rooms, developing his plans, and remained more of an Anglophile, a grumbler, and a man of politics than ever. But the year 1825 came, and brought much sorrow with it. Many of Ivan Petrovich’s acquaintances and close friends suffered trying ordeals. Ivan Petrovich hurriedly retired to the country and shut himself up in his house. Another year passed and Ivan Petrovich suddenly began to be weak, sickly, and ill; his robust health had deserted him. The freethinker began to go to church and order prayers for himself; the European began to steam himself for long periods in the bath, dine at two o’clock, go to bed at nine, and fall asleep to the sound of the old steward’s ramblings; the political thinker burned all his plans and correspondence, trembled before the Governor, and fidgeted in the presence of the chief of police; the man of iron will whined and whimpered when he had a boil or his soup was cold. Once more Glafira ruled the whole house; once again stewards, bailiffs, and simple peasants began to come to the back door to talk to the ‘old battle-axe’, as the house-serfs called her. The change in Ivan Petrovich made a powerful impression on his son; he was nineteen and was beginning to think for himself and shake off the oppressive weight of his father’s hand. Even before this he had noticed the difference between his father’s words and his deeds, between his generous liberal theories and his harsh petty despotism; but he had not expected so abrupt a transformation. All at once the inveterate egoist stood completely revealed. Young Lavretsky was getting ready to go to Moscow, to prepare for the university, when a new and unexpected misfortune came down on Ivan Petrovich’s head: he went blind, without any hope of recovery, in a single day.

			Not trusting the skill of Russian doctors, he began making strenuous efforts to get permission to go abroad. He was refused. Then, taking his son with him, he spent three years travelling all over Russia from one doctor to another, journeying ceaselessly from town to town and reducing his doctors, his son, and his ser­vants to despair by his cowardice and impatience. He returned to Lavriki a fearful, lachrymose and capricious child. In the painful days that followed, everybody had much to bear from him. Ivan Petrovich subsided only at meal-times; he had never eaten so much or so greedily; all the rest of the time he gave neither himself nor anybody else any peace. He prayed incessantly, railed at his fate, cursed himself, his system, everything he had taken pride in and boasted of, everything he had once set before his son as an example; he insisted that he had no faith in anything, and then returned to his prayers; he could not bear a moment’s solitude and demanded that the members of his household should sit by his chair constantly, day and night, and entertain him with stories, which he interrupted every now and then with exclamations of ‘Don’t tell so many lies! – what rubbish!’

			It was especially hard on Glafira Petrovna; he simply could not get on without her – and to the end she fulfilled every whim of the invalid, although sometimes she could not answer him at once lest the sound of her voice should betray the bitter anger that choked her. In this way he creaked along for a further two years and died early in May, when he had been carried out on the balcony in the sunshine. ‘Glasha, Glashka! My beef-tea, my beef-tea, you old idi—,’ his stiffening tongue stammered out and, without finishing the last word, fell silent for ever. Glafira Petrovna, who had just taken the cup of beef-tea from the steward’s hands, stopped, looked into her brother’s face, crossed herself with a slow, sweeping gesture, and retreated without a word; his son, who was present, also said nothing, but leaned on the balcony railing and for a long time contemplated the garden, all green and scented, sparkling in the rays of golden spring sunshine. He was twenty-three years old; with what terrible and unnoticed swiftness those twenty-three years had passed! . . . Life was opening out before him.

			XII

			Having buried his father and entrusted to the changeless Glafira Petrovna the management of the estate and the supervision of the bailiffs, young Lavretsky, driven by an obscure but powerful emotion, departed for Moscow. He was conscious of the defects of his education and intended as far as possible to remedy its deficiencies. During the past five years he had read much and seen something; many ideas were fermenting in his brain; any professor might have envied some of his knowledge, but at the same time he was ignorant of much that had long been familiar to every schoolboy. Lavretsky recognized that he was not free; secretly he felt that he was an oddity. It was a sorry joke that the Anglomaniac had played on his son; his eccentric upbringing had borne fruit. For long years he had submitted without question to his father; when at last he saw through him, the mischief was done, the habits had taken root. He could not get close to people: twenty-three years old, with an unquenchable thirst for love in his shy heart, he had never dared to look any woman in the face. With his intelligence, clear and sound but a little ponderous, with his tendency to stubbornness, contemplation, and indolence, he ought to have been plunged from his earliest years into the maelstrom of life, and instead he had been kept in artificial solitude . . . Now that the charmed circle was dissolved, he continued to stand in the same spot, imprisoned within himself. To adopt the uniform of a student at his age was ludicrous; but he was not afraid of ridicule: his spartan training had served at least one purpose, that of developing in him a contempt for other people’s opinions – and he donned the student’s uniform without embarrassment. He enrolled in the faculty of physics and mathematics. Robust, taciturn, red-cheeked, with a beard already bushy, he produced a strange effect on his fellow students; they did not suspect that within the stern man arriving punctually for lectures in a wide country sledge with a pair of horses there was concealed almost a child. He seemed to them some odd sort of pedant, they wanted and expected nothing from him, and he avoided them. During the first two years he spent at the university, he made friends with only one student, from whom he took lessons in Latin. This student, Mikhalevich by name, an enthusiast and a poet, was sincerely attached to Lavretsky, and quite by accident became responsible for a major change in his fate.
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