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Preface to the 2015 Edition





Tolstoy’s literary activities famously began in the venereal diseases clinic of Kazan University in the spring of 1847, when he was eighteen years old. During the month that he spent in the clinic, in almost complete isolation, he started keeping a diary. To begin with, Tolstoy regarded his diary as a record of his hopelessly optimistic self-improvement programme. Later it became an outlet for his creative and philosophical reflections, and as such comprises an indispensable companion to his published writings, both fictional and otherwise.


Keeping a diary, for Tolstoy, was not the deeply private affair it is for most people, even if it started out that way. In the all-too-brief week between Tolstoy’s proposal and marriage to Sonya Behrs in September 1862, he felt it incumbent upon him to give his young fiancée his diaries to read. The vivid realism which is the hallmark of Tolstoy’s fiction is matched by the frankness of his diary entries, but he did not feel he should conceal anything in his past from his future bride.


As an innocent and inexperienced eighteen-year-old girl, who had seen little of life, Sonya was deeply shocked and upset by what she later termed his ‘excessive conscientiousness’, particularly when it came to reading about his sexual history with peasant girls. Nevertheless, she went ahead with the marriage and before long she and her husband were regularly and sometimes frenetically reading each other’s diaries. It was a habit kept up until the very last months of Tolstoy’s long life in the summer and autumn of 1910, when his deteriorating relations with Sonya led him to try for the first time to keep a diary for ‘himself alone’.


Tolstoy did not keep a diary regularly throughout his life, for sometimes he transferred his exploration and articulation of psychological processes to his fictional works. Since his diaries span his entire adult life, however, they are indispensable reading for anyone seeking to look behind the scenes of the great novels and become better acquainted with their creator.


The same is true of Tolstoy’s letters, and his epistolary output was, as one might expect, equally prodigious – there are 8,500 letters published in the Russian edition of his Complete Collected Works. Tolstoy wrote thousands of letters, to all manner of people, from persecuted peasant sectarians exiled to Siberia to the Romanovs, eventually addressing both muzhik and Tsar as ‘Dear brother’.


The most touching letters Tolstoy wrote were to his immediate family – his wife Sonya, his children, his ‘aunt’ and surrogate mother Tatyana Alexandrovna (‘Toinette’), his sister and brothers. The most important letters he wrote were to his closest friends. First there was his distant relative Alexandra Andreyevna, a lady-in-waiting at Court, for whom he had the deepest respect and affection until his defection from the Orthodox Church. Then there was the shy and retiring Nikolay Strakhov, who worked at the Imperial Library in St Petersburg, but the most frequent recipient of Tolstoy’s letters was the aristocratic Vladimir Chertkov, his devoted follower. Chertkov was instrumental in disseminating Tolstoy’s religious ideas in translation, and thousands of people, from a dizzying array of faiths, felt compelled after reading them to write to the ‘Sage of Yasnaya Polyana’ for his advice on how to live their lives. Tolstoy tried to reply to them all.


It will be a long time before we have full English editions of the fourteen volumes of Tolstoy’s diaries and the twenty-five volumes of his letters in the Complete Collected Works. In the meantime, we can be eternally grateful to R. F. Christian, doyen of Anglophone Tolstoy studies, for doing all the hard work for us. The result of Professor Christian’s scrupulous work is four manageable volumes containing faithful translations of the most important of Tolstoy’s diary entries and letters. Rendered into supple English, they are enhanced by judicious and helpful annotations, and introductions which draw on Professor Christian’s deep knowledge, the fruit of a distinguished career of studying and writing about Tolstoy. It is hard to see how these invaluable editions can be surpassed.


 


Rosamund Bartlett


 


Rosamund Bartlett is the author of Tolstoy: A Russian Life (Profile Books).


 


R. F. Christian’s four volumes of Tolstoy’s Diaries and Letters are all available in Faber Finds.



















Introduction





Tolstoy’s diaries greatly exceed in length and scope those of any other Russian author. They are usually divided into two categories. The diaries proper are written for the most part in exercise books, and are dated chronologically. The so-called ‘notebooks’ consist of various kinds of scribbling pads, desk calendars and loose sheets of paper, some dated, some not. Some notebooks are virtually identical with diaries in the normal sense and contain entries, usually dated, for periods when Tolstoy did not keep a regular diary. Others contain random notes and observations, lists of popular expressions and a variety of ephemeral matter. Others again, especially those of the last twenty years of his life, were essentially first drafts of what were later to become entries in his diary proper. Tolstoy’s diaries and notebooks taken together occupy thirteen volumes of the ninety-volume Soviet edition of his works (the Jubilee Edition 1928–58), and it is most unlikely that they will ever be translated in full. For the purposes of this edition I have confined myself almost entirely to the diaries proper, and have only very occasionally included an extract from a noteboook or sheet of paper where the content seemed to justify it. When this has been done, I have indicated it in a footnote.


Tolstoy’s diaries span a period of sixty-three years. The first entry is dated 17 March 1847, when Tolstoy was aged eighteen and a student at Kazan University. The last entry was written on 3 November 1910, as he lay dying at the railway station at Astapovo. There are unfortunately considerable gaps in the record, of which the first is the three-year period from June 1847 to June 1850. It was once argued that Tolstoy had destroyed his diaries for these years, but there is no evidence to support this contention and it is no longer seriously maintained. For the period 1850 to 1865 Tolstoy kept his diary fairly regularly in the sense that there are at least some entries for every year, but those for the late 1850s and early 1860s are comparatively short. Then there is a gap of thirteen years from 1865 to 1878 when Tolstoy was wholly absorbed in writing War and Peace and Anna Karenina – in some respects surrogate diaries – while from 1878 to 1888 there are relatively few entries except for two sustained six-month periods in 1881 and 1884. From 1888 to 1910 Tolstoy kept his diary regularly and the older he grew the longer it became. Roughly speaking, one half of it covers the period up to 1894 when Tolstoy was already sixty-six, while the other half is devoted to the last sixteen years of his life when his greatest literary achievements were behind him and his writing became increasingly didactic and moralistic. I have deliberately included a higher proportion of what he wrote in his younger days, but even so the balance of any selection must inevitably be weighted towards the years of his decline as an artist and his rapidly growing reputation as a moral and spiritual guide.


To translate all Tolstoy’s diaries into English would be a daunting task, and it is not surprising that it has never been undertaken. A beginning was made in 1917 with The Diaries of Leo Tolstoy. Youth, 1847–1852, translated from the Russian by C. J. Hogarth and A. Sirnis. It was an unsatisfactory beginning, and the book has long been out of print. The year 1917 also saw the appearance of The Journal of Leo Tolstoy; First Volume, 1895–1899, translated by Rose Strunsky, but this translation also left much to be desired, and there was no second volume. Ten years later Louise and Aylmer Maude published The Private Diary of Leo Tolstoy, 1853–1857, a vast improvement over any previous translation of any portion of the diaries, but despite their great experience and intimate knowledge of Tolstoy and his family they were unable to avoid some errors in deciphering the manuscripts, while certain passages were omitted for reasons of propriety. Finally the fiftieth anniversary of Tolstoy’s death in 1960 was marked by the publication in America of The Last Diaries of Leo Tolstoy, translated by Lydia Weston-Kesich, an accurate translation but confined to the year 1910. With the exception of Strunsky’s unsatisfactory version there are no English translations in whole or part of the years between 1857 and 1909, although individual entries have of course been quoted in English by biographers with access to Russian sources.


After publishing my edition of Tolstoy’s letters in 1978, the Athlone Press invited me to produce a companion edition of his diaries, also in two volumes and of roughly comparable length. My choice of what to include was made first of all on the basis of a careful reading of volumes 46–58 of the Jubilee Edition of Tolstoy’s works. I then compared the passages I had chosen with the choice made in volumes 19 and 20 of the more recent edition of N. N. Akopova and others, Moscow, 1965, and made a number of changes in order to reduce the amount of my own material and make it approximate more closely to their judicious and carefully balanced selection, while retaining certain passages of a politically sensitive or indelicate nature, as well as entries which present Tolstoy in a less than favourable light and which for that reason are sometimes conveniently overlooked. In making my selection I followed the same general principles as I followed when preparing my edition of Tolstoy’s letters. First of all I chose passages to do with Tolstoy the writer, his views about his own works and the works of other writers; secondly – those which concerned Tolstoy the thinker in a broader sense and expressed his attitude to the times he lived in, contemporary social problems, rural life, industrialisation, education, and more especially in later life, religious and spiritual questions; and thirdly – those which recorded the main stages of his biography, his relations with his family and friends, and the growth and development of his own personality. When introducing Tolstoy’s letters I expressed the hope that my work would stimulate others to produce a comparable edition of his diaries. I never imagined that the task would fall to me!


Tolstoy’s diaries are an invaluable mine of information about his life and thought, his restless, complex, contradictory nature and his unrelenting quest for ‘self-improvement’ and a rational answer to the question of the purpose of existence. They are the fullest and frankest record of his dissolute bachelor days, his eventful career as a soldier, his first, faltering steps as a writer, his disoriented years divided between the capital cities and his country estate, his hesitant and fruitless courtship of Valeriya Arsenyeva, his travels in Europe, and his eventual wooing and winning of Sofya Behrs. They are an indispensable source (together with the diaries of his wife) for the story of a most exceptional marriage, and they record his considered thoughts and ill-considered prejudices on the great variety of subjects to which he applied his powerful and unorthodox mind. They are the germ out of which his earliest ‘fiction’ grew, and although they tell us disappointingly little about his two great masterpieces, they reveal a lot about his literary tastes and practices. They cannot by any stretch of imagination be called works of literature. The language in which they are written is decidedly unpolished, at times ponderous and repetitive, at times laconic and abrupt. The syntax can be awkward and involved, the grammar not impeccable. The diaries abound in abbreviations, misspellings and lapses of the pen. The punctuation is unorthodox. The handwriting defies description. To charges of stylistic inelegance, Tolstoy would certainly have replied that he was only concerned with what he wished to say, not how he said it, and that he was not writing with one eye on the public (not, at least, until very late in life). It does not follow, however, that the form is always redeemed by the content. It would be foolish to pretend that there are not many trivial and tedious entries, or that the thoughts which take up a disproportionate amount of space in later years have not been more cogently expressed in one or other of his numerous books and articles. Nevertheless the diaries are an unparalleled record of the stages of development of a unique personality. Tolstoy himself attached the greatest importance to them. He often referred not merely to the pleasure he got from reading and rereading them, but also to their significance for understanding him. Towards the end of his life he frankly acknowledged ‘The diaries are me’. They are the story of his life told by himself and when read consecutively they reveal the process of his evolution as no other document can do.


The Honourable Gwendolyn Fairfax once remarked to Miss Cecily Cardew: ‘I never travel without my diary. One should always have something sensational to read on the train.’ If not sensational, the first entry in Tolstoy’s diary was sufficiently unusual for parts of it to be omitted from Hogarth’s translation, being written at the age of eighteen in a university clinic where Tolstoy was recovering from venereal disease, and it immediately strikes a note of candour and self-preoccupation. At this stage of his life Tolstoy had no audience in mind except himself and there is no reason to doubt the truthfulness of what he wrote. He began by asking himself what his motives were for keeping a diary at all and acknowledged that one comprehensive purpose was to monitor the development of his faculties, draw up tables of rules for cultivating those faculties and define the nature and scope of his future activities. One of his first rules for developing his intellectual faculties was to evaluate and make extracts from important books he was reading, and since as a young law student at Kazan University he had been set the task of comparing Catherine the Great’s Instructions to the commission charged with preparing a new Code of Laws with Montesquieu’s De l’esprit des lois, it seemed appropriate for him to record in his diary his views about the Empress’s manifesto. I have included these ponderous and unremarkable views at some length as an illustration of Tolstoy’s mental processes as a second-year undergraduate. In addition to registering the growth and development of his faculties, his diaries were also intended to record his frequent dissatisfaction with himself, his many falls from grace and subsequent remorse and his constant striving towards moral self-improvement. It is Tolstoy himself and not the world about him that is the centre of attention of these early entries, and the picture which emerges from them is of a young man over-addicted to self-analysis and self-reproach, vain, egotistical, prone to show off, lazy, irresolute, fond of gambling and abnormally sensual. He is convinced that he is ‘a remarkable person’, an exception. At the same time he recognises that he must be a difficult, even an ‘unbearable’ man, hard to get on with, difficult to understand, ‘somehow unlovable’, for all the love he claims to feel towards other people. He desperately wants to be loved, to be accepted, to earn the praise of his fellow men, while being at the same time uneasily aware of his superiority over them. On at least one occasion he admits to wishing to ‘influence other people’s happiness’, to be useful to them, but for the most part it is his own personality, its shortcomings and the need to remedy them that are his main preoccupation. As well as tabulating his weaknesses, the early diaries contain some succinct generalisations about life and death, religion and various aspects of human behaviour – as, for example, that ‘the most offensive form of egoism is self-sacrifice’ or ‘unhappiness makes man virtuous, happiness makes him vicious’. They also include observations on the books he is reading and occasional extracts from literary or philosophical works which have impressed him. Having moved to the Caucasus in 1851 he begins to record details of army life, military actions and the officers and men with whom he lived. His entries become more self-consciously literary and he confesses to wishing to use his diaries ‘to form his style’, to serve in fact as trials of the pen. He seems now at times to be writing with an imaginary audience in mind and to be drafting out material which will form the basis of short stories firmly grounded in his own experience. ‘I’ll try and sketch Knoring’s portrait’, he writes of an officer colleague, adding significantly that ‘it’s impossible to describe a man, but it is possible to describe the effect he has on me’. His thumb-nail sketch of the Cossack Mark (10 August 1851) is another example of Tolstoy feeling his way as an aspiring author – and incidentally an illustration of the fact that writing did not come easily to him, as witness the phrase ‘he completely satisfied the requirements of the posture of a man sitting down’! He tried his hand too at natural descriptions and recorded conversations which would reappear in revised form in his earliest fiction. He painstakingly formulated generalisations on human virtues and vices – on courage, for example, or cowardice – and on national characteristics. He also made notes about his literary plans and outlined the ideas for his early Caucasian stories and his first major work of fiction Childhood. It was in his diaries that he spoke for the first time about his love of history, his wish ‘to compile a true, accurate history of Europe’, and the need of the historian to explain every historical fact in human terms. Tolstoy never realised his characteristically unrealisable ambition as a historian, but his extensive historical reading and his overriding concern with the role of the individual in the historical process provided much of the stimulus to write a full-scale novel on a major historical theme.


Scattered throughout the early diaries are numerous obiter dicta about writers and works of literature – interesting more for what they tell us about Tolstoy than about the authors themselves. They include references to Pushkin, Lermontov, Griboyedov, Turgenev, Pisemsky and Ostrovsky, as well as Rousseau, Balzac and George Sand, Goethe and Schiller, Dickens and Thackeray. They confirm his belief in the moral purpose of literature; they venture the opinion – welcome for him – that in contemporary works of fiction interest in the details of feelings is replacing interest in events themselves; and they reveal that it is the character and personality of an author as reflected in what he writes that interests him most as a reader. They also contain, incidentally, some unflattering remarks about women authors which ill accord with his later admration for George Eliot, Mrs Gaskell, Mrs Henry Wood and others.


At this early stage in Tolstoy’s life one already finds in his diaries an anti-militaristic strain, a tendency to venerate the common people at the expense of his own class of society and on orientation towards the practical and the useful which are such typical features of the mature Tolstoy – whether in his resolve to edit a journal to propagate morally useful writings or his desire to found a religion ‘purged of faith and mystery, a practical religion which does not promise a future bliss but provides bliss on earth’. It was also becoming clear to him that literature was to be his true vocation; ‘literary fame’, as he expressed it, ‘and the good which I can do by my writing’.


His writing, however, did not immediately prosper after his return to St Petersburg in 1856, and the next few years until his marriage in 1862 were difficult and unsettled ones, punctuated by travels in Western Europe, estate management and educational experiments at home, and the determination to find a wife before it was too late. His diaries give a clear, if incomplete, picture of his mental and spiritual development during his late twenties and early thirties, and I drew on them extensively when constructing a picture of this period of his life in an earlier book on Tolstoy.* As I said there, although he moved in the circles of the Moscow and Petersburg intelligentsia he was not himself an ‘intellectual’, and while he had certain convictions and beliefs, they did not tally with any recognisable conservative, liberal or radical viewpoint. His views altered with the company he kept. He liked upsetting other people’s convictions. Although hostile to ‘progress’ in the sense of industrialisation, capitalist expansion or the building of railways, and to a system of priorities which put telegraphs, roads and ships before literature, he criticised the Slavophiles for their backwardness and expressed the fear that he might himself lag behind his age. Indifferent or hostile to constitutional government and unimpressed by what he saw of parliamentary democracy in the West, he noted that ‘all governments are alike in their extent of good and evil: the best ideal is anarchy’. Nationalism he regarded as ‘a unique obstacle to the development of freedom’, although he had his moments of jingoism during the Crimean War and again during the Polish insurrection of 1863. Contemptuous of aristocratic privilege and indolence, he could also write, in a positive sense: ‘Aristocratic feeling is worth a lot.’ Congenitally hostile to the dogmas of Orthodoxy, he still classed himself as a believer and found inspiration, though not rational satisfaction, in the ritual of the Orthodox Church. ‘The nearness to death’, he wrote, ‘is the best argument for faith … Better to accept the old, time-honoured, comforting and childishly simple [faith]. This is not rational, but you feel it.’ Instinct and intuition counted for much with him. His powerful mind seemed able to demolish any logical theory, but only to throw him back on irrational hunches, faith, or the activity of the heart which by their very nature defy logic. Elsewhere he confessed to himself, ‘The sort of mind which I have and which I like in others is the sort which does not believe in any theory …’ Caught between the Scylla of faith and the Charybdis of reason, he lived in a state of constant turmoil, unsure of himself and deeply suspicious of people who subscribed to any man-made philosophy. It was bad enough, no doubt, to have to believe in God when all your reason revolted against it; but it was much better than believing in Chernyshevsky.


The single most important event in Tolstoy’s life was his marrige to Sofya Behrs in 1862, the prelude to, and immediate aftermath of which are recorded in his diary for that year. On the one hand his wife brought him a sense of stability which he had not previously known and created an atmosphere in which he could work with the maximum encouragement and support; on the other hand her strong personality and quick temper, and the fact that her views on many fundamental issues differed widely from his own led to increasing friction and animosity as time went by and his attitudes became more extreme. Shortly before he was married Tolstoy gave his fiancée his bachelor diaries to read and the shock which she – a sheltered girl of eighteen – experienced on learning about his sexual promiscuity was one from which she never perhaps fully recovered. Both husband and wife had recourse to their diaries at times of bitterness and tension. Each had access to what the other wrote and both said things which they bitterly regretted afterwards. ‘She will remain a mill-stone round my neck and round the children’s until I die,’ he wrote in 1884. On another occasion he wrote that it was fortunate for his daughter Masha that her mother did not love her, while his son Seryozha is described as having ‘the same castrated mind’ as his mother. Needless to say, these were uncontrollable outbursts which later caused him great remorse. ‘Some three days ago,’ he observed in 1894, ‘I read through my diary for 1884 and was disgusted with myself for my unkindness and the cruelty of my opinions about Sonya and Seryozha. Let them know that I take back all the unkind things I said about them.’ The following year he wrote ‘When reading through my diary I found a passage – there were several of them – where I repudiate those angry words which I wrote about her. These words were written at moments of exasperation. I now repeat this once more for the sake of everybody who should come across these diaries [Tolstoy’s underlining]. I was often exasperated with her because of her hasty, inconsiderate temper, but, as Fet used to say, every husband gets the wife he needs. She was – and I can see now in what way – the wife I needed. She was the ideal wife in a pagan sense, in the sense of loyalty, domesticity, self-denial, love of family – pagan love – and she has the potential to become a Christian friend.’ Likewise his wife had occasion to regret her more intemperate utterances – provoked by Tolstoy’s absurd jealousy of the composer Taneyev she once allegedly shouted at him ‘you’re evil, you’re a beast’ – although she did not actually repudiate them in writing in the same way as her husband. A reading of both their diaries is absolutely essential to an understanding of their long, loving, but at times unhappy and turbulent marriage; yet considerable allowance must be made for the fact that both partners often wrote in moments of anger or depression, and that when things were running smoothly as they often were, they seldom found the need to say so.


From the early 1880s onwards, after Tolstoy’s so-called ‘conversion’, his diaries came to be used more and more as a vehicle for his religious, moral and social philosophy, and to include raw material which was subsequently processed into articles, letters and even works of fiction. Towards the end of his life they were written in the knowledge that they would be read outside the family (at times, indeed, in the hope that they would be) and increasingly they became the subject of bitter family altercations, especially with the appearance on the scene of Tolstoy’s dedicated, but dictatorial disciple Vladimir Chertkov. The story of the struggle for their possession and publication and the bitterness it created between those most closely involved – Tolstoy and his wife, their daughter Alexandra and Chertkov – has been told many times. Every entry made was certain to become public property, if not immediately, at least in the not very distant future, not excluding the so-called ‘secret diary’ of 1908 and the ‘diary for myself alone’ of 1910. In the circumstances it is not surprising that the more intimate side of Tolstoy’s life is less in evidence – though frank enough when it is – and that the prevailing tone of the later diaries is pedagogical and moralistic. The constant harping on certain themes is bound to be tedious at times, but that does not mean that there are not many shrewd observations on a wide range of subjects of universal interest. There are, for example, some pertinent remarks on social and political theories, some of which have not been widely circulated in the Soviet Union. ‘It doesn’t follow,’ he wrote, ‘that, as Marx says, capitalism leads to socialism. Perhaps it will do, but only to socialism by force.’ And again: ‘Even if what Marx predicts were to happen, then the only thing that would happen would be that despotism would be transferred. Now the capitalists are in power, then the workers’ bosses would be in power.’ The argument that the end justifies the means never weighed in the least with Tolstoy. Indeed on one occasion he referred disparagingly to what he called ‘the socialist, Marxist idea that if you do something wrong for a very long time it will come right of itself’. His views on economics were concerned primarily with an answer to the question of the ownership and redistribution of land, and he believed that it was to be found in the writings of the American economist Henry George and in his Single Tax system. The most important factor in the economic equation for him was the agricultural labourer, but no economic or political changes, he reiterated, could be of lasting value as long as people remained the same. Only religion, he belived, had the power to transform people’s lives and eliminate the need, inherent in all political systems, for a quite unacceptable degree of coercion. His views on religion take up many pages of his later diaries, especially his insistence on religion as a moral code of practice, whether sanctioned by Christ or by one of the Eastern faiths to which he became increasingly attracted. His diaries reveal that he was a most unorthodox Christian and in one entry he went so far as to write: ‘Read an interesting book about Christ never having existed, that it was a myth. There is as much to be said for the likelihood that this is true as there is against.’ What one believed, however, or which of the great religious teachers of the world one turned to for support, was ultimately less important than how one lived. There was no reason why a Christian should live a better life than, say, a Hindu; but Tolstoy for his part found that the essence of Christ’s teaching as he interpreted it, especially its emphasis on turning the other cheek, non-resistance to evil by force, loving one’s neighbour and forgiving one’s enemies, provided him with the best prescription for a happy and worthwhile life – if only he could follow it! Another theme which constantly recurs in the diaries is that of the meaning and purpose of art, an activity which he, like many other people, regarded as essentially the expression and communication of feelings. But, more than most people, he was acutely aware of the power of art – its power for evil as well as good – and therefore the nature and quality of the feelings communicated by the artist must be the paramount considerations, and what was good art must ultimately be a question of ethics, not aesthetics; a quasi-religious activity with a clear moral purpose. Tolstoy’s attitude to art as a necessary ingredient in his recipe for the moral and spiritual progress of mankind obviously conditioned his views about what he was reading and what he would write. Of course in later life he never wrote anything to compare artistically with War and Peace and Anna Karenina, but he did continue to produce stories, plays and one major novel which are still widely read all over the world today. There are many references in the diaries of the last two decades of his life to Resurrection, Hadji Murat, The Kreutzer Sonata, Father Sergey and The Fruits of Enlightenment and also to many other minor works. They include draft plans and modifications to them, as well as various seemingly trivial details which are nevertheless important to the student of Tolstoy’s literary methods and practices. He also confided to his diaries some terse, laconic pronouncements about his fellow authors, especially Russian, which, although influenced naturally enough by his general philosophy of art, were often shrewd. He praised Gorky for his great talent and knowledge of the people, but did not admire him as a psychologist and found his attribution of heroic thoughts and feelings to his characters arbitrary and exaggerated. Gogol had, in his opinion, ‘an enormous talent, a wonderful heart and a weak, i.e. unadventurous, timid mind’. He acknowledged that Chekhov, like Pushkin, had made important advances in form and was enthusiastic about some of his short stories, but was disappointed by what he saw as a lack of content, more particularly in his plays. He found much to admire in The Brothers Karamazov, especially the Grand Inquisitor legend and the Father Zosima episode, but criticised Dostoyevsky for his ‘slipshod manner of writing’ and ‘unnatural conversations’. Of Andreyev he said: ‘His denominator is disproportionately big compared with his numerator.’ Of Bernard Shaw – ‘He has got more brains than is good for him’!


If Tolstoy’s observations about his fellow writers are unlikely to give offence, the same is not true of some of the derogatory things he said about women. ‘For seventy years,’ he wrote in 1899, ‘I have been lowering my opinion of women more and more, and I need to lower it still further.’ He also once admitted to finding it difficult to love a Jew, adding that he ‘must try hard’. But it is not so much his prejudices that dominate the diaries of his old age as the personal tragedy of a man who tried to live – and to love his neighbours – in an environment from which he was growing increasingly alienated, while continuing to be surrounded by a loving family and the veneration of men and women throughout the world. These diaries record his sense of loneliness and isolation, his anguish at being continually misunderstood and on numerous occasions his wish to die. ‘Living is dying,’ he wrote. ‘Try to die well.’ The tragic events of 1910, his wife’s hatred of Chertkov, her attempts at suicide and his own departure from home in the middle of the night make painful reading. The very last entry in his diary shortly before he lost consciousness, ends with the words: ‘Here is my plan. Fais ce que dois, advienne que pourra [do what you must, come what may]. And all is for the good of others and above all for me.’ Perhaps significantly, the last word he wrote was – me.


In translating the diaries I have kept as closely as possible to the sense of the original, while smoothing over some of the syntactical roughnesses and correcting obvious slips of the pen. To facilitate reading I have inserted the first person pronoun in a number of contexts where Tolstoy omits it and I have also taken liberties with the punctuation. My transliteration system and general editorial policy follow the principles set out in the preface to my edition of Tolstoy’s letters. In a few cases, however, I have retranslated the titles of articles by Tolstoy, so that what was previously A Circle of Reading is now called A Cycle of Reading and The End of an Age has been renamed The End of the World. Letter to an Indian has been preferred to the earlier Letter to a Hindu, while the word zapiski has been con sistently translated as ‘notes’ instead of ‘memoirs’ in the stories The Notes of a Billiard Marker, The Notes of a Madman and The Posthumous Notes of Fyodor Kuzmich. The spelling of the Cossack village where Tolstoy was first stationed has been standardised as Starogladkovskaya (different variants exist), and I have regularly used the forms Vanechka and Kostenka (not Vanichka and Kostinka) where Tolstoy’s own spelling is erratic. I have used the hybrid combination Nicholas Pavlovich (not Nikolay Pavlovich) when the Tsar Nicholas I is referred to by Christian name and patronymic, but Nicholas in all other contexts. With newspaper titles I have kept the widely used Notes of the Fatherland to translate Otechestvenniye zapiski and have used The Herald of Europe for Vestnik Evropy and The Russian Herald for Russky vestnik. Sankt-Peterburgskiye vedomosti is rendered as either The St Petersburg Gazette or the Petersburg Gazette, depending on whether Tolstoy uses the full or abbreviated form. Versta (3,500 feet), arshin (28 inches) and vershok (1¾ inches) have not been translated. Dvoryanstvo has normally been translated as ‘gentry’, except in the standardised phrase ‘Marshal of the Nobility’. I have generally preferred to translate khudozhestvenny (artistic) as ‘literary’ or ‘fictional’ in a literary context; both ‘hunting’ and ‘shooting’ have been used to render okhota and its derivatives. Generally speaking, I have tried in my translations, as I did in the Letters, to recapture Tolstoy’s habit of repeating the same word rather than employing a synonym, and the observations I made in my preface to that edition are applicable to this one also.


The footnotes and critical apparatus are intended to be self-sufficient, but cross-references have been made to the Letters in cases where more detailed information might be desired, particularly where a person mentioned has a biographical entry in that edition as one of Tolstoy’s family circle or a frequent correspondent. The short narrative account of Tolstoy’s life, divided chronologically into periods, follows the same lines as the one originally written for the Letters.


I would like to express my gratitude to those members of the staff of the Tolstoy Museum in Moscow who have assisted me on a number of occasions both personally and in correspondence, and in particular to Mrs Norma Porter who typed the manuscript with exemplary patience and accuracy.





St Andrews, 1984





R. F. Christian




* (Tolstoy: A critical introduction, 1969)






















1847–1855





Lev Nikolayevich Tolstoy was born on 28 August 1828 at Yasnaya Polyana, his mother’s estate some 130 miles to the south west of Moscow. His mother, born Princess Marya Volkonskaya, died before Tolstoy was two years old, and his father, Count Nikolay Tolstoy, a retired Lieutenant Colonel and veteran of 1812, only survived her by seven years. Tolstoy, who was the fourth of their five children, was left an orphan at the age of nine, and was brought up by two married aunts, the second of whom lived in Kazan, which was to become the Tolstoys’ home from 1841 to 1847. In 1844 he succeeded with some difficulty in passing the entrance examinations to Kazan University, and began to study Oriental languages with the intention of becoming a diplomat. A year later he transferred to the Law Faculty, but his initial enthusiasm for the subject soon wore off, and although he passed his first-year examinations well enough, his erratic attendance in his second year coupled with a somewhat dissolute life and an attack of venereal disease led to his withdrawing from the university on grounds of ‘ill health and domestic circumstances’. The circumstances referred to in his letter of withdrawal concerned the final division of his parents’ estates between himself and his brothers and sister, as a result of which Tolstoy inherited Yasnaya Polyana and four other estates, a total of some 5,400 acres of land together with 330 male serfs and their families. His diary for 1847, as well as expressing at length his views about Catherine II’s Instructions to the commission engaged in drafting a new Code of Laws which had been a special subject of study at Kazan University, also records the first stages of his new life as a landowner at Yasnaya Polyana and his determination to define the nature and scope of his future activities and to draw up rules of behaviour which would enable him to develop his mental, physical and moral faculties along the lines he desired. As a boy, he later recalled, he had been greatly impressed by reading the story of Joseph in the Bible, various tales from the Arabian Nights, the Russian byliny or heroic poems and the poetry of Pushkin. In his teens he became an avid disciple of Rousseau. Among other foreign authors he greatly admired Dickens, Sterne and Schiller, while nearer home he singled out Pushkin, Gogol and the early Turgenev as writers who had made a great impact on him. He also acknowledged the enormous influence on him at the time of St Matthew’s Gospel and especially the Sermon on the Mount.


In autumn 1848 Tolstoy left Yasnaya Polyana for Moscow, and spent the winter in frivolous society pursuits. Early in 1849 he moved to Petersburg, but after spending a few weeks preparing to take the entrance examinations for the Law Faculty at Petersburg University and at the same time losing considerable sums of money at cards, he returned to Yasnaya Polyana and opened a school for the peasant children on his estate. For the next two years he continued to live in the country, with occasional excursions into Tula and Moscow society, devoting much time to music, cards and gymnastics and taking his first tentative steps as a writer. In 1851 he wrote the unfinished and unpublished A History of Yesterday, a Sternean, digressive, self-conscious analysis of the life of a single day. He also translated most of Sterne’s A Sentimental Journey and began work on his own autobiographical novel Childhood. There are no diary entries for the period June 1847 to June 1850, although a few letters have survived from these years. The diaries for 1850–51 single out what he felt to be his greatest failings – vanity, irresolution, sensuality, cowardice and laziness; they also reveal his growing dissatisfaction with his way of life and the wish to make a fresh start. The opportunity came in April 1851 when his brother Nikolay was due to return from leave to his army unit in the Caucasus, and Tolstoy decided at short notice to accompany him. Soon after arriving in the Caucasus Tolstoy took part as a volunteer in an expedition against a local village (Georgia had been annexed by Russia in 1801 but the mountain tribes living in the north were still proving troublesome), and towards the end of 1851 he moved to Tiflis in order to prepare for examinations which would qualify him to join the army as a cadet.


Tolstoy entered the army proper in 1852 and for the next two years he was attached to an artillery brigade stationed in the Cossack village of Starogladkovskaya in the North Caucasus. He took part in a number of expeditions against the Chechen tribe led by the redoubtable Shamil, in the course of which he narrowly escaped death and capture. He received his commission in 1854 and was soon transferred to active service on the Danube, where hostilities had broken out between Russia and Turkey the previous autumn. He reached Bucharest in March 1854, but saw little fighting, serving for most of the time as a staff officer and being generally in poor health, as a result of which he underwent two operations before returning to Russia in September 1854, in the same month as British and French troops landed in the Crimea. He immediately applied to be posted there and reached Sevastopol in November when it was already under siege by the Allies. He spent the next year in the Crimea and was briefly in charge of a gun battery on the outskirts of Sevastopol during some of the heaviest fighting of the war. After the town had fallen he was despatched as a courier to Petersburg, but soon afterwards he sent in his resignation from the army, which became effective in 1856.


Tolstoy’s army service was by no means a full-time occupation. There was ample time for reading, writing, travel, music, gambling, womanising and many other activities. Reading for pleasure meant mainly fiction and history, with a little poetry thrown in, and with the exception of Rousseau it was largely confined to the nineteenth century, although embracing English, French and German authors no less than Russian. Tolstoy’s growing urge to be a writer himself was stimulated not only by what he read, but also by what he lived through in the Caucasus and Crimea and the unexpected amount of leisure time at his disposal. His first published story, Childhood, appeared in 1852, followed by The Raid in 1853 and Boyhood in 1854. In 1855 he published Sevastopol in December, Sevastopol in May and The Wood-felling, all drawing heavily on his own experiences as an army officer, and Sevastopol in August followed in 1856. As he said many years later when recalling his military career: ‘I didn’t become a general in the army, but I did in literature.’


Tolstoy’s diaries for the years 1851–5 take on a more conscious literary flavour as he comes to realise that literature was to be his true vocation. That they were the germ of his early fiction is a commonplace which nobody now would seriously dispute.



















1847





17 March, Kazan    It’s now six days since I entered the clinic,1 and for six days now I’ve been almost satisfied with myself. Les petites causes produisent de grands effets. I caught gonorrhoea where one usually catches it from of course; and this trivial circumstance gave me a jolt which made me mount the step which I had put my foot on long ago, but had been quite unable to heave my body on to (probably because, withing thinking, I put my left foot on instead of my right). Here I’m completely alone, nobody disturbs me, I haven’t any servants here, nobody helps me – consequently nothing extraneous has any influence on my reason or memory, and my work must necessarily make progress. But the chief advantage is that I’ve come to see clearly that the disorderly life which the majority of fashionable people take to be a consequence of youth is nothing other than a consequence of the early corruption of the soul.


Solitude is just as good for a man who lives in society, as social intercourse is for a man who doesn’t. Let a man withdraw from society, let him retreat into himself, and his reason will soon cast aside the spectacles which showed him everything in a distorted form, and his view of things will become so clear that he will be quite unable to understand how he had not seen it all before. Let reason do its work and it will indicate to you your destiny, and will give you rules with which you can confidently enter society. Everything that is in accord with man’s primary faculty – reason – will likewise be in accord with everything that exists; an individual’s reason is a part of everything that exists, and a part cannot upset the organisation of the whole. But the whole can destroy the part. Therefore educate your reason so that it will be in accord with the whole, with the source of everything, and not with the part, with human society; then your reason will merge into one with the whole, and then society, as the part, will have no influence over you. It’s easier to write ten volumes of philosophy than to put one single principle into practice.





18 March    I’ve been reading Catherine’s Instructions,2 and since I’ve generally made it a rule when reading any serious work to think about it and copy out any remarkable thoughts from it, I’ll write down my opinion here about the first six chapters of this remarkable work. […]


Chapter I comprises a proof of the fact that Russia is a European power. Chapter II contains proofs of the necessity for autocracy, which are the more convincing in that she speaks about the Monarch in the abstract. However great a woman’s mind may be, you will always find in its manifestations a certain pettiness and inconsistency, and so Catherine includes as one of her proofs of the necessity for absolute power: ‘Another reason is that it is better to obey the laws under one master than to be subject to the wills of many’; or ‘The intention and end of absolute government is the glory of the citizens, the state and the sovereign’. […]


Chapter V, On the Condition of all People in Civil Society, begins with the philosophical idea that a happy man is a man whose will, though under the influence of external circumstances, can subdue his passions. When I read this, I thought Catherine would deduce from this proposition the notion of the law as an external circumstance influencing the will and making man happy through being subject to the law; but she passes on to the notion of the possibility of equality within the state, i.e. the subjection of all men to the same laws. Her notions of freedom under monarchical rule are as follows: freedom, she says, is man’s ability to do everything he ought to do, and not to be compelled to do what he ought not to do. I would like to know what she understands by the words ought and ought not; if she means by the words what he ought to do the natural law, it clearly follows from this that freedom can only exist in a state in whose legislation natural law is in no way different from positive law – an idea which is perfectly correct. Further, in support of her opinion, Catherine adduces an extremely ingenious proof: freedom is the right to act in accordance with the laws. But if a citizen acts illegally, he thereby gives others the right to act likewise, and so freedom is violated. […]





19 March    A passion for the sciences is beginning to manifest itself in me; but although it is the noblest of all man’s passions, I shall never surrender myself to it in a one-sided manner, i.e. completely destroy feeling, not concern myself with application, and only endeavour to educate my mind and fill my memory with facts. Onesidedness is the main cause of man’s unhappiness.


I’ll now continue my analysis of Catherine’s Instructions. […] She goes on to say that people can be governed by moderation, not severity (I would add to that: ‘in monarchies’). She then says that punishments ought to be derived from the nature of the crime itself. I would again add: ‘in monarchies’. For history shows us that the laws of Draco and Lycurgus, which were very harsh and incompatible with the nature of the crime, were tolerated; for in a republic, as Montesquieu rightly observes, the people are at once both the subordinate and the absolute power, and therefore since laws in such a case are the expression of the will of the people, they are tolerated by the people, and since the people governs itself there is no need for punishments to be derived from the nature of the crime, for in republics the will of the citizens serves as the standard of punishment. Catherine goes on to divide crimes into crimes against religion, against morals, against law and order and against the security of the citizens, and in indicating what sort of punishments ought to be applied to each class of crime, arrives at a completely false conclusion by deriving each punishment from the essence of the crime. Actually with regard to the last class of crime she says that the punishments for such crimes should be banishment, a life for a life, or a monetary fine where property has been alienated; but she also says that since for the most part those who attempt to appropriate the property of others do not own any themselves, the fine should be replaced by the death penalty. This idea is unworthy of the great Catherine. For how can an injured party be compensated for theft by the death of the other party? Surely the state can both compensate the injured party for his loss and retain a member of society who might still be useful to it. The whole of the next chapter serves to refute this false idea. Here she argues quite correctly for the need for moderation with regard to punishments, then speaks about the mistakes sometimes made by a legislator, saying that a legislator often employs severity in order to eradicate a particular evil, but that when the main evil has been eliminated there still remains the abuse created by this severity. Further on she completely contradicts herself when she says that it is highly unjust to punish murderers and robbers in like manner, and then says that punishments which disfigure the human body should be abolished. But how can one accept the death penalty without accepting disfigurement? The chief disfigurement of the body is its separation from the soul. […]


Chapter IX contains some rules for judicial procedure in general. […] The idea that major criminals might choose the judges for their own trials shows Catherine’s endeavour to justify monarchical rule and to contend that freedom exists in obeying laws which emanate from the monarch, but she forgets that freedom to obey laws which do not emanate from the people is not freedom. […]





21 March    In Chapter X the basic principles and the most dangerous errors connected with criminal legal procedure are expounded.


At the beginning of this chapter she asks herself a question. ‘Whence do punishments derive, and whence the right to punish?’ To the first question she replies: ‘Punishments derive from the need to safeguard the laws.’ To the second question she also replies very ingeniously. She says: ‘The right to punish belongs to the laws alone, but only the monarch as the representative of the state as a whole can make laws.’ Throughout the Instructions we are constantly presented with two heterogeneous elements which Catherine has constantly sought to reconcile, namely the recognition of the need for constitutional rule, and self-love, i.e. her desire to be the absolute sovereign of Russia. For example, while saying that under monarchical rule only the monarch can have legislative power, she accepts the existence of such power as axiomatic without referring to its origin. A subordinate government cannot impose punishments because it is a part of the whole, but a monarch has this right because he is the representative of all the citizens, Catherine says. But is the representation of the people by the sovereign in absolute monarchies the expression of the sum total of the free, individual wills of the citizens? No, the expression of the general will in absolute monarchies amounts to the following: I tolerate a lesser evil, because if I didn’t tolerate it, I would be subjected to a greater evil.


A second question concerns the proper measures necessary for keeping an accused person in custody and for detecting a crime. In trying to solve the first part of this question she says that keeping an accused person in custody is the punishment which precedes the conviction. Catherine felt the falsity of this notion and the injustice of this practice, and tried to justify it by saying that any accused person is bound to be guilty.3 But why should a person who is a hundred times more guilty than the one accused, but who has not been accused because he has no enemies, not suffer an equal punishment? In my opinion, keeping an accused person in custody can never be justified, for it is the height of injustice to subject the innocent and the guilty to the same punishments but to discriminate between the rich and the poor, for the rich can easily find bail for themselves, but the poor seldom can.


In the same chapter there occurs a purely republican idea. She actually says that hearings of cases should be in public, so that citizens should be aware of their security under the protection of the laws. But can there exist security of citizens under the protection of the laws when not only judicial sentences but even the laws themselves can be altered at the will of an autocrat? […]





22 March    In my opinion intention, since it is a mental act not outwardly expressed, can never be contrary to judicial law, for it is not subject to it. No mental acts can be subject to anything except the will; and the will is an unlimited faculty. Although it is said that acts which evince criminal intent are punishable, these acts ought not to be punished, for the acts themselves do no harm, while the intention is subject to the influence of the will, and so an evil intention can be changed to a good one before it it realised. The most powerful manifestation of a person’s conscience is usually just before the perpetration of an evil deed. […]





24 March    I have changed a lot; but I still haven’t achieved the degree of perfection (in my studies) which I would like to achieve. I don’t carry out what I prescribe for myself; what I do carry out, I don’t carry out well; I don’t exercise my memory. Therefore I’ll write down some rules here which, it seems to me, will help me a lot if I follow them. (1) What is required to be carried out without fail, carry out in spite of everything. (2) What you do carry out, carry out well. (3) Never refer to a book if you forget something, but try to remember it yourself. (4) Make your mind work constantly with all possible vigour. (5) Always read and think aloud. (6) Don’t be ashamed to tell people who interrupt you that they are interrupting you; first of all let a person feel it, but if he doesn’t understand, apologise and tell him outright. In accordance with my second rule I intend without fail to finish my commentary on the whole of Catherine’s Instructions.


Question V about the scale of punishments is resolved as follows: the evil which a punishment inflicts on a criminal ought to be greater than the good which the crime might have afforded him. I don’t agree with this. Crime and punishment ought to be completely commensurate. […]


Chapter XIII speaks about manufactured wares and trade. Catherine rightly remarks that agriculture is the basis of all trade, and that in a country where people do not own their own property, agriculture cannot flourish; for people usually take more care of things which belong to them than of things which can always be taken away from them. That is the reason why agriculture and trade cannot flourish in our country as long as serfdom4 exists, for a man who is subservient to another man not only cannot be assured of owning his own property permanently, but cannot even be assured of his own personal fate. Then: ‘Skilled farmers and craftsmen ought to be given bonuses.’ In my opinion it is equally necessary for a state to punish evil and to reward good.





25 March    It is not enough to deter people from evil; it is also necessary to encourage them to do good. She goes on to say that those peoples which are lazy because of their climate must be accustomed to activity by depriving them of all means of subsistence except labour; she also observes that these peoples are usually given to pride, and that this very pride may serve as a means of eradicating laziness. But peoples which are lazy because of their climate are always endowed with passionate feelings, and if they were to be active, it would be the worse for the state. Catherine would have done better to have said people, and not peoples. And indeed, if we apply her remarks to private individuals we shall find that they are exceedingly just.


Then she says that in highly populated countries machines which replace manual labour are frequently unnecessary and even harmful, but that for exported wares it is very necessary to use machines, for the peoples which we sell them to can buy the same goods from neighbouring peoples.


I think just the opposite: machines for manufacturing wares for circulating within the state are infinitely more useful than machines for manufacturing wares for export. For machines for manufacturing wares of general utility would improve the condition of the citizens as a whole by making these wares much cheaper, while goods for export only benefit private individuals. It seems to me that the cause of the poverty of the lower classes in England is, first, that they don’t own landed property, and secondly that all the attention there is directed exclusively to foreign trade.


Catherine says very rightly that monopolies are a great evil for trade. In my opinion a monopoly is an evil and an oppresssive influence on trade, the merchant class and the citizens themselves. For trade it is an evil because, if the monopoly did not exist, there would be a greater number of traders engaged in that branch of trade, instead of one individual or company. For the merchant class – because it is deprived of participation in that branch of trade. And for the citizens – because each monopolist imposes as it were his own laws on them. Unfortunately this evil has taken deep root in our country.


Catherine goes on to say that it would be very useful to found a bank; but so that the citizens should have no doubts about the integrity of such a bank, she says that it needs to be established under some charitable organisation.


Many of Catherine’s ideas are extremely odd; she constantly wants to argue that although a monarch is not limited by anything external, he is limited by his own conscience; but if a monarch were to regard himself as unlimited, despite all natural laws, this would mean that he has no conscience, and is limiting himself by something which he does not possess. Then Catherine tries to argue that neither a monarch nor his noblemen should engage in trade. The fact that a monarch should not engage in trade is clear enough, for there would be no need for him to trade at all in order to acquire possession of everything in his own state if he wished to do so.


But why should noblemen in Russian not trade? If we had an aristocracy which limited the monarch, it would indeed have plenty to do without trade. But we don’t have one. Our aristocracy of birth is disappearing and has almost disappeared already because of poverty; and that poverty has come about because noblemen have been ashamed to engage in trade. God grant that in our time noblemen may come to understand their high destiny, which is simply and solely to increase their power. What supports despotism? Either lack of education among the people, or lack of strength on the part of the oppressed section of the people. […]


Chapter XV speaks about the nobility. Here Catherine defines what the nobility is and what its duties are; its duties she considers to be the defence of the country and the administration of justice in it. And she considers its basic principles to be virtue and honour. Montesquieu recognised honour alone as the basis (principe) of all monarchical government, but she adds virtue to it; indeed, virtue may be taken to be the basis of monarchical government. But history demonstrates to us that it has never actually been so as yet. Her idea that nobody may deprive a nobleman of his rights of nobility as long as he is worthy of that title is a remarkable one. In conclusion, she says of the nobility that the right to enjoy honours and renown should belong to those whose ancestors were worthy of honours and renown. After Krylov’s fable about the geese,5 nothing more needs to be said about this false idea. […]





26 March    Chapter XX contains various clauses which call for explanation. It speaks first of all about the crime of contumely of the imperial majesty. To wit – this crime is a combination of words and action which aims to do harm to the monarch or the monarchy. For example, when a citizen goes out into the square and rouses up the people by his words, he is not punished for the words, but for the action of which the words were the origin or the consequence. But speeches directed against the government, because of the difficulty of proving the crime, ought not to be punished by death, as all crimes against the imperial majesty generally are, but merely by corrective punishments. Writings of a similar sort, however, ought to be punished by death. This ordinance clearly demonstrates that in a despotic government a monarch cannot rely on the loyalty of his citizens. Why not? Because, since despotism does not contain an agreement whereby one person possesses a right and the citizens an obligation, or vice-versa, but authority is wielded by one person by means of force, since, I say, such an agreement has never existed in a despotism, then there cannot exist any obligation either on the part of the citizens. But if we want to uphold authority which derives from predominant force or abuse, then the best way is force and abuse, as Catherine has expressed it by laying down punishments for expressing one’s thoughts. […]


Generally speaking the following may be said about the Empress Catherine’s Instructions. As I have already said before, we find two contradictory principles everywhere in it – the revolutionary spirit, to the influence of which the whole of Europe was then subject, and the spirit of despotism which her vanity would not allow her to renounce. Although she was aware of the superiority of the former, it is nevertheless the latter that prevails in her Instructions. The republican ideas borrowed for the most part from Montesquieu (as Meyer6 rightly remarks) she used as a means of justifying despotism, but for the most part unsuccessfully. Hence we often find in her Instructions ideas which are deficient in proofs or lack them altogether, republican ideas side by side with the most despotic ones and, finally, deductions which are often completely opposed to logic.


From the first glance at the Instructions we recognise that it was the intellectual fruit of a woman who, despite her great intellect, her exalted feelings and her love of truth, was unable to overcome her petty vanity which obscures her great merits. Generally speaking we find in this work more pettiness than soundness, more wit than reason, more vanity than love of truth and, finally, more self-love than love of the people. This latter tendency is apparent throughout the Instructions, in which we find only ordinances concerning public law, i.e. relationships of state (Catherine’s own relationships as its representative), and not civil law, i.e. relationships between private citizens. In conclusion I would say that the Instructions brought more fame to Catherine than benefit to Russia.





7 April, 8 am    I have never kept a diary before, because I could never see the benefit of it. But now that I am concerned with the development of my own faculties, I shall be able to judge from a diary the progress of that development. The diary should contain a table of rules, and it should also define my future activities. In exactly a week’s time I shall be leaving for the country.7 What should I do during that week? Study English and Latin, and Roman law and ordinances: to wit, read The Vicar of Wakefield,8 learning all the unfamiliar words, and go through the first part of the grammar; read the first part of the Institutions9 both for the sake of the language and for the sake of Roman law; finish the rules for my inner education; and win back what I lost at chess.





8 April, 6 am    Hope is bad for a happy man and good for an unhappy one.


Although I have gained a lot since I began to study myself, I am still very dissatisfied with myself. The more progress you make in self-improvement, the more you see the faults in yourself, and Socrates rightly said that the highest state of a man’s perfection is the knowledge that he knows nothing.10





9 April, 6 am    I am quite satisfied with myself as regards yesterday. I am beginning to acquire physical will-power, but my mental will-power is still very weak. With patience and application I am sure that I shall achieve everything I want.





17 April    I have not behaved all this time as I wished to behave. The cause has been, first, my return home from the clinic; and secondly the company which I have begun to associate with more often. I conclude from this that with every change of situation I shall need to think very seriously what external circumstances will influence me in the new situation, and how this influence can be eliminated. If my return home from the clinic could have such an influence on me, what influence will my transition from the life of a student to the life of a landowner have?11


There is bound to be a change in my way of life. But this change must not be the work of external circumstances, but of the mind.12 Here I am faced with the question: what is the purpose of a man’s life? Whatever the point of departure for my reasoning, whatever I take as its source, I always come to the same conclusion: the purpose of a man’s life is the furtherance in every possible way of the all-round development of everything that exists. If I reflect as I look at nature, I see that everything in it is constantly developing and that each constituent part unconsciously furthers the development of the other parts; and man, since he is likewise a part of nature, though one endowed with consciousness, must also, like the other parts – but by the conscious use of his mental faculties – strive for the development of everything that exists. If I reflect as I look at history, I see that the whole human race has constantly striven to achieve this purpose. If I reflect rationally, i.e. if I consider only a man’s mental faculties, I find in each man’s mind this same unconscious striving which is the necessary requirement of his mind. If I reflect as I look at the history of philosophy, I shall find that people everywhere have always come to the same conclusion that the purpose of a man’s life is the all-round development of mankind. If I reflect as I look at theology, I shall find that almost all peoples recognise a perfect existence, to strive to attain which is recognised to be the purpose of all men’s lives. And so I think that I can safely take as the purpose of my life the conscious striving for the all-round development of everything that exists.


I would be the unhappiest of men if I could not find a purpose for my life – a purpose both general and useful – useful because my immortal soul when fully mature will pass naturally into a higher existence and one that is appropriate to it. So now my whole life will be a constant and active striving to achieve this one purpose.


Now I ask myself, what will be the purpose of my life in the country for the next two years? (1) To study the whole course of law necessary for my final examination at the university. (2) To study practical medicine, and some theoretical medicine. (3) To study languages: French, Russian, German, English, Italian and Latin. (4) To study agriculture, both theoretical and practical. (5) To study history, geography and statistics. (6) To study mathematics, the grammar school course. (7) To write a dissertation. (8) To attain an average degree of perfection in music and painting. (9) To write down rules. (10) To acquire some knowledge of the natural sciences. (11) To write essays on all the subjects I shall study.





18 April    I wrote down a lot of rules all of a sudden13 and wanted to follow them all, but I wasn’t strong enough to do so. But now I want to set myself one rule only, and to add another one to it only when I’ve got used to following that one. The first rule which I prescribe is as follows: No. 1. Carry out everything you have resolved must be carried out. I haven’t carried out this rule.





19 April    Got up extremely late, and only resolved at 2 o’clock what to do during the day.





14 June, Yasnaya Polyana14    After nearly two months I’m taking up my pen again in order to continue my diary. Oh, it’s difficult for a man to develop what is good in himself under the sole influence of what is bad. […]








16 June    Shall I ever reach the stage of being independent of all extraneous circumstances? In my opinion that would be the greatest perfection; for in a man who is independent of all extraneous influence, spirit will necessarily of its own need take precedence over matter, and then he will attain his destiny. I am beginning to get used to the first rule which I prescribed for myself, and today I will prescribe another one, namely the following: regard the society of women as a necessary unpleasantness of social life, and avoid it as much as possible. From whom, indeed, do we derive sensuality, effeminacy, frivolity in everything and a multitude of other vices, if not from women? Who is to blame for the fact that we lose our innate feelings of boldness, resolution, judiciousness, justice, etc., if not women? A woman is more receptive than a man, and therefore women were better than us in virtuous ages; but in the present depraved and corrupt age they are worse than us.




RULES FOR DEVELOPING THE PHYSICAL WILL





General rule. All actions should be resolutions of the will, and not the unconscious fulfilment of bodily needs. Since we have already said that feelings and reason influence the physical will, these two faculties should determine the rules by which the physical will might operate for its own development. Feelings give it direction and indicate its purpose, but reason gives it the means by which it can achieve this purpose.


Rule 1    Each morning plan everything that you ought to do during the whole day, and carry out everything planned, even if carrying it out involves some harm. Apart from developing the will, this rule will also develop the mind, which will determine the actions of the will more judiciously. 2 Sleep as little as possible (sleep, in my opinion, is a state in which a man’s will is completely non-existent). 3 Put up with all bodily discomforts without giving outward expression to them. 4 Stick to your word. 5 If you once start anything at all, don’t give it up without finishing it. 6 Always keep a table in which to define all the most trivial circumstances of your life, even how many pipes to smoke a day. 7 If you do a thing, harness all your bodily faculties to what it is you are doing. But if your way of life changes, change these rules too.




RULES FOR DEVELOPING THE EMOTIONAL WILL





(Feelings determine their own purpose.)


The source of all feelings is love in general, which can be divided into two sorts of love: love of ourselves or self-love, and love of everything around us. (I do not admit love of God, because it is impossible to call by the same name a feeling which we have for beings like ourselves or lower than ourselves, and a feeling for the highest, incomprehensible being, unlimited in space, time and power.) These two basic feelings mutally interact on each other. A general rule: all emotional acts should be, not unconscious fulfilments of emotional needs, but resolutions of the will. All feelings which have love of the whole world as their source are good; all feelings which have self-love as their source are bad. Let us look at each category of feeling separately. What feelings derive from self-love? (1) love of fame, (2) love of gain, and (3) love (between a man and a woman).


Now let us see what the rules ought to be for making the will prevail over each of these feelings.




Rules for subordinating to the will the feeling of self-love





Rule 8    Don’t worry about the approbation of people you either don’t know, or else despise. 9    Concern yourself more with yourself than with the opinion of others. 10    Be good, and try not to let anyone know that you are good. (Love of fame is sometimes good for others, but not for oneself.) 11    Always look for the good side in other people, and not the bad. Always tell the truth. If, when you are acting for yourself, your actions seem strange, don’t try to justify them to anyone. The following rule needs to be added to the ones for subordinating the feelings to the will. 12    Never express your feelings outwardly.




Rules for subordinating to the will the feeling of love of gain





Rule 13    Always live less well than you could live. 14    Don’t change your way of life, even if you become ten times richer. 15    Use any increase in your estate not for yourself, but for society.




Rules for subordinating to the will the feeling of love





First rule. Keep away from women. Second rule. Mortify your desires by hard work.


The feelings which derive from love are: (1) love of all creation, (2) love of one’s country, (3) love of individual people.




Rules for subordinating to the will the feeling of universal love





Rule 16    Sacrifice all other feelings of love to universal love, and then the will will demand only the fulfilment of the needs of universal love, and will prevail over it. 17    Sacrifice a tenth part of all you might have at your disposal, for the good of others.


Love yourself and others equally, and give help rather to those who are less fortunate than you, and whom you can more conveniently help.




Rules for subordinating to the will the feelings of love of one’s country and love of individual people





Rule 18    All these feelings are to be subordinated to one another in the order in which they stand here.







RULES FOR DEVELOPING THE RATIONAL WILL





Rule 19    Decide on all your intellectual occupations at the beginning of the day. 20    When you are studying a subject, try to direct all your intellectual faculties to that subject. 21    Try not to let anything external, physical or emotional, influence the direction of your ideas, but let the ideas determine their own direction. 22    Try not to let any pain, physical or emotional, influence your intellect.


Whatever intellectual occupation you begin, don’t give it up until you have finished it. Since this rule could lead to great abuses, it must be limited here by the following rule: have a purpose for your life as a whole, a purpose for a certain period of your life, a purpose for a certain time, a purpose for a year, a month, a week, a day, an hour and a minute, sacrificing the lower purposes to the higher ones.




RULES FOR DEVELOPING THE MEMORY





Rule 23    Draw up a plan of everything you are studying, and learn it off by heart. 24    Learn some poems each day in a language you are weak at. 25    Repeat in the evening everything you have learned during the day. Every week, every month and every year examine yourself in everything you have been studying, and if you find you have forgotten anything, begin again from the beginning.




RULES FOR DEVELOPING ACTIVITY





Activity is of three kinds: physical, emotional and intellectual activity. Accordingly, rules for developing activity can also be divided into rules for developing physical, emotional and intellectual activity.




Rules for developing physical activity





Rule 26    Think up as many occupations as possible for yourself. 27    Don’t have any servants. 28    Don’t ask for helpers for a job which you can finish on your own.




Rules for developing emotional activity





Since we have already said that all feelings which derive from self-love are bad, it follows that we ought only to give rules here whereby the activity of feelings which derive from love in general might be developed. 29    Feelings which concern love in general. Let your love for the whole human race be expressed in some form every day. 30    Feelings which concern love of one’s country. Be as useful to your country as you can. 31    Feelings which concern love of individual people. Try to find as many people as possible whom you can love more than all your neighbours. 32    Feelings which concern love of one’s relatives.15







Rules for developing intellectual activity





Rule 32    Don’t build châteaux en Espagne. 33    Try to give your intellect as much food as possible.




RULES FOR DEVELOPING THE INTELLECTUAL FACULTIES





We have five main intellectual faculties: the faculty of imagination, the faculty of memory, the faculty of comparison, the faculty of drawing conclusions from these comparisons and, finally, the faculty of putting these conclusions in order.




Rules for developing the faculty of imagination





Rule 34    All games which require reflection are very good for developing this faculty.


I have already spoken about rules for developing the faculty of memory.




Rules for developing the faculty of comparison





Rule 35    Study carefully the objects you are comparing. 36    Compare any new idea you come across with the ideas you already know. Justify all abstract ideas by examples.




Rules for developing the faculty of drawing conclusions





Rule 36    Study mathematics. 37    Study philosophy. 38    Make critical notes when reading any philosophical work.




Rules for developing the faculty of putting conclusions in order





Rule 39    Study your own being and its organisation. 40    Reduce to one general conclusion all your information about any one branch of knowledge. 41    Compare all conclusions with each other, so that no one conclusion should contradict any other. 42    Write compositions which are not trivial, but scholarly.




RULES FOR DEVELOPING LOFTY FEELINGS AND ELIMINATING BASE ONES, OR, TO PUT IT ANOTHER WAY, RULES FOR DEVELOPING THE FEELING OF LOVE AND LIMINATING THE FEELING OF SELF-LOVE





General rule: the more you fulfil any one of your needs, the more it increases, and the less you fulfil it, the less active it becomes. Rule 4216    Love all people equally, not excluding yourself from this love. 43    Love each neighbour as yourself, but love two neighbours more than yourself.







RULES FOR DEVELOPING SOUND JUDGEMENT





Examine every object from all aspects. Examine every act from the aspect of its harmfulness and its benefit. With every act, consider how many ways it can be done and which of these ways is best. Consider the causes of every phenomenon and the possible consequences of it.




Notes


1 Of Kazan University.


2 Catherine the Great’s Instructions to the Commission for the Composition of a Plan for a New Code of Laws, known for short as the Nakaz (Instruction), was first published in 1767. Catherine borrowed many of her ideas on enlightened despotism and on crime and punishment from Montesquieu and Beccaria, and Tolstoy had been set the task by his professor of civil law at Kazan University of comparing the Nakaz with Montesquieu’s De l’esprit des lois – a task which he claims to have interested him greatly. For a full text of the Nakaz see: Catherine the Great’s Instruction to the Legislative Commission, 1767; volume II of Russia under Catherine the Great, ed. P. Dukes, Newtonville, Mass., 1977.


3 Catherine does not say this.


4 Literally ‘slavery’, but translated here and in similar contexts as ‘serfdom’.


5 Who were proud of the fact that ‘their ancestors had saved Rome’.


6 Professor of civil law at Kazan University.


7 To the Yushkovs’ estate near Kazan.


8 Oliver Goldsmith’s novel is not included in the list of books which Tolstoy later claimed to have made an impression on him at different periods of his life. (Letters, II, 484)


9 Justinian’s Code of Laws (Corpus juris civilis).


10 As reported by Diogenes.


11 Tolstoy had already requested permission to withdraw from the university, and left Kazan for Yasnaya Polyana on 23 April.


12 Dusha (‘soul’, ‘heart’, ‘mind’) has often been translated as ‘mind’, especially in contexts where, as here, dushevny is also used in the meaning of ‘mental’.


13 See p. 000. These rules were written down in a separate notebook betwen March and May.


14 Tolstoy reached Yasnaya Polyana on 1 May.


15 No rule is formulated, and another Rule 32 follows.


16 A second Rule 42.






















1850





14 June 1850, Yasnaya Polyana    Once again I have taken up my diary, and once again with new fervour and a new purpose. How many times is that? I can’t remember. Never mind, perhaps I’ll drop it again; but it’s a pleasant occupation and it will be pleasant to re-read it, just as it was pleasant to re-read my old ones. There are lots of thoughts in one’s head, and some of them seem very remarkable, but when you examine them they turn out to be nonsense; others on the other hand seem sensible – and that’s what a diary is needed for. On the basis of one’s diary it’s very convenient to judge oneself.


Then again, since I find it necessary to determine all my occupations in advance, a diary is necessary for that too. I’d like to get used to determining my way of life in advance, not just for a day but for a year, for several years, or even for life; it’s too difficult, almost impossible. But I’ll try; first for a day, then for two days – for as many days as I remain true to my resolutions, for that many days I shall plan ahead. By these resolutions I mean not moral rules independent of time and place, rules which never change and which I draw up specially, but resolutions which are temporal and local: where to live and for how long, what to study and when.


Occasions may arise when these resolutions may be alterable; but I will only permit such deviations when they have been determined by the rules; and so in case of any deviations, I will explain their causes in my diary. […]


The last three years which I have spent so dissolutely sometimes seem to me very interesting, poetical and, in part, useful; I’ll try to recall and record them as frankly and in as much detail as possible. This will be a third purpose for my diary.





17 June    Got up before 8, did nothing till 10, read and wrote my diary from 10 to 12; from 12 to 6 – lunch, a rest, a few thoughts about music, dinner; 6 to 8 – music; 8 to 10 – the estate.


This is the second day I’ve been idle, and haven’t carried out what I intended. Why? I don’t understand it. However, I don’t despair; I’ll force myself. Yesterday, apart from not carrying out what I had intended, I also broke my own rule. But now I won’t break my rule again of not having a woman in the country, except on certain occasions which I won’t look for, but won’t let pass either.


When I’m in an apathetic mood, I’ve noticed that any philosophical work greatly stimulates me to activity – I’m reading Montesquieu now. It seems to me that I’ve become idle because I’ve started too many things, and so in future I won’t move on to another occupation till I’ve carried out what I intended to do. So as not to be able to make the excuse that I haven’t managed to draw up a system, I’ll enter in my diary some general rules, and also some rules with regard to music and the estate.


Some general rules. Don’t put off what you propose to do on the pretext of some distraction or diversion, but start the job at once, if only superficially. Ideas will come. For example, if you propose to write out rules, take out an exercise book, sit down at a table and don’t get up until you’ve started and finished.


Rules with regard to music. Play every day: (1) all twenty four scales, (2) all chords and arpeggios in two octaves, (3) all the inversions, (4) the chromatic scale. Learn one piece and don’t go on as long as there is a passage where you have to stop. Transpose all cadenzas into all keys and learn them. Play at least four pages of music each day, and don’t go on until you have found the proper doigté [fingering].


With regard to the estate. Think about every order from the point of view of its usefulness or harmfulness. Personally supervise every part of the estate each day. Don’t be in a hurry to give orders, to scold or to punish, but remember that on the estate patience is needed more than anything else. Only cancel an order you have given, even one that has proved harmful, on the basis of your own judgement and in case of absolute necessity.


Notes This is the third winter that I have lived in Moscow, and lived in a very disorderly manner, without a job, without any occupations and without a purpose; and I have lived like this, not because, as is often said and written, everyone in Moscow lives like this, but simply because I liked this sort of life. But it is partly the case too that the situation of a young man in Moscow society disposes him to idleness. I mean a young man who combines certain qualifications, namely education, a good name and an income of some ten or twenty thousand. The life of a young man who combines these qualifications is very pleasant and completely carefree if he is not employed, i.e. not seriously, but only on paper, and if he likes being idle. All drawing rooms are open to him and he is entitled to aspire to any marriageable girl; no young man could stand higher in the general opinion of society. But let this same gentleman go to Petersburg, and he will fret about why S. and G. Gorchakov were at court, and he wasn’t; or how to get into Baroness Z’s soirées or Countess A’s reception, etc.; and he won’t get in unless he can rely on the help of some countess to gain entry to their salons. Or unless he has grown up there, or unless he can endure humiliations, exploit every opportunity, and worm his way in with difficulty, but without honour.





18 June    Got up at 7.30; did nothing before 11; 11 to 12 – music; 2 to 5 – the estate; 6 to 8 – music; 8 to 11 – toilet, music and reading.





19 June    Yesterday went quite well, I carried out almost everything; was only dissatisfied with one thing: I can’t overcome my sensuality, the more so since this passion has now become a habit with me. […]





8 December, Moscow1    I wrote my diary for five days and haven’t touched it for five months. I’ll try to remember what I did during that time and why I evidently got so behind with my occupations. During that time a great revolution took place in me: a quiet life in the country, my old follies and the need to busy myself with my affairs have borne fruit. I have stopped building castles in Spain and making plans which are beyond any human strength to carry out. But the chief factor, and the one most favourable to this change of beliefs, is that I no longer rely on my reason alone to achieve anything, and no longer despise the forms generally accepted by all people. Previously everything ordinary seemed unworthy of me; but now, on the contrary, I hardly accept any belief as good and just until I have seen it applied and carried out in practice, and applied by many people. It’s strange how I could have despised what constitutes man’s chief asset – the faculty of understanding other people’s beliefs and seeing them put into practice by other people. How could I have given my reason a free rein, without testing it and without applying it at all? In a word – and a very simple one – I’ve sown my wild oats and I’m a little older.


My self-love contributed a lot to this change. Having plunged into a dissipated life, I noticed that people who were inferior to me in all else were far superior to me in this sphere; I was hurt, and I convinced myself that this was not my destiny. Perhaps two shocks also contributed to this. The first was my losing money to Ogaryov,2 which threw my affairs into such complete disarray that it even seemed that there was no hope of putting them in order again; and then there was a fire which forced me against my will to act. Winning money back put a brighter complexion on these acts. One thing I do think, and that is that I’ve become too cold. Only rarely, especially when I’m going to bed, do I have moments when feeling craves expression. Also in moments of drunkenness. But I’ve promised myself not to get drunk. I won’t continue my notes now because I’m busy with affairs in Moscow, but if I have any free time I’ll write a story about gipsy life.3


I’ve noticed another important change in me: I’ve become more self-assured, i.e. I’ve stopped feeling shy; I suppose that’s because I have only one purpose in view (interest), and in striving towards it I have been able to evaluate myself and have acquired an awareness of my own worth, which does so much to facilitate relations with people. […]


Rules for society. Choose difficult situations, always try to control a conversation, speak loudly, calmly and distinctly, try to begin and end a conversation yourself. Seek the company of people higher in the world than yourself. Before seeing people of this sort, prepare yourself for the sort of relations you are going to have with them. Don’t be embarrassed about speaking in front of strangers. Don’t continually change the conversation from French to Russian or from Russian to French. Remember that when you find yourself in company where you feel embarrassed you must put pressure on yourself, especially at first. At a ball, ask the most important ladies to dance. If you feel shy, don’t become flustered, but carry on. Be as cold as possible and don’t betray any impressions.


Occupations for to-day, 114    Stay at home, read, in the evening write out rules for society and a synopsis of the story. Occupations for 84 December. Read in the morning, then the diary until dinner and a schedule of things to do and visits for Sunday. After dinner, read and have a bath; in the evening read and, if I’m not too tired, the story. In the morning, immediately after coffee, letters to the office, Auntie5 and the Perfilyevs.6





13 December    Although I made no entry in my diary for 12 December, I spent the day well – i.e. not in idleness. I visited the authorities and the clubs, and as a result became convinced, first, that I’ll be a success in society the way I’m going at the moment, and that as for gambling I think I’ll give it up altogether. I think I no longer have a passion for gambling, but I won’t answer for it: I need to put it to the test. I won’t look for an opportunity, but I won’t let a suitable one pass. […]





15 December    I’m very dissatisfied with yesterday. First because I did nothing about the Trustee Council;7 secondly, because I wrote nothing; and thirdly – I began to weaken in my beliefs and to yield to other people’s influence.


Must get up very early, read in the morning, then do my diary, writing and letters, at 12 o’clock go to the Council, Yevreinov’s, Kryukov’s, Anikeyeva’s and Lvov’s; dine at home and do some more writing; then the theatre and back home to work again.


Rules for society. Don’t call a person by different names, but always address him in the same manner.


Don’t tolerate the slightest unpleasantness or sarcasm from anyone, without paying it back twofold.





16 December    Carried out everything except the writing. Must always get up early. Write letters and the story this morning, go round to the Kalymazhny mews8 and the baths, send somone to the Council and to Lvov’s, dine at home, play cards in the evening at Prince Andrey Ivanovich’s9 and flirt with the princess. Buy some cloth and music after dinner.





17 December    Get up early, work on the story and a letter to Dyakov,10 go to mass at 10 o’clock at the Zachatyevsky convent, call on Anna Petrovna and Yakovleva.11 Then on to Koloshin’s,12 send for some music, draft a letter to the office, dine at home, work at music and my rules, and go to the wenches and the club in the evening. […]





21 December    […] Must not read novels.





24 December    […] Rules. Only play cards in emergencies. Talk as little as possible about myself. Speak loudly and distinctly. Rules. Take exercise every day. In accordance with the laws of religion, don’t have any women.





26 December    Spent the day badly; went to the gipsies.





29 December    I’m living a completely brutish life; although not completely dissolute, I’ve abandoned nearly all my occupations and am in very low spirits. Must get up early, receive nobody before 2 o’clock and not go out; at 2 o’clock go to Chulkov’s and the Dyakovs’, have dinner and then to the Prince13 to ask for a post. Must think at leisure about my future actions in any new post. In the morning write my story, read, play the piano or write about music; in the evening – rules or the gipsies.








31 December, Pokrovskoye14    Travelled on 31 December. Saw Shcherbatov and decided to take a posting station;15 visited the postmaster, but haven’t had a really serious talk with Shcherbatov yet.




Notes


1 Tolstoy moved to Moscow from Yasnaya Polyana on 5 December.


2 V. I. Ogaryov, the son of I. M. Ogaryov, a near neighbour and close friend of Tolstoy’s father.


3 The story was never finished and has not survived.


4 One of these dates is clearly wrong. If the first is correct, the second should presumably read 12 December.


5 Tatyana Alexandrovna Yergolskaya, a relative of the Tolstoy family who assumed responsibility for the Tolstoy children after their father’s death, although not their legal guardian, and continued to live at Yasnaya Polyana after Tolstoy’s marriage until her death in 1874. (Letters, I, 2)


6 S. V. Perfilyev and his family. His son, V. S. Perfilyev, was a contemporary of Tolstoy’s and married Tolstoy’s second cousin. He later became Governor of Moscow.


7 The Council held the mortgage of the Tolstoys’ estate at the time.


8 A riding-school in the centre of Moscow.


9 Prince A. I. Gorchakov, a distant relative of Tolstoy’s and an infantry general under whom Tolstoy’s father had served. He is thought to have been a model for Prince Ivan Ivanovich in Childhood.


10 D. A. Dyakov got to know Tolstoy in Kazan, and according to Tolstoy their friendship provided him with material for his description of the friendship between Nikolenka Irtenev and Nekhlyudov in Youth.


11 Both distant relatives of Tolstoy’s; the former, Princess A. P. Gorchakova, was at the time a nun in the Zachatyevsky convent in Moscow.


12 S. P. Koloshin, another distant relative of Tolstoy’s and a minor author and editor.


13 Prince A. I. Gorchakov.


14 The estate of Tolstoy’s brother-in-law, V. P. Tolstoy, some fifty miles from Yasnaya Polyana.


15 Tolstoy soon went back on his decision to rent a posting station near Yasnaya Polyana when his conditions were not accepted by his partner-to-be Prince Shcherbatov.






















1851





1 January, Yasnaya Polyana    Visited Pokrovskoye on 1 January, and saw Nikolenka;1 he hasn’t changed, but I’ve changed a great deal, and I might have had some influence on him if he wasn’t so strange; either he doesn’t notice anything and doesn’t love me, or he’s trying to pretend that he doesn’t.





13 January, Moscow    I’ve given up the idea of the posting station – I couldn’t face it. The provision train has arrived.2 Saw Nikolay off. Behaved badly.


Rule – make copies of all letters and keep them at home in proper order.





17 January    Since the 14th I’ve behaved unsatisfactorily. Didn’t go to the Stolypins’ ball; lent some money and so am left without a bean; and all because of my weakness of character. Rule. Don’t play eralash3 for less than twenty-five copecks a time. I’ve no money at all; the time for paying many promissory notes has already passed; I’m also beginning to notice that my stay in Moscow is of no advantage to me in any respect, and that I’m living far above my income. […]


Of the three methods which have occurred to me for putting my affairs in order, I’ve neglected nearly all, namely: (1) joining a gambling circle and playing while I have the money. (2) entering high society and marrying under certain conditions. (3) finding a profitable place to serve. Now a fourth method occurs to me – namely borrowing money from Kireyevsky. No one of these four things contradicts any other, and I must act. I must write to the country and get them to send 150 silver roubles, go to Ozerov’s and offer to sell him a horse and give instructions to have it advertised in the papers too. Must call on the countess4 and bide my time, find out about invitations to the Zakrevskys’ ball and order a new frockcoat. Must think and write a lot before the ball. Must visit Prince Sergey Dmitriyevich5 and talk about a post, and also Prince Andrey Ivanovich6 and ask for a post. Must pawn my watch. […]





18 January    […] Write the story of my day.7





25 January    I’ve fallen in love or imagine that I have; went to a party and lost my head. Bought a horse which I don’t need at all. Rules. Don’t offer a price for a thing you don’t need. On arriving at a ball, ask someone to dance at once and take a turn with her at a waltz or a polka. Think about ways of putting my affairs in order this evening. Stay at home.





28 February    I’ve lost a lot of time. At first I was attracted by worldly pleasures, but then I felt empty at heart again; and I’ve given up my occupations – i.e. occupations which had my own person as their object. For a long time I was tormented by the fact that I had no heartfelt thought or feeling to determine the whole direction of my life – I took everything just it came; but now, I think, I have found a heartfelt idea and a permanent aim – the development of the will – an aim towards which I’ve long been striving but which I only now recognised, not simply as an idea, but as one which is close to my heart.


Programme for tomorrow. Get up at 9 o’clock. Work on the encyclopaedia8 and write a synopsis. Go to a funeral, then gymnastics, have dinner, and from 6 to 12 work alone or with Koloshin. Don’t smoke. Remember that carrying out what I’ve propsed to do constitutes the whole happiness of my life, and vice versa.





1 March    Rule. In difficult circumstances always act on first impressions. Get up at 8.30, work till 12. From 12 to 1 – music; from 1 to 2 – work; from 2.30 to 6 – rest. Don’t go in search of friends; evening at home; work.





2 March    I’ve begun to weaken a bit, mainly because it was beginning to seem that however hard I work on myself, nothing will ever come of me. And this thought occurred to me because I was exclusively occupied with exerting my will, and not bothering about the form in which it manifested itself. I’ll try to correct this mistake. Now I want to prepare for my master’s examination; consequently this is the form in which my will must manifest itself; but it’s not enough to take up a notebook and read; it’s necessary to prepare oneself for it, necessary to study systematically; it’s necessary to get hold of questions on all subjects and compile synopses on them. It’s necessary to try and find a student who can give instruction and explanations.


First of all tomorrow morning, from 8 to 12, read the ‘Encyclopaedia’, with Nevolin’s comments; at 12 go and find a student; at 2 – gymnastics; from 6 till night time work at the ‘Encyclopaedia’9 or something else, with an hour for music. Rule. Remember that in any affair the first and only condition on which success depends is patience, and that the thing which causes most hindrance, and which has done great harm to me especially, is haste.





7 March    I’ve found a useful purpose for my diary apart from defining future activities – to give an account of each day from the point of view of those weaknesses which I’d like to correct.


Today.    Took a long time to get up this morning, shrank from it, and somehow tried to deceive myself. Read novels when there were other things to do. Said to myself: ‘You must have a drink of coffee’, as though it was impossible to do anything without first drinking coffee. With Koloshin I’m not calling a spade a spade; although we both feel that preparing for the exam is a waste of time, I didn’t tell him so openly. Received Poiret10 over-familiarly and allowed myself to be influenced by our not being well acquainted, the presence of Koloshin and a misplaced grand-seigneur-ism. Did my gymnastics hurriedly. Didn’t knock long enough at the Gorchakovs’ out of fausse honte [self-consciousness]. Made a bad exit from the Koloshin’s drawing-room; was in too much of a hurry, tried to say something very polite – it didn’t come off. At the riding-school I succumbed to mauvaise humeur and forgot what I was doing because of a young lady. Tried to show off at Begichev’s and, to my shame, tried to imitate Gorchakov. Fausse honte. Didn’t remind Ukhtomsky about the money. At home I rushed from the piano to a book, and from the book to a pipe and a meal. Didn’t give the peasants a thought. Can’t remember whether I lied. Probably I did. Didn’t go to the Perfilyevs’ and the Panins’ due to thoughtlessness. All today’s mistakes can be put down to the following propensities: (1) Indecision, lack of energy. (2) Self-delusion, i.e. anticipating the bad in something, and not thinking about it carefully. (3) Haste. (4) Fausse honte, i.e. a fear of doing something unbecoming, resulting from a one-sided view of things. (5) Bad humour, resulting for the most part (i) from haste, (ii) from a superficial view of things. (6) Fickleness, i.e. a tendency to forget near and useful aims in order to give oneself airs. (7) Imitativeness. (8) Inconstancy. (9) Thoughtlessness. […]





8 March    Took a long time to wake up again, but got the better of myself eventually. Wrote a letter to Nikolenka (thoughtlessly and hurriedly), and one to the office, in the same stupid form which I’ve now adopted (self-delusion). Did my gymnastics carelessly, i.e. took too little account of my strength; this weakness I’ll call presumption, a retreat from reality. Frequently looked at myself in the mirror. It’s stupid, physical self-love, which can only lead to something bad and ridiculous. Was shy again with Poiret (self-delusion). Acted feebly at the stud, bowed first to Golitsyn instead of walking straight on, the way I was going. Absent-mindedness. Praised myself at gymnastics (self-praise). Wanted to give Kobylin my real opinion about myself (petty vanity). Ate too much at dinner (gluttony). Went to Volkonsky’s without finishing what I was doing (lack of continuity). Ate too many sweet things, sat up too late. Told lies. Occupations for the 9th. […] Keep a journal of my weaknesses (a Franklin journal).11 […]





10 March    Didn’t get up till late. Spoke badly to Ozerov and tried to foist a horse off on him. Meanness. Poiret. Deceit and haste. Lied to Begichev that I knew the Siberian Gorchakovs. Left my fur coat behind (haste and carelessness). Cowardice at the Council. Vanity at gymnastics. Overconfidence and affectation at Lvov’s. Didn’t copy out any extracts – laziness. I’m writing my journal hastily and imprecisely.





20 March    […] The two chief passions which I’ve noticed in myself are a passion for gambling and vanity, which is the more dangerous because it assumes a countless multitude of different forms: a desire to show off, thoughtlessness, absent-mindedness, etc. This evening I must re-read my diary from the day I arrived in Moscow, make some general notes and check my financial expenses and debts in Moscow.


I came to Moscow with three aims. (1) To gamble. (2) To marry. (3) To obtain a post. The first is base and mean and, thank God, after reviewing the state of my affairs and renouncing my prejudices, I’ve decided to remedy my affairs and put them in order by the sale of part of my property. The second, thanks to the wise advice of my brother Nikolenka, I’ve put aside until I’m forced to it either by love or reason or even fate, which cannot be entirely resisted. The last is impossible until after two years’ service in the Province, and to tell the truth, although I’d like it, I’d like many other things which are incompatible with it; and so I’ll wait for fate itself to place me in that situation.


During this time I’ve had many weaknesses. The main thing is, I’ve paid little attention to moral rules, being distracted by rules which are necessary for success. Then I’ve been taking too narrow a view of things: for example, I’ve been setting myself a lot of rules which could all be reduced to one thing – not to be vain. I’ve been forgetting that a necessary condition for success is self-assurance, and a contempt for trivialities which can only come about as a result of moral superiority.





22 March    Worked quite well except for lack of firmness and a desire to show off. Dined at home. Did nothing and thought nothing about the money.12 Self-delusion. Wrote extracts,13 notes and my diary, all too hurriedly. I could write a good book: a life of Tatyana Alexandrovna.14 […] Gymnastics is necessary for the development of all faculties. Gymnastics of the memory. Learn something by heart every day. English.





23 March    Got up at 8.30. Read and wrote; didn’t revise what I’d written. Self-delusion. Lazy at gymnastics. Cowardly at Koloshin’s, expressed my opinions too obviously at Beer’s. Spoke about my own way of life – desire to show off. Dined with Volkonsky and talked a lot about myself – desire to show off. In the evening read unsystematically – thoughtlessness. Didn’t go up to Zakrevskaya at the concert – cowardice. Bowed to Ukhtomsky – cowardice. Couldn’t bow to Lvova – cowardice. Sat up at home with Kostenka till after 12 – lack of firmness. Rule. Try to form a style: (1) in conversation, (2) in writing. […]





24 March    […] Occupations for the 25th. From 10 to 11 – yesterday’s diary and reading. From 11 to 12 – gymnastics. From 12 to 1 – English. Beklemishev and Beer from 1 to 2. From 2 to 4 – riding. From 4 to 6 – dinner. From 6 to 8 – reading. From 8 to 10 – writing. Translate something from a foreign language into Russian to develop memory and style. Write an account of today with all the impressions and thoughts it gives rise to.15





27 March    […] Marya called for her passport. I feel I refrained from … only out of shame and the fact that she had pimples on her face. So I must note down sensuality.





30 March    Got up at 7. Wrote till 10, badly. At 10 went to a funeral. Stood badly in church – vanity. On the Tverskoy Boulevard till 4. Didn’t bow to Orlova – cowardice. Went riding in the country. Had dinner and read. Went to bed early because of over-eating and over-indulgence.





6 April, Pirogovo16    Got nothing done. Lied and bragged a lot, was casual and absent-minded in my preparation for communion. Very much distracted by the thought of the Gelke affair; I’ll write about it after dinner today.17 Want to write some sermons.








7 April    Lazy and weak. Seryozhenka is living with Masha.18 Tomorrow is Easter Sunday.





8 April    Wrote a sermon, was lazy, weak and cowardly.





15 April    Got up late, at 8 o’clock – laziness and irresolution. Did my gymnastics well. Played the piano too hurriedly -read likewise. Dined and argued with Auntie. Too little fierté [pride]. Roamed about the whole evening after dinner and had sensual desires.





17 April    Wrote nothing – laziness got the better of me!! Today I want to begin a story of a day’s hunting. Had a long talk with Auntie. She’s very kind and very high-minded, but very one-sided. She feels and thinks in one groove only, and beyond that groove there’s nothing. I’m tormented by sensuality. Not so much sensuality as force of habit. I’m sure that anywhere else I wouldn’t even have looked at the woman who is now making me struggle violently with passion and succumb to it more and more often, just because I’ve already had her here. There’s no better way of finding out whether you are making progress in anything than by testing yourself on your former way of doing things. To find out whether you have grown or not you need to measure yourself against an old mark. After four months’ absence I’m back in the same framework. As far as laziness is concerned I’m almost the same. Sensuality too. In the ability to deal with subordinates, I’m a bit better. But where I have made progress is in my frame of mind.





18 April    I couldn’t refrain; I beckoned to something pink which, in the distance, seemed to me very nice, and opened the door at the back. She came in. I couldn’t see her, it was vile and repulsive, I even hate her because I’ve broken my rules on her account. Generally speaking you nurse a feeling very like hatred for people to whom you can’t indicate that you don’t like them, but who are entitled to assume that you are well disposed towards them. A sense of duty and of revulsion spoke against it; lust and conscience19 spoke in favour. The latter won.


Terrible remorse; I’ve never felt it so strongly before. That’s a step forward.





19 April    Nikolenka, Valeryan and Masha arrived.20 Tomorrow I’ll go to Tula, decide about the service,21 and give up Vorotynka22 for 16,000 roubles. I’ve become even more religious in the country.





20 May En route from Saratov to Astrakhan.23    From 20 April right up to 20 May I haven’t kept my dairy. I can recall this month, however, day by day. It’s been very interesting.


The recent time I spent in Moscow was interesting because of the direction I was taking, my contempt for society and my incessant inner struggle. […]





30 May Starogladkovskaya24    I’m writing at 10 o’clock at night on 30 June25 in the village of Starogladkovskaya. How did I get here? I don’t know. Why? I don’t know either. I’d like to write a lot: about the journey from Astrakhan to the village, the Cossacks, the cowardice of the Tatars and the steppe, but Nikolenka and the officers are going to supper at Alexeyev’s,26 and I’m going too. I’m disposed to like the captain,27 but to keep away from the others. They may be nasty.





March-May, 185128


[…] Lamartine says that writers neglect literature for the people, that the number of readers is greater among the masses of the people, that all those who write do so for the circle in which they live, but that the people in whose midst there are men and women craving for enlightenment do not have any literature and will not have until writers begin to write for the people.


I won’t speak about books which are written with the purpose of finding many readers – they are not literary works, but products of their authors’ craft – nor about academic books or textbooks which don’t come within the province of poetry. (Where the boundaries are between prose and poetry I shall never be able to understand; although there is a question about this subject in literature, I can’t understand the answer. Poetry is verse. Prose is not verse. Or poetry is everything except business documents and textbooks.) In order to be good, all works of literature ought to be sung from the soul of their author, as Gogol says about his farewell tale (‘it was sung from my soul’).29 But how could anything accessible to the people be sung from the souls of authors who for the most part stand on the highest pinnacle of development? The people wouldn’t understand them. Even if an author were to try to descend to the popular level, the people still wouldn’t understand him. Just as a sixteen-year-old boy, when he reads a scene in a novel about the seduction of the heroine, isn’t roused to a feeling of indignation by it and doesn’t put himself in the unfortunate woman’s position, but involuntarily transfers himself to the role of the seducer and delights in a feeling of sensuality – so too would the people understand something completely different from what you wanted to say to them. Could the people understand The Hapless Anton30 or Geneviève? The words would be accessible as expressions of thought, but the thoughts themselves would be inaccessible. The people have their own literature – beautiful and inimitable; but it is not counterfeit, it is sung from the heart of the people themselves. They have no need of higher literature, and they have none. But try and put yourself on exactly the same level as the people, and they will only despise you.


Let the higher circles press forward, and the people will not lag behind; they will not merge with the higher circles, but they too will make progress. Pourquoi dire des subtilités, quand il y a encore tant de grosses vérités à dire [Why speak about subtleties when there are still so many important truths to tell]? Men sought for the philosopher’s stone and found many chemical compounds. They now seek virtue from the standpoint of socialism, i.e. the absence of vice, and they will find many useful moral truths. […]


How your view of life changes when you live not for yourself, but for others! Life ceases to be an end and becomes a means. Unhappiness makes man virtuous – virtue makes him happy – happiness makes him vicious.


There are two sorts of happiness: the happiness of the virtuous and the happiness of the vain. The first stems from virtue, the second from fate. It is necessary for virtue to strike deep roots so that the latter should not have a harmful influence on the former. Happiness based on vanity is destroyed by it: fame by slander, wealth by fraud. But happiness based on virtue cannot be destroyed by anything. […]


One should not say that life is an ordeal, or that death is a blessing which removes us from all sorrows. This is neither a comfort when one loses one’s nearest and dearest, nor a moral precept. To sympathise with such a view is impossible except in a state of despair, and despair is a weakness of faith and of trust in God. As a moral precept this idea is too painful for a young soul, and is bound to shake its faith in virtue. If a man loses a creature he has loved he can love another; if he does not, it is because he is too proud. The source of evil is in each man’s soul. […]


Elderly aunts and uncles consider themselves bound to pay for the right to have nephews by issuing exhortations, however useless they may be. They are even displeased when their nephews’ behaviour is such that their advice is not appropriate; they think they have been robbed of their due.


There is nothing more painful than to see sacrifices made for you by people with whom you are connected and have to live with, especially sacrifices which you don’t ask for, and from people you don’t love. The most offensive form of egoism is self-sacrifice. […]


Everyone describes human weaknesses and the ridiculous sides of people by transferring them to fictitious personalities, sometimes successfully, according to the writer’s talent, but for the most part unnaturally. Why? Because we know human weaknesses from ourselves, and in order to display them truthfully we need to display them in ourselves, because a given weakness only goes with a given personality. Few people have the power to do this. They try to distort the personality to which they transfer their own weaknesses as much as possible, so that they themselves should not be recognised. Would it not be better to say straight out: ‘This is the sort of man I am. If you don’t like me I’m very sorry, but God made me this way.’ But nobody wants to take the first step in case people might say, for example: ‘You think that if you are evil and ridiculous, we must be so too.’ And so everyone remains silent. It’s like going to a ball in the provinces: everyone is afraid of arriving first and so they all arrive late. If only everyone would show himself as he really is, then what was weak and ridiculous about him before would cease to be so. Surely it would be an enormous blessing to be rid, if only in part, of that terrible yoke – fear of the ridiculous. How many, many true pleasures do we lose because of that foolish terror? […]





2 June    My God, my God, what sad and depressing days! And why am I so sad? No, not so much sad, as hurt by the awareness of being sad, without knowing what I’m sad about. I used to think it was because of inactivity, of idleness. No, it’s not because of idleness, but of the situation I’m in that I can’t do anything. The main thing is that I can’t find anything like the sadness I feel anywhere at all – neither in descriptions, nor even in my own imagination. I can imagine that it’s possible to be sad about a loss, a parting, a disappointed hope. I can understand that it’s possible to be disillusioned: that everything begins to pall and that one is disappointed so often in one’s expectations and that there’s nothing left to look forward to. I can understand, when one’s soul harbours love for all that is beautiful, for men and women, for nature, and one is ready to express it all and ask for sympathy but finds nothing but coldness and ridicule and secret malice against people – that sadness can result. I can understand the sadness of a man whose lot is hard and who is oppressed by a painful, venomous feeling of envy. All this I can understand, and from one aspect there is some good in all such sadness.


But the sadness which I feel is something I cannot understand or imagine to myself. I have nothing to regret, almost nothing to wish for, no reason to be angry with fate. I can understand how wonderfully I could live on my imagination. But no. My imagination paints nothing for me – I have no dreams. There is a certain gloomy delight in despising people – but I am not even capable of that; I don’t give them a thought at all: sometimes I think that such and such a man has a kind, simple soul; then I think: no, better not seek to know, why make mistakes! I’m not disillusioned either – everything amuses me, but the trouble is that I turned to the serious things in life too early, turned to them when I was not yet ripe for them, but could feel and understand; and so I have no strong faith in friendship, love or beauty, and have become disillusioned about the important things in life; and yet in trivial matters I am still a child.


Now I think, as I recall all the unpleasant moments of my life which are the only ones which come into my head when despondent, that there are too few pleasures and too many desires, and that man is too apt to picture happiness to himself, and that fate too often buffets him painfully for no reason and touches him too painfully on the raw for him to love life; and then there is something especially sweet and grand about indifference to life, and I rejoice in this feeling. How strong I seem to be in the face of all this, in the firm conviction that there is nothing to look forward to here except death; and yet I can now think with pleasure of the fact that I have ordered a saddle on which to ride in my Circassian coat, and that I shall run after Cossack women and be reduced to despair because my left moustache is worse than my right, and spend two hours in front of the mirror putting it straight. But I can’t write either, judging by this – it’s stupid.


Et puis cette horrible nécessité de traduire par des mots et aligner en pattes de mouches des pensées ardentes, vives, mobiles, comme des rayons de soleil teignant les nuages de l’air. Où fuir le métier, Grand Dieu! [And then this horrible need to express in words and to string together in sprawling handwriting passionate, vital, shifting thoughts which are like the sun’s rays, tingeing the clouds in the sky. Great God, how can one escape one’s profession!]31


Et quae fuerunt vitia‚ mores sunt [And what were once vices are now the custom] (Seneca).32


La conversation est un trafic; et si l’on l’entrepend sans fonds, la balance penche et le commerce tombe (Sterne). […]


8 June Stary Yurt33    Love and religion – these are two feelings which are pure and elevated. I don’t know what men call love. If love is what I have read and heard about it, then I’ve never experienced it. I used to see a boarding-school girl called Zinaida,34 and I liked her; but I hardly knew her (ugh! what crude things words are! how stupid and vulgar do feelings appear when once expressed). I stayed in Kazan for a week. If I had been asked why I stayed in Kazan, what I enjoyed there or why I was so happy, I wouldn’t have said it was because I was in love. I wasn’t aware of it. I think that it’s precisly this unawareness which is love’s chief feature and which constitutes its whole charm. How morally unencumbered I was at the time. I didn’t feel all that burden of trivial passions which spoils all the pleasures of life. I never said a word to her about love, but I am so sure that she knew my feelings that if she did love me, I attribute it only to the fact that she understood me. All impulses of the soul are pure and elevated to begin with. Reality destroys their innocence and charm. My relations with Zinaida have remained at the stage of the pure yearning of two souls for one another. But perhaps you doubt that I love you, Zinaida? If so, forgive me; I am to blame; I could have assured you with a single word.


Shall I really never see her again? Shall I really find out one day that she has married some Beketov or other? Or, sadder still, shall I see her looking cheerful in her little cap, with those same clever, open, cheerful and loving eyes? I won’t abandon my plans in order to go and marry her; I’m not quite convinced that she can constitute my happiness; but still I’m in love. If not, why these joyous memories which cheer me up, why this way of looking that I always have whenever I see and feel something beautiful? Should I write her a letter? I don’t know her patronymic, and perhaps because of that I shall be deprived of happiness. It’s ridiculous. We forgot to bring a pleated shirt with us, and because of that I’m not doing military service. If we had forgotten to bring a peaked cap, I wouldn’t have thought of presenting myself to Vorontsov35 and getting a post in Tiflis. It would have been impossible in a fur cap! Now God knows what is in store for me. I surrender myself to His will. I don’t know what is necessary for my happiness or what happiness is. Do you remember the Archbishop’s Garden, Zinaida – the side path? It was on the tip of my tongue to declare my love, and on yours too. It was up to me to begin; but do you know why, I think, I said nothing? I was so happy that I had nothing to wish for, and I was afraid to spoil my happiness … not mine, but ours. That sweet time will always remain the best memory of my life. But what an empty and vain creature is man! When I am asked about the time I spent in Kazan I reply in an offhand tone: ‘Yes, for a provincial town the society was very respectable, and I spent a few quite happy days there.’ You rogue! People make fun of everything. They laugh at the idea that with one’s loved one even a hut would be paradise, and they say it’s not true. Of course it’s true. And not only a hut, but Krapivna, Stary Yurt, anywhere at all. With one’s loved one even a hut would be paradise, and that’s true, true, a hundred times true.





11 June    The Caucasus, Stary Yurt, the camp    Night time    I’ve already been here for about five days and I’m already in the grip of long-forgotten laziness. I’ve given up my diary completely. Nature, on which I pinned my hopes most of all when planning to come to the Caucasus, has not so far produced anything to attract me. And the high spirits which I thought would break out in me here haven’t shown themselves either.


The night is clear, and a fresh breeze is blowing through the tent and causing the light from the tapering candle to flicker. I can hear the distant barking of dogs in the village and the challenging of sentries. There is a smell of damp oak and plane wattling of which the hut is made. I am sitting on a drum in the hut which adjoins a tent on either side, the one covered in, where Knoring36 (an unpleasant officer) is sleeping, the other open and completely dark except for a patch of light falling on the end of my brother’s bed. In front of me is the brightly lit side of the hut on which a pistol, sabres, a dagger and some underpants are hanging. All is still. I can hear the wind soughing, an insect flying past and circling round the fire, and a soldier whimpering and sighing nearby.


I don’t feel like going to sleep; as for writing – there’s no ink. Till tomorrow. Then I’ll write some letters on the basis of the impressions of the day. Occupations for the 12th: From 5 to 8 – write. From 8 to 10 – bathe and sketch. From 10 to 12 – read. From 12 to 4 – rest. From 4 to 8 – translate from English.37 From 8 until night time – write. Continue to do gymnastics. Do my accounts book and the Franklin journal.





12 June    Got up late – Nikolenka woke me up coming back from hunting. I keep searching for a frame of mind, a view of things, a way of life which I can neither discover nor define. I would like more order in my mental activity, more activity itself, and at the same time more freedom and less restraint. I hardly slept at all last night. After writing my diary I began to pray to God. It’s impossible to express the sweetness of the feeling I experienced at prayer. I recited the prayers I usually do: Our Father, the Mother of God, the Trinity, the Doors of Mercy, an invocation to my guardian angel – and still I remained at prayer. If a prayer is defined as a petition or a thanksgiving, then I wasn’t praying. I longed for something exalted and good, but what exactly it was I cannot express, although I was clearly aware of what I longed for. I wanted to merge with the one all-embracing being. I asked it to forgive me my sins; but no, I didn’t ask for that, for I felt that if it had granted me this moment of bliss, it had already forgiven me. I asked, and at the same time felt I had nothing to ask for, and that I couldn’t and didn’t know how to ask. I gave thanks, yes, but not in words or thoughts. In my feeling alone I combined everything, both supplication and thanksgiving. The feeling of fear had completely disappeared. Not one of the feelings of faith, hope or charity could I single out from my general feeling. No – the feeling I experienced yesterday was the love of God. It is an exalted love which combines in itself all that is good, and rejects all that is bad.


How terrible it was for me to look at all the petty, vicious side of life. I was unable to conceive how it could have attracted me. With a pure heart I asked God to receive me into His bosom. I was not aware of the flesh; I was pure spirit. But no! The flesh, the petty side of life got on top again, and before an hour had passed I half-consciously heard the voice of vice, vanity and the empty side of life; I knew where this voice came from, I knew it would destroy my blissful state, I struggled against it and succumbed. I went to sleep dreaming of fame and women; but it’s not my fault, I couldn’t help it.


Everlasting bliss is impossible here. Suffering is necessary. Why? I don’t know. Yet how dare I say I don’t know? How did I dare think that the ways of Providence could be known? Providence is the source of reason, and reason tries to comprehend it … Mind gets lost in these depths of great wisdom, while feeling is afraid to offend it. I thank it for the moment of bliss which revealed to me my insignificance and my greatness. I want to pray, but I don’t know how; I want to comprehend, but I dare not – I surrender myself to Thy will! Why have I written all this? How commonplace, feeble and even meaningless is this expression of my feelings; and yet they were so exalted!!


I spent this morning quite well; I was a little lazy and told a lie, but an innocent one. Tomorrow I’ll write a letter to Zagoskina, at least in rough. I sketched half-heartedly. In the evening I admired the clouds. The clouds were wonderful as the sun was setting. The west was red, but the sun was still a few feet above the horizon. Massive crimson-grey clouds hovered over it. They seemed to be merging together uneasily. I spoke to someone and looked round again: along the horizon stretched a dark greyish-red streak, tailing off into an infinite variety of shapes, some converging on one another, others drifting apart with bright-red ends.


Man was created for solitude – solitude not in a literal, but in a moral sense. There are some feelings which ought not to be confided to anybody. Even if they are beautiful, exalted feelings, you sink in the estimation of the person you confide them to, or even allow the possibility of guessing at. When confiding them, a person is not fully aware of them, but is only expressing his aspirations. The unknown has the greatest power to attract. My brother and I are now living among the sort of people where it is impossible for us not to be aware of our joint superiority over the others; but we don’t say much to each other, as though afraid that it we did say something, we might enable people to guess at what we wanted to conceal from them all. We know each other too well.


Three things have struck me here. (1) The officers’ talk about bravery.38 When they start talking about whether a person is brave they say: ‘Yes indeed, everyone is brave.’ Ideas of this sort about bravery can be explained like this. Bravery is a state of mind in which the mental powers act in the same way with everyone whatever the circumstances might be. Or it is an intensification of activity which makes one lose the awareness of danger. Or there are two sorts of bravery: moral and physical. Moral bravery is the kind which stems from an awareness of duty, or generally speaking of moral inclinations, and not from an awareness of danger. Physical bravery is the kind which stems from physical necessity without making one lose the awareness of danger, as well as the kind which does make one lose that awareness. Examples of the former are men who voluntarily sacrifice their lives for the safety of their country or of another man. (2) An officer who is serving for gain. (3) The Russian soldiers in the Turkish campaign who threw themselves at the enemy simply in order to get a drink. This is merely an example of physical bravery on our side, that’s all that can be said.








13 June    I continue to be lazy, although I’m satisfied with myself, except for my sensuality. Several times when the officers have been talking about cards in my presence I’ve wanted to show them that I like playing. But I’ve always refrained. I hope that even if they invite me I shall refuse.





3 July    I wrote the above on 13 June, and I’ve wasted all the time since, because on the very same day I got carried away and lost 200 roubles of my own, 150 of Nikolenka’s and 500 I borrowed – a total of 850. Now I’m restraining myself and thinking what I’m doing. Rode over to Chervlennaya, got drunk and slept with a woman; it’s all very bad and troubles me a great deal. I still haven’t spent more than two months well – in such a way that I could be satisfied with myself. Wanted a woman again yesterday. Luckily she refused. How loathsome! But I’m writing it down to punish myself.


Took part in a raid.39 Acted badly again: acted without thinking and was afraid of Baryatinsky. However, I’m so weak, and so depraved, and so seldom do what is sensible, that I’m bound to succumb to the influence of every Baryatinsky … Tomorrow I’ll write my novel,40 do some translating and tell Knoring to wait and I’ll try and get some money. On Wednesday I’ll go to Groznoye.41 […]


I’ve just been lying down outside the camp. A marvellous night! The moon was just climbing up from behind a hillock and shedding light on two small, thin, low clouds; behind me a cricket was chirping its endless, melancholy song; in the distance I could hear a frog, and from near the village came the sound of Tatars shouting and a dog barking; then again all was still, and again I could hear nothing but the chirping of a cricket, and see a light transparent cloud drifting past near and distant stars.


I thought: I’ll go and describe what I can see. But how can I write it down? I’ll have to go and sit at an ink-stained table, take out some drab coloured paper and ink, get my fingers dirty and draw letters on the paper. Letters will make words, and words – sentences; but can one really convey feeling? Is it ever possible to transmit to another person one’s own views when contemplating nature? Description is not enough. Why is poetry so closely allied with prose, happiness with unhappiness? How ought one to live? Should one try to combine poetry and prose together, or enjoy the one and take to living at the mercy of the other?


A dream has a side which is better than reality; reality has a side which is better than a dream. Complete happiness would be a combination of the two.





4 July    I’m almost satisfied with myself, except for the fact that I’ve been somehow empty of late. I haven’t any thoughts; or if I have, they seem to me so worthless that I don’t want to write them down. I don’t know why this is. Either I’ve made progress critically, or I’ve fallen back creatively. Tomorrow I’ll go to the village and to Groznoye. I’ll talk to my brother about money and decide about a trip to Dagestan. I can write absolutely nothing, although there are characters here worth describing.


How worthlessly the days go by! Take today. Not a single recollection, not a single strong impression. I got up late, with that unpleasant feeling which always affects me on waking up: that I’ve behaved badly, that I’ve overslept. When I oversleep, I feel what a cowardly dog feels in the presence of its master when it has done wrong. Then I thought how fresh a man’s moral powers are on waking up, and wondered why I can’t always keep mine in that condition. I’ll always say that consciousness is the greatest moral evil that can befall a man. It’s painful, very painful to know in advance that in an hour’s time, although I shall be the same man with the same images in my mind, my outlook will have changed independently of myself, and at the same time I shall be conscious of it. I’ve been reading Horace.42  My brother was right when he said that this character is like me. Its main features are: nobleness of character, exalted ideas, love of fame – and complete lack of aptitude for any hard work. This lack of aptitude stems from lack of habit, and lack of habit from upbringing and vanity. […]


As usual, three of us dined together: my brother and I and Knoring. I’ll try and sketch Knoring’s portrait. It seems to me that it’s actually impossible to describe a man; but it’s possible to describe the effect he has on me. To say of a man that he’s original, kind, clever, stupid, consistent, etc. – these are words which give no idea about the man yet purport to depict him, whereas they often simply mislead one. I knew that my brother had lived with Knoring somewhere, had come to the Caucasus with him and was a good friend of his. I knew that he had kept an account of their joint expenses on the journey and was therefore a meticulous man; also that he owed money to my brother and was therefore a rather frivolous one. From the fact that he was friendly with my brother I concluded that he was not a society man, and from the fact that my brother said little about him I concluded that he was not noted for his intelligence. One morning my brother said to me: ‘Knoring will be coming today; how glad I’ll be to see him.’ ‘So now we’ll see this dandy,’ I thought. From behind the tent I heard my brother’s joyful cries of greeting, and a voice which responded to them just as joyfully: ‘Hello, you ugly old mug!’ Not a respectable person, I thought, or one with much understanding of things. No relationship can impart charm to such a mode of address. My brother, as was his wont, introduced me to him; but being already unfavourably disposed towards him, I bowed coldly and went on reading where I lay.


Knoring is a tall man, well-built, but devoid of charm. I can recognise expression in a person’s build as much as, if not more than, in his face: there are people who are attractively or, unattractively built. His face is broad, with prominent cheekbones, with a certain softness about it – what is called in horses a ‘fleshy head’. His eyes are hazel coloured and large, and have only two variations: laughter and a normal condition. When laughing, they remain fixed in an expression of obtuse inanity. The rest of his face is like a passport picture. He was subdued in my presence, I noticed. When the first moments of greeting were over and when the questions ‘Well, how are you?’ and the replies ‘As you see, I’m fine’, had been repeated several times, amid pauses, he turned to me and asked: ‘Are you here for long, Count?’ I again replied coldly. I have a way of immediately recognising people who like to have an influence over others – probably because I like to myself. He is one of those people. He has an outward influence on my brother. For example, he makes him come to see him. I would like to know whether it’s possible for a man consciously to try and acquire influence over other men. It seems as impossible to me as playing music à livre ouvert used to seem. However, I’ve tried it; and why shouldn’t people who are persistent succeed with practice? Such people have ulterior motives of this sort in everything they do. There is room for so many thoughts simultaneously, especially in an empty head.





10 August Starogladkovskaya    It was a wonderful night the day before yesterday, and I was sitting by the window of my hut in Starogladkovskaya and revelling in nature with all my senses except touch. The moon had not yet risen, but in the south-east the night clouds were already beginning to turn red and a light breeze was bearing with it a scent of freshness. Frogs and crickets merged together into one vague, monotonous night-time sound. The horizon was clear, and studded with stars. I love to gaze at night at the star-covered horizon; behind the big clear stars you can make out little ones merging into white patches. You look hard and admire them, and suddenly everything is hidden again – the stars seem to have come nearer. I like this optical illusion.


I don’t know how other people day-dream, but from what I’ve heard and read, not at all the way I do. People say that as you look at beautiful nature, thoughts arise of the greatness of God and the insignificance of man; lovers see the image of their beloved in the water. Other people say that the hills seemed to say this, and the leaves to say that, and the trees to beckon them somewhere. How can such thoughts arise? One must try to drive home the folly of it. The longer I live the more reconciled I become to various affectations in life, conversation, etc., but this affectation I can’t get used to, despite all my efforts. When I indulge in what is called day-dreaming, I can never discover a single sensible thought in my head; on the contrary, all the thoughts which roam around in my imagination are always the most trivial ones – the sort which cannot arrest the attention. But when I do light on a thought which leads on to a series of others, the pleasant state of moral indolence which constitutes my day-dreaming disappears, and then I begin to think.


I don’t know how recollections of nights of gipsy revelling have strayed into my roving imagination. Katya’s songs, eyes, smiles, breasts and tender words are still fresh in my memory, so why write them down? I want to tell a story about something quite different, after all. I notice that I have a bad habit of digressing, and that it’s actually this habit, and not an abundance of thoughts as I used to think, that often prevents me from writing, and makes me get up from my desk and think about something quite different from what I had been writing about. It’s a pernicious habit. In spite of my favourite writer Sterne’s enormous talent for story-telling and clever prattle, even his digressions are wearisome. Anyone who has had anything to do with gipsies can’t help acquiring the habit of singing gipsy songs, and whether he sings them well or badly they always give him pleasure, because they bring back vivid memories. One characteristic feature of a thing recreates for us many memories of occasions connected with that feature. With a gipsy song it’s difficult to define that feature: it lies in the pronunciation of the words, and in the embellishments (grace-notes) and stresses of a special kind.


I was singing one such song at my window – ‘Tell me why’ – not one of my favourite songs, but one which Katya had sung to me sitting on my knee on the very evening when she told me she loved me, and that she only showed favours to others because the gipsy choir required it of her, but that she allowed nobody except me those liberties which have to be hidden by the curtain of modesty. That evening I genuinely believed her artful gipsy chatter, and was in a good mood, as no guest disturbed me. And that’s why I love that evening and that song. I sang with great animation; no shyness restrained my voice or upset its modulations, and I listened to myself with great pleasure. Vanity, as always, wormed its way into my soul, and I thought: It’s very pleasant for me to listen to myself, but it must be even more pleasant for others to listen to me’; I even envied them their pleasure, which I couldn’t share, when suddenly, as I paused for breath and was listening to the sounds of night in order to sing the next couplet with even more feeling, I heard a rustling noise underneath my window. ‘Who’s that?’ ‘It’s me, sir,’ answered a voice which I didn’t recognise, despite its conviction that this answer was quite satisfactory. ‘Who’s “me”?’ I asked, vexed at the fact that my day-dreaming and singing had been disturbed by some outsider. ‘I was on my way home, sir, and I stopped and listened.’ ‘Ah, it’s Mark,43 is it?’ ‘Yes, sir. It seems your honour likes to sing Kalmyck songs.’ ‘What Kalmyck songs?’ ‘Yes,’ he went on, not noticing my annoyance and resentment, ‘I could hear their sort of roulades in your voice.’ ‘Yes, you are right.’ This lame Mark would have to go and spoil my pleasure with his stupid talk! It was all over now; I couldn’t go on either dreaming or singing. Then it occurred to me that I had been singing very badly, and that the laughter which I had heard in the next yard had been caused by my singing. This disagreeable impression brought me to my senses. I could neither work, nor did I feel like sleep; besides, Mark was obviously in a good frame of mind and had been the completely innocent instrument of my disenchantment. I expressed to him my astonishment that he wasn’t asleep yet, and he told me in very flowery and unintelligible words that he suffered from insomnia. We struck up a conversation. When he realised that I didn’t want to go to sleep he asked permission to come up to my room, to which I agreed, and Mark settled himself down with his crutches opposite my bed.
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