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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.



















1895–1902





Much of Tolstoy’s energy in the last years of the nineteenth century was concentrated on his vigorous campaign on behalf of the Dukhobors, victims of religious persecution in the south of Russia, many of whom were eventually resettled in Canada thanks largely to his efforts and the financial proceeds of Father Sergey and Resurrection. Father Sergey is often linked with The Devil and The Kreutzer Sonata because of their common theme of sexual passion and its evil potential, although Tolstoy was concerned to show that the struggle against pride and worldly fame was even more difficult to wage than the struggle against lust. His wide-ranging, if artistically flawed, major novel Resurrection was in effect a vast synthesis of all his social, political and religious ideas. To the same period belong the short story Master and Man with its theme of an eleventh-hour act of unselfishness in the face of death, and the stimulating, irritating and iconoclastic treatise What is Art? All these works were written when Tolstoy was approaching seventy, and they were written against a background of an unsettled family life, complicated by his absurd jealousy of his wife’s platonic friendship with the composer Taneyev, his puritanical disapproval of his son’s disorderly behaviour and his anxiety over his daughters’ matrimonial intentions.


In his seventieth year Tolstoy was busy organising aid for the starving peasants of the Tula province. Three years later he was excommunicated from the Orthodox Church for his heretical beliefs and writings, and retaliated with A Reply to the Holy Synod’s Edict. Shortly afterwards he became seriously ill, and was persuaded to move to the Black Sea coast of the Crimea to the luxurious house of the wealthy Countess Panina near Yalta, where he and his wife lived for nearly a year until he was well enough to return to Yasnaya Polyana in the summer of 1902. Despite his serious illness he continued to work as and when he could, his most important essay being What is Religion and What is its Essential Nature? While convalescing in the Crimea he also wrote a long letter to Nicholas II appealing to him among other things to abolish the private ownership of land. Not surprisingly there was no reply. Despite his advancing years and erratic health, Tolstoy’s energy remained formidable. If his enthusiasm for bicycling and tennis waned, he continued to ride and walk long distances and he kept up an extensive correspondence. He published no more works of fiction in his life-time, but his posthumous publications show that his creative energy was by no means exhausted. In 1902 he was still working on his late masterpiece Hadji Murat (eventually finished, but not published, in 1904), the theme of which took him back to his days as a soldier in the Caucasus, and seemed to accord ill with his belief in the doctrine of non- resistance to evil by force. He also returned intermittently to his drama The Light Shineth in Darkness, which Shaw believed was his greatest play, and in which Tolstoy appeared to be mocking all his most cherished ideas and to be hinting at the disastrous results likely to follow from becoming a ‘Tolstoyan’!



















1895





3 January, Nikolskoye The Olsufyevs’.1 We set off as planned on the 1st. I worked on Master and Man till the last hour. It’s now respectable artistically, but still weak in content. The business about the photograph is very sad. They are all offended. I wrote a letter to Chertkov.2 Even before that I felt unwell, and I was unwell and weak when I set off. We arrived in good shape. The next day and today I did nothing – read, walked and slept. Yesterday there was a lively argument about Orthodoxy. All the confusion of understanding is due to the fact that people don’t acknowledge that to live is to be part of the process of improving oneself and improving life. Be better and make life better. I’ve made no notes these last days. It’s now gone 8 in the evening – I’m sleepy.




Today is 6 January, Nikolskoye I’m quite well and have begun work again on The Catechism: yesterday and today. It interests me very much and is very near to my heart, but I still can’t find the right form and am dissatisfied. Read my story3 the day before yesterday evening. It’s not good. Both lack character. Now I know what to do. Twice argued with Dmitry Adamovich.4 He has organised for himself a form of practical service to the people in a Slavophile spirit, i.e. a feather-bed on which to lie, and not work. The point is that they regard life as static and not fluid. Thought about something very important yesterday and forgot it. Mikhail Adamovich5 is obviously afraid of Tanya. It’s a great shame. And she’s thin and pale. Received many pleasant letters: from Kenworthy, Sergeyenko6 and Stadling. Did some thinking. […]


It’s now 6 o’clock in the evening. I’ll go for a walk and also see the Christmas tree. Went to the hospital today and was present at an operation.





29 January, Moscow Haven’t written my diary for more than three weeks. Had a good time at the Olsufyevs’. Was mainly busy with the story. And I still haven’t finished it, although it’s in proof. An important event which, I’m afraid, won’t be without consequence for me is the Tsar’s audacious speech.7 We went to Shakovskoy’s meeting. We shouldn’t have done so. It’s all stupid, and it’s obvious that an organisation paralyses the powers of individual people. […]8





Today is 7 February, 11 o’clock in the morning, Moscow […] More than a week has passed. During this time I wrote a short foreword to the biography of Drozhzhin and continued revising my story. An unfortunate story. It was the cause of a terrible storm on Sonya’s part that broke out yesterday. She was unwell, weak and exhausted after dear Vanechka’s illness, and I’ve been unwell these last few days. It began with her beginning to copy out the proofs. When I asked why … [A page of the diary has been torn out here.]


Help me not to desert Thee, not to forget who I am, or what and why I am. Help me.


Thought during this time: […]


(4) The situation of the majority of people educated in true brotherly love and now oppressed by the deceit and cunning of those who wield power and who force this majority to ruin their own lives – this situation is terrible and seems to offer no way out. Only two ways out present themselves and both are barred: one is to break violence by violence, terror, dynamite bombs and daggers as our nihilists and anarchists did, to smash the conspiracy of governments against peoples, without our participation; the other is to enter into agreement with the government, make concessions to it and, by taking part in it, gradually unravel the net which holds the people fast and free it. Both ways out are barred.


Dynamite and daggers, as experience shows us, only provoke reaction and destroy the most valuable power, the only power in our control – public opinion; the other way out is barred by the fact that governments have already come to know how far to tolerate the participation of people who want to reform them. They only tolerate what doesn’t destroy the essentials, and are very sensitive about what is harmful to them, sensitive because it concerns their very existence. They do tolerate people who don’t agree with them and want to reform the government, not only in order to satisfy the demands of these people, but also for their own sakes, for the sake of the government. These people would be dangerous for governments if they remained outside these governments and rose up against them; they would strengthen the one weapon which is stronger than governments – public opinion – and so they need to make these people safe, win them over by means of concessions made by the government, render them harmless like microbe cultures – and then use them to serve the aims of governments, i.e. the oppression and exploitation of the people.


Both ways out are firmly and impenetrably barred. What then remains? You can’t break violence by violence – you increase reaction; nor can you join the ranks of government – you become an instrument of government. Only one thing remains: to fight the government with weapons of thought, word and way of life, not making concessions to it, not joining its ranks, not increasing its power oneself. That’s the one thing necessary, and it will probably be successful. And this is what God wants and this is what Christ taught.


(5) Looking at what goes on in all assemblies, at what goes on in society with its conventional proprieties and entertainments, I was struck very vividly by the thought which, I think, had never occurred to me before, that only evil is done by a group, or crowd or an assembly. Good is done only by each individual person separately. […]




15 February God has helped me; helped me in that He has manifested Himself in me, though weakly, through love – love for those who do us evil, i.e. the only true love. And once this feeling had manifested itself, it first of all overwhelmed and inflamed me, and then those near to me as well, and everything disappeared, i.e. the suffering disappeared.


The following days things got worse. She was decidedly close to madness and to suicide. The children followed her on foot and by vehicle, and brought her back home. She was suffering terribly. It was the devil of jealousy, insane, groundless jealousy. I had only to love her again for me to understand her motives, and having understood her motives, it wasn’t a question of forgiving her, but there being nothing to forgive. Sent the story to the Northern Herald, and it’s being printed here by her and also in The Intermediary.9 I finished three fables and sent them off.10





15 February, Moscow Got up tired in the morning and couldn’t do any work. Ivan Ivanovich11 and Goltsev came. I refused to sign the petition about legalising freedom of the press.12 […]





Today, I think, is 21 February, Moscow. These five days I’ve been revising the fables, revising Master and Man, and thinking about – I can’t say writing – the Catechism. Sonya’s health is fully restored. Snegiryov came and explained that it was the menopause which comes with old age. How good to grow old and free.


An event which astonished me very much during this time was the drunkenness and rowdyism of the Petersburg students.13 It’s terrible. This is what they have reduced the young to – by they, I mean not only the government, but also the liberals and revolutionaries, the ringleaders with no basis. Another thing: Škarvan’s refusal to serve, the demand by Alyokhin and others in Nalchik to pay allegiance without swearing an oath, and Posha’s fine all seem to me to be the start of a direct conflict with the government.14 I very much want to write about this, and several times have had clear ideas about it. Clear ideas how to describe the lies amid which we live and what supports them, and to include at the same time that simple philosophy which I express in the Catechism.


Thought: […] (4) Further clarified my ideas during this time in a conversation with the young Goryushin, a friend of Pavel Petrovich,15 about a subject I never cease to think about – the state: we have reached the point where a merely good and reasonable man cannot take part in the affairs of state, i.e. cannot be in sympathy with it – I’m not speaking about our own Russia, but cannot be in sympathy in England with the ownership of land and exploitation by factory owners and capitalists, or with the extermination of peoples in Africa, the preparations for wars and wars themselves. And the firm ground on which a man says: ‘I don’t know what the state is or how it works, and I don’t want to know, but I do know that I can’t live contrary to my conscience’ – this point of view is unshakeable, and the people of our time must adopt it in order to further the progress of life. I know what my conscience bids me, and you people who are concerned with the state, you organise it as you like, as long as it conforms with the demands of the conscience of the people of our time. But meanwhile people are abandoning this unshakeable ground and adopting the point of view that state forms must be amended and improved, and they are thereby losing their ground by acknowledging the need for the state, and so departing from their unshakeable point of view. Not clear, but I think I’ll write about this theme. It seems very important to me.


It’s now 12 o’clock. I’m going to send the proofs to Petersburg, and Sonya is very agitated. Poor woman. I’m sorry for her and love her, the more so now that I know about her illness.


Yesterday Ogranovich helped me to be more fair towards Lyova.16 He explained to me that it’s a latent form of malaria. And I began to understand his condition and to feel sorry for him, but I still can’t summon up any vital feeling of love for him. 




Today is the 26th night-time, Moscow We’ve buried Vanechka.17 A terrible – no, not a terrible, but a great spiritual event. I thank Thee, Father. I thank Thee.





Today is 12 March, Moscow So much has been felt, thought, and lived through during this time that I don’t know what to write. The death of Vanechka was for me, like the death of Nikolenka – no, to a far greater degree – a manifestation of God, a drawing of me towards Him. And so not only can I not say that it was a sad, painful event but I can say outright that it was a joyful one – not joyful, that’s a bad word – but a merciful event, coming from God, disentangling the lies of life, and bringing me closer to Him.


Sonya can’t see it that way. For her the pain – almost physical – of separation conceals the spiritual importance of the event. But she astonished me. The pain of separation immediately released her from all that was darkening her soul. It was as if doors had been thrown open and the divine essence of love which constitutes our soul had been uncovered. She astonished me during the first days by her amazing power of love: everything that in any way destroyed love, that was a condemnation of anyone or anything, even a gesture of ill-will – all this offended her, made her suffer and caused a painful contraction of the newly exposed shoot of love. But time passes, and that shoot is hidden once more, and her suffering ceases to find satisfaction, vent, [relief], in universal love, and is becoming unrelievedly painful. She suffers particularly because the object of her love has gone from her, and she thinks that her happiness was in that object and not in the love itself. She can’t separate the one from the other; she can’t take a religious view of life in general or of her own. She can’t clearly understand and feel that there are only two alternatives: either there is death, which hangs over all of us, has power over us and can separate us and deprive us of the happiness of love, or else there is no death, but only a series of changes which happen to all of us, among which one of the most important is death, and that these changes come over all of us like waves, in different combinations, some earlier, others later.


I try to help her, but I can see that I haven’t helped her so far. But I love her, and to be with her is both painful and good for me. She is still weak physically: no periods for two months, and she sometimes thinks she is pregnant. Poor dear Tanya is also very weak. We are all very close to one another, as D.18 put it very well: just as when one leaf falls, the others soon bunch closer together. I feel very weak physically and can’t write anything. Worked a bit on the Catechism. But only in thought. Wrote a letter to Schmitt with a programme for an international Intermediary.19 During this time Master and Man came out, and I hear praises on all sides and I don’t like it, but despite that, I feel a petty, vain satisfaction.


Felt like writing something literary today. Tried to remember what things of mine were unfinished. It would be good to finish them all, namely:


(1) Koni’s story, (2) Who is Right?, (3) Father Sergey, (4) The Devil in Hell, (5) The Coupon, (6) Notes of a Mother, (7) Alexander I, (8) the drama, (9) The settlers and the Bashkirs.20 At the same time I must finish the Catechism. And now having planned all this – enough work for about eight years at least – I may die tomorrow. And that’s good.


Thought during this time: […]


(3) The death of children from an objective point of view: nature tried to give forth her best, and when she sees the world isn’t ready for them, she takes them back again. But she has to try, in order to advance. It’s an experiment. And like swallows which fly in too early, they die of cold. But they must fly in all the same. So with Vanechka. But this is an objective, foolish argument. A sensible argument is that he did the work of God: the establishment of the kingdom of God through the increase of love – more so than many people who lived for half a century and more.


(4) Sonya often said: ‘He saved me from evil. Mine is a bad and harsh nature; he softened it by his love, and brought me closer to God.’ As if he isn’t doing so now! […]


(6) Yes, one must always live as though a favourite child is dying in a room nearby. He is always dying. And I am always dying. […]


(8) A few days after Vanechka’s death when love began to grow weaker within me (what God gave me through Vanechka’s life and death will never be destroyed), I thought that it would be good to sustain that love in myself by seeing all people as children – imagining them as they were at the age of seven. I can do that. And it’s good.


(9) The joy of life without temptation is the subject of art.


(10) Understood with a new special force that my life and that of all people is only service, and has no end in itself.


(11) Read a bad article by Solovyov against non-resistance.21 Every practical moral injunction contains the possibility of contradicting that injunction by another one deriving from the same principle. Abstinence: well, should we stop eating, and become incapable of serving mankind? Don’t kill animals: well, should we let them eat each other? Don’t drink alcohol. Well, should we not take communion, or use alcohol for medicinal purposes? Don’t resist evil by violence. Well, should we let a man kill himself and others?


Trying to look for these contradictions only shows that a person who spends his time at it doesn’t want to follow the moral rule. It’s always the same story: because of one person who needs alcohol for medicinal purposes, drunkenness is not resisted. Because of one imaginary aggressor, people kill, execute and imprison. […]




Today is the 18th Morning. Five days have passed. I’ve done nothing. In the mornings I’ve thought about the Catechism. Once I wrote a little more of Father Sergey, but it wasn’t good. Masha has gone to Ilya’s. Sonya is moving into a new stage of life, with painful suffering. Help her, Lord. All this time I’ve had headaches and felt great weakness. In the evenings there have been many visitors. And they depress me very much.


Writing, especially works of fiction, is frankly harmful to me morally. When I was writing Master and Man I succumbed to the desire for fame. And the praise and the success of it are a sure indication that it was a bad thing to do. Today I seem to have woken up a little morally. […]





Today is 27 March, Moscow During this time I’ve written, or rather revised, letters to Schmitt and Kenworthy and somebody else. And apart from that, to my shame, I’ve done nothing. I don’t like the letters to Kenworthy and Schmitt with the plan for a European edition. A voice in the bottom of my heart seems to say that it isn’t good. And I don’t think it is. I’ve written nothing; I’m not dissatisfied with myself. The love of God has not deserted me.


With Seryozha I feel well and at ease. And I don’t remember any unkind feeling towards anyone in all this time. Since I don’t hear all the criticisms, but only the praise for Master and Man, I have the impression of a lot of fuss, and remember the anecdote about the preacher who stopped at a burst of applause which drowned a phrase of his and asked: ‘Did I say something stupid?’ I feel the same and know I’ve done something stupid: spending time on the artistic revision of a shallow story. The idea itself is unclear and laboured – not simple. The story is bad. And I would like to write an anonymous criticism of it if I had the time and it didn’t mean bothering about something that isn’t worth it.


During this time I’ve visited Izyumchenko in prison and Khokhlov in hospital.22  Izyumchenko is very simple and cheerful. Khokhlov is very pitiable. I’d also like to write about the cruelty of this form of violence. Sonya is still suffering and can’t raise herself to a religious height. Probably she needs this suffering, and it’s doing its work within her. I’m sorry for her. But I believe it’s necessary – necessary in order to feel the action of the hand of God, to recognise it and to love it. I was thinking yesterday about Leskov’s will,23 and thought I ought to write a similar one. I keep putting it off as though it were still far away, but whatever I do it’s close at hand. It’s good and necessary, not only because it saves one’s nearest and dearest from doubts and uncertainties about what to do with the body, but also because a voice from beyond the grave is especially audible. And if one has anything to say to one’s nearest and dearest, and to anybody else, it’s good to say it in these first moments. My will would be roughly as follows. Until I write another one it will be entirely as follows.24


(1) Bury me in the place where I die, in the cheapest cemetery if it should be in town, and in the cheapest grave – as paupers are buried. Lay no flowers or wreaths, and make no speeches. If possible, bury me without a priest and a burial service. But if that should be unpleasant for those who bury me, let them do so in the usual manner with a burial service, but as cheaply and simply as possible.


(2) Do not announce my death in the newspapers and do not write any obituaries.


(3) Give all my papers to be looked through and sorted out to my wife, V. G. Chertkov, Strakhov, (and my daughers Tanya and Masha) (what is crossed out I crossed out myself. My daughters need not bother about this), – to those of these people who are still alive. My sons I exclude from this commission, not because I have not loved them (I have loved them more and more in recent times, thank God), and I know that they love me, but they are not fully aware of my thoughts, have not followed their course, and might have their own particular views about things, as a result of which they might keep what ought not to be kept, and throw out what ought to be kept. The diaries of my former bachelor life I ask you to destroy, after selecting from them what is worth it, and in the diaries of my married life I ask you to destroy everything which, if published, might be unpleasant for anybody. Chertkov has promised to do this for me while I am still alive. And given his great love for me which I have not deserved and his great moral sensitiveness, I am sure that he will do it very well. The diaries of my bachelor life I ask you to destroy, not because I would like to conceal from people my own bad life – my life was the usual life of unprincipled young men, worthless from the point of view of the world – but because these diaries, in which I only wrote down what tormented me through the awareness of my sins, produce a falsely one-sided impression and are …


But no, let my diaries stay as they are. At least they will show that despite all the triviality and worthlessness of my youth, I was still not abandoned by God, and, if only in my old age, began to understand Him a little and love Him.


Of my other papers, I ask those who will be sorting them out not to print everything, but only what might be useful to people.


I write all this, not because I ascribe great, or indeed any importance to my papers, but because I know in advance that in the early days after my death my works will be printed and discussed, and importance will be ascribed to them. If that is the case, then let my writings not cause any harm to people.


(4) The right to publish my earlier works: the ten volumes and the Primers I ask my heirs to make over to the public, i.e. to renounce copyright. But I only ask this, and I don’t will it. If you do it, it will be good. It will be good for you too. If you don’t do it, that’s your own affair. That means you were not able to do it. The fact that my works have been sold these last ten years has been the most depressing thing of my life.


(5) Furthermore, and in particular, I ask all people near and far not to praise me ( I know they will do so because they have done so in my lifetime in the most unseemly way), but if they want to study my writings, let them look carefully at those passages in them in which I know the power of God spoke through me, and make use of them for their own lives. There have been times when I felt I was becoming the bearer of God’s will. I have often been so impure, so full of personal passions, that the light of this truth has been obscured by my own darkness, but nevertheless this truth has sometimes passed through me, and these have been the happiest moments of my life. God grant that these truths should not have been defiled in passing through me, and that people might feed on them, despite the superficial and impure form which I have given to them.


In this alone lies the importance of my writings. And so I can only be reproved for them, not praised at all. That is all. […]




Today is 6 April, Moscow There have been no particularly interesting visits or letters. […] I’m very oppressed by this bad, idle, luxurious town life. I think I’m being useful to Sonya in her weakness. But it’s unforgivable that I’m not writing, if I can’t do anything else apart from that.


The only justification is that I’ve been physically very weak all this time. I’ve grown ten years older. My inclination to love is weaker. But, thank God, I haven’t yet forsaken the state of universal love. In that respect I feel well – in so far as a parasite that is aware of its parasitism can feel well. During this time I’ve written a few letters, one to Vengerov with a foreword for Bondarev,25 and have read Ruskin’s splendid Birthday Book and made notes in it.26


Thought during this time: […]


(6) A mother suffers over the loss of a child and can’t be comforted. And she can’t be comforted until she understands that her life is not in the vessel which is broken, but in the contents which spilled over and lost their shape, but have not vanished. […]


(13) The greatest number of sufferings which arise from the association of men and women are due to the complete misunderstanding of one sex by the other. Few men understand what children mean to women, what place they occupy in their lives, and even fewer women understand what duty to society, or to religion means to men. […]





10 April, Moscow All this time – all Easter Week – I continue to be unusually weak: I’m doing nothing and thinking little: only rarely do islands of thought suddenly emerge from the darkness and mist, and probably for that reason they seem particularly important. Sonya is still ill. She had almost recovered and unfortunately had started to adopt her former irritable and domineering tone – I was so sorry to see the loss of that loving mood which was apparent after Vanechka’s death – but the day before yesterday she began to have a headache and a temperature again, though not a high one, and acute apathy and weakness. Help me, Father, to do and feel what I should.


Yesterday I walked along the streets and looked at people’s faces: there were few which were not disfigured by alcohol, nicotine or syphilis. Their feebleness is terribly pitiful and offensive, when the road to salvation is so clear. Sheep jump into the water and you stand and wave them back, but they go on jumping in, and you get the impression they are doing what they should be doing, and you are getting in their way. I’m terribly tempted to write about the relationship of society to the Tsar,27  explaining it by the false attitude towards what is old, but Sonya’s illness and weakness hold me up.


Thought during this time:


(1) The natural course of life is as follows: at first, as a child and a youth, a person merely acts, and then through acting, making mistakes and acquiring experience, gets to know things, and then when he has learned the main thing a person can know, – what is good – he begins to love that good: to act, to get to know, to love. His subsequent life (like our present life which is a continuation of a previous one) is first of all activity in the name of what you love, then getting to know what is new and worthy of love, and, finally, love of this new thing, worthy of love. This constitutes the circular movement of all life.


(2) A man is considered to be disgraced if he lets himself be beaten, or if he is accused of robbery, brawling or not paying card debts, etc., but not if he signs a death sentence, takes part in an execution, reads other people’s letters, separates fathers and husbands and wives from their families, confiscates people’s last resources or puts them in prison. But surely that is worse. […]




Today is 14 April, Moscow Thought further: Continue to be idle and bad. No thoughts or feelings. Mental lethargy. And if any feelings emerge, they are the basest, most egotistical ones: the bicycle, freedom from family ties, etc. Am I tired after what I have experienced recently, or am I experiencing a new stage in life, having entered upon a pure old age which I have long desired? I don’t know, but I’m asleep. In the mornings I don’t even read, but play patience. Sonya’s health is not improving, rather it is getting worse. […] Thought during this time:


(1) I was walking beside the Alexandrovsky Gardens when suddenly, with astonishing vividness and delight, I imagined to myself a novel – how an educated man of our circle ran away from his wife to join the settlers, and took his son and his son’s nurse with him. He lived a clean, hard-working life and brought his son up there. And then the son went back to his mother who had sent for him, and who lived the completely luxurious, dissipated urban life of our gentry. I could write it wonderfully well.28 At least it seemed so to me. […]


(3) I’ve been reading a journal with articles by M. Kovalevsky, Pypin and Solovyov, a story by Orzeszkowa and something by Bourget, etc.,29 and recalled what my brother Seryozha demanded of literature. There is the work of the heart and the spirit, clothed in thought. This is real, and this is what Seryozha and I and all understanding people love. And there is the work of the intellect without the heart, and with stuffing in place of the heart, and this is what journals and books are full of.


During this time I’ve been to court.30 It was dreadful. I never expected such incredible stupidity. I’ve been busy with Khokhlov. I never expected such baseness and cruelty by doctors. And Sonya’s illness. I’m very sorry for her and love her. […]





25 April, Moscow Yesterday Sonya left for Kiev with Tanya31 who came to fetch her. Her health is a bit better – she has picked up, but is quite jaded and still can’t find any moral point of support. A mother’s position is terribly tragic: nature has endowed her above all with irresistible desire (she has similarly endowed man, but with a man it doesn’t have the same fateful consequences – the birth of children), as a result of which children appear, for whom she is endowed with an even stronger love, a physical love, since carrying, and bearing and nursing and looking after children is a physical thing. A woman, a good woman, gives her entire soul to her children, devotes herself entirely to them, acquires the habit in her soul of living only for them and by them (a most terrible temptation, especially since everybody not merely approves, but praises it highly); the years go by and these children begin to depart – into life or death – in the first case slowly, paying back love with anger, as against someone who had been a millstone round their necks, interfering with their lives; in the second case – through death – which momentarily causes terrible pain and leaves behind emptiness. The woman must live, but there is nothing to live by. She lacks the habit of, lacks even the strength for a spiritual life, because all her strength has been expended on her children, who are no longer there. That’s what I must write about in a novel about a mother.


During this time I began learning to ride a bicycle in the riding-school. It’s very strange why I should be drawn to do this. Yevgeny Ivanovich32 tried to dissuade me, and was distressed at my riding, but I’m not ashamed. On the contrary, I feel that it’s a natural folly, that it’s all the same to me what people think, and that it’s quite harmless and amuses me in a childish way.


Sonya’s spiritual condition is not good – she can’t raise herself above personal interests, in her case family ones, and find meaning in a spiritual life. Masha33 has gone to Kiev. Poor girl, she is thin and weak. Something is happening between Seryozha and Manya.34 It will be difficult for him, and he will need to change himself in many ways. If he does so, he will be all right. The treatment is continuing twice a week. I think I’ll stop at No. 20.


All this time I’ve felt a lack of energy and initiative of thought. Only occasionally are there flashes of thought – and especially vividly, artistic images – and not only artistic images, but whole tasks and plans for works of art.


Thought during this time: […]


(2) I went to the theatre with the girls35 – Sasha and N. Martynova – and on the way back they began to talk about the sort of material progress there would soon be, such as electricity, etc. And I grew sorry for them, and began to say to them that I was waiting for and dreaming about – and not only dreaming about but trying to work for – another sort of progress, the only important one – not electricity or flying in the air, but progress in brotherhood, unity, love and the establishment of the Kingdom of God on earth. They understood, and I said to them that life only consists in serving to bring nearer and to realise this Kingdom of God. They understood and believed me. Children are serious people – ‘theirs is the Kingdom of God’. Read today some more dreams by an American about how well streets and roads, etc. will be made in the year 2000, and yet these foolish scientists have no idea what progress is. Not even a hint. But they say that war will be done away with only because it interferes with material progress.




It’s now 11 o’clock, 26 April, Moscow […] Yesterday I rode my bicycle in the riding-school. Then walked to Sergey Nikolayevich’s.36 He’s terribly out of spirits, and all his family are suffering. Then I wanted to sit alone at home, but Ivan Mikhaylovich came.37 I think I was useful to him. Wrote a letter to Sonya. Went to bed feeling depressed at heart for no reason, and woke up today with the same feeling. Sat down just now at my desk, wanted to get on with Koni’s story, but I definitely can’t. So I took up my diary. I’ll write some letters at least. Saw my photograph yesterday, and was astonished how old I looked. There’s not much time left. Father, help me to use it to do Thy work. It’s terrible that as you get older, you feel that the life force within you becomes more valuable (in the sense of its influence on the world), and it’s terrible not to expend it on what it was intended for. It’s as if life has been brewing and brewing (in youth one can spill it – it hasn’t yet brewed), and towards the end it is all one thick brew. […]





28 April, Moscow Yesterday morning I went to see Khokhlov. He’s virtually at liberty, but says he’s confused. ‘I really have gone mad.’ I don’t know how to help him. Probably it’s all to do with sexual desire. Having known women in his youth, he couldn’t control himself any longer, and put everything he had into the struggle against desire. He was left with the conclusions of Christian teaching, but not the teaching itself. He became an egoist as a result of this intense struggle with himself, just as a man who is drowning or falling thinks only of himself.


The question is: what’s to be done? Ivan Mikhaylovich suffers from the same thing. What’s to be done? What should one say to one’s son who is entering the age of struggle? I talked about it yesterday with Sinitsyn. All life is a struggle between the flesh and the spirit, and gradually the flesh triumphs over the spirit.


The sexual struggle is the most intense, but on the other hand it always ends with the victory of the spirit. One should say to one’s son that this struggle is not a casual or exceptional phenomenon, but the business of one’s whole life, that one should know about and prepare for this struggle – like athletes; one should always be on guard, not despair or lose heart when beaten, but pick oneself up and prepare for the struggle anew. There is the casual fall, the fall with women who don’t want to tie their lives to one person, and there is the fall of marriage which may last, like mine, for thirty-two years, but a fall is still a fall, and still one mustn’t lose heart, but wait for the release which will come and which, I think, has come to me. […]


Thought yesterday: […]


(2) There are three methods of relieving the situation of workers and establishing brotherhood between people: (1) Don’t make people work for you, don’t demand work from them either directly or indirectly – do without the need for work which requires excessive labour: all objects of luxury. (2) Do for yourself (and, if you can, for other people) work which is hard and unpleasant, and (3) not actually a method, but the result of applying the second method: study the laws of nature and invent devices for making work easier: machines, steam, electricity. You will only invent what is really necessary and not something superfluous when you invent something to make your own work easier – or at least work which you have personally experienced.


But people are busy applying the third method only, and that wrongly, because they are renouncing the second method, and are not only unwilling to use the real methods 1 and 2, but are even unwilling to hear about them. […]




4 May, Moscow Still the same apathy and laziness. I’m doing no work. The bicycle. Lyova came, and left with Andryusha for Hangö. He [one word erased] a difficult ordeal. I’m trying hard and seeking, not with the confidence of success which brings either success or failure, but not without hope either; but rather like water which is constant, and which changes its shape but not its force. Thank God I can’t see spring yet, and I’ve no wish to. I seem to be ready to do God’s work, but am still not doing it. Help me, Father. Sonya returned from Kiev no better. If only one could contrive not to get angry about mental aberrations and deformities as one can about physical ones, but not to disregard them either, and if one can’t cure them, at least patiently help people either to gain relief from them or live with them. Dushkin came. Had a long talk with him.


One thing: one shouldn’t, after entering into certain practical arrangements with people, suddenly disregard these conditions in the name of a Christian renunciation of life. Began to expound these thoughts, without success. […]





13 May, Moscow Medical treatment and the bicycle, and the collapse of my spiritual life. Was even angry the other day because the bicycle wasn’t ready, and was rude to the man. I don’t remember such depression for a long time. I’ve withdrawn into myself, and sit and wait. Just as little of the egotistical as of the godly.





Today is 15 May, Moscow Everything just the same. My head is a bit clearer and more alert. Slept only four hours during the night. Was tired on the bicycle yesterday. Went for a ride with Strakhov. Even my enthusiasm for the bicycle is waning. Tomorrow we’re expecting Manya from London. I think Seryozha’s marriage will take place. That’s good, as a school for Seryozha and a distraction for Sonya. I want to finish my treatment today and go to the Olsufyevs’ tomorrow.


Thought during this time: […]


(2) One mustn’t confuse vanity with love of fame, still less with the desire for love – love of love. The first is the desire to be distinguished from other people by worthless, sometimes even bad actions, the second – the desire to be praised for something useful and good, the third – the desire to be loved.


The first: to be able to dance well; the second – to have the reputation among people of being good and clever; the third – to see the expression of people’s love. The first is bad; the second is better, despite everything; the third is legitimate […]  


(4) Sonya began to talk last night about the fact that Vanechka’s death was a very great misfortune and suffering, and that his death was the work of God. People often talk about the evil which God does to people. And when they speak and think like that, people imagine that they believe in God, and pray to Him. God do evil! If God were to do evil, He would not be good, would not be love, and if He is not good he is not God. […]




Today, I think, is 18 May, Moscow Life is very depressing. Still no desire to work or write, still the same gloomy mood. The day before yesterday Andryusha said some very rude things to me for no reason at all. I couldn’t forgive him. First I didn’t want to say hello to him, then I started to reprimand him, but he began again to say even worse things and I couldn’t stand it and went out, saying he was alien to me. All this is bad. I must forgive him, forgive him entirely and then help him. […]





Probably 20 May, Nikolskoye, at the Olsufyevs’.38 Seryozha and Manya were getting ready to leave yesterday. I talked to them. Seryozha is touching; life itself has made him take a strict moral attitude towards himself. Sonya is better. A dull journey. I probably have a fever. Melancholy. Today is the same, I can’t do anything. Yesterday I only wrote a few letters. The newspaper I received yesterday with the article about the libels and stupidities of Seuron’s book distressed me, to my shame.39 But not much. The journalist proposes I should refute them. I’ve made no statements about myself and so there is nothing for me to refute. I am what I am. And what I am, only I know and God. Never do recollections manifest themselves with such force as when one is in a mentally weak condition, as I am now. Thought of writing at the Olsufyevs’, but it’s 12 o’clock and I haven’t sat down yet.





Today is 26 May, Nikolskoye Wrote that same evening. Then fell ill with a fever. Didn’t write during the day, and then wrote in the evening again, and quite a lot, so that more than half has been sketched out. It’s turning out in a strange way: Nekhlyudov must be a follower of Henry George and must bring this in, and he must weaken as he pits his strength against the daughter of the refined lady lying there (Mary Urusova).40 Sonya has been here. She was very excited as a result of the quinine. Thank God, all ended well and amicably. She left early this morning. I’m better today. Anna Mikhaylovna41 is cleverer and far kinder than I thought.


Thought:


In a pleasure ground they erect masts to climb up and win prizes. Such a form of entertainment which attracts a person for hours on end (even though he ruins his health), or else a sack race which we enjoy watching, could only have arisen with the division of people into masters and servants. All our forms of life have only taken the shape they have because there has been this division: acrobats, waiters in inns, chamber pots, the manufacture of mirrors and visiting cards, all factories – all these things could only have arisen the way they have done because there has been a division into masters and men. And we want to lead a brotherly life while retaining these servile forms of life. […]





Today is 29 May, Nikolskoye The day before yesterday I began to feel better. No fever today either, and were it not for my leg which has not quite healed up yet, I would consider myself quite well. Only wrote a little today and wrote badly – no energy. But I got a clear picture of Nekhlyudov while committing the crime. He should have wanted to marry and simplify his life. I’m only afraid que cela n’impiète sur le drame [that it will be to the detriment of the drama]. I’ll decide when I feel stronger. I’ve just been for a ride, on horseback and on my bicycle. I’m reading Poltoratsky the whole time. I love these memoirs.42 Relations with Sonya are not cordial, and this hurts me. Nothing stimulating in my letters or outward life. Thought: […]


(3) Today we have the kingdom of materialism, i.e. of women and doctors. There’s much that could and should be understood about this.


(4) They say: ‘She43 can’t understand.’ But if she can’t understand, why doesn’t she listen to others? As it is, without understanding life or knowing that this life is to be condemned, she wants to dominate it. […]





4 June, Moscow Had an operation in Nikolskoye on Tuesday, and by mistake Pyotr Vasilyevich used oil with a 3 per cent solution, so that I … became ill. Left the next evening, however. I was quite ill. Arrived in Moscow, and found Tanya, Seryozha and Manya there. The same evening I had a bad attack of gall stones. During the attacks I couldn’t think of anything except to wish that the pain would stop. The cause of the pain, probably, was getting too hot in the sun the day before. Since then, I’ve been ill for five days and done nothing but read. Read Castellion’s wonderful book.44 He was a true Christian of the sixteenth century. Also a translation of Matthew Arnold.45 Then I saw visitors. Dekhtyarev is interesting, he was here today.


I feel like writing – clarified something of importance for Koni’s story, namely duality of mood – two people: one timid, lonely, striving to improve himself, a timid reformer; and the other a worshipper of tradition, living by inertia and poeticising it.


Despite almost enforced idleness my life is not bad – there is progress I would venture to say – I love people more, love is becoming more natural and lack of love more painful. Poor Andryusha has been; I tried to help him, but without much success.


I suddenly felt sorry for Seryozha and Manya. Both want to extricate themselves and get on to the right road, and they are getting more and more entangled and further from the road. Read yesterday about Ibsen46 that he says that if you renounce carnal love you grow cold, that carnal love will lead to true love. What a delusion! Only if you renounce it, or as long as you don’t know it, can you know the true tenderness of love.


Oh, how well Koni’s story could turn out. How I think about it sometimes. It will have two extremes of true love with a false middle.


Thought: (1) About the fact that the structure of our life is based on slavery, and that to think that the maintenance of this structure can be reconciled with brotherhood, or even with equality and freedom, is like thinking that the Egyptian pyramids could have been built by a community of brethren.




Today must be 7 June, Yasnaya Polyana Arrived the day before yesterday. Travelled with Boulanger in a separate carriage. Very unpleasant. I’m very weak both physically and spiritually: couldn’t suppress an unkind feeling in me …


Did nothing all day yesterday. Started to write letters, but couldn’t. Yesterday I felt the awakening of sexual desire, and was horrified. Help me, Father.


I’ve just been playing patience and thinking about my catechism. […]


Moscow in summer: unpolished windows, covers on the chairs, freedom for the yardmen and those left behind in the house and their children, tight summer clothes – thighs tightly covered by old white trousers – and houses with wonderful gardens empty, and on the streets, on boiling hot paving stones, road workers covered in dust. And outings with cigarettes and oranges, and drunken and dissolute laughter. […]





Today must be 12 June, Yasnaya Polyana The days are getting shorter. Was seriously ill for two days. Had a temperature of 40.1°. My daughters, dear things, were very frightened. What a pity that by my death I shall almost inevitably be the cause of grief to them – short-lived and good, but still grief. Read the whole time. Sometimes The Week, sometimes Russian Thought. All interesting, but all unnecessary. In the Transcaspian region only those settlements flourish which run their economy like suburban ones. Isn’t it the same throughout Russia? But where does the money come from in the towns? From taxes, from the people, from trade, and again from the people. Wouldn’t it be simpler to refrain from stealing this money? But there would be no army, no civil servants, no factories, no circulation of goods. That’s true, but if there was no slavery, those who till the land would no longer be slaves. Those who administer the army, the civil servants, the factories and trade would be dependent on them, and not the other way round, as at present. […]





13 June, Yasnaya Polyana Health still bad. I’m weak. Bile fills my stomach and makes me feel sick. I’m afraid I’m beginning to get preoccupied with my medical condition and with treating myself and observing myself, the very thing I condemned so much in Lyova. Yesterday Seryozha and Manya came. They are very much in love, but I’m afraid that now they are married they are doing what people sometimes do when, let’s say, a key doesn’t open a door or the door is stuck: turn it and push it in the opposite direction. The comparison isn’t accurate, but I mean to say that people may not and cannot live their lives by going their own separate ways; we must try to live by joining forces. God grant this may be a false prediction. Read an excellent article about mathematics in Russian Thought.47 […] Thought. […] (2) The concrete sciences, as opposed to the abstract ones, become less exact the nearer their subject approaches human life: (a) mathematics, (b) astronomy, (c) chemistry, (d) physics, (e) biology (here inexactitude begins), anthropology (the inexactitude is greater), sociology (the inexactitude reaches limits where the science itself is destroyed). […]





17 June, Yasnaya Polyana Still the same stomach ailment, and hence a mood of depression and great weakness. Yesterday was a depressing day. Sonya was out of sorts. And she only spoke about what hurt me: my works and the revenue from them, the distribution of the property, theft, vegetarianism. I was outwardly restrained, but inwardly I couldn’t summon up in myself the feeling of pity for her which I ought to have done, because life has been so difficult for her. I remembered moreover that all my relations with people are relations with Him – but weaker than in the early days. I don’t want to weaken, I want to think and feel like this until the end. […]





18 June, Yasnaya Polyana Yesterday a military judge came to ask for money for a school. I had a long talk with him – bad, unconvincing and unnecessary. I’m beginning to forget my attitude to God in my associations with people. Yesterday I also received a newspaper cutting from Dunayev to say that nine Dukhobor soldiers had refused to do military service and a few reservists had returned their military passports. Surprisingly, it doesn’t make me glad. The reasons for that later. I wasn’t kind to Sonya and Misha. Walked to Kozlovka. In the evening I went for a ride. Read Herron’s Christian State48 – untalented, cold and imprecise. Ilyusha and the boys went back home. Health just the same – weakness. I must adapt myself to weakness. Thought:


(1) Read Herbert Spencer’s reply to Balfour.49 A profession of agnosticism, as atheism is now called. I say that agnosticism, although it tries to be something different from atheism in advancing the alleged impossibility of knowing, is essentially the same as atheism because the root of it all is the refusal to acknowledge God. This is how I read Spencer, who says not that I wish to overthrow belief in God, but I must do so. […]





Today is 28 June, Yasnaya Polyana […] Thought during this time: […]


(2) So that there should be order in political life, that people should not give way to their passions and to arbitrariness, should not fight, but should sort out their affairs according to law – for these reasons government was established. Such government consists in constitutional countries of representatives, or deputies. And now these very deputies, elected to save people from arbitrariness, are resolving disagreements among themselves by fighting. It was so in the French, and then the English parliaments, and now the same thing has happened in the Italian parliament.





(3) June 20; it rained the night before. There were heavy, ragged, low, dark clouds in the sky. Their shadow raced after me across road and field. The shadow caught me up, and it grew chilly and at the same time, ahead of me, the shadow lifted from the waving rye which had seemed almost black, and the rye became bright green. But only for a moment. The light caught up with me again, and the shadow of the cloud fell on the rye once more.


(4) Science and art are well and good – only given the brotherhood of man they will be different. But it is more important for the brotherhood of man to come than for science and art to remain the same as they are now.


(5) Love is only real when its object is unattractive.





Today is 4 July, Yasnaya Polyana During these last days I’ve had a couple of good spells of writing. And I can say that I’ve now finished touching up Koni’s story. Wrote letters yesterday and the day before – wrote more than ten, including one in English in which I said what I now think.50 Went mowing twice. Went to Tula yesterday on my bicycle. Seryozha has been. And I didn’t get on well with him. My decision always to observe my relationship to God in my relationship with people is beginning to weaken. Still I’m trying, and it sometimes helps me. Thought during this time:


(1) Good which exposes evil in other people is quite genuinely taken by them for evil. As a result, charity, humility, even love seems to them to be something offensive and shocking. Nothing argues more clearly than this phenomenon that a man’s main activity – self-improvement – consists in trying to understand his own consciousness. […]


(3) Read an amusing academic dispute between Elpe and some professor: scientific arguments lead to diametrically opposite conclusions.51


Just received a telegram to say Strakhov is coming.





12 July, Yasnaya Polyana Strakhov has arrived in the meanwhile. I was very glad to see him. I wrote to Veselitskaya that when we know that a man is condemned to death we are kind to him – we love him. And how can we not love anybody, when we know that we are all condemned. He – surprisingly enough – doesn’t know his condition.52 I’m writing almost every day. Things are progressing. Just as you get to know people by living with them, so you get to know your poetic characters by living with them. I’ve also done quite a lot of work – although I feel I’ve grown weak with age. I’ve been to see Davydov, and he’s been here. Took notes from him about trial procedure.53 Constant guests are a burden. No peace and quiet, no summer seclusion. […]





5 August, Yasnaya Polyana Haven’t written my diary for almost a month.


This month hasn’t been spent badly. I worked a little in the fields. Once mowed  the rye. Wrote quite a lot of Koni’s story. It’s making progress. During this time I  read Kidd’s Social Evolution54 and articles about myself in Wahrheit and elsewhere.55  When you read about yourself, it might seem that what you are occupied with, the  whole world is also occupied with, but that’s not true. A letter from Khilkov with a  description of the persecutions of the Dukhobors. I wrote a letter to the English  newspapers. It’s being translated now.56 […]


Things have got worse with Sonya. I went for a ride and was held up in the rain; she hurt me with her sarcasm and I was offended – the old wounds. Today she demanded that I should give her the diaries to copy. I refused, saying that this always caused unpleasantness. I did wrong not to pity her. She is exhausted, mentally ill, and it’s a sin to argue with her. How sorry I am for her that she is never aware of her mistakes. However, that’s not my business. I need to be aware of my own, and not to compare my mistakes with hers. Everyone sins in proportion to the light that is in him. Also during this time the boys have upset me. Especially Andryusha. He is quite out of hand and has gone mad. He doesn’t see or hear a thing, as though he were perpetually drunk. Thought and noted during this time: […]


(2) Thought as I read Kidd’s book: what is progress? Progress, in my opinion, consists in the greater and greater predominance of reason over the animal law of struggle, but in the evolutionists’ opinion in the triumph of animal struggle over reason, since only as a result of this animal struggle, in their understanding, can progress take place.


(3) Another thing that I thought as I read Kidd’s book is that science is only science when it investigates what should be. But according to the teaching of the evolutionists, science should investigate what has been and what is, and explain why what is is good. This is how all evolutionists regard science. And so they conclude that struggle is a necessary condition of progress, and therefore good.


(4) According to Weismann,57 the explanation of heredity consists in the fact that in every embryo there are biophors, and biophors form themselves into ids and ids into idants. What a splendid idea for a comedy.


(5) According to Weismann again, mortal creatures have continued to exist because all those which were not mortal failed to survive in the struggle against the mortals, i.e. – the immortal ones died. Surely I can manage to make use of this splendid idea.


(6) Kidd concludes that the main motive force in human progress is religion, but religion is an unreasonable instinct which shouldn’t therefore be studied. And so he doesn’t study what the main motive force in human progress consists of. But I consider that this – religion – is precisely what needs to be studied, i.e. the thing that is the basis of human progress; but I don’t reject the study of struggle as well. […]


(7) We had a talk about family life. I said that a good family life is only possible given the conviction, consciously fostered in women, of the need for constant submission to their husbands (in everything, of course, except questions of the soul – religious questions). I said that this is proved by the fact that it has been so for as long as we have known human life, and the fact that family life with children is a crossing on an unseaworthy boat, which is only possible when those on board submit to one person. And this one person has always been recognised to be the man, because, since he doesn’t carry or nurse children, he can be a better guide to his wife, than a wife to her husband. But is a woman always inferior to a man? Not at all; as long as they are both virgins they are equal. But what is the meaning of the fact that wives now demand not only equality, but supremacy? Only that the family is evolving, and therefore its previous form is disintegrating. The relations between the sexes are seeking a new form, and the old form is breaking down. What this new form will be it is impossible to know, although there are many possibilities. Possibly more people will remain chaste; marriages might be temporary and come to an end after the birth of children, so that both spouses, having produced children, will separate and be chaste in future; children might be brought up by society. It’s impossible to foresee the new form. But there’s no doubt that the old one is breaking down, and that its continued existence is only possible given the submission of the wife to the husband, as has always been the case everywhere, and as it now is where the family still holds together. […]




[7 September] Haven’t written my diary for more than a month. Today is 7 September, Yasnaya Polyana. During this time I’ve suffered because of the bad life of the boys: Andryusha and Misha. I’ve tried to help them. I’ve been riding my bicycle and getting on with my Resurrection. Read it to Olsufyeva, Taneyev and Chekhov,58 but it was a waste of time. I’m very dissatisfied with it now, and either want to give it up or revise it. These last few days I’ve been walking through the woods, selecting trees for the peasants. Thought during this time:


I’ve recently felt death very close. My material life seems to be hanging by a thread, and must very soon break off. I’m getting more and more used to this and beginning to feel – not pleasure, but the interest of expectation, of hope – as I do with the progress of this life.


During this time I wrote a contribution for the English newspapers about the Dukhobors, but didn’t send it, and Posha went to the Caucasus59 and ought to have come back on the 1st, but it’s now the 7th and he’s still not here. Also read an interesting letter from a Pole about patriotism and drafted a reply to him.60 The day before yesterday a Frenchman came from Ertel’s.61 He believes in matter, but not in God. I told him that that was a mental epidemic. My sister Masha is staying with us, Tanya and Sasha are at Seryozha’s, Masha and Misha in Moscow. They are coming tomorrow. Thought during this time: […]


(2) The material world is subject to the law of the struggle for existence, and we, as material creatures, are subject to it too. But, apart from our material existence, we are conscious in ourselves of another principle, not only independent of the law of struggle, but opposed to it – the principle of love. The manifestation in us of this principle is what we call free will. […]





Today is 22 September, Yasnaya Polyana During this time I’ve written some letters – to the Pole and Menshikov62 – and have worked again on my article about the persecutions of the Dukhobors. Posha returned and brought some information, but less detailed than I would have liked. My article isn’t bad. But perhaps I’m mistaken. Sent everything off today to Kenworthy.63


Sonya has been to Moscow and returned. She is very pitiful, and dearer than ever to me. I can see her whole character more clearly. Andryusha worries me because I can’t work out a proper relationship towards him. Tanya is dear, quiet and good. Masha is in Moscow. Gastev has been, and Andrey Butkevich came yesterday. He is alien to me, as always. Tregubov left today. I always get on well with him. I’ve been unwell, and still haven’t quite recovered, but am quite fresh in the head. I can see new aspects and very important ones in my story which I had almost overlooked. I mean the joy of breaking all accepted laws and customs, and the consciousness of one’s own good life.64 Thought a lot during this time, and have forgotten a lot.


(1) Yes, love is a real magician. One has only to love, and what one loves becomes beautiful. […]


(2) Recalled how often I used to argue with religious dogmatists: Orthodox, Evangelical and others. How absurd. Can one seriously reason with a person who maintains that he believes that there is only one correct view of the world and of our attitude to it, the one which was expressed 1,500 years ago by the bishops assembled by Constantine at Nicaea – the view by which God is a Trinity and sent His son into a Virgin 1,890 years ago in order to redeem the world, etc. You can’t reason with such people, you can only be indulgent to them, pity them, try to cure them, but you must regard them as mentally ill, and not argue with them.


(3) Dissatisfaction with oneself is friction, the sign of movement.


(4) There is not a single believer who has not had moments of doubt, doubt about the existence of God. And these doubts are not harmful; on the contrary, they lead to a higher understanding of God. The God you know becomes a habit and you don’t believe in Him any more. You only fully believe in God when He is revealed to you anew. And He is revealed to you from a new side when you seek Him with all your soul. […]




24 September Spent the day well yesterday, but did little work. Wrote a letter to Masha. Thought:


I went out for a walk round the garden before breakfast and saw on a lime tree a fresh, newly grown mushroom. I knocked it off with my stick, and thought: it’s alive. The right conditions for its existence occurred, and it appeared on the scene and is alive. And I thought about everything that lives in the infinite world according to the same laws. And I marvelled at the wisdom – the reasonableness – of the organisation of the world. And then I collected myself and realised that I was marvelling, not at the great wisdom of the organisation of the world, but at the great wisdom of my own reason which sees everything so very wisely. Surely it’s just the same as marvelling at the regularity of the hemisphere I see in the sky, or of a circle drawn around me. Surely it’s only the law of my vision. And in the other case it’s the laws of my reason which have invested everything that exists with this regularity at which I marvel. […]





Evening of 25 September Got on with Koni’s story in the morning; began revising it from the beginning. It’s quite good. At least I’m not disgusted by it. Kept thinking about living for God, only forgot twice, with regard to Andryusha. In the morning, when I heard him getting up, I didn’t go in to see him, and again in the evening when he came back. He hadn’t been home for two days, and must have been depressed himself. The nastier he is, the more I need to love him. And that’s just what I haven’t done. After dinner I went off with Gastev to fell trees for Filipp and Andriyan, and then for a ride on my bicycle. […]





26 September A depressing day. Woke up early, couldn’t sleep, and did some thinking. After breakfast I waited for Andryusha to get up. Worried about whether to go in or not. I went in, he had his head under the bedclothes; eventually I saw he wasn’t asleep and began to speak to him. I spoke gently and kindly, but unconvincingly; felt shy and suffered anguish. He remained silent. Not a sound. I went out to work and before an hour had passed I heard the incessant noise of an accordion in the kitchen. I couldn’t believe my ears, and looked through the kitchen window. He moved away. I couldn’t bear it and said: ‘You’re worse than Khokhlov.’ At dinner he didn’t answer me and went off in a rage. I was ashamed that I couldn’t control myself. Very ashamed. In an egotistical fashion I was distressed that my words had had no effect, and forgot that one can and must live only for God. Had no success with my writing either. Made too many changes and got muddled. And I felt ashamed to write down all these fabrications. Bodyansky65 is right when he says that it’s no good writing literary allegories. I always feel this, and I’m only at ease when I am writing at full stretch what I know and think. […]





Today is 29 September, Yasnaya Polyana 8 o’clock in the evening. The day before yesterday I came across Andryusha at tea and made an effort to talk to him. And I was rewarded. He was contented enough, and willing to talk to me, but yesterday he came home to dinner with his breath smelling of alcohol, and I couldn’t suppress a feeling of annoyance – I said nothing. Yesterday and the day before I got on with Koni’s story. Yesterday I cycled to Tula and talked with Mme Kern, not sufficiently seriously – I forgot why I’m alive. […]


Thought about two things: (1) Gastev said a wonderful word to me. We were talking about the impression made on the peasants by books. It’s difficult to please them, because their life is very serious. That’s the important word. If only more people of our world understood it! (2) I dreamed today that I had been struck in the face, and was ashamed that I hadn’t challenged the person to a duel, and then I realised that I needn’t challenge him, since that would prove the consistency of my non-resistance. Generally speaking, thoughts that occur in dreams are only of the lowest kind. When one is dreaming the mind is active, but reason, the force behind moral progress, is missing.





Today is 6 October, Yasnaya Polyana I’ve had letters from Popov, Posha, Chertkov, Schmitt and Kenworthy. Yesterday I answered them all. Wrote some long letters: to Bodyansky and Menshikov. Gastev was here. The girls teased and offended him. He’s gone now. A good fellow. Ilya has been. There’s little of the spiritual in him. Andryusha has arrived. I can see him soon getting consumption and dying. An American came, a worker who had got rich – a Finn by birth, a socialist and communist.66 Very unprepossessing, but he told me a lot of interesting things, far more so than refined Americans. The main thing he told me was that in the United States only six million out of sixty million people work with their hands, that’s to say 10 per cent, whereas with us, I think, it’s 50 per cent or more; that over there one man ploughs with eighteen horses, and the ploughs cut furrows an arshin wide, and one man works ten acres a day and gets from two to four or more dollars a day. What does this mean? Where is it all leading? It’s extraordinarily important, but I still haven’t clarified for myself the meaning of it all. The labour problem is being solved this way. Fewer working hours, more pay, lighter work. The only question is what work to do? The thought occurs to me that it’s all a question of making the work and the life of the workers pleasant, travail attrayant [attractive work]. It all seems to be a question of that. Then the capitalists will want to be workers. But how to make work attractive? The conditions for it must be pleasant, and there must be no necessity for it. I feel there is much that is new and important here, but I still don’t know how to express it. God willing I’ll think about it. My writing has become repugnant to me. […]





Today, I think, is the 9th Nothing to copy out of my notebook. Sergeyenko has been, and was unpleasantly flattering. I’ve written fairly well for two days. Cycled to Tula and got overtired. Tanya has gone to Moscow. I felt depressed with Sonya. But of course I’m to blame. I’m reading the Gospels in Italian, wrote letters to Edwards67  and another one to Schmitt. A pleasant autumnal feeling. Went for a walk and thought about the duality of Nekhlyudov. I must express it more clearly.





12 October, Yasnaya Polyana I’m alone with Sonya and Sasha. I’m reading Italian. Andryusha distresses me. Talked with him a lot yesterday. I feel it’s in vain. Marya Alexandrovna68 is here. Arsenyev has been. I’ve received an Italian book. It’s about the teaching of Christianity in school.69 An excellent thought that the teaching of religion is coercion – that corruption of children which Christ spoke about. What right have we to teach what is disputed by the enormous majority of people? The Trinity, the miracles of Buddha, Mohammed, Christ? The one thing that we can and must teach is moral instruction. An excellent thought. Just now as I was playing patience I thought how Nekhlyudov must take a touching farewell of Sonya.70





13 October All these last days I’ve seen that something has been distressing Sonya. I caught her writing a letter. She said she would speak to me later. This morning came the explanation. She had read my angry words about her, written at moments of exasperation. I had got exasperated about something, and immediately wrote it down and forgot it. I felt in the bottom of my heart that I had done something wrong. And now she has read it. And, poor woman, she suffered terribly, and, dear woman, instead of being angry with me she wrote me this letter.71 Never before have I felt so guilty and so full of emotion. Oh, if only this were to bring us still closer together. If only she could rid herself of her belief in trivialities and come to believe in her own soul, her own reason.


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. 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. I saw this after Vanechka’s death. Will this be realised in her? Help her, Father. What happened today really made me glad. She has seen, and will see the power of love – of her love for me. […]




24 October I’ve missed many days. Sonya has been to Petersburg and come back. Relations continue to be better than good. The Power of Darkness is a success.72  Thank God, it doesn’t make me glad. ‘Seek that your names may be written in Heaven.’ Wrote a letter to Andryusha who distressed me very much. And fortunately this letter had at least some effect. Wrote a letter to Misha – long and too rationalising.73 Took up Resurrection again, and was convinced that it’s all bad, that the centre of gravity is not where it ought to be, that the land question is a distraction and a weakness, and will turn out to be weak itself. I think I’ll give it up. And if I do go on writing, I’ll begin it all again from the beginning. […]





Yesterday was 24, today is 25 October, Yasnaya Polyana Sonya and Sasha have just left. As she sat in the coach I felt terribly sorry for her; not because she was leaving, but sorry for her, for her soul. And now I’m so sorry, that it’s an effort to hold back my tears. I’m sorry that she’s depressed, sad and lonely. I’m the only person she has to hold on to, and at the bottom of her heart she’s afraid I don’t love her, don’t love her as much as I can, with all my heart, and that the reason for this is the difference in our views of life. And she thinks that I don’t love her because she hasn’t come to me. Don’t think that. I love you still more, I quite understand you, and know you couldn’t, couldn’t come to me, and so are left alone. But you aren’t alone. I’m with you, just as you are, I love you, love you to the very end with a love that could not be greater.


I’m continuing what I didn’t finish writing yesterday. Thought: […]


(4) Doing nothing is more important than people think – than I used to think myself. In moments of depression don’t force yourself to do something. It only makes it worse: you will spoil what you did before, and interfere with what you might do afterwards. […]


(7) I’ve often been struck by the assured, beautiful and impressive tones of people who are talking nonsense. Now I know that the more impressive and imposing sounds and sights are, the more empty and insignificant they are. […]




28 October, Yasnaya Polyana […] There’s only a short time left for me to live, and there’s so much I terribly want to speak about: I want to speak about what we can, must, and are bound to believe in, and about the cruelty of the deception which people subject themselves to – economic, political and religious deception – and about the temptation to stupefy themselves with alcohol, and with tobacco which is considered so innocent, and about marriage and about education. And about the horrors of autocracy. Everything has come to a head, and I want to speak. And so there’s no time to go on turning out that literary nonsense which I had begun to do in Resurrection. But I immediately asked myself: can I write when I know nobody will read it? And I felt a sort of disappointment – but only for a while – that I can: that means there was something of the desire for fame in me, but also the important thing – the need to serve God. I’ve received a wonderful letter from Sonya. Help me, Father, to follow the same path of love. I thank Thee. Everything comes from Thee. Wrote a letter to Misha yesterday. Rode to Tula. I’ve been thinking during this time. What I thought I’ll write down in the next exercise book. […]





5 November, Yasnaya Polyana I’ve missed six days. I don’t think I’ve done much during that time: wrote a little, chopped some wood and felt ill, but I’ve lived through a lot. And I’ve lived through a lot because in fulfilment of a promise to Sonya I read through all my diaries for seven years.74 I seem to be approaching a clear and simple expression of what I live by. How good that I didn’t finish the Catechism. Probably I’ll write it differently and better. If the Father wills it so. I understand why it’s impossible to say these things quickly. If they could be said all at once, what would one live by in the realm of thought? This task is the most I can undertake just now.


I’ve just been for a walk and clearly understood why I’m not getting on with Resurrection. The beginning was wrong. I understood this as I thought about my story about children – Who is Right?; I understood that I should have begun with the life of the peasants, that they are the subject, the positive element, while the rest is shadow, the negative element. And I understand the same about Resurrection. I must begin with her.75 I want to begin now. […]





7 November, Yasnaya Polyana Got on a bit these last two days with the new Resurrection. I’m ashamed to recall how banal it was to have begun with him. So far I’m glad when I think of how I’ve begun the work now. Chopped some wood. Went to Ovsyannikovo, had a good chat with Marya Alexandrovna and Ivan Ivanovich.76  Walz’s77 assistant was here, and a Frenchman with a poem – a stupid man. A cheerful letter from Sonya. Will there really be complete spiritual unity? Help me, Father.





Today is 15 November, Yasnaya Polyana I’ve been so weak the whole time that I couldn’t write anything except a few letters. A letter to Škarvan. Dunayev, Posha and Marya Vasilyevna78 have been. They left yesterday, and yesterday I went to see Marya Alexandrovna.79 She is ill. Aunt Tanya and Sonya came back today. I didn’t sleep all night and so couldn’t work. But I made some notes for Koni’s story and some entries in my diary. I’m reading Schopenhauer’s aphorisms.80 Very good. Only put service to God in place of the knowledge of the vanity of life, and we would agree. […]





7 December, Moscow Haven’t written my diary for almost a month. During this time we moved to Moscow. The weakness has passed off a little, and I’m working hard, although with little success, on an exposition of religious belief. Yesterday I wrote a short article on flogging.81 I lay down to sleep during the day and had just dozed off when someone seemed to push me, and I got up and began to think about flogging and wrote the article. During this time I’ve been to the theatre for rehearsals of The Power of Darkness. Art both began as play and continues to be a plaything, and a criminal plaything, of adults. This is confirmed by music, of which I have heard a lot. It exerts no influence. On the contrary it distracts one, if one ascribes to it the inappropriate importance which is usually ascribed. Realism, moreover, weakens its meaning.


The boys are all behaving badly, they keep disappearing and are obtuse. Suller82  has refused to do military service. I visited him. Filosofov has died.83 Sonya is enduring her critical period well. Wrote a few insignificant letters.


Thought a lot – in terms of importance – during this time. Much of it I can’t make sense of and have forgotten.


(1) I often wanted to suffer, wanted to be persecuted. This means that I was lazy and didn’t want to work, but wanted others to work for me, thereby causing me distress, while I only had to endure it. […]


(6) Beautiful women smile, and we think that because they smile, what they say when they smile is true and good. But a smile often seasons something that has quite gone off.


(7) Education. One has only to be involved in education to see all one’s own shortcomings. And having seen them you begin to corrrect them. And self-correction is also the best means of educating one’s own and other people’s children and grown-ups.


I’ve just read a letter from Škarvan, who says that medical aid doesn’t seem to him a good thing, and that the prolonging of many empty lives for many hundreds of years is far less important than the weakest fanning – blowing, as he writes – of the spark of divine love in another person’s heart. It’s just in this blowing that the whole art of education lies. And in order to kindle the spark in others, you must kindle it in yourself. […]




[23 December] Masha is at Ilya’s, a nice letter from her today. Today is 23 December, Moscow. Haven’t written my diary for a long time. During this time the Chertkovs arrived. It’s two days since Kenworthy arrived. He’s very pleasant. My son Seryozha has arrived – sad and thinner. He talked about his theory today. I’m glad that I only felt sorry for him. I got on well with him. Andryusha has joined the army. Today the soldier came home. He’s good-natured and unaffected. Continued to write my exposition84 – I’m making progress. I think on and off about a drama.85 It went round and round in my head all last night. I’m unwell – a heavy cold, influenza. Apropos of a letter to me from an Englishman I also began a letter about the conflict between England and America.86 […]





24 December, Moscow I.I.A Yesterday I received an open letter to the papers from the socialist Spielhagen on behalf of Drozhzhin.87




Notes


1 Tolstoy and his daughter Tatyana were guests of the Olsufyevs from 1 to 18 January.


2 See 1894, Note 62. Sonya objected to Tolstoy being brought down to the level of the ‘Tolstoyans’ by being photographed with them.


3 Master and Man.


4 D. A. Olsufyev, one of the Olsufyev sons.


5 M. A. Olsufyev, another son, to whom Tatyana was attracted.


6 A. P. Sergeyenko, a writer and frequent visitor at the Tolstoys’. His books included How Count Tolstoy Lives and Works and Tolstoy and his Contemporaries. He also published three volumes of Tolstoy’s letters.


7 In a speech of 17 January 1895 Nicholas II referred to discussions about the possible participation of the zemstva in government affairs as ‘senseless dreams’, and made it clear that he intended to uphold the principle of autocracy no less firmly than his father. On the initiative of D. I. Shakhovskoy, a meeting was organised of members of the liberal intelligentsia at which Tolstoy was present, but he refused to write a statement of protest against the Tsar’s speech for publication abroad.


8 The cause of the storm, which presumably led to the page being torn out, was Tolstoy’s opposition to his wife’s publishing his new story Master and Man in her edition of his works in view of his renunciation of copyright, and his offer of the story free of charge to the Northern Herald.


9 Tolstoy eventually agreed to let his wife publish Master and Man, but also to allow the Northern Herald and The Intermediary to publish it simultaneously without charge.


10 His Three Fables were published at the invitation of the president of the Society of Lovers of Russian Literature in an anthology issued by the Society in 1895.


11 I. I. Gorbunov-Posadov.


12 Goltsev brought a petition from 114 public figures in Petersburg and Moscow asking the Tsar to grant freedom of the press, but Tolstoy refused to sign it because of his views on non-participation in government affairs.


13 Tolstoy had read a newspaper account of the disorderly behaviour of the students who were celebrating the 75th anniversary of the founding of Petersburg University.


14 A. A. Škarvan, a Slovak doctor, who sympathised with Tolstoy’s views, refused to serve as a military doctor on conscientious grounds, and was later imprisoned and deprived of his medical diploma. M. V. Alyokhin, a landscape painter and one of three brothers who were all ‘Tolstoyans’, wished to pay allegiance to the new Tsar, but not to swear an oath. It is not known why Biryukov was fined.


15 Goryushin was a university student with social democratic sympathies; Pavel Petrovich Kandidov was employed at the time as a coach to Tolstoy’s young sons and also acted as his wife’s secretary in connection with her edition of Tolstoy’s works.


16 Tolstoy’s son Lev was a patient at the time in Ogranovich’s sanatorium near Zvenigorod.


17 Tolstoy’s youngest son Ivan died of scarlet fever shortly before his seventh birthday.


18 Probably A. N. Dunayev.


19 Eugen Heinrich Schmitt was an Austrian writer who shared many of Tolstoy’s ethical beliefs and hoped to systematise them. He translated some of Tolstoy’s articles into German and wrote a book about him (Letters, II, 515). Tolstoy wrote to him to propose founding an international Intermediary which would publish, perhaps in Switzerland, a series of cheap books and pamphlets in four European languages (see letter to Khilkov in Letters, II, 515). Nothing came of the project.


20 Of the stories listed, Who is Right? (a story about the famine), Notes of a Mother, and the projected novel about the settlers and the Bashkirs were abandoned. The Devil in Hell eventually appeared as the legend The Destruction of Hell and its Rebuilding. The Coupon (The Forged Coupon) was finished in 1904. The story about Alexander I was finished in 1905 and entitled The Posthumous Notes of the Elder Fyodor Kuzmich. The drama referred to is The Light Shineth in Darkness.


21 Vladimir Solovyov’s The Principle of Punishment from the Moral Point of View in the Herald of Europe, 1895, No. 3.


22 N. T. Izyumchenko, the son of a peasant, was sentenced to two years in a disciplinary battalion as a conscientious objector, and Tolstoy and his wife visited him in a transit prison in Moscow. Khoklov was a patient in a psychiatric hospital.


23 Leskov, who had died in February 1895, left clear instructions in his will about how he was to be buried, and Tolstoy followed his example in wishing to avoid all ceremonies and speeches.


24 The subject of Tolstoy’s will was later to become a major source of hostility between his wife and Chertkov.


25 Not really a foreword, but a note about Bondarev (1889, Note 174) for inclusion in The Critical-Biographical Dictionary of Russian Writers and Scholars being compiled by the literary historian S. A. Vengerov.


26 Tolstoy’s annotated copy of A. G. Ritchie’s The Ruskin Birthday Book (London, 1883) is in the Yasnaya Polyana library.


27 He did so in his article Senseless Dreams.


28 Nothing came of the idea.


29 Herald of Europe, 1895, No. 4, with Kovalevsky’s essay on Benjamin Constant’s youth, Pypin’s article on Lomonosov and his contemporaries, Solovyov’s article on Tyutchev’s poetry and a story by the Polish writer Eliza Orzeszkowa. There is nothing by Bourget in the journal.


30 The Moscow circuit court, to collect material for Resurrection.


31 T. A. Kuzminskaya.


32 Y. I. Popov.


33 M. L. Tolstaya.


34 Tolsoy’s eldest son was to marry Marya (Manya) Rachinskaya, the daughter of Professor K. A. Rachinsky, director of the Petrovsky Agricultural Academy, in July 1895.


35 Tolstoy went to the Maly Theatre to see an Ostrovsky play with his daughter Alexandra (Sasha) and a young friend of hers.


36 S. N. Tolstoy.


37 I. M. Tregubov, a ‘Tolstoyan’ and author of numerous pamphlets and articles on the Russian sects, later arrested and exiled for his views. He worked for The Intermediary for a time, and corresponded frequently with Tolstoy over the years.


38 Tolstoy and his daughter Marya were guests of the Olsufyevs from 19 to 31 May.


39 Tolstoy had received a copy of a German newspaper which referred to a booklet, Graf Leo Tolstoi, von Anna Seuron (Berlin, 1895). Anna Seuron, a Frenchwoman who had spent five years with the Tolstoys as a governess, had published her memoirs of that period which were considered to be so libellous that it was suggested that Tolstoy should issue a refutation.


40 A reference to Resurrection, and to the daughter of Tolstoy’s old friend L. D. Urusov, on whom Tolstoy modelled Missy Korchagina in the novel.


41 A. M. Olsufyeva.


42 Major-General V. I. Poltoratsky had served with Tolstoy in the Caucasus, and his memoirs were later used by Tolstoy as a source of information on that area when he was writing Hadji Murat.


43 Sonya.


44 Traité des hérétiques by Sébastian Castellion, the Protestant theologian and professor of Greek at Basle.


45 Of his article The Function of Criticism at the Present Time in the Northern Herald, 1895, No. 6.


46 In the same issue of the Northern Herald Tolstoy read an article on the character of Ibsen’s dramas, apropos of Little Eyolf.


47 Mathematics as a Science and its School Surrogates, by V. P. Sheremetyevsky.


48 By George Davis Herron, an American pastor, member of an American community called ‘Christian Commonwealth’ and founder of the Institute of Christian Sociology in the state of Iowa.


49 His reply to Arthur James Balfour’s The Foundations of Belief, 1895, in the form of an article entitled ‘Mr Balfour’s Dialectic’ in the Fortnightly Review, June 1895.


50 The one in English was to an Australian writer, S. A. Rosa, and reaffirmed his belief in Henry George’s solution to the land problem.


51 A defence of cycling as a healthy form of exercise, against an attack on it by a neuropathologist!


52 Strakhov had just been operated on to remove a cancer. He died a few months later.


53 For the court scenes in Resurrection, which Tolstoy had in mind when he wrote earlier in the same entry ‘things are progressing’.


54 By the English philosopher and sociologist Benjamin Kidd, author of Individualism and After, Principles of Western Civilisation and The Science of Power.


55 C. Strempf, the editor of the Stuttgart journal Wahrheit, had sent Tolstoy three issues containing articles by him about Tolstoy’s religious teaching.


56 Letters, II, 522. A letter to The Times on the persecution of the Dukhobors which Tolstoy revised several times before eventually sending it off (see entry for 22 September).


57 Tolstoy is believed to have read about Weismann and his disbelief in the inheritability of acquired characteristics in Kareyev’s book Historico-philosophical and Sociological Studies, Petersburg, 1895.


58 Chekhov had paid his first visit to Yasnaya Polyana the previous month and read the manuscript of Resurrection there, after hearing Tolstoy read it.


59 Biryukov had gone to the Caucasus to get more information about the persecution of the Dukhobors.


60 A letter from Professor M. E. Zdziechowski of Cracow University, who asked for Tolstoy’s opinion about his article, The Religious and Political Ideals of Polish Society, which had been published under a pseudonym in the Northern Herald. Tolstoy’s reply was published by Zdziechowski.


61 Paul Boyer, at the time a lecturer in Russian in Paris and a contributor to Le Temps. His later publications included Chez Tolstoi: Entretiens à Iasnaia Poliana.


62 M. O. Menshikov, a journalist who had at first been attracted by Tolstoy’s ideas, but later turned against him and attacked him in the press (Letters, II, 520).


63 Biryukov’s article on the persecution of Christians in Russia in 1895 and Tolstoy’s own letter (see Note 56) – both of which were published in The Times on 23 October 1895.


64 A reference to Resurrection.


65 A. M. Bodyansky, a Russian landowner who emigrated to Canada in 1899 to live with the Dukhobors, but returned to Russia in 1905 and wrote a book about them. He was later arrested and imprisoned for distributing Tolstoy’s banned works (Letters, II, 675).


66 It is not known who the visitor was.


67 Joseph Edwards, socialist editor of the British publication The Labour Annual.


68 M. A. Schmidt.


69 Policarpo Petrocchi, La religione nelle scuole (Milan, 1895).


70 The original name of Nekhlyudov’s fiancée in Resurrection (eventually Missy Korchagina).


71 In which she asked him to delete all harsh references to her in his diaries.


72 Sonya had been to see Tolstoy’s play which had been banned since 1887, and also the first performance of Taneyev’s musical trilogy Oresteia.


73 The letters to his sons Andryusha and Misha are both translated in Letters, II, 524–6 and 527–32.


74 At Sonya’s request, Tolstoy deleted 45 passages which were sharply critical of her.


75 With a description of Maslova, not Nekhlyudov.


76 I. I. Bochkaryov. He had been arrested and exiled in the 1860s for suspected revolutionary activities, but later became a member of the Tver zemstvo and frequently visited Tolstoy when living in Ovsyannikovo in 1895.


77 K. F. Walz, in charge of scene painting and shifting at the Maly Theatre in Moscow, had visited Yasnaya Polyana on 4 November with his producer to discuss details of the production of The Power of Darkness. It was first produced on 29 November 1895, and Tolstoy attended the dress rehearsal the previous day.


78 M. V. Syaskova, a teacher in the Tolstoy household and later a collaborator on The Intermediary.


79 M. A. Schmidt, who was ill at Ovsyannikovo.


80 In a Russian translation by F. V. Chernigovets.


81 Shame, published with some omissions in the Stock Exchange Gazette in 1895. Corporal punishment was not abolished until 1904.


82 L. A. Sulerzhitsky, an artist and art school contemporary of Tatyana Tolstaya’s, who later became a producer at the Moscow Arts Theatre. He had been confined to a mental hospital in Moscow for refusing to do military service.


83 N. A. Filosofov, father of Sofya Nikolayevna Tolstaya, the wife of Tolstoy’s son Ilya.


84 Christian Teaching.


85 The Light Shineth in Darkness.


86 John Manson had written to ask Tolstoy to express his views on the conflict between Britain and America over the frontiers of Venezuela. Tolstoy replied with an article which was published in the Daily Chronicle on 17 March 1896 under the title Patriotism or Peace? Letter on Venezuela.


87 The German novelist F. Spielhagen had written an ‘open letter’ to Neues Wiener Tageblatt severely criticising Tolstoy’s foreword to Popov’s biography of Drozhzhin on the grounds that it allegedly encouraged the young to resort to civil disobedience.






















1896





23 January, Moscow Haven’t written my diary for exactly a month. During this time I’ve written a letter on patriotism1 and a letter to Crosby, and for about two weeks now I’ve been writing a drama.2 I’ve written three acts very badly. I’m thinking of sketching it out in rough, to give it a charpente [framework]. Haven’t much hope of success. The Chertkovs and Kenworthy left on the 7th. Sonya has gone to Tver to see Andryushka. Nagornov died today. I’m rather unwell again. Noted down during this time:


(1) A true work of art – an infectious one – is only produced when the artist seeks and strives towards a goal. This passion in poetry for depicting what is, stems from the fact that the artist hopes that by seeing clearly and pinning down what is, he will understand the meaning of what is.


(2) In every art there are two aberrations: triviality and artificiality. Between the two there is only a narrow path. And this narrow path is defined by inner drive. Given inner drive and direction, you avoid both dangers. Of the two, the more terrible is artificiality.


(3) It’s impossible to force the mind to understand and comprehend what the heart doesn’t want.


(4) It’s bad when the mind wants to attribute virtuous significance to egotistical strivings.


Kudinenko3 was here, a remarkable man. Suller took the oath and is serving.4 A letter from Makovitsky with an article about the Nazarenes.5




25 January, Moscow The main event of the last two days was the death of Nagornov – death is always new and significant. Thought: they represent death in the theatre. Does it make one ten-thousandth of the impression which the proximity of real death makes?


I’m continuing to write the drama. I’ve written the fourth act. It’s all bad. But it’s beginning to resemble something real.





26 January, Moscow I.I.A I’m alive, but not living. Strakhov. Heard the news of his death today. They buried Nagornov today – and now this news. I lay down to sleep, but couldn’t sleep, and a clear picture came to me of an understanding of life whereby we might feel ourselves to be travellers. Ahead of us lies one and the same station in one and the same, familiar conditions. How can we travel past that station otherwise than eagerly and joyfully, in a friendly and cooperative spirit, without lamenting the fact that we ourselves are going, or that others are going ahead of us, to the place where we shall all be together again, even more so than before?


Today I wrote a post-script to the letter to Crosby. A good letter from Kenworthy. Unpleasantness with Manson.6 He’s a journalist.


[13 February] Haven’t written my diary for almost a month. Today is 13 February, Moscow. Wanted to go to the Olsufyevs’. Sonya wasn’t pleased. I stayed here. There’s a lot of fuss here, and it takes up a lot of time. I settle down late to work and so don’t write much. Managed somehow to finish the fifth act of the drama and took up Resurrection again. I’ve got eleven chapters done and am making a bit of progress. Revised the letter to Crosby. An important event was Strakhov’s death, and as well as that – Davydov’s conversation with the Tsar.7 To my shame I feel glad about this. Ertel’s article about the usefulness of flirting with liberalism and Spielhagen’s letter about the same thing irritate me.8 But I shouldn’t and musn’t write – there’s no time. Letters from Sopotsko and Zdziechowski about Orthodoxy and Catholicism irritate me from a different aspect, but I probably won’t write.9 And then yesterday there was a letter from Grinevich’s mother about the religious education of children.10 Something must be done about it. At least, I must make every effort to do something. A great deal of music – useless. The girls – especially Masha – are weak. Will she manage to get over it somehow? I don’t give them enough guidance. They need to be helped. The boys are alien to me. With regard to religion, I’ve been very cold all this time. Thought during this time:


[…]


(3) The possibility of killing oneself is a freedom given to people. God didn’t want slaves in this life, but free workers. If you stay on in this life, it means that conditions are favourable for you. If they are favourable – then work. But if you want to escape from the conditions here and kill yourself, you will be offered the same conditions again in the next life. So there is nowhere to escape to. It would be good to write a story about the experiences in this life of a man who had killed himself in a previous one: how, when running up against the same demands made on him in the other life, he comes to the realisation that he must fulfil them. And in this life he would be more intelligent than other people, remembering the lesson he had had. […]





Today is 27 February, Nikolskoye I’m getting on with the drama. It’s going very sluggishly. I don’t even know whether I’m making any progress. Some moderately discontented letters from Sonya in Moscow. But I feel very well here – the main thing is the quietness. I’ve been reading Trilby11 – poor. Wrote letters to Chertkov, Schmitt and Kenworthy. Read Corneille.12 Edifying. I’ve been thinking:


(1) I once noted that there are two kinds of art. I’ve been thinking about it now and can find no clear way of expressing my idea. At that time I used to think that there is an art, as it has rightly been defined, which derives from play, from the need of every creature to play. The play of a calf is jumping, the play of a man – a symphony, picture, poem or novel. This is one kind of art – the art of playing and inventing new games, performing old ones and making up new ones. This is a good, useful and valuable thing because it increases the joys of man. But understandably one can only engage in play when one is well fed. Likewise society can only engage in art when all its members are well fed. And until its members are well fed, there can be no real art. But there will be an art of the overfed, a misshapen one, and an art of the hungry – crude and pitiful – as is the case now. And so with this first kind of art – play – only that art is valuable which is accessible to all, and increases the joys of all. If this is so, it is not a bad thing, especially if it does not require an increase of the labour of the oppressed, as happens now. (This could and should be better expressed.)13


But there is another kind of art also which evokes in people better and higher feelings.


I’ve just written what I’ve said many times, and I think it’s not true.


There is only one kind of art, and it consists in increasing innocent joys, common and accessible to all – the good of man. A fine building, a gay picture, a song or a story produces a little good; the awakening of a religious feeling of love of the good brought about by a drama, a painting or singing produces a great good.


(2) What I also thought about art is that nowhere else is conservatism so harmful as in art.


Art is one of the manifestations of man’s spiritual life, and so, just as if an animal is alive, it breathes and secretes the products of its breathing, so, if mankind is alive, it manifests the activity of art. And so at any given moment it must be contemporary – art of our time. One only needs to know whereabouts it is (it isn’t in the music, poetry and novels of the Decadents). But it must be sought not in the past, but in the present. People who wish to show themselves to be connoisseurs of art and who therefore praise the art of the past – classical art – and abuse the contemporary, only show by this that they have no feeling for art. […]


(7) Today at dinner there was talk about a boy with vicious inclinations who had been expelled from school, and about how good it would be to commit him to a reformatory. This is exactly what a man does who has lived a bad life, injurious to his health, and who, when sickness overtakes him, turns to a doctor to be cured, never thinking that his sickness is a beneficial indication to him that his whole life is bad and that he ought to change it. It’s the same with the sickness of our society. All the sick members of this society fail to remind us that the whole life of our society is wrong and ought to be changed, but we think that for every such sick member, there is or ought to be an institution ridding us of this member or even reforming him. Nothing hinders the progress of mankind so much as this false belief. The more sick society is, the more institutions there are for treating the symptoms, and the less concern for changing its entire life. […]




Today is 2 May, Yasnaya Polyana Haven’t written my diary for nearly two months. I was living in Moscow all that time. Important events: a closer acquaintance with the scribe Novikov14 who changed his life as a result of my books which his brother, a man-servant, received from his mistress abroad. A spirited young man. Then his other brother, a worker, asked for What I Believe, and Tanya sent it to Kholevinskaya. Kholevinskaya was taken to prison. The prosecutor said they ought to have laid hands on me. All this taken together made me write letters to the ministers of Internal Affairs and Justice, asking them to direct their persecutions towards me instead. All this time I’ve been getting on with my exposition of religious belief.15 Made little progress. Chertkov has been. Posha has been and gone. Relations with people have been good. I’ve given up riding my bicycle. I’m surprised how I could have been so infatuated. Heard Wagner’s Siegfried.16 Many thoughts about this and other things. Noted down twenty in all in my notebook.


Another important event – the work of Afrikan Spir.17 I’ve just read through what I wrote in the beginning of this exercise book: essentially nothing but a brief exposition of Spir’s whole philosophy, which I not only hadn’t read then, but of which I hadn’t even the slightest notion. It’s astonishing how this work illuminated from various sides and confirmed my thoughts about the meaning of life. The essence of his teaching is that there are no things, only our impressions, which appear to us as objects in our conception of them. Our conception (Vorstellung) has the faculty of believing in the existence of objects. This derives from the fact that the faculty of thinking consists in ascribing to impressions an objectivity, a substance and a projection of them in space.





5 May Andryusha and Misha are in the village again. There’s the same general mood of despair. And I’m sad. The only reason is: a high moral demand is made. In its name, everything beneath it is rejected. But it isn’t followed. Fifteen years ago I offered to give away the greater part of my property and to live in four rooms. Then they would have had an ideal. Now they have none. They see that the one their mother proposes – being comme il faut – won’t stand up to criticism, and mine is made fun of in front of them – and they are glad. The only thing left is pleasure. That’s what they live for. It’s impossible to live without an ideal – even a very low ambitious one, even a selfish ideal.


Rode past Gill’s today, and thought: no undertaking is profitable with only a little capital. The more capital, the more profitable; the fewer expenses. But it doesn’t follow at all from that that, as Marx says, capitalism leads to socialism. Perhaps it will do, but only to socialism by force. The workers will be compelled to work together and they will work less and their pay will be more, but there will be the same slavery. It’s necessary that people should work together in freedom, should learn to work for one another, but capitalism doesn’t teach them that. On the contrary, it teaches them envy, greed – egoism. And so, while the material condition of the workers can be improved through forcible association brought about by capitalism, their contentment certainly cannot be guaranteed. Contentment can only be guaranteed through the free association of workers. And for that, it’s necessary to learn, to try to come together, to improve oneself morally – to serve people willingly without being offended at getting no reward. And this certainly can’t be learned under a capitalist, competitive system, but only under a completely different one.


I’m sleeping alone downstairs.




Today is 9 May, Yasnaya Polyana […] The family have gone away, some to the coronation, some to Sweden.18 We are alone – Masha and I. She has a sore throat. I’m well.





Today is 16 May already, Yasnaya Polyana Morning. I can’t get on with my exposition of religious belief. It’s unclear, too philosophical; and I’m spoiling the good things that were in it. I’m thinking of starting it all over again or making a break and working on the story or the drama.19 N. N. Ivanov20 has been. It was a difficult examination in love. I only got through it on the surface, and badly at that. If the examiner had put me through it well and truly, I would have failed shamefully. A splendid article by Menshikov, ‘The Mistakes of Fear’.21 What joy. I could almost die – indeed I could die. And yet it always seems there is still something more that needs doing. Do it, and it will be seen in the next world, and if you are no longer fit for work, you will be replaced and another person sent, and you will be sent to do some other work. If only one could keep on advancing in one’s work. Sonya has gone to Moscow to see about her tooth. It’s difficult for her to find any life without the children. The main thing is that I get in her way. […]





17 May, Yasnaya Polyana […] I’ll now write out the twenty-one points from my notebook: […]


(2) Read about Granovsky.22 In our literature it’s customary to say that in the reign of Nicholas, conditions were such that great thoughts could not arise (Granovsky complains about this, and others too). But in fact there were no real thoughts. It’s all self-deceit. If all the Granovskys, Belinskys and others had had anything to say, they would have said it, despite all the obstacles. Herzen is the proof of that. He went abroad. And despite his enormous talent, what did he say that was new or necessary?


All these Granovskys, Belinskys, Chernyshevskys and Dobrolyubovs who have been promoted to the stature of great men ought to thank the government and the censorship, without which they would have been the most insignificant feuilletonists. Perhaps there actually was something real in them, in Belinsky, Granovsky and others unknown, but they suppressed it all because they imagined that they had to serve society within the forms of social life, and not serve God by professing the truth and preaching it without any concern for the forms of social life. Given the content, the forms will come about of themselves. People who act like this, i.e. who accommodate their striving for truth to existing forms of society, are like a creature which has been given wings to fly, unconscious of all obstacles, and which uses these wings to help itself to walk. Such a creature would not reach its goal – any obstacle would stop it and damage its wings. And then the creature would complain that it had been held back, and would say sadly (like Granovsky) that it would have gone far if it hadn’t been held back by obstacles. The qualities of true spiritual activity are such that it cannot be held back. If it is, it means that it isn’t real. […]


(7) Christian truth, they say, can’t be proved, it must be believed; as if it were easier to be convinced of the truthfulness of the nonsensical than of the reasonable. Why deprive Christianity of the power to convince? Why? […]


(14) The article about art23 must begin with a discussion of the fact that, say, for a picture which cost the artist 1,000 working days, people pay 40,000 working days: for an opera or a novel even more. And some people say of these works that they are splendid, others that they are no good at all. And there is no indisputable criterion. There is no such disagreement about water, food, or good deeds. Why is that? […]


(2) The chief purpose of art, if there is art and if it has a purpose, is to manifest and express the truth about man’s soul, to express those secrets which can’t be expressed in simple words. That is the origin of art. Art is a microscope which the artist fixes on the secrets of his soul, and shows to people these secrets which are common to all. […]


(27) Katyusha, even after her resurrection, has periods when she smiles in a sly or idle manner, as though she has forgotten all she previously considered true, and is simply happy and wants to live.24 […]


(31) Read about the coronation and was horrified at the deliberate deceiving of people.25 In particular the regalia. […]





28 May, Yasnaya Polyana 12 o’clock noon. For several days I’ve been struggling with my work and making no progress. I’m asleep. I wanted to finish it off somehow in rough,26 but I just can’t. I’m in a bad frame of mind, aggravated by the emptiness, the barren, self-satisfied, cold emptiness of the life around me. I’ve been to Pirogovo during this time. A most joyful impression: my brother Sergey has undoubtedly had a spiritual transformation. He has himself formulated the essence of my faith (and evidently recognises it as true for himself): to exalt in ourselves the spiritual essence and subordinate to it the animal. He has a miracle-working icon, and has been troubled by his uncertain attitude towards it. The girls are very good – they take life seriously. Masha has been infected by them. Then Salomon was here. Also Taneyev, who disgusts me with his self-satisfied, moral and, ridiculous to say, aesthetic (real, not outward) obtuseness and his coq du village situation in our house. It’s an examination for me. I’m trying not to fail.27


A terrible event in Moscow – the death of 3,000.28 I somehow can’t respond to it as I should. I’m still unwell – getting weaker. In Pirogovo there was a harness-maker, an intelligent man. Yesterday there was a worker from Tula, intelligent, and, I think, a revolutionary. Today a pathetic seminarist. Work is making very, very slow progress. Letters, rather boring because they require polite answers. Wrote to Bondarev, Posha and someone else. Yes, an officer, Dunin-Barkovsky, has also been. I think I was useful to him.29 Wonderful notes by Škarvan.30 A letter yesterday from poor Suller whom they have driven away to the Persian frontier in the hope that he will die there. Help him, God. And don’t forget me. Give me life, life – i.e. let me serve Thee consciously and joyfully. Thought during this time:


(1) It’s surprising how many people see some insoluble problem in evil. I’ve never seen any problem in it. It’s completely clear to me now that what we call evil is the good whose effect we can’t yet see.


(2) The poetry of Mallarmé31 and others. We, who don’t understand it, say boldly that it’s nonsense, that it’s poetry which has wandered off into a blind alley. But why, when we listen to music which is incomprehensible and equally nonsensical, don’t we boldly say the same thing, instead of timidly saying: yes, maybe. It needs to be understood, one must prepare oneself, etc. That’s nonsense. Any work of art is only a work of art when it’s comprehensible – I don’t say to everyone, but to people on a certain level of education, the level of a man who reads poetry and judges it. This reasoning brought me to the quite definite conclusion that music lost its way and wandered off into a blind alley sooner than other arts (decadence in poetry and symbolism, etc. in painting). And the person who made it lose its way was the brilliant musician Beethoven. Very important: the authorities and the people devoid of aesthetic feeling who judge art. Goethe? Shakespeare? Everything that goes under their names is bound to be good, and on se bât les flancs [does one’s uttermost] in order to find something beautiful in the stupid and unsuccessful, and taste is completely perverted. But all these great talents – the Goethes, Shakespeares, Beethovens, Michelangelos produced side by side with beautiful things not merely mediocre, but repulsive ones as well. Mediocre artists produce mediocre quality work, and never anything very bad. But recognised geniuses produce either really great works, or absolute rubbish: Shakespeare, Goethe, Beethoven, Bach, etc. […]




I think it’s 6 June, Yasnaya Polyana The main thing: during this time I’ve made progress in my work, and am still progressing. I’m writing about sins,32 and the whole work is clear to me right to the end. Finished reading Spir. Splendid. Three methods for the economic progress of mankind: the abolition of the ownership of land according to Henry George; a tax on inheritance, which would hand over accumulated wealth to society, if not in the first generation, then in the second; and a similar tax on wealth, on an excess of income over 1,000 roubles a family, or 200 roubles a person.


The Chertkovs came today. Galya is very nice.33 The day before yesterday there was a police-spy here who admitted that he had been sent to keep an eye on me. It was both pleasant and nasty.34 […]





Today is 9 June, Yasnaya Polyana […] This is the people’s religion: There is a God, and there are gods and saints (Christ came to earth, as a peasant said to me today, to teach people how to pray and to whom). The gods and the saints work miracles, have power over the flesh and do heroic deeds and good works. But people only need to know how to pray and to whom. People can’t do good works, they can only pray. That is their whole faith. […]





19 June, Yasnaya Polyana All this time I’ve been feeling weak and sleeping badly. Yesterday Posha came. He spoke well about Khodynka, but wrote badly about it.35  Our very idle, luxurious life oppresses me. Zlinchenko36 came. He’s alien to me. He’s young, and doesn’t understand in the same way as I do what he understands, but agrees with me about everything. Finished the rough draft on 13 June.37 I’ve been revising it now, but am working very little. Seryozha is here, and is pitiful and depressing. Twice struggled with myself, and successfully. If only it were always so!


I went out one evening beyond the Zakaz wood and wept with joyful gratitude – for life. I have very vivid pictures of life in Samara: the steppe, the struggle between the nomadic patriarchal way of life and the civilised, agricultural one. It draws me very much. Koni’s story wasn’t born inside me. That’s why it’s going so slowly. Thought: (1) Something very important about art: What is beauty? Beauty is what we love. I don’t love him because he’s beautiful, but he’s beautiful because I love him. That’s just the problem: why is he loved? Why do we love? To say that we love a thing because it’s beautiful is just the same as saying that we breathe because the air is pleasant. We find the air pleasant because we have to breathe. And similarly we discover beauty because we have to love: and the person who can’t see spiritual beauty, at least sees physical beauty and loves it.





19 July, Pirogovo Today is 19 July. I’m at Pirogovo. Arrived the day before yesterday with Tanya and Chertkov. A spiritual revolution has certainly taken place in Seryozha; he admits it himself, saying that he was born a few months ago. I’m very glad to be with him. I’ve endured much hardship at home during this time. Lord, Father, release me from my vile body. […]


During this time I’ve made progress with The Exposition of Religious Belief. It’s far from what is needed and what I want, and is quite inaccessible to the ordinary person and the child, but still it expresses everything I know coherently and logically. During this time I also wrote a foreword to the reading of the Gospels38  and marked off passages in the Gospels. Had some visitors: Englishmen, Americans, no one of importance.


I’ll write out what I noted down:


(1) Yesterday I walked through a black-earth, fallow field which had been ploughed up again. As far as the eye could see there was nothing but black earth – not one green blade of grass. And there on the edge of the dusty grey road was a Tatar thistle (burdock) with three shoots: one was broken, and a dirty white flower hung from it; the second was also broken and spattered with mud, black and with a cracked and dirty stem; the third shoot stuck out to the side, also black, but still alive and red in the middle. It reminded me of Hadji Murat. I’d like to write about it. It fights for life till the end and, alone in the middle of the whole field, somehow manages to win the fight.39


(2) He’s good at languages and mathematics, quick to understand and to answer, can sing, draw accurately and beautifully and write similarly, but he has no moral or artistic feeling and therefore nothing of his own. […]


(8) Yesterday I looked through the novels, stories and poems of Fet. I remembered our incessant piano music for four hands at Yasnaya Polyana, and it became so clear to me that all this – novels, poems, and music – was not art in the sense of something important and necessary to people generally, but the wanton play of robbers and parasites who have nothing in common with life: novels and stories about nasty love affairs, poems about the same thing, or about people dying of boredom. And also music about the same thing. But life, the whole of life, is seething with its own problems about food, accommodation, work, belief, relations between people … It’s shameful and vile. Help me, Father, to serve Thee by showing up this lie.


(9) I was coming back from the Chertkovs on 5 July. Evening time and beauty, happiness, and goodness in everything. But in the world of men? Greed, malice, envy, cruelty, lust, dissipation. [Five or six words erased.] When will it be with men as it is with nature. In nature there is struggle, but it’s honest, simple and beautiful. But with men it’s base. I know it and hate it because I am a man myself. (It’s no good.) […] 
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