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Fyodor Dostoyevsky's 'Notes from Underground & The House of the Dead' stands as a groundbreaking work in the realm of Russian literature. This collection of two novellas delves deep into the psychological complexities of the human condition and the societal structures that shape them. In 'Notes from Underground,' Dostoyevsky explores the themes of alienation, existentialism, and the struggle for individuality in a world driven by rationality. 'The House of the Dead' shifts focus to the harsh realities of life in a Siberian labor camp, offering a raw and unflinching portrayal of human suffering and redemption. Dostoyevsky's narrative style is marked by introspective monologues, philosophical musings, and intricate character studies that reveal the inner turmoil of his protagonists. The juxtaposition of these two works showcases the author's versatility and depth of insight into the human psyche. Dostoyevsky, a former political prisoner himself, drew on his own experiences of hardship, poverty, and spiritual crisis to create these masterpieces of Russian literature. His profound understanding of human nature and his ability to convey the complexities of the human soul make 'Notes from Underground & The House of the Dead' a must-read for anyone seeking to explore the depths of the human condition. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A comprehensive Introduction outlines these selected works' unifying features, themes, or stylistic evolutions. - The Author Biography highlights personal milestones and literary influences that shape the entire body of writing. - A Historical Context section situates the works in their broader era—social currents, cultural trends, and key events that underpin their creation. - A concise Synopsis (Selection) offers an accessible overview of the included texts, helping readers navigate plotlines and main ideas without revealing critical twists. - A unified Analysis examines recurring motifs and stylistic hallmarks across the collection, tying the stories together while spotlighting the different work's strengths. - Reflection questions inspire deeper contemplation of the author's overarching message, inviting readers to draw connections among different texts and relate them to modern contexts. - Lastly, our hand‐picked Memorable Quotes distill pivotal lines and turning points, serving as touchstones for the collection's central themes.
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In Robert Louis Stevenson's 'The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde', the reader is taken on a thrilling journey through the dark alleys of Victorian England. Through a unique mix of gothic horror and psychological suspense, Stevenson explores the duality of human nature, presenting the titular characters as two sides of the same coin. The narrative unfolds in a mysterious and chilling tone, culminating in a shocking revelation that challenges the reader's perception of good and evil. Stevenson's masterful storytelling and rich descriptions immerse the reader in a world where morality and scientific experimentation collide. The novella's exploration of identity and the consequences of unchecked desires remains a timeless and thought-provoking theme in literature. Robert Louis Stevenson's own experiences with illness and personal struggles likely influenced his creation of such a complex and enigmatic tale. 'The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde' is a must-read for those interested in psychological fiction and the darker aspects of human nature, offering a gripping and unforgettable reading experience. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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Joseph Conrad's 'The Secret Agent' is a gripping tale of espionage and terrorism set in London during the late 19th century. The novel explores themes of political violence, anarchy, and the nature of betrayal, all depicted with Conrad's signature psychological insight and vivid prose. Written in a dark and foreboding tone, 'The Secret Agent' is a classic work of literature that delves into the complexities of human nature in extreme circumstances, making it a compelling read for those interested in psychological thrillers and political intrigue. The narrative is carefully woven with multiple perspectives, creating a sense of tension and mystery that keeps readers engaged until the very end. Conrad's use of moral ambiguity and deep introspection sets this novel apart in the canon of English literature. Joseph Conrad, himself a former sailor with a deep understanding of human psychology, drew upon his own experiences and observations to craft 'The Secret Agent'. His background in maritime adventures and exposure to different cultures informed his writing style, which is characterized by rich symbolism and intricate character development. Conrad's unique perspective on the complexities of the human psyche shines through in 'The Secret Agent', adding depth and richness to the narrative. I highly recommend 'The Secret Agent' to readers who enjoy thought-provoking narratives that delve into the darker aspects of human nature. Conrad's masterful storytelling and insightful commentary on society make this novel a timeless classic that continues to resonate with readers today. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In Émile Zola's novel, Theresa Raquin, readers are thrown into the depths of human passion and the consequences of destructive relationships. Set in 19th-century France, this dark and psychological tale follows the life of Theresa, a young woman trapped in a loveless marriage, leading her into a downward spiral of deceit and murder. Zola's naturalistic style brilliantly captures the raw emotions and moral degradation of his characters, making this novel a haunting exploration of human nature and societal constraints. The vivid descriptions and keen observations on human behavior make this book a classic in French literature and a masterpiece of psychological fiction. Zola delves deep into the psyche of his characters, revealing the darker aspects of human nature with unflinching honesty and insight. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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Fyodor Dostoyevsky's 'Notes from the Underground & Other Tales' is a literary masterpiece that delves into the psychological depths of the human mind. The book is a collection of seven titles in one edition, showcasing Dostoyevsky's unique writing style characterized by introspection, existential themes, and profound character development. The stories in this collection offer a glimpse into the darker aspects of human nature, exploring themes of alienation, desperation, and the struggle for identity in a turbulent society. Dostoyevsky's use of first-person narrative adds a sense of intimacy and immediacy, drawing the reader into the complex inner world of his characters. Fyodor Dostoyevsky, known for his deep psychological insight and literary craftsmanship, drew inspiration from his own tumultuous life experiences to write 'Notes from the Underground & Other Tales'. His personal struggles with poverty, addiction, and political exile are reflected in the existential dilemmas faced by the characters in his stories. Dostoyevsky's profound understanding of human nature and his ability to capture the complexities of the human psyche have earned him a lasting legacy as one of the greatest Russian writers of all time. I highly recommend 'Notes from the Underground & Other Tales' to readers who are interested in exploring the depths of the human soul through thought-provoking and introspective literature. Dostoyevsky's timeless tales continue to resonate with readers today, offering profound insights into the human condition and the complexities of existence. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A comprehensive Introduction outlines these selected works' unifying features, themes, or stylistic evolutions. - The Author Biography highlights personal milestones and literary influences that shape the entire body of writing. - A Historical Context section situates the works in their broader era—social currents, cultural trends, and key events that underpin their creation. - A concise Synopsis (Selection) offers an accessible overview of the included texts, helping readers navigate plotlines and main ideas without revealing critical twists. - A unified Analysis examines recurring motifs and stylistic hallmarks across the collection, tying the stories together while spotlighting the different work's strengths. - Reflection questions inspire deeper contemplation of the author's overarching message, inviting readers to draw connections among different texts and relate them to modern contexts. - Lastly, our hand‐picked Memorable Quotes distill pivotal lines and turning points, serving as touchstones for the collection's central themes.
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    A single desperate act shatters the fragile boundary between rational calculation and moral consequence. Crime and Punishment draws the reader into the charged interior world of a young man who imagines that superior reasoning can excuse a grave transgression. Set against the oppressive heat and crowded alleys of St. Petersburg, the novel compels us to inhabit a conscience tested to its limits, where every heartbeat is an argument and every footstep echoes with dread. From its opening pages, it entwines philosophical inquiry with palpable suspense, inviting us to contemplate not only what a person does, but what it becomes in the aftermath of choice.

Fyodor Dostoyevsky wrote Crime and Punishment in 1865–1866, and it appeared in 1866 as a serialized novel in the Russian periodical The Russian Messenger. Composed during a period of economic strain and intellectual ferment, the book distills the author’s acute observations of urban poverty and moral debate into a narrative of relentless urgency. Dostoyevsky, already known in Russia for earlier work, turned decisively here toward an intense examination of motive and responsibility. The serial form sharpened its momentum, each installment pressing deeper into crisis and reflection while capturing the attention of a rapidly modernizing readership. Its setting in the imperial capital, with its tenements, taverns, and courtrooms, grounds the drama in recognizable life.

At the center stands Rodion Raskolnikov, an impoverished former student in St. Petersburg who tests a chilling theory by committing a violent crime. The novel follows his fevered consciousness as he seeks to justify what he has done, even as suspicion closes in and the ordinary rhythms of city life turn uncanny. An astute investigator, anxious family members, and a young woman marked by hardship cross his path, each complicating his certainty. Without disclosing outcomes, it is enough to note that the plot moves through cat-and-mouse exchanges, ethical confrontations, and sleepless wanderings that mirror a mind at war with itself.

The novel emerges from mid-nineteenth-century Russia, a society unsettled by rapid change. After the Emancipation of the Serfs in 1861, cities swelled, social ranks shifted, and new doctrines of utility, material progress, and radical skepticism circulated among students and writers. Dostoyevsky engages these ideas not as abstractions but as provocations that shape choices on the street and in the cramped rooms his characters inhabit. Raskolnikov’s argument with the world is thus also an argument with contemporary theories about the value of human life, the legitimacy of extraordinary individuals, and the extent to which ends might justify means.

As a classic, Crime and Punishment owes its standing to a singular fusion of philosophical novel, psychological study, and suspense narrative. Dostoyevsky renders inner life with a clarity that feels both intimate and unsettling, while orchestrating scenes of interrogation and chance encounter with the precision of a thriller. The city functions as an extension of consciousness, its bridges, stairwells, and marketplaces mirroring moral thresholds and reversals. This compositional daring expanded the possibilities of the novel, demonstrating that an inquiry into ethics could proceed at the pace of a chase, without surrendering ambiguity or the dignity of complex character.

Themes of guilt, conscience, pride, alienation, and compassion interlace throughout the book. Raskolnikov’s reasoning pits abstract calculation against the stubborn claim that every person counts beyond measure, and the results are as social as they are psychological. The novel probes poverty, humiliation, and the yearning for dignity, while questioning whether intellectual systems can account for the weight of suffering. It asks how far a person can fragment themselves—into cold logic on one side and troubled feeling on the other—before the split becomes unbearable. In that tension, Dostoyevsky maps territories of responsibility that extend beyond law into the fabric of community.

Dostoyevsky’s craft intensifies these concerns through voice and form. Shifting focalization and charged dialogue allow conflicting perspectives to collide on the page, producing what later critics, notably Mikhail Bakhtin, described as a polyphony of moral positions. Dreams, fevers, and recurring images—oppressive heat, clamor, narrow hallways—externalize mental strain without reducing it to mere symptom. The prose thrusts forward in nervous surges, yet pauses for scenes of startling tenderness or grim comedy. Such modulation ensures that the philosophical questions arise organically from lived experience, and that ideas are tested in action rather than asserted from a lectern.

The novel’s influence radiates across modern literature and genre traditions. Its exploration of the criminal mind helped shape the psychological thriller and informed later depictions of interrogation, pursuit, and self-scrutiny. Writers engaged with existential doubt and urban estrangement have drawn from its techniques and preoccupations, adapting its intimate scrutiny of motive to new settings and eras. Echoes of its cat-and-mouse exchanges, ethical paradoxes, and claustrophobic streetscape appear in works by authors of the European avant-garde and beyond, as well as in crime fiction and film that locate suspense not only in action but in conscience.

From its first appearance, Crime and Punishment commanded attention, and it has remained a touchstone in classrooms, private reading, and public debate. The novel has been widely translated, each version striving to convey its urgency and tonal shifts to new audiences. It continues to inspire stage and screen adaptations, which return to its concentrated scenes and interior storms for dramatic power. Scholarly discussions persist across languages, focusing on its structure, ethics, and portrayal of the metropolis. That ongoing conversation is itself evidence of the book’s density: it yields fresh angles without exhausting its core dilemmas.

To approach this novel is to enter a chamber where thought and action reverberate. The narrative invites close attention to gesture, setting, and cadence, because the smallest hesitation can signal an upheaval within. The pace accelerates through conversations that feel like chess matches and through nocturnal wanderings that blur certainty. Yet the book is not an exercise in abstraction. It anchors debate in faces and voices, rendering each character’s standpoint with care. Readers who follow its argument will find themselves weighing competing claims about justice and mercy, responsibility and circumstance, without being told where to rest the scales.

The surrounding cast intensifies the novel’s social vision. A family’s precarious hopes, a compassionate young woman navigating coercive economies, opportunists who trade in desperation, and a wily investigator skilled in psychological pressure all stand within the same city and legal framework. Through them, the book examines how institutions, markets, and private conscience intersect, and how power circulates in gestures as much as decrees. Scenes of lodging-house gossip, bargaining, and formal questioning reveal a society negotiating its values in real time. These interactions ground the philosophical tensions in daily survival, giving them a density that abstract debate could never supply.

Crime and Punishment endures because it captures ongoing conflicts: the temptation to justify harm in the name of an idea, the ache of inequality, the anxiety of being seen and judged, and the longing to be understood. In an age that still wrestles with utilitarian arguments, social precarity, and the psychology of transgression, Dostoyevsky’s novel remains a testing ground for our moral language. Its energy comes from refusing easy verdicts while refusing indifference. By compelling us to feel the stakes of choice, it secures its classic status—not as a museum piece, but as a companion to contemporary conscience.
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    Crime and Punishment, a novel by Fyodor Dostoyevsky first published in 1866 in serial form, is set in St. Petersburg and follows Rodion Raskolnikov, an impoverished former student. In airless rooms and crowded streets, he struggles with hunger, pride, and a radical idea about moral exceptionalism. The city’s oppressive heat and noise mirror his agitation as he withdraws from friends and prospects. He wonders whether certain extraordinary individuals might be entitled to transgress ordinary laws for a greater good. This speculative logic, intertwined with resentment at social inequities, becomes the lens through which he measures himself and the world around him.

Raskolnikov’s material deprivation intensifies his isolation. He lives in a small garret, evading his landlady and pawning meager possessions. A letter from his widowed mother announces that his sister, Dunya, is engaged to Pyotr Luzhin, a prosperous man whose proposal promises security for the family but raises ethical and emotional concerns. In a tavern he meets Marmeladov, a ruined clerk who describes the misery of his household and the sacrifices of his daughter, Sonya. These encounters sharpen Raskolnikov’s sense of social injustice while also feeding a private arrogance. He oscillates between compassion and contempt, preparing, almost in spite of himself, for a decisive act.

Fixated on his theory that exceptional individuals may overstep the law for humanity’s benefit, he selects a pawnbroker as a target he deems parasitic. He rehearses routes, tools, and timing, convincing himself that a bold deed could free him and aid others. When opportunity aligns with his feverish calculations, he commits the crime. Yet the act is neither clean nor ennobling; it unfolds amid confusion, noise, and shock. Instead of liberation, he experiences disorientation and dread, carrying away not triumph but the first tremors of psychological collapse. The deed creates ripples he cannot anticipate, tightening around him in the days that follow.

Afterward, illness overtakes him. Fever and delirium fragment his perceptions, and ordinary conversations become trials of nerve. He hides incriminating items with impulsive haste, then forgets where and why he acted. Suspicion flickers at innocuous sounds; chance errands bring him uncomfortably near officials and witnesses. He debates whether his supposed higher purpose absolves him, yet the rational scaffolding of his theory bends under anxiety and disgust. Dreams and waking visions haunt him with images of cruelty and powerlessness. Thin leads and coincidences produce a sense of being watched, even when no one is present, as his interior turmoil eclipses practical caution.

Raskolnikov’s friend Dmitri Razumikhin becomes an anchor, tending to him and mediating with doctors and visitors. Meanwhile, the investigation is led by Porfiry Petrovich, a perceptive examining magistrate who has read an article attributed to Raskolnikov about crime and extraordinary persons. Their interviews evolve into measured duels of inference and irony. Porfiry avoids blunt accusation, inviting Raskolnikov to expose the tension between his ideas and his behavior. The procedural hunt thus turns psychological, with plausible suspects and alibis circulating in the background while the true drama centers on motive, self-conception, and the shrinking room for evasion.

Dunya arrives in the city, and her engagement to Luzhin brings social maneuvering into the family’s cramped lodgings. Luzhin presents himself as a benefactor while revealing a need for control and gratitude. Raskolnikov opposes the match and clashes with Luzhin’s vanity. At the margins, the Marmeladov household deteriorates under debt and illness, drawing Raskolnikov into their orbit. Sonya, compelled to sustain her family, becomes an emblem of endurance and humility. Their hesitant interactions introduce a counterpoint to his theories: a morality grounded in compassion rather than calculation, and a quiet strength that challenges his pride without declaring itself superior.

External pressures intensify as rumors, testimonies, and accidents complicate the inquiry. Misleading trails and stray confessions keep the case unsettled, even as Raskolnikov’s agitation makes him conspicuous. Arkady Svidrigailov, a figure from Dunya’s past, appears with wealth, secrets, and ambiguous intentions. He shadows the family, alternating between menace and assistance, and offers Raskolnikov unsettling insights into desire and will. The social world narrows into a web of rooms, corridors, and sudden encounters. Each conversation recalibrates alliances, and each day closes with less room for pretense, as ethical challenge replaces abstract speculation and the consequences of earlier choices draw nearer.

Beyond its plot, the novel probes questions of guilt, freedom, and responsibility. Raskolnikov’s theory of the extraordinary person is tested against lived suffering and the unanticipated burden of conscience. The narrative juxtaposes rational calculation with the demands of empathy, and secular argument with echoes of faith, without simple endorsement of any single stance. St. Petersburg’s poverty, crowds, and overheated interiors function as psychological pressure, compressing motive and opportunity. Law appears as one form of justice among several: social, personal, and spiritual. Each character’s conduct exposes a different answer to whether ends can justify means, and at what human cost.

Crime and Punishment endures as a landmark of psychological realism and moral inquiry. It balances the tension of a detective plot with a rigorous interior portrait, inviting readers to consider how ideas shape actions and how society frames responsibility. Without relying on sensational revelations, it traces a path from alienation toward confrontation with truth, asking what forms of accountability remain meaningful in a fractured world. Its closing movements emphasize the human capacity to reckon with error and the possibility of renewal without guaranteeing formulas. The novel’s significance lies in its unsparing empathy and its insistence that choices reverberate far beyond intention.





Historical Context




Table of Contents




    Crime and Punishment unfolds in St. Petersburg in the mid-1860s, the administrative and symbolic heart of the Russian Empire. The city concentrated the empire’s dominant institutions—autocracy, the Orthodox Church, the army, and a sprawling civil bureaucracy—within a dense urban landscape of ministries, courts, barracks, and tenements. Canals, bridges, and narrow courtyards structured daily movement, while police precincts monitored neighborhoods and registered residents. Summer heat, crowded lodging houses, and constant foot traffic shaped the city’s sensory world. This setting frames the novel’s moral and social tensions: the proximity of imperial grandeur to street-level hardship, official order alongside private desperation, and a public sphere where newspapers, clubs, and cafés spread new ideas and anxieties with unusual speed.

The novel’s 1860s context rests on the aftermath of the Crimean War (1853–1856), which exposed Russia’s administrative inefficiencies and technological lag. Alexander II came to the throne in 1855 and initiated the “Great Reforms,” seeking to modernize governance while preserving autocratic authority. Reform accelerated change in cities and courts and unsettled old hierarchies. Petersburg’s residents felt the contradiction: promises of legality, efficiency, and humanitarian progress arrived amid continuing inequality, overcrowding, and bureaucratic inertia. Dostoevsky’s narrative draws on this atmosphere, presenting characters who move between official spaces and back alleys, between proclamations of reform and the stubborn realities of poverty, debt, and surveillance that remained visible on every street.

Central to the era was the Emancipation of the serfs in 1861. Roughly 20 million peasants received personal freedom and access to land through long-term redemption payments, creating new legal citizens but also chronic indebtedness in the countryside. The reform helped propel migration to cities, including St. Petersburg, as peasants and former estate dependents sought wages. This movement fed an expanding class of clerks, artisans, and students living precariously in rented rooms. The novel’s focus on lodging houses, small cash sums, and tenuous employment reflects this transition. Emancipation promised dignity, yet the mechanisms of repayment, limited land allotments, and uneven local implementation kept many families near subsistence, pushing dependents into urban labor markets.

Urbanization transformed St. Petersburg into a city of sharp contrasts. Income houses subdivided into dark, airless rooms accommodated swelling populations of workers, petty officials, and students. Outbreaks of disease, uncollected refuse, and contaminated water were recurring concerns. Pawnbrokers and informal lenders thrived in these neighborhoods, providing quick cash at steep cost when salaries and stipends ran short. Women found work as seamstresses, domestic servants, or shop assistants; prostitution was a persistent social reality noted by reformers and police. Street vendors, taverns, and cabstands formed a daily economy that sustained and trapped residents. The novel’s cramped interiors, overheated streets, and constant bargaining mirror this material environment of scarcity and improvisation.

Reform extended to the legal sphere. The Judicial Statutes of 1864 introduced principles of public trials, professional advocacy, and—crucially—jury trials, alongside new roles such as the examining magistrate. Implementation was gradual across the empire and reached the major capitals around 1866. Police functions were reorganized even as older habits of interrogation and surveillance persisted. Readers recognized the tension between modern legal ideals and entrenched practices in how crimes were investigated and confessed. The novel engages this transitional landscape by staging encounters between private conscience and formal procedure, suggesting both the promise of impartial law and the pressure of social scrutiny within Petersburg’s precinct rooms and court-adjacent offices.

Print culture expanded rapidly in the early 1860s. Thick journals, literary weeklies, and pamphlets fostered debate on economics, religion, and social policy. The Temporary Press Rules of 1865 eased some preventive censorship for capital city periodicals while preserving the state’s right to punish after publication. Crime and Punishment appeared in 1866 in The Russian Messenger, a leading journal whose editor favored conservative-national positions. That same year, Dmitry Karakozov’s failed attempt on Alexander II’s life prompted a political tightening: surveillance intensified and universities faced stricter oversight. The novel’s serialized reception unfolded amid this whiplash—moderate liberalization followed by renewed alarm—heightening readers’ sensitivity to questions of guilt, motive, and social contagion.

Intellectual contention defined the decade. “Nihilism” became a contested label for radical critique of inherited authority, religion, and aesthetic tradition, popularized in public debate after the early 1860s. Materialist and utilitarian ethics—arguing that actions should be judged by measurable benefit—circulated widely through journalism and novels. Works like Chernyshevsky’s What Is to Be Done? (1863) proposed rational self-interest and cooperative communities as engines of social transformation. Crime and Punishment engages these ideas by dramatizing moral reasoning detached from custom and faith, probing whether cold calculation can justify transgressive acts. Dostoevsky’s characters speak the period’s vocabulary, testing ideological abstractions against the stubborn reality of human suffering and responsibility.

European positivism and natural science commanded prestige in Russia’s educated circles. Popular science texts by figures such as Ludwig Büchner and Jacob Moleschott, translated into Russian, encouraged confidence that physiology and environment explained behavior. In law and medicine, nascent fields of psychiatry and forensic expertise promised to classify deviance. Crime literature and court reportage fed public fascination with motives and the boundary between sickness and sin. The novel reflects and questions these currents, staging debates over character, compulsion, and rational choice. It acknowledges scientific insight yet resists reduction of conscience to biology, insisting that moral agency—and its deformation—cannot be fully captured by clinical or statistical explanation.

Religion remained central to imperial ideology and daily life. The Orthodox Church administered rites, shaped calendars, and sponsored charities, even as urban secularization progressed. Public discourse wrestled with Westernizers’ calls for European models and Slavophiles’ insistence on Orthodox, communal foundations. Dostoevsky, writing after years of reflection on faith and suffering, set characters within this debate: some appeal to Gospel compassion; others reject metaphysical claims. The novel does not preach programmatically, yet it positions spiritual conscience against purely instrumental ethics, dramatizing an era in which religious authority persisted while educated youth increasingly tested its claims, often living between these competing moral vocabularies.

Punishment in the Russian Empire involved exile, penal servitude (katorga), and hard labor colonies, especially in Siberia. Transportation routes and prison settlements were widely known through press accounts and official reports; they shaped public imagination about crime’s consequences and the possibility of moral reformation. Dostoevsky’s own past—arrest in 1849 for involvement in the Petrashevsky circle, mock execution, and four years in an Omsk prison followed by military service—gave him first-hand knowledge of incarceration’s physical and psychological regimes. While the novel is a work of fiction, its attention to interrogation, confession, and the long path of accountability reflects familiarity with imperial penal realities and their resonances in urban conversation.

Russian society was still organized by estates (sosloviia): nobles, clergy, townspeople, peasants, and others held distinct rights and obligations. Urban life, however, blurred boundaries. Internal passports and residence registration tied individuals to police districts; employment depended on proper papers and guild or civil-service status. Students, petty clerks, and dismissed officials often hovered in liminal legal states, vulnerable to police inspection and workplace discipline. The novel’s protagonists navigate this administrative maze—permits, lodging lists, and requests for signatures—showing how paperwork both ordered and constricted mobility. Such procedures embodied the empire’s effort to classify persons while the 1860s economy generated new, unstable social types.

Universities expanded their enrollments in the 1850s–1860s, admitting more “raznochintsy” (people of various ranks) whose education promised, but did not guarantee, advancement. The 1863 University Statute increased autonomy and academic freedom, contributing to a lively student milieu of lectures, reading circles, and public disputation. Financial precarity was common: stipends were small, private tutoring insecure, and interruptions of study frequent. After 1866, educational policy grew more restrictive under Minister Dmitry Tolstoy, curbing student organizations and policing radical thought. The novel’s depiction of an impoverished former student, moving between intellectual ambition and economic constraint, emerges from this institutional world of aspiration, debt, and ideological contention.

Economic life in mid-century Petersburg mixed modest industrialization with service and bureaucratic employment. The Moscow–St. Petersburg railway (opened 1851) tied the capitals together, facilitating migration and market integration. Yet credit for ordinary people remained scarce. State pawnshops existed, but private lenders and pawnbrokers filled everyday needs, advancing rubles against clothing, watches, or household items. Small shopkeepers, artisans, and civil servants lived close to insolvency; women’s earnings as seamstresses or governesses often supported entire households. Philanthropic societies and mutual aid appeared, but demand exceeded capacity. Dostoevsky’s attention to receipts, pledges, and bargaining dramatizes a cash-poor economy in which short-term loans could mean survival—or deeper entanglement.

Public health and sanitation were urgent concerns. St. Petersburg suffered recurring epidemics—cholera waves struck in the 1840s and again in the 1860s—fueling reforms in water supply, hospital organization, and policing of taverns and lodging houses. Gas lighting improved nighttime visibility from the 1830s–1840s, but many courtyards and stairwells remained dark and unsafe. Physicians, feldshers, and apothecaries served a growing urban populace, while debates about miasma versus contagion shaped policy. The novel’s fevers, foul air, and claustrophobic interiors echo lived conditions in crowded quarters. Physical malaise functions not only as metaphor but as a realistic index of a city grappling with hygiene, crowding, and inadequate infrastructure.

The 1860s literary field favored realism that examined society’s strata through precise detail. Russian readers knew urban “physiologies,” courtroom sketches, and sensation narratives from European models like Dickens and Eugène Sue, alongside native traditions shaped by Gogol and the “Natural School.” Thick journals encouraged long, psychologically probing novels read in installments and discussed in salons and student circles. Crime and Punishment extends realism into moral and psychological analysis, scrutinizing how ideas migrate from pamphlets to private actions. It borrows the momentum of crime fiction—interviews, clues, suspicions—while using these devices to explore motive and conscience in a cityscape already familiar to readers from journalism and public rumor.

Crime and Punishment was serialized in 1866, and its audience followed the story month by month amid volatile politics. The Russian Messenger, under Mikhail Katkov, provided a conservative context that sharpened debates about the work’s ethical implications. Readers discussed not only the plot but its arguments about entitlement, poverty, and sacrifice. The 1866 assassination attempt on the tsar cast a shadow: questions about radicalization, exemplary figures, and moral boundaries felt immediate. Reviewers and correspondents weighed the novel’s portrayal of rational calculation against the claims of law and compassion, recognizing an intervention in ongoing disputes about Russia’s path between European models and native traditions.

Dostoevsky’s own career bridged journalism, polemic, and fiction. His early involvement with the Petrashevsky circle, subsequent imprisonment (1850–1854), and return to Petersburg shaped his conviction that suffering and communal bonds resist abstract schemes. In the 1860s he edited journals, argued with radicals and conservatives alike, and wrote fiction that responded directly to public controversies—Notes from Underground (1864) being an explicit rebuttal to rational egoism. Crime and Punishment continues that engagement, staging a conflict between ideas tested in salons and the gritty consequences encountered in lodging houses, police offices, and infirmaries where Petersburgers negotiated dignity and survival each day of the reform era. The result is both timely and enduring critique of the 1860s Russian public sphere.
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    Introduction

Fyodor Mikhailovich Dostoyevsky (1821–1881) occupies a central place in world literature as a pioneer of the psychological novel and a probing analyst of moral freedom, guilt, and redemption. Emerging from the Russian Empire’s mid-nineteenth-century ferment, he produced a sequence of works that reshaped fiction’s possibilities: Poor Folk, Notes from Underground, Crime and Punishment, The Idiot, Demons (also known as The Possessed or The Devils), and The Brothers Karamazov, among others. His pages teem with argumentative voices and philosophical tension, dramatizing ideas through intense plots rather than treatises. Over time he became a touchstone for readers, critics, and thinkers seeking to understand conscience, belief, and the modern self.

Dostoyevsky wrote under censorship and in a society undergoing reform, urbanization, and ideological conflict. His novels, often serialized, track individuals caught between compassion and calculation, faith and skepticism, community and alienation. He suffered from epilepsy and financial instability, and he knew imprisonment and exile—experiences that deepened his insight into suffering and hope. Though much of his fiction unfolds in St. Petersburg’s streets and rooms, its resonance is global. The tension between rational schemes and the unruly human heart, and between social systems and personal dignity, gives his work enduring urgency across languages, cultures, and philosophical schools.

Education and Literary Influences

Dostoyevsky received technical training at the St. Petersburg engineering academy, a path chosen for practical reasons rather than literary ambition. Even as a cadet, he read widely, absorbing Russian and European literature. He left government service to pursue writing, and his first major step was a translation of Balzac’s Eugénie Grandet in the mid-1840s. Literary acquaintances, including the influential critic Vissarion Belinsky, briefly championed his promise. While his engineering education sharpened his discipline and sense of structure, it was reading—Gogol, Pushkin, Schiller, and others—that formed his stylistic palette and introduced him to differing visions of society and morality.

In 1849 he was arrested for participating in discussions with the Petrashevsky Circle, a group exploring utopian socialism and banned writings. After a staged execution, his sentence was commuted to years of penal labor and subsequent military service in remote regions. In prison he had limited access to books; the Bible became a central text for him, and later accounts emphasize its lasting influence. Encounters with convicts, soldiers, and peasants broadened his understanding of human endurance and injustice. These experiences, along with his lifelong epilepsy, gave him firsthand knowledge of extreme psychological states that later appeared in his characters.

Following his release and rehabilitation, Dostoyevsky traveled in Western Europe at intervals during the 1860s and early 1870s. He witnessed debates on liberalism, socialism, nationalism, and religion, and visited cities whose cultural life he admired yet often critiqued. He read contemporary French and English fiction, with a particular affinity for Dickens, while maintaining his devotion to Pushkin as a cultural and moral beacon for Russia. These encounters sharpened his comparative perspective, intensifying both his appreciation of European art and his conviction that Russia’s spiritual resources—especially Orthodoxy and communal traditions—offered answers to modern dilemmas.

Literary Career

Dostoyevsky’s debut novel, Poor Folk (1846), won immediate praise for its social sensitivity and epistolary form, briefly establishing him as a rising realist. The Double, appearing soon after, revealed a more experimental vein with its unsettling study of a bureaucrat’s fractured identity, but polarized readers. Stories such as White Nights and the unfinished Netochka Nezvanova showed his range, from romantic reverie to psychological dissection. This promising start faltered amid critical backlash and personal turbulence, including arrest and exile, which interrupted his momentum yet seeded the experiential core of his mature fiction.

Returning from Siberia, he began to serialize works that combined memoir, reportage, and fiction. The House of the Dead offered a sober portrayal of penal servitude, while Notes from Underground (1864) introduced a combative narrator whose self-lacerating logic exposed the limits of rational egoism. With his brother Mikhail he founded the journal Vremya, and after its closure, Epokha, venues that supported his prose and criticism. He developed a dialogic narrative method in which competing moral and philosophical positions confront one another through drama rather than authorial decree, a hallmark that defined his major novels.

The late 1860s brought a remarkable surge. Crime and Punishment (1866) pursued the psychological and ethical fallout of a violent transgression; The Gambler, written under intense deadline pressure, drew on his entanglement with European casinos; and The Idiot (1869) imagined the trial of goodness in a skeptical world. During this period he worked with a skilled stenographer, Anna Grigorievna Snitkina, whom he married; her organizational talent and financial acumen later stabilized his professional life. Serialized publication demanded cliffhangers and pacing, but he used those constraints to deepen character and heighten philosophical confrontation.

Demons (1872) addressed political extremism and moral chaos in the wake of radical conspiracies, blending satire with tragedy. Through the 1870s he expanded his public profile with A Writer’s Diary (often translated as Diary of a Writer), a hybrid of essays, reportage, and short fiction engaging current events and literary debates. His culminating novel, The Brothers Karamazov (published 1879–1880), staged searching inquiries into faith, responsibility, and justice within a family drama. Reception in his lifetime mixed admiration with controversy, yet even detractors recognized the uncommon intensity of his psychological insight and the daring scope of his ethical vision.

Beliefs and Advocacy

Dostoyevsky’s convictions developed across upheaval rather than in static doctrine. His writings consistently stress human dignity, the reality of conscience, and the possibility of moral regeneration, articulated within a Russian Orthodox framework that he embraced more fully after imprisonment. He criticized reductive utilitarianism and materialist determinism, arguing that freedom and compassion resist systemization. He admired certain Western achievements yet distrusted abstract schemes imposed on living people. In A Writer’s Diary and related journalism he commented on social reform, national identity, and cultural memory, often defending the peasantry’s spiritual resources while warning against ideologies that disregarded suffering or personal responsibility.

He was not a party politician, but he was an engaged public moralist. The trauma of his near-execution made him acutely sensitive to the sanctity of life, and his novels scrutinize the ethics of punishment and the temptation to justify violence by theory. He valued repentance, forgiveness, and communal bonds while recognizing how pride and despair distort them. In 1880 he delivered a widely noted speech on Pushkin that envisioned literature as a medium of reconciliation. His advocacy was inseparable from his art: the conflicts his characters live through test his beliefs in the most demanding imaginative conditions.

Final Years & Legacy

After years of travel and debt, Dostoyevsky’s household gained stability through Anna Dostoyevskaya’s management, enabling sustained work on his later projects. He settled again in St. Petersburg, continued publishing A Writer’s Diary, and gathered material and energy for The Brothers Karamazov. His health remained precarious, with severe bouts related to chronic illness. He died in St. Petersburg in 1881 after a lung hemorrhage. The public response was extraordinary, reflecting his stature as a national writer. Posthumously, his influence deepened: existentialist philosophers, theologians, psychologists, and novelists engaged his explorations of freedom, evil, and grace. Across languages and generations, his narratives remain catalysts for ethical and spiritual reflection.
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A few words about Dostoevsky himself may help the English reader to understand his work.

Dostoevsky was the son of a doctor. His parents were very hard-working and deeply religious people, but so poor that they lived with their five children in only two rooms. The father and mother spent their evenings in reading aloud to their children, generally from books of a serious character.

Though always sickly and delicate Dostoevsky came out third in the final examination of the Petersburg school of Engineering. There he had already begun his first work, “Poor Folk.”

This story was published by the poet Nekrassov in his review and was received with acclamations. The shy, unknown youth found himself instantly something of a celebrity. A brilliant and successful career seemed to open before him, but those hopes were soon dashed. In 1849 he was arrested.

Though neither by temperament nor conviction a revolutionist, Dostoevsky was one of a little group of young men who met together to read Fourier and Proudhon. He was accused of “taking part in conversations against the censorship, of reading a letter from Byelinsky to Gogol, and of knowing of the intention to set up a printing press.” Under Nicholas I. (that “stern and just man,” as Maurice Baring calls him) this was enough, and he was condemned to death. After eight months’ imprisonment he was with twenty-one others taken out to the Semyonovsky Square to be shot. Writing to his brother Mihail, Dostoevsky says: “They snapped words over our heads, and they made us put on the white shirts worn by persons condemned to death. Thereupon we were bound in threes to stakes, to suffer execution. Being the third in the row, I concluded I had only a few minutes of life before me. I thought of you and your dear ones and I contrived to kiss Plestcheiev and Dourov, who were next to me, and to bid them farewell. Suddenly the troops beat a tattoo, we were unbound, brought back upon the scaffold, and informed that his Majesty had spared us our lives.” The sentence was commuted to hard labour.

One of the prisoners, Grigoryev, went mad as soon as he was untied, and never regained his sanity.

The intense suffering of this experience left a lasting stamp on Dostoevsky’s mind. Though his religious temper led him in the end to accept every suffering with resignation and to regard it as a blessing in his own case, he constantly recurs to the subject in his writings. He describes the awful agony of the condemned man and insists on the cruelty of inflicting such torture. Then followed four years of penal servitude, spent in the company of common criminals in Siberia, where he began the “Dead House,” and some years of service in a disciplinary battalion.

He had shown signs of some obscure nervous disease before his arrest and this now developed into violent attacks of epilepsy, from which he suffered for the rest of his life. The fits occurred three or four times a year and were more frequent in periods of great strain. In 1859 he was allowed to return to Russia. He started a journal—“Vremya,” which was forbidden by the Censorship through a misunderstanding. In 1864 he lost his first wife and his brother Mihail. He was in terrible poverty, yet he took upon himself the payment of his brother’s debts. He started another journal—“The Epoch,” which within a few months was also prohibited. He was weighed down by debt, his brother’s family was dependent on him, he was forced to write at heart-breaking speed, and is said never to have corrected his work. The later years of his life were much softened by the tenderness and devotion of his second wife.

In June 1880 he made his famous speech at the unveiling of the monument to Pushkin in Moscow and he was received with extraordinary demonstrations of love and honour.

A few months later Dostoevsky died. He was followed to the grave by a vast multitude of mourners, who “gave the hapless man the funeral of a king.” He is still probably the most widely read writer in Russia.

In the words of a Russian critic, who seeks to explain the feeling inspired by Dostoevsky: “He was one of ourselves, a man of our blood and our bone, but one who has suffered and has seen so much more deeply than we have his insight impresses us as wisdom… that wisdom of the heart which we seek that we may learn from it how to live. All his other gifts came to him from nature, this he won for himself and through it he became great.”
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CHAPTER I

On an exceptionally hot evening early in July a young man came out of the garret[1] in which he lodged in S. Place and walked slowly, as though in hesitation, towards K. bridge.

He had successfully avoided meeting his landlady on the staircase. His garret was under the roof of a high, five-storied house and was more like a cupboard than a room. The landlady who provided him with garret, dinners, and attendance, lived on the floor below, and every time he went out he was obliged to pass her kitchen, the door of which invariably stood open. And each time he passed, the young man had a sick, frightened feeling, which made him scowl and feel ashamed. He was hopelessly in debt to his landlady, and was afraid of meeting her.

This was not because he was cowardly and abject, quite the contrary; but for some time past he had been in an overstrained irritable condition, verging on hypochondria. He had become so completely absorbed in himself, and isolated from his fellows that he dreaded meeting, not only his landlady, but anyone at all. He was crushed by poverty, but the anxieties of his position had of late ceased to weigh upon him. He had given up attending to matters of practical importance; he had lost all desire to do so. Nothing that any landlady could do had a real terror for him. But to be stopped on the stairs, to be forced to listen to her trivial, irrelevant gossip, to pestering demands for payment, threats and complaints, and to rack his brains for excuses, to prevaricate, to lie—no, rather than that, he would creep down the stairs like a cat and slip out unseen.

This evening, however, on coming out into the street, he became acutely aware of his fears.

“I want to attempt a thing like that and am frightened by these trifles,” he thought, with an odd smile. “Hm… yes, all is in a man’s hands and he lets it all slip from cowardice, that’s an axiom. It would be interesting to know what it is men are most afraid of. Taking a new step, uttering a new word is what they fear most…. But I am talking too much. It’s because I chatter that I do nothing. Or perhaps it is that I chatter because I do nothing. I’ve learned to chatter this last month, lying for days together in my den thinking… of Jack the Giant-killer. Why am I going there now? Am I capable of that? Is that serious? It is not serious at all. It’s simply a fantasy to amuse myself; a plaything! Yes, maybe it is a plaything.”

The heat in the street was terrible: and the airlessness, the bustle and the plaster, scaffolding, bricks, and dust all about him, and that special Petersburg stench, so familiar to all who are unable to get out of town in summer—all worked painfully upon the young man’s already overwrought nerves. The insufferable stench from the pot-houses, which are particularly numerous in that part of the town, and the drunken men whom he met continually, although it was a working day, completed the revolting misery of the picture. An expression of the profoundest disgust gleamed for a moment in the young man’s refined face. He was, by the way, exceptionally handsome, above the average in height, slim, well-built, with beautiful dark eyes and dark brown hair. Soon he sank into deep thought, or more accurately speaking into a complete blankness of mind; he walked along not observing what was about him and not caring to observe it. From time to time, he would mutter something, from the habit of talking to himself, to which he had just confessed. At these moments he would become conscious that his ideas were sometimes in a tangle and that he was very weak; for two days he had scarcely tasted food.

He was so badly dressed that even a man accustomed to shabbiness would have been ashamed to be seen in the street in such rags. In that quarter of the town, however, scarcely any shortcoming in dress would have created surprise. Owing to the proximity of the Hay Market[2], the number of establishments of bad character, the preponderance of the trading and working class population crowded in these streets and alleys in the heart of Petersburg, types so various were to be seen in the streets that no figure, however queer, would have caused surprise. But there was such accumulated bitterness and contempt in the young man’s heart, that, in spite of all the fastidiousness of youth, he minded his rags least of all in the street. It was a different matter when he met with acquaintances or with former fellow students, whom, indeed, he disliked meeting at any time. And yet when a drunken man who, for some unknown reason, was being taken somewhere in a huge waggon dragged by a heavy dray horse, suddenly shouted at him as he drove past: “Hey there, German hatter” bawling at the top of his voice and pointing at him—the young man stopped suddenly and clutched tremulously at his hat. It was a tall round hat from Zimmerman’s, but completely worn out, rusty with age, all torn and bespattered, brimless and bent on one side in a most unseemly fashion. Not shame, however, but quite another feeling akin to terror had overtaken him.

“I knew it,” he muttered in confusion, “I thought so! That’s the worst of all! Why, a stupid thing like this, the most trivial detail might spoil the whole plan. Yes, my hat is too noticeable…. It looks absurd and that makes it noticeable…. With my rags I ought to wear a cap, any sort of old pancake, but not this grotesque thing. Nobody wears such a hat, it would be noticed a mile off, it would be remembered…. What matters is that people would remember it, and that would give them a clue. For this business one should be as little conspicuous as possible…. Trifles, trifles are what matter! Why, it’s just such trifles that always ruin everything….”

He had not far to go; he knew indeed how many steps it was from the gate of his lodging house: exactly seven hundred and thirty. He had counted them once when he had been lost in dreams. At the time he had put no faith in those dreams and was only tantalising himself by their hideous but daring recklessness. Now, a month later, he had begun to look upon them differently, and, in spite of the monologues in which he jeered at his own impotence and indecision, he had involuntarily come to regard this “hideous” dream as an exploit to be attempted, although he still did not realise this himself. He was positively going now for a “rehearsal” of his project, and at every step his excitement grew more and more violent.

With a sinking heart and a nervous tremor, he went up to a huge house which on one side looked on to the canal, and on the other into the street. This house was let out in tiny tenements and was inhabited by working people of all kinds—tailors, locksmiths, cooks, Germans of sorts, girls picking up a living as best they could, petty clerks, etc. There was a continual coming and going through the two gates and in the two courtyards of the house. Three or four door-keepers were employed on the building. The young man was very glad to meet none of them, and at once slipped unnoticed through the door on the right, and up the staircase. It was a back staircase, dark and narrow, but he was familiar with it already, and knew his way, and he liked all these surroundings: in such darkness even the most inquisitive eyes were not to be dreaded.

“If I am so scared now, what would it be if it somehow came to pass that I were really going to do it?” he could not help asking himself as he reached the fourth storey. There his progress was barred by some porters who were engaged in moving furniture out of a flat. He knew that the flat had been occupied by a German clerk in the civil service, and his family. This German was moving out then, and so the fourth floor on this staircase would be untenanted except by the old woman. “That’s a good thing anyway,” he thought to himself, as he rang the bell of the old woman’s flat. The bell gave a faint tinkle as though it were made of tin and not of copper. The little flats in such houses always have bells that ring like that. He had forgotten the note of that bell, and now its peculiar tinkle seemed to remind him of something and to bring it clearly before him…. He started, his nerves were terribly overstrained by now. In a little while, the door was opened a tiny crack: the old woman eyed her visitor with evident distrust through the crack, and nothing could be seen but her little eyes, glittering in the darkness. But, seeing a number of people on the landing, she grew bolder, and opened the door wide. The young man stepped into the dark entry, which was partitioned off from the tiny kitchen. The old woman stood facing him in silence and looking inquiringly at him. She was a diminutive, withered up old woman of sixty, with sharp malignant eyes and a sharp little nose. Her colourless, somewhat grizzled hair was thickly smeared with oil, and she wore no kerchief over it. Round her thin long neck, which looked like a hen’s leg, was knotted some sort of flannel rag, and, in spite of the heat, there hung flapping on her shoulders, a mangy fur cape, yellow with age. The old woman coughed and groaned at every instant. The young man must have looked at her with a rather peculiar expression, for a gleam of mistrust came into her eyes again.

“Raskolnikov, a student, I came here a month ago,” the young man made haste to mutter, with a half bow, remembering that he ought to be more polite.

“I remember, my good sir, I remember quite well your coming here,” the old woman said distinctly, still keeping her inquiring eyes on his face.

“And here… I am again on the same errand,” Raskolnikov continued, a little disconcerted and surprised at the old woman’s mistrust. “Perhaps she is always like that though, only I did not notice it the other time,” he thought with an uneasy feeling.

The old woman paused, as though hesitating; then stepped on one side, and pointing to the door of the room, she said, letting her visitor pass in front of her:

“Step in, my good sir.”

The little room into which the young man walked, with yellow paper on the walls, geraniums and muslin curtains in the windows, was brightly lighted up at that moment by the setting sun.

“So the sun will shine like this then too!” flashed as it were by chance through Raskolnikov’s mind, and with a rapid glance he scanned everything in the room, trying as far as possible to notice and remember its arrangement. But there was nothing special in the room. The furniture, all very old and of yellow wood, consisted of a sofa with a huge bent wooden back, an oval table in front of the sofa, a dressing-table with a looking-glass fixed on it between the windows, chairs along the walls and two or three half-penny prints in yellow frames, representing German damsels with birds in their hands—that was all. In the corner a light was burning before a small ikon. Everything was very clean; the floor and the furniture were brightly polished; everything shone.

“Lizaveta’s work,” thought the young man. There was not a speck of dust to be seen in the whole flat.

“It’s in the houses of spiteful old widows that one finds such cleanliness,” Raskolnikov thought again, and he stole a curious glance at the cotton curtain over the door leading into another tiny room, in which stood the old woman’s bed and chest of drawers and into which he had never looked before. These two rooms made up the whole flat.

“What do you want?” the old woman said severely, coming into the room and, as before, standing in front of him so as to look him straight in the face.

“I’ve brought something to pawn here,” and he drew out of his pocket an old-fashioned flat silver watch, on the back of which was engraved a globe; the chain was of steel.

“But the time is up for your last pledge. The month was up the day before yesterday.”

“I will bring you the interest for another month; wait a little.”

“But that’s for me to do as I please, my good sir, to wait or to sell your pledge at once.”

“How much will you give me for the watch, Alyona Ivanovna?”

“You come with such trifles, my good sir, it’s scarcely worth anything. I gave you two roubles last time for your ring and one could buy it quite new at a jeweler’s for a rouble and a half.”

“Give me four roubles for it, I shall redeem it, it was my father’s. I shall be getting some money soon.”

“A rouble and a half, and interest in advance, if you like!”

“A rouble and a half!” cried the young man.

“Please yourself”—and the old woman handed him back the watch. The young man took it, and was so angry that he was on the point of going away; but checked himself at once, remembering that there was nowhere else he could go, and that he had had another object also in coming.

“Hand it over,” he said roughly.

The old woman fumbled in her pocket for her keys, and disappeared behind the curtain into the other room. The young man, left standing alone in the middle of the room, listened inquisitively, thinking. He could hear her unlocking the chest of drawers.

“It must be the top drawer,” he reflected. “So she carries the keys in a pocket on the right. All in one bunch on a steel ring…. And there’s one key there, three times as big as all the others, with deep notches; that can’t be the key of the chest of drawers… then there must be some other chest or strong-box… that’s worth knowing. Strong-boxes always have keys like that… but how degrading it all is.”

The old woman came back.

“Here, sir: as we say ten copecks the rouble a month, so I must take fifteen copecks from a rouble and a half for the month in advance. But for the two roubles I lent you before, you owe me now twenty copecks on the same reckoning in advance. That makes thirty-five copecks altogether. So I must give you a rouble and fifteen copecks for the watch. Here it is.”

“What! only a rouble and fifteen copecks now!”

“Just so.”

The young man did not dispute it and took the money. He looked at the old woman, and was in no hurry to get away, as though there was still something he wanted to say or to do, but he did not himself quite know what.

“I may be bringing you something else in a day or two, Alyona Ivanovna—a valuable thing—silver—a cigarette-box, as soon as I get it back from a friend…” he broke off in confusion.

“Well, we will talk about it then, sir.”

“Good-bye—are you always at home alone, your sister is not here with you?” He asked her as casually as possible as he went out into the passage.

“What business is she of yours, my good sir?”

“Oh, nothing particular, I simply asked. You are too quick…. Good-day, Alyona Ivanovna.”

Raskolnikov went out in complete confusion. This confusion became more and more intense. As he went down the stairs, he even stopped short, two or three times, as though suddenly struck by some thought. When he was in the street he cried out, “Oh, God, how loathsome it all is! and can I, can I possibly…. No, it’s nonsense, it’s rubbish!” he added resolutely. “And how could such an atrocious thing come into my head? What filthy things my heart is capable of. Yes, filthy above all, disgusting, loathsome, loathsome!—and for a whole month I’ve been….” But no words, no exclamations, could express his agitation. The feeling of intense repulsion, which had begun to oppress and torture his heart while he was on his way to the old woman, had by now reached such a pitch and had taken such a definite form that he did not know what to do with himself to escape from his wretchedness. He walked along the pavement like a drunken man, regardless of the passers-by, and jostling against them, and only came to his senses when he was in the next street. Looking round, he noticed that he was standing close to a tavern which was entered by steps leading from the pavement to the basement. At that instant two drunken men came out at the door, and abusing and supporting one another, they mounted the steps. Without stopping to think, Raskolnikov went down the steps at once. Till that moment he had never been into a tavern, but now he felt giddy and was tormented by a burning thirst. He longed for a drink of cold beer, and attributed his sudden weakness to the want of food. He sat down at a sticky little table in a dark and dirty corner; ordered some beer, and eagerly drank off the first glassful. At once he felt easier; and his thoughts became clear.

“All that’s nonsense,” he said hopefully, “and there is nothing in it all to worry about! It’s simply physical derangement. Just a glass of beer, a piece of dry bread—and in one moment the brain is stronger, the mind is clearer and the will is firm! Phew, how utterly petty it all is!”

But in spite of this scornful reflection, he was by now looking cheerful as though he were suddenly set free from a terrible burden: and he gazed round in a friendly way at the people in the room. But even at that moment he had a dim foreboding that this happier frame of mind was also not normal.

There were few people at the time in the tavern. Besides the two drunken men he had met on the steps, a group consisting of about five men and a girl with a concertina had gone out at the same time. Their departure left the room quiet and rather empty. The persons still in the tavern were a man who appeared to be an artisan, drunk, but not extremely so, sitting before a pot of beer, and his companion, a huge, stout man with a grey beard, in a short full-skirted coat. He was very drunk: and had dropped asleep on the bench; every now and then, he began as though in his sleep, cracking his fingers, with his arms wide apart and the upper part of his body bounding about on the bench, while he hummed some meaningless refrain, trying to recall some such lines as these:



“His wife a year he fondly loved

      His wife a—a year he—fondly loved.”





Or suddenly waking up again:



“Walking along the crowded row

      He met the one he used to know.”





But no one shared his enjoyment: his silent companion looked with positive hostility and mistrust at all these manifestations. There was another man in the room who looked somewhat like a retired government clerk. He was sitting apart, now and then sipping from his pot and looking round at the company. He, too, appeared to be in some agitation.

















CHAPTER II

Raskolnikov was not used to crowds, and, as we said before, he avoided society of every sort, more especially of late. But now all at once he felt a desire to be with other people. Something new seemed to be taking place within him, and with it he felt a sort of thirst for company. He was so weary after a whole month of concentrated wretchedness and gloomy excitement that he longed to rest, if only for a moment, in some other world, whatever it might be; and, in spite of the filthiness of the surroundings, he was glad now to stay in the tavern.

The master of the establishment was in another room, but he frequently came down some steps into the main room, his jaunty, tarred boots with red turn-over tops coming into view each time before the rest of his person. He wore a full coat and a horribly greasy black satin waistcoat, with no cravat, and his whole face seemed smeared with oil like an iron lock. At the counter stood a boy of about fourteen, and there was another boy somewhat younger who handed whatever was wanted. On the counter lay some sliced cucumber, some pieces of dried black bread, and some fish, chopped up small, all smelling very bad. It was insufferably close, and so heavy with the fumes of spirits that five minutes in such an atmosphere might well make a man drunk.

There are chance meetings with strangers that interest us from the first moment, before a word is spoken[1q]. Such was the impression made on Raskolnikov by the person sitting a little distance from him, who looked like a retired clerk. The young man often recalled this impression afterwards, and even ascribed it to presentiment. He looked repeatedly at the clerk, partly no doubt because the latter was staring persistently at him, obviously anxious to enter into conversation. At the other persons in the room, including the tavern-keeper, the clerk looked as though he were used to their company, and weary of it, showing a shade of condescending contempt for them as persons of station and culture inferior to his own, with whom it would be useless for him to converse. He was a man over fifty, bald and grizzled, of medium height, and stoutly built. His face, bloated from continual drinking, was of a yellow, even greenish, tinge, with swollen eyelids out of which keen reddish eyes gleamed like little chinks. But there was something very strange in him; there was a light in his eyes as though of intense feeling—perhaps there were even thought and intelligence, but at the same time there was a gleam of something like madness. He was wearing an old and hopelessly ragged black dress coat, with all its buttons missing except one, and that one he had buttoned, evidently clinging to this last trace of respectability. A crumpled shirt front, covered with spots and stains, protruded from his canvas waistcoat. Like a clerk, he wore no beard, nor moustache, but had been so long unshaven that his chin looked like a stiff greyish brush. And there was something respectable and like an official about his manner too. But he was restless; he ruffled up his hair and from time to time let his head drop into his hands dejectedly resting his ragged elbows on the stained and sticky table. At last he looked straight at Raskolnikov, and said loudly and resolutely:

“May I venture, honoured sir, to engage you in polite conversation? Forasmuch as, though your exterior would not command respect, my experience admonishes me that you are a man of education and not accustomed to drinking. I have always respected education when in conjunction with genuine sentiments, and I am besides a titular counsellor[3] in rank. Marmeladov—such is my name; titular counsellor. I make bold to inquire—have you been in the service?”

“No, I am studying,” answered the young man, somewhat surprised at the grandiloquent style of the speaker and also at being so directly addressed. In spite of the momentary desire he had just been feeling for company of any sort, on being actually spoken to he felt immediately his habitual irritable and uneasy aversion for any stranger who approached or attempted to approach him.

“A student then, or formerly a student,” cried the clerk. “Just what I thought! I’m a man of experience, immense experience, sir,” and he tapped his forehead with his fingers in self-approval. “You’ve been a student or have attended some learned institution!… But allow me….” He got up, staggered, took up his jug and glass, and sat down beside the young man, facing him a little sideways. He was drunk, but spoke fluently and boldly, only occasionally losing the thread of his sentences and drawling his words. He pounced upon Raskolnikov as greedily as though he too had not spoken to a soul for a month.

“Honoured sir,” he began almost with solemnity, “poverty is not a vice, that’s a true saying. Yet I know too that drunkenness is not a virtue, and that that’s even truer. But beggary, honoured sir, beggary is a vice. In poverty you may still retain your innate nobility of soul, but in beggary—never—no one. For beggary a man is not chased out of human society with a stick, he is swept out with a broom, so as to make it as humiliating as possible; and quite right, too, forasmuch as in beggary I am ready to be the first to humiliate myself. Hence the pot-house! Honoured sir, a month ago Mr. Lebeziatnikov gave my wife a beating, and my wife is a very different matter from me! Do you understand? Allow me to ask you another question out of simple curiosity: have you ever spent a night on a hay barge, on the Neva[4]?”

“No, I have not happened to,” answered Raskolnikov. “What do you mean?”

“Well, I’ve just come from one and it’s the fifth night I’ve slept so….” He filled his glass, emptied it and paused. Bits of hay were in fact clinging to his clothes and sticking to his hair. It seemed quite probable that he had not undressed or washed for the last five days. His hands, particularly, were filthy. They were fat and red, with black nails.

His conversation seemed to excite a general though languid interest. The boys at the counter fell to sniggering. The innkeeper came down from the upper room, apparently on purpose to listen to the “funny fellow” and sat down at a little distance, yawning lazily, but with dignity. Evidently Marmeladov was a familiar figure here, and he had most likely acquired his weakness for high-flown speeches from the habit of frequently entering into conversation with strangers of all sorts in the tavern. This habit develops into a necessity in some drunkards, and especially in those who are looked after sharply and kept in order at home. Hence in the company of other drinkers they try to justify themselves and even if possible obtain consideration.

“Funny fellow!” pronounced the innkeeper. “And why don’t you work, why aren’t you at your duty, if you are in the service?”

“Why am I not at my duty, honoured sir,” Marmeladov went on, addressing himself exclusively to Raskolnikov, as though it had been he who put that question to him. “Why am I not at my duty? Does not my heart ache to think what a useless worm I am? A month ago when Mr. Lebeziatnikov beat my wife with his own hands, and I lay drunk, didn’t I suffer? Excuse me, young man, has it ever happened to you… hm… well, to petition hopelessly for a loan?”

“Yes, it has. But what do you mean by hopelessly?”

“Hopelessly in the fullest sense, when you know beforehand that you will get nothing by it. You know, for instance, beforehand with positive certainty that this man, this most reputable and exemplary citizen, will on no consideration give you money; and indeed I ask you why should he? For he knows of course that I shan’t pay it back. From compassion? But Mr. Lebeziatnikov who keeps up with modern ideas explained the other day that compassion is forbidden nowadays by science itself, and that that’s what is done now in England, where there is political economy. Why, I ask you, should he give it to me? And yet though I know beforehand that he won’t, I set off to him and…”

“Why do you go?” put in Raskolnikov.

“Well, when one has no one, nowhere else one can go! For every man must have somewhere to go. Since there are times when one absolutely must go somewhere! When my own daughter first went out with a yellow ticket[5], then I had to go… (for my daughter has a yellow passport),” he added in parenthesis, looking with a certain uneasiness at the young man. “No matter, sir, no matter!” he went on hurriedly and with apparent composure when both the boys at the counter guffawed and even the innkeeper smiled—“No matter, I am not confounded by the wagging of their heads; for everyone knows everything about it already, and all that is secret is made open. And I accept it all, not with contempt, but with humility. So be it! So be it! ‘Behold the man!’ Excuse me, young man, can you…. No, to put it more strongly and more distinctly; not can you but dare you, looking upon me, assert that I am not a pig?”

The young man did not answer a word.

“Well,” the orator began again stolidly and with even increased dignity, after waiting for the laughter in the room to subside. “Well, so be it, I am a pig, but she is a lady! I have the semblance of a beast, but Katerina Ivanovna, my spouse, is a person of education and an officer’s daughter. Granted, granted, I am a scoundrel, but she is a woman of a noble heart, full of sentiments, refined by education. And yet… oh, if only she felt for me! Honoured sir, honoured sir, you know every man ought to have at least one place where people feel for him! But Katerina Ivanovna, though she is magnanimous, she is unjust…. And yet, although I realise that when she pulls my hair she only does it out of pity—for I repeat without being ashamed, she pulls my hair, young man,” he declared with redoubled dignity, hearing the sniggering again—“but, my God, if she would but once…. But no, no! It’s all in vain and it’s no use talking! No use talking! For more than once, my wish did come true and more than once she has felt for me but… such is my fate and I am a beast by nature!”

“Rather!” assented the innkeeper yawning. Marmeladov struck his fist resolutely on the table.

“Such is my fate! Do you know, sir, do you know, I have sold her very stockings for drink? Not her shoes—that would be more or less in the order of things, but her stockings, her stockings I have sold for drink! Her mohair shawl I sold for drink, a present to her long ago, her own property, not mine; and we live in a cold room and she caught cold this winter and has begun coughing and spitting blood too. We have three little children and Katerina Ivanovna is at work from morning till night; she is scrubbing and cleaning and washing the children, for she’s been used to cleanliness from a child. But her chest is weak and she has a tendency to consumption and I feel it! Do you suppose I don’t feel it? And the more I drink the more I feel it. That’s why I drink too. I try to find sympathy and feeling in drink…. I drink so that I may suffer twice as much!” And as though in despair he laid his head down on the table.

“Young man,” he went on, raising his head again, “in your face I seem to read some trouble of mind. When you came in I read it, and that was why I addressed you at once. For in unfolding to you the story of my life, I do not wish to make myself a laughing-stock before these idle listeners, who indeed know all about it already, but I am looking for a man of feeling and education. Know then that my wife was educated in a high-class school for the daughters of noblemen, and on leaving she danced the shawl dance before the governor and other personages for which she was presented with a gold medal and a certificate of merit. The medal… well, the medal of course was sold—long ago, hm… but the certificate of merit is in her trunk still and not long ago she showed it to our landlady. And although she is most continually on bad terms with the landlady, yet she wanted to tell someone or other of her past honours and of the happy days that are gone. I don’t condemn her for it, I don’t blame her, for the one thing left her is recollection of the past, and all the rest is dust and ashes. Yes, yes, she is a lady of spirit, proud and determined. She scrubs the floors herself and has nothing but black bread to eat, but won’t allow herself to be treated with disrespect. That’s why she would not overlook Mr. Lebeziatnikov’s rudeness to her, and so when he gave her a beating for it, she took to her bed more from the hurt to her feelings than from the blows. She was a widow when I married her, with three children, one smaller than the other. She married her first husband, an infantry officer, for love, and ran away with him from her father’s house. She was exceedingly fond of her husband; but he gave way to cards, got into trouble and with that he died. He used to beat her at the end: and although she paid him back, of which I have authentic documentary evidence, to this day she speaks of him with tears and she throws him up to me; and I am glad, I am glad that, though only in imagination, she should think of herself as having once been happy…. And she was left at his death with three children in a wild and remote district where I happened to be at the time; and she was left in such hopeless poverty that, although I have seen many ups and downs of all sort, I don’t feel equal to describing it even. Her relations had all thrown her off. And she was proud, too, excessively proud…. And then, honoured sir, and then, I, being at the time a widower, with a daughter of fourteen left me by my first wife, offered her my hand, for I could not bear the sight of such suffering. You can judge the extremity of her calamities, that she, a woman of education and culture and distinguished family, should have consented to be my wife. But she did! Weeping and sobbing and wringing her hands, she married me! For she had nowhere to turn! Do you understand, sir, do you understand what it means when you have absolutely nowhere to turn? No, that you don’t understand yet…. And for a whole year, I performed my duties conscientiously and faithfully, and did not touch this” (he tapped the jug with his finger), “for I have feelings. But even so, I could not please her; and then I lost my place too, and that through no fault of mine but through changes in the office; and then I did touch it!… It will be a year and a half ago soon since we found ourselves at last after many wanderings and numerous calamities in this magnificent capital, adorned with innumerable monuments. Here I obtained a situation…. I obtained it and I lost it again. Do you understand? This time it was through my own fault I lost it: for my weakness had come out…. We have now part of a room at Amalia Fyodorovna Lippevechsel’s; and what we live upon and what we pay our rent with, I could not say. There are a lot of people living there besides ourselves. Dirt and disorder, a perfect Bedlam… hm… yes… And meanwhile my daughter by my first wife has grown up; and what my daughter has had to put up with from her step-mother whilst she was growing up, I won’t speak of. For, though Katerina Ivanovna is full of generous feelings, she is a spirited lady, irritable and short-tempered…. Yes. But it’s no use going over that! Sonia, as you may well fancy, has had no education. I did make an effort four years ago to give her a course of geography and universal history, but as I was not very well up in those subjects myself and we had no suitable books, and what books we had… hm, anyway we have not even those now, so all our instruction came to an end. We stopped at Cyrus of Persia. Since she has attained years of maturity, she has read other books of romantic tendency and of late she had read with great interest a book she got through Mr. Lebeziatnikov, Lewes’ Physiology—do you know it?—and even recounted extracts from it to us: and that’s the whole of her education. And now may I venture to address you, honoured sir, on my own account with a private question. Do you suppose that a respectable poor girl can earn much by honest work? Not fifteen farthings a day can she earn, if she is respectable and has no special talent and that without putting her work down for an instant! And what’s more, Ivan Ivanitch Klopstock the civil counsellor—have you heard of him?—has not to this day paid her for the half-dozen linen shirts she made him and drove her roughly away, stamping and reviling her, on the pretext that the shirt collars were not made like the pattern and were put in askew. And there are the little ones hungry…. And Katerina Ivanovna walking up and down and wringing her hands, her cheeks flushed red, as they always are in that disease: ‘Here you live with us,’ says she, ‘you eat and drink and are kept warm and you do nothing to help.’ And much she gets to eat and drink when there is not a crust for the little ones for three days! I was lying at the time… well, what of it! I was lying drunk and I heard my Sonia speaking (she is a gentle creature with a soft little voice… fair hair and such a pale, thin little face). She said: ‘Katerina Ivanovna, am I really to do a thing like that?’ And Darya Frantsovna, a woman of evil character and very well known to the police, had two or three times tried to get at her through the landlady. ‘And why not?’ said Katerina Ivanovna with a jeer, ‘you are something mighty precious to be so careful of!’ But don’t blame her, don’t blame her, honoured sir, don’t blame her! She was not herself when she spoke, but driven to distraction by her illness and the crying of the hungry children; and it was said more to wound her than anything else…. For that’s Katerina Ivanovna’s character, and when children cry, even from hunger, she falls to beating them at once. At six o’clock I saw Sonia get up, put on her kerchief and her cape, and go out of the room and about nine o’clock she came back. She walked straight up to Katerina Ivanovna and she laid thirty roubles on the table before her in silence. She did not utter a word, she did not even look at her, she simply picked up our big green drap de dames[6] shawl (we have a shawl, made of drap de dames), put it over her head and face and lay down on the bed with her face to the wall; only her little shoulders and her body kept shuddering…. And I went on lying there, just as before…. And then I saw, young man, I saw Katerina Ivanovna, in the same silence go up to Sonia’s little bed; she was on her knees all the evening kissing Sonia’s feet, and would not get up, and then they both fell asleep in each other’s arms… together, together… yes… and I… lay drunk.”

Marmeladov stopped short, as though his voice had failed him. Then he hurriedly filled his glass, drank, and cleared his throat.

“Since then, sir,” he went on after a brief pause—“Since then, owing to an unfortunate occurrence and through information given by evil-intentioned persons—in all which Darya Frantsovna took a leading part on the pretext that she had been treated with want of respect—since then my daughter Sofya Semyonovna has been forced to take a yellow ticket, and owing to that she is unable to go on living with us. For our landlady, Amalia Fyodorovna would not hear of it (though she had backed up Darya Frantsovna before) and Mr. Lebeziatnikov too… hm…. All the trouble between him and Katerina Ivanovna was on Sonia’s account. At first he was for making up to Sonia himself and then all of a sudden he stood on his dignity: ‘how,’ said he, ‘can a highly educated man like me live in the same rooms with a girl like that?’ And Katerina Ivanovna would not let it pass, she stood up for her… and so that’s how it happened. And Sonia comes to us now, mostly after dark; she comforts Katerina Ivanovna and gives her all she can…. She has a room at the Kapernaumovs’ the tailors, she lodges with them; Kapernaumov is a lame man with a cleft palate and all of his numerous family have cleft palates too. And his wife, too, has a cleft palate. They all live in one room, but Sonia has her own, partitioned off…. Hm… yes… very poor people and all with cleft palates… yes. Then I got up in the morning, and put on my rags, lifted up my hands to heaven and set off to his excellency Ivan Afanasyvitch. His excellency Ivan Afanasyvitch, do you know him? No? Well, then, it’s a man of God you don’t know. He is wax… wax before the face of the Lord; even as wax melteth!… His eyes were dim when he heard my story. ‘Marmeladov, once already you have deceived my expectations… I’ll take you once more on my own responsibility’—that’s what he said, ‘remember,’ he said, ‘and now you can go.’ I kissed the dust at his feet—in thought only, for in reality he would not have allowed me to do it, being a statesman and a man of modern political and enlightened ideas. I returned home, and when I announced that I’d been taken back into the service and should receive a salary, heavens, what a to-do there was!…”

Marmeladov stopped again in violent excitement. At that moment a whole party of revellers already drunk came in from the street, and the sounds of a hired concertina and the cracked piping voice of a child of seven singing “The Hamlet” were heard in the entry. The room was filled with noise. The tavern-keeper and the boys were busy with the new-comers. Marmeladov paying no attention to the new arrivals continued his story. He appeared by now to be extremely weak, but as he became more and more drunk, he became more and more talkative. The recollection of his recent success in getting the situation seemed to revive him, and was positively reflected in a sort of radiance on his face. Raskolnikov listened attentively.

“That was five weeks ago, sir. Yes…. As soon as Katerina Ivanovna and Sonia heard of it, mercy on us, it was as though I stepped into the kingdom of Heaven. It used to be: you can lie like a beast, nothing but abuse. Now they were walking on tiptoe, hushing the children. ‘Semyon Zaharovitch is tired with his work at the office, he is resting, shh!’ They made me coffee before I went to work and boiled cream for me! They began to get real cream for me, do you hear that? And how they managed to get together the money for a decent outfit—eleven roubles, fifty copecks, I can’t guess. Boots, cotton shirt-fronts—most magnificent, a uniform, they got up all in splendid style, for eleven roubles and a half. The first morning I came back from the office I found Katerina Ivanovna had cooked two courses for dinner—soup and salt meat with horse radish—which we had never dreamed of till then. She had not any dresses… none at all, but she got herself up as though she were going on a visit; and not that she’d anything to do it with, she smartened herself up with nothing at all, she’d done her hair nicely, put on a clean collar of some sort, cuffs, and there she was, quite a different person, she was younger and better looking. Sonia, my little darling, had only helped with money ‘for the time,’ she said, ‘it won’t do for me to come and see you too often. After dark maybe when no one can see.’ Do you hear, do you hear? I lay down for a nap after dinner and what do you think: though Katerina Ivanovna had quarrelled to the last degree with our landlady Amalia Fyodorovna only a week before, she could not resist then asking her in to coffee. For two hours they were sitting, whispering together. ‘Semyon Zaharovitch is in the service again, now, and receiving a salary,’ says she, ‘and he went himself to his excellency and his excellency himself came out to him, made all the others wait and led Semyon Zaharovitch by the hand before everybody into his study.’ Do you hear, do you hear? ‘To be sure,’ says he, ‘Semyon Zaharovitch, remembering your past services,’ says he, ‘and in spite of your propensity to that foolish weakness, since you promise now and since moreover we’ve got on badly without you,’ (do you hear, do you hear;) ‘and so,’ says he, ‘I rely now on your word as a gentleman.’ And all that, let me tell you, she has simply made up for herself, and not simply out of wantonness, for the sake of bragging; no, she believes it all herself, she amuses herself with her own fancies, upon my word she does! And I don’t blame her for it, no, I don’t blame her!… Six days ago when I brought her my first earnings in full—twenty-three roubles forty copecks altogether—she called me her poppet: ‘poppet,’ said she, ‘my little poppet.’ And when we were by ourselves, you understand? You would not think me a beauty, you would not think much of me as a husband, would you?… Well, she pinched my cheek, ‘my little poppet,’ said she.”

Marmeladov broke off, tried to smile, but suddenly his chin began to twitch. He controlled himself however. The tavern, the degraded appearance of the man, the five nights in the hay barge, and the pot of spirits, and yet this poignant love for his wife and children bewildered his listener. Raskolnikov listened intently but with a sick sensation. He felt vexed that he had come here.

“Honoured sir, honoured sir,” cried Marmeladov recovering himself—“Oh, sir, perhaps all this seems a laughing matter to you, as it does to others, and perhaps I am only worrying you with the stupidity of all the trivial details of my home life, but it is not a laughing matter to me. For I can feel it all…. And the whole of that heavenly day of my life and the whole of that evening I passed in fleeting dreams of how I would arrange it all, and how I would dress all the children, and how I should give her rest, and how I should rescue my own daughter from dishonour and restore her to the bosom of her family…. And a great deal more…. Quite excusable, sir. Well, then, sir” (Marmeladov suddenly gave a sort of start, raised his head and gazed intently at his listener) “well, on the very next day after all those dreams, that is to say, exactly five days ago, in the evening, by a cunning trick, like a thief in the night, I stole from Katerina Ivanovna the key of her box, took out what was left of my earnings, how much it was I have forgotten, and now look at me, all of you! It’s the fifth day since I left home, and they are looking for me there and it’s the end of my employment, and my uniform is lying in a tavern on the Egyptian bridge. I exchanged it for the garments I have on… and it’s the end of everything!”

Marmeladov struck his forehead with his fist, clenched his teeth, closed his eyes and leaned heavily with his elbow on the table. But a minute later his face suddenly changed and with a certain assumed slyness and affectation of bravado, he glanced at Raskolnikov, laughed and said:

“This morning I went to see Sonia, I went to ask her for a pick-me-up! He-he-he!”

“You don’t say she gave it to you?” cried one of the new-comers; he shouted the words and went off into a guffaw.

“This very quart was bought with her money,” Marmeladov declared, addressing himself exclusively to Raskolnikov. “Thirty copecks she gave me with her own hands, her last, all she had, as I saw…. She said nothing, she only looked at me without a word…. Not on earth, but up yonder… they grieve over men, they weep, but they don’t blame them, they don’t blame them! But it hurts more, it hurts more when they don’t blame! Thirty copecks yes! And maybe she needs them now, eh? What do you think, my dear sir? For now she’s got to keep up her appearance. It costs money, that smartness, that special smartness, you know? Do you understand? And there’s pomatum, too, you see, she must have things; petticoats, starched ones, shoes, too, real jaunty ones to show off her foot when she has to step over a puddle. Do you understand, sir, do you understand what all that smartness means? And here I, her own father, here I took thirty copecks of that money for a drink! And I am drinking it! And I have already drunk it! Come, who will have pity on a man like me, eh? Are you sorry for me, sir, or not? Tell me, sir, are you sorry or not? He-he-he!”

He would have filled his glass, but there was no drink left. The pot was empty.

“What are you to be pitied for?” shouted the tavern-keeper who was again near them.

Shouts of laughter and even oaths followed. The laughter and the oaths came from those who were listening and also from those who had heard nothing but were simply looking at the figure of the discharged government clerk.

“To be pitied! Why am I to be pitied?” Marmeladov suddenly declaimed, standing up with his arm outstretched, as though he had been only waiting for that question.

“Why am I to be pitied, you say? Yes! there’s nothing to pity me for! I ought to be crucified, crucified on a cross, not pitied! Crucify me, oh judge, crucify me but pity me! And then I will go of myself to be crucified, for it’s not merry-making I seek but tears and tribulation!… Do you suppose, you that sell, that this pint of yours has been sweet to me? It was tribulation I sought at the bottom of it, tears and tribulation, and have found it, and I have tasted it; but He will pity us Who has had pity on all men, Who has understood all men and all things, He is the One, He too is the judge. He will come in that day and He will ask: ‘Where is the daughter who gave herself for her cross, consumptive step-mother and for the little children of another? Where is the daughter who had pity upon the filthy drunkard, her earthly father, undismayed by his beastliness?’ And He will say, ‘Come to me! I have already forgiven thee once…. I have forgiven thee once…. Thy sins which are many are forgiven thee for thou hast loved much….’ And he will forgive my Sonia, He will forgive, I know it… I felt it in my heart when I was with her just now! And He will judge and will forgive all, the good and the evil, the wise and the meek…. And when He has done with all of them, then He will summon us. ‘You too come forth,’ He will say, ‘Come forth ye drunkards, come forth, ye weak ones, come forth, ye children of shame!’ And we shall all come forth, without shame and shall stand before him. And He will say unto us, ‘Ye are swine, made in the Image of the Beast and with his mark; but come ye also!’ And the wise ones and those of understanding will say, ‘Oh Lord, why dost Thou receive these men?’ And He will say, ‘This is why I receive them, oh ye wise, this is why I receive them, oh ye of understanding, that not one of them believed himself to be worthy of this.’ And He will hold out His hands to us and we shall fall down before him… and we shall weep… and we shall understand all things! Then we shall understand all!… and all will understand, Katerina Ivanovna even… she will understand…. Lord, Thy kingdom come!” And he sank down on the bench exhausted, and helpless, looking at no one, apparently oblivious of his surroundings and plunged in deep thought. His words had created a certain impression; there was a moment of silence; but soon laughter and oaths were heard again.

“That’s his notion!”

“Talked himself silly!”

“A fine clerk he is!”

And so on, and so on.

“Let us go, sir,” said Marmeladov all at once, raising his head and addressing Raskolnikov—“come along with me… Kozel’s house, looking into the yard. I’m going to Katerina Ivanovna—time I did.”

Raskolnikov had for some time been wanting to go and he had meant to help him. Marmeladov was much unsteadier on his legs than in his speech and leaned heavily on the young man. They had two or three hundred paces to go. The drunken man was more and more overcome by dismay and confusion as they drew nearer the house.

“It’s not Katerina Ivanovna I am afraid of now,” he muttered in agitation—“and that she will begin pulling my hair. What does my hair matter! Bother my hair! That’s what I say! Indeed it will be better if she does begin pulling it, that’s not what I am afraid of… it’s her eyes I am afraid of… yes, her eyes… the red on her cheeks, too, frightens me… and her breathing too…. Have you noticed how people in that disease breathe… when they are excited? I am frightened of the children’s crying, too…. For if Sonia has not taken them food… I don’t know what’s happened! I don’t know! But blows I am not afraid of…. Know, sir, that such blows are not a pain to me, but even an enjoyment. In fact I can’t get on without it…. It’s better so. Let her strike me, it relieves her heart… it’s better so… There is the house. The house of Kozel, the cabinet-maker… a German, well-to-do. Lead the way!”

They went in from the yard and up to the fourth storey. The staircase got darker and darker as they went up. It was nearly eleven o’clock and although in summer in Petersburg there is no real night, yet it was quite dark at the top of the stairs.

A grimy little door at the very top of the stairs stood ajar. A very poor-looking room about ten paces long was lighted up by a candle-end; the whole of it was visible from the entrance. It was all in disorder, littered up with rags of all sorts, especially children’s garments. Across the furthest corner was stretched a ragged sheet. Behind it probably was the bed. There was nothing in the room except two chairs and a sofa covered with American leather, full of holes, before which stood an old deal kitchen-table, unpainted and uncovered. At the edge of the table stood a smoldering tallow-candle in an iron candlestick. It appeared that the family had a room to themselves, not part of a room, but their room was practically a passage. The door leading to the other rooms, or rather cupboards, into which Amalia Lippevechsel’s flat was divided stood half open, and there was shouting, uproar and laughter within. People seemed to be playing cards and drinking tea there. Words of the most unceremonious kind flew out from time to time.

Raskolnikov recognised Katerina Ivanovna at once. She was a rather tall, slim and graceful woman, terribly emaciated, with magnificent dark brown hair and with a hectic flush in her cheeks. She was pacing up and down in her little room, pressing her hands against her chest; her lips were parched and her breathing came in nervous broken gasps. Her eyes glittered as in fever and looked about with a harsh immovable stare. And that consumptive and excited face with the last flickering light of the candle-end playing upon it made a sickening impression. She seemed to Raskolnikov about thirty years old and was certainly a strange wife for Marmeladov…. She had not heard them and did not notice them coming in. She seemed to be lost in thought, hearing and seeing nothing. The room was close, but she had not opened the window; a stench rose from the staircase, but the door on to the stairs was not closed. From the inner rooms clouds of tobacco smoke floated in, she kept coughing, but did not close the door. The youngest child, a girl of six, was asleep, sitting curled up on the floor with her head on the sofa. A boy a year older stood crying and shaking in the corner, probably he had just had a beating. Beside him stood a girl of nine years old, tall and thin, wearing a thin and ragged chemise with an ancient cashmere pelisse flung over her bare shoulders, long outgrown and barely reaching her knees. Her arm, as thin as a stick, was round her brother’s neck. She was trying to comfort him, whispering something to him, and doing all she could to keep him from whimpering again. At the same time her large dark eyes, which looked larger still from the thinness of her frightened face, were watching her mother with alarm. Marmeladov did not enter the door, but dropped on his knees in the very doorway, pushing Raskolnikov in front of him. The woman seeing a stranger stopped indifferently facing him, coming to herself for a moment and apparently wondering what he had come for. But evidently she decided that he was going into the next room, as he had to pass through hers to get there. Taking no further notice of him, she walked towards the outer door to close it and uttered a sudden scream on seeing her husband on his knees in the doorway.

“Ah!” she cried out in a frenzy, “he has come back! The criminal! the monster!… And where is the money? What’s in your pocket, show me! And your clothes are all different! Where are your clothes? Where is the money! Speak!”

And she fell to searching him. Marmeladov submissively and obediently held up both arms to facilitate the search. Not a farthing was there.

“Where is the money?” she cried—“Mercy on us, can he have drunk it all? There were twelve silver roubles left in the chest!” and in a fury she seized him by the hair and dragged him into the room. Marmeladov seconded her efforts by meekly crawling along on his knees.
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