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About Leo Tolstoy

Leo Tolstoy was born in 1828 at Yasnaya Polyana, province of Tula, the fourth son of Count Nikolay Tolstoy. His mother died soon after, in 1830. When Tolstoy was nine the family moved to Moscow where his father died in the same year. In 1844 Tolstoy began studying law and oriental languages at Kazan University where his teachers described him as being both ‘unwilling and unable to learn’. He left before completing his degree and went back to Yasnaya Polyana. He began to lead a life typical of men of his class, focused on cards, wine and women. However, he was already becoming preoccupied with politics.

Disillusioned with the emptiness of his life, he joined an artillery unit based in Chechnya in 1851. A year later, he published his first story, Childhood, which was immediately successful and helped to establish him as part of the Russian literati - Tsar Alexander II was said to have praised his work in this period.

Having got his commission and taken part in fighting against the Turks and the defence of the Fourth Bastion, Tolstoy left the army, sickened at what he had seen. Between 1856 and 1861 Tolstoy wrote and travelled abroad extensively. He returned with a sense of revulsion for what he considered to be European materialism. In 1859 he started a school for peasant children at Yasnaya and in 1862 he founded a magazine in which he contended that it was the peasants who should teach the intellectuals, rather than the other way round.

At the age of fifty Tolstoy had a mid-life crisis. He declared that he had to find the meaning of life or would commit suicide. This crisis was followed by a religious conversion, although his interpretation of Christianity had Buddhist overtones.

In 1862 he married Sophia Andreyevna Behrs who gave him  thirteen children, five of whom died in childhood. She was a devoted wife and mother who gave Tolstoy a great deal of help with his literary endeavours. It is well known that she copied out  War and Peace (1868-9) seven times. For fifteen years the marriage was extremely happy but Tolstoy’s increasingly radical political stance at the end of his life alienated his wife. He frequently dispensed huge sums of money to beggars and drew up a will relinquishing his copyrights. Such behaviour led to frequent disputes with Sophia. Finding it impossible to continue living a comfortable life with his family whilst preaching communism, he left Yasnaya in 1910, with one of his daughters and his doctor, for an unknown destination. He died on the journey and was buried in a simple peasant’s grave.
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Chronology of His Times
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PART ONE
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All happy families resemble one another, each unhappy family is unhappy in its own way.

Everything was upset in the Oblonskys’ house. The wife had discovered an intrigue between her husband and their former French governess, and declared that she would not continue to live under the same roof with him. This state of things had now lasted for three days, and not only the husband and wife but the whole household suffered from it. The wife kept to her own rooms; the husband stopped away from home all day; the children ran about all over the house uneasily; the English governess quarrelled with the housekeeper; the cook had gone out just at dinner-time the day before and had not returned; and the kitchen-maid and coachman had given notice.

On the third day after his quarrel with his wife, Prince Stephen Arkadyevich Oblonsky—Stiva, as he was called in his set in Society—woke up at his usual time, eight o’clock, not in his wife’s bedroom but on the morocco leather-covered sofa in his study. He let down his legs, felt about with his feet for his slippers and from nine years’ habit stretched out his arm towards where his dressing-gown usually hung in their bedroom. And then he suddenly remembered that, and why, he was not sleeping there but in his study. The smile vanished from his face and he frowned.

‘Oh dear, dear, dear!’ he groaned, recalling what had happened.

‘No, she will never forgive me! And the worst thing about it is, that it’s all my own fault; and yet I’m not guilty! That’s the tragedy of it!’ he thought despairingly, as he recalled the most painful details of the quarrel. The worst moment had been when, returning home from the theatre merry and satisfied, he saw her in her bedroom with the unlucky note which had betrayed him in her hand.

She sat there: the careworn, ever-bustling, and (as he thought) rather simple Dolly—with the note in her hand and a look of terror, despair, and anger on her face.

‘What is this? This?’ she asked, pointing to the note.

At the moment he had not had time to assume an expression suitable  to the position in which he stood toward his wife now that his guilt was discovered and he involuntarily smiled his usual kindly and therefore silly smile.

He could not forgive himself for that silly smile. Dolly, seeing it, shuddered as if with physical pain, and rushed from the room. Since then she had refused to see him.

‘It’s all the fault of that stupid smile,’ thought Oblonsky. ‘But what am I to do?’ he asked himself in despair, and could find no answer.




2

Oblonsky could not feel repentant that he, a handsome amorous man of thirty-four, was not in love with his wife, the mother of five living and two dead children and only a year younger than himself. He repented only of not having managed to conceal his conduct from her. He had a vague notion that his wife had long suspected him of being unfaithful and winked at it. He even thought that she, who was nothing but an excellent mother of a family, worn-out, already growing elderly, no longer pretty, and in no way remarkable, ought to be lenient to him. It turned out that the very opposite was the case.

‘How awful! Oh dear, oh dear, how awful!’ Oblonsky kept repeating to himself. ‘And how well everything was going on till now—how happily we lived! Of course it’s not quite nice that she had been a governess in our house. There’s something banal, a want of taste, in carrying on with one’s governess—but as long as she was in the house I never took any liberties. The worst of the matter is, that she is already . . . Why need it all happen at once? Oh dear, dear, dear! What am I to do?’

He could find no answer, except life’s usual answer to the most complex and insoluble questions. That answer is: live in the needs of the day, that is, find forgetfulness.

‘We’ll see when the time comes,’ thought Oblonsky, and got up, put on his grey dressing-gown lined with blue silk, and went with his usual firm tread toward the window, drew up the blind and rang loudly. The bell was answered immediately by his old friend and valet, Matthew, who brought in his clothes, boots, and a telegram. He was followed by the barber with shaving tackle.

‘Any papers from the Office?’ asked Oblonsky, as he took the telegram and sat down before the looking-glass.

‘They’re on your table,’ answered Matthew.

Oblonsky glanced at Matthew’s face in the looking-glass. From their  looks, as they met in the glass, it was evident that they understood one another.

Oblonsky tore open the telegram and his face brightened.

‘Matthew, my sister Anna Arkadyevna is coming to-morrow,’ he said, motioning away for a moment the shiny plump hand of the barber.

‘The Lord be thanked!’ said Matthew, proving by his answer that he knew just as well as his master the importance of this visit: namely, that Anna Arkadyevna, Stephen Arkadyevich’s favourite sister, might help to reconcile the husband and wife.

‘Is she coming alone, or with Mr. Karenin?’

Oblonsky could not answer as the barber was busy with his upper lip; but he raised one finger.

‘Alone. Would you like one of the upstairs rooms got ready?’

‘Ask Darya Alexandrovna. See what she says.’

Oblonsky was washed and his hair brushed when Matthew re-entered the room. The barber was no longer there.

‘Darya Alexandrovna told me to say that she is going away. “He may do as he pleases”—that is, as you please, sir,’ he said, laughing with his eyes only; he gazed at his master. Oblonsky remained silent, then a kind and rather pathetic smile appeared on his handsome face.

‘Ah, Matthew!’ he said, shaking his head.

‘Never mind, sir—things will shape themselves.’

‘Do you think so?—Who’s that?’ asked Oblonsky, hearing the rustle of a woman’s dress outside the door.

‘It’s me, sir,’ answered a firm and pleasant woman’s voice, and Matrena Filimonovna, the children’s nurse, thrust her stern pockmarked face in at the door.

‘What is it, Matrena?’ asked Oblonsky, stepping out to her.

‘Won’t you go and try again, sir? By God’s grace you might make it up! She suffers dreadfully; it’s pitiful to see her, and everything in the house is topsy-turvy. You should consider the children ...’

‘But she won’t admit me!’

‘Do your part—God is merciful. Pray to Him, sir, pray to Him!’

‘All right—now go,’ said Oblonsky, suddenly blushing.

‘I must get dressed,’ said he, and threw off his dressing-gown.
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When he was quite dressed Oblonsky, in spite of his misfortune, went with a slight spring in each step into the dining-room where his coffee  stood ready. Beside the coffee lay letters and papers from the Office.

He read the letters, one of which concerned the sale of a forest on his wife’s estate, and came from a dealer. This forest had to be sold; but until he was reconciled with his wife the sale was quite out of the question. The idea that he might be biased by that consideration, might seek a reconciliation in order to sell the forest, offended him. Having looked through his letters, Oblonsky began to drink his coffee.

At the same time he unfolded the still damp morning paper, and began reading. Oblonsky subscribed to and read a Liberal paper that expressed the opinions of the majority. And although neither science, art, nor politics specially interested him, he firmly held to the opinions of the majority and of his paper on those subjects.

Oblonsky’s tendency and opinions were not his by deliberate choice: they came of themselves, just as he did not choose the fashion of his hats or coats but wore those of the current style. Living in a certain social set, he was obliged to hold views, just as he was obliged to have a hat. If he had a reason for preferring Liberalism to the Conservatism of many in his set, it was because it suited his manner of life better. The Liberal Party maintained that everything in Russia was bad, and it was a fact that Oblonsky had many debts and decidedly too little money. The Liberal Party said that marriage was an obsolete institution which ought to be reformed; and family life really gave Oblonsky very little pleasure. The Liberal Party hinted that religion was only good as a check on the more barbarous portion of the population; and Oblonsky really could not understand why one should use all that high-flown language about another world while one can live so merrily in this one.

Thus Liberalism became habitual to Oblonsky, and he loved his paper as he loved his after-dinner cigar, for the slight mistiness it produced in his brain. He read the leading article, in which hits were made at the Ministry. With his natural quickness of perception he understood the meaning of each hit, whence it came, for whom it was meant and what had provoked it, and this as usual gave him a certain satisfaction. But to-day the satisfaction was marred by the memory of Matrena Filimonovna’s advice, and of the fact that there was all this trouble in the house.

Having finished the paper, his second cup of coffee, and a buttered roll, he got up and smiled the smile of a healthy digestion. But that joyful smile at once brought everything back to his mind, and he grew thoughtful.

Then he heard the sound of two childish voices outside the door, and recognized them as the voices of his eldest daughter, Tanya, and of his  little boy Grisha. They were dragging something along, and had upset it.

 
it. ‘I told you not to put passengers on the roof,’ the girl shouted in English. ‘Now pick them up!’

‘Everything is disorganized,’ thought Oblonsky and going to the door he called them in. They left the box, which represented a train, and came to their father.

The girl, her father’s pet, ran boldly in, embraced him, and hung laughing on his neck.

‘How’s Mama?’ he asked, passing his hand over his daughter’s smooth delicate little neck, as he smilingly said ‘Good morning’ in answer to the little boy’s greeting.

‘Mama? She’s up,’ said the girl.

‘Yes, but is she cheerful?’ he added.

‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘She said we were not to have any lessons, but must walk to Grandmamma’s.’

‘Well, you may go, my little Tanyakin. . . . Oh, wait!’ he said, still holding her and stroking her delicate little hand.

Taking a box of sweets from the mantelpiece, he chose two sweets which he knew she liked best, a chocolate and a coloured cream.

‘For Grisha?’ she asked, holding out the chocolate.

‘Yes, yes,’ and stroking her shoulder he kissed her hair at the roots and her neck, and let her go.

‘The carriage is ready,’ said Matthew.

Oblonsky took his hat and paused to consider whether he had forgotten anything. He found he had forgotten nothing but what he wanted to forget: his wife.

‘Oh yes!’ His head dropped, and his handsome face became worried.

‘To go, or not to go?’ he asked himself; and his inner consciousness answered that he ought not to go: that it could only result in hypocrisy; that it was impossible to restore their relations because it was impossible to render her attractive and capable of exciting love.

‘Nevertheless it will have to be done sooner or later. Things can’t remain as they are,’ he said, and crossing the drawing-room with rapid steps, he opened the door which led into his wife’s bedroom.
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Darya Alexandrovna was there in a dressing-jacket, with her large frightened eyes, made more prominent by the emaciation of her face, and  her knot of thin plaits of once luxurious and beautiful hair. The room was covered with scattered articles, and she was standing among them before an open wardrobe. Hearing her husband’s step she stopped and looked at the door, vainly trying to assume a severe and contemptuous expression. She was afraid of the impending interview. She was trying to do what she had attempted ten times already during those three days, to sort out her own and her children’s clothes to take to her mother’s; she must do something to punish and humiliate him, and to revenge herself if only for a small part of the pain he had caused her. She still kept saying that she would leave him, but felt that this was impossible because she could not get out of the habit of regarding him as her husband and of loving him.

On seeing her husband she thrust her arms into a drawer of the wardrobe as if looking for something, and only when he had come close to her did she turn her face toward him. But her face, which she wanted to seem stern and determined, expressed only perplexity and suffering.

‘Dolly!’ he said in a soft, timid voice. He drew his head down, wishing to look pathetic and submissive, but with a rapid glance she took in his fresh and healthy figure. ‘Yes, he is happy and contented,’ she thought, ‘but what about me? . . . And that horrid good-nature of his which people praise so, how I hate it!’

‘What do you want?’ she said quickly.

‘Dolly,’ he repeated unsteadily, ‘Anna is coming to-morrow.’

‘What’s that to do with me? I can’t receive her!’ she exclaimed.

‘But after all, Dolly, you really must,’ said he.

‘Go away, go away, go away!’ she cried, as if in physical pain.

Oblonsky could think calmly of his wife, could hope that ‘things would shape themselves’ as Matthew had said, and could calmly read his paper and drink his coffee, but when he saw her worn, suffering face, and heard her tone, resigned and despairing, he felt a choking sensation. A lump rose to his throat and tears glistened in his eyes.

‘Oh, my God! What have I done? Dolly—for heaven’s sake! ... You know . . .’ His throat was choked with sobs.

She slammed the doors of the wardrobe and looked up at him.

‘Dolly, what can I say? . . . Only forgive me! Think, nine years. . . . Can’t they atone for a momentary—a momentary . . .’

Her eyes drooped and she waited to hear what he would say, as if entreating him to persuade her somehow that she had made a mistake.

‘A momentary infatuation, . . .’ he said, and was going on; but at those words her lips tightened again as if with pain.

‘Go away—go away from here!’ she cried in a still shriller voice, ‘and don’t talk to me of your infatuations and all those horrors!’

‘Dolly!’ he said, now actually sobbing, ‘for heaven’s sake think of the children—they have done nothing! Punish me—make me suffer for my sin! Tell me what to do—I am ready for anything. I am the guilty one. . . . But, Dolly, forgive me!’

She sat down and he could hear her loud, heavy breathing. He felt unutterably sorry for her. She tried again and again to speak and could not. He waited.

‘You think of our children when you want to play with them, but I am always thinking of them, and know they are ruined now,’ she said. ‘I do not know how to save them—whether by taking them away or by leaving them with a dissolute—yes, a dissolute father. . . . Tell me, do you think it possible for us to live together after what has happened? Is it possible?’ she repeated, raising her voice. ‘When my husband, the father of my children, has love affairs with his children’s governess?’

‘But what’s to be done?—what’s to be done?’ said he, in a piteous voice, and sinking his head lower and lower.

‘You are horrid and disgusting to me!’ she shouted, getting more and more excited. ‘Your tears are—water! You never loved me; you have no heart, no honour! To me you are detestable, disgusting—a stranger, yes, a perfect stranger!’

He looked at her and the hatred he saw in her face frightened and surprised him. He did not understand that his pity exasperated her.

At that moment a child began to cry in another room. Darya Alexandrovna listened, and her face softened suddenly. She rose quickly and moved toward the door.

‘After all, she loves my child,’ he thought, noticing the change in her face when the baby cried; ‘my child—then how can she hate me?’

‘Dolly, just a word!’ he said, following her.

‘If you follow me, I shall call the servants and the children! I’ll let everybody know you are a scoundrel! I am going away to-day, and you may live here with your mistress!’

She went out, slamming the door.

For a few seconds Oblonsky stood alone; then he wiped his eyes, sighed, and went out of the room.

‘Well, perhaps things will “shape themselves”,’ he thought.

‘Matthew!’ he called, ‘will you and Mary arrange everything for Anna Arkadyevna in the little sitting-room?’ he added when Matthew appeared.

‘Yes, sir.’

Oblonsky put on his fur coat, and went out into the porch.

‘Will you be home to dinner, sir?’ said Matthew.

‘I’ll see.... Oh, and here’s some money,’ said he, taking a ten-rouble note out of his pocket-book. ‘Will it be enough?’

‘Enough or not, we shall have to manage, that’s clear,’ said Matthew, closing the carriage door and stepping back into the porch.

Meanwhile Darya Alexandrovna after soothing the child, knowing from the sound of the carriage wheels that her husband had gone, returned to her bedroom. She sat down. Locking together her thin fingers, on which her rings hung loosely, she went over in her mind the whole of their conversation.

‘Gone! But how did he finish with her?’ she thought. ‘Is it possible that he still sees her? Why didn’t I ask him? No, no! It’s impossible to be reunited.... Even if we go on living in the same house, we are strangers—strangers for ever!’ she repeated. ‘And how I loved him! Oh God, how I loved him! ... How I loved—and don’t I love him now? The most terrible thing . . .’ She did not finish the thought, because Matrena Filimonovna thrust her head in at the door.

‘Hadn’t I better send for my brother?’ she said. ‘After all, he can cook a dinner;—or else the children will go without food till six o’clock, as they did yesterday.’

‘All right! I’ll come and see about it in a moment.... Has the milk been sent for?’ and Darya Alexandrovna plunged into her daily cares, and for a time drowned her grief in them.
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Oblonsky’s natural ability had helped him to do well at school, but mischief and laziness had caused him to finish very low in his year’s class. Yet in spite of his dissipated life, his unimportant service rank, and his comparative youth, he occupied a distinguished well-paid post as Head of one of the Government Boards in Moscow. This post he had obtained through Alexis Alexandrovich Karenin, his sister Anna’s husband, who held one of the most important positions in the Ministry to which that Moscow Board belonged. But even if Karenin had not nominated his brother-in-law for that post, Stiva Oblonsky would have obtained this or a similar post with a salary of some 6000 roubles a year, which he needed because in spite of his wife’s substantial means his affairs were in a bad way.

Half Moscow and half Petersburg were his relations or friends. He was born among those who were or who became the great ones of this world. One third of the official world, the older men, were his father’s friends and had known him in petticoats, he was on intimate terms with another third, and was well acquainted with the last third. Consequently the distributors of earthly blessings, such as government posts, grants, concessions, and the like, were all his friends.

Oblonsky was not only liked by every one who knew him for his kind and joyous nature and his undoubted honesty, but there was something in him that had a physical effect on those he met, making them feel friendly and cheerful.

Oblonsky had won not only the affection but also the respect of all who had anything to do with him. The chief qualities that had won him this general respect in his Office were, first, his extreme leniency, founded on a consciousness of his own defects; secondly, his true Liberalism which made him treat all men alike whatever their rank or official position; thirdly and chiefly, his complete indifference to the business he was engaged on, in consequence of which he was never carried away by enthusiasm and never made mistakes.

Having arrived at his destination, Oblonsky, respectfully followed by the door-keeper bearing his portfolio, entered his little private room, put on his uniform, and came out into the Office. The clerks and attendants all rose and bowed cheerfully and respectfully. Oblonsky walked quickly, as was his wont, to his place, shook hands with the Members, and sat down. He chatted and joked just as much as was proper and then turned to business. No one could determine better than he the limits of freedom, simplicity, and formality, necessary for the pleasant transaction of business.

‘Well, gentlemen . . .’ said Oblonsky and the sitting commenced.

It was not quite two when the large glass doors suddenly swung open and some one came in. All the Members, glad of some distraction, looked toward the door; but the door-keeper at once turned out the intruder and closed the glass doors behind him.

When the Report had been read, Oblonsky rose to go to his private room. Two of his colleagues—Nikitin, an old hard-working official, and Grinevich, a Gentleman of the Bedchamber—followed him out.

‘Who was it came in?’ Oblonsky asked the door-keeper.

‘Some man came in without permission, your Excellency. He asked for you. I told him, “When the Members come out, then . . .”’

‘Where is he?’

‘That’s him,’ said the door-keeper, pointing to a strongly-built  broad-shouldered man with a curly beard, who, without taking off his sheep-skin cap, was running lightly and quickly up the worn steps of the stone staircase. Oblonsky’s kindly face, beaming over the gold-embroidered collar of his uniform, grew still more radiant when he recognized the man who was coming up.

‘Yes, it’s he! Levin, at last!’ he said, scrutinizing the approaching Levin with a friendly mocking smile. ‘How is it you deign to look me up in this  den?’ he asked; and not contented with pressing his friend’s hand, he kissed him. ‘Been here long?’

‘I’ve only just arrived, and am very anxious to see you,’ answered Levin, looking round with constraint, and yet crossly and uneasily.

‘Well then, come into my room,’ said Oblonsky, who knew his friend’s self-conscious and irritable shyness.

Levin and Oblonsky were almost of the same age. Levin had been his comrade and friend in early youth, and they were fond of one another in spite of the difference in their characters and tastes. Yet, as often happens between men who have chosen different pursuits, each thought that his own way of living was real life, and that the life of his friend was—illusion. Oblonsky could not repress a slightly sarcastic smile at the sight of Levin. How many times he had already seen him arriving in Moscow from the country, where he did something, though what it was Oblonsky could never quite understand or feel any interest in. Levin came to Moscow always excited, always in a hurry, rather shy and irritated by his own shyness, and usually with totally new and unexpected views about things. Oblonsky laughed at all this, and yet liked it. Similarly, Levin in his heart despised the town life his friend was leading, and his official duties which he considered futile and ridiculed. But the difference was that Oblonsky, doing as every one else did, laughed with confidence and good-humour, while Levin laughed uncertainly and sometimes angrily.

‘We have long been expecting you,’ said Oblonsky entering his private room. ‘I’m very, very glad to see you!’ continued he. ‘Well, how are you, eh? When did you arrive?’

Levin looked silently at the faces of Oblonsky’s colleagues, and especially at the hands of the elegant Grinevich, who had such long white fingers and such long yellowish nails curving at the points. Oblonsky at once noticed Levin’s look and smiled.

‘Oh, of course! Let me introduce you,’ he said. ‘My colleagues: Philip Ivanich Nikitin; Michael Stanislavich Grinevich,’ then turning to Levin, ‘Constantine Dmitrich Levin, an active member of the Zemstvo, one of the new sort—a gymnast who lifts a hundredweight and a half with  one hand, a cattle-breeder, a sportsman,—my friend and a brother of Sergius Ivanich Koznyshev.’

‘Very pleased . . .’ said the old official.

‘I have the honour of knowing your brother,’ said Grinevich, holding out his narrow hand with the long fingernails.

Levin frowned, shook hands coldly, and immediately turned to Oblonsky. Though Levin had great respect for his half-brother, an author known throughout Russia, he hated to be regarded not as Constantine Levin but as a brother of the famous Koznyshev.

‘No, I am no longer on the Zemstvo—I have quarrelled with the lot of them, and don’t attend their meetings any more,’ said he.

‘Quick work!’ said Oblonsky, smiling. ‘What was it all about?’

‘To put it in a nutshell, I have come to the conclusion that there is and can be, no such thing as Zemstvo work,’ he said, speaking as if some one had just offended him. ‘On the one hand they play at being a parliament, and I am neither young enough nor old enough to amuse myself with toys. On the other hand . . .’ he hesitated, ‘it is a means of getting unearned salaries!’ he went on as warmly as if he had just been contradicted.

‘Aha! I see you’ve reached another new phase—a Conservative one this time!’ said Oblonsky. ‘However, we’ll talk about that later.’

‘Yes, later! ... But it is very, very important for me to have a talk with you.... However, it’s nothing particular,’ said Levin, and his face became almost vicious in his efforts to overcome his shyness.

‘What are the Shcherbatskys doing? All going on as usual?’

Oblonsky smiled very slightly and his eyes sparkled merrily.

‘Excuse me a moment . . .’

The Secretary came in, approached Oblonsky with some papers, and began to explain some difficulty. Oblonsky, without hearing him to the end, put his hand in a kindly way on the Secretary’s sleeve and, softening his remark with a smile, said:

‘No; please do it as I said,’ and, having in a few words explained his view of the matter, he pushed the paper away.

The Secretary went out, abashed. Levin, who during Oblonsky’s talk with the Secretary had quite overcome his shyness, stood leaning both arms on the back of a chair and listening with ironical attention.

‘I don’t understand it at all!’ he remarked, shrugging his shoulders. ‘How can you do it seriously?’

‘Why not?’

‘Because there’s nothing to do!’

‘That’s how it seems to you, but we’re overwhelmed with work.’

‘—On paper! But all the same I admire your dignity and am proud that my friend is such a great man! But all the same you’ve not answered my question,’ he added, making a desperate effort to look Oblonsky straight in the face.

‘All right! All right! About what you were asking: nothing has changed, but it’s a pity you’ve stopped away so long.’

‘Why?’ asked Levin in alarm.

‘Oh, nothing—’ answered Oblonsky. ‘We’ll talk it over later on. Let’s see,—if you want to meet them, you’ll be sure to find them in the Zoological Gardens from four to five. Kitty skates there. Go there, and I’ll call for you and we’ll dine somewhere together.’

‘Splendid! Well then, au revoir!’ said Levin and left the room, only recollecting when already at the door that he had not taken leave of Oblonsky’s colleagues.
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The Levins and the Shcherbatskys, two old aristocratic Moscow families, had always been on intimate and friendly terms. Their ties were drawn still closer during Levin’s University days. He had prepared for and entered the University together with young Prince Shcherbatsky, Dolly’s and Kitty’s brother. At that time Levin often visited the Shcherbatskys, and fell in love with the whole family—especially the feminine half of it. He could not remember his mother, and his sister was much his senior, so that in the Shcherbatskys’ house he saw for the first time the family life of a well-educated and honourable family of the old aristocracy—a life such as he had been deprived of by the death of his own father and mother.

In his student days he very nearly fell in love with the eldest daughter, Dolly; but a marriage was soon after arranged between her and Oblonsky. Then he began falling in love with the second daughter. But Nataly married the diplomat, Lvov. Kitty was still a child when Levin finished at the University. Young Shcherbatsky who entered the navy was drowned in the Baltic; and after that, in spite of his friendship with Oblonsky, Levin’s intercourse with the Shcherbatskys became less frequent. But when he had come to Moscow early in the winter of this year and met them, he knew at last which of the three sisters he was really fated to love.

It would seem that nothing could be simpler than for him, a man of good family, rich rather than poor, and thirty-two years of age, to  propose to the Princess Shcherbatskaya. But having spent two months in Moscow, living as in a fog, meeting Kitty almost every day in Society which he began to frequent in order to meet her, he suddenly made up his mind that it was impossible, and returned to the country.

Levin’s conviction that it was impossible rested on the idea that from her relatives’ point of view he was not a good or suitable match for the delightful Kitty, and that Kitty herself could not love him. From her parents’ standpoint (it seemed to him) he had no settled occupation or position in the world. He was merely a country squire, spending his time breeding cows, shooting snipe, and erecting buildings—that is to say, a fellow without talent. Of course the mysterious, enchanting Kitty could not love a plain fellow, such as he considered himself to be, a man so ordinary and undistinguished. He thought a plain kindly fellow like himself might be loved as a friend, but to be loved with the kind of love he felt for Kitty, a man must be handsome, and above all remarkable.

But after spending two months alone in the country, he became convinced that he could not live unless the question whether she was to be his wife or not were decided; also that his despair had been the outcome of his own fancy, and that he had no proof that he would be rejected. So he had now come to Moscow determined to propose to her, and dared not think what would happen if she refused him.
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Having reached Moscow by a morning train, Levin went to stay at the house of his half-brother Koznyshev, who was older than he, and after changing his clothes entered his brother’s study, intending to tell him why he had come and to ask his advice. But his brother was not alone. A well-known professor of philosophy was with him, who had come specially from Kharkov to settle a dispute that had arisen between them on an important philosophical question: whether a definite line exists between psychological and physiological phenomena in human activity; and if so, where it lies?

When Levin entered, Sergius Ivanich greeted him with the coldly affable smile he bestowed on everybody and, having introduced him to the professor, went on with the discussion.

When the professor had gone, Koznyshev turned to his half-brother.

‘I am very glad you have come. Are you here for long? How do you get on with your farming?’

Levin knew that farming did not interest his brother and that the  question was merely a concession; therefore he replied generally as to the sale of wheat and money matters. He wanted to tell his brother of his intended marriage and to ask his advice. He had even firmly made up his mind to do so, but when he noticed the patronizing tone in which he asked him about the business of their estate (this estate which they had jointly inherited from their mother had not been divided, and Levin was managing the whole of it), he felt that his brother would not look at the matter as he wished him to.

‘Well, and how is your Zemstvo getting on?’ asked Koznyshev, who took a keen interest in the rural administration.

‘I really don’t know. I resigned,’ answered Levin, ‘and don’t attend the Meetings any more.’

‘That’s a pity!’ said Koznyshev, and frowned. ‘Do you know that Nicholas is here again?’

Nicholas was Constantine Levin’s elder brother, and Koznyshev’s half-brother. He was a ruined man who had squandered the greater part of his fortune, mixed with the strangest and worst society, and quarrelled with his brothers.

‘How do you know?’ cried Levin, horror-struck.

‘Prokofy met him in the street.’

‘Here, in Moscow? Where is he? Do you know?’ Levin rose from his chair as if meaning to go at once.

‘I am sorry I told you,’ said Koznyshev. ‘I sent to find out where he is living, and this is the answer I received.’

Koznyshev took a note from under a paper-weight and handed it to his brother.

‘I humbly beg you to leave me alone. That is all I demand of my dear brothers.—NICHOLAS LEVIN.’

When Levin had read the note, a struggle was going on within him between the desire to forget his unfortunate brother for the present, and the consciousness that this would be wrong.

‘He evidently wants to offend me,’ continued Koznyshev, ‘but he cannot do that. I wish with all my heart I could help him, but I know it can’t be done.’

‘Yes, yes,’ said Levin, ‘I understand, and appreciate your attitude toward him; but personally I shall go to see him.’

‘Go if you like, but I don’t advise it,’ said Koznyshev. ‘It’s impossible to help him. However, do as you please!’

‘It may be impossible to help him, but I feel—especially at this  moment . . . but that’s a different matter—I feel that I cannot be at peace . . .’

‘Well, I don’t understand that,’ said Koznyshev. ‘But what I do understand is a lesson in humility. I have begun to look differently, more leniently, at what is called rascality, since brother Nicholas became what he is. Do you know what he has done?’

‘Ah, it’s dreadful, dreadful!’ Levin repeated.

Having got the address from Koznyshev’s footman Levin thought of going at once to see his brother; but, on reflection, decided to put off the visit till the evening. To obtain peace of mind it was necessary first of all to decide the business that had brought him to Moscow. He therefore went to Oblonsky’s office, and having received news of the Shcherbatskys he drove to the place where he was told he could see Kitty.
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At four o’clock that afternoon Levin, conscious that his heart was beating rapidly, got out of the hired sledge at the Zoological Gardens and went down the path leading to the ice-hills and skating lake, sure of finding Kitty there, for he had noticed the Shcherbatskys’ carriage at the entrance.

It was a clear frosty day. Carriages, private sledges, sledges for hire, and mounted police stood at the entrance. He walked along the path leading to the skating lake, and kept repeating to himself: ‘I must not be excited. I must be quiet!’ But the more he tried to be calm, the more laboured grew his breath. An acquaintance called to him, but Levin did not even notice who it was. A few more steps brought him to the skating lake, and among all the skaters he at once recognized her. He knew she was there by the joy and terror that took possession of his heart. She stood talking to a lady at the other end of the lake, as easy for Levin to recognize in that crowd as to find a rose among nettles. Everything was lit up by her. She was the smile that brightened everything around.

‘Can I really step down on to the ice, and go up to her?’ he thought. The spot where she stood seemed to him an unapproachable sanctuary, and there was a moment when he nearly went away, he was so filled with awe. He had to make an effort and reason with himself that all sorts of people were passing near her and he himself might have come just to skate.

On that day of the week and at that hour, people belonging to the same set and acquainted with one another, met on the ice. Nicholas  Shcherbatsky, Kitty’s cousin, in a short jacket, tight trousers, with skates on his feet, was sitting on a bench, and seeing Levin, called out to him.

‘Hullo, you Russian champion skater! When did you come? The ice is splendid—put on your skates!’

‘I haven’t any skates,’ answered Levin, wondering at such boldness and freedom of manner in her presence, and not losing sight of her for a moment although not looking at her. He felt the sun approaching him. She was turning a corner, her little feet, shod in high boots, kept close together, and she was skating timidly toward him. She glided straight up to Shcherbatsky, and catching hold of him with her hand, nodded smilingly to Levin. She was more beautiful than he had imagined her.

When he thought about her he could vividly picture to himself her entire person, and especially the charm of her small, fair-haired head, so lightly poised on the shapely girlish shoulders, and the childlike brightness and kindness of her face. But what always struck him afresh as unexpected was the expression of her eyes—mild, calm, and truthful, —and above all her smile, which filled him with tenderness.

‘Have you been here long?’ she said, shaking hands with him.

‘I? No, not long—since yesterday ... I mean to-day . . .’ replied Levin, in his excitement not quite taking in her question. ‘I wanted to come and see you,’ he went on, and then, remembering the reason why he wanted to see her he became abashed, and blushed. ‘I did not know that you skated, and so well.’

She looked at him as if wishing to understand his confusion.

‘Your praise is valuable. There is a tradition here that you are the best skater,’ she said.

‘Yes, I used to be passionately fond of skating. I wanted to be perfect at it.’

‘You seem to do everything passionately,’ she remarked with a smile. ‘I should so like to see you skate. Put on a pair and let us skate together.’

‘Skate together! Can it be possible?’ thought Levin looking at her.

‘I’ll go and put them on at once,’ he said, and went to hire some skates.

‘You’ve not looked us up for a long time, sir,’ said one of the attendants as, holding up Levin’s foot, he bored a hole in the heel of his boot. ‘Since you left we have had no gentleman who is such a master at it as you! Is that right?’ he added, pulling the strap tight.

‘Yes, that’s right, that’s right! Please be quick!’ answered Levin, trying to restrain the happy smile which appeared on his face. ‘Yes,’ he thought, ‘this is life—this is joy! She said, “Together: let us skate together”! Shall I tell her now? But that’s just why I’m afraid of speaking. Now I am  happy, if only in my hopes—but then? ... But I must . . . I must . . . I must . . .! Away with this weakness!’

He stood up, took off his overcoat, and having given himself a start on the rough ice near the shelter, glided down to the smooth surface of the lake, increasing and diminishing his speed and shaping his course as if by volition only. He approached Kitty timidly, but her smile again tranquillized him.

She gave him her hand and they went on together, increasing their speed, and the faster they went the closer she pressed his hands.

‘I should learn quicker with you; for some reason I feel confidence in you,’ she said.

‘And I am confident of myself when you lean on me,’ he answered, and was immediately frightened of what he had said, and blushed. And in fact, as soon as he had uttered these words her face lost its kind expression: a wrinkle appeared on her smooth forehead.

‘Has anything unpleasant happened ...? But I have no right to ask,’ he said hurriedly.

‘Why? ... No, nothing unpleasant has happened,’ she answered, but he thought there was an intentionally quiet manner in her affability and he felt sad.

‘Have you come for long?’ asked Kitty.

‘I don’t know,’ he answered, without thinking of what he was saying. ‘It all depends on you,’ he said, and was at once terrified at his own words.

Whether she had not heard his words or did not wish to hear them, anyhow, after slightly stumbling and striking her foot twice against the ice, she skated hurriedly away from him toward the little house where the ladies took off their skates.

‘My God! What have I done? O Lord, help me and teach me!’ prayed Levin, and feeling at the same time a need of violent exercise, he got up speed and described inner and outer circles.

Just then a young man, the best of the new skaters, came out of the coffee-room and taking a run, descended the steps leading to the lake, clattering with his skates as he jumped from step to step. He then flew down the slope and glided along the ice without so much as changing the easy position of his arms.

‘Oh, that’s a new trick!’ said Levin, and at once ran up to try it.

Levin went up the path as far back as he could to get up speed, and then slid downwards, balancing himself with his arms in this unaccustomed movement. He caught his foot on the last step, but, scarcely touching the ice with his hand, made a violent effort, regained his balance, and skated away laughing.

‘Good! Dear man!’ thought Kitty who was just coming out of the little house, looking at him with a smile of gentle tenderness. ‘Can I really be guilty—have I really done anything wrong? I know it’s not him I love, but still I feel happy with him, he is so charming! Only why did he say that?’ she thought.

When he saw Kitty who was going away, and her mother who had met her on the steps, Levin, flushed with the violent exercise, stood still and considered. He then took off his skates and overtook mother and daughter at the gates of the Gardens.

‘Very pleased to see you,’ said the Princess. ‘We are at home on Thursdays, as usual.’

‘And to-day is Thursday!’

‘We shall be glad to see you,’ said the Princess drily.

Kitty was sorry to hear that dry tone and could not resist the desire to counteract her mother’s coldness. She turned her head and said smilingly: ‘Au revoir!’

Just then Oblonsky, his hat tilted on one side, with radiant face and eyes, walked into the Gardens like a joyous conqueror. But on approaching his mother-in-law he answered her questions about Dolly’s health with a sorrowful and guilty air. After a few words with her in a subdued and mournful tone, he took Levin’s arm.

‘Well, shall we go?’ he asked. ‘I kept thinking about you, and am very, very glad you’ve come,’ he went on, looking significantly into Levin’s eyes.

‘Yes, yes! Let’s go,’ answered the happy Levin, still hearing the voice saying: ‘Au revoir!’ and still seeing the smile with which it had been said.

‘The Angleterre, or the Hermitage?’

‘I don’t care.’

‘Well then, the Angleterre,’ said Oblonsky, choosing the Angleterre because he was deeper in debt to that restaurant than to the Hermitage, and therefore considered it wrong to avoid it. ‘Have you a sledge? ... That’s a good thing, because I’ve sent my coachman home.’
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When they entered the restaurant Oblonsky took off his overcoat, and with his hat on one side walked into the dining-room, giving his orders to the Tartar waiters, in their swallow-tail coats, with napkins under their arms, who attached themselves to him.

‘This way, please, your Excellency! This way—no one will disturb your Excellency here,’ said a specially officious waiter.

‘If you please, your Excellency,’ he said, turning to Levin. In a moment he had spread a fresh cloth on a round table and stood with a napkin and menu awaiting the order.

‘We’ve some fresh oysters in, sir.’

‘Ah—oysters!’ Oblonsky paused and considered. ‘But are the oysters really fresh?’

‘They only arrived yesterday.’

‘Well then, shall we begin with oysters, eh?’

‘I don’t mind. Whatever you choose will suit me, I’ve been skating and I shall be glad of a good dinner.’

‘I should think so! Say what you like, it is one of the pleasures of life!’ said Oblonsky. ‘Well then, my good fellow, bring us two—or that will be too little, ... three dozen oysters, and vegetable soup.... Then turbot with thick sauce; then . . . roast beef (and mind it’s good!); and then capon, shall we say? Yes, and stewed fruit.’

The waiter, as if moved by springs, put down the bill of fare in one cardboard cover, and seizing another containing the wine-list held it out to Oblonsky.

‘What shall we have to drink?’

‘Whatever you like . . . Champagne!’ said Levin.

‘What, to begin with? Why not? The white seal. Yes, bring us that with the oysters, and then we’ll see.’

The Tartar darted off, his coat-tails flying; and five minutes later rushed in again, with a dish of opened oysters in pearly shells and a bottle between his fingers.

Levin could eat oysters, though he preferred bread and cheese. But it gave him more pleasure to watch Oblonsky. Even the Tartar, who having drawn the cork and poured the sparkling wine into the thin wide glasses was straightening his white tie, glanced with a smile of evident pleasure at Oblonsky.

‘You don’t care much for oysters?’ said Oblonsky, emptying his glass—‘or perhaps you’re thinking of something else. Eh?’

‘I? Yes, I am preoccupied—and besides, you can’t imagine how strange it all seems to me who lives in the country—while we try to get over our meals as quickly as we can, so as to be able to get on with our work, here you and I try to make our meal last as long as possible, and therefore eat oysters.’

‘Well, of course,’ said Oblonsky. ‘The aim of civilization is to enable us to get enjoyment out of everything.’

‘Well, if that is its aim, I’d rather be a savage.’

‘You are a savage as it is. All you Levins are savages.’

Levin sighed. He remembered his brother Nicholas and frowned, feeling ashamed and distressed; but Oblonsky started a subject which at once distracted his thoughts.

‘Well, are you going to see our people to-night? The Shcherbatskys, I mean,’ he said, pushing away the rough and now empty oyster shells while his eyes glittered significantly.

‘Yes, certainly I shall go. Though the Princess appeared to ask me rather unwillingly.’

‘Not a bit of it! What humbug! It’s just her manner.... Come, bring us that soup, my good fellow! ... It’s her grande dame manner,’ said Oblonsky. ‘What a strange fellow you are, though! How do you explain your sudden departure from Moscow? The Shcherbatskys asked me again and again. Yet all I know is that you never do things as anyone else does!’

‘Yes,’ said Levin slowly and with agitation. ‘You are right, I am a savage. Only my savagery lies not in having gone away then, but rather in having come back now.’

‘Well, and why have you come to Moscow? . . .’

‘Don’t you guess?’ answered Levin, the light shining deep in his eyes as he gazed steadily at Oblonsky.

‘I do, but I can’t begin to speak about it,—by which you can judge whether my guess is right or wrong,’ said Oblonsky, looking at him with a subtle smile.

‘Well, and what do you say to it?’ asked Levin with a trembling voice, feeling that all the muscles of his face were quivering.

Oblonsky fixed his eyes on Levin.

‘There is nothing I should like better,’ said he, ‘nothing! It is the best that could happen.’

‘But suppose a refusal is in store for me?’

‘Why do you think so?’ said Oblonsky, smiling at Levin’s excitement. ‘Every girl is proud of an offer.’

‘Yes, every girl, but not she.’

Oblonsky smiled. He knew that for Levin all the girls in the world were divided into two classes: one class included all the girls in the world except her, and they had all the usual human failings and were very ordinary girls; while the other class—herself alone—had no weaknesses and was superior to all humanity.

Levin said, ‘Understand that for me it is a question of life and death. I have never spoken to any one about it, and can speak to no one else  about it. Now you and I are quite different in everything but I know you like me and understand me, and so I am awfully fond of you. But for God’s sake be quite frank with me!’

‘I am telling you what I think,’ said Oblonsky smiling. ‘And I’ll tell you something more. My wife is a most wonderful woman . . .’ He sighed, remembering his relations with his wife; then after a minute’s pause he continued: ‘And she is—on your side.’

‘How do you know?’

‘In this way—she not only likes you, but says that Kitty is sure to be your wife.’

At these words a sudden smile brightened Levin’s face, the kind of smile that is not far from tears of tenderness.

‘She says that?’ he cried. ‘I have always thought her a jewel, your wife! But enough—enough about it!’ and he got up.

‘All right, but sit down!’

But Levin could not sit still.

‘Try and realize,’ he said, ‘that this is not love. I have been in love but this is not the same thing. It is not my feeling but some external power that has seized me. I went away, you know, because I had come to the conclusion that it was impossible—you understand? Because such happiness does not exist on earth. But I have struggled with myself, and found that without that there’s no life for me. And it must be decided . . .’

‘Then why did you go away?’

‘Wait a moment! Oh, what a crowd of ideas! How many things I have to ask! Listen. You can’t imagine what you have done for me by saying what you did! But there is one awful thing about it. You who are married, know the feeling . . . it is awful that we—who are comparatively old and have pasts . . . not of love but of sin . . . suddenly we come into close intimacy with a pure innocent being! And therefore one can’t help feeling oneself unworthy.’

‘Well, there haven’t been many sins in your past!’

‘Ah, but all the same,’ said Levin, ‘looking back at my life, I bitterly regret.... Yes! My one consolation is that prayer that I like so much: “Not according to my deserts but according to Thy mercy!” And she too can only forgive me that way.’

Levin emptied his glass and they were silent for a while.

‘There is one thing more that I must tell you,’ began Oblonsky. ‘You know Vronsky?’

‘No, I don’t. Why do you ask?’

‘Vronsky is one of your rivals. He is one of Count Ivanovich Vronsky’s  sons, and a very fine sample of the gilded youth of Petersburg. Awfully rich, handsome, with influential connections, an aide-de-camp to the Emperor, and at the same time very good-natured—a first-rate fellow. As I have got to know him, he turns out to be both educated and very clever—a man who will go far.’

Levin frowned and was silent.

‘Well, so he came here soon after you left, and as far as I can make out is in love with Kitty; and you understand that her mother . . .’

‘Pardon me, but I understand nothing,’ said Levin dismally.

‘You just wait a bit, wait!’ said Oblonsky, smiling and touching Levin’s arm. ‘I have told you what I know, and I repeat that, as far as anyone can judge in so delicate and subtle a matter, I believe the chances are all on your side.’

Levin leant back in his chair. His face was pale.

‘But I should advise you to settle the question as soon as possible,’ Oblonsky continued, filling Levin’s glass.

‘No, thanks! I can’t drink any more,’ said Levin pushing his glass aside, ‘or I shall be tipsy.... Well, and how are you getting on?’ he continued, evidently wishing to change the subject.

‘One word more! I advise you to decide the question quickly, but I shouldn’t speak to-day,’ said Oblonsky. ‘Go to-morrow morning and propose in the classic manner, and may heaven bless you!’

‘You have so often promised to come and shoot with me—why not come this spring?’ said Levin.

He now repented with his whole heart of having begun this conversation with Oblonsky. His personal feelings had been desecrated by the mention of some Petersburg officer as his rival, and by Oblonsky’s conjectures and advice.

Oblonsky smiled.

‘I’ll come some day,’ he said. ‘Ah, old chap, women are the pivot on which everything turns! Things are in a bad way with me too, very bad and all on account of women. Tell me quite frankly . . .’

He took out a cigar, and with one hand on his glass he continued:

‘Supposing you were married and loved your wife, but had been fascinated by another woman . . .’

‘Excuse me, but really . . . it’s quite incomprehensible to me. It’s as if I, after eating my fill here, went into a baker’s shop and stole a roll.’

Oblonsky’s eyes glittered more than usual.

‘Why not? Rolls sometimes smell so that one can’t resist them!’ he said with a subtle smile and Levin himself could not help smiling.

‘Tell me, what am I to do? My wife is getting old, and I am full of  vitality. A man hardly has time to turn round, before he feels that he can no longer love his wife in that way, whatever his regard for her may be. And then all of a sudden love crosses your path, and you’re lost, lost!’ said Oblonsky with despair. ‘But what am I to do?’

Levin smiled.

‘Don’t steal rolls.’

Oblonsky burst out laughing.

‘Oh, you moralist! But just consider, here are two women: one insists only on her rights, and her rights are your love, which you cannot give her; and the other sacrifices herself and demands nothing. What are you to do? How are you to act? It is a terrible tragedy.’

‘If you want me to say what I think of it, I can only tell you that I don’t believe in the tragedy.’ Here Levin recollecting his own sins and the inner struggle he had lived through added unexpectedly, ‘However, maybe you are right. It may very well be. But I don’t know, I really don’t know.’

‘Well, you see you are very consistent,’ said Oblonsky. ‘It is both a virtue and a fault in you. You have a consistent character yourself and you wish all the facts of life to be consistent, but they never are. For instance you want the activity of each separate man to have an aim, and love and family life always to coincide—and that doesn’t happen. All the variety, charm, and beauty of life are made up of light and shade.’

Levin sighed and did not answer. He was thinking of his own affairs and not listening to Oblonsky.
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Princess Kitty Shcherbatskaya was eighteen, and this was her first season. Her success in Society was greater than that of her two elder sisters, and greater even than her mother had expected. Two serious suitors presented themselves for her that very first winter: Levin and, immediately after his departure, Count Vronsky.

Levin’s arrival at the beginning of the winter, his frequent visits and evident love for Kitty gave rise to disputes between her parents. The Prince took Levin’s part and said he desired nothing better for Kitty. The Princess with a woman’s way of talking round the question said that Kitty was too young; but she did not say the most important things, namely that she expected a better match for her daughter, that she did not like Levin and did not understand him. When he suddenly left, the Princess was pleased. When Vronsky appeared she was still more  pleased and was strengthened in her opinion that Kitty ought to make a brilliant match.

In the mother’s eyes there was no comparison between Levin and Vronsky. She did not like Levin’s awkward manner in Society which she attributed to pride, and what she considered his strange way of life in the country; in particular she did not like the fact that when he was in love with her daughter he came to the house for six weeks and did not understand that, if he visited at a house where there was a marriageable girl, he ought to declare his intentions. And then suddenly he left without proposing!

Vronsky satisfied all the mother’s desires: he was very rich, clever, distinguished, with a brilliant military career before him, a position at Court, and altogether was an enchanting man. Nothing better could be desired.

Vronsky was openly attentive to Kitty when they met at balls, danced with her, and came to the house, so there could be no doubt as to the seriousness of his intentions. But in spite of this the mother was in a dreadful state of anxiety and agitation all that winter.

And now she was afraid that Vronsky might content himself with merely flirting with her daughter. She saw that Kitty was in love with him, but consoled herself with the thought that Vronsky was an honest man and therefore would not act in such a way. At the same time she knew how lightly men regarded an offence of that kind. The week before, Kitty had repeated to her mother a conversation she had had with Vronsky while dancing the mazurka with him. This conversation had partly reassured the Princess; but she could not feel quite at ease. Vronsky had told Kitty that he and his brother were so used to comply with their mother’s wishes that they never made up their minds to take an important step without consulting her. ‘And I am now especially happy looking forward to my mother’s arrival from Petersburg,’ he had said.

Kitty had narrated this without attaching any special meaning to the words. But to her mother they appeared in a different light. She knew that the old lady was expected any day, and would approve of her son’s choice; and though she thought it strange that he should delay proposing for fear of hurting his mother, she so desired the marriage, and especially relief from her own anxiety, that she believed it.

Hard as it was to see the misfortune of Dolly, her eldest daughter (who thought of leaving her husband), the Princess’s anxiety as to her youngest daughter’s fate, now about to be decided, entirely absorbed her. Levin’s arrival that day gave her further cause for anxiety. She  was afraid that her daughter who had once seemed to have a certain affection for Levin might be led by an exaggerated feeling of loyalty to reject Vronsky, and she feared that in general Levin’s arrival might cause complications and delays in matters now so near conclusion.
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During the interval between dinner and the beginning of the evening party, Kitty could not fix her thoughts on anything.

She felt that this evening, when those two men were to meet for the first time, would decide her fate; and she kept picturing them to herself, now individually and now together. When she thought of the past, she dwelt with pleasure and tenderness on her former relations with Levin. Memories of childhood and of Levin’s friendship with her dead brother lent a peculiar poetic charm to her relations with him. His love for her, of which she felt sure, flattered and rejoiced her, and she could think of him with a light heart. With her thought of Vronsky was mingled some uneasiness, though he was an extremely well-bred and quiet-mannered man; a sense of something false, not in him, for he was very simple and kindly, but in herself; whereas in relation to Levin she felt herself quite simple and clear. On the other hand when she pictured to herself a future with Vronsky a brilliant vision of happiness rose up before her, while a future with Levin appeared wrapped in mist.

At half-past seven, as soon as she had come down into the drawing-room, the footman announced ‘Constantine Dmitrich Levin!’ The Princess was still in her bedroom, nor had the Prince yet come down.

‘So it’s to be!’ thought Kitty and the blood rushed to her heart.

She felt sure that he had come so early on purpose to see her alone and to propose to her. And now for the first time the matter presented itself to her in a different and entirely new light. Only now did she realize that in a moment she would have to wound a man she cared for, and to wound him cruelly....

‘Oh God, must I tell him so myself?’ she thought. ‘Must I really tell him that I don’t care for him? That would not be true. What then shall I say? Shall I say that I love another? No, that’s impossible! I’ll go away. Yes, I will.’

She was already approaching the door when she heard his step. ‘No, it would be dishonest! What have I to fear? I have done nothing wrong. I’ll tell the truth, come what may! Besides, it’s impossible to feel awkward with him. Here he is!’ she thought, as she saw his powerful diffident  figure before her and his shining eyes gazing at her. She looked straight into his face as if entreating him to spare her, and gave him her hand.

‘I don’t think I’ve come at the right time, I’m too early,’ he said gazing round the empty drawing-room. When he saw that his expectation was fulfiled and that nothing prevented his speaking to her, his face clouded over.

‘Not at all,’ said Kitty and sat down at the table.

‘But all I wanted was to find you alone,’ he began, still standing and avoiding her face so as not to lose courage.

He glanced at her; she blushed and was silent.

‘I told you that I did not know how long I should stay . . . that it depends on you.’

Her head dropped lower and lower, knowing the answer she would give to what was coming.

‘That it would depend on you,’ he repeated. ‘I want to say . . . I want to say . . . I came on purpose . . . that . . . . to be my wife!’ he uttered hardly knowing what he said; but feeling that the worst was out he stopped and looked at her.

She was breathing heavily and not looking at him. She was filed with rapture. Her soul was overflowing with happiness. She had not at all expected that his declaration of love would make so strong an impression on her. But that lasted only for an instant. She remembered Vronsky, lifted her clear, truthful eyes to Levin’s face, and noticing his despair she replied quickly:

‘It cannot be ... forgive me.’

How near to him she had been a minute ago, how important in his life! And how estranged and distant she seemed now!

‘Nothing else was possible,’ he said, without looking at her, and bowing he turned to go.

But just at that moment the Princess came in. An expression of terror appeared in her face on seeing them alone together and noticing their troubled looks. Levin bowed to her and said nothing. Kitty sat with downcast eyes.

‘Thank heaven she has refused him,’ thought the mother, and her face brightened into the usual smile with which she greeted her visitors on Thursday evenings. She sat down and began questioning Levin about his life in the country. He too sat down until the arrival of other guests should enable him to get away unnoticed.

Five minutes later Kitty’s friend the Countess Nordston, who had married the year before, came in.

She was a thin, sallow, nervous, ailing woman with shining black eyes.  She was fond of Kitty, and she wished to see her married to Vronsky. She always disliked Levin, whom at the beginning of the winter she had often met at the Shcherbatskys.

The Countess at once attacked Levin.

‘Ah, Mr. Levin! So you have returned to our depraved Babylon!’ she said, holding out her tiny yellow hand and repeating the words he had used early in the winter when he had called Moscow ‘Babylon,’—‘Has Babylon improved or have you deteriorated?’ she added, and turned toward Kitty with a sarcastic smile.

‘I am much flattered that you remember my words so well, Countess,’ replied Levin who had had time to recover his self-possession, resuming by force of habit his banteringly hostile relation with her. ‘They evidently produced a strong impression on you.’

‘Why, of course, I always write them down. Well, Kitty, have you been skating again?’

She began to talk with Kitty. Awkward as it would have been for Levin to leave just then, he would have preferred doing so to remaining in the house for the rest of the evening in sight of Kitty, who now and then glanced at him but avoided catching his eye. Another lady entered the room and Levin rose and as he turned he saw an officer who had come into the room behind the lady.

‘That must be Vronsky,’ he thought, and looked at Kitty to make sure. She had already glanced at Vronsky and then turned toward Levin. And by the look of her eyes which had involuntarily brightened Levin realized that she loved this man, realized it as surely as if she had told it him in so many words.

It was not difficult to see what was good and attractive in Vronsky: a dark sturdily-built man of medium height, with a good-natured, handsome, exceedingly quiet and firm face. Everything about his face and figure—from his black closely-cropped hair and freshly-shaven chin to his wide, brand-new uniform—was simple and at the same time elegant. Having stepped aside to let a lady pass, Vronsky approached first the Princess and then Kitty. When he moved toward her his fine eyes brightened with a special tenderness, and carefully and respectfully bending over her with a scarcely-perceptible, happy, and (as it seemed to Levin) modestly-triumphant smile, he held out to her his hand.

Having greeted and spoken a few words to every one else, he sat down without having once looked at Levin, who had not taken his eyes off him.

‘Let me introduce you,’ said the Princess indicating Levin. ‘Constantine Dmitrich Levin, Count Alexis Kirilovich Vronsky.’

Vronsky rose and looking cordially into Levin’s eyes pressed his hand.

‘I was to have dined with you earlier this winter,’ he said with his simple frank smile, ‘but you unexpectedly went away to the country.’

‘Mr. Levin despises and hates the town and us townspeople,’ said Countess Nordston.

Vronsky glanced at him and at the Countess, and smiled.

‘And do you always live in the country?’ he asked. ‘Isn’t it dull in the winter?’

‘No, not when one is busy: nor need one be dull in one’s own company, ’ replied Levin abruptly.

‘I am fond of the country,’ said Vronsky, noticing, but pretending not to notice, Levin’s tone.

‘But I hope, Count, you would not consent always to live in the country, ’ said the Countess Nordston.

‘I don’t know, I never tried it for long. I have experienced a curious feeling,’ he went on. ‘Nowhere have I felt so homesick for the country, our Russian country, as when I spent a winter with my mother in Nice ...’

He was addressing both Kitty and Levin, his quiet and friendly glance passing from the one to the other. He was evidently speaking quite sincerely and frankly. Noticing that the Countess Nordston wished to say something, he stopped without finishing what he was saying, and listened attentively to her.

The conversation did not flag for a moment, so that Countess Nordston had no opportunity to tease Levin.

Levin wished to join in the general conversation, but found it impossible.

Just as he was about to go, the old Prince came in, and having greeted the ladies he turned to Levin.

‘Ah!’ said he heartily. ‘Been here long? I did not even know that you had arrived; very glad to see you.’

He embraced Levin, and speaking to him did not catch sight of Vronsky who rose and stood quietly waiting until the Prince should notice him.

Kitty was conscious that, after what had taken place, her father’s cordiality oppressed Levin. She also noticed how coldly her father at last responded to Vronsky’s bow, and she blushed.

Vronsky began talking to the Countess Nordston about the ball that was to take place the next week.

‘I hope you will be there,’ he said to Kitty.

As soon as the old Prince had turned away from him Levin went out  unobserved, and his last impression was Kitty’s happy smiling face as she answered Vronsky’s question about the ball.
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After the guests had gone Kitty told her mother of her conversation with Levin, and in spite of all her pity for him she was pleased by the thought that she had had a proposal. She did not doubt that she had acted rightly, yet for a long time she lay in bed unable to sleep. One image pursued her relentlessly. It was Levin’s face with his kind eyes looking mournfully from under his knit brows as he stood listening to her father and glancing at her and at Vronsky, and she felt so sorry for him that tears rose to her eyes. But she immediately remembered for whom she had exchanged him. She vividly pictured to herself that strong manly face, that well-bred calm and the kindness toward everybody he always showed: she remembered the love the man she loved bore her, and again became joyful and with a happy smile put her head on her pillow. ‘It is a pity, a pity, but I am not to blame,’ she said to herself, but an inner voice said something different and her happiness was troubled by doubts.

‘Lord have mercy, Lord have mercy, Lord have mercy,’ she repeated to herself till she fell asleep.

Meanwhile below in the Prince’s little study her parents were having one of their frequent scenes about their favourite daughter.

‘What? I’ll tell you what!’ shouted the Prince. ‘You have no pride, no dignity, you disgrace and ruin your daughter by this vile idiotic match-making. ’

‘For goodness’ sake, Prince, what in heaven’s own name have I done?’ said the Princess almost in tears.

After her talk with her daughter she had come in, happy and contented, to say good-night to the Prince as usual, and though she did not intend to speak to him about Levin’s proposal and Kitty’s refusal she hinted to him that she thought the matter with Vronsky was quite settled and would probably be definitely decided as soon as his mother arrived. And when she said that, the Prince suddenly flared up and began to shout rudely: ‘What have you done? Why this: first of all you entice  a suitor. All Moscow will talk about it and with reason. If you give a party invite everybody and not only selected suitors. Have a pianist and let them dance; but don’t have the sort of thing we had to-night—these suitors and this pairing off. It makes me sick to see it, simply sick, and  you have had your way and have turned the child’s head. Levin is a thousand times the better man.’

‘I know this much,’ the Princess interrupted him, ‘that if I were to listen to what you say we should never see our daughter married, and we had better go and live in the country.’

‘So we had!’

‘Wait a bit! Do I draw them on? No, certainly not, but an excellent young man falls in love with Kitty, and she too seems...’

‘Seems indeed! And suppose she really falls in love with him while he intends to marry about as much as I do.... Oh, I wish my eyes had never seen it. . . .’

‘But why do you suppose such a thing?’

‘I don’t suppose, I know! I can recognize a man who has serious intentions—such as Levin—and I can see through a weathercock like that popinjay who only wishes to amuse himself.’

‘Oh well, when you once get a thing into your head . . .’

‘And you’ll find it out, but too late, just as with poor Dolly.’

‘All right. All right, don’t let’s talk,’ said the Princess, interrupting him and remembering the unfortunate Dolly.

‘Very well then, good-night.’

And having made the sign of the cross over one another and kissed, feeling that each of them retained their individual opinions, the couple separated for the night.

The Princess had been firmly convinced that there could be no doubt as to Vronsky’s intentions; but her husband’s words disturbed her, and when she reached her room, in terror of the uncertainty of the future, she mentally repeated, just as Kitty had done: ‘Lord have mercy, Lord have mercy, Lord have mercy!’




13

Vronsky had never known family life. His mother in her youth had been a brilliant Society woman, and during her married life and especially in her widowhood had had many love affairs, known to everybody. He hardly remembered his father, and had been educated in the Cadet Corps.

On leaving that Corps as a very young and brilliant officer he at once joined the swim of the wealthy military Petersburg set. Though he occasionally went into the highest Petersburg Society, all his love interests lay outside it.

In Moscow, he experienced for the first time the delight of intimacy  with a sweet, innocent Society girl who fell in love with him. It never entered his head that there could be any wrong in his relations with Kitty. At balls he danced chiefly with her and he visited her at her home. Though he never said anything to her which could not have been said before everybody he was conscious that she was becoming more and more dependent upon him, and the more he felt this the pleasanter it was, and the more tender became his feelings toward her. He did not know that his behaviour toward Kitty had a name of its own, that it was decoying a girl with no intentions of marrying her, and is one of the evil actions common among brilliant young men like himself.

If he could have heard what her parents said that night, if he could have known her family’s point of view and learnt that Kitty would be unhappy if he did not marry her, he would have been much surprised and would not have believed it. Even less could he have believed that he ought to marry.

Marriage had never presented itself to him as a possibility. Not only did he dislike family life, but in accordance with the views generally held in the bachelor world in which he lived he regarded the family, and especially a husband, as something alien, hostile, and above all ridiculous. But although Vronsky had no suspicion of what Kitty’s parents were saying, he felt, as he left the Shcherbatskys’ house that night, that the secret spiritual bond which existed between him and Kitty had so strengthened during the evening that some action ought to be taken. But what this should or could be he could not imagine.

‘That’s what is so delightful,’ he thought as he left the Shcherbatskys’ house, carrying away from there, as usual, a pleasant feeling of purity and freshness (partly due to the fact that he had not smoked at all that evening) and deeply touched by a new sense of tender joy in the consciousness of her love for him. ‘That is what is so delightful, that nothing was said either by me or by her, yet we so well understand one another in that subtle language of looks and tones that to-day more plainly than ever she has told me that she loves me. And how sweetly, simply, and above all trustfully! I feel myself better and purer, I feel I have a heart and that there is much that is good in me. Those dear loving eyes! when she said, “and very much”.’

‘Well, and what of it? Nothing, of course. It’s pleasant for me and for her,’ and he considered where he should finish his evening.

At eleven o’clock next morning Vronsky drove to the Petersburg railway station in Moscow to meet his mother, and the first person he saw on the steps of the large portico was Oblonsky, who was expecting his sister by the same train.

‘Hallo, your Excellency!’ exclaimed Oblonsky. ‘Whom are you after?’

‘My mother,’ replied Vronsky, shaking hands and smiling as they went up the steps together. ‘She is coming from Petersburg to-day. And whom have you come to meet?’ he asked.

‘I? A lovely woman,’ answered Oblonsky. ‘My sister Anna!’

‘Oh! Mrs. Karenina!’ said Vronsky.

‘I expect you know her?’

‘I think I do. But perhaps not. ... I really can’t remember,’ answered Vronsky absent-mindedly.

‘But you are sure to know Alexis Alexandrovich Karenin.’

‘Yes, I know him by repute and by sight. I know he is clever, learned, and by way of being religious, but you know it is not my ... not in my line,’ he added in English.

‘Oh yes, he is a very remarkable man, a bit conservative, but a splendid fellow,’ said Oblonsky, ‘a splendid fellow.’

‘Well, so much the better for him,’ and Vronsky smiled. ‘Ah, you are here!’ he went on, turning toward his mother’s old footman who was standing by the door. ‘Come in here.’

Besides liking Oblonsky, as everybody did, Vronsky latterly had felt still more drawn to him because he was connected in his mind with Kitty.

‘Well, are we to give a supper to the diva next Sunday?’ he asked smilingly, taking Oblonsky’s arm.

‘Certainly, I will collect subscriptions. I say, did you make the acquaintance of my friend Levin last night?’ asked Oblonsky.

‘Of course. Only he left very early.’

‘Levin is sometimes very charming. His is such an honest, straightforward nature, and he has a heart of gold. But yesterday there were special reasons,’ continued Oblonsky with a significant smile, quite forgetting the sincere sympathy he had felt for his friend the day before, ‘why he had to be either specially happy or specially unhappy.’

Vronsky stopped and asked him straight out: ‘What do you mean? Did he propose to your belle sœur last night?’

‘Perhaps,’ said Oblonsky. ‘I seemed to noticed something of the kind yesterday. Oh yes, if he left early it must be that. ... He has been in love with her so long, and I am very sorry for him.’

‘Dear me! ... But I should think she may make a better match,’ said Vronsky, and again moved forward. ‘However, I don’t know him,’ he added. ‘Yes, it is a painful position! But here’s the train.’

A few moments later the platform shook as the train puffed in; the steam spread low in the frozen air, the connecting rods slowly and  rhythmically pushed and pulled. The engine with the tender behind it moved slowly into the station, gradually slowing down and making the platform tremble still more.

The sprightly guard blew his whistle and jumped off while the train was still moving, and impatient passengers began to descend one after another.

Vronsky, as he stood by Oblonsky and watched these passengers coming out of the carriages, quite forgot about his mother. What he had just heard about Kitty excited and delighted him.

‘The Countess Vronsky is in that compartment,’ said the sprightly guard, addressing Vronsky.

His words roused Vronsky from his reverie and reminded him of his mother and of the coming meeting.

In the depths of his heart he did not respect his mother and (though this he never acknowledged to himself) did not love her, but in accordance with the views of the set he lived in, and as a result of his education, he could not imagine himself treating her in any way but one altogether submissive and respectful; the more submissive and respectful he was, the less he honoured and loved her in his heart.
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Vronsky followed the guard to the carriage and had to stop at the entrance of the compartment to let a lady pass out.

The trained insight of a Society man enabled Vronsky with a single glance to decide that she belonged to the best Society. He apologized for being in her way and was about to enter the carriage, but felt compelled to have another look at her, not because she was very beautiful nor because of the elegance and modest grace of her whole figure, but because he saw in her sweet face as she passed him something specially tender and kind. When he looked round she too turned her head. Her bright grey eyes which seemed dark because of their black lashes rested for a moment on his face as if recognizing him, and then turned to the passing crowd evidently in search of some one. In that short look Vronsky had time to notice the subdued animation that enlivened her face and seemed to flutter between her bright eyes and a scarcely-perceptible smile which curved her rosy lips. It was as if an excess of vitality so filled her whole being that it betrayed itself against her will, now in her smile, now in the light of her eyes.

Vronsky entered the carriage. His mother, a thin old woman with  black eyes and curled hair, screwed up her eyes as she recognized her son and her thin lips smiled slightly. She rose from the seat, and giving her hand-bag to her maid held out her small dry hand to her son, then lifting his head which had been bent to kiss her hand kissed him on his face.

‘Have you had a good journey?’ asked her son, sitting down on the seat beside her. The lady he had met as he entered the carriage was again entering the compartment.

‘Well, have you found your brother?’ asked Vronsky’s mother.

Vronsky understood now that this was Mrs. Karenina.

‘Your brother is here,’ he said rising. ‘Excuse my not recognizing you before. Our acquaintance was so slight,’ he said with a bow, ‘that I am sure you do not remember me.’

‘Oh yes, I should have recognized you, especially as I believe your mother and I have talked of nothing but you all the way,’ said she, at last allowing the animation she had been trying to suppress to reveal itself in a smile. ‘But my brother is not here yet.’

‘Go and call him, Alexis,’ said the old Countess.

Vronsky went out on to the platform and shouted, ‘Oblonsky! Here!’

Mrs. Karenina did not wait for her brother to come in, but, on seeing him, descended from the carriage with a firm light step. As soon as her brother came up to her she gave him a vigorous kiss. Vronsky did not take his eyes off her, and kept smiling, he knew not why. But remembering that his mother was waiting for him he went back into the carriage.

‘She is very charming, isn’t she?’ said the Countess, referring to Mrs. Karenina. ‘We talked all the way.’

Mrs. Karenina again entered the carriage.

‘There, Countess, you have met your son and I my brother,’ she said, ‘and I have exhausted my stock of stories and should have had nothing more to tell you.’

‘No, no,’ said the Countess holding her hand, ‘I could travel round the world with you and not be dull. You are one of those charming women with whom it is nice to talk, and nice to be silent. But please don’t fret about your son, you can’t expect never to be parted.’

Mrs. Karenina stood very erect and her eyes were smiling.

‘Anna Arkadyevna Karenina has a son who, I think, is eight years old,’ explained the Countess, ‘and she has never before been separated from him and so she is worried at having left him.’

‘Yes, the Countess and I have talked all the time—I about my son and she about hers,’ said Mrs. Karenina, and a smile brightened her face, a kind smile on his account. She turned to the old Countess.

‘Thank you very much. I hardly noticed how the time passed. Au revoir, Countess.’

‘Good-bye, dear!’ answered the Countess. ‘Let me kiss your pretty face. I’m an old woman and say what I mean, and tell you frankly that I’ve lost my heart to you.’

Conventional as the phrase was, Mrs. Karenina was pleased. She blushed, stooped a little, and held out her face for the Countess to kiss, then she stood up again, and with the same smile hovering between her lips and eyes held out her hand to Vronsky. He pressed the little hand, and the firm grip with which she shook his gave him unusual pleasure. She went out with that brisk tread which carried her rather full figure with such wonderful ease.

‘Very charming,’ said the old lady.

Her son thought so too. He followed her with his eyes as long as he could see her graceful form, and his face retained its smile.

‘Well, maman, are you quite well?’ he said, turning toward his mother.

‘Quite, everything is all right. Alexander was very nice, and Varya looks very handsome. She is most interesting.’

And she began to tell about what interested her most, her grandson’s christening, for which she had gone to Petersburg, and the special favour the Emperor had shown to her eldest son.

‘Here is Lavrenty at last,’ said Vronsky looking out of the window. ‘We can go now if you like.’

The old major-domo, who had accompanied the Countess on her journey, came in and announced that everything was ready, and the Countess rose to go. Vronsky gave his arm to his mother, but, just as they were coming out of the carriage, several people ran past them with frightened faces. The station-master with his peculiar coloured cap also ran past them.

Evidently something unusual had happened. The people were running back from the train.

‘What? ... What? ... Where? ... Thrown himself under . . . Run over . . .’ shouted the passers-by.

Oblonsky, with his sister on his arm, also turned back, and, avoiding the crowd, stood with frightened faces beside the carriage. The ladies re-entered the carriage, while Vronsky and Oblonsky followed the crowd, to find out about the accident.

A watchman, either tipsy or too much muffled up because of the severe frost, had not heard a train that was being shunted, and had been run over.

Before Vronsky and Oblonsky returned the ladies had heard this from the major-domo.

Oblonsky and Vronsky had both seen the mangled corpse. Oblonsky was evidently suffering. His face was puckered and he seemed ready to cry.

‘Ah, how terrible! Oh Anna, if you had seen it! And his wife was there. ... It was dreadful to see her. She threw herself on the body. They say he was the sole support of a very large family.’

‘Can nothing be done for her?’ said Mrs. Karenina in an agitated whisper.

Vronsky glanced at her and at once went out. ‘I will be back directly,  maman,’ he added, turning at the doorway.

When he returned a few minutes later Oblonsky was already talking to the Countess about the new opera singer, while she was impatiently glancing at the door in expectation of her son.

‘Now let’s go,’ said Vronsky as he came in.

They went together, Vronsky walking in front with his mother, Mrs. Karenina following with her brother. At the exit the station-master overtook them, and said to Vronsky:
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