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  Book One. The Story of One Family

  
  











  
  
  I. Fyodor Pavlovich Karamazov

  
  




Alexei Fyodorovich Karamazov was the third son of Fyodor Pavlovich Karamazov, a landowner in our district, who was well known in his day (and is still remembered by us today) for his tragic and mysterious death, which occurred exactly thirteen years ago and which I will recount in due course. For now, I will say only that this “landowner” (as he was called in our district, although he hardly ever lived on his estate) was a strange character, quite often a type of person who was not only worthless and dissolute, but also foolish – yet one of those fools who knew how to manage their property affairs excellently, and only that, it seems. Fyodor Pavlovich, for example, started out with almost nothing; he was the smallest landowner, ate at other people’s tables, tried to live off others, and yet at the time of his death he had up to a hundred thousand roubles in cash. And at the same time, he continued to be one of the most foolish madmen in our entire district throughout his life. I repeat: this is not stupidity; most of these madmen are quite clever and cunning, but it is foolishness, and a special kind of foolishness at that, a national one.

He was married twice and had three sons: the eldest, Dmitry Fedorovich, from his first wife, and the other two, Ivan and Alexei, from his second. Fedor Pavlovich’s first wife was from the rather wealthy and distinguished noble family of the Miusovs, who were also landowners in our district. How exactly it happened that a girl with a dowry, who was also beautiful and, moreover, one of those lively, clever girls so common in our present generation, but who also appeared in the past, could marry such an insignificant “fool,” as everyone called him at the time, I will not attempt to explain. After all, I knew a girl, back in the “romantic” generation before last, who, after several years of mysterious love for a gentleman whom she could have married quite easily, ended up, however, inventing insurmountable obstacles for herself and, on a stormy night, threw herself from a high bank, like a cliff, into a rather deep and fast-flowing river and died in it, decisively, because of her own whims, solely in order to resemble Shakespeare’s Ophelia, and even so, if this cliff, which she had long planned and loved, had not been so picturesque, and if in its place there had been only a prosaic flat bank, the suicide might not have happened at all. This fact is true, and one must assume that in our Russian life, in the last two or three generations, there have been many such or similar facts. Similarly, the act of Adelaide Ivanovna Miusova was undoubtedly an echo of foreign trends and also a captive thought of irritation.

Immediately after being taken away, Adelaide Ivanovna realised that she only despised her husband and nothing more. Thus, the consequences of the marriage became apparent with extraordinary rapidity. Despite the fact that the family quickly came to terms with the event and provided the fugitive with a dowry, the spouses began to lead a most disorderly life and engage in constant scenes. It was said that the young wife showed incomparably more nobility and dignity than Fyodor Pavlovich, who, as is now known, immediately took all her money, up to twenty-five thousand, as soon as she received it, so that these thousands have since been lost to her. He tried for a long time and with all his might to transfer the village and the rather nice town house, which were also part of her dowry, to his name by means of some suitable legal act, and he would probably have achieved this from one, so to speak, contempt and disgust for himself, which he aroused in his wife every minute with his shameless demands and begging, out of her mental exhaustion, just to get rid of him. But, fortunately, Adelaide Ivanovna’s family intervened and restrained the grafter. It is known for certain that there were frequent fights between the spouses, but, according to legend, it was not Fyodor Pavlovich who beat her, but Adelaide Ivanovna, a hot-tempered, bold, dark-skinned, impatient lady, gifted with remarkable physical strength. Finally, she left home and ran away from Fyodor Pavlovich with a seminarian teacher who was dying of poverty, leaving Fyodor Pavlovich with three-year-old Mitya. Fedor Pavlovich instantly started a whole harem in the house and the most debauched drunkenness, and in between acts he travelled almost throughout the entire province and tearfully complained to everyone about Adelaide Ivanovna, who had left him, revealing details that would have been too embarrassing to tell his wife about his married life. The main thing was that he seemed to enjoy and even take pleasure in playing his ridiculous role as a wronged husband in front of everyone, embellishing the details of his grievance. “You think that you, Fyodor Pavlovich, have received a rank, so you are satisfied, despite all your grief,” the mockers said to him. Many even added that he was happy to appear in his new guise as a jester and that he deliberately pretended not to notice his comical situation in order to increase the laughter. Who knows, perhaps there was something naive about him. Finally, he managed to find traces of his runaway. The poor thing ended up in St. Petersburg, where she moved with her seminarian and where she selflessly embarked on complete emancipation. Fyodor Pavlovich immediately began to fuss and get ready to go to St. Petersburg—for what? Of course, he himself did not know. Perhaps he would have gone then, but having made this decision, he immediately felt entitled, for the sake of cheerfulness before the journey, to indulge once again in boundless drunkenness. And it was at this time that his wife’s family received news of her death in St. Petersburg. She had died suddenly, somewhere in an attic, according to some accounts from typhus, according to others from starvation. Fyodor Pavlovich learned of his wife’s death while drunk; they say he ran down the street and began to shout, raising his hands to the sky in joy: “Now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace” ( ), while others say he wept like a little child, so much so that, they say, it was pitiful to look at him, despite all the disgust he inspired. It is quite possible that both were true, that is, that he rejoiced at his liberation and wept for his liberator — all at once. In most cases, people, even villains, are much more naive and simple-minded than we generally conclude about them. And so are we ourselves.








  
  
  II. He sent away his first son

  
  




Of course, one can imagine what kind of teacher and father such a man could be. With him as a father, what was bound to happen happened, that is, he completely abandoned his child, born to Adelaide Ivanovna, not out of malice towards him or out of any hurt marital feelings, but simply because he had completely forgotten about him. While he was bothering everyone with his tears and complaints and turning his house into a den of debauchery, the faithful servant of the house, Grigory, took the three-year-old boy Mitya under his wing, and if he had not taken care of him then, perhaps there would have been no one to change the child’s shirt. In addition, it so happened that the child’s relatives on his mother’s side also seemed to have forgotten about him at first. His grandfather, that is, Mr. Miusov himself, the father of Adelaida Ivanovna, was no longer alive at that time; his widowed wife, Mitya’s grandmother, who had moved to Moscow, was too ill, and his sisters had married, so Mitya had to stay with Grigory the servant for almost a whole year and live with him in the courtyard hut. However, even if his father had remembered him (he could not have been unaware of his existence), he would have sent him back to the hut, as the child would have interfered with his debauchery. But it so happened that the cousin of the late Adelaide Ivanovna, Pyotr Alexandrovich Miusov, who had survived abroad for many years in a row, then still a very young man, but a special person among the Miusovs, enlightened, metropolitan, foreign, and moreover, a European all his life, and at the end of his life, a liberal of the 1840s and 1850s. Throughout his career, he was associated with many of the most liberal people of his era, both in Russia and abroad. He knew Proudhon and Bakunin personally and, towards the end of his travels, he particularly liked to recall and recount about the three days of the February Revolution in Paris in 1848 , hinting that he himself had almost taken part in it on the barricades. This was one of the most gratifying memories of his youth. He had an independent fortune, amounting to about a thousand souls according to the old proportion. His magnificent estate was located just outside our town and bordered on the land of our famous monastery, with which Peter Alexandrovich, in his very early years, as soon as he received his inheritance, immediately began an endless process for the right to fish in the river or cut down trees in the forest , I do not know for certain, but he considered it his civic and enlightened duty to start a process with the “clerics.” Having heard everything about Adelaide Ivanovna, whom he naturally remembered and had even noticed once, and learning that Mitya had remained, he, despite all his youthful indignation and contempt for Fyodor Pavlovich, got involved in this matter. It was then that he met Fyodor Pavlovich for the first time. He told him straight out that he wanted to take responsibility for the child’s upbringing. He later recounted at length, as a characteristic feature, that when he spoke to Fyodor Pavlovich about Mitya, the latter seemed for some time not to understand what child he was talking about, and even seemed surprised that he had a young son somewhere in the house. If there was any exaggeration in Peter Alexandrovich’s story, there must still have been something resembling the truth. But indeed, Fyodor Pavlovich loved to suddenly play some unexpected role in front of you throughout his life, and, most importantly, sometimes without any need, even to his own direct detriment, as in the present case, for example. This trait, however, is characteristic of an extraordinary number of people, even very intelligent ones, not just Fyodor Pavlovich. Pyotr Alexandrovich took up the matter ardently and was even appointed (together with Fyodor Pavlovich) as guardian of the child, because after all, his mother had left him a small estate – a house and some land. Mitya did indeed move in with his cousin, but the latter had no family of his own, and as soon as he had settled and secured his income from his estates, he immediately hurried back to Paris for a long stay, entrusting the child to one of his cousins, a Moscow lady. It so happened that, having settled in Paris, he forgot about the child, especially when the February Revolution broke out, which so struck his imagination that he could not forget it for the rest of his life. The Moscow lady died, and Mitya moved in with one of her married daughters. It seems that he later changed his nest for the fourth time. I will not dwell on this now, especially since there is still much to tell about Fyodor Pavlovich’s firstborn, and for now I will limit myself to the most necessary information about him, without which I cannot begin the novel.

Firstly, Dmitry Fedorovich was the only one of Fyodor Pavlovich’s three sons who grew up believing that he had some wealth and that when he came of age , he would be independent. His youth and young adulthood passed in disorder: he did not finish gymnasium, then ended up in a military school, then found himself in the Caucasus, served, fought in a duel, was stripped of his rank, served again, drank heavily, and spent a considerable amount of money. He did not start receiving money from Fyodor Pavlovich until he came of age, and until then he had run up debts. He met and saw his father, Fyodor Pavlovich, for the first time after coming of age, when he deliberately came to our region to discuss his property with him. It seems that he did not like his father even then; he did not stay with him long and left as soon as possible, managing only to receive a certain sum from him and entering into a certain agreement with him regarding the further receipt of income from the estate, which (a noteworthy fact) he did not obtain from Fyodor Pavlovich at that time, either in terms of profitability or value. Fedor Pavlovich noticed then, at first glance (and this should be remembered), that Mitya had an exaggerated and incorrect idea of his fortune. Fedor Pavlovich was very pleased with this, bearing in mind his own particular calculations. He concluded only that the young man was frivolous, impetuous, passionate, impatient, a spendthrift, and that if he could get his hands on something temporarily, he would calm down immediately, even if only for a short time, of course. Fedor Pavlovich began to exploit this, that is, to get away with small handouts and temporary exiles, and in the end it so happened that when, four years later, Mitya, having lost his patience, came to our town again to settle matters with his father once and for all, it suddenly turned out, to his great astonishment, that he had absolutely nothing left, that it was even difficult to calculate, that he had already spent all the value of his property with Fyodor Pavlovich, and perhaps even owed him money; that according to such and such transactions, which he himself had wished to enter into at such and such a time, he had no right to demand anything more, and so on and so forth. The young man was stunned, suspected falsehood and deception, almost lost his temper and seemed to lose his mind. It was this circumstance that led to the catastrophe, the description of which will be the subject of my first introductory novel, or rather, its external aspect. But before I move on to this novel, I must also tell you about Fyodor Pavlovich’s other two sons, Mitya’s brothers, and explain where they came from.








  
  
  III. Second marriage and second children

  
  




Fyodor Pavlovich, having sent away four-year-old Mitya, very soon after that married for the second time. This second marriage lasted about eight years. He took his second wife, also a very young woman, Sofya Ivanovna, from another province, which he visited on a small business trip with some Jewish guy. Although Fyodor Pavlovich caroused, drank, and made a racket, he never ceased to invest his capital and always arranged his affairs successfully, though, of course, almost always in a sneaky manner. Sofya Ivanovna was an “orphan,” rootless since childhood, the daughter of some obscure deacon, who grew up in the wealthy home of her benefactor, tutor, and tormentor, a noble old general’s wife, the widow of General Vorokhov. I do not know the details, but I have heard that the gentle, good-natured and unresponsive ward was once taken down from the noose she had hung on a nail in the storeroom, so hard was it for her to bear the capriciousness and constant reproaches of this old woman, who was apparently not evil, but who was simply an unbearable tyrant out of idleness. Fyodor Pavlovich proposed marriage, but they found out about him and drove him away, and then, just as in his first marriage, he offered to take the orphan away. It is very, very possible that she would not have gone with him for anything if she had learned more details about him in time. But the matter was in another province; and what could a sixteen-year-old girl understand, except that it was better to throw herself into the river than to stay with her benefactor? And so the poor girl exchanged her benefactor for a benefactor. Fyodor Pavlovich did not take a penny this time, because the general’s wife was angry, gave him nothing, and, moreover, cursed them both; but he did not expect to take anything this time, being enticed only by the remarkable beauty of the innocent girl and, most importantly, by her innocent appearance, which struck him, a voluptuary and hitherto depraved lover of only coarse female beauty. “Those innocent eyes cut me like a razor at that moment,” he would say later, chuckling nastily in his own way. However, for a depraved man, even this could only be a sensual attraction. Without taking any reward, Fyodor Pavlovich and his wife did not stand on ceremony and, taking advantage of the fact that she was, so to speak, “guilty” before him and that he had almost “taken her off the gallows,” taking advantage, moreover, of her phenomenal humility and irresponsibility, even trampled on the most ordinary marital decency. Bad women gathered in the house, right in front of his wife, and orgies were held. As a characteristic feature, I will mention that the servant Grigory, a gloomy, stupid and stubborn arguer who hated the former mistress Adelaide Ivanovna, this time took the side of the new mistress, defended her and quarrelled with Fyodor Pavlovich in a manner almost unacceptable for a servant, and once even broke up an orgy and drove away all the ugly women by force. Subsequently, the unfortunate young woman, who had been intimidated since childhood, developed a kind of nervous female illness, most commonly found among the common people in the villages, who were called hysterics because of this illness. From this illness, with terrible hysterical fits, the patient sometimes even lost her mind. However, she bore Fyodor Pavlovich two sons, Ivan and Alexei, the first in the first year of marriage and the second three years later. When she died, the boy Alexei was four years old, and strange as it may seem, I know that he remembered his mother for the rest of his life, as if through a dream, of course. After her death, almost exactly the same thing happened to both boys as had happened to the first, Mitya: they were completely forgotten and abandoned by their father and ended up with the same Grigory and also in his hut. It was there that the old woman, the general’s wife, their mother’s benefactor and guardian, found them. She was still alive and for eight years could not forget the injustice that had been done to her. She had the most accurate information about the life of her “Sofia” for all eight years and, hearing how ill she was and what horrors surrounded her, said aloud to her hangers-on two or three times: “She deserves it, God sent it to her for her ingratitude.”

Exactly three months after Sofya Ivanovna’s death, the general’s wife suddenly appeared in our town in person and went straight to Fyodor Pavlovich’s apartment. She only stayed in the town for half an hour, but she accomplished a great deal. It was evening. Fyodor Pavlovich, whom she had not seen for eight years, came out to meet her, slightly intoxicated. They say that as soon as she saw him, without any explanation, she immediately gave him two loud slaps and pulled him down three times by his hair, then, without saying a word, went straight to the hut to the two boys. Noticing at first glance that they were unwashed and in dirty clothes, she immediately slapped Grigory himself and announced that she was taking both children with her, then led them out in what they were wearing, wrapped them in a blanket, put them in a carriage and took them to her city. Grigory took this slap like a devoted slave, did not say a word, and when he accompanied the old lady to the carriage, bowing to her at the waist, he said impressively that “God will reward her for the orphans.” “You’re still a fool!” the general’s wife shouted at him as she drove away. Fyodor Pavlovich, having thought the whole matter over, decided that it was a good idea and, in his formal agreement regarding the upbringing of the children, did not refuse the general’s wife on a single point. As for the slaps he had received, he himself went around telling the whole town about them.

It so happened that the general’s wife died soon afterwards, but in her will she stipulated in her will, she left each of the two little girls a thousand roubles “for their education, and that all this money should be spent on them without fail, but in such a way that it would last until they came of age, because such handouts are quite enough for such children, and if anyone else wants to, let them pay up themselves,” and so on and so forth. I did not read the will myself, but I heard that there was something strange about it and that it was expressed in a very peculiar way. The main heir of the old woman, however, turned out to be an honest man, the provincial leader of the nobility of that province, Yefim Petrovich Polenov. Having corresponded with Fyodor Pavlovich and instantly guessing that he would not be able to get any money from him for the upbringing of his own children (although the latter never directly refused, but only always procrastinated in such cases; sometimes even pouring out his feelings), he took a personal interest in the orphans and especially loved the youngest of them, Alexei, so much so that for a long time he even grew up in his family. I ask the reader to note this from the very beginning. And if the young people owed their upbringing and education for their entire lives to anyone, it was to this Yefim Petrovich, a most noble and humane man, the likes of whom are rarely found. He kept the thousand roubles left to the children by their mother untouched, so that by the time they came of age, it had grown to two thousand roubles, and he raised them at his own expense, spending much more than a thousand roubles on each of them. I will not go into a detailed account of their childhood and youth, but will only outline the most important circumstances. However, I will say only that the elder, Ivan, grew up to be a sullen and withdrawn youth, far from timid, but who, from the age of ten, seemed to have realised that they were growing up in a strange family and dependent on the kindness of strangers, and that their father was someone they were ashamed to even talk about, and so on and so forth. Very early on, almost as a baby (at least according to reports), this boy began to show some extraordinary and brilliant aptitude for learning. I don’t know exactly how it happened, but somehow he left Yefim Petrovich’s family at the age of almost thirteen, moving to one of Moscow’s gymnasiums and boarding with an experienced and famous teacher, a childhood friend of Yefim Petrovich. Ivan himself later said that it all happened, so to speak, because of Yefim Petrovich’s “zeal for good deeds,” who was carried away by the idea that a boy with genius abilities should be educated by a genius tutor. However, neither Yefim Petrovich nor the brilliant tutor were still alive when the young man finished secondary school and entered university. Since Yefim Petrovich had mismanaged the money bequeathed by the domineering general’s wife, which had grown from a thousand to two per cent, was delayed by various formalities and red tape that were completely unavoidable in our country, the young man had a very hard time during his first two years at university, as he was forced to feed and support himself all this time while also studying. It should be noted that he did not even want to try to write to his father at that time, perhaps out of pride, out of contempt for him, or perhaps as a result of cold, sound reasoning, which suggested to him that he would not receive any serious support from his father. Be that as it may, the young man did not lose heart and managed to find work, first giving lessons for two kopecks, and then running around newspaper offices and delivering ten-line articles about street incidents, signed “Eyewitness”. These articles, they say, were always so interesting and piquant that they quickly became popular, and in this alone the young man demonstrated his practical and intellectual superiority over the numerous, eternally needy and unhappy part of our student youth of both sexes, who, as usual, knock on the doors of various newspapers and magazines from morning till night in the capitals, unable to come up with anything better than the eternal repetition of the same request for translations from French or correspondence. Having become acquainted with the editorial offices, Ivan Fedorovich never broke ties with them and in his last years at university began to publish very talented reviews of books on various specialised topics, so that he even became known in literary circles. However, it was only very recently that he managed to accidentally attract the attention of a much wider circle of readers, so that many people noticed and remembered him at once. It was a rather curious case. After graduating from university and preparing to travel abroad with his two thousand roubles, Ivan Fedorovich suddenly published a strange article in one of the major newspapers, which attracted the attention of even non-specialists, and, most importantly, on a subject that was apparently completely unfamiliar to him, because he had graduated with a degree in natural sciences. The article was written on the then widely discussed issue of ecclesiastical courts . Analysing some of the opinions already expressed on this issue, he also expressed his personal view. The main thing was in the tone and the remarkable surprise of the conclusion. Meanwhile, many of the clergy resolutely considered the author to be one of their own. And suddenly, not only civil servants, but even atheists themselves began to applaud. In the end, some perceptive people decided that the entire article was just a bold farce and mockery. I mention this case in particular because the article found its way into our famous monastery on the outskirts of the city, where people were generally interested in the question of ecclesiastical courts, and caused complete bewilderment. Upon learning the author’s name, they became interested in the fact that he was a native of our city and the son of “this very Fyodor Pavlovich.” And then, suddenly, the author himself appeared before us at that very moment.

Why Ivan Fedorovich came to us then – I remember even then asking myself this question with some anxiety. This fateful visit, which led to so many consequences, remained unclear to me for a long time afterwards, almost always. In general, it was strange that a young man, so learned, so proud and cautious in appearance, suddenly appeared in such a dismal house, to such a father who had ignored him all his life, did not know him and did not remember him, and although he would certainly not have given money under any circumstances if his son had asked him for it, but nevertheless had feared all his life that his sons, Ivan and Alexei, would also come and ask for money someday. And so the young man settled in the house of such a father, lived with him for a month or two, and the two got along as well as could be expected. The latter surprised not only me, but many others as well. Pyotr Alexandrovich Miusov, whom I mentioned earlier, a distant relative of Fyodor Pavlovich through his first wife, happened to be visiting us again at his country estate, having come from Paris, where he had settled permanently. I remember that he was the one who was most surprised when he met this extremely young man who interested him, with whom he sometimes argued about knowledge, not without inner pain. “He is proud,” he said to us about him at the time, “he will always earn a penny, he already has money for abroad - what does he need here? It’s clear to everyone that he didn’t come to his father for money, because in any case his father won’t give it to him. He doesn’t like to drink wine and debauch himself, but meanwhile the old man can’t do without him, they’ve become so close!” This was true; the young man even had a visible influence on the old man; the latter almost began to listen to him sometimes, although he was extremely and even maliciously wayward at times, and even began to behave more decently sometimes…

Only later did it become clear that Ivan Fedorovich had come partly at the request and on behalf of his older brother, Dmitry Fedorovich, whom he had met for the first time in his life and seen for the first time at almost the same time, during this very visit, but with whom, however, due to one important matter concerning Dmitry Fedorovich, he had entered into correspondence even before his arrival from Moscow. The reader will learn the details of this matter in due course. Nevertheless, even when I already knew about this particular circumstance, Ivan Fedorovich still seemed mysterious to me, and his visit to us still inexplicable.

I would add that Ivan Fedorovich then acted as a mediator and conciliator between my father and his older brother, Dmitry Fedorovich, who had started a big quarrel and even filed a formal lawsuit against my father.

This family, I repeat, came together for the first time in their lives, and some of its members saw each other for the first time in their lives. Only the youngest son, Alexei Fedorovich, had been living with us for a year before that and thus arrived before all his brothers. It is about this Alexei that I find it most difficult to speak in my present preface before bringing him onto the stage in the novel. But I will have to write a preface about him, at least to clarify one very strange point in advance, namely: I am forced to introduce my future hero to readers from the first scene of his novel in the robes of a novice . Yes, he had been living in our monastery for a year at that time and seemed to be preparing to shut himself away there for the rest of his life.








  
  
  IV. Alyosha, the third son

  
  




He was only twenty years old at the time (his brother Ivan was twenty-four, and their older brother Dmitri was twenty-eight). First of all, I must say that this young man, Alyosha, was not a fanatic at all and, in my opinion, not even a mystic. I will state my full opinion in advance: he was simply an early philanthropist, and if he embarked on the monastic path, it was only because at that time it was the only one that impressed him and presented him, so to speak, with the ideal of escape from the darkness of worldly malice to the light of love in his soul. And this path impressed him only because on it he met what he considered to be an extraordinary being — our famous monastic elder Zosima, to whom he became attached with all the ardent first love of his insatiable heart. However, I do not dispute that he was already very strange even then, starting from the cradle. By the way, I have already mentioned that, having lost his mother when he was only four years old, he remembered her for the rest of his life, her face, her caresses, “as if she were standing before me alive.” Such memories can be remembered (and this is known to everyone) even from an earlier age, even from the age of two, but only appearing throughout life as bright spots in the darkness, like a torn corner of a huge picture that has faded and disappeared, except for this little corner. That was exactly how it was with him: he remembered one evening, a quiet summer evening, an open window, the slanting rays of the setting sun (it was the slanting rays that he remembered most), an icon in the corner of the room, a lamp lit in front of it, and in front of the icon, on her knees, sobbing hysterically, with squeals and cries, his mother, who grabbed him with both hands, hugged him tightly until it hurt, and prayed to the Virgin Mary for him, stretching him out of her embrace with both hands towards the icon, as if under the protection of the Virgin Mary… and suddenly the nanny ran in and snatched him away from her in fright. What a picture! Alyosha remembered his mother’s face at that moment: he said it was frenzied but beautiful, judging by what he could remember. But he rarely confided this memory to anyone. In his childhood and youth, he was not very expansive and even not very talkative, but not because of mistrust, timidity or sullen unsociability, quite the contrary, but because of something else, some kind of inner concern, personal to him, not affecting others, but so important to him that he seemed to forget others because of it. But he loved people: he seemed to have lived his whole life believing completely in people, and yet no one ever considered him simple-minded or naive. There was something about him that said and inspired (and throughout his whole life afterwards) that he did not want to be a judge of people, that he did not want to take on condemnation and would never condemn anyone. It even seemed that he accepted everything without condemning it in the slightest, although he was often very bitterly sad. Not only that, but in this sense he had reached the point where no one could surprise or frighten him, even in his earliest youth. When he came to his father at the age of twenty, who was positively in the den of dirty debauchery, he, chaste and pure, only silently withdrew when it was unbearable to watch, but without the slightest sign of contempt or condemnation of anyone. His father, who had once been a freeloader and was therefore sensitive and touchy, at first greeted him with distrust and sullenly (“he says a lot, but thinks a lot to himself”), soon ended up hugging and kissing him terribly often, no more than two weeks later, albeit with drunken tears, in a drunken sensitivity, but it was clear that he loved him sincerely and deeply and in a way that someone like him had never been able to love anyone before…

And everyone loved this young man, wherever he appeared, even from his earliest childhood. Finding himself in the house of his benefactor and tutor, Yefim Petrovich Polenov, he became so attached to everyone in this family that they definitely considered him as if he were their own child. Meanwhile, he had entered this house at such an early age that one could not expect a child to be calculating, cunning, or skilled in the art of flattery and ingratiation, or in the ability to make himself loved. So his gift for inspiring special love was inherent in him, so to speak, in his very nature, without artifice or pretence. The same was true of him at school, and yet he seemed to be one of those children who inspire mistrust in their peers, sometimes ridicule, and perhaps even hatred. For example, he would become lost in thought and seem detached. From childhood, he loved to retreat into a corner and read books, and yet his classmates loved him so much that he could definitely be called the universal favourite during his entire time at school. He was rarely boisterous, even rarely cheerful, but everyone who looked at him immediately saw that this was not due to any gloominess in him, but rather that he was calm and clear-headed. He never wanted to show off among his peers. Perhaps that is why he was never afraid of anyone, but the boys immediately understood that he was not proud of his fearlessness, but looked as if he did not understand that he was bold and fearless. He never held a grudge. It happened that an hour after being offended, he would respond to the offender or even speak to him himself with such a trusting and clear expression, as if nothing had happened between them at all. And it was not that he pretended to have accidentally forgotten or deliberately forgiven the offence, but simply did not consider it an offence, and this decisively captivated and subjugated the children. There was only one trait in him that aroused in his classmates, from the lowest to the highest grades, a constant desire to tease him, but not out of malice, but because it was fun for them. This trait was his wild, frenzied modesty and chastity. He could not bear to hear certain words and certain conversations about women. Unfortunately, these “certain” words and conversations are ineradicable in schools. Boys who are pure in soul and heart, almost still children, very often like to talk among themselves in class and even aloud about such things, pictures and images that even soldiers do not always talk about, and what is more, soldiers do not know and understand much of what is already familiar in this regard to such young children of our intelligent and higher society. There is probably no moral depravity here yet, nor is there any real, depraved, internal cynicism, but there is external cynicism, and it is often considered by them to be something delicate, subtle, manly and worthy of imitation. Seeing that “Alyosha Karamazov” quickly covers his ears with his fingers when “they talk about it,” they would sometimes deliberately gather around him in a crowd and, forcibly removing his hands from his ears, shout obscenities into both ears, while he struggled, fell to the floor, lay down, covered himself, and endured all this without saying a word to them, without swearing, silently enduring the insult. In the end, however, they left him alone and no longer teased him as a “girl”; moreover, they looked at him with pity in this regard. Incidentally, he was always among the best students in class, but he was never ranked first.

When Yefim Petrovich died, Alyosha stayed at the provincial gymnasium for another two years. Yefim Petrovich’s inconsolable wife, almost immediately after his death, left for a long stay in Italy with the entire family, consisting entirely of females, and Alyosha ended up in the house of two ladies whom he had never seen before, some distant relatives of Yefim Petrovich, but on what terms, he himself did not know. A characteristic, and even very characteristic, feature of his was that he never cared whose money he lived on. In this he was the complete opposite of his older brother, Ivan Fedorovich, who had spent the first two years at university supporting himself with his own labour and who, from childhood, had felt bitterly that he was living off the charity of his benefactor. But this strange trait in Alexei’s character could not be condemned too harshly, because anyone who knew him even a little bit immediately when asked about it, became convinced that Alexei was undoubtedly one of those young men who were somewhat like holy fools, who, if they suddenly came into possession of even a large sum of money, would have no difficulty in giving it away, at the first request, either for a good cause or perhaps even to a clever swindler, if he asked for it. And in general, he seemed to have no concept of the value of money, not in the literal sense, of course. When he was given pocket money, which he never asked for himself, he either did not know what to do with it for weeks on end, or he did not take good care of it, and it disappeared in an instant. Pyotr Alexandrovich Miusov, a man who was very sensitive about money and bourgeois honesty, once, after observing Alexei closely, uttered the following aphorism about him: “Here is perhaps the only person in the world whom you could suddenly leave alone and without money in the square of an unfamiliar city with a million inhabitants, and he would never perish or die of hunger and cold, because he would be fed in an instant, given shelter in an instant, and if he were not given shelter, he would find it himself in an instant, and it will cost him no effort and no humiliation, and those who take him in will feel no burden, but, on the contrary, will consider it a pleasure.”

He did not finish his course at the gymnasium; he still had a whole year left when he suddenly announced to his ladies that he was going to his father on a matter that had popped into his head. They felt very sorry for him and did not want to let him go. The journey was very inexpensive, and the ladies did not allow him to pawn his watch — a gift from his benefactor’s family before he left for abroad — and lavishly provided him with funds, even new clothes and underwear. However, he gave them back half of the money, announcing that he definitely wanted to sit in the third class . When he arrived in our town, he did not answer his father’s first questions: “Why did you come here without finishing your course?” He was, as they say, unusually pensive. It soon became apparent that he was looking for his mother’s grave. He even admitted himself at the time that this was the only reason he had come. But that was hardly the whole reason for his visit. Most likely, he himself did not know at the time and could not explain what it was that suddenly rose up from his soul and irresistibly drew him onto some new, unknown, but now inevitable path. Fyodor Pavlovich could not tell him where he had buried his second wife, because he had never visited her grave after the coffin had been filled in, and with the passage of time he had completely forgotten where she had been buried…

Speaking of Fyodor Pavlovich, he had not lived in our city for a long time. Three or four years after the death of his second wife, he went to southern Russia and ended up in Odessa, where he lived for several years. At first, according to his own words, he got acquainted “with many Jews, Jewish women, Jewish girls and Jewish children,” and ended up being accepted not only by the Jews, but “also by the Jewish people.” It is likely that it was during this period of his life that he developed a special talent for making and extorting money. He returned to our town for good only three years before Alyosha’s arrival. His former acquaintances found him terribly aged, although he was not yet that old. He behaved not so much more nobly, but somehow more arrogantly. For example, he had a brazen need to be the former jester, to dress others up as jesters. He loved to behave disgracefully with women, not as before, but even more disgustingly. Soon he became the founder of many new taverns in the district. It was clear that he had perhaps a thousand or a little less. Many of the town and county residents immediately owed him money, on the most reliable collateral, of course. Recently, however, he had become somewhat sluggish, losing his composure and self-control, even falling into a kind of recklessness, starting one thing and ending another, becoming somewhat scattered and getting drunk more and more often. and if it weren’t for the same footman Grigory, who was also quite old by that time and sometimes looked after him almost like a tutor, then perhaps Fyodor Pavlovich would not have lived without any particular trouble. Alyosha’s arrival seemed to have an effect on him even from a moral point of view, as if something had awakened in this ageless old man from what had long since died in his soul: “Do you know,” he often said to Alyosha, looking at him, “that you resemble her, the old woman?” That was what he called his late wife, Alyosha’s mother. The grave of the “witch” was finally shown to Alyosha by the footman Grigory. He took him to our town cemetery and there, in a far corner, he pointed out an inexpensive but neat cast-iron slab, on which there was even an inscription with the name, title, age and year of death of the deceased, and at the bottom there was even something like a quatrain from the old cemetery poems commonly used on the graves of ordinary people. To his surprise, this slab turned out to be Grigory’s work. He himself had erected it over the grave of the poor “witch” at his own expense, after Fyodor Pavlovich, whom he had pestered many times with reminders about this grave, finally left for Odessa, waving goodbye not only to the graves, but also to all his memories. Alyosha showed no particular sensitivity at his mother’s grave; he just listened to Grigory’s important and reasonable story about the construction of the slab, stood there with his head bowed, and left without saying a word. Since then, perhaps even for the whole year, he had not been to the cemetery. But this little episode also had an effect on Fyodor Pavlovich, and a very original one at that. He suddenly took a thousand roubles and brought it to our monastery for the repose of his wife’s soul, but not his second wife, not Alyosha’s mother, not the “witch,” but his first wife, Adelaide Ivanovna, who had beaten him. In the evening of that day, he got drunk and scolded Alyosha and the monks. He himself was far from being a religious man; he had probably never placed even a five-kopeck candle in front of an icon. Strange bursts of sudden feelings and sudden thoughts occur in such individuals.

I have already said that he was very flabby. By that time, his face was a stark reflection of the character and essence of his entire life. In addition to the long, fleshy bags under his small eyes, which were always insolent, suspicious and mocking, and the multitude of deep wrinkles on his small but fat face, his sharp chin was hung with a large Adam’s apple, fleshy and elongated, like a purse, which gave him a kind of disgustingly voluptuous look. Add to that a carnivorous, long mouth with plump lips, from under which small fragments of black, almost decayed teeth were visible. He sprayed saliva every time he started to speak. However, he himself liked to joke about his face, although he seemed to be satisfied with it. He particularly pointed to his nose, which was not very large but very thin, with a strongly protruding hump: “A real Roman nose,” he said, “together with my Adam’s apple, the true physiognomy of an ancient Roman patrician in the time of decline .” He seemed to be proud of this.

And soon after finding his mother’s grave, Alyosha suddenly announced to him that he wanted to enter a monastery and that the monks were ready to accept him as a novice. He explained that this was his heartfelt desire and that he was asking for his solemn permission as his father. The old man already knew that the elder Zosima, who had taken refuge in the monastery’s skete, had made a special impression on his “quiet boy.”

“This elder is, of course, the most honest monk among them,” he said, listening silently and thoughtfully to Alyosha, but almost not surprised by his request. “Hmm, so that’s where you want to go, my quiet boy! He was half drunk and suddenly smiled his long, half-drunken smile, which was not without cunning and drunken slyness. “Hmm, but I had a feeling that you would end up doing something like this, can you imagine? That’s exactly where you were heading. Well, you have your two thousand roubles, so there’s your dowry, and I, my angel, will never leave you, and now I’ll pay whatever is required for you if they ask. Well, if they don’t ask, why should we impose ourselves, right? After all, you spend money like a canary, two grains a week… Hmm. You know, there is a suburban settlement near a monastery, and everyone there knows that only “monastery wives” live there, as they are called, about thirty women, I think… I was there, and, you know, it’s interesting, in its own way, of course, in terms of diversity. The only bad thing is that the Russianism is terrible, there are no French women at all, but there could be, the means are considerable. They’ll come and see. Well, it’s all right here, there are no monastery wives here, but there are about two hundred monks. Honestly. Fasting monks. I confess… Hmm. So you want to go to the monks? But I feel sorry for you, Alyosha, truly, believe me, I have grown fond of you… Anyway, here’s a convenient opportunity: pray for us sinners, for we have sinned greatly, sitting here. I kept thinking: who will ever pray for me? Is there such a person in the world? You’re a sweet boy, but I’m terribly stupid in this regard. Perhaps you don’t believe me? Terribly. You see, as stupid as I am, I think about it all the time, all the time, occasionally, of course, not all the time. After all, I think it’s impossible that the devils will forget to drag me away with their hooks when I die. So I think: hooks? Where do they get them? What are they made of? Iron? Where are they forged? Do they have a factory or something? After all, the monks in the monastery probably believe that there is a ceiling in hell, for example. And I am ready to believe in hell only if there is no ceiling; it seems more delicate, more enlightened, more Lutheran, so to speak. But in essence, does it really matter whether there is a ceiling or not? That is the damn question! Well, if there is no ceiling, then there are no hooks. And if there are no hooks, then everything is up in the air, which is again unbelievable: who will drag me with hooks, because if they don’t drag me, then what will happen, where is the truth in the world? Il faudrait les inventer,[] these hooks, especially for me , just for me, because if you only knew, Alyosha, how shy I am!

“Yes, there are no hooks there,” Alyosha said quietly and seriously, looking at his father.

– Yes, yes, only the shadows of hooks. I know, I know. It’s like how a Frenchman described hell: “J’ai vu l’ombre d’un cocher, qui avec l’ombre d’une brosse frottait l’ombre d’un carrosse.”[] How do you know there are no hooks, my dear fellow? Stay with the monks, and you’ll learn. But go on, find out the truth there, and come back and tell me: it will be easier to go to the other world if you know for sure what it’s like there. And it will be more decent for you with the monks than with me, with a drunken old man and girls… even if nothing touches you, as if you were an angel. Well, maybe nothing will touch you there either, that’s why I’m allowing you to go, because I’m hoping for the best. You’re not stupid. You’ll burn out and fade away, get cured and come back. And I’ll wait for you: because I feel that you’re the only person on earth who hasn’t condemned me, my dear boy, I feel it, I can’t help feeling it!

And he even started to sob. He was sentimental. He was angry and sentimental.








  
  
  V. The Elders

  
  




Perhaps some readers will think that my young man was a sickly, ecstatic, poorly developed character, a pale dreamer, a frail and emaciated little man. On the contrary, Alyosha was at that time a stately, red-cheeked, bright-eyed, healthy nineteen-year-old teenager. He was even very handsome at that time, well-built, of medium height, dark-haired, with a regular, though somewhat elongated oval face, with bright dark-grey wide-set eyes, very thoughtful and apparently very calm. Some might say that red cheeks do not interfere with fanaticism or mysticism, but it seems to me that Alyosha was even more of a realist than anyone else. Oh, of course, in the monastery he believed completely in miracles, but in my opinion, miracles never confuse a realist. Miracles do not incline a realist to believe. A true realist, if he is not a believer, will always find in himself the strength and ability not to believe in miracles, and if a miracle becomes an irresistible fact before him, he will sooner disbelieve his senses than admit the fact. If he does admit it, he will admit it as a natural fact, but one that was previously unknown to him. In a realist, faith is not born of miracles, but miracles are born of faith. If a realist believes, then it is precisely because of his realism that he must necessarily accept miracles. The Apostle Thomas declared that he would not believe until he saw, but when he saw, he said, “My Lord and my God!” Did a miracle make him believe? Most likely not, but he believed solely because he wanted to believe and, perhaps, already believed completely, in the depths of his being, even when he said, “I will not believe until I see.”

Some may say that Alyosha was dull, undeveloped, did not finish his course, and so on. It was true that he did not finish his course, but to say that he was dull or stupid would be a great injustice. I will simply repeat what I said above: he embarked on this path only because at that time it was the only one that struck him and presented him with the whole ideal of the escape of his soul from darkness to light. Add to this that he was a young man partly of our own time, that is, honest by nature, demanding truth, seeking it and believing in it, and once he believed, demanding immediate participation in it with all the strength of his soul, demanding a quick feat, with an unconditional desire to sacrifice everything for this feat, even his life. Although, unfortunately, these young men do not understand that the sacrifice of life is perhaps the easiest of all sacrifices in many such cases, and that to sacrifice, for example, five or six years of one’s exuberant youth to difficult, arduous studies, for science, if only to increase tenfold one’s strength to serve the same truth and the same feat that one has chosen and set out to accomplish, is a sacrifice that is almost beyond the power of many of them. Alyosha chose only the opposite path, but with the same thirst for a quick feat. As soon as he, thinking seriously, was struck by the conviction that immortality and God exist, he immediately, naturally, said to himself: “I want to live for immortality, and I do not accept a half-hearted compromise.” Similarly, if he had decided that there was no immortality and no God, he would now have become an atheist and a socialist (for socialism is not only a working-class issue, or the issue of the so-called fourth estate, but primarily an atheistic issue, a question of the modern embodiment of atheism, a question of the Tower of Babel, built precisely without God , not to reach heaven from earth, but to bring heaven down to earth). It seemed strange and impossible to Alyosha to live as before. It is said: “Give away everything and follow me, if you want to be perfect” . Alyosha said to himself: “I cannot give two rubles instead of ‘everything’, and instead of ‘follow me’, I can only go to Mass.” From his childhood memories, perhaps something remained about our suburban monastery, where his mother could take him to Mass. Perhaps the slanting rays of the setting sun on the icon to which his shrieking mother was pulling him also had an effect. He came to us then, perhaps just to see if everything was here or if there were only two rubles here, and in the monastery he met this old man…

This elder, as I explained above, was Elder Zosima; but here I should say a few words about what “elders” are in our monasteries , and I regret that I do not feel sufficiently competent and confident on this subject. However, I will try to explain it briefly and superficially. Firstly, experts and competent people claim that elders and eldership appeared in our Russian monasteries only very recently, less than a hundred years ago, whereas in the entire Orthodox East, especially in Sinai and Athos , they have existed for well over a thousand years. They claim that elderhood existed in Russia in ancient times, or at least should have existed, but due to the disasters that befell Russia, the Tatar invasion, the Time of Troubles, and the interruption of previous relations with the East after the conquest of Constantinople , this institution was forgotten in Russia and the elders disappeared. It was revived at the end of the last century by one of the great ascetics (as he is called) Paisius Velichkovsky and his disciples, but even now, almost a hundred years later, it still exists in very few monasteries and has even been subjected to persecution at times, as an innovation unheard of in Russia. It flourished particularly well in Russia in one famous desert, Kozelskaya Optina. I cannot say when and by whom it was introduced in our suburban monastery, but it was already considered the third succession of elders, and Elder Zosima was the last of them, but he was already dying of weakness and illness, and they did not even know who to replace him with. This was an important issue for our monastery, as it had not been particularly famous until then: it had neither the relics of holy saints nor miraculous icons, nor even glorious traditions associated with our history, nor was it known for any historical feats or services to the fatherland. It flourished and became famous throughout Russia precisely because of the elders, whom pilgrims flocked to see and hear from all over Russia, travelling thousands of miles. So, what is an elder? An elder is someone who takes your soul and your will into his own soul and will. By choosing an elder, you renounce your will and give it to him in complete obedience, with complete self-denial. This art, this terrible school of life, is voluntarily accepted in the hope that after a long struggle, one will conquer oneself, master oneself to such an extent that one can finally achieve, through obedience throughout one’s life, perfect freedom, that is, freedom from oneself, avoiding the fate of those who have lived their whole lives without finding themselves. This invention, that is, elderhood, is not theoretical, but derived in the East from a practice that is now a thousand years old. The obligations to the elder are not the same as ordinary “obedience,” which has always existed in our Russian monasteries. Here, the eternal confession of all those who strive to the elder and the indestructible bond between the one who binds and the one who is bound are recognised. It is said, for example, that once, in the earliest days of Christianity, a certain novice, having failed to fulfil a certain obedience imposed on him by his elder, left him from the monastery and went to another country, from Syria to Egypt. There, after long and great deeds, he finally suffered torture and a martyr’s death for his faith. When the church buried his body, already honouring him as a saint, suddenly, at the deacon’s cry, “Catechumens, depart!” the coffin with the martyr’s body in it broke loose and was thrown out of the temple, and this happened three times. Finally, it was discovered that this holy passion-bearer had disobeyed his elder and left him, and therefore, without the elder’s permission, he could not be forgiven, even despite his great deeds. But when the elder called upon him released him from obedience, only then could his burial take place. Of course, all this is just an ancient legend, but here is a recent true story: one of our modern monks took refuge on Mount Athos, and suddenly his elder commanded him to leave Athos, which he loved as a holy place, as a quiet refuge, to the depths of his soul, and to go first to Jerusalem to worship at the holy places, and then back to Russia, to the north, to Siberia: “That is where you belong, not here.” Stunned and grief-stricken, the monk went to Constantinople to the Ecumenical Patriarch and begged him to grant him permission to obey, and the Ecumenical Patriarch replied that not only he, the Ecumenical Patriarch, could not release him, but that there was no authority on earth, nor could there be, that could release him from obedience once it had been imposed by an elder, except for the authority of the elder himself who had imposed it . Thus, in certain cases, the elders are endowed with unlimited and incomprehensible authority. That is why in many monasteries, the elders were initially met with almost persecution. Meanwhile, elders immediately began to be highly respected among the people. For example, both commoners and the most distinguished people flocked to the elders of our monastery in order to prostrate themselves before them, confess their doubts, sins, and sufferings, and ask for advice and guidance. Seeing this, the opponents of the elders cried out, among other accusations, that the sacrament of confession was being arbitrarily and frivolously degraded, although the continuous confession of one’s soul to an elder, whether by a novice or a lay person, is not performed as a sacrament at all. In the end, however, the elders prevailed, and little by little they are establishing themselves in Russian monasteries. It is true, perhaps, that this tried and tested, thousand-year-old tool for the moral rebirth of man from slavery to freedom and moral perfection can turn into a double-edged sword, so that instead of humility and ultimate self-control, it may lead to the most satanic pride, that is, to chains rather than freedom.

The elder Zosima was sixty-five years old and came from a family of landowners. In his early youth, he had been a military man and served in the Caucasus as a senior officer. Without a doubt, he impressed Alyosha with some special quality of his soul. Alyosha lived in the elder’s cell, who loved him very much and allowed him to stay with him. It should be noted that Alyosha, living in the monastery at that time, was not yet bound by anything, could go anywhere for days on end, and if he wore his monastic robe, it was voluntarily, so as not to differ from anyone else in the monastery. But of course he liked it himself. Perhaps Alyosha’s youthful imagination was greatly influenced by the power and glory that constantly surrounded his elder. Many said of the elder Zosima that, having allowed so many people to come to him over the years to confess their hearts and seek his advice and healing words, he had taken so many revelations, confessions, and confessions into his soul that in the end he had acquired such subtle insight that at first glance at the face of a stranger who came to him, he could guess what he had come for, what he needed, and even what kind of torment was tormenting his conscience , and he surprised, confused, and sometimes even frightened those who came with such knowledge of their secrets before they had uttered a word. But at the same time, Alyosha almost always noticed that many, almost all, who came to the elder for a private conversation for the first time, entered in fear and anxiety, and left him almost always bright and joyful, and even the gloomiest face turned into a happy one. Alyosha was also struck by the fact that the elder was not at all strict; on the contrary, he was always cheerful in his manner. The monks said of him that he attached himself with his soul to those who were more sinful, and that the more sinful a person was, the more he loved them. Even at the very end of the elder’s life, there were still those among the monks who hated and envied him, but they were few in number and kept silent, although among them were several very famous and important figures in the monastery, such as one of the oldest monks, a great silent one and an extraordinary faster. Nevertheless, the vast majority undoubtedly sided with the elder Zosima, and many of them even loved him with all their hearts, ardently and sincerely; some were attached to him almost fanatically. Such people said openly, though not quite aloud, that he was a saint, that there was no doubt about it, and, anticipating his imminent death, they expected immediate miracles and great glory in the very near future from the deceased monk. Alyosha also believed unquestioningly in the old man’s miraculous power, just as he believed unquestioningly in the story of the coffin flying out of the church. He saw how many of those who came with sick children or adult relatives and begged the elder to lay his hands on them and read a prayer over them returned soon, and some even the very next day, falling down in tears before the elder and thanking him for healing their sick. Whether the healing was real or just a natural improvement in the course of the illness was not a question for Alyosha, for he already believed completely in the spiritual power of his teacher, and his glory was like his own triumph. His heart trembled especially, and he seemed to shine when the old man came out to the crowd of simple folk waiting for him at the gates of the monastery, who had come from all over Russia specifically to see the old man and receive his blessing. They prostrated themselves before him, wept, kissed his feet, kissed the ground on which he stood, cried out, women held out their children to him, and brought him sick people. The elder spoke to them, read a short prayer over them, blessed them, and sent them away. Lately, due to bouts of illness, he sometimes became so weak that he was barely able to leave his cell, and worshippers sometimes waited in the monastery for several days for him to come out. For Alyosha, there was no question why they loved him so much, why they prostrated themselves before him and wept with emotion at the mere sight of his face. Oh, he understood perfectly well that for the humble soul of a Russian commoner, tormented by labour and grief, and above all by constant injustice and constant sin, both his own and that of the world, there was no greater need and comfort than to find a holy place or a saint, to fall before him and worship him: “If we have sin, falsehood, and temptation, then there is still somewhere on earth a holy and supreme being; he has the truth, he knows the truth; therefore, it does not die on earth, but will someday come to us and reign throughout the earth, as promised.” Alyosha knew that this was exactly how the people felt and even reasoned; he understood this, but he had no doubt that the old man was indeed this very saint, this guardian of God’s truth in the eyes of the people, and he himself, together with these weeping men and their sick wives, who were holding out their children to the old man, believed this too. The conviction that the elder, after his death, would bring extraordinary glory to the monastery reigned in Alyosha’s soul, perhaps even more strongly than in anyone else in the monastery. And in general, all this lately

a deep, ardent inner enthusiasm had been growing stronger and stronger in his heart. He was not at all disturbed by the fact that this old man was, after all, just one person: “All the same, he is holy, in his heart is the secret of renewal for all, that power which will finally establish truth on earth, and all will be holy, and will love one another, and there will be neither rich nor poor, neither exalted nor humiliated, but all will be as children of God, and the true kingdom of Christ will come.” This is what Alyosha’s heart dreamed of.

It seems that Alyosha was greatly impressed by the arrival of his two brothers, whom he had never met before. He got along better and closer with his brother Dmitry Fedorovich, even though he arrived later than his other (full) brother, Ivan Fedorovich. He was terribly interested in getting to know his brother Ivan, but the latter had already been living there for two months, and although they saw each other quite often, they still did not get along: Alyosha himself was taciturn and seemed to be waiting for something, as if he were ashamed of something, while his brother Ivan, although Alyosha had noticed his long, curious glances at first, seemed to have soon stopped even thinking about him. Alyosha noticed this with some embarrassment. He attributed his brother’s indifference to the difference in their ages and, in particular, to their education. But Alyosha also thought that Ivan’s lack of curiosity and interest in him might have been due to something completely unknown to Alyosha. For some reason, it seemed to him that Ivan was preoccupied with something internal and important, that he was striving towards some goal, perhaps a very difficult one, so that he had no time for him, and that this was the only reason why he looked at Alyosha distractedly. Alyosha also wondered whether there was some contempt for him, the silly novice, on the part of the learned atheist. He knew perfectly well that his brother was an atheist. Even if there was contempt, he could not take offence, but still, with a confusion that was incomprehensible even to himself, he waited anxiously for his brother to come closer to him. Brother Dmitry Fedorovich spoke of Brother Ivan with the deepest respect, with a kind of special insight. It was from him that Alyosha learned all the details of the important matter that had recently bound the two older brothers together in a remarkable and close relationship. Dmitry’s enthusiastic comments about his brother Ivan were all the more striking in Alyosha’s eyes because Dmitry was, in comparison with Ivan, an almost completely uneducated man, and the two of them, when placed side by side, seemed to be such striking opposites in personality and character that it would have been impossible to imagine two people more dissimilar.

It was at this time that a meeting, or rather a family gathering, of all the members of this discordant family took place in the elder’s cell, which had an extraordinary influence on Alyosha. The pretext for this gathering was, in truth, false. At that time, Dmitri Fyodorovich’s disagreements with his father, Fyodor Pavlovich, over inheritance and property settlements had apparently reached an impossible point. Relations had become strained and unbearable. Fyodor Pavlovich seems to have been the first to suggest, seemingly in jest, that they all meet in the cell of the elder Zosima and, without resorting to his direct mediation, somehow come to a more decent agreement, whereby the elder’s rank and person might have an inspiring and conciliatory effect. Dmitry Fedorovich, who had never been to the elder and had never even seen him, naturally thought that they wanted to scare him with the elder; but since he secretly reproached himself for many particularly harsh outbursts in recent arguments with his father, he accepted the challenge. It should be noted that he did not live in his father’s house, like Ivan Fedorovich, but separately, on the other side of town. It so happened that Pyotr Alexandrovich Miusov, who was staying with us at the time, was particularly taken with Fyodor Pavlovich’s idea. A liberal of the 1840s and 1850s, a freethinker and atheist, he took an extraordinary interest in this matter, perhaps out of boredom, or perhaps for frivolous amusement. He suddenly wanted to see the monastery and the “saint.” Since his long-standing disputes with the monastery were still ongoing and the litigation over the land boundaries of their estates, certain rights to cut wood in the forest and fish in the river, etc., was still dragging on, he hastened to take advantage of this under the pretext that he himself would like to come to an agreement with the abbot: was it possible to settle their disputes amicably? A visitor with such good intentions could, of course, be received at the monastery with more attention and courtesy than someone who was simply curious. As a result of all these considerations, some internal influence could be exerted in the monastery on the sick elder, who had recently almost completely stopped leaving his cell and, due to his illness, refused to see even ordinary visitors. In the end, the elder agreed and a date was set. “Who put me in charge of deciding between them?” he said with a smile to Alyosha.

Upon learning of the meeting, Alyosha was very confused. If any of these quarrelling and arguing parties could take this meeting seriously, it was undoubtedly only Brother Dmitri; the rest would all come with frivolous and, perhaps, offensive intentions towards the elder, Alyosha understood. Brother Ivan and Miusov would come out of curiosity, perhaps the crudest kind, and his father, perhaps for some kind of clownish and theatrical scene. Oh, Alyosha was silent, but he already knew his father quite well and deeply. I repeat, this boy was not at all as simple-minded as everyone thought he was. He waited for the appointed day with a heavy heart. Without a doubt, he cared deeply, in his heart, that all these family disagreements would somehow come to an end. Nevertheless, his main concern was for the old man: he trembled for him, for his reputation, fearing insults to him, especially the subtle, polite mockery of Miusov and the condescending insinuations of the scholar Ivan, as he imagined them to be. He even wanted to take the risk of warning the old man, to tell him something about these people who might arrive, but he thought about it and kept silent. Only on the eve of the appointed day did he convey to his brother Dmitry, through an acquaintance, that he loved him very much and expected him to fulfil his promise. Dmitry thought about it, because he could not remember promising him anything like that, and replied only in a letter that he would do his best to restrain himself “from baseness,” and although he deeply respected the old man and Brother Ivan, he was convinced that this was either some kind of trap or an unworthy comedy. “Nevertheless, I would rather swallow my tongue than fail to show respect to the holy man whom you so greatly esteem,” Dmitry concluded his letter. It did not greatly encourage Alyosha.








  
  
  Book Two. An Inappropriate Gathering

  
  











  
  
  I. Arrival at the monastery

  
  




It was a beautiful, warm and clear day. It was the end of August. The meeting with the elder was arranged for after the late service, at about half past eleven. However, our visitors to the monastery did not attend the service, but arrived just in time for the hat distribution. They arrived in two carriages; in the first carriage, a dandyish coach drawn by a pair of expensive horses, came Peter Alexandrovich Miusov with his distant relative, a very young man of about twenty, Peter Fomich Kalganov. This young man was preparing to enter university; Miusov, with whom he was living for some reason, was tempting him to go abroad with him, to Zurich or Jena, to enrol at university there and complete his studies. The young man had not yet made up his mind. He was pensive and somewhat distracted. He had a pleasant face, a strong build, and was quite tall. There was a strange immobility in his gaze: like all very distracted people, he would sometimes stare at you intently and for a long time, yet not see you at all. He was quiet and a bit awkward, but sometimes, only when he was alone with someone, he would suddenly become really talkative, impulsive, and funny, laughing at who knows what. But his enthusiasm faded as quickly and suddenly as it had arisen. He was always well dressed, even elegantly so: he already had some independent wealth and expected much more. He was friends with Alyosha.

In a very dilapidated, rattling, but spacious cab, drawn by a pair of old grey-pink horses, lagging far behind Miusov’s carriage, Fyodor Pavlovich and his son Ivan Fyodorovich arrived. Dmitry Fyodorovich had been informed of the time and date the day before, but he was late. The visitors left their carriages at the fence, at the hotel, and entered the monastery gates on foot. Apart from Fyodor Pavlovich, the other three seemed to have never seen a monastery before, and Miusov had probably not been to church for thirty years. He looked around with some curiosity, not without a certain affected nonchalance. But to his observant mind, apart from the church and farm buildings, which were, however, quite ordinary, there was nothing to see inside the monastery. The last people were leaving the church, taking off their hats and crossing themselves. Among the common people were some visitors from higher society, two or three ladies, and a very old general; they were all staying at the hotel. Beggars immediately surrounded our visitors, but no one gave them anything. Only Petrusha Kalganov took a kopeck out of his purse and, hurrying and embarrassed for God knows what reason, quickly handed it to one of the women, saying, “Divide it equally.” None of his companions noticed this, so there was no reason for him to be embarrassed, but when he realised this, he became even more embarrassed.

It was strange, however; they should have been truly awaited and perhaps even honoured: one had recently donated a thousand roubles, and the other was the richest landowner and the most educated man, so to speak, on whom they all depended in part for fishing in the river, due to the turn the process might take. And yet, none of the officials came to meet them. Miusov looked distractedly at the gravestones near the church and was about to remark that these graves must have cost the burying parties dearly for the right to bury in such a “holy” place, but he remained silent: simple liberal irony was turning into anger in him.

“Damn, who can I ask here, in this mess… We need to decide, because time is running out,” he said suddenly, as if talking to himself.

Suddenly, an elderly balding gentleman in a wide summer coat with sweet eyes approached them. Lifting his hat and speaking in a honeyed voice, he introduced himself as Maximov, a landowner from Tula. He immediately took an interest in our travellers’ concerns.

“The elder Zosima lives in a hermitage, a secluded hermitage, about four hundred steps from the monastery, through the woods, through the woods…”

“I know that it’s through the woods,” replied Fyodor Pavlovich, “but we don’t quite remember the way, we haven’t been there for a long time.

“But through these gates, and straight through the woods… through the woods. Come along. Would you like… myself… I myself… Here, here…”

They left the gate and headed into the forest. Landowner Maximov, a man of about sixty, was not so much walking as almost running alongside them, looking at them all with a feverish, almost impossible curiosity. There was something bulging in his eyes.

“You see, we are visiting this old man on business,” Miusov remarked sternly, “we have, so to speak, been granted an audience ‘with this person’, and therefore, although we are grateful to you for the ride, we cannot ask you to come in with us.

“I was, I was, I was already there… Un chevalier parfait![] " And the landowner snapped his fingers.

“Who is this chevalier?[] " asked Miusov.

“An old man, a magnificent old man, an old man… Honour and glory to the monastery. Zosima. He is such an old man…”

But his rambling speech was interrupted by a monk who had caught up with the travellers, wearing a cowl, short in stature, very pale and emaciated. Fyodor Pavlovich and Miusov stopped. The monk, with an extremely polite, almost obsequious bow, said:

“Father Abbot, after visiting your skete, humbly requests that you all, gentlemen, dine with him. At one o’clock, no later. And you too,” he said, turning to Maximov.

“I will certainly do so!” exclaimed Fyodor Pavlovich, delighted by the invitation. “Certainly. And you know, we have all promised to behave ourselves here… And you, Pyotr Alexandrovich, will you join us?”

“Why wouldn’t I? Why else would I have come here, if not to see all their local customs? I am only hesitant about one thing, namely that I am now with you, Fyodor Pavlovich…”

“Yes, Dmitry Fedorovich does not exist yet.

“And it would be fine if he were absent. I’m not particularly fond of all this fuss, and with you on top of that. We’ll be ready for dinner. Thank the abbot,” he said to the nun.

“No, I must take you to the elder himself,” replied the monk.

“In that case, I’ll go straight to the abbot,” chirped the landowner Maximov.

“The abbot is busy at the moment, but as you wish…” the monk said hesitantly.

“What a fussy old man,” Miusov remarked aloud as the landowner Maximov ran back to the monastery.

“He looks like von Zon ,” Fyodor Pavlovich suddenly said.

“That’s all you know… How does he resemble von Zon? Have you seen von Zon yourself?”

“I’ve seen his photograph. Not in his facial features, but in something inexplicable. He’s a perfect second copy of von Zon. I can always tell just by looking at someone’s face.

“Perhaps; you’re an expert at that. But here’s the thing, Fyodor Pavlovich, you yourself just mentioned that we promised to behave ourselves, remember. I’m telling you, hold back. If you start making a fool of yourself, I have no intention of being put on the same level as you here… You see what kind of person he is,” he said to the monk, “I’m afraid to go in front of decent people with him.

A thin, silent smile appeared on the nun’s pale, bloodless lips, not without cunning in its own way, but he said nothing, and it was all too clear that he remained silent out of a sense of self-respect. Miusov frowned even more.

“Oh, damn them all, centuries of cultivated appearances, but in essence, charlatanism and nonsense!” flashed through his mind.

“Here’s the skete, we’ve arrived!” cried Fyodor Pavlovich, “the fence and gates are locked.

And he began to make large crosses in front of the saints painted above the gate and on the side of the gate.

“You don’t go to someone else’s monastery with your own rules,” he remarked. “All twenty-five saints here in the skete are saved, watching each other and eating cabbage. And not a single woman will enter these gates, which is particularly remarkable. And that’s really true. But how is it that I heard that the elder accepts ladies?” he suddenly turned to the nun.

“Women of the common people are here now, over there, lying by the gallery, waiting. And for ladies of higher rank, two small rooms have been added here on the gallery, but outside the fence, these very windows, and the elder comes out to them through an internal passageway, when he is healthy, that is, still outside the fence. Right now, one lady, a landowner from Kharkiv, Mrs. Khokhlakova, is waiting with her paralysed daughter. He probably promised to come out to them, although lately he has become so weak that he hardly ever appears in public.

“So, there is a passageway to the ladies from the skete after all. Don’t think, holy father, that I am implying anything, I am just saying. You know, on Athos, as you may have heard, not only are women not allowed to visit, but women and any female creatures, such as chickens, turkeys, and hens, are not allowed at all…

“Fyodor Pavlovich, I’ll turn around and leave you here alone, and they’ll lead you out of here by the arms without me, I predict that.”

“How am I getting in your way, Pyotr Alexandrovich? Look,” he suddenly exclaimed, stepping over the fence of the skete, “look at the valley of roses they live in!

Indeed, although there were no roses now, there were many rare and beautiful autumn flowers everywhere they could be planted. They were obviously tended by an experienced hand. The flower beds were arranged within the fences of the churches and between the graves. The small wooden, one-storey house where the elder’s cell was located, with a gallery in front of the entrance, was also surrounded by flowers.

“Was it like this under the previous elder, Varsonofy? They say he didn’t like elegance, he would jump up and beat even the ladies with his stick ,” remarked Fyodor Pavlovich, climbing onto the porch.

“The elder Varsonofy did sometimes seem a little crazy, but people say a lot of nonsense. He never beat anyone with a stick,” replied the monk. “Now, gentlemen, wait a minute, I’ll tell you about it.

“Fedor Pavlovich, this is the last time, you hear. Behave yourself, or I’ll get my revenge,” Miusov managed to mutter once more.

“It’s completely unclear why you’re so agitated,” Fyodor Pavlovich remarked mockingly, “are you afraid of the sin-trackers? They say he can tell by looking into someone’s eyes what they’ve been up to. And how highly you value their opinion, you, such a Parisian and progressive gentleman, you’ve surprised me, that’s what!

But Miusov did not have time to respond to this sarcasm; they were asked to enter. He entered somewhat irritated…

“Well, now I know myself in advance, I’m irritated, I’ll argue… I’ll start to get heated — and humiliate myself and the idea,” flashed through his mind.








  
  
  II. The Old Jester

  
  




They entered the room almost simultaneously with the old man, who immediately appeared from his bedroom when they arrived. Two skete hieromonks were already waiting for the old man to come out of his cell, one was Father Librarian, and the other was Father Paissius, a sick man, though not old, but very learned, as they said about him. In addition, standing in the corner (and remaining standing the whole time), was a young man, about twenty-two years old, in a civilian frock coat, a seminarian and future theologian, who for some reason was patronised by the monastery and the brethren. He was quite tall, with a fresh face, broad cheekbones, and intelligent, attentive, narrow brown eyes. His face expressed perfect respect, but decent, without any visible flattery. He did not even greet the guests with a bow, as if he were not their equal, but, on the contrary, subordinate and dependent.

The elder Zosima came out accompanied by a novice and Alyosha. The hieromonks rose and greeted him with a deep bow, touching the ground with their fingers, then, having blessed themselves, kissed his hand. Having blessed them, the elder responded to each of them with an equally deep bow, touching the ground with his fingers, and asked each of them for a blessing for himself. The whole ceremony took place very solemnly, not at all like some everyday ritual, but almost with a certain feeling. To Miusov, however, it seemed that everything was done with deliberate suggestion. He stood in front of all his companions who had entered with him. It would be appropriate, and he had even thought about it the previous evening, regardless of any ideas, simply out of politeness (since such are the customs here), to approach the elder and receive his blessing, or at least receive his blessing, if not kiss his hand. But now, seeing all these bows and kisses from the hieromonks, he changed his mind in a second: he bowed quite deeply, in a secular manner, and walked away to his chair. Fyodor Pavlovich did the same, this time completely mimicking Miusov like a monkey. Ivan Fedorovich bowed very importantly and politely, but also kept his hands at his sides, while Kalganov was so embarrassed that he did not bow at all. The elder lowered his hand, which had been raised for a blessing, and, bowing to them again, asked everyone to sit down. Alesha’s cheeks flushed; he felt ashamed. His bad premonitions had come true.

The old man sat down on a small leather sofa of mahogany, very old in style, and seated the guests, except for the two hieromonks, against the opposite wall, all four of them side by side, on four mahogany chairs upholstered with black, heavily worn leather. The hieromonks sat down on either side, one by the door, the other by the window. The seminarian, Alyosha, and the novice remained standing. The entire cell was very small and somewhat dreary. The furnishings and furniture were crude, poor, and only the most necessary. There were two pots of flowers on the window sill, and in the corner there were many icons, one of them of the Mother of God, enormous in size and painted, probably long before the schism . A lamp glowed in front of it. Near it were two other icons in shining robes, then near them were carved cherubs, porcelain eggs, a Catholic cross made of ivory with Mater dolorosa embracing it[] and several foreign engravings by great Italian artists of past centuries. Next to these elegant and expensive engravings were several sheets of the most common Russian lithographs of saints, martyrs, holy men, etc., sold for pennies at all fairs. There were several lithographic portraits of Russian contemporary and former archbishops, but on other walls. Miusov glanced quickly at all this “officialdom” and fixed his gaze on the old man. He respected his own opinion and had this weakness, which was forgivable in any case, considering that he was already fifty years old — an age at which an intelligent, worldly and wealthy man always becomes more respectful of himself, sometimes even involuntarily.

From the very first moment, he did not like the old man. In fact, there was something about the old man’s face that many people, apart from Miusov, would not have liked. He was a short, stooped little man with very weak legs, only sixty-five years old, but looking much older, at least ten years older, due to illness. His entire face, which was very thin, was covered with fine wrinkles, especially around his eyes. His eyes were small, light-coloured, quick and bright, like two shining points. Only a few grey hairs remained on his temples, his beard was tiny and sparse, wedge-shaped, and his lips, which often smiled, were thin, like two strings. His nose was not so much long as pointed, like a bird’s.

“By all accounts, a malicious and petty-minded soul,” flashed through Miusov’s mind. In general, he was very dissatisfied with himself.

The striking clock helped to start the conversation. The cheap little wall clock with weights struck twelve.

“It’s exactly the right time,” exclaimed Fyodor Pavlovich, “and my son Dmitry Fyodorovich is still not here. I apologise for him, holy elder! (Alyosha shuddered at the words “holy elder”). I myself am always punctual, minute by minute, remembering that punctuality is the politeness of kings …

“But you are not a king, at least,” muttered Miusov, unable to restrain himself.

“Yes, that’s right, not a king. And imagine, Pyotr Alexandrovich, I knew that myself, by God! And then I always say something so inappropriate! Your Reverence!” he exclaimed with a momentary burst of pathos. “You see before you a jester, a true jester! So I take my leave. An old habit, alas! And when I lie at the wrong moment, it is even with the intention of making people laugh and being pleasant. One must be pleasant, mustn’t one? Seven years ago, I came to a small town, where I had some business, and I struck up a friendship with some merchants. We went to see the police chief because we needed to ask him for something and invite him to dinner. The police chief came out, a tall, fat, blond, and sullen man — the most dangerous type in such cases: they have a temper, a temper. I went up to him directly, and, you know, with the boldness of a man of the world: “Mr. Magistrate, be our, so to speak, Director!” “What do you mean, Director?” I could see from the first half-second that it wasn’t going to work, he stood there seriously, stubbornly: “I wanted to joke, for the sake of general merriment, since Mr. Director is our famous Russian conductor, and we need a conductor for the harmony of our enterprise…” And I explained and compared reasonably, didn’t I? “Excuse me,” he said, “I am a police officer and I will not allow puns to be made about my rank.” He turned and walked away. I followed him, shouting: “Yes, yes, you are a police officer, not a conductor!” “No,” he said, “since it has been said, then I am a conductor.” And imagine, our business was ruined! And that’s how I always am. I always end up hurting myself with my own kindness! Once, many years ago, I said to an influential person: “Your wife is a sensitive woman,” meaning in terms of her honour, her moral qualities, so to speak, and he suddenly replied: “Have you tickled her?” I couldn’t help myself, suddenly, I thought, let me be friendly: “Yes, I said, I have tickled her” — and then he tickled me… But that was a long time ago, so I’m not ashamed to tell the story; I always hurt myself like that!

“You still do that,” Miusov muttered with disgust.

The old man silently looked at both of them.

“As if! Imagine, I knew that too, Peter Alexandrovich, and even, you know, had a premonition that I was doing it, only I started talking, and even, you know, had a premonition that you would be the first to notice it. In these moments, when I see that my joke is not working, your reverence, both my cheeks begin to stick to my lower gums, almost as if I were having a spasm; I’ve had this since my youth, when I was a freeloader among the nobility and earned my bread by freeloading. I am a born jester, Your Reverence, like a holy fool; I do not deny that I am possessed by an unclean spirit, perhaps a small one, but if it were more powerful, it would have chosen a different apartment, and certainly not yours, Pyotr Alexandrovich, for yours is not an important apartment. But I believe in God, I believe in God. I have only recently begun to doubt, but now I sit and wait for great words. I, your reverence, am like the philosopher Diderot . Do you know, holy father, how the philosopher Diderot appeared before Metropolitan Platon during the reign of Empress Catherine . He enters and says straight away: “There is no God.” To which the great saint raised his finger and replied: “The fool says in his heart there is no God!” The man immediately fell to his knees: “I believe,” he cried, “and I accept baptism.” So he was baptised on the spot. Princess Dashkova was the godmother, and Potemkin was the godfather …

“Fyodor Pavlovich, this is unbearable! You know yourself that you are lying and that this silly anecdote is not true, so why are you insisting on it?” said Miusov in a trembling voice, no longer able to restrain himself.

“I’ve had a feeling all my life that it wasn’t true!” exclaimed Fyodor Pavlovich enthusiastically. “But I’ll tell you the whole truth, gentlemen: the old man is great! Forgive me, I just made up that last part about Diderot’s baptism myself, just a minute ago, as I was telling the story, and it had never even occurred to me before. I made it up to make it more interesting. That’s why I’m breaking down, Pyotr Alexandrovich, to be more likable. But then again, sometimes I don’t even know why myself. As for Diderot, I heard this “madman’s speech” twenty times from the local landowners when I was still young and living with them; I also heard it from your aunt, Peter Alexandrovich, Mavra Fominishna, by the way. They are all still convinced that the godless Diderot came to argue about God with Metropolitan Platon…

Miusov stood up, not only losing his patience, but even forgetting himself. He was furious and realised that this made him look ridiculous. Indeed, something completely impossible was happening in the cell. In this very cell, perhaps forty or fifty years ago, under the previous elders, visitors gathered, but always with the deepest reverence, nothing else. Almost everyone who was allowed to enter the cell understood that they were being shown great mercy. Many fell to their knees and did not rise from their knees during the entire visit. Many of the “higher” persons, even the most learned, and not only that, but even some of the freethinkers who came either out of curiosity or for some other reason, entering the cell with everyone else or receiving a private audience, made it their foremost duty all without exception, to show the deepest respect and delicacy throughout the entire meeting, especially since there was no money involved here, but only love and mercy on the one hand, and on the other, repentance and a desire to resolve some difficult question of the soul or a difficult moment in the life of one’s own heart. So suddenly such buffoonery, which Fyodor Pavlovich discovered, disrespectful to the place where he was, caused bewilderment and surprise in the witnesses, at least in some of them. The hieromonks, however, did not change their expressions in the slightest and watched with serious attention to see what the elder would say, but it seemed that they were already preparing to stand up, like Miusov. Alyosha was ready to cry and stood with his head bowed. What seemed strangest to him was that his brother, Ivan Fedorovich, the only one he had hoped for and who alone had such influence over his father that he could have stopped him, now sat completely motionless in his chair, his eyes downcast, and apparently with some kind of curious curiosity, waiting to see how it would all end, as if he himself were a complete stranger here. Alyosha could not even look at Rakitin (the seminarian), who was also very familiar and almost close to him: he knew his thoughts (although Alyosha was the only one in the whole monastery who knew them).

“Forgive me…” Miusov began, addressing the elder, “that I, too, may seem to you to be a participant in this unworthy joke. My mistake was that I believed that even someone like Fyodor Pavlovich, when visiting such a venerable person, would want to understand his duties…” I did not realise that I would have to apologise for entering with him…

Pyotr Alexandrovich did not finish his sentence and, completely embarrassed, was about to leave the room.

“Please don’t worry,” the old man suddenly rose from his seat on his frail legs and, taking Pyotr Alexandrovich by both hands, sat him back down in the armchair. “Please be calm. I especially ask you to be my guest,” and with a bow, he turned and sat down again on his little sofa.

“Great old man, tell me, am I offending you with my liveliness or not?” Fyodor Pavlovich suddenly exclaimed, grabbing the armrests of the chair with both hands and seeming ready to jump out of it depending on the answer.

“I implore you not to worry and not to feel uncomfortable,” the elder said impressively… “Don’t be shy, make yourself at home. And most importantly, don’t be ashamed of yourself, for that is where everything comes from.

“Completely at home? That is, in my natural state? Oh, that’s a lot, too much, but I accept it with gratitude! You know, blessed father, don’t call me to my natural state, don’t risk it… I won’t reach my natural state myself. I’m warning you this to protect you. Well, everything else is still shrouded in darkness and uncertainty, even though some would like to paint me. I am addressing you, Pyotr Alexandrovich, and to you, most holy being, I say this: I am filled with delight! He stood up, raised his hands, and said: “Blessed is the womb that bore you, and the breasts that nursed you, especially the breasts! You have just pierced me with your remark, “Do not be ashamed of yourself, because everything comes from this,” and read me through and through. That’s exactly how I feel when I enter a room full of people, that I am the lowest of the low and that everyone takes me for a fool, so “let me actually play the fool, I’m not afraid of your opinions, because every single one of you is lower than me!” That is why I am a jester, a jester out of shame, a great old man, out of shame. Out of my own conceit and boisterousness. For if only I were sure, when I enter, that everyone would immediately accept me as the kindest and most intelligent person, my God, what a good person I would be then! Teacher! — he suddenly fell to his knees — what must I do to inherit eternal life? — It was difficult to decide even now: was he joking or was he really so moved?

The elder looked up at him and said with a smile:

“You yourself have long known what to do, you have enough sense: do not indulge in drunkenness and verbal intemperance, do not indulge in sensuality, and especially in the worship of money, and close your drinking establishments, if not all of them, then at least two or three. And most importantly, do not lie.

“So this is about Diderot, is it?

“No, not about Diderot. The main thing is not to lie to yourself. Those who lie to themselves and listen to their own lies come to the point where they can no longer distinguish the truth either in themselves or around them, and thus lose respect for themselves and others. Not respecting anyone, they cease to love, and in order to occupy themselves and entertain themselves without love, they indulge in passions and crude pleasures and descend into complete debauchery in their vices, all because of their constant lies to others and themselves. Those who lie to themselves are the first to take offence. After all, it’s sometimes very pleasant to take offence, isn’t it? And yet a person knows that no one has offended him, but that he himself has imagined the offence and lied for the sake of appearances, exaggerated it himself to create a picture, latched onto a word and made a mountain out of a molehill — he knows this himself, and yet he is the first to take offence, to take offence to the point of pleasure, to the point of great satisfaction, and thus reaches true enmity… Come on, stand up, sit down, I beg you, because all these are also false gestures…

“Blessed man! Let me kiss your hand,” Fyodor Pavlovich jumped up and quickly kissed the old man’s thin hand. “Exactly, it is pleasant to take offence. You have said it so well that I have never heard it before. Exactly, I have taken offence all my life to the point of pleasure, for the sake of aesthetics, because it is not only pleasant, but also beautiful at times to be offended; that is what you have forgotten, great elder: beautiful! I will write that down in my book! And I lied, I lied, resolutely all my life, every day and every hour. Truly, I am a liar and the father of lies! However, it seems that I am not the father of lies, I am getting confused in the texts, but at least the son of lies, and that will be enough . Only… my angel… sometimes you can talk about Diderot! Diderot won’t hurt, but other words will. The old man is great, by the way, I forgot, but I decided, back in the third year, to come here and urgently find out and ask: just don’t tell Peter Alexandrovich to interrupt. Here’s what I’ll ask: is it fair that great father, that in the Cheti-Minei it is told somewhere about a certain holy miracle worker who was tortured for his faith, and when they finally cut off his head, he stood up, raised his head and “kissed it affectionately” , and walked for a long time, carrying it in his hands, and “kissed it affectionately”. Is this true or not, honest fathers?

“No, that’s unfair,” said the old man.

“There is nothing like that in any of the Chetyi-Minei. Which saint are you talking about, that it is written so?” asked the hieromonk, Father Librarian.

“I don’t know which one. I don’t know and I don’t understand. They said I was deceived. I heard it, and do you know who told me? It was Pyotr Alexandrovich Miusov, the one who is now angry with Diderot, he told me.”

“I never told you that, I never talk to you at all.

“True, you didn’t tell me; but you told it in company, where I was present, four years ago. That is why I mentioned that you shook my faith with this ridiculous story, Pyotr Alexandrovich. You did not know about this, you were unaware, but I returned home with my faith shaken and since then I have been increasingly shaken. Yes, Pyotr Alexandrovich, you were the cause of a great fall! It was not Diderot!

Fyodor Pavlovich became pathetically heated, although it was already quite clear to everyone that he was imagining things again. But Miusov was still deeply hurt.

“What nonsense, it’s all nonsense,” he muttered. “I may have said something like that once… but not to you. It was said to me. I heard it in Paris, from a Frenchman, that they read it at lunch in the Chetyi-Minei… He is a very learned man who has specially studied Russian statistics… he lived in Russia for a long time… I myself have not read the Chetyi-Minei… and I will not read it… Who knows what is said at lunch? We were having lunch then…

“Yes, you were having lunch then, and I lost my faith!” teased Fyodor Pavlovich.

“What do I care about your faith!” Miusov was about to shout, but suddenly restrained himself, saying contemptuously: “You literally defile everything you touch.”

The old man suddenly rose from his seat:

“Forgive me, gentlemen, for leaving you for a few minutes,” he said, addressing all the visitors, “but those who arrived before you are waiting for me. And don’t lie,” he added, turning to Fyodor Pavlovich with a cheerful face.

He left the cell, and Alyosha and the novice rushed to help him down the stairs. Alyosha was breathless; he was glad to leave, but he was also glad that the old man was not offended and was cheerful. The old man headed for the gallery to bless those who were waiting for him. But Fyodor Pavlovich stopped him at the door of the cell.

“Most blessed man!” he exclaimed with feeling, “allow me to kiss your hand once more! No, it is still possible to talk to you, it is possible to live with you! Do you think that I always lie and play the fool? Know that I have been doing this all along on purpose, to test you. I was testing you all along to see if it was possible to live with you. Is there room for my humility in your pride? I give you a commendable mark: it is possible to live with you! And now I will be silent, I will remain silent forever. I will sit in my chair and be silent. Now it is your turn to speak, Pyotr Alexandrovich, you are now the most important person… for ten minutes.








  
  
  III. Believing women

  
  




Down below, on the wooden gallery attached to the outer wall of the fence, there was a crowd of women, about twenty of them. They had been informed that the old man would finally come out, and they gathered in anticipation. The landowners, the Khokhlakovs, also came out onto the gallery, waiting for the elder, but in the room reserved for noble visitors. There were two of them: mother and daughter. Mrs. Khokhlakova, the mother, a wealthy lady who was always tastefully dressed, was still quite young and very pretty, a little pale, with very lively and almost completely black eyes. She was no more than thirty-three years old and had been a widow for about five years. Her fourteen-year-old daughter suffered from paralysis of the legs. The poor girl had been unable to walk for six months and was carried around in a long, comfortable chair on wheels. She had a charming face, a little thin from illness, but cheerful. Something mischievous shone in her large dark eyes with long eyelashes. Her mother had been planning to take her abroad since spring, but in the summer they were delayed by arrangements at the estate. They had been living in our town for a week, more on business than for pilgrimage, but three days ago they had visited the old man. Now they had suddenly come again, even though they knew that the old man could hardly receive anyone anymore, and, begging insistently, they asked once more to “see the great healer.”

While waiting for the elder to come out, the mother sat on a chair next to her daughter’s armchair, and two steps away from her stood an old monk, not from the local monastery, but a visitor from a distant, little-known monastery in the north. He also wanted to receive the elder’s blessing. But the elder, who appeared on the gallery, first went straight to the people. The crowd crowded around the three-step porch connecting the low gallery to the field. The elder stood on the top step, put on his epitrachelion, and began to bless the women crowding around him. A woman with a mental illness was brought to him by both hands. As soon as she saw the elder, she suddenly began to hiccup and shake all over, as if in a fit. Putting the epitrachelion on her head, the old man read a short prayer over her, and she immediately fell silent and calmed down . I don’t know how it is now, but in my childhood I often saw and heard these hysterical women in villages and monasteries. They were brought to Mass, where they screamed or barked like dogs throughout the church, but when the gifts were brought out and they were led to the gifts, the “possession” immediately ceased and the sick always calmed down for a while. As a child, I was very impressed and surprised by this. But then I heard from other landowners and especially from my city teachers, in response to my questions, that it was all a pretence to avoid work, and that it could always be eradicated with appropriate severity, and various anecdotes were cited to confirm this . But later, I was surprised to learn from medical specialists that there was no pretence involved, that this was a terrible female disease, and it seems that it is prevalent in Russia, testifying to the difficult fate of our rural women, a disease caused by exhausting work too soon after difficult, improper childbirth without any medical assistance; in addition, from hopeless grief, beatings, etc., which some women are simply unable to endure, according to common experience. The strange and instantaneous healing of a raving and convulsing woman, which happened only when she was brought to the gifts, was explained to me as a pretence and, moreover, a trick arranged almost by the “clerics” themselves, but it probably happened in the most natural way, and the women who brought her to the gifts, and most importantly, the sick woman herself, fully believed as an established truth that the unclean spirit that had taken possession of the sick woman could never bear it if she, the sick woman, was brought to the gifts and bowed before them. And therefore, there was always (and had to be) a nervous and, of course, also mentally ill woman’s inevitable, as it were, shaking of her entire body at the moment of bowing before the gifts, a shaking caused by the expectation of the inevitable miracle of healing and the most complete faith that it would happen. And it did happen, if only for a minute. Just as it happened now, as soon as the old man covered the sick woman with his epitrachelion.

Many of the women crowding around him burst into tears of emotion and delight caused by the effect of the moment; others rushed to kiss at least the hem of his garment, while others wailed. He blessed everyone and talked to some of them. He already knew the woman with the cry, she had been brought from not far away, from a village only six versts from the monastery, and had been brought to him before.

“But she’s far away!” he pointed to a woman who was not yet old, but very thin and gaunt, not tanned, but as if her whole face had turned black. She was kneeling and staring motionlessly at the old man. There was something frenzied in her gaze.

“From far away, Father, from far away, three hundred versts from here. From far away, Father, from far away,” the woman said in a singsong voice, swaying her head gently from side to side and propping her cheek with her palm. She spoke as if lamenting. There is a silent and patient grief among the people; it withdraws into itself and remains silent. But there is also a broken grief: it breaks through with tears and from that moment on turns into lamentation. This is especially true of women. But it is no easier than silent grief. Lamentations only quench it by further tormenting and tearing at the heart. Such grief does not desire consolation; it feeds on its own insatiability. Lamentations only serve to irritate the wound incessantly.

“Must we be petty bourgeois?” continued the old man, looking at her curiously.

“We are townspeople, Father, townspeople, but we are peasants, and we live in the town. I came to see you, Father. We have heard of you, Father, we have heard. I buried my baby son and went to pray to God. I visited three monasteries, and they told me: “Go, Nastasya, here, to you, my dear, to you.” I came, I was at the standing yesterday, and today I am here with you.

“Why are you crying?”

“I mourn my son, Father, he was three years old, just three months shy of his third birthday. I grieve for my son, Father, for my son. He was our last son, we had four with Nikitushka, but our children don’t stay with us, they don’t stay, our beloved ones, they don’t stay. I buried the first three, I didn’t feel sorry for them very much, but I buried this last one and I can’t forget him. It’s as if he’s standing right here in front of me, he won’t go away. He’s dried up my soul. I look at his little underwear, his little shirt or his little boots, and I cry. I lay out everything he left behind, all his things, and I look at them and cry. I say to Nikita, my husband: let me go, master, to go on a pilgrimage. He is a cab driver, we are not poor, father, we are not poor, we drive our own cab, we keep everything ourselves, the horses and the carriage. But what good is that to us now? He started to lose his way without me, my Nikita, that’s probably how it is, and even before that: as soon as I turned my back, he would weaken. And now I don’t even think about him. He’s been away from home for three months now. I’ve forgotten everything, I’ve forgotten everything and I don’t want to remember; and what will I do with him now? I’m done with him, I’m done, I’m done with everyone. And now I wouldn’t look at my house and my possessions, I wouldn’t see anything at all!

“Listen, mother,” said the old man, “once upon a time, a great ancient saint saw in the temple a mother just like you, weeping for her baby, her only child, whom the Lord had also called to Himself. “Do you not know,” said the saint to her, “how bold these babies are before the throne of God? There is no one bolder than them in the kingdom of heaven: ‘You, Lord, gave us life,’ they say to God, ‘and as soon as we saw it, you took it back from us. And they ask and demand so boldly that the Lord immediately gives them angelic rank. Therefore,” said the saint, “rejoice, woman, and do not weep, for your infant is now with the Lord in the assembly of his angels.” This is what the saint said to the weeping woman in ancient times. He was a great saint and could not tell her untruths. Therefore, know, mother, that your baby is now surely before the throne of the Lord, rejoicing and rejoicing, and praying to God for you. Therefore, weep, but rejoice.

The woman listened to him, propping her cheek with her hand and looking down. She sighed deeply.

“Nikita comforted me in the same way, saying, in a word, as you did: ‘You are foolish, he said, why are you crying? Our son is surely now with God, singing with the angels. He said this to me, but I could see that he was crying too, just like me. ‘I know, Nikita, where else could he be but with God? He’s here with us now, Nikita, no, he’s right here, sitting just as he did before!’ And if only I could look at him just once, just once more, and not go up to him, not say a word, just hide in the corner, just for a minute, to see him, to hear him playing in the yard, coming and shouting in his little voice: “Mummy, where are you?” If only I could hear him walking across the room with his little feet, just once, just once, his little feet tapping, so often, so often, I remember how he used to run to me, shouting and laughing, if only I could hear his little feet, hear them, recognise them! But he’s not here, Father, he’s not here, and I’ll never hear him again! Here’s his little belt, but he’s not here, and now I’ll never see him or hear him again!

She took out her boy’s little braided belt from her bosom and, as soon as she looked at it, began to shake with sobs, covering her eyes with her fingers, through which tears suddenly began to flow like a stream.

“And this,” said the old man, “is the ancient ‘Rachel weeping for her children and refusing to be comforted, because they are no more’ , and such is your lot, mothers, on earth. And do not be comforted, and you must not be comforted, do not be comforted and weep, but every time you weep, remember steadfastly that your son is one of God’s angels, looking down on you from there and seeing you, rejoicing in your tears and pointing them out to the Lord God. And you will have this great maternal weeping for a long time yet, but in the end it will turn into quiet joy for you, and your bitter tears will be only tears of quiet tenderness and heartfelt purification, saving you from your sins. And I will pray for the repose of your baby’s soul. What was his name?

“Alexei, Father.”

“What a lovely name. After Alexei, the man of God?

“God’s, Father, God’s, Alexei, a man of God!”

“What a saint! I will pray for you, mother, and I will remember your sorrow in my prayers, and I will pray for your husband’s health. It is a sin for you to leave him. Go to your husband and take care of him. Your boy will see from there that you have abandoned his father, and he will cry for you; why are you destroying his happiness? For he is alive, alive, because the soul lives forever; and though he is not in the house, he is invisibly beside you. How will he come home if you say that you hate your home? To whom will he come if he does not find you together, father and mother? Now he appears to you in your dreams, and you suffer, but then he will send you sweet dreams. Go to your husband, mother, go today.

“I’ll go, my dear, I’ll go as you say. You’ve broken my heart. Nikita, my Nikita, you’re waiting for me, my dear, you’re waiting!” the woman began to wail, but the old man had already turned to an elderly woman dressed not like a pilgrim but like a city dweller. It was clear from her eyes that she had some business and had come to report something. She introduced herself as the widow of a non-commissioned officer, not from far away, but from our own town. Her son Vasya had served somewhere in the commissariat, but then he went to Siberia, to Irkutsk. He wrote twice from there, but then stopped writing a year ago. She tried to find out about him, but, to tell the truth, she didn’t know where to look.

“The other day, Stepanida Ilyinichna Bedryagina, a rich merchant’s wife, said to me: ‘Take your son, Prokhorovna, and write him down in the memorial book, take it to the church, and pray for his repose. His soul will yearn, she said, and he will write a letter. “And this,” said Stepanida Ilyinichna, “is true, tried and tested many times.” But I hesitate… Light of our eyes, is it true or not, and will it be good?

“Don’t even think about it. It’s shameful to even ask. And how is it possible for a living soul, and even a mother, to pray for the repose of his soul! It is a great sin, like witchcraft, and is only forgiven because of your ignorance. You’d better pray to the Queen of Heaven, the swift intercessor and helper, for his health, and that she may forgive you for your wrong thinking. And here’s what else I’ll tell you, Prokhorovna: either he himself will return to you soon, your son, or he will surely send a letter. So know this. Go and be at peace from now on. Your son is alive, I tell you.

“Our dear one, may God reward you, our benefactor, you who pray for all of us and for our sins…”

And the old man had already noticed two burning, longing glances in the crowd from an emaciated, seemingly consumptive, though still young peasant woman. She looked silently, her eyes asking for something, but she seemed afraid to approach.

“What is it, my dear?”

“Forgive my soul, dear father,” she said quietly and slowly, kneeling and bowing at his feet.

“I have sinned, dear father, and I fear my sin.” The old man sat down on the bottom step, and the woman approached him without rising from her knees.

“I have been a widow for three years,” she began in a whisper, trembling herself. “It was hard to be married; he was old and beat me badly. He was sick in bed; I looked at him and thought: if he recovers, he will get up again, and then what? And then this very thought came to me…”

“Wait,” said the old man, bringing his ear close to her lips. The woman continued in a quiet whisper, so that almost nothing could be heard. She finished quickly.

“The third year?” asked the old man.

“The third year. At first I didn’t think about it, but now I’ve started to get sick, and I’m feeling depressed.

“From far away?”

“Five hundred versts from here.”

“Did you say that in confession?”

“I did, twice.”

– Were you allowed to take communion?

– Yes, she was. I’m afraid; I’m afraid to die.

– Fear nothing, and never fear, and do not grieve. Just let your repentance not diminish within you – and God will forgive everything. And there is no sin on earth that the Lord would not forgive to one who truly repents. And no man can commit such a great sin that would exhaust God’s infinite love. Can there be such a sin that would exceed God’s love? Just take care of repentance, unceasing repentance, and cast away your fear altogether. Believe that God loves you in a way you cannot even imagine, even with your sin and in your sin. It has long been said that there is more joy in heaven over one repentant sinner than over ten righteous people. Go and do not be afraid. Do not be upset with people, do not be angry for insults. Forgive the deceased in your heart for everything he has done to offend you, and truly reconcile with him. If you repent, then you love. And if you love, then you already belong to God… Everything can be bought with love, everything can be saved. If I, a sinner like you, was moved by you and took pity on you, how much more so will God. Love is such a priceless treasure that you can buy the whole world with it, and not only your own sins, but also the sins of others. Go and do not be afraid.

He crossed her three times, took the icon from his neck and put it on her. She silently bowed to him to the ground. He stood up and looked cheerfully at a healthy woman with a baby in her arms.

“From Vyshgorod, dear.

“Six versts from here, though, I was struggling with the baby. What do you want?

“I came to see you. I’ve been to see you before, have you forgotten? You don’t have a very good memory if you’ve forgotten me. They told us you were ill, so I thought I’d come and see for myself. Now I see you, but how can you be ill? You’ll live another twenty years, God bless you! And with so many people praying for you, how could you be ill?

Thank you for everything, my dear.

– By the way, I have a small request: here are sixty kopecks, give them to someone poorer than me, dear. I came here and thought: it’s better to give them to him, he knows who to give them to.

– Thank you, dear, thank you, kind one. I love you. I will certainly do so. Is the girl in your arms?

– A girl, my dear, Lizaveta.

“May God bless you both, you and your baby Lizaveta. You have gladdened my heart, mother. Farewell, my dears, farewell, my dear, kind ones.

He blessed them all and bowed deeply to each of them.








  
  
  IV. The Unbelieving Lady

  
  




The visiting landowner’s wife, watching the whole scene of the conversation with the common people and his blessing, shed quiet tears and wiped them with her handkerchief. She was a sensitive society lady with a sincere and kind disposition. When the old man finally approached her, she greeted him enthusiastically:

“I have endured so much, watching this touching scene…” she said, unable to finish her sentence due to her excitement. “Oh, I understand that the people love you. I myself love the people. I want to love them. How can one not love the people, our beautiful, simple-hearted Russian people in all their greatness!

“How is your daughter’s health? Did you wish to talk to me again?”

“Oh, I begged you, I implored you, I was ready to kneel and stand on my knees for three days in front of your windows until you let me in. We have come to you, great healer, to express our enthusiastic gratitude. For you have healed my Lisa, healed her completely, and how? By praying over her on Thursday, by laying your hands on her. We rushed to kiss those hands, to pour out our feelings and our reverence!

“How did you heal her? She’s still lying in her chair, isn’t she?”

“But the night fevers have completely disappeared, for two days now, since Thursday,” the lady said nervously. “Not only that, but her legs have grown stronger. This morning she got up healthy, she slept all night, look at her rosy cheeks, her shining eyes. She used to cry all the time, but now she laughs, she’s cheerful and joyful. Today she insisted on being put on her feet, and she stood there for a whole minute without any support. She bets me that in two weeks she’ll be dancing the quadrille. I called the local doctor, Dr. Herzenstube; he shrugs his shoulders and says: I am amazed, I am perplexed. And you want us not to bother you, not to fly here, not to thank you? Lise, thank us, thank us!

Lise’s pretty, smiling face suddenly became serious, she sat up in her chair as best she could and, looking at the old man, folded her hands in front of him, but couldn’t resist and suddenly laughed…

“It’s me, me!” she pointed at Alyosha, with childish annoyance at herself for not being able to hold back and laughing. Anyone who looked at Alyosha, standing a step behind the old man, would have noticed the quick blush that flooded his cheeks in an instant. His eyes flashed and he looked down.

“She has a request for you, Alexei Fedorovich… How is your health?” continued the mother, suddenly turning to Alyosha and extending her charmingly gloved hand to him. The old man looked back and suddenly looked intently at Alyosha. Alyosha approached Liza and, smiling strangely and awkwardly, held out his hand to her. Liza put on an important expression.

“Katerina Ivanovna sends you this through me,” he said, handing him a small letter. “She especially asks that you visit her, as soon as possible, and that you do not deceive her, but definitely come.

“She’s asking me to visit her? Why?” Alyosha muttered in deep surprise. His face suddenly became very troubled.

“Oh, it’s all about Dmitri Fyodorovich and… all these recent events,” his mother explained briefly. Katerina Ivanovna has now made up her mind… but for that she absolutely must see you… why? Of course, I don’t know, but she asked as soon as possible. And you will do it, you will surely do it, even Christian sentiment dictates it.
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