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PART ONE


CHAPTER 1


All happy families resemble one another, but each unhappy family is unhappy in its own way.


Everything was upset in the Oblonskys’ house. The wife had discovered an intrigue between her husband and their former French governess, and declared that she would not continue to live under the same roof with him. This state of things had now lasted for three days, and not only the husband and wife but the rest of the family and the whole household suffered from it. They all felt that there was no sense in their living together, and that any group of people who had met together by chance at an inn would have had more in common than they. The wife kept to her own rooms, the husband stopped away from home all day; the children ran about all over the house uneasily, the English governess quarrelled with the housekeeper and wrote to a friend asking if she could find her another situation; the cook had gone out just at dinner-time the day before and had not returned; and the kitchenmaid and coachman had given notice.


On the third day after his quarrel with his wife, Prince Stephen Arkadyevich Oblonsky – Steve, as he was called in his set in Society – woke up at his usual time, eight o’clock, not in his wife’s bedroom but on the morocco leather-covered sofa in his study. He turned his plump, well-kept body over on the springy sofa as if he wished to have another long sleep, and tightly embracing one of the pillows leant his cheek against it; but then suddenly opened his eyes and sat up.


‘Let me see what was it?’ he thought, trying to recall his dream. ‘What was it? Oh yes – Alabin was giving a dinner-party in Darmstadt – no, not in Darmstadt but somewhere in America. Oh yes, Darmstadt was in America – and Alabin was giving the party. The dinner was served on glass tables – yes, and the tables sang “Il mio tesoro” . . . no, not exactly “Il mio tesoro,” but something better than that; and then there were some kind of little decanters that were really women.’ His eyes sparkled merrily and he smiled as he sat thinking. ‘Yes, it was very nice. There were many other delightful things which I can’t just get hold of – can’t catch now I’m awake.’ Then, noticing a streak of light that had made its way in at the side of the blind, he gaily let down his legs and felt about with his feet for his slippers finished with bronze kid (last year’s birthday present, embroidered by his wife); and from nine years’ habit he stretched out his arm, without rising, towards where his dressing-gown usually hung in their bedroom. And then he suddenly remembered that, and why, he was not sleeping there but in his study. The smile vanished from his face and he frowned.


‘Oh dear, dear, dear!’ he groaned recalling what had happened. And the details of his quarrel with his wife, his inextricable position, and, worst of all, his guilt, rose up in his imagination.


‘No, she will never forgive me; she can’t forgive me! And the worst thing about it is, that it’s all my own fault – my own fault; and yet I’m not guilty! That’s the tragedy of it!’ he thought. ‘Oh dear, oh dear!’ he muttered despairingly, as he recalled the most painful details of the quarrel. The worst moment had been when, returning home from the theatre merry and satisfied, with an enormous pear in his hand for his wife, he did not find her in the drawing-room nor, to his great surprise, in the study, but at last saw her in her bedroom with the unlucky note which had betrayed him in her hand.


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


‘What is this? This?’ she asked, pointing to the note. And, as often happens, it was not so much the memory of the event that tormented him, as of the way he had replied to her.


At that moment there had happened to him what happens to most people when unexpectedly caught in some shameful act: he had not had time to assume an expression suitable to the position in which he stood toward his wife now that his guilt was discovered. Instead of taking offence, denying, making excuses, asking forgiveness, or even remaining indifferent (anything would have been better than what he did), he involuntarily (‘reflex action of the brain,’ thought Oblonsky, who was fond of physiology) smiled his usual kindly and therefore silly smile.


He could not forgive himself for that silly smile. Dolly, seeing it, shuddered as if with physical pain, and with her usual vehemence burst into a torrent of cruel words and rushed from the room. Since then she had refused to see him.


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








 


CHAPTER 2


Oblonsky was truthful with himself. He was incapable of self-deception and could not persuade himself that he repented of his conduct. He could not feel repentant that he, a handsome amorous man of thirty-four, was not in love with his wife, the mother of five living and two dead children and only a year younger than himself. He repented only of not having managed to conceal his conduct from her. Nevertheless he felt his unhappy position and pitied his wife, his children, and himself. He might perhaps have been able to hide things from her had he known that the knowledge would so distress her. He had never clearly considered the matter, but had a vague notion that his wife had long suspected him of being unfaithful and winked at it. He even thought that she, who was nothing but an excellent mother of a family, worn-out, already growing elderly, no longer pretty, and in no way remarkable – in fact, quite an ordinary woman – ought to be lenient to him, if only from a sense of justice. It turned out that the very opposite was the case.


‘How awful! Oh dear, oh dear, how awful!’ Oblonsky kept repeating to himself, and could arrive at no conclusion. ‘And how well everything was going on till now – how happily we lived! She was contented, happy in her children; I never interfered with her but left her to fuss over them and the household as she pleased . . . Of course it’s not quite nice that she had been a governess in our house. That’s bad! There’s something banal, a want of taste, in carrying on with one’s governess – but then, what a governess!’ (He vividly pictured to himself Mlle Roland’s roguish black eyes, and her smile.) ‘Besides, as long as she was in the house I never took any liberties. The worst of the matter is, that she is already . . . Why need it all happen at once? Oh dear, dear, dear! What am I to do?’


He could find no answer, except life’s usual answer to the most complex and insoluble questions. That answer is: live in the needs of the day, that is, find forgetfulness. He could no longer find forgetfulness in sleep, at any rate not before night, could not go back to the music and the songs of the little decanter-women, consequently he must seek forgetfulness in the dream of life.


‘We’ll see when the time comes,’ thought Oblonsky, and got up, put on his grey dressing-gown lined with blue silk, tied the cords and drawing a full breath of air into his broad chest went with his usual firm tread toward the window, turning out his feet that carried his stout body so lightly, drew up the blind and rang loudly. The bell was answered immediately by his old friend and valet, Matthew, who brought in his clothes, boots, and a telegram. He was followed by the barber with shaving tackle.


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


‘They’re on your table,’ answered Matthew with a questioning and sympathising glance at his master – adding after a pause with a sly smile: ‘Someone has called from the jobmaster’s.’


Oblonsky did not answer, but glanced at Matthew’s face in the looking-glass. From their looks, as they met in the glass, it was evident that they understood one another. Oblonsky’s look seemed to say: ‘Why do you tell me that? As if you don’t know!’


Matthew put his hands into the pocket of his jacket, put out his foot, and looked at his master with a slight, good-humoured smile.


‘I ordered him to come the Sunday after next, and not to trouble you or himself needlessly till then,’ said he, evidently repeating a sentence he had prepared.


Oblonsky understood that Matthew meant to have a joke and draw attention to himself. He tore open the telegram and read it, guessing at the words, which (as so often happens in telegrams) were misspelt, and his face brightened.


‘Matthew, my sister Anna Arkadyevna is coming tomorrow,’ he said, motioning away for a moment the shiny plump hand of the barber, which was shaving a rosy path between his long curly whiskers.


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


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


Oblonsky could not answer as the barber was busy with his upper lip; but he raised one finger, and Matthew nodded to him in the glass.


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


‘Ask Darya Alexandrovna.’


‘Darya Alexandrovna?’ Matthew repeated, as if in doubt.


‘Yes, tell her. Give her the telegram, and see what she says.’


‘You want to have a try at her?’ was what Matthew meant, but he only said: ‘Yes, sir.’


Oblonsky was washed, his hair brushed, and he was about to dress, when Matthew, stepping slowly in his creaking boots, re-entered the room with the telegram in his hand. The barber was no longer there.


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


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


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


‘Shape themselves, eh?’


‘Just so, sir.’


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


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


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


Although he was entirely guilty and was conscious of it, almost everyone in the house – even the nurse, Darya Alexandrovna’s best friend – sided with him.


‘What is it?’ said he mournfully.


‘Won’t you go and try again, sir? By God’s grace you might make it up! She suffers dreadfully; it’s pitiful to see her, and everything in the house is topsy-turvy. You should consider the children! Own up, sir – it can’t be helped! There’s no joy without . . . ’


‘But she won’t admit me!’


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


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


‘I must get dressed,’ said he, turning to Matthew, and he resolutely threw off his dressing-gown.


Matthew blew some invisible speck off the shirt which he held ready gathered up like a horse’s collar, and with evident pleasure invested with it his master’s carefully tended body.



 


CHAPTER 3


When he was quite dressed Oblonsky sprinkled some scent on himself, pulled down his cuffs, and as usual distributing in different pockets his cigarette-case, matches, pocketbook, and the watch with its double chain and bunch of charms, he shook out his handkerchief, and feeling clean, sweet, healthy, and physically bright in spite of his misfortune, went with a slight spring in each step into the dining-room where his coffee stood ready. Beside the coffee lay letters and papers from the Office.


He read the letters, one of which impressed him unpleasantly. It concerned the sale of a forest on his wife’s estate, and came from a dealer who wanted to buy that forest. This forest had to be sold; but until he was reconciled with his wife the sale was quite out of the question. What was most unpleasant was that a financial consideration would now be mixed up with the impending reconciliation. The idea that he might be biased by that consideration, might seek a reconciliation in order to sell the forest, offended him. Having looked through his letters, Oblonsky drew the Departmental papers toward him, and turning over the pages of two files made a few notes on them with a big pencil; then pushing them aside, began to drink his coffee.


At the same time he unfolded the still damp morning paper, and began reading. Oblonsky subscribed to and read a Liberal paper – not an extreme Liberal paper but one that expressed the opinions of the majority. And although neither science, art, nor politics specially interested him, he firmly held to the opinions of the majority and of his paper on those subjects, changing his views when the majority changed theirs – or rather, not changing them – they changed imperceptibly of their own accord.


Oblonsky’s tendency and opinions were not his by deliberate choice: they came of themselves, just as he did not choose the fashion of his hats or coats but wore those of the current style. Living in a certain social set, and having a desire, such as generally develops with maturity, for some kind of mental activity, he was obliged to hold views, just as he was obliged to have a hat. If he had a reason for preferring Liberalism to the Conservatism of many in his set, it was not that he considered Liberalism more reasonable, but because it suited his manner of life better. The Liberal Party maintained that everything in Russia was bad, and it was a fact that Oblonsky had many debts and decidedly too little money. The Liberal Party said that marriage was an obsolete institution which ought to be reformed; and family life really gave Oblonsky very little pleasure, forcing him to tell lies and dissemble, which was quite contrary to his nature. The Liberal Party said, or rather hinted, that religion was only good as a check on the more barbarous portion of the population; and Oblonsky really could not stand through even a short church service without pain in his feet, nor understand why one should use all that dreadful high-flown language about another world while one can live so merrily in this one. Besides, Oblonsky was fond of a pleasant joke, and sometimes liked to perplex a simple-minded man by observing that if you’re going to be proud of your ancestry, why stop short at Prince Rurik and repudiate your oldest ancestor – the ape?


Thus Liberalism became habitual to Oblonsky, and he loved his paper as he loved his after-dinner cigar, for the slight mistiness it produced in his brain. He read the leading article, which explained that in our time it is needless to raise the cry that Radicalism is threatening to swallow up all Conservative elements and to maintain that the Government should take measures to crush the hydra of revolution; for, on the contrary, ‘in our opinion the danger lies not in an imaginary hydra of revolution but in an obstinate clinging to tradition which hampers progress,’ etc. He also read the finance article in which Bentham and Mill were mentioned and hits were made at the Ministry. With his natural quickness of perception he understood the meaning of each hit, whence it came, for whom it was meant and what had provoked it, and this as usual gave him a certain satisfaction. But today the satisfaction was marred by the memory of Matrena Filimonovna’s advice, and of the fact that there was all this trouble in the house. He went on to read that there was a rumour of Count Beust’s journey to Wiesbaden; that there would be no more grey hairs; that a light brougham was for sale, and a young person offered her services; but all this information did not give him the quiet, ironical pleasure it usually did.


Having finished the paper, his second cup of coffee, and a buttered roll, he got up, flicked some crumbs off his waistcoat, and, expanding his broad chest, smiled joyfully, not because there was anything specially pleasant in his mind – no, the smile was but the result of a healthy digestion. But that joyful smile at once brought everything back to his mind, and he grew thoughtful.


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


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


‘Everything is disorganised,’ thought Oblonsky; ‘here are the children running wild – ’ and going to the door he called them in. They left the box, which represented a train, and came to their father.


The girl, her father’s pet, ran boldly in, embraced him, and hung laughing on his neck, pleased, as she always was, to smell the familiar scent of his whiskers. Having kissed his face, flushed by stooping and lit up by tenderness, the girl unclasped her hands and was going to run away, but he held her back.


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


He was conscious of not caring as much for the boy as for the girl but did his best to treat them both alike. The boy felt this and did not respond to his father’s cold smile.


‘Mama? She’s up,’ said the girl.


Oblonsky sighed.


‘That means that she has again not slept all night,’ he thought.


‘Yes, but is she cheerful?’ he added.


The girl knew that her father and mother had quarrelled, and that her mother could not be cheerful, and also that her father must know this, so that his putting the question to her so lightly was all pretence, and she blushed for him. He noticed this and blushed too.


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


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


Taking a box of sweets from the mantelpiece where he had put it the day before, he chose two sweets which he knew she liked best, a chocolate and a coloured cream.


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


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


‘The carriage is ready,’ said Matthew, ‘and there is a woman on business waiting for you.’


‘Been here long?’


‘About half an hour.’


‘How often must I tell you to let me know at once when anyone is here?’


‘But I must give you time to finish your coffee,’ answered Matthew in his friendly rude tone, with which it was impossible to be angry.


‘Well, ask her in at once,’ said Oblonsky, his face wrinkling with vexation.


The woman, widow of a petty official named Kalinin was petitioning for something impossible and absurd, but nevertheless Oblonsky, with his usual politeness, asked her to sit down and heard her attentively to the end, gave her full instructions how and to whom to apply and even wrote briskly and fluently in his large, graceful and legible hand a little note to a personage who might be of use to her. Having dismissed her, he took his hat and paused to consider whether he had forgotten anything. He found he had forgotten nothing but what he wanted to forget: his wife.


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


‘To go, or not to go?’ he asked himself; and his inner consciousness answered that he ought not to go: that it could only result in hypocrisy; that it was impossible to restore their relations because it was impossible to render her attractive and capable of exciting love, or to turn him into an old man incapable of love. Nothing except hypocrisy and falsehood could now result – and these were repugnant to his nature.


‘Nevertheless it will have to be done sooner or later. After all, things can’t remain as they are,’ he said, trying to brace himself. He expanded his chest, took out a cigarette, lit it, took two whiffs, then threw it into a pearl-shell ashtray, and crossing the drawing-room with rapid steps, he opened the door which led into his wife’s bedroom.



 


CHAPTER 4


Darya Alexandrovna was there in a dressing-jacket, with her large frightened eyes, made more prominent by the emaciation of her face, and her knot of thin plaits of once luxurious and beautiful hair. The room was covered with scattered articles, and she was standing among them before an open wardrobe, where she was engaged in selecting something. Hearing her husband’s step she stopped and looked at the door, vainly trying to assume a severe and contemptuous expression. She felt that she was afraid of him and afraid of the impending interview. She was trying to do what she had attempted ten times already during those three days, to sort out her own and her children’s clothes to take to her mother’s; but she could not bring herself to do it, and said again as she had done after each previous attempt, that things could not remain as they were – that she must do something to punish and humiliate him, and to revenge herself if only for a small part of the pain he had caused her. She still kept saying that she would leave him, but felt that this was impossible. It was impossible because she could not get out of the habit of regarding him as her husband and of loving him. Besides, she felt that if here, in her own home, it was all she could do to look after her five children properly, it would be still worse where she meant to take them. As it was, during these three days the youngest had fallen ill because they had given him sour broth, and the others had had hardly any dinner yesterday. She felt that it was impossible for her to leave; but still deceiving herself, she went on sorting the things and pretending that she really would go.


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


‘Dolly!’ he said in a soft, timid voice. He drew his head down, wishing to look pathetic and submissive, but all the same he shone with freshness and health. With a rapid glance she took in his fresh and healthy figure from head to foot. ‘Yes, he is happy and contented,’ she thought, ‘but what about me? . . . And that horrid good-nature of his which people love and praise so, how I hate it!’ She pressed her lips together and a cheek-muscle twitched on the right side of her pale nervous face.


‘What do you want?’ she said quickly in a voice unlike her usual deep tones.


‘Dolly,’ he repeated unsteadily, ‘Anna is coming today.’


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


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


‘Go away, go away, go away!’ she cried, as if in physical pain, without looking at him.


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


‘Oh, my God! What have I done? Dolly – for heaven’s sake! . . . You know . . . ’ He could not continue. His throat was choked with sobs.


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


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


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


‘A momentary infatuation . . . ’ he said, and was going on, but at those words her lips tightened again as if with pain, and again the muscle in her right cheek began to twitch.


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


She wished to go away, but staggered and held on to the back of a chair to support herself. His face broadened, his lips swelled, and his eyes filled with tears.


‘Dolly!’ he said, now actually sobbing, ‘for heaven’s sake think of the children – they have done nothing! Punish me – make me suffer for my sin! Tell me what to do – I am ready for anything. I am the guilty one. I have no words to express my guilt . . . But Dolly, forgive me!’


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


‘You think of our children when you want to play with them, but I am always thinking of them, and know they are ruined now,’ she said, evidently repeating one of the phrases she had used to herself again and again during those three days.


But she had spoken of ‘our children,’ and looking gratefully at her he moved to take her hand; but she stepped aside with a look of repugnance.


‘I do think of the children, and would do anything in the world to save them; but I do not know how to save them – whether by taking them away from their father, or by leaving them with a dissolute – yes, a dissolute father . . . Tell me, do you think it possible for us to live together after what has happened? Is it possible? Say, is it possible?’ she repeated, raising her voice. ‘When my husband, the father of my children, has love affairs with his children’s governess?’


‘But what’s to be done? – what’s to be done?’ said he, in a piteous voice, hardly knowing what he was saying, and sinking his head lower and lower.


‘You are horrid and disgusting to me!’ she shouted, getting more and more excited. ‘Your tears are – water! You never loved me; you have no heart, no honour! To me you are detestable, disgusting – a stranger, yes, a perfect stranger!’ She uttered that word stranger, so terrible to herself, with anguish and hatred.


He looked at her and the hatred he saw in her face frightened and surprised him. He did not understand that his pity exasperated her. She saw in him pity for herself but not love. ‘No, she hates me; she will not forgive me,’ he thought. ‘It is awful, awful!’ he muttered.


At that moment a child began to cry in another room, probably having tumbled down. Darya Alexandrovna listened, and her face softened suddenly.


She seemed to be trying to recollect herself, as if she did not know where she was or what she had to do. Then she rose quickly and moved toward the door.


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


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


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


She went out, slamming the door.


Oblonsky sighed, wiped his face, and with soft steps left the room. ‘Matthew says “things will shape themselves,” – but how? I don’t even see a possibility . . . Oh dear, the horror of it! And her shouting – it was so vulgar,’ he thought, recalling her screams and the words scoundrel and mistress. ‘And the maids may have heard it! It is dreadfully banal, dreadfully!’ For a few seconds Oblonsky stood alone; then he wiped his eyes, sighed, and expanding his chest went out of the room.


It was a Friday, the day on which a German clockmaker always came to wind up the clocks. Seeing him in the dining-room, Oblonsky recollected a joke he had once made at the expense of this accurate bald-headed clockmaker, and he smiled. ‘The German,’ he had said, ‘has been wound up for life to wind up clocks.’ Oblonsky was fond of a joke. ‘Well, perhaps things will shape themselves – “shape themselves”! That’s a good phrase,’ he thought. ‘I must use that.’


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


‘Yes, sir.’


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


‘Will you be home to dinner, sir?’ said Matthew, as he showed him out.


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


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


Meanwhile Darya Alexandrovna after soothing the child, knowing from the sound of the carriage wheels that her husband had gone, returned to her bedroom. It was her only place of refuge from household cares. Even now, during the few minutes she had spent in the nursery the English governess and Matrena Filimonovna had found time to ask some questions that could not be put off, and which she alone could answer. ‘What should the children wear when they went out? Ought they to have milk? Should not a new cook be sent for?’


‘Oh, do leave me alone!’ she cried; and returning to her bedroom she sat down where she had sat when talking with her husband. Locking together her thin fingers, on which her rings hung loosely, she went over in her mind the whole of their conversation.


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


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


‘All right! I’ll come and see about it in a moment . . . Has the milk been sent for?’ and Darya Alexandrovna plunged into her daily cares, and for a time drowned her grief in them.



 


CHAPTER 5


Oblonsky’s natural ability had helped him to do well at school, but mischief and laziness had caused him to finish very low in his year’s class. Yet in spite of his dissipated life, his unimportant service rank, and his comparative youth, he occupied a distinguished and well-paid post as Head of one of the Government Boards in Moscow. This post he had obtained through Alexis Alexandrovich Karenin, his sister Anna’s husband, who held one of the most important positions in the Ministry to which that Moscow Board belonged. But even if Karenin had not nominated his brother-in-law for that post, Steve Oblonsky, through one of a hundred other persons – brothers, sisters, relations, cousins, uncles or aunts – would have obtained this or a similar post with a salary of some 6000 roubles a year, which he needed because in spite of his wife’s substantial means his affairs were in a bad way.


Half Moscow and half Petersburg were his relations or friends. He was born among those who were or who became the great ones of this world. One third of the official world, the older men, were his father’s friends and had known him in petticoats, he was on intimate terms with another third, and was well acquainted with the last third. Consequently the distributors of earthly blessings, such as government posts, grants, concessions, and the like, were all his friends. They could not overlook one who belonged to them, so that Oblonsky had no special difficulty in obtaining a lucrative post; he had only not to raise any objections, not to be envious, not to quarrel, and not to take offence – all things which, being naturally good-tempered, he never did. It would have seemed to him ridiculous had he been told that he would not get a post with the salary he required; especially as he did not demand anything extraordinary. He only wanted what other men of his age and set were getting; and he could fill such an office as well as anybody else.


Oblonsky was not only liked by everyone who knew him for his kind and joyous nature and his undoubted honesty, but there was something in him – in his handsome and bright appearance, his beaming eyes, black hair and eyebrows, and his white-and-rosy complexion, that had a physical effect on those he met, making them feel friendly and cheerful. ‘Ah! Steve Oblonsky! Here he is!’ said almost everyone he met, smilingly. Even if conversation with him sometimes caused no special delight, still the next day, or the next, everyone was as pleased as ever to meet him.


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


Having arrived at his destination, Oblonsky, respectfully followed by the doorkeeper bearing his portfolio, entered his little private room, put on his uniform, and came out into the Office. The clerks and attendants all rose and bowed cheerfully and respectfully. Oblonsky walked quickly, as was his wont, to his place, shook hands with the Members, and sat down. He chatted and joked just as much as was proper and then turned to business. No one could determine better than he the limits of freedom, simplicity, and formality, necessary for the pleasant transaction of business. The Secretary came up with the papers, cheerfully and respectfully like everybody in Oblonsky’s Office, and remarked in the familiarly Liberal tone introduced by Oblonsky: ‘After all, we’ve managed to get that information from the Penza Provincial Office. Here – will you please . . . ’


‘Got it at last?’ said Oblonsky, holding this paper down with his finger. ‘Well, gentlemen . . . ’ and the sitting commenced.


‘If they only knew,’ he thought, bowing his head gravely as he listened to a Report, ‘how like a guilty little boy their President was half an hour ago! . . . ’ and his eyes sparkled while the Report was being read. Till two o’clock the business was to continue uninterruptedly, but at two there was to be an adjournment for lunch.


It was not quite two when the large glass doors suddenly swung open and someone came in. All the Members from beneath the Emperor’s portrait and from behind the Mirror of Justice, glad of some distraction, looked toward the door; but the doorkeeper at once turned out the intruder and closed the glass doors behind him.


When the Report had been read, Oblonsky rose, stretching himself, and, paying tribute to the Liberalism of the times, took out a cigarette before leaving the Office to go to his private room. Two of his colleagues – Nikitin, an old hard-working official, and Grinevich, a Gentleman of the Bedchamber – followed him out.


‘We shall have time to finish after lunch,’ said Oblonsky.


‘Plenty of time’ said Nikitin.


‘He must be a precious rogue, that Fomin,’ said Grinevich, referring to one of those concerned in the case under consideration.


Oblonsky made a face at these words, thereby indicating that it is not right to form an opinion prematurely, and did not reply.


‘Who was it came in?’ he asked the doorkeeper.


‘Some man came in without permission, your Excellency, when I wasn’t looking. He asked for you. I told him, “When the Members come out, then . . . ” ’


‘Where is he?’


‘Perhaps he has gone out into the hall; he was walking about there just now. That’s him,’ said the doorkeeper pointing to a strongly-built broad-shouldered man with a curly beard, who, without taking off his sheepskin cap, was running lightly and quickly up the worn steps of the stone staircase. A lanky official, going down with a portfolio, stopped, with a disapproving look at the feet of the man running upstairs, and then glanced enquiringly at Oblonsky, who was standing at the top of the stairs. His kindly face, beaming over the gold-embroidered collar of his uniform, grew still more radiant when he recognised the man who was coming up.


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


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


‘Well then, come into my room,’ said Oblonsky, who knew his friend’s self-conscious and irritable shyness; and seizing him by the arm he led him along as if past some danger.


Oblonsky was on intimate terms with almost all his acquaintances, men of sixty and lads of twenty, actors, Ministers of State, tradesmen, and Lords in Waiting, so that a great many people on familiar terms with him stood at the two extremes of the social ladder and would have been much surprised to know that they had something in common through Oblonsky. He was on familiar terms with everybody he drank champagne with, and he drank champagne with everybody. But when in the presence of his subordinates he happened to meet any of his ‘disreputable pals,’ as he jocularly called them, he was able, with his innate tact, to minimise the impression such a meeting might leave on their minds. Levin was not a ‘disreputable pal,’ but Oblonsky felt that Levin imagined he might not care to show their intimacy in the presence of the subordinates, and that was why he hurried him into his private room.


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


‘We have long been expecting you,’ said Oblonsky entering his private room and releasing Levin’s arm, as if to show that here all danger was past. ‘I’m very, very glad to see you!’ continued he. ‘Well, how are you, eh? When did you arrive?’


Levin looked silently at the faces of the two strangers, Oblonsky’s colleagues, and especially at the hands of the elegant Grinevich, who had such long white fingers and such long yellowish nails curving at the points, and such large glittering sleeve-links, that evidently his hands occupied his whole attention and deprived him of freedom of thought. Oblonsky at once noticed Levin’s look and smiled.


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


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


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


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


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


‘Quick work!’ said Oblonsky, with a smile. ‘What was it all about?’


‘It’s a long story – I’ll tell you some other time,’ said Levin, but at once began telling it. ‘To put it in a nutshell, I have come to the conclusion that there is, and can be, no such thing as Zemstvo work,’ he said, speaking as if someone had just offended him. ‘On the one hand it’s simply playing! They play at being a parliament, and I am neither young enough nor old enough to amuse myself with toys. On the other hand . . . ’ he hesitated, ‘it is a means of getting pelf for the provincial coterie! We used to have guardianships and judgeships as soft jobs, and now we’ve Zemstvos – not bribes, but unearned salaries!’ he went on as warmly as if he had just been contradicted.


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


‘Yes, later! . . . But I want to see you,’ said Levin, gazing with aversion at Grinevich’s hand.


Oblonsky’s smile was hardly perceptible.


‘Didn’t you tell me you would never again put on Western European clothes?’ he asked, surveying Levin’s new suit, evidently made by a French tailor. ‘That’s it! You’re in a new phase.’


Levin suddenly blushed, not as grown-up people blush who hardly notice it themselves, but as boys blush who are aware that their shyness is ridiculous and therefore feel ashamed of it and blush still more, almost to tears. It was so strange to see that intelligent manly face in such a childish condition that Oblonsky left off looking at him.


‘Where shall we see one another? You know it is very, very important for me to have a talk with you,’ said Levin.


Oblonsky seemed to consider: ‘Well – suppose we go to lunch at Gurin’s and have a talk there? I am free till three.’


‘No,’ said Levin, after a moment’s consideration; ‘I have to go somewhere else.’


‘Well then, let’s dine together.’


‘Dine? But I’ve nothing particular to say – only a word or two . . . to ask you something! We can have a talk some other time.’


‘Well, tell me the word or two now, and we’ll talk at dinner.’


‘The two words are . . . however, it’s nothing particular,’ said Levin, and his face became almost vicious in his efforts to overcome his shyness.


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


Oblonsky, who had long known that Levin was in love with his, Oblonsky’s, sister-in-law Kitty, smiled very slightly and his eyes sparkled merrily.


‘You spoke of two words, but I can’t answer in two because . . . Excuse me a moment . . . ’


The Secretary came in, familiarly respectful, though with a certain modest consciousness (common to all secretaries) of his superiority to his chief in knowledge of business affairs, approached Oblonsky with some papers and on the plea of asking a question began to explain some difficulty. Oblonsky, without hearing him to the end, put his hand in a kindly way on the Secretary’s sleeve and, softening his remark with a smile, said: ‘No; please do it as I said,’ and, having in a few words explained his view of the matter, he pushed the paper away and said finally: ‘Yes, please do it that way, Zachary Nikitich!’


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


‘I don’t understand it at all!’ he remarked


‘What don’t you understand?’ asked Oblonsky with his usual merry smile, as he took out a cigarette. He expected Levin to say something eccentric.


‘I don’t understand what you’re doing,’ said Levin shrugging his shoulders. ‘How can you do it seriously?’


‘Why not?’


‘Because there’s nothing to do!’


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


‘ – On paper! Ah well! you’ve a gift for that sort of thing,’ added Levin.


‘You mean I’m deficient in something?’


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


‘All right! All right! Wait a bit, and you’d be in the same position yourself. It’s all very well for you, who have three thousand desyatins in the Karazin District, and such muscles, and are as fresh as a twelve-year-old girl! But still, you’ll be joining us yourself someday! . . . Now, about what you were asking: nothing has changed, but it’s a pity you’ve stopped away so long.’


‘Why?’ asked Levin in alarm.


‘Oh, nothing – ’ answered Oblonsky. ‘We’ll talk it over later on. But what has brought you here specially?’


‘We’ll talk about that too later on,’ said Levin and again blushed to his very ears.


‘All right, that’s natural enough!’ said Oblonsky. ‘Well, you know, I’d ask you to come to us, but my wife is not very well. Let’s see – if you want to meet them, you’ll be sure to find them in the Zoological Gardens from four to five. Kitty skates there. Go there, and I’ll call for you and we’ll dine somewhere together.’


‘Splendid! Well then, au revoir!’


‘Mind you don’t forget! I know you – you may rush off back to the country!’ shouted Oblonsky after him.


‘That’ll be all right!’ said Levin and left the room, only recollecting when already at the door that he had not taken leave of Oblonsky’s colleagues.


‘He seems a very energetic man,’ said Grinevich when Levin was gone.


‘Yes, my dear fellow,’ said Oblonsky, shaking his head, ‘and he’s a lucky man! Three thousand desyatins in the Karazin District, his life before him, and such freshness! Not like some of us!’


‘What have you to complain of, Stephen Arkadyevich?’


‘Oh, things are wretched, miserable!’ said Oblonsky, and sighed heavily.



 


CHAPTER 6


When Oblonsky asked Levin his reason for coming to town, Levin had blushed and been angry with himself for blushing, because he could not answer: ‘I have come to propose to your sister-in-law,’ although he really had come solely for that purpose.


The Levins and the Shcherbatskys were two old aristocratic Moscow families that had always been on intimate and friendly terms. Their ties were drawn still closer during Levin’s University days. He had prepared for and entered the University together with young Prince Shcherbatsky, Dolly’s and Kitty’s brother. At that time Levin often visited the Shcherbatskys, and fell in love with the family. Strange as it may seem, it was the whole Shcherbatsky family – especially the feminine half of it – that Levin was in love with. He could not remember his mother, and his sister was much his senior, so that in the Shcherbatskys’ house he saw for the first time the family life of a well-educated and honourable family of the old aristocracy – a life such as he had been deprived of by the death of his own father and mother. All the members of that family, especially the women, appeared to him as though wrapped in some mystic poetic veil, and he not only saw no defects in them, but imagined behind that poetic veil the loftiest feelings and every possible perfection. Why these three young ladies had to speak French and English on alternate days; why at a given time they played, each in her turn, on the piano (the sound of which reached their brother’s room where the students were at work); why those masters of French literature, music, drawing, and dancing came to the house; why at certain hours the three young ladies accompanied by Mademoiselle Linon were driven in a calèche to the Tverskoy Boulevard, wearing satin cloaks (Dolly a long one; Nataly a somewhat shorter one; and Kitty so short a cloak that her shapely little legs in their tight red stockings were quite exposed); why they had to walk up and down the Tverskoy Boulevard accompanied by a footman with a gilt cockade in his hat – all this and much more that happened in this mystic world he did not understand; but he knew that everything done there was beautiful and he was in love with the very mystery of it all.


In his student days he very nearly fell in love with the eldest daughter, Dolly; but a marriage was soon after arranged between her and Oblonsky. Then he began falling in love with the second daughter. He seemed to feel that he must fall in love with one of the sisters, but he was not sure with which. But Nataly too, as soon as she came out, married the diplomat, Lvov. Kitty was still a child when Levin finished at the University. Young Shcherbatsky who entered the navy was drowned in the Baltic; and after that, in spite of his friendship with Oblonsky, Levin’s intercourse with the Shcherbatskys became less frequent. But when he had come to Moscow early in the winter of this year and met them, he knew at last which of the three sisters he was really fated to love.


It would seem that nothing could be simpler than for him, a man of good family, rich rather than poor, and thirty-two years of age to propose to the Princess Shcherbatskaya. In all likelihood he would have been considered quite a suitable match. But Levin was in love, and therefore Kitty seemed to him so perfect in every respect, so transcending everything earthly, and he seemed to himself so very earthly and insignificant a creature, that the possibility of his being considered worthy of her by others or by herself was to him unimaginable.


Having spent two months in Moscow, living as in a fog, meeting Kitty almost every day in Society which he began to frequent in order to meet her, he suddenly made up his mind that it was impossible, and returned to the country.


Levin’s conviction that it was impossible rested on the idea that from her relatives’ point of view he was not a good or suitable match for the delightful Kitty, and that Kitty herself could not love him. From her parents’ standpoint (it seemed to him) he had no settled occupation or position in the world. He was thirty-two, and while his former comrades were already colonels, aides-de-camp, Bank and Railway Directors, or Heads of Government Boards like Oblonsky, he (he knew very well what others must think of him) was merely a country squire, spending his time breeding cows, shooting snipe, and erecting buildings – that is to say, a fellow without talent, who had come to no good and was only doing what in the opinion of Society good-for-nothing people always do. Of course the mysterious, enchanting Kitty could not love a plain fellow, such as he considered himself to be, a man so ordinary and undistinguished. Moreover, his former relation to Kitty had been that of a grown-up man towards a child whose brother’s friend he was, and this seemed an additional obstacle in love’s path. He thought a plain kindly fellow like himself might be loved as a friend, but to be loved with the kind of love he felt for Kitty, a man must be handsome and above all remarkable.


He had heard that women often love plain ordinary men but he did not believe it, because he judged by himself and he could only love beautiful mysterious exceptional women.


But after spending two months alone in the country he became convinced that this time he was not in love as he had been when quite young – for his present feelings gave him not a moment’s rest – and that he could not live unless the question whether she was to be his wife or not were decided; also that his despair had been the outcome of his own fancy, and that he had no proof that he would be rejected. So he had now come to Moscow determined to propose to her, and to marry her if he was accepted. Or . . . but he dared not think what would happen if she refused him.



 


CHAPTER 7


Having reached Moscow by a morning train, Levin went to stay at the house of his half-brother Koznyshev, who was older than he, and after changing his clothes entered his brother’s study, intending to tell him why he had come and to ask his advice. But his brother was not alone. A well-known professor of philosophy was with him, who had come specially from Kharkov to settle a dispute that had arisen between them on an important philosophical question. The professor was engaged in a fierce polemic against the materialists, and Sergius Koznyshev, who followed this polemic with interest, on reading the professor’s last article had written to him reproaching him with having conceded too much to the materialists; and the professor had come at once to talk the matter over. The question was the fashionable one, whether a definite line exists between psychological and physiological phenomena in human activity; and if so, where it lies?


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


The small spectacled man with the narrow forehead interrupted the conversation a moment to say, ‘how do you do’ to Levin and, paying no further attention to him, went on talking. Levin sat down to wait till the professor should go, but soon became interested in the subject of their conversation.


He had seen in the papers the articles they were discussing, and had read them because they interested him as a development of the bases of natural science – familiar to him as he had studied in that faculty at the University but he had never connected these scientific deductions as to man’s animal origin, reflex actions, biology and sociology, with those questions concerning the meaning to himself of life and death, which had of late more and more frequently occurred to him.


Listening to his brother’s conversation with the professor, he noticed that they connected the scientific question with the spiritual and several times almost reached the latter, but every time they approached this, which seemed to him the most important question, they at once hurriedly retreated and again plunged into the domain of fine subdivisions, reservations, quotations hints and references to authorities; and he found it difficult to understand what they were talking about.


‘I cannot admit,’ said Koznyshev with his usual clear and precise expression and polished style, ‘I cannot on any account agree with Keiss that my whole conception of the external world is the outcome of impressions. The most fundamental perception – that of existence – is not received through the senses, for there is no special organ to convey that perception.’


‘Yes, but they (Wurst and Knaust and Pripasov) will tell you that your conception of existence results from the collective effect of all your sensations and is therefore a result of sensations. Wurst actually says that without the senses there can be no perception of existence.’


‘I would maintain the opposite . . . ’ began Koznyshev.


But here again it seemed to Levin that having reached the most important matter they avoided it; and he made up his mind to ask the professor a question.


‘Consequently, if my senses are destroyed, if my body dies, no further existence is possible?’ he asked.


The professor, vexed and apparently mentally hurt by the interruption, turned to look at this strange questioner who resembled a barge-hauler rather than a philosopher, and then looked at Koznyshev, as if asking, ‘What can one say to this?’


But Koznyshev, who did not speak with anything like the same effort, or as one-sidedly, as the professor, and had room in his head for an answer to his opponent as well as for comprehension of the simple and natural point of view from which the question arose, smiled and said: ‘That question we have as yet no right to decide . . . ’


‘We have not the data . . . ’ added the professor and went back to his arguments. ‘No,’ said he; ‘I point out that if, as Pripasov definitely states, sensation is based on impressions, we must still carefully distinguish between these two perceptions.’


Levin listened no longer but sat waiting for the professor to go.



 


CHAPTER 8


When the professor had gone, Koznyshev turned to his stepbrother.


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


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


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


‘I really don’t know.’


‘What? But you are a Member?’


‘No, I am no longer on it. I resigned,’ answered Levin, ‘and don’t attend the Meetings any more.’


‘That’s a pity!’ said Koznyshev, and frowned. To justify himself Levin began to relate what used to happen at the Meetings in his district.


‘There now! It’s always the same,’ interrupted Koznyshev. ‘We Russians are always like that. It may be a good trait in us – this capacity to see our own faults – but we overdo it, and comfort ourselves with sarcasm, which is always ready on our tongues. I can only tell you, that with such rights as we have in our rural institutions, any other European nation – the English or the Germans – would have secured their freedom, while we only jeer at our Zemstvos!’


‘But what is to be done?’ said Levin guiltily. ‘That was my last attempt. And I tried with my whole soul. But I can’t do it! I’m incapable.’


‘Incapable!’ said Koznyshev. ‘No, you don’t look at it from the right point of view.’


‘That may be,’ said Levin mournfully.


‘Do you know that our brother Nicholas is here again?’


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


‘You don’t mean to say so!’ cried Levin, horror-struck. ‘How do you know?’


‘Prokofy met him in the street.’


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


‘I am sorry I told you,’ said Koznyshev, shaking his head at his brother’s excitement. ‘I sent to find out where he is living, and forwarded him a note of hand he had given to Trubin, which I had paid. And this is the answer I received.’


Koznyshev took a note from under a paperweight and handed it to his brother.


Levin read the note, written in a curious but familiar hand: ‘I humbly beg you to leave me alone. That is all I demand of my dear brothers. – Nicholas Levin.’


When Levin had read the note, holding it in his hand, he remained standing in front of Koznyshev without lifting his head.


A struggle was going on within him between the desire to forget his unfortunate brother for the present, and the consciousness that this would be wrong.


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


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


‘Go if you like, but I don’t advise it,’ said Koznyshev. ‘That’s to say, I’m not afraid of it on my own account, he will not make mischief between us, but on your account I don’t advise it. You had better not go. It’s impossible to help him. However, do as you please!’


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


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


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


Having got the address from Koznyshev’s footman Levin thought of going at once to see his brother; but, on reflection, decided to put off the visit till the evening. To obtain peace of mind it was necessary first of all to decide the business that had brought him to Moscow. He therefore went to Oblonsky’s office, and having received news of the Shcherbatskys he drove to the place where he was told he could see Kitty.



 


CHAPTER 9


At four o’clock that afternoon Levin, conscious that his heart was beating rapidly, got out of the hired sledge at the Zoological Gardens and went down the path leading to the ice-hills and skating lake, sure of finding Kitty there, for he had noticed the Shcherbatskys’ carriage at the entrance.


It was a clear frosty day. Carriages, private sledges, sledges for hire, and mounted police stood at the entrance. Well-dressed people, their hats shining in the sunlight, crowded at the gates and thronged the clean-swept paths between little houses built with carved eaves in Russian style. The bushy birch trees in the Garden with all their branches weighed down by snow seemed attired in new festive garments. He walked along the path leading to the skating lake, and kept repeating to himself: ‘I must not be excited. I must be quiet! . . . What are you doing? What’s the matter? Be quiet, stupid!’ he said to his heart. But the more he tried to be calm, the more laboured grew his breath. He met an acquaintance who called to him, but Levin did not even notice who it was. He approached the ice-hills and heard the clanking of the chains by which the sledges were being pulled up, their clatter as they descended the hills, and the sound of merry voices. A few more steps brought him to the skating lake, and among all the skaters he at once recognised her. He knew she was there by the joy and terror that took possession of his heart. She stood talking to a lady at the other end of the lake. There seemed to be nothing striking in her dress or attitude, but it was as easy for Levin to recognise her in that crowd as to find a rose among nettles. Everything was lit up by her. She was the smile that brightened everything around.


‘Can I really step down on to the ice, and go up to her?’ he thought. The spot where she stood seemed to him an unapproachable sanctuary, and there was a moment when he nearly went away, he was so filled with awe. He had to make an effort and reason with himself that all sorts of people were passing near her and he himself might have come just to skate. He stepped down, avoiding any long look at her as one avoids long looks at the sun, but seeing her as one sees the sun, without looking.


On that day of the week and at that hour, people belonging to the same set and acquainted with one another, met on the ice. Among them were masters of the art of skating showing off their skill, and beginners with timid and awkward movements holding on to the backs of chairs fitted with runners; boys, and old men skating for hygienic reasons; and they all seemed to Levin to be fortune’s favourites because they were here near her. Yet skaters appeared quite calmly to gain on her, to catch her up, and even speak to her, and quite independently of her to amuse themselves enjoying the excellent ice and the fine weather.


Nicholas Shcherbatsky, Kitty’s cousin, in a short jacket, tight trousers, with skates on his feet, was sitting on a bench, and seeing Levin, called out to him.


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


‘I haven’t any skates,’ answered Levin, wondering at such boldness and freedom of manner in her presence and not losing sight of her for a moment although not looking at her. He felt the sun approaching him. She was turning a corner, her little feet, shod in high boots, kept close together, and she was skating timidly toward him. A little boy dressed in a Russian costume, violently swinging his arms and stooping very low, was overtaking her.


She was not very firm on her feet. Having drawn her hands from the muff that hung by a cord from her neck, she held them out and looking at Levin, whom she had recognised, she smiled at him and at her fears. Having turned the corner, she pushed off with an elastic little foot, glided straight up to Shcherbatsky, and catching hold of him with her hand, nodded smilingly to Levin. She was more beautiful than he had imagined her.


When he thought about her he could vividly picture to himself her entire person, and especially the charm of her small, fair-haired head, so lightly poised on the shapely girlish shoulders, and the childlike brightness and kindness of her face. In that childlike look, combined with the slim beauty of her figure, lay her special charm; and this he thoroughly appreciated, but what always struck him afresh as unexpected was the expression of her eyes – mild, calm, and truthful – and above all her smile, which carried him into a fairyland where he felt softened and filled with tenderness – as he remembered feeling on rare occasions in his early childhood.


‘Have you been here long?’ she said, shaking hands with him. ‘Thank you,’ she added as he picked up the handkerchief she had dropped from her muff.


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


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


‘Your praise is valuable. There is a tradition here that you are the best skater,’ she said, flicking off with a small black-gloved hand some hoarfrost crystals that had fallen on her muff.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


‘And I am confident of myself when you lean on me,’ he answered, and was immediately frightened of what he had said, and blushed. And in fact, as soon as he had uttered these words her face lost its kind expression – as when the sun hides behind a cloud – and Levin noticed that familiar play of her features which indicated an effort of mind: a wrinkle appeared on her smooth forehead.


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


‘Why? . . . No, nothing unpleasant has happened,’ she answered coldly, adding immediately: ‘You have not seen Mlle Linon?’


‘Not yet.’


‘Go to her then, she is so fond of you.’


‘What does she mean? I have hurt her. Help me, O Lord!’ thought Levin, hastening toward the old Frenchwoman with the grey curls, who sat on one of the benches. She welcomed Levin as an old friend, showing her set of false teeth in a smile.


‘Yes, you see we grow up,’ she said, indicating Kitty with a glance, ‘and grow old. “Tiny Bear” is grown up!’ continued the Frenchwoman, laughing and reminding him of his old joke when he called the three young ladies the Three Bears of the English fairy tale. ‘Do you remember when you used to call her so?’


He had no recollection of it, but she was fond of the joke and had laughed at it for the last ten years.


‘Well, go – go and skate! Our Kitty is beginning to skate nicely, isn’t she?’


When Levin returned to Kitty her face was no longer stern and her eyes had their former truthful, kindly look but he thought there was an intentionally quiet manner in her affability and he felt sad. Having spoken about her old governess and her peculiarities, she asked him about his way of life.


‘Do you really manage not to feel dull in the country in winter?’ she said.


‘I don’t feel at all dull, I am very busy,’ he answered, conscious that she was subduing him to her quiet tone, from which – as had happened at the beginning of the winter – he would not be able to free himself.


‘Have you come for long?’ asked Kitty.


‘I don’t know,’ he answered, without thinking of what he was saying. The idea that if he accepted her tone of calm friendliness he would again go away without having settled anything occurred to him, and he determined to rebel.


‘You don’t know?’


‘I don’t. It all depends on you,’ he said, and was at once terrified at his own words.


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


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


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


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


‘Don’t hurt yourself – it needs practice!’ Nicholas Shcherbatsky called out.


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


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


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


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


‘And today is Thursday!’


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


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


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


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


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


‘The Angleterre, or the Hermitage?’


‘I don’t care.’


‘Well then, the Angleterre,’ said Oblonsky, choosing the Angleterre because he was deeper in debt to that restaurant than to the Hermitage, and therefore considered it wrong to avoid it. ‘Have you a sledge? . . . That’s a good thing, because I’ve sent my coachman home.’


The two friends were silent all the way. Levin was considering what the change in Kitty’s face meant now; persuading himself that there was hope, now in despair, seeing clearly that such hope was madness; but yet feeling an altogether different being from what he had been before her smile and the words ‘Au revoir!’


Oblonsky during the drive was composing the menu of their dinner.


‘You like turbot, don’t you?’ he asked, as they drove up to the restaurant.


‘What?’ said Levin. ‘Turbot? Oh yes, I am awfully fond of turbot!’



 


CHAPTER 10


When they entered the restaurant Levin could not help noticing something peculiar in his friend’s expression, a kind of suppressed radiance in his face and whole figure. Oblonsky took off his overcoat, and with his hat on one side walked into the dining-room, giving his orders to the Tartar waiters, in their swallowtail coats, with napkins under their arms, who attached themselves to him. Bowing right and left to his acquaintances who, here as elsewhere, greeted him joyfully, he passed on to the buffet, drank a glass of vodka and ate a bit of fish as hors-d’oeuvre, and said something to the painted Frenchwoman, bedecked with ribbons and lace, who sat at a little counter – something that made even this Frenchwoman burst into frank laughter.


Levin did not take any vodka, simply because that Frenchwoman – made up, as it seemed to him, of false hair, powder, and toilet vinegar – was offensive to him. He moved away from her as from some dirty place. His whole soul was filled with Kitty’s image, and his eyes shone with a smile of triumph and happiness.


‘This way, please your Excellency! This way – no one will disturb your Excellency here,’ said a specially officious waiter, an old white-headed Tartar, so wide in the hips that the tails of his coat separated behind.


‘If you please, your Excellency,’ he said, turning to Levin and as a mark of respect to Oblonsky paying attention to his guest. In a moment he had spread a fresh cloth on a round table already covered with a cloth beneath a bronze chandelier, moved two velvet chairs to the table, and stood with a napkin and menu awaiting the order.


‘If your Excellency would like a private room, one will be vacant in a few moments. Prince Golitzin is there with a lady. We’ve some fresh oysters in, sir.’


‘Ah – oysters!’ Oblonsky paused and considered.


‘Shall we change our plan, Levin?’ he said, with his finger on the bill of fare and his face expressing serious perplexity. ‘But are the oysters really good? Now be careful . . . ’


‘Real Flensburg, your Excellency! We’ve no Ostend ones.’


‘They may be Flensburg, but are they fresh?’


‘They only arrived yesterday.’


‘Well then, shall we begin with oysters and change the whole plan of our dinner, eh?


‘I don’t mind. I like buckwheat porridge and cabbage soup best, but they don’t have those things here.’


‘Would you like Buckwheat à la Russe?’ said the Tartar, stooping over Levin like a nurse over a child.


‘No – joking apart, whatever you choose will suit me. I’ve been skating and I’m hungry! Don’t think that I do not appreciate your choice,’ he added, noticing a dissatisfied look on Oblonsky’s face. ‘I shall be glad of a good dinner.’


‘I should think so! Say what you like, it is one of the pleasures of life!’ said Oblonsky. ‘Well then, my good fellow, bring us two – or that will be too little . . . three dozen oysters, and vegetable soup . . . ’


‘Printanier,’ chimed in the waiter.


But Oblonsky evidently did not wish to give him the pleasure of calling the dishes by their French names.


‘ . . . vegetable, you know. Then turbot with thick sauce; then . . . roast beef (and mind it’s good!); and then capon, shall we say? Yes. And stewed fruit.’


The waiter, remembering Oblonsky’s way of calling the items on the French menu by their Russian names, did not repeat the words after him, but afterwards allowed himself the pleasure of repeating the whole of the order according to the menu: ‘Potage printanier, turbot, sauce Beaumarchais, boeuf, poularde à l’estragon, macédoine de fruits . . . ’ and immediately, as if moved by springs, he put down the bill of fare in one cardboard cover, and seizing another containing the wine-list held it out to Oblonsky.


‘What shall we have to drink?’


‘Whatever you like, only not too much . . . Champagne!’ said Levin.


‘What, to begin with? However, why not? You like the white seal?’


‘Cachet blanc,’ chimed in the waiter.


‘Yes, bring us that with the oysters, then we’ll see.’


‘Yes, sir, and what sort of table wine?’


‘Nuit . . . no, let’s have the classic Chablis.’


‘Yes, sir. And your special cheese?’


‘Well, yes – parmesan. Or do you prefer some other kind?’


‘No, I really don’t care,’ said Levin, unable to restrain a smile.


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


Oblonsky crumpled his starched napkin and pushed a corner of it inside his waistcoat, then, with his arms comfortably on the table, attacked the oysters.


‘Not bad,’ he said, pulling the quivering oysters out of their pearly shells with a silver fork, and swallowing one after another. ‘Not bad,’ he repeated, lifting his moist and glittering eyes now to Levin, now to the Tartar.


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


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


He wanted Levin to be in good spirits. But Levin, if not exactly in bad spirits, felt constrained. The feelings that filled his heart made him ill-at-ease and uncomfortable in this restaurant with its private rooms where men took women to dine. Everything seemed offensive: these bronzes, mirrors, gaslights and Tartar waiters. He was afraid of soiling that which filled his soul.


‘I? Yes, I am preoccupied – and besides, all this makes me feel constrained,’ he said. ‘You can’t imagine how strange it all seems to me who live in the country – like the nails of that gentleman I saw at your place.’


‘Yes, I noticed that poor Grinevich’s nails interested you greatly,’ said Oblonsky.


‘I can’t help it,’ replied Levin. ‘Put yourself in my place – look at it from a country fellow’s point of view! We try to get our hands into a state convenient to work with, and for that purpose we cut our nails and sometimes roll up our sleeves. But here people purposely let their nails grow until they begin to curl, and have little saucers for studs to make it quite impossible for them to use their hands!’


Oblonsky smiled merrily.


‘Yes, it is a sign that rough work is unnecessary to him. He works with his mind . . . ’


‘Possibly; but still it seems to me strange that while we country people try to get over our meals as quickly as we can, so as to be able to get on with our work, here you and I try to make our meal last as long as possible, and therefore eat oysters.’


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


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


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


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


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


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


‘Not a bit of it! What humbug! It’s just her manner . . . Come, bring us the soup, my good fellow! . . . It’s her grande dame manner,’ said Oblonsky. ‘I shall come too, but I must first go to a musical rehearsal at the Countess Bonin’s. What a strange fellow you are, though! How do you explain your sudden departure from Moscow? The Shcherbatskys asked me again and again, just as if I ought to know all about you. Yet all I know is that you never do things as anyone else does!’


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


‘Oh, what a lucky fellow you are!’ interrupted Oblonsky, looking straight into his eyes.


‘Why?’




‘ “Fiery steeds by” something “brands


I can always recognise


Youths in love at once I know,


By the look that lights their eyes!” ’





declaimed Oblonsky. ‘You have everything before you!’


‘And you – have you everything behind you?’


‘No, not behind me, but you have the future and I have the present; and even that only half and half!’


‘Why?’


‘Oh, things are rather bad . . . However, I don’t want to talk about myself, and besides it’s impossible to explain everything,’ said Oblonsky. ‘Well, and why have you come to Moscow? . . . Here, take this away!’ he shouted to the Tartar.


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


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


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


Oblonsky slowly drank his glass of Chablis, his eyes fixed on Levin.


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


‘But are you not making a mistake? Do you know what we are talking about?’ said Levin, peering into his interlocutor’s face. ‘You think it possible?’


‘I think so. Why shouldn’t it be?’


‘No, do you really think it is possible? No, you must tell me all you really think! And suppose . . . suppose a refusal is in store for me? . . . I am even certain . . . ’


‘Why do you think so?’ said Oblonsky, smiling at Levin’s excitement.


‘Well, sometimes it seems so to me. You know, that would be terrible both for her and for me.’


‘Oh no! In any case there’s nothing in it terrible for the girl. Every girl is proud of an offer.’


‘Yes, every girl, but not she.’


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


‘Wait a bit: you must take some sauce,’ said Oblonsky, stopping Levin’s hand that was pushing away the sauce-boat.


Levin obediently helped himself to sauce, but would not let Oblonsky eat.


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


‘I am telling you what I think,’ said Oblonsky smiling. ‘And I’ll tell you something more. My wife is a most wonderful woman . . . ’ He sighed, remembering his relations with his wife; then after a minute’s pause he continued: ‘She has the gift of clairvoyance. She sees people through and through! But more than that, she knows what is going to happen especially in regard to marriages. For instance, she predicted that the Shahovskaya girl would marry Brenteln. No one would believe it, but as it turned out she was right. And she is on your side.’


‘How do you know?’


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


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


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


‘All right, but sit down!’


But Levin could not sit still. He strode up and down the little cage of a room blinking to force back his tears, and only when he had succeeded did he sit down again.


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


‘Then why did you go away?’


‘Wait a moment! Oh, what a crowd of ideas! How many things I have to ask! Listen. You can’t imagine what you have done for me by saying what you did! I am so happy that I’m acting meanly. I’ve forgotten everything. I heard today about my brother Nicholas . . . he’s here, you know . . . and I forgot all about him. It seems to me as if he too were happy. It is like madness! But there is one awful thing about it. You, who are married, know the feeling . . . it is awful that we – who are comparatively old and have pasts . . . not of love but of sin . . . suddenly we come into close intimacy with a pure innocent being! That is disgusting, and therefore one can’t help feeling oneself unworthy.’


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


‘Ah, but all the same,’ said Levin, ‘looking back at my life, I tremble and curse and bitterly regret . . . Yes!’


‘What’s to be done? That’s the way the world is made,’ said Oblonsky.


‘My one consolation is that prayer that I like so much: “Not according to my deserts but according to Thy mercy!” And she too can only forgive me that way.’



 


CHAPTER 11


Levin emptied his glass and they were silent for a while. ‘There is one thing more that I must tell you,’ began Oblonsky. ‘You know Vronsky?’


‘No, I don’t. Why do you ask?’


‘Another bottle!’ said Oblonsky, turning to the Tartar, who was filling their glasses and hovering round them just when he was not wanted.


‘The reason you ought to know Vronsky is this: he is one of your rivals.’


‘What is he?’ asked Levin, the expression of childlike rapture which Oblonsky had been admiring suddenly changing into an angry and unpleasant one.


‘Vronsky is one of Count Cyril Ivanovich Vronsky’s sons, and a very fine sample of the gilded youth of Petersburg. I met him in Tver when I was in the Service there and he came on conscription duty. Awfully rich, handsome, with influential connections, an aide-decamp to the Emperor, and at the same time very good-natured – a first-rate fellow. And he’s even more than a first-rate fellow. As I have got to know him now, he turns out to be both educated and very clever – a man who will go far.’


Levin frowned and was silent.


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


‘Pardon me, but I understand nothing,’ said Levin, dismally knitting his brows. And at once he thought of his brother Nicholas and how mean he was to forget him.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


Oblonsky smiled. He understood what was going on in Levin’s soul.


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


He took out a cigar, and with one hand on his glass he continued: ‘Give me some advice.’


‘Why? What is the matter?’


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


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


Oblonsky’s eyes glittered more than usual.


‘Why not? Rolls sometimes smell so that one can’t resist them!’




‘Himmlisch ist’s, wenn ich bezwungen


Meine irdische Begier;


Aber doch wenn’s nicht gelungen


Hatt’ ich auch recht hübsch Plaisir!





Oblonsky repeated these lines with a subtle smile and Levin himself could not help smiling.


‘No, but joking apart,’ continued Oblonsky, ‘just consider. A woman, a dear, gentle, affectionate creature, poor and lonely, sacrifices everything. Now when the thing is done . . . just consider, should one forsake her? Granted that one ought to part with her so as not to destroy one’s family life, but oughtn’t one to pity her and provide for her and make things easier?’


‘As to that, you must pardon me. You know that for me there are two kinds of women . . . or rather, no! There are women, and there are . . . I have never seen any charming fallen creatures, and never shall see any; and people like that painted Frenchwoman with her curls out there by the counter, are an abomination to me, and all these fallen ones are like her.’


‘And the one in the Gospels?’


‘Oh, don’t! Christ would never have spoken those words, had he known how they would be misused! They are the only words in the Gospels that seem to be remembered. However, I am not saying what I think, but what I feel. I have a horror of fallen women. You are repelled by spiders and I by those creatures. Probably you never studied spiders and know nothing of their morals; and it’s the same in my case!’


‘It’s all very well for you to talk like that – it’s like that gentleman in Dickens, who with his left hand threw all difficult questions over his right shoulder. But denying a fact is no answer. What am I to do? Tell me, what am I to do? My wife is getting old, and I am full of vitality. A man hardly has time to turn round, before he feels that he can no longer love his wife in that way, whatever his regard for her may be. And then all of a sudden love crosses your path, and you’re lost, lost!’ said Oblonsky with despair.


Levin smiled.


‘Yes, I am lost,’ continued Oblonsky. ‘But what am I to do?’


‘Don’t steal rolls.’


Oblonsky burst out laughing.


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


‘If you want me to say what I think of it, I can only tell you that I don’t believe in the tragedy. And the reason is this: I think love, both kinds of love, which you remember Plato defines in his “Symposium” – both kinds of love serve as a touchstone for men. Some men understand only the one, some only the other. Those who understand only the non-platonic love need not speak of tragedy. For such love there can be no tragedy. “Thank you kindly for the pleasure, goodbye,” and that’s the whole tragedy. And for the platonic love there can be no tragedy either, because there everything is clear and pure, because . . . ’ Here Levin recollecting his own sins and the inner struggle he had lived through added unexpectedly, ‘However, maybe you are right. It may very well be. But I don’t know, I really don’t know.’


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


Levin sighed and did not answer. He was thinking of his own affairs and not listening to Oblonsky.


And suddenly both felt that though they were friends, and had dined and drunk wine together which should have drawn them yet closer, yet each was thinking only of his own affairs and was not concerned with the other.


Oblonsky had more than once experienced this kind of acute estrangement instead of union following a dinner with a friend, and knew what to do in such a case.


‘The bill!’ he shouted and went out into the dining-hall, where he immediately saw an aide-de-camp of his acquaintance, and entered into conversation with him about an actress and her protector. And immediately in conversation with the aide-de-camp Oblonsky felt relief and rest after the talk with Levin, who always demanded of him too great a mental and spiritual strain.


When the Tartar returned with a bill for twenty-six roubles odd, Levin quite unconcernedly paid his share which with the tip came to fourteen roubles, a sum that usually would have horrified his rustic conscience, and went home to dress and go on to the Shcherbatskys’ where his fate was to be decided.



 


CHAPTER 12


Princess Kitty Shcherbatskaya was eighteen, and this was her first season. Her success in Society was greater than that of her two elder sisters, and greater even than her mother had expected. Not only were nearly all the youths that danced at the Moscow balls in love with Kitty, but two serious suitors presented themselves for her that very first winter: Levin and, immediately after his departure, Count Vronsky.


Levin’s arrival at the beginning of the winter, his frequent visits and evident love for Kitty gave rise to her parents’ first serious deliberation as to her future and to disputes between them. The Prince took Levin’s part and said he desired nothing better for Kitty. The Princess with a woman’s way of talking round the question said that Kitty was too young, that Levin had not shown that his intentions were serious, that Kitty was not in love with him, and so on; but she did not say the most important things, namely that she expected a better match for her daughter, that she did not like Levin and did not understand him. When he suddenly left, the Princess was pleased and triumphantly said to her husband, ‘You see, I was right!’ When Vronsky appeared she was still more pleased and was strengthened in her opinion that Kitty ought to make not only a good but a brilliant match.


In the mother’s eyes there was no comparison between Levin and Vronsky. She did not like Levin’s strange and harsh criticisms, his awkward manner in Society which she attributed to pride, and what she considered his strange way of life in the country, occupied with cattle and peasants; in particular she did not like the fact that when he was in love with her daughter he came to the house for six weeks as if waiting and looking out for something, afraid of doing them too great an honour by making an offer of marriage, and that he did not understand that, if he visited at a house where there was a marriageable girl, he ought to declare his intentions. And then suddenly he left without proposing!


‘It’s a good thing he is so unattractive, and that Kitty has not fallen in love with him,’ thought her mother.


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


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


When the Princess herself had married, more than thirty years before, the match had been arranged by an aunt. Her fiancé about whom everything was known beforehand came, saw his intended bride, and was seen by her people, then the matchmaking aunt learnt what was thought on each side, and passed on the information. All was satisfactory. Afterwards at an appointed time and place the expected proposal was made to, and accepted by, her parents. Everything was done very easily and simply. At least so it seemed to the Princess. But in her daughters’ case she experienced how far from easy and simple the apparently easy business of marrying off a daughter really was. What anxiety she had to suffer, how many questions to consider over and over again, how much money to spend, how many encounters with her husband to go through, when her two elder daughters Darya and Nataly were married! Now that her youngest daughter had come out she was living through the same fears and doubts, and having even worse disputes with her husband than on her elder daughters’ account. Like all fathers, the old Prince was extremely punctilious where his daughters’ purity and honour were concerned; he was unreasonably jealous especially about Kitty, his favourite, and at every step reproached the Princess with compromising her daughter. The Princess had grown used to this in respect to her elder daughters, but now she felt that her husband’s punctiliousness had more justification. She could see that lately social customs had changed very much and a mother’s duties had become still more difficult. She knew that girls of Kitty’s age formed societies of some sort, went to courses of lectures, made friends freely with men, and drove alone through the streets; many no longer curtsied, and above all everyone of them was firmly convinced that the choice of a husband was her own and not her parents’ business. ‘Nowadays they don’t give us away in marriage as they used to!’ said these young girls, and even the old people said the same. But how marriages are now arranged the Princess could not find out from anyone.


The French way, of parents deciding a daughter’s fate, was not accepted, and was even condemned. The English way, of giving a girl perfect freedom, was also rejected, and would have been impossible in Russian Society. The Russian way, of employing a professional matchmaker, was considered monstrous, and was laughed at by everybody, including the Princess herself. But how a girl was to get married, or how a mother was to get a daughter given in marriage, no one knew. Everyone with whom the Princess discussed the subject said the same thing: ‘Well, you know, in our days it is time to give up obsolete customs. After all it’s the young people who marry and not their parents, therefore they must be left to arrange matters as they think best.’ It was all very well for people who had no daughters to talk like that, but the Princess knew that intimacy might be followed by love and that her daughter might fall in love with someone who had no intention of marrying or was not fit to be her husband. And whatever people might say about the time having come when young people must arrange their future for themselves, she could not believe it any more than she could believe that loaded pistols could ever be the best toys for five-year-old children. That is why the Princess was more anxious about Kitty than she had been about her elder daughters.


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


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


Hard as it was to see the misfortune of Dolly, her eldest daughter (who thought of leaving her husband), the Princess’s anxiety as to her youngest daughter’s fate, now about to be decided, entirely absorbed her. Levin’s arrival that day gave her further cause for anxiety. She was afraid that her daughter who had once seemed to have a certain affection for Levin might be led by an exaggerated feeling of loyalty to reject Vronsky, and she feared that in general Levin’s arrival might cause complications and delays in matters now so near conclusion.


‘Has he been back long?’ asked the Princess when they got home, referring to Levin.


‘He arrived today, Mama.’


‘There is one thing I want to say . . . ’ the Princess began, and from her serious look Kitty guessed what was coming.


‘Mama,’ she said flushing and turning quickly toward her mother, ‘please, please, say nothing about it! I know, I know quite well.’


Her wish was the same as her mother’s, but the motive underlying her mother’s wish offended her.


‘I wish to say that having given hopes to one . . . ’


‘Mama, dearest, for Heaven’s sake don’t speak. It is so dreadful to speak about it!’


‘I won’t – only this, my darling,’ said the mother, seeing tears in her daughter’s eyes, ‘ . . . you promised not to have any secrets from me and you won’t, will you?’


‘Never, Mama, never at all,’ answered Kitty blushing as she looked her mother straight in the face. ‘But I have nothing to say at present . . . I . . . I . . . if I wished to, I should not know what to say or how . . . I don’t know . . . ’


‘No, she could not possibly tell an untruth with such eyes,’ thought the mother smiling at her agitation and joy. The Princess smiled to think how immense and important what was going on in her own soul must appear to the poor girl.



 


CHAPTER 13


During the interval between dinner and the beginning of the evening party, Kitty experienced something resembling a young man’s feelings before a battle. Her heart was beating violently and she could not fix her thoughts on anything.


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


On going upstairs to dress for the evening and looking in the glass, she noticed with pleasure that this was one of her best days, and that she was in full possession of all her forces, which would be so much wanted for what lay before her. She was conscious of external calmness and of freedom and grace in her movements.


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


‘So it’s to be!’ thought Kitty and the blood rushed to her heart. Glancing at the mirror she was horrified at her pallor.


She felt sure that he had come so early on purpose to see her alone and to propose to her. And now for the first time the matter presented itself to her in a different and entirely new light. Only now did she realise that this matter (with whom she would be happy, who was the man she loved) did not concern herself alone, but that in a moment she would have to wound a man she cared for, and to wound him cruelly . . . Why? Because the dear fellow was in love with her. But it could not be helped, it was necessary and had to be done.


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


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


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


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


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


‘Mama will be down in a minute. She was so tired yesterday . . . ’ She spoke without knowing what she was saying, her eyes fixed on him with a caressing look full of entreaty.


He glanced at her; she blushed and was silent.


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


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


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


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


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


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



 


CHAPTER 14


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


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


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


She was a thin, sallow, nervous, ailing woman with shining black eyes. She was fond of Kitty, and her affection showed itself as the affection of a married woman for an unmarried one generally does, in a desire to get Kitty married according to her – the Countess’s – own ideal of conjugal bliss; and she wished to see her married to Vronsky. She always disliked Levin, whom at the beginning of the winter she had often met at the Shcherbatskys. Her constant and favourite amusement was to make fun of him.


‘I love it when he looks down at me from the height of his dignity, or breaks off his clever conversation because I am too stupid, or when he shows his condescension toward me. I do love it. His condescension! I am very glad he hates me,’ she used to say with reference to him.


She was right, because Levin really could not bear her and despised her for the very thing she was proud of and regarded as a merit, that is, her nervousness and refined contempt and disregard for all the rough and common things of life.


Between the Countess Nordston and Levin relations had grown up such as are not infrequently met with in Society, when two people outwardly remaining in friendly relations despise each other to such an extent that they cannot treat each other seriously, or even be offended with one another.


The Countess at once attacked Levin.


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


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


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


She began to talk with Kitty. Awkward as it would have been for Levin to leave just then, he would have preferred doing so to remaining in the house for the rest of the evening in sight of Kitty, who now and then glanced at him but avoided catching his eye. He was about to rise, when the Princess noticing his silence turned toward him and said: ‘Have you come to Moscow for long? But I believe you are on the Zemstvo and cannot stay away long?’


‘No, Princess, I am no longer on the Zemstvo,’ he answered, ‘I have come to Moscow for a few days.’


‘Something out of the common has happened to him,’ thought the Countess Nordston, scrutinising his stern and serious face; ‘why does he not start on one of his discourses? But I’ll draw him out, I do love to make a fool of him when Kitty’s about, and I will.’


‘Mr Levin,’ she began, ‘explain to me, please, you who know everything, how it is that at our Kaluga estate the peasant men and women have drunk everything they had, and never pay anything they owe us. What is the explanation? You always praise the peasants so much.’


At that moment another lady entered the room and Levin rose.


‘Excuse me, Countess, but really I know nothing about it, and can’t tell you anything,’ he said, and as he turned he saw an officer who had come into the room behind the lady.


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


Now, rightly or wrongly, Levin could not but remain. He had to find out what sort of a man it was that she loved.


There are people who when they meet a rival, no matter in what, at once shut their eyes to everything good in him and see only the bad. There are others who on the contrary try to discern in a lucky rival the qualities which have enabled him to succeed, and with aching hearts seek only the good in him. Levin belonged to the latter sort. But it was not difficult for him to see what was good and attractive in Vronsky. It struck him immediately. Vronsky was a dark sturdily-built man of medium height, with a good-natured, handsome, exceedingly quiet and firm face. Everything about his face and figure – from his black closely-cropped hair and freshly-shaven chin to his wide, brand-new uniform – was simple and at the same time elegant. Having stepped aside to let a lady pass, Vronsky approached first the Princess and then Kitty. When he moved toward her his fine eyes brightened with a special tenderness, and carefully and respectfully bending over her with a scarcely perceptible, happy, and (as it seemed to Levin) modestly-triumphant smile, he held out to her his small broad hand.


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


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


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


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


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


‘My words, must make a deep impression on you for you to remember them so long,’ said Levin; then recollecting that he had said this before he blushed.


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


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


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


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


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


‘I don’t know, I never tried it for long. I have experienced a curious feeling,’ he went on. ‘Nowhere have I felt so homesick for the country, our Russian country, with its peasants in bark-shoes, as when I spent a winter with my mother in Nice. Nice in itself is dull, you know. And Naples and Sorrento are pleasant only for a short stay, and it is there that one thinks of Russia, and longs especially for the Russian countryside. They seem to . . . ’


He was addressing both Kitty and Levin, his quiet and friendly glance passing from the one to the other. He was evidently speaking quite sincerely and frankly.


Noticing that the Countess Nordston wished to say something, he stopped without finishing what he was saying, and listened attentively to her.


The conversation did not flag for a moment, so that the old Princess who always had in reserve, in case of need, two heavy guns (classical versus modern education, and general conscription), had no need to bring them forward, and the Countess Nordston had no opportunity to tease Levin.


Levin wished to join in the general conversation, but found it impossible, and kept saying to himself, ‘Now I will go,’ yet he did not go, but waited for something indefinite.


The conversation touched on table-turning and spiritualism, and the Countess Nordston, who believed in spiritualism, began relating miracles she had witnessed.


‘Ah, Countess, you must really take me there. For goodness’ sake take me to them! I have never seen anything supernatural though I always look out for it,’ said Vronsky smiling.


‘Very well, next Saturday,’ replied the Countess Nordston. ‘And you, Mr Levin, do you believe in it?’ she asked, turning to him.


‘Why do you ask me? You know very well what I shall say.’


‘But I want to hear your opinion.’


‘My opinion is that this table-turning proves that our so-called educated class is on the same level as the peasants. They believe in the evil eye and spells and witchcraft, while we . . . ’


‘Well then, you don’t believe?’


‘I can’t believe, Countess!’


‘But if I have seen it myself?’


‘The peasant women tell how they have seen the goblins with their own eyes.’


‘Then you think I am not telling the truth?’ and she laughed mirthlessly.


‘Oh no, Masha, Mr Levin only says he can’t believe . . . ’ said Kitty, blushing for Levin, and Levin understanding this became still more irritated and wished to answer, but Vronsky, with his bright and frank smile, came at once to the rescue of the conversation, which was threatening to become unpleasant.


‘You don’t admit that it is even possible?’ he asked. ‘But why not? We admit the existence of electricity, which we don’t understand, why can’t there be other forces which we do not yet know, but which . . . ’


‘When electricity was first discovered,’ Levin hurriedly interrupted, ‘only the phenomena were observed, their cause and its effects were unknown. Centuries passed before anyone thought of applying it. But the Spiritualists on the contrary began by the tables writing for them and the spirits coming to them, and they only afterwards began to say that it was an unknown force.’


Vronsky listened attentively to Levin as he always listened, evidently interested in what he was saying.


‘Yes, but the Spiritualists say, “We do not yet know what force it is, but it exists and these are the conditions under which it acts. Let the scientists discover what the force is.” No, I do not see why it should not be a new force, if it . . . ’


‘For this reason,’ Levin again interrupted him, ‘that with electricity, you need only rub a piece of resin against wool, and you will always produce a certain phenomenon, but this other does not always act, so it is not a natural force.’


Probably feeling that the conversation was becoming too serious for a drawing-room, Vronsky did not reply, but in order to change the subject he smiled gaily and turned toward the ladies.


‘Let us try now, Countess,’ he began, but Levin wanted to finish saying what he thought.


‘I think,’ he continued, ‘that this attempt of the Spiritualists to explain their wonders by some kind of new force is most unsuccessful. They speak definitely of a spiritual force, and yet want to subject it to a material test.’


Everybody waited for him to finish and he was conscious of it.


‘I think you would make a splendid medium,’ said the Countess Nordston; ‘there is something ecstatic about you.’


Levin opened his mouth to reply, but blushed and said nothing.


‘Let us try table-turning now, Princess Kitty, please do,’ said Vronsky. ‘May we, Princess?’ he said to her mother and he rose and looked round for a suitable table.


Kitty rose to fetch a table, and as she passed Levin their eyes met. She pitied him with her whole soul, especially because she herself had caused him to suffer.


‘If you can forgive me, please do,’ pleaded her look. ‘I am so happy.’


‘I hate everybody, including you and myself,’ answered his eyes; and he took up his hat. But he was not fated to go yet. Just as the others began settling round the table and Levin was about to go, the old Prince came in, and having greeted the ladies he turned to Levin.


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


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


Kitty was conscious that, after what had taken place, her father’s cordiality oppressed Levin. She also noticed how coldly her father at last responded to Vronsky’s bow, and with what good-natured perplexity Vronsky looked at him, trying, but failing, to understand how it was possible not to be friendly disposed toward him, and she blushed.


‘Prince, release Mr Levin for us as we want to try an experiment,’ said the Countess Nordston.


‘What experiment? Table-turning? Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen, but in my opinion playing at hunt the ring is more amusing,’ said the old Prince, looking at Vronsky and guessing that he had started the thing. ‘After all there is some sense in “Hunting the ring.” ’


Vronsky’s unflinching eye glanced in astonishment at the old Prince, and slightly smiling he at once began talking to the Countess Nordston about the ball that was to take place the next week.


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


As soon as the old Prince had turned away from him Levin went out unobserved, and his last impression was Kitty’s happy smiling face as she answered Vronsky’s question about the ball.



 


CHAPTER 15


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


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


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


‘What? I’ll tell you what!’ shouted the Prince flourishing his arms and immediately again wrapping his squirrel-lined dressing-gown around him. ‘You have no pride, no dignity, you disgrace and ruin your daughter by this vile idiotic matchmaking.’


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


After her talk with her daughter she had come in, happy and contented, to say good-night to the Prince as usual, and though she did not intend to speak to him about Levin’s proposal and Kitty’s refusal she hinted to him that she thought the matter with Vronsky was quite settled and would probably be definitely decided as soon as his mother arrived. And when she said that, the Prince suddenly flared up and began to shout rudely: ‘What have you done? Why this: first of all you entice a suitor. All Moscow will talk about it and with reason. If you give a party invite everybody and not only selected suitors. Invite all the young puppies,’ so the Prince called the Moscow young men, ‘have a pianist and let them dance; but don’t have the sort of thing we had tonight – these suitors and this pairing off. It makes me sick to see it, simply sick, and you have had your way and have turned the child’s head. Levin is a thousand times the better man. This one is a little Petersburg fop. They are machine-made by the dozen, all to one pattern, and all mere rubbish. But even if he were a Prince of the blood my daughter does not need him.’


‘But what have I done?’


‘Just this . . . ’ exclaimed the Prince angrily.


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


‘So we had!’


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


‘Seems indeed! And suppose she really falls in love with him while he intends to marry about as much as I do . . . Oh, I wish my eyes had never seen it . . . “Ah spiritualism! Ah how nice! Ah the ball!” ’ And the Prince imagining himself to be impersonating his wife curtsied at each word. ‘And then if we really ruin Kitty’s happiness, if she really gets it into her head . . . ’


‘But why do you suppose such a thing?’


‘I don’t suppose, I know! We have eyes for those things, and women haven’t. I can recognise a man who has serious intentions – such as Levin – and I can see through a weathercock like that popinjay who only wishes to amuse himself.’


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


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


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


‘Very well then, good-night.’


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


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




 


CHAPTER 16


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


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


In Moscow, after this luxurious course of Petersburg life, he experienced for the first time the delight of intimacy with a sweet, innocent Society girl who fell in love with him. It never entered his head that there could be anything wrong in his relations with Kitty. At balls he danced chiefly with her and he visited her at her home. He talked with her the usual Society talk: all sorts of rubbish, but rubbish into which involuntarily he put a special meaning for her. Though he never said anything to her which could not have been said before everybody he was conscious that she was becoming more and more dependent upon him, and the more he felt this the pleasanter it was, and the more tender became his feelings toward her. He did not know that his behaviour toward Kitty had a name of its own, that it was decoying a girl with no intentions of marrying her, and is one of the evil actions common among brilliant young men like himself. He thought he was the first to discover this pleasure and he enjoyed his discovery.


If he could have heard what her parents said that night, if he could have known her family’s point of view and learnt that Kitty would be unhappy if he did not marry her, he would have been much surprised and would not have believed it. He would not have believed that what gave so much and such excellent pleasure to him, and – what was more – to her, could be wrong. Even less could he have believed that he ought to marry.


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


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


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


He passed in review the places he might go to. ‘The Club: a game of bezique, a bottle of champagne with Ignatev? No, I won’t go there. Chateau des Fleurs? There I should find Oblonsky, French couplets, the cancan. No, I am sick of it. That’s just what I like about the Shcherbatskys’, that I myself become better there. I’ll go home.’ He went straight to his rooms at the Hotel Dusseau, had supper, and after undressing had hardly laid his head on his pillow before he was fast asleep.



 


CHAPTER 17


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


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


‘My mother,’ replied Vronsky, shaking hands and smiling (as everybody did when meeting Oblonsky) as they went up the steps together. ‘She is coming from Petersburg today.’


‘I waited for you till two last night; where did you go from the Shcherbatskys’?’


‘Home,’ replied Vronsky. ‘To tell you the truth I felt in such a pleasant mood when I left the Shcherbatskys’ that I did not care to go anywhere else.’




‘ “Fiery steeds by” something “brands


I can always recognise;


Youths in love . . . ” ’





declaimed Oblonsky, just as he had done to Levin.


Vronsky smiled with a look that seemed not to deny the implication but he immediately changed the subject.


‘And whom have you come to meet?’ he asked.


‘I? A lovely woman,’ answered Oblonsky


‘Dear me!’


‘Honi soit qui mal y pense! My sister Anna!’


‘Oh! Mrs Karenina!’ said Vronsky


‘I expect you know her?’


‘I think so. But perhaps not . . . I really can’t recall,’ answered Vronsky absent-mindedly, the name Karenina suggesting to him someone stiff and dull.


‘But you are sure to know Alexis Alexandrovich Karenin, my famous brother-in-law. All the world knows him.’


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


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


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


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


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


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


‘Of course. Only he left very early.’


‘He is a splendid fellow,’ continued Oblonsky. ‘Don’t you think so?’


‘I don’t know how it is that all Muscovites, present company of course excepted,’ Vronsky put in jokingly, ‘are so abrupt. They are always standing on their hind legs getting angry, and seem to want to act on your feelings . . . ’


‘Yes, there is some truth in that,’ said Oblonsky, laughing merrily.


‘Shall we have to wait much longer?’ asked Vronsky, turning to a porter.


‘The train is signalled,’ said the porter.


The approach of the train was made more and more evident by the increasing bustle and preparation on the platform and the arrival of people who had come to meet the train. Through the frosty mist one could see workmen in sheepskin coats and felt boots crossing the curved railway lines, and hear the whistle of a locomotive and the noisy movements of a heavy mass.


‘No,’ said Oblonsky who was anxious to tell Vronsky about Levin’s intentions concerning Kitty, ‘no, you have not judged my Levin rightly. He is a very nervous man, and does make himself unpleasant sometimes, that’s true enough; but on the other hand he is sometimes very charming. His is such an honest, straightforward nature, and he has a heart of gold. But yesterday there were special reasons,’ continued Oblonsky with a significant smile, quite forgetting the sincere sympathy he had felt for his friend the day before, and now only feeling the same sympathy for Vronsky. ‘Yes, there was a reason why he had to be either specially happy or specially unhappy.’


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


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


‘Dear me! . . . But I should think she may make a better match,’ said Vronsky, and expanding his chest he again moved forward. ‘However, I don’t know him,’ he added. ‘Yes, it is a painful position! That is why so many prefer women of the demi-monde. If you don’t succeed in that case it only shows that you have not enough money, but in this case one’s pride is in the balance. But here’s the train.’


In fact the engine was already whistling in the distance, and a few moments later the platform shook as the train puffed in, the steam spread low in the frozen air, the connecting rods slowly and rhythmically pushed and pulled, the bent figure of the engine-driver, warmly wrapped up, was seen covered with hoarfrost. The engine with the tender behind it moved slowly into the station, gradually slowing down and making the platform tremble still more. Then came the luggage van in which a dog was whining, and at last the passenger coaches, oscillating before they stopped.


The sprightly guard blew his whistle and jumped off while the train was still moving, and impatient passengers began to descend one after another: an officer of the guards, erect and looking sternly round, a fidgety little tradesman with a bag, a peasant with a sack over his shoulder.


Vronsky, as he stood by Oblonsky and watched these passengers coming out of the carriages, quite forgot about his mother. What he had just heard about Kitty excited and delighted him. His chest involuntarily expanded and his eyes shone, he felt himself to be a conqueror.


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


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


In the depths of his heart he did not respect his mother and (though this he never acknowledged to himself) did not love her, but in accordance with the views of the set he lived in, and as a result of his education, he could not imagine himself treating her in a way but one altogether submissive and respectful; the more submissive and respectful he was externally, the less he honoured and loved her in his heart.



 


CHAPTER 18


Vronsky followed the guard to the carriage and had to stop at the entrance of the compartment to let a lady pass out.


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


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


‘You had my telegram? You’re well? That’s a good thing.’


‘Have you had a good journey?’ asked her son, sitting down on the seat beside her and involuntarily listening to a woman’s voice outside the door. He knew it was the voice of the lady he had met as he entered the carriage.


‘All the same I don’t agree with you,’ the lady was saying.


‘Yours are Petersburg views, madam.’


‘Not at all, simply a woman’s views.’


‘Well, allow me to kiss your hand.’


‘Au revoir, Ivan Petrovich, and please if you see my brother send him to me,’ said the lady, closing the door and again entering the compartment.


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


Vronsky understood now that this was Mrs Karenina.


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


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


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


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


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


‘She is very charming, isn’t she?’ said the Countess, referring to Mrs Karenina. ‘Her husband put her into the compartment with me and I was very pleased. We talked all the way. And you I hear . . . vous filez le parfait amour. Tant mieux, mon cher, tant mieux.’


‘I don’t know what you mean, maman,’ the son replied coldly. ‘Well, shall we go?’


Mrs Karenina again entered the carriage to take leave of the Countess.


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


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


Mrs Karenina stood very erect and her eyes were smiling.


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


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


‘I expect you got very weary of it,’ he said, quickly seizing in its flight the ball of coquetry she had thrown at him. But she evidently did not wish to continue the conversation in that tone, and turned to the old Countess.


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


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


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


‘Very charming,’ said the old lady.


Her son thought so too. He followed her with his eyes as long as he could see her graceful form, and his face retained its smile. Through the carriage window he saw her approach her brother and speak to him with animation about something that evidently had no connection with him, Vronsky, and that seemed to him provoking.


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


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


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


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


The old major-domo, who had accompanied the Countess on her journey, came in and announced that everything was ready, and the Countess rose to go.


‘Come, there is not much of a crowd now,’ said Vronsky.


The maid took one bag and the little dog, the major-domo and the porter took the other bags. Vronsky gave his arm to his mother, but, just as they were coming out of the carriage, several people ran past them with frightened faces. The station-master with his peculiar coloured cap also ran past them.


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


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


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


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


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


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


‘Ah, how terrible! Oh, Anna, if you had seen it! Ah, how terrible!’ he kept saying.


Vronsky remained silent. His handsome face was serious but perfectly calm.


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


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


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


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


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


They went together, Vronsky walking in front with his mother, Mrs Karenina following with her brother. At the exit the station-master overtook them, and said to Vronsky: ‘You gave my assistant 200 roubles. Please be so kind as to say whom you intended it for.’


‘For the widow,’ said Vronsky, shrugging his shoulders. ‘I don’t understand what need there is to ask.’


‘You have given it!’ exclaimed Oblonsky behind Vronsky, and pressing his sister’s arm he added, ‘Very kind, very kind! Isn’t he a fine fellow? My respects to you, Countess,’ and he remained behind with his sister, seeking her maid.


When they came out, the Vronskys’ carriage had already started. The people coming from the station were still talking about the accident.


‘What a terrible death!’ said some gentleman as he passed them; ‘cut in half, I hear.’


‘On the contrary, I think it is a very easy death, instantaneous,’ said another.


‘How is it that precautions are not taken?’ said a third.


Mrs Karenina got into her brother’s carriage, and Oblonsky noticed with surprise that her lips were trembling and that it was with difficulty she kept back her tears.


‘What is the matter with you, Anna?’ he asked when they had gone a few hundred yards.


‘It is a bad omen,’ she replied.


‘What nonsense!’ said Oblonsky. ‘You’re here, and that is the chief thing. You can’t think how my hopes rest on you.’


‘And have you known Vronsky long?’ she asked.


‘Yes. Do you know we hope he will marry Kitty?’


‘Yes?’ said Anna softly. ‘But let us talk about your affairs,’ she added, shaking her head as if she wished physically to drive away something superfluous that hampered her. ‘Let us talk of your affairs. I’ve received your letter and have come.’


‘Yes, all my hopes are fixed on you,’ said her brother.


‘Well, tell me all about it.’


And Oblonsky began his story.


On reaching his house, he helped his sister out of the carriage, pressed her hand, and drove off to his office.



 


CHAPTER 19


When Anna arrived Dolly was sitting in her little drawing-room giving a fair-haired, plump little boy (who already resembled his father) a French reading-lesson. The boy, as he read, kept twisting and trying to pull off a loose button that hung from his jacket. His mother moved his plump little hand away several times, but it always returned to the button. At last she pulled the button off and put it into her pocket.


‘Keep your hands quiet, Grisha,’ she said, and again took up the rug she was knitting, a piece of work begun long ago, to which she always returned in times of trouble, and which she was now knitting, nervously throwing the stitches over with her fingers and counting them. Though she had sent word to her husband the day before that she did not care whether his sister came or not, she had prepared everything for her visit and awaited her with agitation.


Dolly was overpowered by her sorrow and was quite absorbed by it. Nevertheless, she remembered that her sister-in-law, Anna, was the wife of one of the most important men in Petersburg, and a grande dame. Thanks to that circumstance she did not carry out her threat to her husband, and did not forget that her sister-in-law was coming.


‘After all, it is not in the least Anna’s fault,’ thought she. ‘I know nothing but good about her, and she has never shown me anything but kindness and friendship.’


It was true that, as far as she could remember her visit to the Karenins in Petersburg, she had not liked their house: there seemed to be something false in the tone of their family life. ‘But why should I not receive her? If only she does not try to console me!’ thought Dolly. ‘All these consolations and exhortations and Christian forgivenesses, I have considered them a thousand times, and they are all no good.’


All these last days Dolly had been alone with her children. She did not wish to talk about her sorrow, yet with that on her mind she could not talk about indifferent matters. She knew that, one way or other, she would tell Anna everything, and now it pleased her to think how she would say it, and then she felt vexed to have to speak of her humiliation to her – his sister – and to hear from her set phrases of exhortation and consolation.


As it often happens, though she kept looking at the clock, waiting for Anna, she let the moment when her visitor arrived go by without even hearing the bell.


And when she heard soft steps and the rustle of petticoats already in the doorway, she looked round with an expression not of pleasure but of surprise on her careworn face. She rose and embraced her sister-in-law.


‘So you’re here already?’ she said, kissing her.


‘Dolly, I am so pleased to see you!’


‘And I am pleased too,’ said Dolly with a feeble smile trying to guess from Anna’s expression how much she knew. ‘She must know,’ she thought, noticing the look of sympathy on Anna’s face.


‘Come, let me take you to your room,’ she went on, trying to put off as long as possible the moment for explanation.


‘This is Grisha? Dear me, how he has grown!’ said Anna, and having kissed him, she stood with her eyes fixed on Dolly and blushed. ‘No, please do not let us go anywhere.’


She took off her shawl and her hat and, having caught it in her black and very curly hair, shook her head to disengage it.


‘And you are radiant with joy and health!’ said Dolly almost enviously.


‘I? . . . yes,’ said Anna. ‘Why, dear me, here is Tanya! You’re just the same age as my little Serezha,’ she added, turning to the little girl who had run into the room, and, taking her in her arms, Anna kissed her. ‘Sweet girlie! darling! Let me see them all.’


She not only mentioned them all by name, but remembered the years and even the months of their births, their characters, and what illnesses they had had; and Dolly could not help appreciating this.


‘Shall we go and see them?’ she said. ‘It is a pity Vasya is asleep.’


Having looked at the children they returned to the drawing-room and, being now alone, sat down to coffee at the table. Anna took hold of the tray, but then pushed it aside.


‘Dolly’ she said ‘he has told me!’


Dolly looked coldly at Anna. She expected now to hear words of insincere sympathy: but Anna said nothing of the kind.


‘Dolly dear!’ she began, ‘I do not wish to take his part or console you; that would be impossible, but, dearest, I am simply sorry for you, sorry from the bottom of my heart!’


Her bright eyes under their thick lashes suddenly filled with tears. She moved closer to her sister-in-law and with her energetic little hand took hold of Dolly’s. The latter did not draw back from her but her face retained its rigid expression. She said: ‘It is impossible to console me. Everything is lost after what has happened, everything destroyed!’


As soon as she had said it her face softened. Anna lifted Dolly’s dry thin hand, kissed it, and said: ‘But what is to be done, Dolly, what is to be done? What is the best way of acting in this dreadful position? That is what one has to consider.’


‘Everything is at an end, and that’s all,’ said Dolly. ‘And the worst of it is, you understand, that I can’t leave him: there are the children, and I am bound. Yet I can’t live with him; it is torture for me to see him.’


‘Dolly, my darling, he has spoken to me, but I want to hear it from you. Tell me everything.’


Dolly looked at her enquiringly.


Sincere sympathy and affection were visible in Anna’s face.


‘If you like,’ said Dolly suddenly, ‘but I’ll begin from the beginning. You know how I was married. With the education Mama gave me, I was not merely naive, but silly! I knew nothing. I know they say husbands tell their wives how they have lived, but Steve . . . ’ She corrected herself. ‘But Stephen Arkadyevich never told me anything. You will hardly believe it, but up to now I thought I was the only woman he had ever known. In this way I lived for nine years. Only think, that I not only did not suspect him of unfaithfulness, but thought it impossible. I then . . . just imagine, with such ideas suddenly to find out all the horrors, all the abomination . . . Try to understand me. To be fully convinced of one’s happiness and suddenly . . . ’ continued Dolly, suppressing her sobs, ‘to read a letter, his letter to his mistress, my children’s governess. No, it is too horrible!’ She hurriedly drew out her handkerchief and hid her face in it.


‘I could perhaps understand a momentary slip,’ she went on after a pause, ‘but deliberately, cunningly to deceive me . . . and with whom? To go on living with me as my husband, and with her at the same time . . . it’s awful; you cannot realise . . . ’


‘Oh yes, I do, I do understand, Dolly dear, I do understand,’ said Anna, pressing her hand.


‘And do you think he realises the horror of my situation?’ continued Dolly. ‘Not at all! He is happy and contented.’


‘Oh no,’ Anna quickly interrupted. ‘He is pitiable, he is overwhelmed with remorse . . . ’


‘Is he capable of remorse?’ interrupted Dolly, looking searchingly into her sister-in-law’s face.


‘Oh yes, I know him. I could not look at him without pity. We both know him. He is kind-hearted, but he is proud too, and now he is so humiliated. What moved me most is . . . (and here Anna guessed what would touch Dolly most) that two things tormented him. He is ashamed of the children, and that, loving you . . . yes, yes, loving you more than anything else in the world,’ she hurriedly went on, not listening to Dolly who was about to reply, ‘he has hurt you, hit you so hard. He kept saying, ‘ “No, no, she will not forgive me!” ’


Dolly, gazing beyond her sister-in-law, listened thoughtfully.


‘Yes, I understand that his position is dreadful; it is worse for the guilty than for the innocent one,’ she said, ‘if he feels that the misfortune all comes from his fault. But how can I forgive him, how can I be a wife to him after her? . . . Life with him now will be a torture for me, just because I love my old love for him . . . ’ Sobs cut short her words.


But as if intentionally every time she softened, she again began to speak of the thing that irritated her.


‘You know she is young, she is pretty,’ she said. ‘You see, Anna, my youth and my good looks have been sacrificed, and to whom? For him and his children. I have served his purpose and lost all I had in the service, and of course a fresh, good-for-nothing creature now pleases him better. They probably talked about me, or, worse still, avoided the subject . . . You understand?’


And hatred again burned in her eyes.


‘And after that he will tell me . . . Am I to believe him? Never . . . No, it’s all ended, all that served as a consolation, as a reward for my labours, my sufferings . . . Will you believe me, I have just been teaching Grisha: it used to be a pleasure, and now it is a torment. What is the good of my taking pains, of working so hard? What use are the children? It is terrible, my soul has so revolted that instead of love and tenderness for him I have nothing but anger left, yes, anger. I could kill him . . . ’


‘Dolly dearest! I understand, but don’t torture yourself. You are so deeply hurt, so upset, that you see many things in the wrong light.’


Dolly was silent, and for a moment or two neither spoke.


‘What am I to do? Think it over, Anna, help me! I have turned over in my mind everything I could think of, and can find nothing.’


Anna could not think of anything, but her heart responded to every word and every look of Dolly’s.


‘All I can say is,’ began Anna, ‘I am his sister and I know his character, his capacity for forgetting everything,’ she made a gesture with her hand in front of her forehead, ‘that capacity for letting himself be completely carried away, but on the other hand for completely repenting. He can hardly believe now – can hardly understand – how he could do it.’


‘No, he understands and understood,’ Dolly interrupted. ‘And I . . . you forget me . . . Does it make it easier for me?’


‘Wait a bit. When he was speaking to me, I confess I did not quite realise the misery of your position. I saw only his side, and that the family was upset, and I was sorry for him, but now having spoken with you I as a woman see something else. I see your suffering and I cannot tell you how sorry I am for you. But, Dolly dearest, I fully understand your sufferings – yet there is one thing I do not know. I do not know . . . I do not know how much love there still is in your soul – you alone know that. Is there enough for forgiveness? If there is – then forgive him.’


‘No,’ Dolly began, but Anna stopped her and again kissed her hand.


‘I know the world better than you do,’ she said. ‘I know men like Steve and how they see these things. You think he spoke to her about you. That never happens. These men may be unfaithful, but their homes, their wives, are their holy places. They manage in some way to hold these women in contempt and don’t let them interfere with the family. They seem to draw some kind of line between the family and those others. I do not understand it, but it is so.’


‘Yes, but he kissed her . . . ’


‘Dolly, wait a bit. I have seen Steve when he was in love with you. I remember his coming to me and weeping (what poetry and high ideals you were bound up with in his mind! ), and I know that the longer he lived with you the higher you rose in his esteem. You know we used to laugh at him because his every third word was, “Dolly is a wonderful woman.” You have been and still are his divinity, and this infatuation never reached his soul . . . ’


‘But suppose the infatuation is repeated?’


‘It cannot be, as I understand . . . ’


‘And you, would you forgive?’


‘I do not know, I cannot judge . . . Yes, I can,’ said Anna, after a minute’s consideration. Her mind had taken in and weighed the situation, and she added, ‘Yes, I can, I can. Yes, I should forgive. I should not remain the same woman – no, but I should forgive, and forgive it as utterly as if it had never happened at all.’


‘Well, of course . . . ’ Dolly put in quickly as if saying what she had often herself thought, ‘or else it would not be forgiveness. If one is to forgive, it must be entire forgiveness. Well now, I will show you your room.’ She rose, and on the way embraced Anna. ‘My dear, how glad I am you came! I feel better now, much better.’



 


CHAPTER 20


The whole of that day Anna remained at home, that is at the Oblonskys’ house, and did not receive anybody, although several of her acquaintances who had heard of her arrival came to see her. She spent the earlier part of the day with Dolly and the children, and sent a note to her brother to be sure and come home to dinner. ‘Come,’ she wrote. ‘God is merciful.’


Oblonsky dined at home, the conversation was general, and his wife addressed him familiarly in the second person singular, which she had not done all these days. There was still the same estrangement in their manner to each other, but no longer any question of separating, and Oblonsky saw that explanation and reconciliation were possible.


Immediately after dinner Kitty came. She knew Anna, but only slightly, and came to her sister’s not without fear of how she might be received by this Petersburg Society woman whom everybody admired so much. But she noticed at once that Anna liked her. It was evident that her beauty and youth gave Anna pleasure and before Kitty had time to regain her self-possession she felt not only that she was under Anna’s influence but that she was in love with her, as young girls often are with married women older than themselves. Anna was not like a Society woman or the mother of an eight-year-old son. The flexibility of her figure, her freshness, and the natural animation of her face appearing now in her smile, now in her eyes, would have made her look more like a girl of twenty had it not been for a serious and sometimes even sad expression in her eyes which struck Kitty and attracted her. Kitty felt that Anna was perfectly unaffected and was not trying to conceal anything, but that she lived in another, higher world full of complex poetic interests beyond Kitty’s reach.


After dinner, when Dolly had gone to her own room, Anna got up quickly and went to her brother who was just lighting a cigar.


‘Steve,’ she said to him with a merry twinkle in her eye and making the sign of the cross over him as she indicated the door with a look. ‘Go, and may God help you.’ He understood, threw down his cigar, and disappeared through the door.


When Oblonsky had gone, she returned to the sofa where she had been sitting surrounded by the children. Whether because they saw that ‘Mama’ was fond of this aunt, or because they themselves felt her peculiar charm, first the two elder children and then the younger ones, as is often the way with children, had even before dinner begun clinging to her, and now would not leave her side. And they started something like a game which consisted in trying to get as close to her as possible, to touch her, hold her little hand, kiss her, play with her ring, or at least touch the frills of her dress.


‘Now how were we sitting before?’ said Anna, resuming her seat.


And Grisha again pushed his head under her arm and leaning against her dress beamed with pride and joy.


‘And when is the ball to be?’ said Anna, turning to Kitty.


‘Next week, and it will be a delightful ball. One of those balls which are always jolly.’


‘Are there any that are always jolly?’ asked Anna with tender irony.


‘It is strange, but there are! It’s always jolly at the Bobrishchevs’ and also at the Nikitins’, while it’s always dull at the Mezhkovs’. Haven’t you noticed it?’


‘No, my dear, there are no more jolly balls for me,’ said Anna, and Kitty saw in her eyes that peculiar world which was not yet revealed to her. ‘There are some that are not as difficult and dull as the rest.’


‘How can you be dull at a ball?’


‘Why cannot I be dull at a ball?’ asked Anna.


Kitty saw that Anna knew the answer that would follow.


‘Because you must always be the belle of the ball.’


Anna had a capacity for blushing. She blushed and answered, ‘In the first place, I never am: but even if I were, what use would it be to me?’


‘Will you go to that ball?’ asked Kitty.


‘I suppose I shall have to. Here, take this,’ she said, turning to Tanya who was drawing off a ring which fitted loosely on her aunt’s small tapering finger.


‘I shall be very glad if you go. I should so like to see you at a ball.’


‘Well, then, if I have to go, I shall console myself with the reflection that it will give you pleasure . . . Grisha, please don’t pull so hard, it is all in a tangle already,’ she said, arranging a loose lock of hair with which Grisha was playing.


‘I imagine you at that ball in lilac!’


‘Why must it be lilac?’ asked Anna half laughing. ‘Now, children, run away, run away. Don’t you hear? There’s Miss Hull calling you to tea,’ she went on, disengaging herself from the children and dispatching them to the dining-room. ‘But I know why you are asking me to go to that ball. You’re expecting much from it, and would like everybody to be there and have a share in it.’


‘How do you know? Well, yes!’


‘Oh yes, it is good to be your age,’ Anna continued. ‘I remember and know that blue mist, like the mist on the Swiss mountains . . . that mist which envelops everything at that blissful time when childhood is just, just coming to an end, and its immense, blissful circle turns into an ever-narrowing path, and you enter the defile gladly yet with dread, though it seems bright and beautiful . . . Who has not passed through it?’


Kitty smiled and remained silent. ‘How did she pass through it? How I should like to know her story!’ thought she, recollecting the unpoetic appearance of Anna’s husband Alexis Karenin.


‘I know something – Steve told me and I congratulate you. I like him very much,’ Anna continued. ‘I met Vronsky at the railway station.’


‘Oh, was he there?’ asked Kitty, blushing. ‘What did Steve tell you?’


‘Steve let it all out to me, and I shall be very pleased . . . I travelled yesterday with Vronsky’s mother,’ she continued, ‘and she talked about him all the time. He is her favourite son. I know how partial mothers are, but . . . ’


‘What did his mother tell you?’


‘Oh very much! and I know he is her favourite, but anyone can see he is full of chivalry . . . For instance she told me that he wished to give all his property to his brother, that already as a boy he had done something extraordinary, saved a woman from drowning. In a word, he is a hero,’ said Anna, smiling and remembering the 200 roubles he had given away at the station.


But she did not mention the 200 roubles. For some reason she did not like to think about them. She felt that there had been something in it relating personally to her that should not have been.


‘She particularly wished me to go and see her,’ continued Anna. ‘I shall be glad to see the old lady again, and will go tomorrow. Well, thank heaven Steve is stopping a long time with Dolly,’ she added changing the subject, and she rose, dissatisfied with something, Kitty thought.


‘I was first!’ ‘No, I!’ cried the children, who having finished their tea rushed back to Aunt Anna.


‘All together!’ said Anna laughing and running to meet them, and putting her arms round them she tumbled the whole heap of children – struggling and shrieking joyfully – on to the floor.



 


CHAPTER 21


Dolly came out of her room for the grown up people’s tea. Oblonsky did not appear. He had probably left his wife’s room by the other door.


‘I’m afraid you will be cold upstairs,’ remarked Dolly to Anna. ‘I want to move you down, and then we shall be nearer to one another.’


‘Oh, please don’t trouble about me,’ said Anna, scrutinising Dolly’s face and trying to discover whether a reconciliation had taken place.


‘It will be too light for you downstairs,’ said her sister-in-law.


‘I assure you that I sleep always and anywhere like a dormouse.’


‘What are you talking about?’ Oblonsky asked his wife as he entered the room from his study.


From his tone both Kitty and Anna gathered that a reconciliation had taken place.


‘I want to move Anna downstairs, only the curtains must be changed. I shall have to do it myself, no one else can do it,’ Dolly answered addressing him.


‘Goodness knows if they have quite made it up,’ thought Anna on hearing her tone, which was cold and calm.


‘Come now, Dolly! always making difficulties,’ said her husband. ‘If you like I will do it all.’


‘Yes, they must have come together again,’ thought Anna.


‘I know how you’ll do it all,’ answered Dolly. ‘You will tell Matthew to do something that cannot be done and will go away yourself, and he will muddle everything,’ and as she spoke her usual ironical smile wrinkled the corners of Dolly’s mouth.


‘Yes, a full, a full reconciliation, quite complete. Thank God!’ thought Anna, and pleased to have been the means of bringing it about, she went up to Dolly and kissed her.


‘Not at all. Why do you so despise Matthew and me?’ said Oblonsky, turning to his wife with a slight smile.


All that evening Dolly maintained her usual slightly bantering manner toward her husband, and Oblonsky was contented and cheerful, but not to the extent of seeming to forget his guilt after having obtained forgiveness.


At half-past nine an unusually pleasant and happy family conversation round the Oblonskys’ tea-table was disturbed by an apparently very ordinary occurrence which yet struck them all as strange. While they were talking about their mutual Petersburg acquaintances Anna rose suddenly.


‘I have her photo in my album,’ said she, ‘and I’ll show you my Serezha’s too,’ she added with a mother’s proud smile.


For toward ten o’clock – the time when she generally said good-night to her son and often put him to bed herself before going to a ball – she felt sad at being so far from him, and, whatever they talked about, her thoughts kept returning to her curly-headed Serezha. She longed to look at his portrait and to talk about him. Seizing the first opportunity she rose and, stepping firmly and lightly, went out to fetch her album. The flight of stairs to her room went up from a landing of the well-heated front staircase. As she was coming out of the drawing-room there was a ring at the door.


‘Who can it be?’ asked Dolly.


‘It is too early to fetch me, and late for anyone else,’ said Kitty.


‘Papers from the office for me, I expect,’ said Oblonsky.


A footman ran up to announce the new arrival, who stood at the foot of the stairs under a lamp. Anna looked down from the landing where she stood and at once recognised Vronsky, and a strange feeling of pleasure mixed with fear suddenly stirred in her heart.


He stood in his overcoat, feeling for something in his pockets. When Anna was halfway up the top flight, he lifted his eyes and saw her, and a look of something like embarrassment and fear came into his face. She bowed slightly and went on. She heard Oblonsky’s loud voice downstairs asking him to come in, and Vronsky’s low, soft voice refusing.


When Anna returned with her album he had already gone, and Oblonsky was saying that Vronsky had called to enquire about a dinner they were giving next day to a celebrity who was visiting Moscow, but that he could not be induced to come in. ‘He seemed so queer,’ added Oblonsky.


Kitty blushed. She thought that she alone understood why he had come to the house and why he would not come in. ‘He has been to our house,’ she thought, ‘and not finding me in he guessed that I was here. And he would not come in because Anna is here, and he thought it too late.’


They all glanced at one another and said nothing but began examining Anna’s album.


There was nothing extraordinary or strange in the fact that a man had called at half-past nine at a friend’s house to ask about a dinner they were planning and that he would not come in; but it seemed strange to all of them. To Anna in particular it seemed strange and not right.



 


CHAPTER 22


The ball had only just begun when Kitty and her mother ascended the broad staircase which was deluged with light, decorated with flowering plants, and occupied by powdered footmen in red liveries. From the ballroom as from a beehive came the regular sound of movement, and while they were arranging their hair and dresses before a mirror on the landing between the plants they heard the accurate measured sounds of the orchestra violins just beginning the first waltz. A little old man, who had smoothed the grey hair on his temples before the mirror and who smelt strongly of scent, happened to jostle them on the stairs, and stepped aside in evident admiration of Kitty, whom he did not know. A beardless youth, one of those whom the old Prince Shcherbatsky called puppies, with a very low-cut waistcoat, straightening his white tie as he went along, bowed to them and ran past but returned to ask Kitty for a quadrille. She had given the first quadrille to Vronsky and had to give the second to this youth. An officer, buttoning his glove, stood aside at the doorway to make room for them, and smoothing his moustache looked with evident pleasure at the rosy Kitty.


Although Kitty’s gown and coiffure and all her other adornments had given her much trouble and thought, she now entered the ballroom in her complicated dress of white net over a pink slip, as easily and simply as if these bows and laces and all the details of her toilet had not cost her or her people a moment’s attention, as if she had been born in this net and lace and with that high coiffure and the rose and its two leaves on the top.


When, just before entering the ballroom, her mother wished to put straight a twisted end of her sash, Kitty drew slightly back: she felt that everything on her must be naturally right and graceful and that there was no need to adjust anything.


It was one of Kitty’s happy days. Her dress did not feel tight anywhere, the lace around her bodice did not slip, the bows did not crumple or come off, the pink shoes with their high curved heels did not pinch but seemed to make her feet lighter. The thick rolls of fair hair kept up as if they had grown naturally so on the little head. All three buttons on each of her long gloves, which fitted without changing the shape of her hand, fastened without coming off. The black velvet ribbon of her locket clasped her neck with unusual softness. That ribbon was charming, and when Kitty had looked at her neck in the glass at home, she felt that that ribbon was eloquent. There might be some possible doubt about anything else, but that ribbon was charming. Kitty smiled, here at the ball, when she caught sight of it again in the mirror. Her bare shoulders and arms gave her a sensation as of cold marble, a feeling she liked very much. Her eyes shone and she could not keep her rosy lips from smiling at the consciousness of her attractive appearance. Before she had reached the light-coloured crowd of women in tulle, ribbons, and lace, who were waiting for partners (Kitty never long formed one of the crowd), she was already asked for the waltz and asked by the best dancer, the leader of the dancing hierarchy, the famous dirigeur and Master of the Ceremonies, a handsome, stately married man, George Korsunsky. He had just left the Countess Bonin, with whom he had danced the first round of the waltz, and looking round his domain – that is to say, a few couples who had begun to dance – he noticed Kitty just coming in. He approached her at that peculiar free and easy amble natural only to Masters of Ceremonies, bowed, and, without even asking her consent, put his arm round her slim waist. She looked about for someone to hold her fan and the mistress of the house took it from her with a smile.


‘How fine that you have come in good time,’ he said with his arm round her waist. ‘It’s wrong of people to come so late.’


Bending her left arm she put her hand on his shoulder, and her little feet in their pink shoes began moving quickly, lightly, and rhythmically in time with the music, over the smooth parquet floor.


‘It is a rest to waltz with you,’ he said as he took the first slow steps of the dance. ‘What lightness and precision! it’s delightful!’ he remarked, saying to her what he said to almost all the dancing partners whom he really liked.


She smiled at his praise, and over his shoulder continued to survey the ballroom. She was not a girl just come out, for whom all faces at a ball blend into one fairylike vision; nor was she a girl who had been dragged from ball to ball till all the faces were familiar to dullness. She was between those two extremes, and though elated was able to control herself sufficiently to be observant. She saw that the elite of the company were grouped in the left-hand corner of the room. There was the beauty Lida, Korsunsky’s wife, in an impossibly low dress, and the hostess, and there shone the bald head of Krivin who was always where the elite were; youths who had not the courage to approach gazed in that direction, and there Kitty’s eyes found Stephen, and then the lovely head and beautiful figure of Anna, in a black velvet dress. And he was there. Kitty had not seen him since the day she had refused Levin. With her far-sighted eyes she recognised him at once and even noticed that he was looking at her.


‘Shall we have another turn? You are not tired?’ asked Korsunsky who was a little out of breath.


‘No more turns, thank you.’


‘Where may I take you?’


‘I believe Anna Arkadyevna Karenina is here, take me to her.’


‘Wherever you please.’


And Korsunsky waltzed toward the left of the room, gradually diminishing his step and repeating ‘Pardon, mesdames, pardon, pardon, mesdames,’ as he steered through that sea of lace, tulle and ribbons without touching as much as a feather, and then turned his partner so suddenly that her delicate ankles in the open-work stockings appeared as her train spread out like a fan and covered Krivin’s knees. Korsunsky bowed, straightened his broad shirt front, and offered Kitty his arm to conduct her to Anna. Kitty flushed and, a little giddy, took her train off Krivin’s knees and looked round for Anna.


Anna was not in lilac, the colour Kitty was so sure she ought to have worn, but in a low-necked black velvet dress which exposed her full shoulder and bosom that seemed carved out of old ivory, and her rounded arms with the very small hands. Her dress was richly trimmed with Venetian lace. In her black hair, all her own, she wore a little garland of pansies, and in her girdle, among the lace, a bunch of the same flowers. Her coiffure was very unobtrusive. The only noticeable things about it were the wilful ringlets that always escaped at her temples and on the nape of her neck and added to her beauty. Round her finely chiselled neck she wore a string of pearls.


Kitty had been seeing Anna every day and was in love with her and had always imagined her in lilac, but seeing her in black she felt that she had never before realised her full charm. She now saw her in a new and quite unexpected light. She now realised that Anna could not have worn lilac, and that her charm lay precisely in the fact that her personality always stood out from her dress, that her dress was never conspicuous on her. And her black velvet with rich lace was not at all conspicuous, but served only as a frame; she alone was noticeable – simple, natural, elegant and at the same time merry and animated. She was standing among that group, very erect as usual, and was talking to the master of the house with her head slightly turned toward him, when Kitty approached.


‘No, I am not going to throw the first stone,’ she was saying in reply to some question, adding, with a shrug of her shoulders, ‘although I cannot understand it’; and at once she turned to Kitty with a tender protecting smile. She surveyed Kitty’s dress with a rapid feminine glance and with a movement of her head, scarcely perceptible but understood by Kitty, she signified her approval of Kitty’s dress and beauty.


‘You even come into the room dancing,’ she said.


‘She is one of my most faithful helpers,’ said Korsunsky, turning to Anna whom he had not yet seen. ‘The Princess helps to make a ball gay and beautiful. Anna Arkadyevna, shall we have a turn?’ he added, stooping toward her.


‘Oh, you know one another?’ asked the host.


‘Whom do we not know? My wife and I are like white wolves, everyone knows us,’ answered Korsunsky. ‘Anna Arkadyevna, just one turn?’


‘I don’t dance if it is possible not to,’ she said.


‘But tonight it is not possible,’ he rejoined.


At that moment Vronsky approached.


‘Well, if it is impossible not to dance tonight, let us dance,’ she said taking no notice of Vronsky’s bow and quickly putting her hand on Korsunsky’s shoulder.


‘Why is she displeased with him?’ thought Kitty, noticing that Anna had intentionally taken no notice of Vronsky’s bow. He came up to Kitty, reminding her of the first quadrille and regretting that he had not seen her for such a long time. Kitty, while gazing with admiration at Anna waltzing, listened to him, expecting him to ask her to waltz, but he did not do so and she glanced at him with surprise. He blushed and hurriedly asked her to dance, but scarcely had he put his arm round her slim waist and taken one step when the music stopped. Kitty looked into his face which was so near her own, and long after – for years after – that look so full of love which she then gave him, and which met with no response from him, cut her to the heart with tormenting shame.


‘Pardon, pardon, a waltz – a waltz,’ shouted Korsunsky from the other end of the room, and seizing the first girl within reach he himself began dancing.



 


CHAPTER 23


Vronsky and Kitty waltzed several times round the room and then Kitty went to her mother, but hardly had she exchanged a few words with the Countess Nordston before Vronsky returned to fetch her for the first quadrille. Nothing special was said during the quadrille: they talked in snatches about the Korsunskys, husband and wife, whom Vronsky very amusingly described as dear forty-year-old children, and about a proposed Stage Society, and only once did the conversation touch her to the quick – when he asked her about Levin, whether he was still in Moscow, and added that he had liked him very much. But Kitty had not expected more from the quadrille, she waited with a clutch at her heart for the mazurka. It seemed to her that the mazurka would settle everything. That he did not ask her for the mazurka while they were dancing the quadrille did not disturb her. She was sure that she would dance the mazurka with him as at previous balls, and she refused five other partners for that dance, saying that she was already engaged. The whole ball up to the last quadrille was for Kitty an enchanted dream of gay flowers, sounds and movements. She only stopped dancing when she felt too tired and had to ask to be allowed a rest. But while dancing the last quadrille with one of the youthful bores whom it would not do to refuse, she happened to be vis-à-vis to Anna. She had not come across Anna since the beginning of the ball, and now she suddenly saw her again in a different and unexpected light. She noticed that Anna was elated with success, a feeling Kitty herself knew so well. She saw that Anna was intoxicated by the rapture she had produced. She knew the feeling and knew its symptoms, and recognised them in Anna – she saw the quivering light flashing in her eyes, the smile of happiness and elation that involuntarily curled her lips, and the graceful precision, the exactitude and lightness, of her movements.


‘Who is the cause?’ she asked herself. ‘All or only one?’ And without trying to help her youthful partner who was painfully struggling to carry on the conversation the thread of which he had lost, as she mechanically obeyed the merry, loud, and authoritative orders of Korsunsky, who commanded everyone to form now a grand rond, now a chaine, she watched, and her heart sank more and more.


‘No, it is not the admiration of the crowd that intoxicates her, but the rapture of one, and that one is . . . can it be he?’


Every time he spoke to Anna the joyful light kindled in her eyes and a smile of pleasure curved her rosy lips. She seemed to make efforts to restrain these signs of joy, but they appeared on her face of their own accord. ‘But what of him?’ Kitty looked at him and was filled with horror. What she saw so distinctly in the mirror of Anna’s face, she saw in him. What had become of his usually quiet and firm manner and the carelessly calm expression of his face? Every time he turned toward Anna he slightly bowed his head as if he wished to fall down before her, and in his eyes there was an expression of submission and fear. ‘I do not wish to offend,’ his every look seemed to say, ‘I only wish to save myself, but I do not know how.’ His face had an expression which she had never seen before.


They talked about their mutual friends, carrying on a most unimportant conversation, but it seemed to Kitty that every word they said was deciding their and her fate. And, strange to say, though they were talking about Ivan Ivanich, who made himself so ridiculous with his French, and how Miss Eletskaya could have made a better match, yet these words were important for them and they felt this as well as Kitty. A mist came over the ball and the whole world in Kitty’s soul. Only the thorough training she had had enabled and obliged her to do what was expected of her, that is, to dance, to answer the questions put to her, to talk, and even to smile. But before the mazurka began, when the chairs were already being placed for it, and several couples moved from the small to the large ballroom, Kitty was for a moment seized with despair. She had refused five men who had asked for the mazurka and now she had no partner for it. She had not even a hope of being asked again just because she had too much success in Society for anyone to think that she was not already engaged for the dance. She must tell her mother that she was feeling ill, and go home, but she had not the strength to do it. She felt herself quite broken-hearted.


She went to the far end of a little drawing-room and sank into an easy chair. Her light skirt stood out like a cloud round her slight body; one thin bare girlish arm dropped listlessly and sank into the pink folds of her tunic, the other hand held a fan with which she rapidly fanned her flushed face. But although she seemed like a butterfly just settled on a blade of grass and ready at any moment to flutter and spread its rainbow wings, her heart was crushed with terrible despair.


‘But perhaps I am mistaken, perhaps it was nothing of the kind?’ And she again recalled all that she had witnessed.


‘Kitty, what does this mean?’ asked the Countess Nordston, coming up inaudibly over the carpet. ‘I don’t understand it.’


Kitty’s nether lip trembled, and she rose quickly.


‘Kitty, are you not dancing the mazurka?’


‘No, no,’ said Kitty in a voice tremulous with tears.


‘He asked her for the mazurka in my presence,’ said the Countess, knowing that Kitty would understand whom she meant by ‘him’ and ‘her.’ ‘She asked, “Are you not dancing with the Princess Shcherbatsky?” ’


‘Oh! it’s all the same to me!’ replied Kitty. No one but herself understood her situation, because no one knew that she had only a few days ago refused a man whom she perhaps loved, and refused him because she trusted another.


The Countess Nordston, who was engaged to Korsunsky for the mazurka, told him to ask Kitty instead.


Kitty danced in the first pair, and luckily for her she was not obliged to talk, because Korsunsky ran about all the time giving orders in his domain. Vronsky and Anna sat almost opposite to her. And she saw them with her far-sighted eyes, she saw them close by, too, when they met in the dance, and the more she saw of them the surer she was that the blow had fallen. She saw that they felt as if they were alone in that crowded ballroom. On Vronsky’s face, usually so firm and self-possessed she noticed that expression of bewilderment and submission which had so surprised her – an expression like that of an intelligent dog when it feels guilty.


Anna smiled – and the smile passed on to him; she became thoughtful – and he became serious. Some supernatural power attracted Kitty’s eyes to Anna’s face. She looked charming in her simple black dress; her full arms with the bracelets, her firm neck with the string of pearls round it, her curly hair now disarranged, every graceful movement of her small feet and hands, her handsome, animated face – everything about her was enchanting, but there was something terrible and cruel in her charm.


Kitty admired her even more than before, and suffered more and more. She felt herself crushed and her face expressed it.


When Vronsky happened to knock against her as they danced, he did not at once recognise her, so changed was she.


‘A delightful ball,’ he remarked, in order to say something.


‘Yes,’ she replied.


In the middle of the mazurka, performing a complicated figure newly-invented by Korsunsky, Anna stepped into the middle of the room and chose two men and two ladies, one of whom was Kitty, to join her. Kitty, as she moved toward Anna, gazed at her with fear. Anna half-closed her eyes to look at Kitty, smiled and pressed her hand, but noticing that Kitty only responded to her smile by a look of surprise and despair, she turned away from her and talked cheerfully with the other lady.


‘Yes, there is something strange, satanic, and enchanting about her,’ thought Kitty.


Anna did not wish to stay to supper, but the master of the house tried to persuade her to do so.


‘Come, Anna Arkadyevna,’ began Korsunsky, drawing her bare arm under his, ‘I have such a good idea for a cotillion – Un bijou.’ And he moved slowly on, trying to draw her with him. Their host smiled approvingly.


‘No, I won’t stay,’ answered Anna, smiling, and despite her smile Korsunsky and the host understood from the firm tone of her voice that she would not stay.
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