CRI ME AND PUNI SHVENT
by Fyodor Dost oevsky

transl ated by Constance Garnett

PART ONE

Chapter One

ON AN exceptionally hot evening early in July a young nman came out
of the garret in which he lodged in S. Place and wal ked slowy, as
though in hesitation, towards K bridge.

He had successfully avoided neeting his | andl ady on the staircase.
Hi s garret was under the roof of a high, five-storied house and was
nore |like a cupboard than a room The |andl ady who provided himwith
garret, dinners, and attendance, lived on the floor bel ow, and every
time he went out he was obliged to pass her kitchen, the door of which
i nvari ably stood open. And each time he passed, the young nman had a
sick, frightened feeling, which made himscow and feel ashamed. He
was hopelessly in debt to his |andlady, and was afraid of neeting her.

This was not because he was cowardly and abject, quite the contrary;
but for sone tine past he had been in an overstrained irritable
condition, verging on hypochondria. He had becone so conpletely
absorbed in hinself, and isolated fromhis fellows that he dreaded
meeting, not only his |andlady, but any one at all. He was crushed
by poverty, but the anxieties of his position had of late ceased to
wei gh upon him He had given up attending to natters of practica
i nportance; he had lost all desire to do so. Nothing that any | andl ady
could do had a real terror for him But to be stopped on the stairs,
to be forced to listen to her trivial, irrelevant gossip, to pestering
demands for payment, threats and conplaints, and to rack his brains

for excuses, to prevaricate, to lie- no, rather than that, he would



creep down the stairs like a cat and slip out unseen

Thi s eveni ng, however, on coming out into the street, he becane
acutely aware of his fears

"I want to attenpt a thing like that and am fri ghtened by these
trifles,” he thought, with an odd snmle. "Hn.. yes, all is in a man's
hands and he lets it all slip fromcowardice, that's an axiom |t
woul d be interesting to know what it is men are nost afraid of. Taking
a new step, uttering a new word is what they fear nost.... But | am
talking too nmuch. It's because | chatter that | do nothing. O perhaps
it is that | chatter because | do nothing. |'ve learned to chatter
this last nmonth, lying for days together in ny den thinking... of Jack
the Gant-killer. Wy am| going there now? Am| capable of that? Is
that serious? It is not serious at all. It's sinply a fantasy to anuse
mysel f; a plaything! Yes, maybe it is a plaything."

The heat in the street was terrible: and the airlessness, the bustle
and the plaster, scaffolding, bricks, and dust all about him and that
speci al Petersburg stench, so famliar to all who are unable to get
out of town in sunmer- all worked painfully upon the young nan's
al ready overw ought nerves. The insufferable stench fromthe
pot - houses, which are particularly nunmerous in that part of the
town, and the drunken nmen whom he net continually, although it was a
wor ki ng day, conpleted the revolting m sery of the picture. An
expression of the profoundest disgust gleaned for a nonent in the
young nan's refined face. He was, by the way, exceptionally
handsone, above the average in height, slim well-built, with
beautiful dark eyes and dark brown hair. Soon he sank into deep
t hought, or nore accurately speaking into a conpl ete bl ankness of
m nd; he wal ked al ong not observi ng what was about hi m and not
caring to observe it. Fromtinme to tine, he would nutter sonething,
fromthe habit of talking to hinmself, to which he had just
confessed. At these nonents he woul d becone conscious that his ideas
were sonetines in a tangle and that he was very weak; for two days

he had scarcely tasted food.



He was so badly dressed that even a man accustoned to shabbi ness
woul d have been ashanmed to be seen in the street in such rags. In that
quarter of the town, however, scarcely any shortcoming in dress
woul d have created surprise. OMng to the proximty of the Hay Market,
the nunber of establishnments of bad character, the preponderance of
the trading and working cl ass popul ation crowded in these streets
and alleys in the heart of Petersburg, types so various were to be
seen in the streets that no figure, however queer, would have caused
surprise. But there was such accunul ated bitterness and contenpt in
the young man's heart, that, in spite of all the fastidi ousness of
youth, he minded his rags least of all in the street. It was a
different matter when he net with acquai ntances or with forner
fell ow students, whom indeed, he disliked neeting at any tine. And
yet when a drunken man who, for sonme unknown reason, was being taken
somewhere in a huge waggon dragged by a heavy dray horse, suddenly
shouted at himas he drove past: "Hey there, German hatter" baw ing at
the top of his voice and pointing at him the young man stopped
suddenly and clutched trenulously at his hat. It was a tall round
hat from Zi mernman's, but conpletely worn out, rusty with age, all
torn and bespattered, brim ess and bent on one side in a nost unseemnly
fashi on. Not shane, however, but quite another feeling akin to
terror had overtaken him

"I knew it," he nmuttered in confusion, "I thought so! That's the
worst of all! Wiy, a stupid thing like this, the nost trivial detai

nmi ght spoil the whole plan. Yes, ny hat is too noticeable.... It |ooks
absurd and that makes it noticeable.... Wth ny rags | ought to wear a
cap, any sort of old pancake, but not this grotesque thing. Nobody
wears such a hat, it would be noticed a mile off, it would be
renmenbered.... VWhat matters is that people would renenber it, and that
woul d give thema clue. For this business one should be as little
conspi cuous as possible.... Trifles, trifles are what matter! Wy,

it's just such trifles that always ruin everything...."

He had not far to go; he knew i ndeed how many steps it was from



the gate of his |odging house: exactly seven hundred and thirty. He
had counted them once when he had been lost in dreans. At the tinme
he had put no faith in those dreans and was only tantalising hinself
by their hideous but daring recklessness. Now, a nonth |later, he had
begun to | ook upon themdifferently, and, in spite of the nonol ogues
in which he jeered at his own inpotence and i ndecision, he had
involuntarily come to regard this "hideous" dreamas an exploit to
be attenpted, although he still did not realise this hinmself. He was
positively going now for a "rehearsal" of his project, and at every
step his excitement grew nore and nore violent.

Wth a sinking heart and a nervous trenor, he went up to a huge
house which on one side | ooked on to the canal, and on the other
into the street. This house was let out in tiny tenements and was
i nhabi ted by working people of all kinds- tailors, |ocksmths,
cooks, Germans of sorts, girls picking up a living as best they could,
petty clerks, &. There was a continual coning and goi ng through the
two gates and in the two courtyards of the house. Three or four
door - keepers were enployed on the building. The young nan was very
glad to neet none of them and at once slipped unnoticed through the
door on the right, and up the staircase. It was a back staircase, dark
and narrow, but he was fanmiliar with it already, and knew his way, and
he liked all these surroundings: in such darkness even the nost
inquisitive eyes were not to be dreaded.

"If I amso scared now, what would it be if it somehow came to
pass that | were really going to do it?" he could not hel p asking
hi nsel f as he reached the fourth storey. There his progress was barred
by sonme porters who were engaged in noving furniture out of a flat. He
knew that the flat had been occupied by a German clerk in the civi
service, and his famly. This German was novi ng out then, and so the
fourth floor on this staircase woul d be untenanted except by the old

worman. "That's a good thing anyway," he thought to hinself, as he rang
the bell of the old woman's flat. The bell gave a faint tinkle as

though it were nade of tin and not of copper. The little flats in such



houses al ways have bells that ring like that. He had forgotten the
note of that bell, and now its peculiar tinkle seemed to rem nd hi m of
sonmething and to bring it clearly before him... He started, his
nerves were terribly overstrained by now In alittle while, the

door was opened a tiny crack: the old woman eyed her visitor with

evi dent distrust through the crack, and nothing could be seen but

her little eyes, glittering in the darkness. But, seeing a nunber of
peopl e on the |anding, she grew bol der, and opened the door w de.

The young man stepped into the dark entry, which was partitioned off
fromthe tiny kitchen. The old wonman stood facing himin silence and

| ooking inquiringly at him She was a dimnutive, withered up old
worman of sixty, with sharp nalignant eyes and a sharp little nose. Her
col ourl ess, sonewhat grizzled hair was thickly smeared with oil, and
she wore no kerchief over it. Round her thin | ong neck, which | ooked
like a hen's leg, was knotted sone sort of flannel rag, and, in

spite of the heat, there hung flapping on her shoul ders, a nmangy fur
cape, yellow with age. The old woman coughed and groaned at every
instant. The young nman nust have | ooked at her with a rather

pecul i ar expression, for a gleamof nistrust canme into her eyes again.

"Raskol ni kov, a student, | cane here a nonth ago,"” the young nan
made haste to nmutter, with a half bow, renenbering that he ought to be

nmore polite.

"I remenber, ny good sir, | renenber quite well your coming here,”
the old worman said distinctly, still keeping her inquiring eyes on his
face.

"And here... | amagain on the same errand,"” Raskol ni kov

continued, a little disconcerted and surprised at the old woman's
m strust. "Perhaps she is always |ike that though, only I did not

notice it the other tinme," he thought with an uneasy feeling.

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

"Step in, nmy good sir."



The little roominto which the young nan wal ked, with yell ow paper
on the walls, geraniunms and nmuslin curtains in the wi ndows, was
brightly lighted up at that nonent by the setting sun

"So the sun will shine like this then too!" flashed as it were by
chance t hrough Raskol nikov's mnd, and with a rapid gl ance he
scanned everything in the room trying as far as possible to notice
and renenber its arrangenent. But there was nothing special in the
room The furniture, all very old and of yell ow wood, consisted of a
sofa with a huge bent wooden back, an oval table in front of the sofa,
a dressing-table with a | ooking-glass fixed on it between the w ndows,
chairs along the walls and two or three half-penny prints in yellow
franes, representing Gernman dansels with birds in their hands- that
was all. In the corner a light was burning before a small ikon
Everything was very clean; the floor and the furniture were brightly
pol i shed; everything shone.

"Li zaveta's work," thought the young man. There was not a speck of
dust to be seen in the whole flat.

"I't's in the houses of spiteful old widows that one finds such

cl eanliness," Raskol ni kov thought again, and he stole a curious glance
at the cotton curtain over the door |eading into another tiny room in
whi ch stood the old woman's bed and chest of drawers and into which he
had never | ooked before. These two roonms made up the whole flat.

"VWhat do you want?" the old wonman said severely, conming into the
room and, as before, standing in front of himso as to | ook him
straight in the face.

"I'"ve brought sonmething to pawn here,"” and he drew out of his pocket
an ol d-fashioned flat silver watch, on the back of which was
engraved a gl obe; the chain was of steel

"But the time is up for your |last pledge. The nonth was up the day
bef ore yesterday."

"I will bring you the interest for another nonth; wait a little."

"But that's for me to do as | please, ny good sir, to wait or to

sell your pledge at once."



"How much will you give me for the watch, Al yona |vanovna?"

"You come with such trifles, nmy good sir, it's scarcely worth
anything. | gave you two roubles last tine for your ring and one could
buy it quite newat a jeweler's for a rouble and a hal f."

"Gve ne four roubles for it, | shall redeemit, it was ny father's.
| shall be getting sone nobney soon."

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

"A rouble and a half!" cried the young man.

"Pl ease yoursel f"- and the ol d wonman handed hi m back the watch.

The young man took it, and was so angry that he was on the point of
goi ng away; but checked hinself at once, renenbering that there was
nowhere el se he could go, and that he had had anot her object also in
comi ng.

"Hand it over," he said roughly.

The ol d worman funbl ed in her pocket for her keys, and di sappeared
behind the curtain into the other room The young man, left standing
alone in the mddle of the room I|istened inquisitively, thinking.

He coul d hear her unl ocking the chest of drawers.

"I't nust be the top drawer," he reflected. "So she carries the
keys in a pocket on the right. Al in one bunch on a steel ring...
And there's one key there, three tinmes as big as all the others,
with deep notches; that can't be the key of the chest of drawers...
then there nust be sone other chest or strong-box... that's worth
knowi ng. Strong-boxes al ways have keys like that... but how
degrading it all is."

The ol d woman cane back.

"Here, sir: as we say ten copecks the rouble a nonth, so | nust take
fifteen copecks froma rouble and a half for the nonth in advance. But
for the two roubles | lent you before, you owe ne now twenty copecks
on the sane reckoning in advance. That nakes thirty-five copecks
altogether. So | nust give you a rouble and fifteen copecks for the

watch. Here it is.

"What! only a rouble and fifteen copecks now "



"Just so."

The young man did not dispute it and took the noney. He | ooked at
the old woman, and was in no hurry to get away, as though there was
still something he wanted to say or to do, but he did not hinself
qui te know what .

"I may be bringing you sonething else in a day or two, Alyona
I vanovna- a valuable thing- silver- a cigarette box, as soon as
get it back froma friend..." he broke off in confusion

"Vell, we will talk about it then, sir."

"Good- bye- are you always at home al one, your sister is not here
with you?" He asked her as casually as possible as he went out into
t he passage

"What business is she of yours, ny good sir?"

"Ch, nothing particular, | sinply asked. You are too quick...
Good- day, Alyona |vanovna."

Raskol ni kov went out in conplete confusion. This confusion becane
nmore and nore intense. As he went down the stairs, he even stopped
short, two or three tines, as though suddenly struck by sone
t hought. When he was in the street he cried out, "Ch, God, how
| oathsone it all is! and can |, can | possibly.... No, it's
nonsense, it's rubbish!" he added resolutely. "And how could such an
atrocious thing cone into ny head? What filthy things ny heart is
capable of. Yes, filthy above all, disgusting, |oathsone,

| oat hsone! - and for a whole nonth |I've been...." But no words, no
excl amations, could express his agitation. The feeling of intense
repul si on, which had begun to oppress and torture his heart while he
was on his way to the old wonman, had by now reached such a pitch and
had taken such a definite formthat he did not know what to do with
hinself to escape fromhis wetchedness. He wal ked al ong the
pavenent |ike a drunken nman, regardl ess of the passers-by, and
jostling against them and only came to his senses when he was in

the next street. Looking round, he noticed that he was standing

close to a tavern which was entered by steps |eading fromthe pavenent



to the basenent. At that instant two drunken nen came out at the door
and abusi ng and supporting one another, they nounted the steps.

Wt hout stopping to think, Raskol ni kov went down the steps at once.
Till that nmoment he had never been into a tavern, but now he felt

gi ddy and was tornented by a burning thirst. He |longed for a drink

of cold beer, and attributed his sudden weakness to the want of

food. He sat down at a sticky little table in a dark and dirty corner
ordered some beer, and eagerly drank off the first glassful. At once
he felt easier; and his thoughts becane cl ear

"Al'l that's nonsense," he said hopefully, "and there is nothing in
it all to worry about! It's sinply physical derangenment. Just a

gl ass of beer, a piece of dry bread- and in one nonent the brainis
stronger, the mnd is clearer and the will is firm Phew, how
utterly petty it all is!”

But in spite of this scornful reflection, he was by now | ooki ng
cheerful as though he were suddenly set free froma terrible burden
and he gazed round in a friendly way at the people in the room But
even at that noment he had a dimforeboding that this happier franme of
nmnd was al so not nornmal .

There were few people at the tinme in the tavern. Besides the two
drunken nmen he had net on the steps, a group consisting of about
five nen and a girl with a concertina had gone out at the sane tine.
Their departure |left the roomquiet and rather enpty. The persons
still in the tavern were a nman who appeared to be an artisan, drunk
but not extrenmely so, sitting before a pot of beer, and his conpanion
a huge, stout man with a grey beard, in a short full-skirted coat.

He was very drunk: and had dropped asl eep on the bench; every now

and then, he began as though in his sleep, cracking his fingers,

with his arns wi de apart and the upper part of his body boundi ng about
on the bench, while he hunmed sone neaningless refrain, trying to

recall sonme such lines as these

"Hs wife a year he fondly | oved



Hs wife a- a year he- fondly loved."

O suddenly waki ng up agai n:

"Wal ki ng al ong the crowded row

He net the one he used to know. "

But no one shared his enjoynment: his silent conpanion | ooked with
positive hostility and mistrust at all these nmanifestations. There was
another man in the room who | ooked sonmewhat like a retired
governnent clerk. He was sitting apart, now and then sipping from
his pot and | ooking round at the conpany. He, too, appeared to be in

some agitation.

Chapter Two

RASKOLNI KOV was not used to crowds, and, as we said before, he
avoi ded society of every sort, nore especially of late. But now all at
once he felt a desire to be with other people. Sonething new seened to
be taking place within him and with it he felt a sort of thirst for
company. He was so weary after a whole nmonth of concentrated
wr et chedness and gl oony excitenment that he longed to rest, if only for
a monent, in some other world, whatever it mght be; and, in spite
of the filthiness of the surroundings, he was glad now to stay in
the tavern

The master of the establishnment was in another room but he
frequently cane down sone steps into the main room his jaunty, tarred
boots with red turn-over tops coming into view each tine before the
rest of his person. He wore a full coat and a horribly greasy black
satin wai stcoat, with no cravat, and his whol e face seened sneared
with oil Iike an iron | ock. At the counter stood a boy of about

fourteen, and there was anot her boy somewhat younger who handed



what ever was wanted. On the counter lay sone sliced cucunber, sone
pi eces of dried black bread, and sone fish, chopped up snmall, al
snelling very bad. It was insufferably close, and so heavy with the
fumes of spirits that five mnutes in such an atnosphere m ght well
make a man drunk.

There are chance nmeetings with strangers that interest us fromthe
first nonent, before a word is spoken. Such was the inpression nade on
Raskol ni kov by the person sitting a little distance fromhim who
| ooked like a retired clerk. The young man often recalled this
i mpression afterwards, and even ascribed it to presentinment. He | ooked
repeatedly at the clerk, partly no doubt because the latter was
staring persistently at him obviously anxious to enter into
conversation. At the other persons in the room including the
tavern-keeper, the clerk | ooked as though he were used to their
company, and weary of it, showi ng a shade of condescendi ng cont enpt
for themas persons of station and culture inferior to his own, wth
whomit would be useless for himto converse. He was a nman over fifty,
bal d and grizzled, of mediumheight, and stoutly built. H's face,
bl oated from continual drinking, was of a yellow, even greenish
tinge, with swollen eyelids out of which keen reddi sh eyes gl eaned
like little chinks. But there was sonething very strange in hinm there
was a light in his eyes as though of intense feeling- perhaps there
were even thought and intelligence, but at the sane time there was a
gl eam of sonething |ike madness. He was wearing an old and
hopel essly ragged bl ack dress coat, with all its buttons nissing
except one, and that one he had buttoned, evidently clinging to this
| ast trace of respectability. A crunpled shirt front covered with
spots and stains, protruded fromhis canvas wai stcoat. Like a clerk
he wore no beard, nor noustache, but had been so | ong unshaven that
his chin | ooked like a stiff greyish brush. And there was sonet hi ng
respectable and like an official about his manner too. But he was
restless; he ruffled up his hair and fromtinme to tinme let his head

drop into his hands dejectedly resting his ragged el bows on the



stai ned and sticky table. At |ast he | ooked straight at Raskol ni kov,
and said |loudly and resolutely:

“"May | venture, honoured sir, to engage you in polite
conversation? Forasnmuch as, though your exterior would not comrand
respect, ny experience adnoni shes me that you are a man of education
and not accustomed to drinking. | have al ways respected educati on when
in conjunction with genuine sentinments, and | am besides a titular
counsel l or in rank. Marmel adov- such is ny nane; titular counsellor.
make bold to inquire- have you been in the service?"

"No, | am studying," answered the young man, somewhat surprised at
the grandil oquent style of the speaker and al so at being so directly
addressed. In spite of the nonentary desire he had just been feeling
for conpany of any sort, on being actually spoken to he felt
i mMmedi ately his habitual irritable and uneasy aversion for any
stranger who approached or attenpted to approach him

"A student then, or formerly a student,"” cried the clerk. "Just what

I thought! 1'ma man of experience, inmmense experience, sir," and he
tapped his forehead with his fingers in self-approval. "You've been
a student or have attended sone learned institution!... But allow

me...." He got up, staggered, took up his jug and gl ass, and sat

down beside the young nman, facing hima little sideways. He was drunk
but spoke fluently and boldly, only occasionally losing the thread

of his sentences and drawling his words. He pounced upon Raskol ni kov
as greedily as though he too had not spoken to a soul for a nonth.

"Honoured sir," he began alnost with solemity, "poverty is not a
vice, that's a true saying. Yet | know too that drunkenness is not a
virtue, and that that's even truer. But beggary, honoured sir, beggary
is avice. In poverty you may still retain your innate nobility of
soul, but in beggary- never- no one. For beggary a man is not chased
out of hunman society with a stick, he is swept out with a broom so as
to nake it as humliating as possible; and quite right, too, forasnuch

as in beggary | amready to be the first to huniliate nyself. Hence

t he pot-house! Honoured sir, a nmonth ago M. Lebezi atni kov gave ny



wife a beating, and ny wife is a very different matter fromne! Do you
understand? Allow me to ask you anot her question out of sinple

curiosity: have you ever spent a night on a hay barge, on the Neva?"

"No, | have not happened to," answered Raskol ni kov. "What do you
mean?"

"Well, I've just cone fromone and it's the fifth night I've slept
so...." He filled his glass, enptied it and paused. Bits of hay were

in fact clinging to his clothes and sticking to his hair. It seened
qui te probable that he had not undressed or washed for the last five
days. Hi s hands, particularly, were filthy. They were fat and red,
with black nails.

Hi s conversation seened to excite a general though languid interest.
The boys at the counter fell to sniggering. The innkeeper came down
fromthe upper room apparently on purpose to listen to the "funny
fellow' and sat down at a little distance, yawning lazily, but with
dignity. Evidently Marnel adov was a famliar figure here, and he had
nmost |ikely acquired his weakness for high-flown speeches fromthe
habit of frequently entering into conversation with strangers of al
sorts in the tavern. This habit devel ops into a necessity in some
drunkards, and especially in those who are | ooked after sharply and
kept in order at hone. Hence in the conpany of other drinkers they try
to justify thensel ves and even if possible obtain consideration

"Funny fellow" pronounced the innkeeper. "And why don't you work,
why aren't you at your duty, if you are in the service?"

"Way am | not at nmy duty, honoured sir," Marneladov went on
addr essing hinsel f exclusively to Raskol ni kov, as though it had been
he who put that question to him "Wy am| not at ny duty? Does not ny

heart ache to think what a useless worm| an? A nonth ago when M.

Lebezi at ni kov beat my wife with his own hands, and | lay drunk, didn't
| suffer? Excuse ne, young man, has it ever happened to you... hm..
well, to petition hopelessly for a | oan?"

"Yes, it has. But what do you nean by hopel essly?"

"Hopel essly in the fullest sense, when you know bef orehand t hat



you will get nothing by it. You know, for instance, beforehand with
positive certainty that this man, this nost reputabl e and exenplary
citizen, will on no consideration give you noney; and indeed | ask you
why shoul d he? For he knows of course that | shan't pay it back

From conpassi on? But M. Lebezi at ni kov who keeps up with nodern

i deas expl ai ned the other day that conpassion is forbi dden nowadays by

science itself, and that that's what is done now in Engl and, where

there is political econony. Wiy, | ask you, should he give it to nme?
And yet though | know beforehand that he won't, | set off to him
and..."

"Why do you go?" put in Raskol ni kov.

"Wel |, when one has no one, nowhere el se one can go! For every nan
nmust have somewhere to go. Since there are tinmes when one absolutely
must go sonewhere! Wien nmy own daughter first went out with a yellow
ticket, then | had to go... (for ny daughter has a yell ow

passport)," he added in parenthesis, |ooking with a certain uneasiness
at the young man. "No matter, sir, no matter!"” he went on hurriedly
and with apparent conposure when both the boys at the counter guffawed
and even the innkeeper snmiled- "No matter, | am not confounded by

the waggi ng of their heads; for every one knows everything about it
already, and all that is secret is nade open. And | accept it all, not
with contenpt, but with hunmility. So be it! So be it! 'Behold the
man!' Excuse me, young man, can you.... No, to put it nore strongly
and nore distinctly; not can you but dare you, |ooking upon ne, assert
that | amnot a pig?"

The young man did not answer a word.

"Well," the orator began again stolidly and with even increased
dignity, after waiting for the laughter in the roomto subside. "Well
so be it, | ama pig, but she is a lady! | have the senbl ance of a
beast, but Katerina |Ivanovna, ny spouse, is a person of education
and an officer's daughter. Ganted, granted, | ama scoundrel, but she

is a wonan of a noble heart, full of sentiments, refined by education

And yet... oh, if only she felt for ne! Honoured sir, honoured sir,



you know every man ought to have at |east one place where people
feel for him But Katerina Ivanovna, though she is magnani nous, she is
unjust.... And yet, although | realise that when she pulls ny hair she
only does it out of pity- for | repeat w thout being ashamed, she

pull's nmy hair, young man," he declared with redoubl ed dignity, hearing
the sniggering again- "but, nmy God, if she would but once.... But

no, no! It's all in vain and it's no use talking! No use talking!

For nore than once, ny wish did cone true and nore than once she has
felt for me but... such is ny fate and | am a beast by nature!"”

"Rat her!" assented the innkeeper yawni ng. Marnel adov struck his fist
resolutely on the table.

"Such is ny fate! Do you know, sir, do you know, | have sold her
very stockings for drink? Not her shoes- that would be nore or less in
the order of things, but her stockings, her stockings |I have sold
for drink! Her nohair shawl | sold for drink, a present to her |ong
ago, her own property, not mne; and we live in a cold room and she
caught cold this winter and has begun coughing and spitting bl ood too.
We have three little children and Katerina |vanovna is at work from
morning till night; she is scrubbing and cl eani ng and washi ng the
children, for she's been used to cleanliness froma child. But her
chest is weak and she has a tendency to consunption and | feel it!

Do you suppose | don't feel it? And the nore | drink the nore | fee
it. That's why | drink too. I try to find synpathy and feeling in
drink.... | drink so that | may suffer twice as nuch!" And as though
in despair he laid his head down on the table.

"Young man," he went on, raising his head again, "in your face
seemto read sone trouble of mind. Wen you cane in | read it, and
that was why | addressed you at once. For in unfolding to you the
story of ny life, I do not wish to nake nyself a |aughi ng-stock before
these idle |isteners, who indeed know all about it already, but | am

| ooking for a man of feeling and education. Know then that ny wife was

educated in a high-class school for the daughters of nobl eren, and

on | eavi ng she danced the shawl dance before the governor and ot her



personages for which she was presented with a gold nedal and a
certificate of merit. The nedal... well, the nmedal of course was sol d-
Il ong ago, hm .. but the certificate of nmerit is in her trunk still and
not | ong ago she showed it to our |andlady. And although she is nobst
continually on bad terns with the |andl ady, yet she wanted to tel

sonme one or other of her past honours and of the happy days that are
gone. | don't condemm her for it, | don't blame her, for the one thing
left her is recollection of the past, and all the rest is dust and
ashes. Yes, yes, she is a lady of spirit, proud and determ ned. She
scrubs the floors herself and has nothing but black bread to eat,

but won't allow herself to be treated with disrespect. That's why

she woul d not overl ook M. Lebezi atni kov's rudeness to her, and so
when he gave her a beating for it, she took to her bed nore fromthe
hurt to her feelings than fromthe blows. She was a w dow when

married her, with three children, one snaller than the other. She
married her first husband, an infantry officer, for love, and ran away
with himfromher father's house. She was exceedingly fond of her
husband; but he gave way to cards, got into trouble and with that he
died. He used to beat her at the end: and al though she paid him

back, of which I have authentic docunentary evidence, to this day

she speaks of himwth tears and she throws himup to ne; and I am
glad, | amglad that, though only in inagination, she should think

of herself as having once been happy.... And she was left at his death
with three children in a wild and renote district where | happened

to be at the time; and she was left in such hopel ess poverty that,

al t hough I have seen many ups and downs of all sort, |I don't fee

equal to describing it even. Her relations had all thrown her off. And
she was proud, too, excessively proud.... And then, honoured sir,

and then, |, being at the time a widower, with a daughter of

fourteen left me by ny first wife, offered her ny hand, for | could
not bear the sight of such suffering. You can judge the extremity of
her calanmities, that she, a worman of education and culture and

di stinguished famly, should have consented to be ny wife. But she



di d! Weepi ng and sobbing and winging her hands, she married ne! For
she had nowhere to turn! Do you understand, sir, do you understand

what it neans when you have absolutely nowhere to turn? No, that you
don't understand yet.... And for a whole year, | performed ny duties

conscientiously and faithfully, and did not touch this" (he tapped the

jug with his finger), "for | have feelings. But even so, | could not
pl ease her; and then | lost ny place too, and that through no fault of
m ne but through changes in the office; and then I did touch it!... It

will be a year and a half ago soon since we found ourselves at |ast
after many wanderings and nunerous calanmities in this magnificent

capital, adorned with innunerable nonunents. Here | obtained a

situation.... | obtained it and | lost it again. Do you understand?
This time it was through ny own fault | lost it: for ny weakness had
come out.... We have now part of a room at Amalia Fyodorovna

Li ppevechsel's; and what we live upon and what we pay our rent with,
could not say. There are a |lot of people living there besides
ourselves. Dirt and disorder, a perfect Bedlam.. hm.. yes... And
meanwhi | e ny daughter by ny first wife has grown up; and what ny
daughter has had to put up with fromher step-nother whilst she was
growi ng up, | won't speak of. For, though Katerina Ivanovna is full of
generous feelings, she is a spirited lady, irritable and
short-tenpered.... Yes. But it's no use going over that! Sonia, as you
may well fancy, has had no education. | did make an effort four

years ago to give her a course of geography and universal history, but
as | was not very well up in those subjects nyself and we had no
sui t abl e books, and what books we had... hm any way we have not

even those now, so all our instruction came to an end. W stopped at
Cyrus of Persia. Since she has attained years of maturity, she has
read ot her books of romantic tendency and of |late she had read with
great interest a book she got through M. Lebeziatnikov, Lewes'
Physi ol ogy- do you know it?- and even recounted extracts fromit to
us: and that's the whol e of her education. And now may | venture to

address you, honoured sir, on ny own account with a private



question. Do you suppose that a respectable poor girl can earn rmuch by
honest work? Not fifteen farthings a day can she earn, if she is
respectabl e and has no special talent and that wi thout putting her
work down for an instant! And what's nore, lvan Ivanitch Kl opstock the
civil counsellor- have you heard of hin- has not to this day paid her
for the hal f-dozen |inen shirts she nmade hi mand drove her roughly
away, stanping and reviling her, on the pretext that the shirt collars
were not made like the pattern and were put in askew. And there are
the little ones hungry.... And Katerina |Ivanovna wal king up and down
and wringing her hands, her cheeks flushed red, as they always are

in that disease: 'Here you live with us,' says she, 'you eat and drink
and are kept warm and you do nothing to help.' And nuch she gets to
eat and drink when there is not a crust for the little ones for

three days! | was lying at the time... well, what of it! I was |lying
drunk and | heard ny Sonia speaking (she is a gentle creature with a
soft little voice... fair hair and such a pale, thinlittle face). She
said: 'Katerina Ivanovna, aml really to do a thing like that?" And
Darya Frantsovna, a wonman of evil character and very well known to the
police, had two or three times tried to get at her through the

| andl ady. ' And why not?' said Katerina Ivanovna with a jeer, 'you
are sonething mghty precious to be so careful of!' But don't blane
her, don't blame her, honoured sir, don't blanme her! She was not
hersel f when she spoke, but driven to distraction by her illness and
the crying of the hungry children; and it was said nore to wound her
than anything else.... For that's Katerina |Ivanovna's character, and
when children cry, even from hunger, she falls to beating them at

once. At six o'clock | saw Sonia get up, put on her kerchief and her
cape, and go out of the room and about nine o' clock she cane back. She
wal ked straight up to Katerina |Ivanovna and she laid thirty roubles on
the table before her in silence. She did not utter a word, she did not
even | ook at her, she sinply picked up our big green drap de danes

shawl (we have a shawl, made of drap de danes), put it over her head

and face and lay down on the bed with her face to the wall; only her



little shoul ders and her body kept shuddering.... And | went on
lying there, just as before.... And then | saw, young nman, | saw
Katerina |lvanovna, in the sane silence go up to Sonia's little bed,;
she was on her knees all the evening kissing Sonia's feet, and would
not get up, and then they both fell asleep in each other's arns...
together, together... yes... and |... lay drunk."

Mar el adov st opped short, as though his voice had failed him Then
he hurriedly filled his glass, drank, and cleared his throat.

"Since then, sir," he went on after a brief pause- "Since then

owi ng to an unfortunate occurrence and through information given by
evil-intentioned persons- in all which Darya Frantsovna took a | eading
part on the pretext that she had been treated with want of respect-
since then ny daughter Sofya Semyonovna has been forced to take a
yellow ticket, and owing to that she is unable to go on living with
us. For our |andlady, Analia Fyodorovna would not hear of it (though
she had backed up Darya Frantsovna before) and M. Lebezi atni kov
too... hm... Al the trouble between himand Katerina |vanovna was on
Sonia's account. At first he was for nmaking up to Sonia hinself and
then all of a sudden he stood on his dignity: 'how,' said he, 'can a
hi ghly educated man like ne live in the same roons with a girl like
that?' And Katerina |vanovna would not let it pass, she stood up for
her... and so that's how it happened. And Sonia comes to us now,
nmostly after dark; she conforts Katerina |Ivanovna and gi ves her al

she can.... She has a room at the Kapernaunovs, the tailors, she

| odges with them Kapernaumov is a lame man with a cleft palate and

all of his numerous fam ly have cleft palates too. And his wife,

too, has a cleft palate. They all live in one room but Sonia has
her own, partitioned off.... Hm.. yes... very poor people and al
with cleft palates... yes. Then | got up in the norning, and put on ny
rags, lifted up nmy hands to heaven and set off to his excellency

I van Afanasyevitch. Hi s excellency |Ivan Afanasyevitch, do you know
hi n? No? Well, then, it's a man of God you don't know. He is wax...

wax before the face of the Lord; even as wax nelteth!... H's eyes were



di m when he heard ny story. 'Marnel adov, once already you have
deceived ny expectations... 1'll take you once nore on ny own
responsibility'- that's what he said, 'renenber,' he said, 'and now
you can go.' | kissed the dust at his feet- in thought only, for in
reality he would not have allowed nme to do it, being a statesman and a
man of nodern political and enlightened ideas. | returned honme, and
when | announced that |1'd been taken back into the service and
shoul d receive a salary, heavens, what a to-do there was...!"
Mar mel adov stopped again in violent excitenent. At that nonment a
whol e party of revellers already drunk cane in fromthe street, and
the sounds of a hired concertina and the cracked piping voice of a
child of seven singing "The Hanlet" were heard in the entry. The
roomwas filled with noise. The tavern-keeper and the boys were busy
with the new coners. Marnel adov paying no attention to the new
arrivals continued his story. He appeared by now to be extrenely weak,
but as he becane nore and nore drunk, he became nore and nore
tal kative. The recollection of his recent success in getting the
situation seened to revive him and was positively reflected in a sort
of radiance on his face. Raskol nikov listened attentively.
"That was five weeks ago, sir. Yes.... As soon as Katerina
I vanovna and Sonia heard of it, nmercy on us, it was as though
stepped into the ki ngdom of Heaven. It used to be: you can lie like
a beast, nothing but abuse. Now they were wal king on tiptoe, hushing
the children. 'Semyon Zaharovitch is tired with his work at the
office, he is resting, shh!' They nade nme coffee before | went to work
and boiled creamfor ne! They began to get real creamfor ne, do you
hear that? And how they nmanaged to get together the noney for a decent
outfit- eleven roubles, fifty copecks, | can't guess. Boots, cotton
shirt-fronts- nost magnificent, a uniform they got up all in splendid
style, for eleven roubles and a half. The first norning | canme back
fromthe office | found Katerina |vanovna had cooked two courses for
di nner- soup and salt neat wi th horse radi sh- which we had never

dreaned of till then. She had not any dresses... none at all, but



she got herself up as though she were going on a visit; and not that
she'd anything to do it with, she smartened herself up with nothing at
all, she'd done her hair nicely, put on a clean collar of sone sort,
cuffs, and there she was, quite a different person, she was younger
and better |ooking. Sonia, ny little darling, had only hel ped with
money 'for the tine,' she said, 'it won't do for nme to cone and see
you too often. After dark maybe when no one can see.' Do you hear
do you hear? | lay down for a nap after dinner and what do you
thi nk: though Katerina |vanovna had quarrelled to the |last degree with
our | andl ady Amalia Fyodorovna only a week before, she could not
resist then asking her in to coffee. For two hours they were
sitting, whispering together. 'Senyon Zaharovitch is in the service
again, now, and receiving a salary,' says she, 'and he went hinmself to
hi s excellency and his excellency hinself canme out to him nade all
the others wait and | ed Senyon Zaharovitch by the hand before
everybody into his study.' Do you hear, do you hear? 'To be sure,
says he, 'Senyon Zaharovitch, renenbering your past services,' says
he, '"and in spite of your propensity to that foolish weakness, since
you proni se now and since noreover we've got on badly w thout you,
(do you hear, do you hear;) 'and so,' says he, 'l rely now on your
word as a gentleman.' And all that, let ne tell you, she has sinply
made up for herself, and not sinply out of wantonness, for the sake of
braggi ng; no, she believes it all herself, she anuses herself with her
own fancies, upon ny word she does! And | don't blane her for it,
no, | don't blane her!... Six days ago when | brought her ny first
earnings in full- twenty-three roubles forty copecks altogether- she
called me her poppet: 'poppet,' said she, '"ny little poppet.' And when
we were by oursel ves, you understand? You would not think ne a beauty,
you woul d not think rmuch of nme as a husband, would you?... Well, she
pi nched my cheek 'ny little poppet,' said she."

Mar mel adov broke off, tried to smle, but suddenly his chin began to
twitch. He controlled hinself however. The tavern, the degraded

appearance of the man, the five nights in the hay barge, and the pot



of spirits, and yet this poignant love for his wife and children
bewi | dered his |istener. Raskolnikov listened intently but with a sick
sensation. He felt vexed that he had conme here.

"Honoured sir, honoured sir," cried Marnel adov recovering hinself-
"Ch, sir, perhaps all this seens a | aughing matter to you, as it

does to others, and perhaps | amonly worrying you with the

stupidity of all the trivial details of ny hone life, but it is not

a laughing matter to nme. For | can feel it all.... And the whole of
that heavenly day of ny life and the whole of that evening | passed in
fleeting dreans of how | would arrange it all, and how | woul d dress

all the children, and how | should give her rest, and how | should

rescue ny own daughter from di shonour and restore her to the bosom

of her famly.... And a great deal nore.... Qite excusable, sir.
Well, then, sir (Marnel adov suddenly gave a sort of start, raised
his head and gazed intently at his listener) well, on the very next

day after all those dreans, that is to say, exactly five days ago
in the evening, by a cunning trick, like a thief in the night, | stole
fromKaterina Ivanovna the key of her box, took out what was |eft of
my earnings, how nuch it was | have forgotten, and now | ook at me, al
of you! It's the fifth day since | left home, and they are | ooking for
me there and it's the end of nmy enploynent, and nmy uniformis lying in
a tavern on the Egyptian bridge. | exchanged it for the garnents |
have on... and it's the end of everything!"

Mar mel adov struck his forehead with his fist, clenched his teeth,
closed his eyes and | eaned heavily with his el bow on the table. But
a mnute later his face suddenly changed and with a certain assuned
sl yness and affectation of bravado, he gl anced at Raskol ni kov, | aughed
and sai d:

"This norning | went to see Sonia, | went to ask her for a
pi ck- me-up! He-he-he!"

"You don't say she gave it to you?" cried one of the new coners;
he shouted the words and went off into a guffaw

"This very quart was bought with her noney," Marnel adov decl ared,



addressing hinmself exclusively to Raskol ni kov. "Thirty copecks she

gave me with her own hands, her last, all she had, as | saw. ... She
sai d nothing, she only | ooked at me without a word.... Not on earth,
but up yonder... they grieve over men, they weep, but they don't blame

them they don't blame them But it hurts nore, it hurts nore when
they don't blame! Thirty copecks yes! And naybe she needs them now,
eh? What do you think, my dear sir? For now she's got to keep up her
appearance. It costs noney, that smartness, that special snartness,
you know? Do you understand? And there's pomatum too, you see, she
nmust have things; petticoats, starched ones, shoes, too, real jaunty
ones to show of f her foot when she has to step over a puddle. Do you
understand, sir, do you understand what all that smartness neans?
And here I, her own father, here | took thirty copecks of that noney
for a drink! And I amdrinking it! And |I have already drunk it!
Cone, who will have pity on a man |like nme, eh? Are you sorry for ne,
sir, or not? Tell ne, sir, are you sorry or not? He-he-hel"

He woul d have filled his glass, but there was no drink left. The pot
was enpty.

"What are you to be pitied for?" shouted the tavern-keeper who was
agai n near them

Shouts of laughter and even oaths foll owed. The |aughter and the
oaths canme fromthose who were listening and al so fromthose who had
heard nothing but were sinply |looking at the figure of the
di scharged governnent clerk

"To be pitied! Wiy am| to be pitied?" Marnel adov suddenly
decl ai ned, standing up with his arm outstretched, as though he had
been only waiting for that question

"Why am| to be pitied, you say? Yes! there's nothing to pity me
for! I ought to be crucified, crucified on a cross, not pitied!
Crucify nme, oh judge, crucify ne but pity ne! And then | will go of
myself to be crucified, for it's not merry-making | seek but tears and
tribulation!... Do you suppose, you that sell, that this pint of yours

has been sweet to nme? It was tribulation | sought at the bottomof it,



tears and tribulation, and have found it, and | have tasted it; but He
will pity us W has had pity on all nen, Who has understood all nen
and all things, He is the One. He too is the judge. He will cone in
that day and He will ask: 'Were is the daughter who gave herself

for her cross, consunptive step-nother and for the little children

of another? Were is the daughter who had pity upon the filthy

drunkard, her earthly father, undismayed by his beastliness?" And He

will say, 'Cone to ne! | have already forgiven thee once.... | have
forgiven thee once.... Thy sins which are many are forgiven thee for
thou hast loved much....' And he will forgive ny Sonia, He wll

forgive, I knowit... | felt it in my heart when | was with her just

now And He will judge and will forgive all, the good and the evil,
the wise and the neek.... And when He has done with all of them

then He will summon us. 'You too come forth,' He will say, 'Cone forth
ye drunkards, cone forth, ye weak ones, cone forth, ye children of
shame!' And we shall all come forth, wi thout shame and shall stand
before him And He will say unto us, 'Ye are swine, made in the

I mage of the Beast and with his mark; but cone ye also!' And the

wi se ones and those of understanding will say, 'Oh Lord, why dost Thou
receive these nmen?" And He will say, 'This is why | receive them oh
ye wise, this is why |I receive them oh ye of understanding, that

not one of them believed hinself to be worthy of this.' And He will

hold out H s hands to us and we shall fall down before him.. and we

shall weep... and we shall understand all things! Then we shal
understand all!... and all will understand, Katerina |vanovna
even... she will understand.... Lord, Thy kingdom cone!" And he sank

down on the bench exhausted, and hel pl ess, |ooking at no one,
apparently oblivious of his surroundings and plunged in deep
thought. His words had created a certain inpression; there was a
monent of silence; but soon | aughter and oaths were heard again.
"That's his notion!"
"Tal ked hinmself silly!"

"Afine clerk he is!"



And so on, and so on

"Let us go, sir," said Marnel adov all at once, raising his head
and addressi ng Raskol ni kov- "conme along with ne... Kozel's house,
| ooking into the yard. 1'mgoing to Katerina |Ivanovna- tine | did."
Raskol ni kov had for sonme time been wanting to go and he had neant to
hel p him Marnel adov was nuch unsteadier on his legs than in his
speech and | eaned heavily on the young nman. They had two or three
hundred paces to go. The drunken nan was nore and nore overcone by
di smay and confusion as they drew nearer the house.
"I't's not Katerina lIvanovna | amafraid of now," he nuttered in

agitation- "and that she will begin pulling ny hair. What does ny hair

matter! Bother ny hair! That's what | say! Indeed it will be better if

she does begin pulling it, that's not what | amafraid of... it's

her eyes | amafraid of... yes, her eyes... the red on her cheeks,

too, frightens ne... and her breathing too.... Have you noticed how
people in that disease breathe... when they are excited? |I am
frightened of the children's crying, too.... For if Sonia has not
taken themfood... | don't know what's happened! | don't know But
blows | amnot afraid of.... Know, sir, that such blows are not a pain

to ne, but even an enjoynent. In fact | can't get on without it....

It's better so. Let her strike ne, it relieves her heart... it's
better so... There is the house. The house of Kozel, the cabinet
maker... a German, well-to-do. Lead the way!"

They went in fromthe yard and up to the fourth storey. The
staircase got darker and darker as they went up. It was nearly
el even o' cl ock and al though in sumrer in Petersburg there is no rea
night, yet it was quite dark at the top of the stairs.

Agriny little door at the very top of the stairs stood ajar. A very
poor -1 ooki ng room about ten paces |ong was |lighted up by a candl e-end;
the whole of it was visible fromthe entrance. It was all in disorder
littered up with rags of all sorts, especially children's garnents.
Across the furthest corner was stretched a ragged sheet. Behind it

probably was the bed. There was nothing in the room except two



chairs and a sofa covered with American leather, full of holes, before
whi ch stood an ol d deal kitchen-table, unpainted and uncovered. At the
edge of the table stood a snoldering tallowcandle in an iron

candl estick. It appeared that the fanmly had a roomto thensel ves, not
part of a room but their roomwas practically a passage. The door

| eading to the other roons, or rather cupboards, into which Amalia

Li ppevechsel's flat was divided stood half open, and there was
shouting, uproar and |laughter within. People seened to be playing
cards and drinking tea there. Wrds of the nbst uncerenoni ous kind
flewout fromtime to tine.

Raskol ni kov recogni sed Katerina |Ivanovna at once. She was a rather
tall, slimand graceful worman, terribly enmaciated, with nagnificent
dark brown hair and with a hectic flush in her cheeks. She was
pacing up and down in her little room pressing her hands agai nst
her chest; her |ips were parched and her breathing came in nervous
broken gasps. Her eyes glittered as in fever and | ooked about with a
harsh i nmmovabl e stare. And that consunptive and excited face with
the last flickering light of the candl e-end playing upon it made a
si ckening i npression. She seemed to Raskol ni kov about thirty years old
and was certainly a strange wife for Marnel adov.... She had not
heard them and did not notice themconing in. She seened to be lost in
t hought, hearing and seeing nothing. The room was cl ose, but she had
not opened the wi ndow;, a stench rose fromthe staircase, but the
door on to the stairs was not closed. Fromthe inner roonms clouds of
tobacco snoke floated in, she kept coughing, but did not close the
door. The youngest child, a girl of six, was asleep, sitting curled up
on the floor with her head on the sofa. A boy a year ol der stood
crying and shaking in the corner, probably he had just had a
beating. Beside himstood a girl of nine years old, tall and thin,
wearing a thin and ragged chem se with an ancient cashnere pelisse
flung over her bare shoul ders, |ong outgrown and barely reaching her
knees. Her arm as thin as a stick, was round her brother's neck

She was trying to confort him whispering sonething to him and



doing all she could to keep himfrom whinpering again. At the sane
time her | arge dark eyes, which | ooked larger still fromthe
thinness of her frightened face, were watching her nother with

al arm Marnel adov did not enter the door, but dropped on his knees
in the very doorway, pushing Raskol nikov in front of him The wonan
seeing a stranger stopped indifferently facing him coning to
herself for a nmoment and apparently wonderi ng what he had come for.
But evidently she decided that he was going into the next room as
he had to pass through hers to get there. Taking no further notice
of him she wal ked towards the outer door to close it and uttered a
sudden scream on seei ng her husband on his knees in the doorway.

"Ah!" she cried out in a frenzy, "he has cone back! The crini nal
the monster!... And where is the noney? What's in your pocket, show
me! And your clothes are all different! Wiere are your clothes?

Where is the noney! speak!"

And she fell to searching him Marnel adov subnissively and
obediently held up both arns to facilitate the search. Not a
farthing was there.

"Where's the noney?" she cried- "Mercy on us, can he have drunk it
all? There were twelve silver roubles left in the chest!” and in a
fury she seized himby the hair and dragged himinto the room
Mar mel adov seconded her efforts by neekly crawing along on his knees.

"And this is a consolation to ne! This does not hurt ne, but is a
positive con-so-la-tion, ho-nou-red sir," he called out, shaken to and
fro by his hair and even once striking the ground with his forehead.
The child asleep on the fl oor woke up, and began to cry. The boy in
the corner losing all control began trenbling and scream ng and rushed
to his sister in violent terror, alnost in a fit. The eldest girl
was shaking like a | eaf.

"He's drunk it! he's drunk it all," the poor worman screaned in
despair- "and his clothes are gone! And they are hungry, hungry!"- and
wri ngi ng her hands she pointed to the children. "COh, accursed lifel

And you, are you not ashanmed?"- she pounced all at once upon



Raskol ni kov- "fromthe tavern! Have been drinking with hin? You have
been drinking with him too! Go away!"

The young man was hastening away w thout uttering a word. The
i nner door was thrown wi de open and inquisitive faces were peering
inat it. Coarse |laughing faces with pipes and cigarettes and heads
wearing caps thrust thenselves in at the doorway. Further in could
be seen figures in dressing gowns flung open, in costunes of
unseenly scantiness, sone of themwth cards in their hands. They were
particularly diverted, when Marnel adov, dragged about by his hair,
shouted that it was a consolation to him They even began to come into
the room at last a sinister shrill outcry was heard: this cane from
Amal i a Li ppevechsel herself pushing her way anbngst themand trying to
restore order after her own fashion and for the hundredth tine to
frighten the poor worman by ordering her with coarse abuse to clear out
of the room next day. As he went out, Raskolnikov had tine to put
his hand into his pocket, to snatch up the coppers he had received
in exchange for his rouble in the tavern and to lay them unnoticed
on the window. Afterwards on the stairs, he changed his mnd and woul d
have gone back.

"What a stupid thing |I've done,"” he thought to hinself, "they have

Sonia and | want it nyself." But reflecting that it would be

i npossible to take it back now and that in any case he woul d not

have taken it, he dismssed it with a wave of his hand and went back

to his lodging. "Sonia wants pomatumtoo,"” he said as he wal ked

al ong the street, and he | aughed malignantly- "such smartness costs

money.... Hm And maybe Sonia herself will be bankrupt to-day, for

there is always a risk, hunting big ganme... digging for gold... then

they would all be without a crust to-norrow except for mnmy noney.

Hurrah for Sonia! What a mine they've dug there! And they're making

the nost of it! Yes, they are nmaking the nost of it! They' ve wept over

it and grown used to it. Man grows used to everything, the scoundrel!"”
He sank into thought.

"And what if | amwong," he cried suddenly after a nonment's



thought. "What if man is not really a scoundrel, nman in general,
mean, the whole race of mankind- then all the rest is prejudice,
simply artificial terrors and there are no barriers and it's all as it

shoul d be. "

Chapter Three

HE WAKED up | ate next day after a broken sleep. But his sleep had
not refreshed him he waked up bilious, irritable, ill-tenpered, and
| ooked with hatred at his room It was a tiny cupboard of a room about
six paces in length. It had a poverty-stricken appearance with its
dusty yel |l ow paper peeling off the walls, and it was so | ow pitched
that a man of nore than average height was ill at ease in it and
felt every nonent that he would knock his head agai nst the ceiling.
The furniture was in keeping with the room there were three old
chairs, rather rickety; a painted table in the corner on which lay a
few manuscripts and books; the dust that lay thick upon them showed
that they had been | ong untouched. A big clunmsy sofa occupied al nost
the whole of one wall and half the floor space of the room it was
once covered with chintz, but was now in rags and served Raskol ni kov
as a bed. Oten he went to sleep on it, as he was, w thout undressing,
wi t hout sheets, wapped in his old student's overcoat, with his head
on one little pillow, under which he heaped up all the linen he had,
clean and dirty, by way of a bolster. Alittle table stood in front of
t he sof a.

It would have been difficult to sink to a | ower ebb of disorder, but
to Raskol nikov in his present state of mnd this was positively
agreeabl e. He had got conpletely away fromevery one, like a
tortoise in its shell, and even the sight of the servant girl who
had to wait upon him and | ooked sonmetines into his room made him
withe with nervous irritation. He was in the condition that overtakes

some nononani acs entirely concentrated upon one thing. Hi s |andl ady



had for the last fortnight given up sending himin neals, and he had
not yet thought of expostulating with her, though he went without
hi s di nner. Nastasya, the cook and only servant, was rather pleased at
the | odger's nmood and had entirely given up sweeping and doing his
room only once a week or so she would stray into his roomwth a
broom She waked hi mup that day.

"Get up, why are you asleep!" she called to him "It's past nine,
| have brought you sone tea; will you have a cup? | should think
you're fairly starving?”

Raskol ni kov opened his eyes, started and recogni zed Nast asya.

"Fromthe | andl ady, eh?" he asked, slowy and with a sickly face
sitting up on the sofa.

"Fromthe | andl ady, indeed!"

She set before himher own cracked teapot full of weak and stale tea
and laid two yellow | unps of sugar by the side of it.

"Here, Nastasya, take it please," he said, funbling in his pocket
(for he had slept in his clothes) and taking out a handful of coppers-
"run and buy nme a loaf. And get nme a little sausage, the cheapest,

at the pork-butcher's."

"The loaf 1'Il fetch you this very mnute, but wouldn't you rather
have sone cabbage soup instead of sausage? It's capital soup
yesterday's. | saved it for you yesterday, but you cane in late.
It's fine soup.”

When the soup had been brought, and he had begun upon it, Nastasya
sat down beside himon the sofa and began chatting. She was a
country peasant-worman and a very tal kative one.

"Praskovya Pavl ovha nmeans to conplain to the police about you,"
she sai d.

He scow ed.

"To the police? What does she want ?"

"You don't pay her noney and you won't turn out of the room

That's what she wants, to be sure.”

"The devil, that's the last straw,"” he nuttered, grinding his teeth,



no, that would not suit nme... just now. She is a fool," he added
aloud. "I'll go and talk to her to-day."

"Fool she is and no mistake, just as | am But why, if you are so
clever, do you lie here like a sack and have nothing to show for it?
One tine you used to go out, you say, to teach children. But why is it
you do not hi ng now?"

"I am doing..." Raskol ni kov began sullenly and reluctantly.

"What are you doi ng?"

"Work..."

"What sort of work?"

"I amthinking,"” he answered seriously after a pause.

Nast asya was overconme with a fit of |aughter. She was given to
| aught er and when anyt hi ng anused her, she | aughed i naudi bly,
qui vering and shaking all over till she felt ill.

"And have you nmade nuch noney by your thinking?" she nanaged to
articulate at |ast.

"One can't go out to give |lessons without boots. And |I'm sick of
it."

"Don't quarrel with your bread and butter."

"They pay so little for |lessons. Wat's the use of a few coppers?”
he answered, reluctantly, as though replying to his own thought.
"And you want to get a fortune all at once?"

He | ooked at her strangely.

"Yes, | want a fortune," he answered firmy, after a brief pause.
"Don't be in such a hurry, you quite frighten ne! Shall | get you
the | oaf or not?"
"As you pl ease."
"Ah, | forgot! A letter canme for you yesterday when you were out."
"Aletter? for me!l from whon?"
"I can't say. | gave three copecks of nmy own to the postnan for
it. WIl you pay me back?"

"Then bring it to me, for God' s sake, bring it," cried Raskol ni kov

greatly excited- "good God!"



A mnute later the letter was brought him That was it: fromhis
nmot her, fromthe province of R__. He turned pale when he took it.

It was a long while since he had received a |etter, but another
feeling al so suddenly stabbed his heart.

"Nast asya, |eave ne alone, for goodness' sake; here are your three
copecks, but for goodness' sake, nake haste and go!"

The letter was quivering in his hand; he did not want to open it
in her presence; he wanted to be left alone with this letter. Wen
Nast asya had gone out, he lifted it quickly to his lips and kissed it;
then he gazed intently at the address, the small, sloping handwiting,
so dear and fam liar, of the nother who had once taught himto read
and write. He del ayed; he seened al nost afraid of sonething. At |ast
he opened it; it was a thick heavy letter, weighing over two ounces,
two | arge sheets of note paper were covered with very small
handwr i ti ng.

"My dear Rodya," wrote his nother- "it's two nonths since |I |ast had
atalk with you by letter which has distressed ne and even kept ne
awake at night, thinking. But | amsure you will not blane nme for ny
i nevitabl e silence. You know how I |ove you; you are all we have to
| ook to, Dounia and I, you are our all, our one hope, our one stay.
What a grief it was to nme when | heard that you had given up the
uni versity some nonths ago, for want of means to keep yourself and
that you had | ost your |essons and your other work! How could | help
you out of ny hundred and twenty roubles a year pension? The fifteen
roubles | sent you four nonths ago | borrowed, as you know, on
security of ny pension, fromVassily Ivanovitch Vahrushin a merchant
of this towm. He is a kind-hearted nan and was a friend of your
father's too. But having given himthe right to receive the pension,
had to wait till the debt was paid off and that is only just done,
so that |'ve been unable to send you anything all this time. But
now, thank God, | believe | shall be able to send you sonething nore
and in fact we may congratul ate ourselves on our good fortune now,

of which | hasten to informyou. In the first place, would you have



guessed, dear Rodya, that your sister has been living with nme for

the | ast six weeks and we shall not be separated in the future.

Thank God, her sufferings are over, but | will tell you everything

in order, so that you may know just how everythi ng has happened and
all that we have hitherto conceal ed fromyou. Wen you wote to ne two
mont hs ago that you had heard that Dounia had a great deal to put up
with in the Svidrigrail ovs' house, when you wote that and asked ne to
tell you all about it- what could | wite in answer to you? If | had
witten the whole truth to you, | dare say you woul d have thrown up
everyt hing and have cone to us, even if you had to walk all the way,
for 1 know your character and your feelings, and you would not |et
your sister be insulted. | was in despair nyself, but what could | do?
And, besides, | did not know the whole truth nyself then. What nmade it
all so difficult was that Dounia received a hundred roubles in advance
when she took the place as governess in their fanmly, on condition

of part of her salary being deducted every nonth, and so it was

i mpossible to throw up the situation without repaying the debt. This
sum (now | can explain it all to you, ny precious Rodya) she took
chiefly in order to send you sixty roubles, which you needed so
terribly then and which you received fromus | ast year. W deceived
you then, witing that this noney cane from Douni a's savings, but that
was not so, and now !l tell you all about it, because, thank God,

t hi ngs have suddenly changed for the better, and that you may know how
Douni a | oves you and what a heart she has. At first indeed M.
Svidrigailov treated her very rudely and used to nake di srespectfu

and jeering remarks at table.... But | don't want to go into all those
pai nful details, so as not to worry you for nothing when it is now al
over. In short, in spite of the kind and generous behavi our of Marfa
Petrovna, M. Svidrigailov's wife, and all the rest of the

househol d, Dounia had a very hard tinme, especially when M.
Svidrigailov, relapsing into his old regimental habits, was under

the influence of Bacchus. And how do you think it was all expl ai ned

| ater on? Whuld you believe that the crazy fell ow had conceived a



passion for Dounia fromthe begi nning, but had concealed it under a
show of rudeness and contenpt. Possibly he was ashanmed and horrified
hinself at his own flighty hopes, considering his years and his

being the father of a fanmily; and that nade himangry with Dounia. And
possi bly, too, he hoped by his rude and sneering behaviour to hide the
truth fromothers. But at last he lost all control and had the face to
make Douni a an open and shameful proposal, prom sing her all sorts

of inducenents and offering, besides, to throw up everything and

take her to another estate of his, or even abroad. You can inmagine all
she went through! To | eave her situation at once was inpossible not
only on account of the nmoney debt, but also to spare the feelings of
Marfa Petrovna, whose suspicions would have been aroused; and then
Douni a woul d have been the cause of a rupture in the famly. And it
woul d have neant a terrible scandal for Dounia too; that would have
been inevitable. There were various other reasons owi ng to which
Douni a could not hope to escape fromthat awful house for another

si x weeks. You know Douni a, of course; you know how cl ever she is

and what a strong will she has. Dounia can endure a great deal and
even in the nost difficult cases she has the fortitude to nmaintain her
firmess. She did not even wite to nme about everything for fear of
upsetting ne, although we were constantly in communication. It all
ended very unexpectedly. Marfa Petrovna accidentally overheard her
husband i nploring Dounia in the garden, and, putting quite a wong
interpretation on the position, threw the blanme upon her, believing
her to be the cause of it all. An awful scene took place between

them on the spot in the garden; Marfa Petrovna went so far as to
strike Dounia, refused to hear anything and was shouting at her for

a whol e hour and then gave orders that Dounia should be packed off

at once to ne in a plain peasant's cart, into which they flung all her
things, her linen and her clothes, all pell-nell, without folding it
up and packing it. And a heavy shower of rain came on, too, and
Douni a, insulted and put to shane, had to drive with a peasant in an

open cart all the seventeen versts into town. Only think now what



answer could | have sent to the letter | received fromyou two

mont hs ago and what could | have witten? I was in despair; | dared
not wite to you the truth because you woul d have been very unhappy,
nmortified and indignant, and yet what could you do? You could only

per haps ruin yourself, and, besides, Dounia would not allowit; and
fill up ny letter with trifles when ny heart was so full of sorrow,

I could not. For a whole nmonth the town was full of gossip about

this scandal, and it came to such a pass that Dounia and | dared not
even go to church on account of the contenptuous | ooks, whispers,

and even remarks nmade al oud about us. All our acquai ntances avoi ded
us, nobody even bowed to us in the street, and | |earnt that some
shopnen and clerks were intending to insult us in a shaneful way,
snearing the gates of our house with pitch, so that the | andl ord began
to tell us we nust leave. Al this was set going by Marfa Petrovna who
managed to sl ander Dounia and throw dirt at her in every fanmly. She
knows every one in the neighbourhood, and that nonth she was
continually comng into the town, and as she is rather talkative and
fond of gossiping about her famly affairs and particularly of
complaining to all and each of her husband- which is not at all right-
so in a short time she had spread her story not only in the town,

but over the whole surrounding district. It nade ne ill, but Dounia
bore it better than | did, and if only you could have seen how she
endured it all and tried to confort me and cheer me up! She is an
angel! But by God's nercy, our sufferings were cut short: M.
Svidrigailov returned to his senses and repented and, probably feeling
sorry for Dounia, he laid before Marfa Petrovna a conpl ete and

unnm st akabl e proof of Dounia's innocence, in the formof a letter
Douni a had been forced to wite and give to him before Marfa Petrovna
came upon themin the garden. This letter, which remained in M.
Svidrigailov's hands after her departure, she had witten to refuse
personal explanations and secret interviews, for which he was
entreating her. In that letter she reproached himw th great heat

and indignation for the baseness of his behaviour in regard to Marfa



Petrovna, renminding himthat he was the father and head of a family
and telling himhow infamus it was of himto torment and make unhappy
a defencel ess girl, unhappy enough al ready. |ndeed, dear Rodya, the
letter was so nobly and touchingly witten that | sobbed when | read
it and to this day | cannot read it without tears. Mreover, the

evi dence of the servants, too, cleared Dounia's reputation; they had
seen and known a great deal nore than M. Svidrigailov had hinself
supposed- as indeed is always the case with servants. Marfa Petrovna
was conpl etely taken aback, and 'again crushed' as she said herself to
us, but she was conpl etely convinced of Dounia's innocence. The very
next day, being Sunday, she went straight to the Cathedral, knelt down
and prayed with tears to Qur Lady to give her strength to bear this
new trial and to do her duty. Then she cane straight fromthe

Cat hedral to us, told us the whole story, wept bitterly and, fully
penitent, she enbraced Douni a and besought her to forgive her. The
same norning wthout any delay, she went round to all the houses in
the town and everywhere, shedding tears, she asserted in the nobst
flattering terns Dounia's innocence and the nobility of her feelings
and her behavior. What was nore, she showed and read to every one

the letter in Dounia's own handwiting to M. Svidrigailov and even
all owed themto take copies of it- which | nust say | think was
superfluous. In this way she was busy for several days in driving
about the whole town, because sone people had taken of fence through
precedence having been given to others. And therefore they had to take
turns, so that in every house she was expected before she arrived, and
every one knew that on such and such a day Marfa Petrovna woul d be
reading the letter in such and such a place and peopl e assenbl ed for
every reading of it, even nmany who had heard it several tines

al ready both in their own houses and in other people's. In ny

opinion a great deal, a very great deal of all this was unnecessary;
but that's Marfa Petrovna's character. Anyway she succeeded in

compl etely re-establishing Dounia' s reputation and the whol e

ignomny of this affair rested as an indelible disgrace upon her



husband, as the only person to blanme, so that | really began to fee
sorry for him it was really treating the crazy fellow too harshly.
Douni a was at once asked to give lessons in several famlies, but

she refused. Al of a sudden every one began to treat her with

mar ked respect and all this did nmuch to bring about the event by

whi ch, one nay say, our whole fortunes are now transforned. You nust
know, dear Rodya, that Dounia has a suitor and that she has already
consented to marry him | hasten to tell you all about the matter, and
though it has been arranged w thout asking your consent, | think you
will not be aggrieved with me or with your sister on that account, for
you will see that we could not wait and put off our decision till we
heard fromyou. And you could not have judged all the facts w thout
being on the spot. This was how it happened. He is already of the rank
of a counsellor, Pyotr Petrovitch Luzhin, and is distantly rel ated

to Marfa Petrovna, who has been very active in bringing the match
about. It began with his expressing through her his desire to make our
acquai ntance. He was properly received, drank coffee with us and the
very next day he sent us a letter in which he very courteously nade an
of fer and begged for a speedy and decided answer. He is a very busy
man and is in a great hurry to get to Petersburg, so that every nonent
is precious to him At first, of course, we were greatly surprised, as
it had all happened so quickly and unexpectedly. W thought and tal ked
it over the whole day. He is a well-to-do man, to be depended upon, he
has two posts in the government and has already made his fortune. It
is true that he is forty-five years old, but he is of a fairly
prepossessi ng appearance and mght still be thought attractive by
wonen, and he is altogether a very respectable and presentabl e nan,
only he seens a little norose and somewhat conceited. But possibly
that may only be the inpression he makes at first sight. And beware,
dear Rodya, when he cones to Petersburg, as he shortly will do, beware
of judging himtoo hastily and severely, as your way is, if there is
anything you do not like in himat first sight. | give you this

war ni ng, although | feel sure that he will nmake a favourable



i mpressi on upon you. Moreover, in order to understand any nan one nust
be deliberate and careful to avoid form ng prejudices and m staken

i deas, which are very difficult to correct and get over afterwards
And Pyotr Petrovitch, judging by many indications, is a thoroughly
estimable man. At his first visit, indeed, he told us that he was a
practical man, but still he shares, as he expressed it, many of the
convictions 'of our nost rising generation' and he is an opponent of
all prejudices. He said a good deal nore, for he seens a little
conceited and likes to be listened to, but this is scarcely a vice. |
of course, understood very little of it, but Dounia explained to nme
that, though he is not a man of great education, he is clever and
seens to be good-natured. You know your sister's character, Rodya. She
is aresolute, sensible, patient and generous girl, but she has a
passi onate heart, as | know very well. O course, there is no great

| ove either on his side, or on hers, but Dounia is a clever girl and
has the heart of an angel, and will make it her duty to make her
husband happy who on his side will make her happi ness his care. O
that we have no good reason to doubt, though it nust be admitted the
matter has been arranged in great haste. Besides he is a nan of

great prudence and he will see, to be sure, of hinmself, that his own
happi ness will be the nore secure, the happier Dounia is with him And
as for some defects of character, for some habits and even certain

di fferences of opinion- which indeed are inevitable even in the

happi est marri ages- Dounia has said that, as regards all that, she
relies on herself, that there is nothing to be uneasy about, and

that she is ready to put up with a great deal, if only their future
rel ati onship can be an honourabl e and strai ghtforward one. He struck
me, for instance, at first, as rather abrupt, but that may well cone
fromhis being an outspoken man, and that is no doubt howit is. For
instance, at his second visit, after he had received Dounia' s consent,
in the course of conversation, he declared that before maki ng Dounia's
acquai ntance, he had made up his mnd to marry a girl of good

reputation, without dowy and, above all, one who had experienced



poverty, because, as he explained, a man ought not to be indebted to
his wife, but that it is better for a wife to | ook upon her husband as
her benefactor. | nust add that he expressed it nore nicely and
politely than | have done, for | have forgotten his actual phrases and
only remenber the meaning. And, besides, it was obviously not said
of design, but slipped out in the heat of conversation, so that he
tried afterwards to correct hinmself and snooth it over, but all the
sane it did strike me as somewhat rude, and | said so afterwards to
Douni a. But Douni a was vexed, and answered that 'words are not deeds,
and that, of course, is perfectly true. Dounia did not sleep all night
bef ore she made up her mind, and, thinking that | was asl eep, she
got out of bed and was wal ki ng up and down the roomall night; at |ast
she knelt down before the ikon and prayed long and fervently and in
the morning she told ne that she had deci ded.

"I have nentioned already that Pyotr Petrovitch is just setting
of f for Petersburg, where he has a great deal of business, and he
wants to open a | egal bureau. He has been occupied for many years in
conducting civil and comercial litigation, and only the other day
he won an inportant case. He has to be in Petersburg because he has an
i nportant case before the Senate. So, Rodya dear, he may be of the
greatest use to you, in every way indeed, and Dounia and | have agreed
that fromthis very day you could definitely enter upon your career
and mi ght consider that your future is marked out and assured for you
Oh, if only this cones to pass! This would be such a benefit that we
could only look upon it as a providential blessing. Dounia is dream ng
of nothing else. W have even ventured already to drop a few words
on the subject to Pyotr Petrovitch. He was cautious in his answer, and
said that, of course, as he could not get on without a secretary, it
woul d be better to be paying a salary to a relation than to a
stranger, if only the forner were fitted for the duties (as though
there could be doubt of your being fitted!) but then he expressed
doubt s whet her your studies at the university would | eave you tinme for

work at his office. The nmatter dropped for the tine, but Dounia is



t hi nki ng of nothing el se now. She has been in a sort of fever for

the | ast few days, and has already nmade a regul ar plan for your
becom ng in the end an associate and even a partner in Pyotr
Petrovitch's business, which night well be, seeing that you are a
student of law. | amin conplete agreenent with her, Rodya, and

share all her plans and hopes, and think there is every probability of
realising them And in spite of Pyotr Petrovitch's evasiveness, very
natural at present, (since he does not know you) Dounia is firmy
persuaded that she will gain everything by her good influence over her
future husband; this she is reckoning upon. O course we are carefu
not to talk of any of these nore renote plans to Pyotr Petrovitch
especially of your becom ng his partner. He is a practical nan and

m ght take this very coldly, it might all seemto himsinply a
day-dream Nor has either Dounia or | breathed a word to himof the
great hopes we have of his helping us to pay for your university

studi es; we have not spoken of it in the first place, because it

will come to pass of itself, later on, and he will no doubt without
wasting words offer to do it of hinself, (as though he could refuse
Dounia that) the nore readily since you may by your own efforts becone
his right hand in the office, and receive this assistance not as a
charity, but as a salary earned by your own work. Dounia wants to
arrange it all like this and | quite agree with her. And we have not
spoken of our plans for another reason, that is, because

particularly wanted you to feel on an equal footing when you first
meet him When Dounia spoke to himw th enthusi asm about you, he
answered that one could never judge of a man wi thout seeing himclose,
for oneself, and that he | ooked forward to formnming his own opinion
when he nmakes your acquai ntance. Do you know, my precious Rodya, |
think that perhaps for some reasons (nothing to do with Pyotr
Petrovitch though, sinply for nmy own personal, perhaps ol d-wonmani sh,
fancies) | should do better to go on living by nyself, apart, than
with them after the wedding. | amconvinced that he will be

generous and delicate enough to invite ne and to urge ne to renain



with ny daughter for the future, and if he has said nothing about it
hitherto, it is sinply because it has been taken for granted; but I
shal |l refuse. | have noticed nore than once in ny life that husbands
don't quite get on with their nothers-in-law, and | don't want to be
the least bit in any one's way, and for ny own sake, too, would rather
be quite independent, so long as | have a crust of bread of mnmy own,
and such children as you and Dounia. If possible, | would settle
somewher e near you, for the nost joyful piece of news, dear Rodya,
have kept for the end of ny letter: know then, ny dear boy, that we
may, perhaps, be all together in a very short time and may enbrace one
anot her again after a separation of alnost three years! It is

settled for certain that Dounia and | are to set off for Petersburg,
exactly when | don't know, but very, very soon, possibly in a week. It
al | depends on Pyotr Petrovitch who will et us know when he has had
time to look round himin Petersburg. To suit his own arrangenents

he is anxious to have the cerenobny as soon as possible, even before
the fast of Qur Lady, if it could be managed, or if that is too soon
to be ready, imediately after. Ch, with what happiness | shal

press you to my heart! Dounia is all excitenent at the joyfu

t hought of seeing you, she said one day in joke that she would be
ready to marry Pyotr Petrovitch for that alone. She is an angel! She
is not witing anything to you now, and has only told ne to wite that
she has so nmuch, so nmuch to tell you that she is not going to take

up her pen now, for a fewlines would tell you nothing, and it would
only mean upsetting herself; she bids ne send you her |ove and

i nnuner abl e ki sses. But although we shall be neeting so soon

perhaps | shall send you as nuch noney as | can in a day or two. Now
that every one has heard that Dounia is to marry Pyotr Petrovitch

my credit has suddenly inproved and | know that Afanasy |vanovitch
will trust ne now even to seventy-five roubles on the security of ny
pension, so that perhaps | shall be able to send you twenty-five or
even thirty roubles. I would send you nore, but | am uneasy about

our travelling expenses; for though Pyotr Petrovitch has been so



kind as to undertake part of the expenses of the journey, that is to
say, he has taken upon hinself the conveyance of our bags and big
trunk (which will be conveyed through sone acquai ntances of his), we
must reckon upon some expenses on our arrival in Petersburg, where
we can't be left without a hal fpenny, at least for the first few days.
But we have calculated it all, Dounia and I, to the |ast penny, and we
see that the journey will not cost very nuch. It is only ninety versts
fromus to the railway and we have cone to an agreement with a
driver we know, so as to be in readiness; and fromthere Dounia and
| can travel quite confortably third class. So that | may very
likely be able to send to you not twenty-five, but thirty roubles. But
enough; | have covered two sheets already and there is no space left
for more; our whole history, but so many events have happened! And
now, ny precious Rodya, | enbrace you and send you a nother's bl essing
till we neet. Love Dounia your sister, Rodya; |ove her as she |oves
you and understand that she | oves you beyond everything, nore than
herself. She is an angel and you, Rodya, you are everything to us- our
one hope, our one consolation. If only you are happy, we shall be
happy. Do you still say your prayers, Rodya, and believe in the
mercy of our Creator and our Redeemer? | amafraid in ny heart that
you may have been visited by the new spirit of infidelity that is
abroad to-day! If it is so, | pray for you. Renenber, dear boy, how in
your chil dhood, when your father was living, you used to lisp your
prayers at ny knee, and how happy we all were in those days. Good-bye,
till we neet then- | enbrace you warmy, warmy, with many ki sses.
"Yours till death

"PULCHERI A RASKOLNI KOV. "

Alnost fromthe first, while he read the letter, Raskol nikov's
face was wet with tears; but when he finished it, his face was pale
and distorted and a bitter, wathful and malignant snile was on his
lips. He laid his head down on his threadbare dirty pill ow and

pondered, pondered a long tine. H s heart was beating violently, and



his brain was in a turmoil. At last he felt cranmped and stifled in the
little yellow roomthat was |ike a cupboard or a box. H's eyes and his
m nd craved for space. He took up his hat and went out, this tine

wi t hout dread of neeting any one; he had forgotten his dread. He
turned in the direction of the Vassilyevsky Gstrov, walking al ong
Vassi | yevsky Prospect, as though hasteni ng on sone busi ness, but he
wal ked, as his habit was, w thout noticing his way, nuttering and even
speaking aloud to hinself, to the astonishnment of the passers-by. Mny

of themtook himto be drunk

Chapt er Four

HS MOTHER S | etter had been a torture to him but as regards the
chief fact init, he had felt not one noment's hesitation, even whil st
he was reading the letter. The essential question was settled, and
irrevocably settled, in his nind: "Never such a marriage while | am
alive and M. Luzhin be damed;" "The thing is perfectly clear," he
muttered to hinself, with a malignant smile anticipating the triunph
of his decision. "No, nother, no, Dounia, you won't deceive ne! and
then they apol ogi se for not asking ny advice and for taking the
decision without ne! | dare say! They inmagine it is arranged now and
can't be broken off; but we will see whether it can or not! A
magni fi cent excuse: 'Pyotr Petrovitch is such a busy man that even his
weddi ng has to be in post-haste, alnbst by express.' No, Dounia, | see
it all and | know what you want to say to ne; and | know t oo what
you wer e thinking about, when you wal ked up and down all night, and
what your prayers were like before the Holy Mther of Kazan who stands
in nother's bedroom Bitter is the ascent to Golgotha.... Hm.. so
it is finally settled; you have deternmined to nmarry a sensible
busi ness man, Avdotya Romanovna, one who has a fortune (has already
made his fortune, that is so nuch nore solid and inpressive) a man who

hol ds two government posts and who shares the ideas of our nost rising



generation, as nother wites, and who seens to be kind, as Dounia
hersel f observes. That seens beats everything! And that very Dounia
for that very 'seens' is marrying him Splendid! splendid!

"...But | should like to know why nother has witten to ne about
"our nost rising generation'? Sinply as a descriptive touch, or with
the idea of prepossessing nme in favour of M. Luzhin? Ch, the
cunning of them 1 should like to know one thing nore: how far they
were open with one another that day and night and all this tine since?
Was it all put into words, or did both understand that they had the
same thing at heart and in their ninds, so that there was no need to
speak of it aloud, and better not to speak of it. Mst likely it was
partly like that, fromnother's letter it's evident: he struck her
as rude a little, and nother in her sinplicity took her observations
to Dounia. And she was sure to be vexed and 'answered her angrily.
| should think so! Wio woul d not be angered when it was quite clear
wi t hout any naive questions and when it was understood that it was
usel ess to discuss it. And why does she wite to ne, 'love Dounia,
Rodya, and she | oves you nore than herself'? Has she a secret
consci ence-prick at sacrificing her daughter to her son? 'You are
our one confort, you are everything to us.' Oh, nother!"

H's bitterness grew nore and nore intense, and if he had happened to
meet M. Luzhin at the nonent, he mght have nurdered him

"Hm .. yes, that's true," he continued, pursuing the whirling

i deas that chased each other in his brain, "it is true that "it
needs time and care to get to know a nman,' but there is no m stake
about M. Luzhin. The chief thing is he is '"a man of business and
seens kind,' that was sonething, wasn't it, to send the bags and big
box for them A kind man, no doubt after that! But his bride and her
nother are to drive in a peasant's cart covered with sacking (

know, | have been driven in it). No matter! It is only ninety versts
and then they can 'travel very confortably, third class,' for a

t housand versts! Quite right, too. One nust cut one's coat according

to one's cloth, but what about you, M. Luzhin? She is your



bride.... And you nmust be aware that her nother has to raise noney

on her pension for the journey. To be sure it's a matter of

busi ness, a partnership for nutual benefit, with equal shares and
expenses; - food and drink provided, but pay for your tobacco. The

busi ness man has got the better of them too. The luggage will cost

|l ess than their fares and very likely go for nothing. Howis it that
they don't both see all that, or is it that they don't want to see?
And they are pleased, pleased! And to think that this is only the
first blossonming, and that the real fruits are to cone! But what
really matters is not the stinginess, is not the nmeanness, but the
tone of the whole thing. For that will be the tone after marriage,
it's a foretaste of it. And nother too, why should she be so | avish?
What will she have by the time she gets to Petersburg? Three silver
roubles or two 'paper ones' as she says.... that old woman... hm What
does she expect to live upon in Petersburg afterwards? She has her
reasons already for guessing that she could not live with Dounia after
the marriage, even for the first few nonths. The good man has no doubt
let slip sonething on that subject al so, though nother woul d deny

it: 'l shall refuse,' says she. On whomis she reckoning then? Is

she counting on what is left of her hundred and twenty roubl es of
pensi on when Afanasy |vanovitch's debt is paid? She knits wooll en
shawl s and enbroiders cuffs, ruining her old eyes. And all her

shawl s don't add nore than twenty roubles a year to her hundred and
twenty, | know that. So she is building all her hopes all the tine

on M. Luzhin's generosity; "he will offer it of hinself, he wll
press it on ne.' You may wait a long time for that! That's how it
always is with these Schilleresque noble hearts; till the |ast

noment every goose is a swan with them till the |last nonent, they
hope for the best and will see nothing wong, and although they have
an inkling of the other side of the picture, yet they won't face the
truth till they are forced to; the very thought of it makes them
shiver; they thrust the truth away wi th both hands, until the man they

deck out in false colours puts a fool's cap on themwi th his own



hands. | should like to know whether M. Luzhin has any orders of
merit; | bet he has the Anna in his buttonhole and that he puts it
on when he goes to dine with contractors or nerchants. He will be sure
to have it for his wedding, too! Enough of him confound him

"Well,... nother | don't wonder at, it's like her, God bless her

but how coul d Douni a? Douni a, darling, as though | did not know you

You were nearly twenty when | saw you last: | understood you then
Mot her wites that 'Dounia can put up with a great deal.' | know
that very well. | knew that two years and a half ago, and for the |ast

two and a half years | have been thinking about it, thinking of just
that, that 'Dounia can put up with a great deal.' If she could put

up with M. Svidrigailov and all the rest of it, she certainly can put
up with a great deal. And now nother and she have taken it into

their heads that she can put up with M. Luzhin, who propounds the
theory of the superiority of wives raised fromdestitution and ow ng
everything to their husband's bounty- who propounds it, too, alnost at
the first interview Ganted that he 'let it slip,' though he is a
sensi bl e man, (yet maybe it was not a slip at all, but he neant to
make hinself clear as soon as possible) but Dounia, Dounia? She

under stands the man, of course, but she will have to live with the
man. Why! she'd live on black bread and water, she would not sel

her soul, she would not barter her noral freedomfor confort; she

woul d not barter it for all Schlesw g-Holstein, nmuch less M. Luzhin's

money. No, Dounia was not that sort when | knew her and... she is
still the sane, of course! Yes, there's no denying, the
Svidrigailovs are a bitter pill! It's a bitter thing to spend one's

life a governess in the provinces for two hundred roubl es, but |
know she woul d rather be a nigger on a plantation or a Lett with a
German nmaster, than degrade her soul, and her noral dignity, by

bi ndi ng herself for ever to a man whom she does not respect and with
whom she has nothing in common- for her own advantage. And if M.
Luzhi n had been of unalloyed gold, or one huge di anond, she woul d

never have consented to becone his | egal concubine. Wiy is she



consenting then? What's the point of it? What's the answer? It's clear
enough: for herself, for her confort, to save her life she would not
sell herself, but for sone one else she is doing it! For one she

| oves, for one she adores, she will sell herself! That's what it al
anounts to; for her brother, for her nother, she will sell herself!
She will sell everything! In such cases, we 'overcone our noral
feeling if necessary,' freedom peace, conscience even, all, all are
brought into the market. Let nmy life go, if only ny dear ones may be
happy! Mre than that, we becone casuists, we learn to be Jesuitica
and for a tine maybe we can soothe oursel ves, we can persuade
ourselves that it is one's duty for a good object. That's just like
us, it's as clear as daylight. It's clear that Rodi on Rormanovitch
Raskol ni kov is the central figure in the business, and no one el se.

Oh, yes, she can ensure his happi ness, keep himin the university,
make hima partner in the office, nmake his whole future secure;
perhaps he may even be a rich man later on, prosperous, respected, and
may even end his life a famous man! But ny nother? It's all Rodya,
preci ous Rodya, her first born! For such a son who would not sacrifice
such a daughter! Ch, loving, over-partial hearts! Wiy, for his sake we
woul d not shrink even from Sonia's fate. Sonia, Sonia Mrnel adov,

the eternal victimso long as the world lasts. Have you taken the
nmeasure of your sacrifice, both of you? Is it right? Can you bear

it? Is it any use? |Is there sense in it? And let ne tell you

Dounia, Sonia's life is no worse than life with M. Luzhin. 'There can
be no question of love' nother wites. And what if there can be no
respect either, if on the contrary there is aversion, contenpt,

repul sion, what then? So you will have to 'keep up your appearance,'
too. Is that not so? Do you understand what that snmartness means? Do
you understand that the Luzhin smartness is just the sane thing as
Sonia's and nay be worse, viler, baser, because in your case,

Dounia, it's a bargain for luxuries, after all, but with Sonia it's
simply a question of starvation. It has to be paid for, it has to be

paid for, Dounia, this smartness. And what if it's nore than you can



bear afterwards, if you regret it? The bitterness, the nmisery, the
curses, the tears hidden fromall the world, for you are not a Marfa
Petrovna. And how will your nother feel then? Even now she is

uneasy, she is worried, but then, when she sees it all clearly? And 1?
Yes, indeed, what have you taken me for? | won't have your

sacrifice, Dounia, | won't have it, nother! It shall not be, so |ong
as | amalive, it shall not, it shall not! | won't accept it!"

He suddenly paused in his reflection and stood still.

"I't shall not be? But what are you going to do to prevent it? You'l
forbid it? And what right have you? What can you prom se them on your
side to give you such a right? Your whole life, your whole future, you
will devote to them when you have finished your studies and obtained a
post? Yes, we have heard all that before, and that's all words, but
now? Now sonet hi ng nust be done, now, do you understand that? And what
are you doi ng now? You are |iving upon them They borrow on their
hundred roubl es pension. They borrow fromthe Svidrigail ovs. How are
you going to save them from Svidrigail ovs, from Afanasy |vanovitch
Vahrushin, oh, future mllionaire Zeus who would arrange their |ives
for then? In another ten years? In another ten years, nother will be
blind with knitting shawl s, naybe with weeping too. She will be worn
to a shadow with fasting; and nmy sister? |Inagine for a nonent what nay
have become of your sister in ten years? What may happen to her during
those ten years? Can you fancy?"

So he tortured hinself, fretting hinmself with such questions, and
finding a kind of enjoyment in it. And yet all these questions were
not new ones suddenly confronting him they were old famliar aches.

It was long since they had first begun to grip and rend his heart.
Long, long ago his present anguish had its first beginnings; it had
waxed and gathered strength, it had matured and concentrated, until it
had taken the formof a fearful, frenzied and fantastic question
which tortured his heart and m nd, clamouring insistently for an
answer. Now his nother's letter had burst on himlike a thunderclap

It was clear that he nust not now suffer passively, worrying hinself



over unsol ved questions, but that he nmust do sonmething, do it at once,
and do it quickly. Anyway he nust decide on sonething, or else..
"Or throwup life altogether!" he cried suddenly, in a frenzy-
"accept one's lot hunbly as it is, once for all and stifle
everything in oneself, giving up all claimto activity, life and
| ove! ™
"Do you understand, sir, do you understand what it neans when you
have absol utely nowhere to turn?" Marnel adov's question came
suddenly into his nmind "for every man nust have sonewhere to turn..."
He gave a sudden start; another thought, that he had had
yesterday, slipped back into his mnd. But he did not start at the
thought recurring to him for he knew, he had felt beforehand, that it
must cone back, he was expecting it; besides it was not only

yesterday's thought. The difference was that a nonth ago, yesterday

even, the thought was a nere dream but now... now it appeared not a
dreamat all, it had taken a new nenacing and quite unfaniliar
shape, and he suddenly becane aware of this hinmself.... He felt a

hanmering in his head, and there was a darkness before his eyes.

He | ooked round hurriedly, he was searching for sonething. He wanted
to sit down and was | ooking for a seat; he was wal king along the K___
Boul evard. There was a seat about a hundred paces in front of him
He wal ked towards it as fast he could; but on the way he met with a
little adventure which absorbed all his attention. Looking for the
seat, he had noticed a wonan wal ki ng sone twenty paces in front of
him but at first he took no nore notice of her than of other
objects that crossed his path. It had happened to himmany tines going
hone not to notice the road by which he was going, and he was
accustonmed to walk like that. But there was at first sight sonething
so strange about the woman in front of him that gradually his
attention was riveted upon her, at first reluctantly and, as it
were, resentfully, and then nore and nore intently. He felt a sudden

desire to find out what it was that was so strange about the woman. In

the first place, she appeared to be a girl quite young, and she was



wal king in the great heat bareheaded and with no parasol or gloves,
wavi ng her arns about in an absurd way. She had on a dress of some
light silky material, but put on strangely awy, not properly hooked
up, and torn open at the top of the skirt, close to the waist: a great
pi ece was rent and hanging loose. Alittle kerchief was flung about
her bare throat, but lay slanting on one side. The girl was wal ki ng
unsteadily, too, stunbling and staggering fromside to side. She
drew Raskol ni kov's whole attention at last. He overtook the girl at
the seat, but, on reaching it, she dropped down on it, in the
corner; she let her head sink on the back of the seat and cl osed her
eyes, apparently in extrene exhaustion. Looking at her closely, he saw
at once that she was conpletely drunk. It was a strange and shocki ng
sight. He could hardly believe that he was not nistaken. He saw before
himthe face of a quite young, fair-haired girl- sixteen, perhaps
not nore than fifteen years old, pretty little face, but flushed and
heavy | ooking and, as it were, swollen. The girl seemed hardly to know
what she was doing; she crossed one leg over the other, lifting it
i ndecorously, and showed every sign of being unconscious that she
was in the street.

Raskol ni kov did not sit down, but he felt unwilling to | eave her
and stood facing her in perplexity. This boul evard was never nuch
frequented; and now, at two o'clock, in the stifling heat, it was
quite deserted. And yet on the further side of the boul evard, about
fifteen paces away, a gentlenman was standi ng on the edge of the
pavenent, he, too, would apparently have |iked to approach the girl
with some object of his owm. He, too, had probably seen her in the
di stance and had foll owed her, but found Raskol nikov in his way. He
| ooked angrily at him though he tried to escape his notice, and stood
inmpatiently biding his tine, till the unwelconme man in rags should
have noved away. Hi s intentions were unnistakable. The gentlenman was a
pl ump, thickly-set man, about thirty, fashionably dressed, with a high
colour, red lips and noustaches. Raskol nikov felt furious; he had a

sudden longing to insult this fat dandy in sone way. He left the



girl for a noment and wal ked towards the gentl eman.

"Hey! You Svidrigailov! What do you want here?" he shout ed,
clenching his fists and | aughing, spluttering with rage.

"What do you nean?" the gentl enman asked sternly, scowing in haughty
ast oni shnent .

"Get away, that's what | nean."

"How dare you, you low fellow™"

He raised his cane. Raskol ni kov rushed at himw th his fists,
wi thout reflecting that the stout gentlenan was a match for two nen
like hinself. But at that instant sonme one seized himfrom behind, and
a police constable stood between them

"That's enough, gentlenen, no fighting, please, in a public place.
What do you want? Who are you?" he asked Raskol ni kov sternly, noticing
his rags.

Raskol ni kov | ooked at himintently. He had a straight-forward,
sensible, soldierly face, with grey noustaches and whi skers.

"You are just the man I want," Raskol nikov cried, catching at his

arm "I ama student, Raskolnikov.... You may as well know t hat

too," he added, addressing the gentlenan, "cone along, | have
somet hing to show you. "
And taking the policeman by the hand he drew hi mtowards the seat.
"Look here, hopel essly drunk, and she has just conme down the
boul evard. There is no telling who and what she is, she does not
| ook Iike a professional. It's nore |likely she has been given drink
and deceived somewhere... for the first tine... you understand? and
they've put her out into the street like that. Look at the way her
dress is torn, and the way it has been put on: she has been dressed by
somebody, she has not dressed herself, and dressed by unpractised
hands, by a man's hands; that's evident. And now | ook there: | don't
know t hat dandy with whom | was going to fight, | see himfor the
first tine, but, he, too has seen her on the road, just now, drunk

not knowi ng what she is doing, and now he is very eager to get hold of

her, to get her away sonewhere while she is in this state... that's



certain, believe me, | amnot wong. | saw hi mnyself watching her and
followi ng her, but | prevented him and he is just waiting for ne to
go away. Now he has wal ked away a little, and is standing still,
pretending to make a cigarette.... Think how can we keep her out of
hi s hands, and how are we to get her home?"

The policeman saw it all in a flash. The stout gentlenan was easy to
understand, he turned to consider the girl. The policenan bent over to
exam ne her nore closely, and his face worked w th genui ne conpassi on

"Ah, what a pity!" he said, shaking his head- "why, she is quite a
child! She has been deceived, you can see that at once. Listen, lady,"
he began addressing her, "where do you live?" The girl opened her
weary and sl eepy-| ooki ng eyes, gazed blankly at the speaker and
waved her hand.

"Here," said Raskol nikov feeling in his pocket and finding twenty
copecks, "here, call a cab and tell himto drive her to her address.
The only thing is to find out her address!"”

"M ssy, missy!" the policeman began again, taking the nmoney. "I1'I|
fetch you a cab and take you hone nyself. Were shall | take you
eh? Where do you |ive?"

"Go away! They won't let ne alone,” the girl nuttered, and once nore
waved her hand.

"Ach, ach, how shocking! It's shameful, missy, it's a shanme!" He
shook hi s head agai n, shocked, synpathetic and indignant.

"I't's adifficult job," the policenan said to Raskol ni kov, and as he
did so, he looked himup and down in a rapid glance. He. too, nust
have seemed a strange figure to him dressed in rags and handi ng hi m
noney!

"Did you neet her far from here?" he asked him

"I tell you she was wal king in front of ne, staggering, just here,
in the boulevard. She only just reached the seat and sank down on it."

"Ah, the shameful things that are done in the world nowadays, GCod

have nmercy on us! An innocent creature |like that, drunk already! She

has been deceived, that's a sure thing. See how her dress has been



torn too.... Ah, the vice one sees nowadays! And as likely as not

she bel ongs to gentl efol k too, poor ones maybe.... There are nmany |ike
that nowadays. She | ooks refined, too, as though she were a |ady," and
he bent over her once nore.

Per haps he had daughters growing up like that, "looking like
| adi es and refined" with pretensions to gentility and snartness...

"The chief thing is," Raskol ni kov persisted, "to keep her out of
this scoundrel's hands! Wy should he outrage her! It's as clear as
day what he is after; ah, the brute, he is not noving off!"

Raskol ni kov spoke al oud and pointed to him The gentl eman heard him
and seened about to fly into a rage again, but thought better of it,
and confined hinself to a contenptuous |ook. He then wal ked sl owy
anot her ten paces away and agai n halted.

"Keep her out of his hands we can,"” said the constable thoughtfully,
"if only she'd tell us where to take her, but as it is.... Mssy, hey,
m ssy!" he bent over her once nore.

She opened her eyes fully all of a sudden, |ooked at himintently,
as though realising sonething, got up fromthe seat and wal ked away in
the direction fromwhich she had cone. "GCh shameful wetches, they
won't let nme alone!" she said, waving her hand again. She wal ked
qui ckly, though staggering as before. The dandy foll owed her, but
al ong anot her avenue, keeping his eye on her

"Don't be anxious, | won't |et himhave her,"” the policenman said
resolutely, and he set off after them

"Ah, the vice one sees nowadays!" he repeated al oud, sighing.

At that nonment something seenmed to sting Raskol ni kov; in an
instant a conplete revul sion of feeling canme over him

"Hey, here!" he shouted after the policenman.

The latter turned round.

"Let thembe! What is it to do with you? Let her go! Let himanuse
hinsel f." He pointed at the dandy, "Wat is it to do with you?"

The policeman was bew | dered, and stared at hi m open-eyed.

Raskol ni kov | aughed.



"Well!" ejaculated the policeman, with a gesture of contenpt, and he
wal ked after the dandy and the girl, probably taking Raskol ni kov for a
madman or sonet hi ng even worse

"He has carried off my twenty copecks," Raskol ni kov murrmured angrily
when he was left alone. "Well, let himtake as nuch fromthe other
fellowto allow himto have the girl and so let it end. And why did

| want to interfere? Is it for me to hel p? Have | any right to hel p?
Let them devour each other alive- what is to ne? Howdid | dare to
give himtwenty copecks? Were they m ne?"

In spite of those strange words he felt very wetched. He sat down
on the deserted seat. H s thought strayed aimessly.... He found it
hard to fix his nmind on anything at that nonent. He |onged to forget
hi nsel f altogether, to forget everything, and then to wake up and
begin life anew. ...

"Poor girl!" he said, |ooking at the enpty corner where she had sat-
"She will cone to herself and weep, and then her nmother will find
out.... She will give her a beating, a horrible, shameful beating
and t hen naybe, turn her out of doors.... And even if she does not,
the Darya Frantsovnas will get wind of it, and the girl will soon be
slipping out on the sly here and there. Then there will be the

hospital directly (that's always the luck of those girls with

respect abl e not hers, who go wong on the sly) and then... again the
hospital ... drink... the taverns... and nore hospital, in tw or three
years- a wreck, and her |life over at eighteen or nineteen.... Have not

| seen cases like that? And how have they been brought to it? Wy,
they've all conme to it like that. Ugh! But what does it matter? That's
as it should be, they tell us. A certain percentage, they tell us,

must every year go... that way... to the devil, | suppose, so that the
rest may remai n chaste, and not be interfered with. A percentage! What
spl endid words they have; they are so scientific, so consolatory...
Once you' ve said 'percentage,' there's nothing nore to worry about. If
we had any other word... maybe we m ght feel nore uneasy.... But

what if Dounia were one of the percentage! O another one if not



t hat one?

"But where am | goi ng?" he thought suddenly. "Strange, | cane out
for sonething. As soon as | had read the letter | cane out.... | was
going to Vassilyevsky Gstrov, to Razum hin. That's what it was...
now | remenber. What for, though? And what put the idea of going to
Razum hin into ny head just now? That's curious."

He wondered at hinself. Razum hin was one of his old conrades at the
university. It was remarkabl e that Raskol ni kov had hardly any
friends at the university; he kept al oof fromevery one, went to see
no one, and did not wel cone any one who canme to see him and indeed
every one soon gave himup. He took no part in the students
gat herings, anmusenents or conversations. He worked with great
intensity without sparing hinmself, and he was respected for this,
but no one liked him He was very poor, and there was a sort of
haughty pride and reserve about him as though he were keeping
something to hinmself. He seenmed to sone of his conrades to | ook down
upon themall as children, as though he were superior in
devel opnment, know edge and convictions, as though their beliefs and
interests were beneath him

Wth Razum hin he had got on, or, at |east, he was nore unreserved
and conmmuni cative with him Indeed it was inpossible to be on any
other terns with Razum hin. He was an exceptionally good-hunoured
and candid youth, good-natured to the point of simplicity, though both
depth and dignity lay conceal ed under that sinplicity. The better of
hi s conrades understood this, and all were fond of him He was
extrenmely intelligent, though he was certainly rather a sinpleton at
tinmes. He was of striking appearance- tall, thin, blackhaired and
al ways badly shaved. He was sonetines uproarious and was reputed to be
of great physical strength. One night, when out in a festive
conmpany, he had with one blow laid a gigantic policeman on his back
There was no linmit to his drinking powers, but he could abstain from
drink altogether; he sometines went too far in his pranks; but he

could do without pranks altogether. Another thing striking about



Razum hin, no failure distressed him and it seemed as though no

unf avour abl e circunstances could crush him He could | odge anywhere,
and bear the extrenes of cold and hunger. He was very poor, and kept
himsel f entirely on what he could earn by work of one sort or another
He knew of no end of resources by which to earn noney. He spent one
whol e winter without lighting his stove, and used to declare that he
liked it better, because one slept nore soundly in the cold. For the
present he, too, had been obliged to give up the university, but it
was only for a time, and he was working with all his night to save
enough to return to his studi es agai n. Raskol ni kov had not been to see
himfor the last four nonths, and Razumi hin did not even know his
address. About two nonths before, they had net in the street, but
Raskol ni kov had turned away and even crossed to the other side that he
m ght not be observed. And though Razum hin noticed him he passed him

by, as he did not want to annoy him

Chapter Five

"OF COURSE, |'ve been neaning lately to go to Razum hin's to ask for
work, to ask himto get nme | essons or sonething..." Raskol ni kov
t hought, "but what help can he be to ne now? Suppose he gets ne
| essons, suppose he shares his last farthing with ne, if he has any
farthings, so that | could get sonme boots and rmake nyself tidy
enough to give lessons... hm.. Well and what then? Wat shall | do
with the few coppers | earn? That's not what | want now. It's really
absurd for ne to go to Razum hin...."

The question why he was now going to Razum hin agitated himeven
nmore than he was hinself aware; he kept uneasily seeking for sone
sinister significance in this apparently ordinary action

"Could I have expected to set it all straight and to find a way
out by means of Razumi hin al one?" he asked hinself in perplexity.

He pondered and rubbed his forehead, and, strange to say, after |ong



musi ng, suddenly, as if it were spontaneously and by chance, a
fantastic thought canme into his head.

"Hm .. to Razum hin's,"” he said all at once, calmy, as though he
had reached a final determination. "I shall go to Razum hin's of
course, but... not now | shall go to him.. on the next day after It,
when It will be over and everything will begin afresh....”

And suddenly he realised what he was thinking.

"After It," he shouted, junping up fromthe seat, "but is It
really going to happen? Is it possible it really will happen?' He left
the seat, and went off alnmobst at a run; he neant to turn back
honmewar ds, but the thought of going honme suddenly filled himwth
intense loathing; in that hole, in that awful little cupboard of
his, all this had for a nonth past been growing up in him and he
wal ked on at random

H s nervous shudder had passed into a fever that nmade him fee
shivering; in spite of the heat he felt cold. Wth a kind of effort he
began al nost unconsciously, from sonme inner craving, to stare at al
the objects before him as though | ooking for sonething to distract
his attention; but he did not succeed, and kept dropping every
nmoment into brooding. When with a start he lifted his head again and
| ooked around, he forgot at once what he had just been thinking
about and even where he was going. In this way he wal ked ri ght
across Vassilyevsky Ostrov, cane out on to the Lesser Neva, crossed
the bridge and turned towards the islands. The greenness and freshness
were at first restful to his weary eyes after the dust of the town and
t he huge houses that hemred himin and wei ghed upon him Here there
were no taverns, no stifling closeness, no stench. But soon these
new pl easant sensations passed into norbid irritability. Sonetines
he stood still before a brightly painted sumer villa standi ng anong
green foliage, he gazed through the fence, he saw in the distance
smartly dressed wonen on the verandahs and bal coni es, and children
running in the gardens. The flowers especially caught his attention

he gazed at them | onger than at anything. He was net, too, by



| uxurious carriages and by nen and wonmen on horseback; he watched them
with curious eyes and forgot about them before they had vani shed
fromhis sight. Once he stood still and counted his noney; he found he
had thirty copecks. "Twenty to the policenman, three to Nastasya for
the letter, so | must have given forty-seven or fifty to the
Mar mel adovs yesterday," he thought, reckoning it up for some unknown
reason, but he soon forgot with what object he had taken the noney out
of his pocket. He recalled it on passing an eating-house or tavern
and felt that he was hungry.... Going into the tavern he drank a gl ass
of vodka and ate a pie of sonme sort. He finished eating it as he
wal ked away. It was a long while since he had taken vodka and it had
an effect upon himat once, though he only drank a wi ne-gl assful
H's legs felt suddenly heavy and a great drowsiness cane upon him
He turned honmewards, but reaching Petrovsky Ostrov he stopped
conpl etely exhausted, turned off the road into the bushes, sank down
upon the grass and instantly fell asleep

In a norbid condition of the brain, dreams often have a singul ar
actuality, vividness, and extraordi nary senbl ance of reality. At tines
nmonstrous inmages are created, but the setting and the whole picture
are so truthlike and filled with details so delicate, so unexpectedly,
but so artistically consistent, that the dreaner, were he an arti st
I i ke Pushkin or Turgenev even, could never have invented themin the
waki ng state. Such sick dreans always remain long in the nmenmory and
make a powerful inpression on the overw ought and deranged nervous
system

Raskol ni kov had a fearful dream He dreant he was back in his
childhood in the little town of his birth. He was a child about
seven years old, walking into the country with his father on the
evening of a holiday. It was a grey and heavy day, the country was
exactly as he renenbered it; indeed he recalled it far nore vividly in
his dreamthan he had done in nenory. The little town stood on a | eve
flat as bare as the hand, not even a willow near it; only in the far

di stance, a copse lay, a dark blur on the very edge of the horizon



A few paces beyond the |ast market garden stood a tavern, a big
tavern, which had always aroused in hima feeling of aversion, even of
fear, when he walked by it with his father. There was al ways a crowd
there, always shouting, |aughter and abuse, hideous hoarse singing and
often fighting. Drunken and horri bl e-1o00king figures were hangi ng
about the tavern. He used to cling close to his father, trenbling

all over when he net them Near the tavern the road becane a dusty
track, the dust of which was always black. It was a w nding road,

and about a hundred paces further on, it turned to the right to the
graveyard. In the nmddle of the graveyard stood a stone church with

a green cupola where he used to go to nass two or three tinmes a year
with his father and nother, when a service was held in nenory of his
grandnot her, who had | ong been dead, and whom he had never seen. On
these occasions they used to take on a white dish tied up in a table
napkin a special sort of rice pudding with raisins stuck init in

the shape of a cross. He loved that church, the ol d-fashi oned,
unadorned i kons and the old priest with the shaking head. Near his
grandnot her's grave, which was narked by a stone, was the little grave
of his younger brother who had died at six nmonths old. He did not
remenber himat all, but he had been told about his little brother
and whenever he visited the graveyard he used religiously and
reverently to cross hinself and to bow down and kiss the little grave.
And now he dreant that he was wal king with his father past the

tavern on the way to the graveyard; he was holding his father's hand
and |l ooking with dread at the tavern. A peculiar circunstance
attracted his attention: there seenmed to be sone kind of festivity
going on, there were crowds of gaily dressed townspeopl e, peasant
wonen, their husbands, and riff-raff of all sorts, all singing and al
nore or | ess drunk. Near the entrance of the tavern stood a cart,

but a strange cart. It was one of those big carts usually drawn by
heavy cart-horses and |l aden with casks of w ne or other heavy goods.
He always |iked | ooking at those great cart-horses, with their Iong

manes, thick | egs, and sl ow even pace, draw ng al ong a perfect



mountain with no appearance of effort, as though it were easier
going with a load than without it. But now, strange to say, in the
shafts of such a cart he sawa thin little sorrel beast, one of
t hose peasants' nags which he had often seen straining their utnost
under a heavy | oad of wood or hay, especially when the wheels were
stuck in the nmud or in a rut. And the peasants would be at them so
cruelly, sonetimes even about the nose and eyes and he felt so
sorry, so sorry for themthat he alnost cried, and his nother always
used to take himaway fromthe window Al of a sudden there was a
great uproar of shouting, singing and the bal al ai ka, and fromthe
tavern a nunber of big and very drunken peasants came out, wearing red
and blue shirts and coats thrown over their shoul ders.

"Get in, get in!'" shouted one of them a young thick-necked
peasant with a fleshy face red as a carrot. "I'll take you all, get
int"

But at once there was an outbreak of |aughter and exclamations in
t he crowd.

"Take us all with a beast like that!"

"Why, M kol ka, are you crazy to put a nag like that in such a cart?"

"And this mare is twenty if she is a day, mates!”

"Get in, I'll take you all," M kol ka shouted again, |eaping first

into the cart, seizing the reins and standing straight up in front.

"The bay has gone with Marvey," he shouted fromthe cart- "and this
brute, nmates, is just breaking ny heart, | feel as if | could kil
her. She's just eating her head off. Get in, | tell you! I'll make her
gallop! She'll gallop!" and he picked up the whip, preparing hinself
with relish to flog the little nare.

"Get in! Cone along!" The crowd | aughed. "D you hear, she'll
gal l op!™

"Gal |l op indeed! She has not had a gallop in her for the last ten
years!"

"She'll jog along!"

"Don't you mind her, mates, bring a whip each of you, get ready!"



"Al right! Gve it to her!™

They all clanmbered into M kol ka's cart, |aughing and naki ng j okes.
Six nen got in and there was still roomfor nore. They hauled in a
fat, rosy-cheeked woman. She was dressed in red cotton, in a
poi nted, beaded headdress and thick |eather shoes; she was cracking
nuts and | aughing. The crowd round them was | aughi ng too and i ndeed,
how coul d they hel p | aughing? That wetched nag was to drag all the
cartload of themat a gallop! Two young fellows in the cart were

just getting whips ready to help Mkolka. Wth the cry of "now, " the
mare tugged with all her might, but far fromgalloping, could scarcely
move forward; she struggled with her |egs, gasping and shrinking
fromthe blows of the three whips which were showered upon her |ike
hail. The laughter in the cart and in the crowmd was redoubl ed, but

M kol ka flewinto a rage and furiously thrashed the mare, as though he
supposed she really could gallop

"Let me get in, too, mates," shouted a young man in the crowd
whose appetite was aroused.

"Get in, all get in," cried Mkolka, "she will draw you all. ["'1]
beat her to death!" And he thrashed and thrashed at the mare, beside
hinself with fury.

"Father, father," he cried, "father, what are they doing? Father
they are beating the poor horse!"

"Conme al ong, come along!" said his father. "They are drunken and
foolish, they are in fun; cone away, don't | ook!" and he tried to draw

hi m away, but he tore hinself away from his hand, and, beside

hinself with horror, ran to the horse. The poor beast was in a bad

way. She was gasping, standing still, then tuggi ng again and al nost
falling.

"Beat her to death,"” cried Mkolka, "it's cone to that. I'Il do
for her!"

"What are you about, are you a Christian, you devil?" shouted an old
man in the crowd.

"Did any one ever see the like? A wetched nag like that pulling



such a cartload," said another

"You'll kill her,"” shouted the third.

"Don't nmeddle! It's ny property. 1'll do what | choose. Get in, nore
of you! Get in, all of you! I will have her go at a gallop!..."

Al'l at once laughter broke into a roar and covered everything: the
mare, roused by the shower of blows, began feebly kicking. Even the
old man could not help smiling. To think of a wetched little beast
like that trying to kick

Two lads in the crowd snatched up whips and ran to the mare to
beat her about the ribs. One ran each side.

"Hit her in the face, in the eyes, in the eyes,"” cried M kol ka.

"G ve us a song, nates," shouted sone one in the cart and every
one in the cart joined in a riotous song, jingling a tanmbourine and
whi stling. The woman went on cracking nuts and | aughi ng.
...He ran beside the nare, ran in front of her, saw her being
whi pped across the eyes, right in the eyes! He was crying, he felt
choking, his tears were stream ng. One of the nen gave hima cut
with the whip across the face, he did not feel it. Winging his
hands and screanmi ng, he rushed up to the grey-headed old nan with
the grey beard, who was shaking his head in disapproval. One wonan
sei zed himby the hand and woul d have taken hi maway, but he tore
hi msel f from her and ran back to the mare. She was al nost at the
| ast gasp, but began ki cking once nore.
"I'"ll teach you to kick," M kol ka shouted ferociously. He threw down
the whip, bent forward and picked up fromthe bottomof the cart a
I ong, thick shaft, he took hold of one end with both hands and with an
effort brandished it over the nare.
"He'll crush her," was shouted round him "He'll kill her!"
"I't's ny property,” shouted M kol ka and brought the shaft down
with a swinging blow There was a sound of a heavy thud.
"Thrash her, thrash her! Wy have you stopped?" shouted voices in

t he crowd.

And M kol ka swung the shaft a second tine and it fell a second



time on the spine of the |uckless mare. She sank back on her haunches,
but lurched forward and tugged forward with all her force, tugged
first on one side and then on the other, trying to nove the cart.
But the six whips were attacking her in all directions, and the
shaft was raised again and fell upon her a third tine, then a
fourth, with heavy neasured blows. Mkolka was in a fury that he could
not kill her at one bl ow

"She's a tough one,” was shouted in the crowd.

"She'll fall in a nminute, mates, there will soon be an end of

her," said an adniring spectator in the crowd.

"Fetch an axe to her! Finish her off,"” shouted a third.

"I''"l'l show you! Stand off," M kol ka screanmed frantically; he threw
down the shaft, stooped down in the cart and picked up an iron

crowbar. "Look out,"” he shouted, and with all his mght he dealt a
stunning bl ow at the poor nmare. The blow fell; the nmare staggered,
sank back, tried to pull, but the bar fell again with a sw nging
bl ow on her back and she fell on the ground like a | og.

"Fi nish her off," shouted M kol ka and he | eapt beside hinself, out
of the cart. Several young nen, also flushed with drink, seized
anything they could cone across- whips, sticks, poles, and ran to
the dying mare. M kol ka stood on one side and began deal i ng random
blows with the crowbar. The mare stretched out her head, drew a | ong
breath and di ed.

"You butchered her," some one shouted in the crowd.

"Why woul dn't she gallop then?"

"My property!" shouted M kol ka, with bl oodshot eyes, brandishing the
bar in his hands. He stood as though regretting that he had not hing
nore to beat.

"No mistake about it, you are not a Christian," nmany voi ces were
shouting in the crowd.

But the poor boy, beside hinself, nade his way scream ng through the

cromd to the sorrel nag, put his arns round her bl eeding dead head and

kissed it, kissed the eyes and kissed the lips.... Then he junped up



and flewin a frenzy with his little fists out at M kol ka. At that
instant his father who had been running after him snatched himup and
carried himout of the crowd.
"Come al ong, come! Let us go home," he said to him
"Father! Why did they... kill... the poor horse!" he sobbed, but his
voi ce broke and the words cane in shrieks fromhis panting chest.
"They are drunk.... They are brutal... it's not our business!"
said his father. He put his arns round his father but he felt
choked, choked. He tried to draw a breath, to cry out- and woke up
He waked up, gasping for breath, his hair soaked with
perspiration, and stood up in terror
"Thank God, that was only a dream" he said, sitting down under a
tree and drawi ng deep breaths. "But what is it? Is it sone fever
com ng on? Such a hideous dream "
He felt utterly broken; darkness and confusion were in his soul
He rested his el bows on his knees and | eaned his head on his hands.
"Good God!" he cried, "can it be, can it be, that | shall really

take an axe, that | shall strike her on the head, split her skul

open... that | shall tread in the sticky warm bl ood, break the |ock
steal and trenble; hide, all spattered in the blood... with the
axe.... Good CGod, can it be?"

He was shaking like a |leaf as he said this.

"But why am 1 going on like this?" he continued, sitting up again,

as it were in profound amazenent. "I knew that | could never bring
nyself to it, so what have | been torturing nmyself for till now?
Yest erday, yesterday, when | went to make that... experinent,

yesterday | realised conpletely that | could never bear to do it....
Wiy am | going over it again, then? Wiawy am| hesitating? As | cane
down the stairs yesterday, | said nyself that it was base,
| oat hsone, vile, vile... the very thought of it nade ne feel sick
and filled me with horror.

"No, | couldn't do it, | couldn't do it! Ganted, granted that there

is no flawin all that reasoning, that all that | have concl uded



this last nmonth is clear as day, true as arithnetic.... My God! Anyway
I couldn't bring nyself to it! I couldn't doit, I couldn't do it!
Why, why then am | still...?"

He rose to his feet, looked round in wonder as though surprised at
finding hinself in this place, and went towards the bridge. He was
pal e, his eyes gl owed, he was exhausted in every |linb, but he seened
suddenly to breathe nore easily. He felt he had cast off that
fearful burden that had so | ong been wei ghing upon him and all at
once there was a sense of relief and peace in his soul. "Lord," he
prayed, "show me ny path- | renounce that accursed... dreamof mine."

Crossing the bridge, he gazed quietly and calmy at the Neva, at the
glowi ng red sun setting in the glowing sky. In spite of his weakness
he was not conscious of fatigue. It was as though an abscess that
had been form ng for a nonth past in his heart had suddenly broken
Freedom freedom He was free fromthat spell, that sorcery, that
obsessi on!

Later on, when he recalled that tine and all that happened to him
during those days, mnute by minute, point by point, he was
superstitiously inpressed by one circunstance, which though in
itself not very exceptional, always seenmed to him afterwards the
predestined turning-point of his fate. He could never understand and
explain to hinmself why, when he was tired and worn out, when it
woul d have been nore convenient for himto go home by the shortest and
nost direct way, he had returned by the Hay Market where he had no
need to go. It was obviously and quite unnecessarily out of his way,

t hough not nuch so. It is true that it happened to hi mdozens of tines
to return honme w thout noticing what streets he passed through. But
why, he was al ways asking hinsel f, why had such an inportant, such a
deci sive and at the sane tine such an absol utely chance neeting
happened in the Hay Market (where he had noreover no reason to go)

at the very hour, the very mnute of his Iife when he was just in

the very nmood and in the very circunstances in which that neeting

was able to exert the gravest and nost decisive influence on his whole



destiny? As though it had been Iying in wait for himon purpose!

It was about nine o'clock when he crossed the Hay Market. At the
tabl es and the barrows, at the booths and the shops, all the narket
peopl e were closing their establishments or clearing away and
packing up their wares and, |like their custonmers, were going hone.
Ragpi ckers and costernongers of all kinds were crowding round the
taverns in the dirty and stinking courtyards of the Hay Market.
Raskol ni kov particularly liked this place and the nei ghbouring alleys,
when he wandered ainlessly in the streets. Here his rags did not
attract contenptuous attention, and one could wal k about in any attire
wi t hout scandal i sing people. At the corner of an alley a huckster
and his wife had two tables set out with tapes, thread, cotton
handker chi efs, &c. They, too, had got up to go hone, but were
lingering in conversation with a friend, who had just conme up to them
This friend was Lizaveta |vanovna, or, as every one called her
Li zaveta, the younger sister of the old pawnbroker, Al yona |vanovna,
whom Raskol ni kov had visited the previous day to pawn his watch and
make his experinent.... He already knew all about Lizaveta and she
knew hima little too. She was a single woman of about thirty-five,
tall, clumsy, timd, subm ssive and alnost idiotic. She was a conpl ete
slave and went in fear and trenbling of her sister, who nade her
wor k day and night, and even beat her. She was standing with a
bundl e before the huckster and his wife, |listening earnestly and
doubtfully. They were tal king of sonething with special warnth. The
nmoment Raskol ni kov caught sight of her, he was overcone by a strange
sensation as it were of intense astoni shnent, though there was not hing
ast oni shing about this neeting.

"You coul d make up your nind for yourself, Lizaveta |vanovna," the
huckst er was sayi ng al oud. "Cone round tonorrow about seven. They wl|
be here too."

"To-norrow?" said Lizaveta slowy and thoughtfully, as though unable
to nmake up her mnd.

"Upon ny word, what a fright you are in of Alyona |vanovna," gabbled



the huckster's wife, a lively little woman. "I | ook at you, you are
like sone little babe. And she is not your own sister either-
not hi ng but a stepsister and what a hand she keeps over you!"

"But this tinme don't say a word to Al yona |vanovna," her husband
interrupted; "that's my advice, but cone round to us w thout asking.
It will be worth your while. Later on your sister herself nay have a
notion."

"Am | to conme?"

"About seven o'clock to-nmorrow. And they will be here. You will be
able to decide for yourself."

"And we'll have a cup of tea," added his wife

"Al'l right, I'll cone," said Lizaveta, still pondering, and she
began sl ow y novi ng away.

Raskol ni kov had just passed and heard no nore. He passed softly,
unnoticed, trying not to mss a word. His first anazenent was foll owed
by a thrill of horror, like a shiver running down his spine. He had
| earnt, he had suddenly quite unexpectedly |learnt, that the next day
at seven o' clock Lizaveta, the old woman's sister and only
compani on, would be away from hone and that therefore at seven o' cl ock
precisely the old woman woul d be | eft al one.

He was only a few steps fromhis |lodging. He went in |ike a nman
condemmed to death. He thought of nothing and was incapabl e of
thi nking; but he felt suddenly in his whole being that he had no
nmore freedom of thought, no will, and that everything was suddenly and
i rrevocabl y deci ded.

Certainly, if he had to wait whole years for a suitable opportunity,
he could not reckon on a nore certain step towards the success of
the plan than that which had just presented itself. In any case, it
woul d have been difficult to find out beforehand and with certainty,
with greater exactness and | ess risk, and wi thout dangerous
inquiries and investigations, that next day at a certain tine an old
worman, on whose life an attenpt was contenpl ated, would be at home and

entirely al one.



Chapter Six

LATER on Raskol ni kov happened to find out why the huckster and his
wife had invited Lizaveta. It was a very ordinary natter and there was
not hi ng exceptional about it. A famly who had cone to the town and
been reduced to poverty were selling their household goods and
clothes, all wonmen's things. As the things would have fetched little
in the market, they were |looking for a dealer. This was Lizaveta's
busi ness. She undertook such jobs and was frequently enpl oyed, as
she was very honest and always fixed a fair price and stuck to it. She
spoke as a rule little and, as we have said already, she was very
submi ssive and tinid.

But Raskol ni kov had becone superstitious of late. The traces of
superstition remained in himlong after, and were al nost ineradicable.
And in all this he was al ways afterwards di sposed to see sonet hi ng
strange and nysterious, as it were the presence of sone peculiar
i nfluences and coi ncidences. In the previous winter a student he
knew cal | ed Pokorev, who had left for Harkov, had chanced in
conversation to give himthe address of Al yona |Ivanovna, the old
pawnbr oker, in case he might want to pawn anything. For a long while
he did not go to her, for he had | essons and nmanaged to get al ong
somehow. Si x weeks ago he had renenbered the address; he had two
articles that could be pawned: his father's old silver watch and a
little gold ring with three red stones, a present fromhis sister at
parting. He decided to take the ring. Wen he found the old wonan he
had felt an insurnmountable repulsion for her at the first gl ance,

t hough he knew not hi ng special about her. He got two roubles from

her and went into a mserable little tavern on his way hone. He

asked for tea, sat down and sank into deep thought. A strange idea was
pecking at his brain like a chicken in the egg, and very, very nuch

absor bed him



Al nost beside himat the next table there was sitting a student,
whom he did not know and had never seen, and with hima young officer
They had played a game of billiards and began drinking tea. Al at
once he heard the student nention to the officer the pawnbroker Al yona
I vanovna and give him her address. This of itself seenmed strange to
Raskol ni kov; he had just come from her and here at once he heard her
nane. Of course it was a chance, but he could not shake off a very
extraordi nary inpression, and here sonme one seened to be speaking
expressly for him the student began telling his friend various
details about Al yona |vanovna.

"She is first rate," he said. "You can always get noney from her
She is as rich as a Jew, she can give you five thousand roubles at a
time and she is not above taking a pledge for a rouble. Lots of our
fell ows have had dealings with her. But she is an awful old harpy...."

And he began describing how spiteful and uncertain she was, how if
you were only a day late with your interest the pledge was | ost; how
she gave a quarter of the value of an article and took five and even
seven percent a nmonth on it and so on. The student chattered on
saying that she had a sister Lizaveta, whomthe wetched little
creature was continually beating, and kept in conpl ete bondage |ike
a small child, though Lizaveta was at |east six feet high

"There's a phenonenon for you," cried the student and he | aughed.

They began tal ki ng about Lizaveta. The student spoke about her
with a peculiar relish and was continually | aughing and the officer
listened with great interest and asked himto send Lizaveta to do sone
nmendi ng for him Raskol ni kov did not niss a word and | earned
everyt hing about her. Lizaveta was younger than the old woman and
was her half-sister, being the child of a different nother. She was
thirty-five. She worked day and night for her sister, and besides
doi ng the cooking and the washing, she did sewing and worked as a
charwoman and gave her sister all she earned. She did not dare to
accept an order or job of any kind without her sister's perm ssion.

The ol d woman had al ready made her will, and Lizaveta knew of it,



and by this will she would not get a farthing; nothing but the
nmovabl es, chairs and so on; all the noney was |left to a nonastery in
the province of N, that prayers nmight be said for her in
perpetuity. Lizaveta was of |ower rank than her sister, unnarried
and awful |y uncouth in appearance, remarkably tall with |ong feet that
| ooked as if they were bent outwards. She al ways wore battered
goat ski n shoes, and was clean in her person. Wat the student
expressed nost surprise and anusenent about was the fact that Lizaveta
was continually with child.

"But you say she is hideous?" observed the officer

"Yes, she is so dark-skinned and | ooks like a soldier dressed up
but you know she is not at all hideous. She has such a good-nat ured
face and eyes. Strikingly so. And the proof of it is that |lots of
people are attracted by her. She is such a soft, gentle creature,
ready to put up with anything, always willing, willing to do anything.
And her snmile is really very sweet."

"You seemto find her attractive yourself," |aughed the officer
"From her queerness. No, I'll tell you what. | could kill that

dammed ol d worman and rmake of f with her noney, | assure you, w thout

the faintest conscience-prick,"” the student added with warnth. The

of ficer laughed agai n whil e Raskol ni kov shuddered. How strange it was!

"Listen, | want to ask you a serious question," the student said
hotly. "1 was joking of course, but |ook here; on one side we have a
stupid, senseless, worthless, spiteful, ailing, horrid old wonan,
not sinply usel ess but doing actual mnischief, who has not an idea what
she is living for herself, and who will die in a day or two in any
case. You understand? You understand?”

"Yes, yes, | understand,"” answered the officer, watching his excited
compani on attentively.

"Well, listen then. On the other side, fresh young lives thrown away
for want of help and by thousands, on every side! A hundred thousand

good deeds coul d be done and hel ped, on that old woman's noney which

will be buried in a nonastery! Hundreds, thousands perhaps, m ght be



set on the right path; dozens of fanmlies saved fromdestitution, from
ruin, fromvice, fromthe Lock hospitals- and all with her noney. Kil
her, take her noney and with the help of it devote oneself to the
service of humanity and the good of all. Wat do you think, would

not one tiny crime be w ped out by thousands of good deeds? For one
life thousands woul d be saved from corrupti on and decay. One death,
and a hundred lives in exchange- it's sinple arithmetic! Besides, what
value has the life of that sickly, stupid, ill-natured old woman in
the bal ance of existence! No nore than the life of a |ouse, of a black
beetle, less in fact because the old wonman is doing harm She is
wearing out the lives of others; the other day she bit Lizaveta's
finger out of spite; it alnost had to be anputated.”

"Of course she does not deserve to live," remarked the officer, "but
there it is, it's nature.™

"Ch, well, brother, but we have to correct and direct nature, and,
but for that, we should drown in an ocean of prejudice. But for
that, there would never have been a single great man. They tal k of
duty, conscience- | don't want to say anything agai nst duty and
consci ence; - but the point is what do we nean by them Stay, | have
anot her question to ask you. Listen!"

"No, you stay, I'll ask you a question. Listen!"

"wel | 2"

"You are tal king and speechi fying away, but tell me, would you
kill the old wonan yoursel f?"

"Of course not! | was only arguing the justice of it.... It's
nothing to do with ne...."

"But | think, if you would not do it yourself, there's no justice
about it.... Let us have another gane."

Raskol ni kov was violently agitated. OF course, it was all ordinary
yout hful tal k and thought, such as he had often heard before in
different fornms and on different themes. But why had he happened to
hear such a discussion and such ideas at the very noment when his

own brain was just conceiving... the very sane ideas? And why, just at



t he monent when he had brought away the enbryo of his idea fromthe
ol d woman had he dropped at once upon a conversation about her? This
coi nci dence al ways seened strange to him This trivial talk in a
tavern had an i mrense influence on himin his later action; as

though there had really been in it sonething preordai ned, sone guiding

hint....

On returning fromthe Hay Market he flung hinmself on the sofa and
sat for a whole hour without stirring. Meanwhile it got dark; he had
no candl e and, indeed, it did not occur to himto light up. He could
never recollect whether he had been thinking about anything at that
time. At last he was conscious of his fornmer fever and shivering,
and he realised with relief that he could Iie down on the sofa. Soon
heavy, |eaden sleep cane over him as it were crushing him

He slept an extraordinarily long tinme and wi thout dream ng.

Nast asya, coming into his roomat ten o'clock the next norning, had
difficulty in rousing him She brought himin tea and bread. The tea
was again the second brew and again in her own tea-pot.

"My goodness, how he sl eeps!" she cried indignantly. "And he is
al ways asl eep.”

He got up with an effort. H's head ached, he stood up, took a turn
in his garret and sank back on the sofa again.

"CGoing to sleep again,"” cried Nastasya. "Are you ill, eh?"

He nmade no reply.

"Do you want sone tea?"

"Afterwards,"” he said with an effort, closing his eyes again and
turning to the wall
Nast asya stood over him

"Perhaps he really is ill," she said, turned and went out. She
came in again at two o' clock with soup. He was |lying as before. The
tea stood untouched. Nastasya felt positively of fended and began
wathfully rousing him

"Why are you lying like a |l og?" she shouted, looking at himwth



repul si on.

He got up, and sat down again, but said nothing and stared at the
floor.

"Are you ill or not?" asked Nastasya and again received no answer.

"You'd better go out and get a breath of air,"” she said after a pause.

"WIIl you eat it or not?"

"Afterwards," he said weakly. "You can go."

And he notioned her out.

She renmained a little longer, |ooked at himw th conpassi on and went
out .

A few minutes afterwards, he raised his eyes and | ooked for a |ong
while at the tea and the soup. Then he took the bread, took up a spoon
and began to eat.

He ate a little, three or four spoonfuls, wthout appetite as it
were nmechanically. H's head ached | ess. After his neal he stretched
hi nsel f on the sofa again, but now he could not sleep; he lay
without stirring, with his face in the pillow He was haunted by
daydreans and such strange daydreans; in one, that kept recurring,
he fancied that he was in Africa, in Egypt, in sone sort of oasis. The
caravan was resting, the canels were peacefully |ying down; the
pal ns stood all around in a conplete circle; all the party were at
di nner. But he was drinking water froma spring which flowed
gurgling close by. And it was so cool, it was wonderful, wonderful
bl ue, cold water running anong the parti-col oured stones and over
the clean sand which glistened here and there like gold.... Suddenly
he heard a clock strike. He started, roused hinself, raised his
head, | ooked out of the w ndow, and seeing how late it was, suddenly
junped up wi de awake as though sone one had pulled himoff the sofa.
He crept on tiptoe to the door, stealthily opened it and began
listening on the staircase. His heart beat terribly. But all was quiet
on the stairs as if every one was asleep.... It seemed to him
strange and nonstrous that he could have slept in such forgetful ness

fromthe previous day and had done not hi ng, had prepared nothing



yet.... And nmeanwhile perhaps it had struck six. And his drowsiness
and stupefaction were followed by an extraordinary, feverish, as it
were, distracted, haste. But the preparations to be nmade were few

He concentrated all his energies on thinking of everything and
forgetting nothing; and his heart kept beating and thumping so that he
could hardly breathe. First he had to nake a noose and sew it into his
overcoat- a work of a noment. He runmaged under his pillow and

pi cked out anongst the linen stuffed away under it, a worn out, old
unwashed shirt. Fromits rags he tore a long strip, a couple of inches
wi de and about sixteen inches long. He folded this strip in two,

took off his wi de, strong summer overcoat of sone stout cotton
material (his only outer garnent) and began sewi ng the two ends of the
rag on the inside, under the left armhole. H s hands shook as he
sewed, but he did it successfully so that nothing showed outside

when he put the coat on again. The needl e and thread he had got

ready long before and they lay on his table in a piece of paper. As
for the noose, it was a very ingenious device of his own; the noose
was intended for the axe. It was inpossible for himto carry the axe
through the street in his hands. And if hidden under his coat he would
still have had to support it with his hand, which would have been

noti ceabl e. Now he had only to put the head of the axe in the noose,
and it would hang quietly under his armon the inside. Putting his
hand in his coat pocket, he could hold the end of the handle all the
way, so that it did not swing; and as the coat was very full, a
regul ar sack in fact, it could not be seen from outside that he was
hol di ng sonething with the hand that was in the pocket. This noose,
too, he had designed a fortni ght before.

When he had finished with this, he thrust his hand into a little
openi ng between his sofa and the floor, funbled in the left corner and
drew out the pledge, which he had got ready | ong before and hi dden
there. This pledge was, however, only a snoothly planed piece of
wood the size and thickness of a silver cigarette case. He picked up

this piece of wood in one of his wanderings in a courtyard where there



was sone sort of a workshop. Afterwards he had added to the wood a
thin snooth piece of iron, which he had al so picked up at the same
time in the street. Putting the iron which was a little the smaller on
the piece of wood, he fastened themvery firmy, crossing and
re-crossing the thread round them then wapped them carefully and
daintily in clean white paper and tied up the parcel so that it
woul d be very difficult to untie it. This was in order to divert the
attention of the old woman for a tine, while she was trying to undo
the knot, and so to gain a nonent. The iron strip was added to give
wei ght, so that the woman mi ght not guess the first minute that the
"thing" was made of wood. Al this had been stored by hi m beforehand
under the sofa. He had only just got the pl edge out when he heard sone
one suddenly about in the yard.

"It struck six long ago."

"Long ago! My God!"

He rushed to the door, listened, caught up his hat and began to
descend his thirteen steps cautiously, noiselessly, like a cat. He had
still the nost inportant thing to do- to steal the axe fromthe

kitchen. That the deed nust be done with an axe he had deci ded | ong
ago. He had al so a pocket pruning-knife, but he could not rely on
the knife and still less on his own strength, and so resol ved
finally on the axe. W may note in passing, one peculiarity in
regard to all the final resolutions taken by himin the matter; they
had one strange characteristic: the nore final they were, the nore
hi deous and the nore absurd they at once becane in his eyes. In
spite of all his agonising inward struggle, he never for a single
instant all that tinme could believe in the carrying out of his plans.
And, indeed, if it had ever happened that everything to the |east
poi nt coul d have been considered and finally settled, and no
uncertainty of any kind had remai ned, he would, it seens, have
renounced it all as sonething absurd, nonstrous and inpossible. But
a whol e mass of unsettled points and uncertainties remained. As for

getting the axe, that trifling business cost himno anxiety, for



not hi ng coul d be easier. Nastasya was continually out of the house,
especially in the evenings; she would run in to the neighbours or to a
shop, and always left the door ajar. It was the one thing the | andl ady
was al ways scol ding her about. And so when the tinme canme, he would
only have to go quietly into the kitchen and to take the axe, and an
hour | ater (when everything was over) go in and put it back again. But
these were doubtful points. Supposing he returned an hour later to put
it back, and Nastasya had cone back and was on the spot. He would of
course have to go by and wait till she went out again. But supposing
she were in the nmeantine to niss the axe, look for it, make an outcry-
that woul d nean suspicion or at |east grounds for suspicion

But those were all trifles which he had not even begun to
consi der, and indeed he had no tine. He was thinking of the chi ef
point, and put off trifling details, until he could believe in it all
But that seened utterly unattainable. So it seened to hinself at
| east. He could not imagine, for instance, that he would sonetine
| eave of f thinking, get up and sinply go there.... Even his late
experinent (i.e. his visit with the object of a final survey of the
pl ace) was sinply an attenpt at an experinent, far frombeing the rea
thing, as though one should say "come, let us go and try it- why dream
about it!"- and at once he had broken down and had run away cursing,
inafrenzy with hinself. Meanwhile it would seem as regards the
nmoral question, that his anal ysis was conplete; his casuistry had
becone keen as a razor, and he could not find rational objections in
hinself. But in the |last resort he sinply ceased to believe in
hi nsel f, and doggedly, slavishly sought argunents in all directions,
funbling for them as though sonme one were forcing and drawi ng him
toit.

At first- long before indeed- he had been nuch occupied with one
question; why alnost all crinmes are so badly conceal ed and so easily
detected, and why alnost all crimnals |eave such obvious traces? He
had conme gradually to many different and curious conclusions, and in

his opinion the chief reason lay not so much in the materia



i mpossibility of concealing the crinme, as in the crimnal hinself.

Al nost every crimnal is subject to a failure of will and reasoning
power by a childish and phenonenal heedl essness, at the very instant
when prudence and caution are nost essential. It was his conviction
that this eclipse of reason and failure of will power attacked a man
li ke a disease, devel oped gradually and reached its hi ghest point just
before the perpetration of the crine, continued with equal violence at
the monent of the crine and for longer or shorter tinme after

according to the individual case, and then passed off |ike any other
di sease. The question whether the disease gives rise to the crine,

or whether the crime fromits own peculiar nature is always
acconpani ed by sonething of the nature of disease, he did not yet fee
abl e to deci de.

When he reached these concl usions, he decided that in his own case
there could not be such a norbid reaction, that his reason and w ||
woul d remain uninpaired at the tine of carrying out his design, for
the sinple reason that his design was "not a crime...." W wll omt
all the process by neans of which he arrived at this |ast
concl usion; we have run too far ahead already.... W may add only that
the practical, purely material difficulties of the affair occupied a
secondary position in his mnd. "One has but to keep all one's will
power and reason to deal with them and they will all be overcone at
the time when once one has fam liarised oneself with the m nutest
details of the business...." But this preparation had never been
begun. Hs final decisions were what he came to trust |east, and
when the hour struck, it all canme to pass quite differently, as it
were accidentally and unexpectedly.

One trifling circunstance upset his calcul ations, before he had even
left the staircase. Wen he reached the |andlady's kitchen, the door
of which was open as usual, he glanced cautiously in to see whether
in Nastasya's absence, the |andlady herself was there, or if not,
whet her the door to her own roomwas cl osed, so that she m ght not

peep out when he went in for the axe. But what was his amazenent



when he suddenly saw that Nastasya was not only at hone in the

ki tchen, but was occupied there, taking linen out of a basket and
hanging it on a line. Seeing him she |left off hanging the cl othes,
turned to himand stared at himall the time he was passing. He turned
away his eyes, and wal ked past as though he noticed nothing. But it
was the end of everything; he had not the axe! He was overwhel ned.

"What made nme think," he reflected, as he went under the gateway,
"what nmade nme think that she would be sure not to be at hone at that
monent! Way, why, why did | assune this so certainly?"

He was crushed and even huniliated. He could have |aughed at hinself
in his anger.... A dull animal rage boiled within him

He stood hesitating in the gateway. To go into the street, to go for
a wal k for appearance sake was revolting; to go back to his room even
nmore revolting. "And what a chance | have lost for ever!" he nuttered
standing aimessly in the gateway, just opposite the porter's little
dark room which was al so open. Suddenly he started. Fromthe porter's
room two paces away from him sonething shining under the bench to
the right caught his eye.... He | ooked about him nobody. He
approached the roomon tiptoe, went down two steps into it and in a
faint voice called the porter. "Yes, not at home! Sonmewhere near
though, in the yard, for the door is wi de open." He dashed to the
axe (it was an axe) and pulled it out from under the bench, where it
| ay between two chunks of wood; at once before going out, he made it
fast in the noose, he thrust both hands into his pockets and went
out of the room no one had noticed him "Wen reason fails, the devi
hel ps!"” he thought with a strange grin. This chance raised his spirits
extraordinarily.

He wal ked al ong quietly and sedately, w thout hurry, to avoid
awakeni ng suspicion. He scarcely | ooked at the passers-by, tried to
escape looking at their faces at all, and to be as little noticeable
as possi ble. Suddenly he thought of his hat. "Good heavens! | had
the nmoney the day before yesterday and did not get a cap to wear

instead!" A curse rose fromthe bottom of his soul



d ancing out of the corner of his eye into a shop, he saw by a cl ock
on the wall that it was ten mnutes past seven. He had to nmake haste
and at the sane tine to go someway round, so as to approach the
house fromthe other side...

When he had happened to immagine all this beforehand, he had
soneti nes thought that he would be very nuch afraid. But he was not
very nuch afraid now, was not afraid at all, indeed. Hs mnd was even
occupied by irrelevant matters, but by nothing for long. As he
passed the Yusupov garden, he was deeply absorbed in considering the
bui I ding of great fountains, and of their refreshing effect on the
atmosphere in all the squares. By degrees he passed to the
conviction that if the sunmer garden were extended to the field of
Mars, and perhaps joined to the garden of the M hail ovsky Pal ace, it
woul d be a splendid thing and a great benefit to the town. Then he was
interested by the question why in all great towns nen are not sinply
driven by necessity, but in sone peculiar way inclined to live in
those parts of the town where there are no gardens nor fountains;
where there is nost dirt and smell and all sorts of nastiness. Then
his own wal ks through the Hay Market cane back to his mind, and for
a monent he waked up to reality. "What nonsense!" he thought,

"better think of nothing at all!"
"So probably nmen led to execution clutch nentally at every object

that nmeets themon the way," flashed through his mnd, but sinply
flashed, like lightning; he nade haste to disniss this thought.... And
by now he was near; here was the house, here was the gate. Suddenly

a clock somewhere struck once. "What! can it be hal f-past seven?

| npossible, it nust be fast!"

Luckily for him everything went well again at the gates. At that
very nmonment, as though expressly for his benefit, a huge waggon of hay
had just driven in at the gate, conpletely screening himas he
passed under the gateway, and the waggon had scarcely had tinme to

drive through into the yard, before he had slipped in a flash to the

right. On the other side of the waggon he could hear shouting and



quarrelling; but no one noticed himand no one nmet him Many w ndows

| ooki ng into that huge quadrangul ar yard were open at that nonment, but
he did not raise his head- he had not the strength to. The staircase
leading to the old woman's room was cl ose by, just on the right of the
gateway. He was already on the stairs...

Drawi ng a breath, pressing his hand against his throbbing heart, and
once nore feeling for the axe and setting it straight, he began softly
and cautiously ascending the stairs, listening every mnute. But the
stairs, too, were quite deserted; all the doors were shut; he net no
one. One flat indeed on the first floor was wi de open and painters
were at work in it, but they did not glance at him He stood still,
thought a minute and went on. "Of course it would be better if they
had not been here, but... it's two storeys above them"

And there was the fourth storey, here was the door, here was the
flat opposite, the enpty one. The flat underneath the old woman's
was apparently enpty also; the visiting card nailed on the door had
been torn off- they had gone away!... He was out of breath. For one
instant the thought floated through his mind "Shall | go back?" But he
made no answer and began |listening at the old woman's door, a dead
silence. Then he listened again on the staircase, |istened | ong and
intently... then | ooked about himfor the last tine, pulled hinself
together, drew hinself up, and once nore tried the axe in the noose.
"Am | very pal e?" he wondered. "Am | not evidently agitated? She is
mstrustful.... Had | better wait a little longer... till ny heart
| eaves of f thunpi ng?"

But his heart did not |eave off. On the contrary, as though to spite
him it throbbed nore and nore violently. He could stand it no | onger
he slowy put out his hand to the bell and rang. Half a minute later
he rang again, nore |oudly.

No answer. To go on ringing was usel ess and out of place. The old
worman was, of course, at hone, but she was suspicious and al one. He
had sonme know edge of her habits... and once nore he put his ear to

the door. Either his senses were peculiarly keen (which it is



difficult to suppose), or the sound was really very distinct.

Anyway, he suddenly heard sonething like the cautious touch of a

hand on the lock and the rustle of a skirt at the very door. Sone

one was standing stealthily close to the I ock and just as he was doi ng
on the outside was secretly listening within, and seened to have her
ear to the door.... He noved a little on purpose and nuttered

sonet hing al oud that he night not have the appearance of hiding,

then rang a third time, but quietly, soberly and w thout inpatience,
Recalling it afterwards, that noment stood out in his mind vividly,
distinctly, forever; he could not nake out how he had had such
cunning, for his mind was as it were clouded at nonents and he was

al rost unconscious of his body.... An instant later he heard the latch

unf ast ened.

Chapter Seven

THE DOOR was as before opened a tiny crack, and again two sharp
and suspicious eyes stared at himout of the darkness. Then
Raskol ni kov | ost his head and nearly nmade a great m stake.

Fearing the ol d worman woul d be frightened by their being al one,
and not hoping that the sight of himwould di sarm her suspicions, he
took hold of the door and drew it towards himto prevent the old wonan
fromattenpting to shut it again. Seeing this she did not pull the
door back, but she did not |let go the handle so that he al nost dragged
her out with it on to the stairs. Seeing that she was standing in
the doorway not allow ng himto pass, he advanced strai ght upon her
She stepped back in alarm tried to say sonething, but seenmed unable
to speak and stared with open eyes at him

"CGood evening, Alyona |Ivanovna," he began, trying to speak easily,
but his voice would not obey him it broke and shook. "I have
conme... | have brought sonething... but we'd better come in... to

the light...."



And | eaving her, he passed straight into the roomuninvited. The old
worman ran after him her tongue was unl oosed.

"Good heavens! What it is? Wio is it? What do you want ?"

"Wuy, Alyona |vanovna, you know ne... Raskol nikov... here, | brought
you the pledge | promised the other day..." and he held out the
pl edge.

The old worman gl anced for a nonent at the pledge, but at once stared
in the eyes of her uninvited visitor. She | ooked intently, maliciously
and mistrustfully. A mnute passed; he even fancied sonmething like a
sneer in her eyes, as though she had al ready guessed everything. He
felt that he was | osing his head, that he was al nost frightened, so
frightened that if she were to look like that and not say a word for
anot her half minute, he thought he would have run away from her.

"Why do you | ook at nme as though you did not know ne?" he said
suddenly, also with malice. "Take it if you like, if not 1'll go
el sewhere, | amin a hurry."

He had not even thought of saying this, but it was suddenly said
of itself. The old woman recovered herself, and her visitor's resolute
tone evidently restored her confidence.

"But why, ny good sir, all of a minute.... Wat is it?" she asked,
| ooki ng at the pl edge.

"The silver cigarette case; | spoke of it last tinme, you know. "

She hel d out her hand.

"But how pale you are, to be sure... and your hands are trenbling
t0oo? Have you been bat hing, or what?"

"Fever," he answered abruptly. "You can't help getting pale... if

you've nothing to eat,"” he added, with difficulty articulating the
wor ds.

Hi s strength was failing himagain. But his answer sounded |ike
the truth; the old woman took the pl edge

"What is it?" she asked once nore, scanning Raskol ni kov intently,

and wei ghing the pledge in her hand.

"Athing... cigarette case.... Silver.... Look at it."



"I't does not seem sonehow like silver.... How he has wapped it up!"

Trying to untie the string and turning to the window, to the |ight
(all her windows were shut, in spite of the stifling heat), she |eft
hi m al t oget her for some seconds and stood with her back to him He
unbuttoned his coat and freed the axe fromthe noose, but did not
yet take it out altogether, sinply holding it in his right hand
under the coat. His hands were fearfully weak, he felt themevery
monent growi ng nore nunb and nore wooden. He was afraid he would | et
the axe slip and fall.... A sudden giddi ness cane over him

"But what has he tied it up like this for?" the old wonan cried with
vexation and noved towards him

He had not a minute nore to lose. He pulled the axe quite out, swing
it with both arns, scarcely conscious of hinself, and al nost without
effort, alnmost mechanically, brought the blunt side down on her
head. He seened not to use his own strength in this. But as soon as he
had once brought the axe down, his strength returned to him

The ol d woman was as al ways bareheaded. Her thin, light hair,
streaked with grey, thickly sneared with grease, was plaited in a
rat's tail and fastened by a broken horn conb which stood out on the
nape of her neck. As she was so short, the blow fell on the very top
of her skull. She cried out, but very faintly, and suddenly sank al
of a heap on the floor, raising her hands to her head. In one hand she
still held "the pledge."” Then he dealt her another and another bl ow
with the blunt side and on the sane spot. The bl ood gushed as from
an overturned gl ass, the body fell back. He stepped back, let it fall,
and at once bent over her face; she was dead. Her eyes seened to be
starting out of their sockets, the brow and the whole face were
drawn and contorted convul sively.

He laid the axe on the ground near the dead body and felt at once in
her pocket (trying to avoid the streaning body)- the sanme right hand
pocket from which she had taken the key on his last visit. He was in
full possession of his faculties, free from confusion or giddiness,

but his hands were still trenbling. He renenbered afterwards that he



had been particularly collected and careful, trying all the time not
to get sneared with blood.... He pulled out the keys at once, they
were all, as before, in one bunch on a steel ring. He ran at once into
the bedroomwith them It was a very small roomw th a whol e shrine of
holy i mages. Against the other wall stood a big bed, very clean and
covered with a silk patchwork wadded quilt. Against a third wall was a
chest of drawers. Strange to say, so soon as he began to fit the

keys into the chest, so soon as he heard their jingling, a

convul si ve shudder passed over him He suddenly felt tenpted again

to give it all up and go away. But that was only for an instant; it
was too |late to go back. He positively smled at hinself, when
suddenly another terrifying idea occurred to his mind. He suddenly
fancied that the old woman night be still alive and might recover

her senses. Leaving the keys in the chest, he ran back to the body,
snatched up the axe and lifted it once nore over the old wonman, but
did not bring it down. There was no doubt that she was dead. Bending
down and exani ning her again nore closely, he saw clearly that the
skul | was broken and even battered in on one side. He was about to
feel it with his finger, but drew back his hand and indeed it was
evident wi thout that. Meanwhile there was a perfect pool of blood. Al
at once he noticed a string on her neck; he tugged at it, but the
string was strong and did not snap and besides, it was soaked with
blood. He tried to pull it out fromthe front of the dress, but

sonmet hing held it and prevented its coning. In his inpatience he

rai sed the axe again to cut the string fromabove on the body, but did
not dare, and with difficulty, snmearing his hand and the axe in the

bl ood, after two minutes' hurried effort, he cut the string and took
it off without touching the body with the axe; he was not nistaken- it
was a purse. On the string were two crosses, one of Cyprus wood and
one of copper, and an inmage in silver filigree, and with thema

smal | greasy chanois | eather purse with a steel rimand ring. The
purse was stuffed very full; Raskol nikov thrust it in his pocket

wi thout looking at it, flung the crosses on the old wonman's body and



rushed back into the bedroom this tinme taking the axe with him

He was in terrible haste, he snatched the keys, and began trying
them again. But he was unsuccessful. They would not fit in the
I ocks. It was not so much that his hands were shaking, but that he
kept maki ng m stakes; though he saw for instance that a key was not
the right one and would not fit, still he tried to put it in. Suddenly
he remenbered and realised that the big key with the deep notches,
whi ch was hanging there with the small keys could not possibly
bel ong to the chest of drawers (on his last visit this had struck
hin), but to sone strong box, and that everything perhaps was hi dden
in that box. He left the chest of drawers, and at once felt under
t he bedstead, know ng that old wonen usually keep boxes under their
beds. And so it was; there was a good-sized box under the bed, at
|l east a yard in length, with an arched Iid covered with red | eather
and studded with steel nails. The notched key fitted at once and
unl ocked it. At the top, under a white sheet, was a coat of red
brocade lined with hareskin; under it was a silk dress, then a shaw
and it seened as though there was nothing bel ow but clothes. The first
thing he did was to wi pe his bl ood-stai ned hands on the red brocade.
"It's red, and on red blood will be I ess noticeable,” the thought
passed through his nmind; then he suddenly cane to hinself. "Good
God, am | going out of ny senses?" he thought with terror

But no sooner did he touch the clothes than a gold watch slipped
fromunder the fur coat. He nade haste to turn themall over. There
turned out to be various articles made of gold anmong the
cl ot hes-probably all pledges, unredeened or waiting to be redeened-
bracel ets, chains, ear-rings, pins and such things. Sone were in
cases, others sinply wapped in newspaper, carefully and exactly
folded, and tied round with tape. Wthout any del ay, he began
filling up the pockets of his trousers and overcoat without
exani ning or undoing the parcels and cases; but he had not tine to
take many. ..

He suddenly heard steps in the roomwhere the old wonan lay. He



stopped short and was still as death. But all was quiet, so it nust
have been his fancy. Al at once he heard distinctly a faint cry, as
t hough sonme one had uttered a | ow broken noban. Then agai n dead sil ence
for a minute or two. He sat squatting on his heels by the box and
wai ted hol ding his breath. Suddenly he junped up, seized the axe and
ran out of the bedroom

In the middle of the roomstood Lizaveta with a big bundle in her
arms. She was gazing in stupefaction at her murdered sister, white
as a sheet and seening not to have the strength to cry out. Seeing him
run out of the bedroom she began faintly quivering all over, like a
| eaf, a shudder ran down her face; she lifted her hand, opened her
mout h, but still did not scream She began slowy backing away from
himinto the corner, staring intently, persistently at him but
still uttered no sound, as though she could not get breath to
scream He rushed at her with the axe; her nouth twi tched piteously,
as one sees babies' nouths, when they begin to be frightened, stare
intently at what frightens themand are on the point of screanm ng. And
this hapl ess Lizaveta was so sinple and had been so thoroughly crushed
and scared that she did not even raise a hand to guard her face,
t hough that was the nost necessary and natural action at the nonent,
for the axe was rai sed over her face. She only put up her enpty left
hand, but not to her face, slowy holding it out before her as
t hough notioni ng hi maway. The axe fell with the sharp edge just on
the skull and split at one blow all the top of the head. She fel
heavily at once. Raskol ni kov conpletely |ost his head, snatched up her
bundl e, dropped it again and ran into the entry.

Fear gained nore and nore nastery over him especially after this
second, quite unexpected nurder. He longed to run away fromthe
pl ace as fast as possible. And if at that noment he had been capable
of seeing and reasoning nore correctly, if he had been able to realise
all the difficulties of his position, the hopel essness, the
hi deousness and the absurdity of it, if he could have understood how

many obstacl es and, perhaps, crines he had still to overcone or to



commit, to get out of that place and to nmake his way hone, it is
very possible that he woul d have flung up everything, and would have
gone to give hinself up, and not fromfear, but fromsinple horror and
| oat hi ng of what he had done. The feeling of |oathing especially
surged up within himand grew stronger every mnute. He woul d not
now have gone to the box or even into the roomfor anything in the
wor | d.

But a sort of blankness, even dream ness had begun by degrees to
t ake possession of him at nonents he forgot hinself, or rather
forgot what was of inportance, and caught at trifles. d ancing,
however, into the kitchen and seeing a bucket half full of water on
a bench, he bethought himof washing his hands and the axe. His
hands were sticky with blood. He dropped the axe with the blade in the
wat er, snatched a piece of soap that lay in a broken saucer on the
wi ndow, and began washi ng his hands in the bucket. Wen they were
cl ean, he took out the axe, washed the bl ade and spent a long tine,
about three mnutes, washing the wood where there were spots of
bl ood rubbing themwi th soap. Then he wiped it all with sonme |inen
that was hanging to dry on a line in the kitchen and then he was a
long while attentively exam ning the axe at the wi ndow. There was no
trace left onit, only the wood was still danp. He carefully hung
the axe in the noose under his coat. Then as far as was possible, in
the dimlight in the kitchen, he | ooked over his overcoat, his
trousers and his boots. At the first glance there seened to be nothing
but stains on the boots. He wetted the rag and rubbed the boots. But
he knew he was not | ooking thoroughly, that there m ght be sonething
quite noticeable that he was overl ooking. He stood in the m ddle of
the room lost in thought. Dark agonising ideas rose in his mnd-
the idea that he was nad and that at that nonent he was incapabl e of
reasoni ng, of protecting hinmself, that he ought perhaps to be doing
something utterly different fromwhat he was now doi ng. "Good God!" he

muttered "1 nust fly, fly," and he rushed into the entry. But here a

shock of terror awaited hi msuch as he had never known before.



He stood and gazed and could not believe his eyes: the door, the
outer door fromthe stairs, at which he had not | ong before waited and
rung, was standi ng unfastened and at |east six inches open. No | ock
no bolt, all the tine, all that time! The old woman had not shut it
after him perhaps as a precaution. But, good God! Wy, he had seen
Li zaveta afterwards! And how could he, how could he have failed to
reflect that she nust have cone in sonehow She could not have cone
t hrough the wall

He dashed to the door and fastened the |atch

"But no, the wong thing again. | nust get away, get away...."

He unfastened the | atch, opened the door and began listening on
the staircase

He listened a long tinme. Somewhere far away, it mght be in the
gateway, two voices were loudly and shrilly shouting, quarrelling
and scol ding. "Wat are they about?" He waited patiently. At |ast
all was still, as though suddenly cut off; they had separated. He
was meaning to go out, but suddenly, on the floor below, a door was
noi sily opened and sone one began goi ng downstairs huming a tune.
"How is it they all make such a noise!" flashed through his mind. Once
nore he closed the door and waited. At last all was still, not a
soul stirring. He was just taking a step towards the stairs when he
heard fresh footsteps.

The steps sounded very far off, at the very bottomof the stairs,
but he renenbered quite clearly and distinctly that fromthe first
sound he began for sonme reason to suspect that this was sone one
comng there, to the fourth floor, to the old woman. Why? Were the
sounds sonehow peculiar, significant? The steps were heavy, even and
unhurried. Now he had passed the first floor, now he was nounting
hi gher, it was growing nore and nore distinct! He could hear his heavy
breathing. And now the third storey had been reached. Coming here! And
it seened to himall at once that he was turned to stone, that it
was |ike a dreamin which one is being pursued, nearly caught and wil |

be killed, and is rooted to the spot and cannot even nove one's arns.



At | ast when the unknown was nounting to the fourth floor, he
suddenly started, and succeeded in slipping neatly and quickly back
into the flat and cl osing the door behind him Then he took the hook
and softly, noiselessly, fixed it in the catch. Instinct hel ped him
When he had done this, he crouched holding his breath, by the door
The unknown visitor was by now al so at the door. They were now
standi ng opposite one another, as he had just before been standing
with the old worman, when the door divided them and he was |i stening.

The visitor panted several tines. "He nmust be a big, fat man,"

t hought Raskol ni kov, squeezing the axe in his hand. It seened like a
dream i ndeed. The visitor took hold of the bell and rang | oudly.

As soon as the tin bell tinkled, Raskolnikov seened to be aware of
somet hing moving in the room For some seconds he listened quite
seriously. The unknown rang again, waited and suddenly tugged
violently and inpatiently at the handle of the door. Raskol ni kov gazed
in horror at the hook shaking in its fastening, and in blank terror
expected every mnute that the fastening would be pulled out. It
certainly did seem possible, so violently was he shaking it. He was
tenpted to hold the fastening, but he might be aware of it. A
gi ddi ness canme over himagain. "I shall fall down!" flashed through
his mnd, but the unknown began to speak and he recovered hinself at
once.

"What's up? Are they asleep or nmurdered? D-damm theml " he baw ed
in a thick voice, "Hey, Alyona Ivanovna, old wtch! Lizaveta |vanovna,
hey, ny beauty! open the door! Ch, damm theml Are they asleep or
what ?"

And again, enraged, he tugged with all his mght a dozen tines at
the bell. He nust certainly be a man of authority and an intimate
acquai nt ance.

At this nonment light hurried steps were heard not far off, on the
stairs. Some one el se was approachi ng. Raskol ni kov had not heard
themat first.

"You don't say there's no one at hone," the new coner cried in a



cheerful, ringing voice, addressing the first visitor, who stil
went on pulling the bell. "Good evening, Koch."
"From his voice he nust be quite young," thought Raskol ni kov.
"Who the devil can tell? |I've al nost broken the |ock," answered
Koch. "But how do you cone to know me?
"Why! The day before yesterday | beat you three tinmes running at
billiards at Ganbrinus'."
" oh! "
"So they are not at hone? That's queer? It's awfully stupid
t hough. Where could the ol d woman have gone? |'ve come on business."
"Yes; and | have business with her, too."
"Wl |, what can we do? Go back, | suppose, Aie-aie! And | was hoping
to get sone noney!" cried the young nan.
"We nust give it up, of course, but what did she fix this tine
for? The old witch fixed the time for me to come herself. It's out
of ny way. And where the devil she can have got to, | can't make
out. She sits here fromyear's end to year's end, the old hag; her
| egs are bad and yet here all of a sudden she is out for a wal k!"

"Hadn't we better ask the porter?"

"\What ?"

"Where she's gone and when she'll be back."

"Hm ... Damm it all!... W night ask.... But you know she never does
go anywhere."

And he once nore tugged at the door-handl e.

"Dam it all. There's nothing to be done, we nmust go!"

"Stay!" cried the young man suddenly. "Do you see how t he door
shakes if you pull it?"

"wel | 2"

"That shows it's not |ocked, but fastened with the hook! Do you hear
how t he hook cl anks?"

"wel | 2"

"Why, don't you see? That proves that one of themis at hone. If

they were all out, they would have | ocked the door fromthe outside



with the key and not with the hook frominside. There, do you hear how
the hook is clanking? To fasten the hook on the inside they nust be at
hone, don't you see. So there they are sitting inside and don't open
t he door!"

"Wll! And so they nust be!" cried Koch, astonished. "Wat are
they about in there!" And he began furiously shaking the door

"Stay!" cried the young man again. "Don't pull at it! There nust

be sonething wong..... Here, you've been ringing and pulling at the
door and still they don't open! So either they've both fainted or..."
"What ?"

"I tell you what. Let's go fetch the porter, |let himwake themup."

"Al'l right."

Bot h were goi ng down.

"Stay. You stop here while I run down for the porter.”

"What for?"

"Well, you'd better."

"All right.”

"I"mstudying the law you see! It's evident, e-vi-dent there's
somet hi ng wong here!" the young nan cried hotly, and he ran
downstairs.

Koch remai ned. Once nore he softly touched the bell which gave one
tinkle, then gently, as though reflecting and | ooking about him began
touchi ng the door-handle pulling it and letting it go to make sure
once nore that it was only fastened by the hook. Then puffing and
panti ng he bent down and began | ooking at the keyhol e; but the key was
in the lock on the inside and so nothing could be seen

Raskol ni kov stood keeping tight hold of the axe. He was in a sort of
delirium He was even naking ready to fight when they should cone
in. Waile they were knocking and tal king together, the idea severa
tinmes occurred to himto end it all at once and shout to them
t hrough the door. Now and then he was tenpted to swear at them to
jeer at them while they could not open the door! "Only nake haste!"

was the thought that flashed through his nind.



"But what the devil is he about?..." Tinme was passing, one m nute,
and anot her- no one cane. Koch began to be restless.

"What the devil?" he cried suddenly and in inpatience deserting
his sentry duty, he, too, went down, hurrying and thunpi ng his heavy
boots on the stairs. The steps died away.

"Good heavens! What am| to do?"

Raskol ni kov unfastened the hook, opened the door- there was no
sound. Abruptly, w thout any thought at all, he went out, closing
the door as thoroughly as he could, and went downstairs.

He had gone down three flights when he suddenly heard a | oud voice
bel ow where could he go! There was nowhere to hide. He was just going
back to the flat.

"Hey there! Catch the brute!"

Sonebody dashed out of a flat below, shouting, and rather fel
than ran down the stairs, bawing at the top of his voice.

"Mtka! Mtka! Mtka! Mtka! Mtka! Blast him™"

The shout ended in a shriek; the last sounds cane fromthe yard; al
was still. But at the sane instant several nen tal king |oud and fast
began noisily mounting the stairs. There were three or four of them
He di stingui shed the ringing voice of the young man. "They!"

Filled with despair he went straight to nmeet them feeling "cone
what rmust!" If they stopped him all was lost; if they let himpass-
all was lost too; they would remenber him They were approaching; they
were only a flight fromhim and suddenly deliverance! A few steps
fromhimon the right, there was an enpty flat with the door w de
open, the flat on the second floor where the painters had been at
wor k, and whi ch, as though for his benefit, they had just left. It was
t hey, no doubt, who had just run down, shouting. The floor had only
just been painted, in the mddle of the roomstood a pail and a broken
pot with paint and brushes. In one instant he had whisked in at the
open door and hi dden behind the wall and only in the nick of tineg;
they had al ready reached the | anding. Then they turned and went on

up to the fourth floor, talking loudly. He waited, went out on



ti ptoe and ran down the stairs.

No one was on the stairs, nor in the gateway. He passed quickly
through the gateway and turned to the left in the street.

He knew, he knew perfectly well that at that monment they were at the
flat, that they were greatly astonished at finding it unlocked, as the
door had just been fastened, that by now they were | ooking at the
bodi es, that before another ninute had passed they would guess and
completely realise that the nurderer had just been there, and had
succeeded in hiding sonewhere, slipping by them and escapi ng. They
woul d guess nost |ikely that he had been in the enpty flat, while they
were going upstairs. And meanwhil e he dared not quicken his pace nuch,
t hough the next turning was still nearly a hundred yards away. "Should
he slip through sone gateway and wait somewhere in an unknown
street? No, hopel ess! Should he fling away the axe? Should he take a
cab? Hopel ess, hopel ess!”

At | ast he reached the turning. He turned down it nore dead than
alive. Here he was half way to safety, and here understood it; it
was | ess risky because there was a great crowd of people, and he was
lost init like a grain of sand. But all he had suffered had so
weakened himthat he could scarcely nove. Perspiration ran down himin
drops, his neck was all wet. "My word, he has been going it!" sone one
shouted at hi m when he canme out on the canal bank

He was only dimy conscious of hinmself now, and the farther he
went the worse it was. He renenbered however, that on coning out on to
the canal bank, he was alarnmed at finding few people there and so
bei ng nore conspi cuous, and he had thought of turning back. Though
he was alnost falling fromfatigue, he went a | ong way round so as
to get home fromquite a different direction.

He was not fully consci ous when he passed through the gateway of his
house! he was already on the staircase before he recollected the
axe. And yet he had a very grave problembefore him to put it back
and to escape observation as far as possible in doing so. He was of

course incapable of reflecting that it night perhaps be far better not



to restore the axe at all, but to drop it later on in sonebody's yard.
But it all happened fortunately, the door of the porter's room was

cl osed but not |ocked, so that it seenmed nost |likely that the porter
was at home. But he had so conpletely lost all power of reflection
that he wal ked straight to the door and opened it. If the porter had
asked him "What do you want?" he woul d perhaps have sinply handed
himthe axe. But again the porter was not at home, and he succeeded in
putting the axe back under the bench, and even covering it with the
chunk of wood as before. He met no one, not a soul, afterwards on

the way to his room the |andl ady's door was shut. When he was in

his room he flung hinmself on the sofa just as he was- he did not

sl eep, but sank into blank forgetfulness. |f any one had cone into his
roomthen, he would have junped up at once and screaned. Scraps and
shreds of thoughts were sinply swarmng in his brain, but he could not
catch at one, he could not rest on one, in spite of all his

efforts....

PART TVO

Chapter One

SO HE lay a very long while. Now and then he seened to wake up
and at such nonents he noticed that it was far into the night, but
it did not occur to himto get up. At last he noticed that it was
beginning to get light. He was lying on his back, still dazed fromhis
recent oblivion. Fearful, despairing cries rose shrilly fromthe
street, sounds which he heard every night, indeed, under his w ndow
after two o' cl ock. They woke hi mup now.

"Ah! the drunken nen are com ng out of the taverns," he thought,
"it's past two o' clock," and at once he | eaped up, as though sone
one had pulled himfromthe sofa.

"What! Past two o' clock!"

He sat down on the sofa- and instantly recollected everything!' A



at once, in one flash, he recollected everything.

For the first nmonent he thought he was going mad. A dreadful chil
came over him but the chill was fromthe fever that had begun | ong
before in his sleep. Now he was suddenly taken with viol ent shivering,
so that his teeth chattered and all his |inbs were shaking. He
opened t he door and began listening; everything in the house was
asl eep. Wth anmazenent he gazed at hinself and everything in the
room around him wondering how he coul d have cone in the night
before wi thout fastening the door, and have flung hinself on the
sofa without undressing, w thout even taking his hat off. It had
fallen off and was lying on the floor near his pillow

"If any one had cone in, what would he have thought? That |'m
drunk but..."

He rushed to the wi ndow. There was |ight enough, and he began
hurriedly | ooking hinself all over fromhead to foot, all his clothes;
were there no traces? But there was no doing it like that; shivering
with cold, he began taking off everything and | ooking over again. He
turned everything over to the last threads and rags, and m strusting
hi nsel f, went through his search three tines.

But there seened to be nothing, no trace, except in one place, where
some thick drops of congeal ed bl ood were clinging to the frayed edge
of his trousers. He picked up a big claspknife and cut off the
frayed threads. There seened to be nothing nore.

Suddenly he renenbered that the purse and the things he had taken
out of the old wonan's box were still in his pockets! He had not
thought till then of taking themout and hiding them He had not
even thought of themwhile he was exam ning his clothes! Wat next?
Instantly he rushed to take themout, and fling themon the table.
When he had pulled out everything, and turned the pocket inside out to
be sure there was nothing left, he carried the whole heap to the
corner. The paper had cone off the bottomof the wall and hung there
intatters. He began stuffing all the things into the hol e under the

paper: "They're in! Al out of sight, and the purse too!" he thought



gleefully, getting up and gazing bl ankly at the hol e which bul ged
out nore than ever. Suddenly he shuddered all over with horror; "M
God!" he whispered in despair: "what's the matter with ne? Is that
hi dden? Is that the way to hide things?"

He had not reckoned on having trinkets to hide. He had only
t hought of nobney, and so had not prepared a hiding-place.

"But now, now, what am | glad of?" he thought, "Is that hiding
things? My reason's deserting me- sinply!"”

He sat down on the sofa in exhaustion and was at once shaken by
anot her unbearable fit of shivering. Mechanically he drew froma chair
beside himhis old student's winter coat, which was still warm
t hough al nost in rags, covered hinself up with it and once nore sank
into drowsi ness and delirium He |ost consciousness.

Not nore than five mnutes had passed when he junped up a second
tinme, and at once pounced in a frenzy on his clothes again.

"How could | go to sleep again with nothing done? Yes, yes; | have
not taken the loop off the armhole! | forgot it, forgot a thing |like
that! Such a piece of evidence!"

He pulled off the noose, hurriedly cut it to pieces and threw the
bits anong his |inen under the pill ow

"Pieces of torn linen couldn't rouse suspicion, whatever happened;
think not, |I think not, any way!" he repeated, standing in the
m ddl e of the room and with painful concentration he fell to gazing
about himagain, at the floor and everywhere, trying to nake sure he
had not forgotten anything. The conviction, that all his faculties,
even nmenory, and the sinplest power of reflection were failing him
began to be an insufferable torture.

"Surely it isn't beginning already! Surely it isn't ny punishnent
com ng upon nme? It is!”

The frayed rags he had cut off his trousers were actually |ying on
the floor in the mddle of the room where any one comng in wuld see
t hem

"What is the matter with ne!" he cried again, |ike one distraught.



Then a strange idea entered his head; that, perhaps, all his clothes
were covered with blood, that, perhaps, there were a great many
stains, but that he did not see them did not notice them because
his perceptions were failing, were going to pieces... his reason was
cl ouded. ... Suddenly he renmenbered that there had been bl ood on the
purse too. "Ah! Then there nust be bl ood on the pocket too, for
put the wet purse in ny pocket!"

In a flash he had turned the pocket inside out and, yes!- there were
traces, stains on the Iining of the pocket!

"So ny reason has not quite deserted nme, so | still have sone
sense and menory, since | guessed it of nyself,” he thought
triunmphantly, with a deep sigh of relief: "It's sinply the weakness of
fever, a nonent's delirium" and he tore the whole Iining out of the
| eft pocket of his trousers. At that instant the sunlight fell on
his | eft boot; on the sock which poked out fromthe boot, he fancied
there were traces! He flung off his boots: "traces indeed! The tip
of the sock was soaked with bl ood"; he nust have unwarily stepped into
that pool.... "But what am| to do with this now? Were am| to put
the sock and rags and pocket?"

He gathered themall up in his hands and stood in the m ddl e of
the room

"In the stove? But they woul d ransack the stove first of all. Burn
then? But what can | burn themw th? There are no matches even. No,
better go out and throw it all away sonewhere. Yes, better throwit

away," he repeated, sitting down on the sofa again, "and at once, this
m nute, wthout lingering..."

But his head sank on the pillow instead. Again the unbearable icy
shivering cane over hinm again he drew his coat over him

And for a long while, for some hours, he was haunted by the
i mpul se to "go off somewhere at once, this nonent, and fling it all
away, so that it may be out of sight and done with, at once, at once!"

Several tinmes he tried to rise fromthe sofa but coul d not.

He was thoroughly waked up at last by a violent knocking at his



door.

"Open, do, are you dead or alive? He keeps sl eeping here!l"™ shouted
Nast asya, banging with her fist on the door. "For whol e days
together he's snoring here like a dog! A dog he is too. Open | tel
you. It's past ten."

"Maybe he's not at hone," said a nan's voice.

"Ha! that's the porter's voice.... \Wat does he want?"

He junped up and sat on the sofa. The beating of his heart was a
positive pain.

"Then who can have | atched the door?" retorted Nastasya.

"He's taken to bolting hinself in! As if he were worth stealing!
Open, you stupid, wake up!"

"What do they want? Way the porter? Al's discovered. Resist or
open? Cone what may!..."

He hal f rose, stooped forward and unl atched the door

H's roomwas so srmall that he could undo the | atch wi thout |eaving
the bed. Yes; the porter and Nastasya were standing there.

Nast asya stared at himin a strange way. He gl anced with a defiant
and desperate air at the porter, who without a word held out a grey
fol ded paper sealed with bottl e-wax.

"A notice fromthe office," he announced, as he gave hi mthe paper

"From what office?"

"A summons to the police office, of course. You know which office.”

"To the police?... Wat for?..."

"How can | tell? You re sent for, so you go."

The man | ooked at himattentively, |ooked round the room and
turned to go away.

"He's downright ill!" observed Nastasya, not taking her eyes off
him The porter turned his head for a nonent. "He's been in a fever
since yesterday," she added.

Raskol ni kov made no response and held the paper in his hands,
wi t hout opening it. "Don't you get up then," Nastasya went on

conpassi onately, seeing that he was letting his feet down fromthe



sofa. "You're ill, and so don't go; there's no such hurry. \Wat have
you got there?"

He | ooked; in his right hand he held the shreds he had cut from
his trousers, the sock, and the rags of the pocket. So he had been
asleep with themin his hand. Afterwards reflecting upon it, he
renenbered that half waking up in his fever, he had grasped all this
tightly in his hand and so fallen asl eep again.

"Look at the rags he's collected and sleeps with them as though
he has got hold of a treasure..."

And Nastasya went off into her hysterical giggle.

Instantly he thrust themall under his great coat and fixed his eyes
intently upon her. Far as he was from being capabl e of rationa

reflection at that nmonent, he felt that no one would behave |ike

that with a person who was going to be arrested. "But... the police?”
"You'd better have sone tea! Yes? I'Il bring it, there's sone left."
"No... I'mgoing; I'Il go at once," he nmuttered, getting on to his
feet.
"Way, you'll never get downstairs!"
"Yes, I'Il go."

"As you pl ease.”

She foll owed the porter out.

At once he rushed to the light to exam ne the sock and the rags.

"There are stains, but not very noticeable; all covered with dirt,
and rubbed and al ready di scol oured. No one who had no suspicion
coul d distinguish anything. Nastasya froma di stance could not have
noticed, thank God!" Then with a tremor he broke the seal of the
noti ce and began readi ng; he was a |long while readi ng, before he
understood. It was an ordinary summons fromthe district police
station to appear that day at half past nine at the office of the
di strict superintendent.

"But when has such a thing happened? | never have anything to do
with the police! And why just to-day?" he thought in agonising

bewi | dernment. "Good God, only get it over soon!"



He was flinging hinself on his knees to pray, but broke into

| aughter- not at the idea of prayer, but at hinself.

He began, hurriedly dressing. "If I"'mlost, | amlost, | don't care!
Shall | put the sock on?" he suddenly wondered, "it will get dustier
still and the traces will be gone."

But no sooner had he put it on than he pulled it off again in
| oathing and horror. He pulled it off, but reflecting that he had no
ot her socks, he picked it up and put it on again- and again he
| aughed.

"That's all conventional, that's all relative, nmerely a way of
| ooking at it," he thought in a flash, but only on the top surface
of his mnd, while he was shuddering all over, "there, |'ve got it on
| have finished by getting it on!"

But his laughter was quickly foll owed by despair.

"No, it's too nuch for ne..." he thought. His | egs shook. "From

fear," he nmuttered. Hi s head swam and ached with fever. "It's a trick
They want to decoy ne there and confound ne over everything," he
nused, as he went out on to the stairs- "the worst of it is |'m al nost
light-headed... | may blurt out sonmething stupid..."

On the stairs he renenbered that he was | eaving all the things
just as they were in the hole in the wall, "and very likely, it's on
purpose to search when |I'mout," he thought, and stopped short. But he
was possessed by such despair, such cynicismof nisery, if one may
so call it, that with a wave of his hand he went on. "Only to get it
over!"

In the street the heat was insufferable again; not a drop of rain
had fallen all those days. Again dust, bricks, and nortar, again the
stench fromthe shops and pot-houses, again the drunken nen, the
Fi nni sh pedl ars and hal f - broken-down cabs. The sun shone straight in
his eyes, so that it hurt himto | ook out of them and he felt his
head going round- as a nan in a fever is apt to feel when he cones out

into the street on a bright sunny day.

When he reached the turning into the street, in an agony of



trepidation he | ooked down it... at the house... and at once averted
his eyes.

"If they question ne, perhaps I'll sinply tell," he thought, as he
drew near the police station

The police station was about a quarter of a mle off. It had
| ately been noved to new roons on the fourth floor of a new house.
He had been once for a nmonent in the old office but |ong ago.
Turning in at the gateway, he saw on the right a flight of stairs
whi ch a peasant was nounting with a book in his hand. "A house-porter
no doubt; so then, the office is here," and he began ascending the
stairs on the chance. He did not want to ask questions of any one.

"I''ll goin, fall on ny knees, and confess everything..." he
t hought, as he reached the fourth fl oor

The staircase was steep, narrow and all sloppy with dirty water. The
kitchens of the flats opened on to the stairs and stood open al nost
the whol e day. So there was a fearful snmell and heat. The staircase
was crowded with porters going up and down with their books under
their arns, policenen, and persons of all sorts and both sexes. The
door of the office, too, stood wi de open. Peasants stood waiting
within. There, too, the heat was stifling and there was a sickening
snell of fresh paint and stale oil fromthe newly decorated roons.

After waiting a little, he decided to nmove forward into the next
room Al the roons were small and | owpitched. A fearful inpatience
drew himon and on. No one paid attention to him In the second room
some clerks sat witing, dressed hardly better than he was, and rather
a queer-1looking set. He went up to one of them

"What is it?"

He showed the notice he had received.

"You are a student?" the man asked, glancing at the notice.

"Yes, fornerly a student."

The clerk | ooked at him but without the slightest interest. He
was a particularly unkenpt person with the ook of a fixed idea in his

eye.



"There woul d be no getting anything out of him because he has no
interest in anything,” thought Raskol ni kov.

"Go in there to the head clerk," said the clerk, pointing towards
the furthest room

He went into that room the fourth in order; it was a small room and
packed full of people, rather better dressed than in the outer
roonms. Among them were two | adies. One, poorly dressed in nourning,
sat at the table opposite the chief clerk, witing sonething at his
dictation. The other, a very stout, buxomwonman with a purplish-red,
bl ot chy face, excessively smartly dressed with a brooch on her bosom
as big as a saucer, was standing on one side, apparently waiting for
somet hi ng. Raskol ni kov thrust his notice upon the head clerk. The
latter glanced at it, said: "Wait a nminute,” and went on attending
to the lady in nourning.

He breathed nore freely. "It can't be that!"

By degrees he began to regain confidence, he kept urging hinself
to have courage and be calm

"Some foolishness, sone trifling carel essness, and | nmay betray

myself! Hn.. it's a pity there's no air here," he added, "it's
stifling.... It makes one's head di zzier than ever... and one's nind
too..."

He was conscious of a terrible inner turnoil. He was afraid of

losing his self-control; he tried to catch at sonmething and fix his
mnd on it, something quite irrelevant, but he could not succeed in
this at all. Yet the head clerk greatly interested him he kept hoping
to see through himand guess sonething fromhis face.

He was a very young man, about two and twenty, with a dark nobile
face that | ooked ol der than his years. He was fashionably dressed
and foppish, with his hair parted in the mddle, well conbed and
ponaded, and wore a nunber of rings on his well-scrubbed fingers and a
gold chain on his waistcoat. He said a couple of words in French to
a foreigner who was in the room and said themfairly correctly.

"Lui se lvanovna, you can sit down," he said casually to the



gai l y-dressed, purple-faced | ady, who was still standing as though not
venturing to sit down, though there was a chair beside her

"I ch danke," said the latter, and softly, with a rustle of silk
she sank into the chair. Her light blue dress trimed with white
| ace floated about the table |like an air-balloon and filled al nost
hal f the room She snelt of scent. But she was obviously enbarrassed
at filling half the roomand snelling so strongly of scent; and though
her smle was inpudent as well as cringing, it betrayed evident
uneasi ness.

The | ady in mourning had done at |ast, and got up. Al at once, with
some noi se, an officer walked in very jauntily, with a peculiar
swing of his shoulders at each step. He tossed his cockaded cap on the
tabl e and sat down in an easy-chair. The snall |ady positively skipped
fromher seat on seeing him and fell to curtsying in a sort of
ecstasy; but the officer took not the snallest notice of her, and
she did not venture to sit down again in his presence. He was the
assi stant superintendent. He had a reddi sh noustache that stood out
hori zontally on each side of his face, and extrenely snall features,
expressive of nothing nuch except a certain insolence. He | ooked
askance and rather indignantly at Raskol ni kov; he was so very badly
dressed, and in spite of his hunmiliating position, his bearing was
by no neans in keeping with his clothes. Raskol ni kov had unwarily
fixed a very long and direct look on him so that he felt positively
affronted

"What do you want?" he shouted, apparently astonished that such a
ragged fellow was not annihilated by the majesty of his gl ance.

"I was summoned... by a notice..." Raskol ni kov faltered.

"For the recovery of noney due, fromthe student," the head clerk
interfered hurriedly, tearing hinself fromhis papers. "Here!" and
he flung Raskol ni kov a docunent and poi nted out the place. "Read
that!"

"Money? What noney?" thought Raskol ni kov, "but... then... it's

certainly not that."



And he trenbled with joy. He felt sudden intense indescribable
relief. Aload was lifted from his back.

"And pray, what tinme were you directed to appear, sir?" shouted
the assistant superintendent, seenming for some unknown reason nore and
nmore aggrieved. "You are told to cone at nine, and nowit's twelve!"

"The notice was only brought me a quarter of an hour ago,"
Raskol ni kov answered | oudly over his shoulder. To his own surprise he,
too, grew suddenly angry and found a certain pleasure init. "And it's
enough that | have cone here ill with fever."

"Kindly refrain from shouting!"

"I"mnot shouting, |I'mspeaking very quietly, it's you who are
shouting at nme. |'ma student, and allow no one to shout at ne."

The assistant superintendent was so furious that for the first
m nute he could only splutter inarticulately. He | eaped up fromhis
seat.

"Be silent! You are in a government office. Don't be inpudent, sir!"

"You're in a governnent office, too," cried Raskol ni kov, "and you're

snoking a cigarette as well as shouting, so you are show ng di srespect
to all of us."

He felt an indescribable satisfaction at having said this.

The head clerk | ooked at himwith a snile. The angry assi stant
superi nt endent was obviously disconcert ed.

"That's not your business!" he shouted at last with unnatura
| oudness. "Kindly nake the decl aration denanded of you. Show him
Al exandr Grigorievitch. There is a conplaint against you! You don't
pay your debts! You're a fine bird!"

But Raskol ni kov was not |istening now, he had eagerly clutched at
the paper, in haste to find an explanation. He read it once, and a
second time, and still did not understand.

"What is this?" he asked the head clerk

"It is for the recovery of noney on an 1.0 U, a wit. You nust
either pay it, with all expenses, costs and so on, or give a witten

decl aration when you can pay it, and at the same tinme an undertaking



not to | eave the capital w thout paynent, and nor to sell or concea
your property. The creditor is at liberty to sell your property, and
proceed agai nst you according to the law "

"But |I... amnot in debt to any one!"

"That's not our business. Here, an 1.0 U for a hundred and
fifteen roubles, legally attested, and due for paynent, has been
brought us for recovery, given by you to the wi dow of the assessor
Zarnitsyn, nine nonths ago, and paid over by the wi dow Zarnitsyn to
one M. Tchebarov. W therefore sumon you hereupon.”

"But she is ny | andl ady!"

"And what if she is your |andl ady?"

The head clerk | ooked at himwi th a condescendi ng sm | e of
compassion, and at the sane tine with a certain triunph, as at a
novi ce under fire for the first time- as though he would say: "Well,
how do you feel now?" But what did he care now for an I.O U, for a
wit of recovery! WAs that worth worrying about now, was it worth
attention even! He stood, he read, he listened, he answered, he even
asked questions hinself, but all mechanically. The triunphant sense of
security, of deliverance from overwhel mi ng danger, that was what
filled his whole soul that nonent w thout thought for the future,
wi t hout anal ysis, without suppositions or surnises, wthout doubts and
wi t hout questioning. It was an instant of full, direct, purely
instinctive joy. But at that very monent sonething |like a thunderstorm
took place in the office. The assistant superintendent, still shaken
by Raskol ni kov's disrespect, still fuming and obviously anxious to
keep up his wounded dignity, pounced on the unfortunate smart [ ady,
who had been gazing at himever since he cane in with an exceedingly
silly snile.

"You shaneful hussy!" he shouted suddenly at the top of his voice.
(The lady in nmourning had left the office.) "Wat was going on at your
house last night? Eh! A disgrace again, you're a scandal to the
whol e street. Fighting and drinking again. Do you want the house of

correction? Wiy, | have warned you ten times over that | would not |et



you of f the eleventh! And here you are again, again, you... you...!"

The paper fell out of Raskol ni kov's hands, and he | ooked wildly at
the smart | ady who was so uncerenoniously treated. But he soon saw
what it neant, and at once began to find positive amusenent in the
scandal . He listened with pleasure, so that he |longed to | augh and
laugh... all his nerves were on edge.

"Ilya Petrovitch!" the head cl erk was begi nni ng anxi ously, but
stopped short, for he knew from experience that the enraged
assi stant could not be stopped except by force.

As for the smart | ady, at first she positively trenbled before the
storm But strange to say, the nore nunerous and violent the terns
of abuse becane, the nore ami able she | ooked, and the nore seductive
the snmiles she lavished on the terrible assistant. She noved uneasily,
and curtsied incessantly, waiting inpatiently for a chance of
putting in her word; and at last she found it.

"There was no sort of noise or fighting in ny house, M. Captain,"”
she pattered all at once, |ike peas dropping, speaking Russian
confidently, though with a strong German accent, "and no sort of
scandal , and his honour cane drunk, and it's the whole truth | am
telling, M. Captain, and | amnot to blane.... Mne is an
honour abl e house, M. Captain, and honourabl e behavi our, M.

Captain, and | always, always dislike any scandal mnyself. But he

came quite tipsy, and asked for three bottles again, and then he
lifted up one leg, and began playing the pianoforte with one foot, and
that is not at all right in an honourabl e house, and he ganz broke the
pi ano, and it was very bad manners indeed and | said so. And he took
up a bottle and began hitting every one with it. And then | called the
porter, and Karl cane, and he took Karl and hit himin the eye; and he
hit Henriette in the eye, too, and gave ne five slaps on the cheek

And it was so ungentlemanly in an honourabl e house, M. Captain, and
screanmed. And he opened the w ndow over the canal, and stood in the

wi ndow, squealing like a little pig; it was a disgrace. The idea of

squealing like a little pig at the window into the street! Fie upon



him And Karl pulled himaway fromthe wi ndow by his coat, and it is
true, M. Captain, he tore sein Rock. And then he shouted that nan
muss pay himfifteen roubles danmages. And | did pay him M.

Captain, five roubles for sein Rock. And he is an ungentlemanly

visitor and caused all the scandal. 'I will show you up,' he said,

for | can wite to all the papers about you
"Then he was an aut hor?"
"Yes, M. Captain, and what an ungentlemanly visitor in an
honour abl e house...."
"Now t hen! Enough! | have told you already..."
"Ilya Petrovitch!" the head clerk repeated significantly.
The assistant glanced rapidly at him the head clerk slightly
shook hi s head.
"... Sol tell you this, nbst respectable Luise Ivanovna, and | tel

it you for the last tine," the assistant went on. "If there is a
scandal in your honourabl e house once again, | will put you yourself
in the lock-up, as it is called in polite society. Do you hear? So a
literary man, an author took five roubles for his coat-tail in an

" honour abl e house' ? A nice set, these authors!”

And he cast a contenptuous gl ance at Raskol ni kov. "There was a
scandal the other day in a restaurant, too. An author had eaten his
di nner and would not pay; 'I'lIl wite a satire on you,' says he. And
there was another of themon a steamer |ast week used the nost
di sgraceful |anguage to the respectable fanmily of a civi
councillor, his wife and daughter. And there was one of them turned
out of a confectioner's shop the other day. They are |ike that,
authors, literary nmen, students, town-criers... Pfoo! You get al ong!
shall ook in upon you myself one day. Then you had better be careful
Do you hear?"

Wth hurried deference, Luise lIvanovna fell to curtsying in all
directions, and so curtsied herself to the door. But at the door
she stunbl ed backwards agai nst a good-|ooking officer with a fresh

open face and splendid thick fair whiskers. This was the



superintendent of the district hinmself, N kodimFomtch. Luise
I vanovna nmade haste to curtsy alnost to the ground, and with m ncing
little steps, she fluttered out of the office.

"Again thunder and lightning- a hurricane!" said N kodi m Fomi tch
to Ilya Petrovitch in a civil and friendly tone. "You are aroused
again, you are fuming again! | heard it on the stairs!"

"Well, what then!" Ilya Petrovitch drawled with gentlenmanly
nonchal ance; and he wal ked with some papers to another table, with a
jaunty swing of his shoulders at each step. "Here, if you wll
kindly | ook: an author, or a student, has been one at |east, does
not pay his debts, has given an 1.0 U., won't clear out of his room
and conplaints are constantly being | odged agai nst him and here he
has been pleased to nake a protest against nmy snoking in his presence!
He behaves like a cad hinself, and just | ook at him please. Here's
the gentleman, and very attractive he is!"

"Poverty is not a vice, ny friend, but we know you go off Iike
powder, you can't bear a slight, | daresay you took offence at

sonet hing and went too far yourself," continued N kodi m Fomitch
turning affably to Raskol ni kov. "But you were wwong there; he is a
capital fellow, | assure you, but explosive, explosive! He gets hot,
fires up, boils over, and no stopping him And then it's all over! And
at the bottomhe's a heart of gold! H s nicknanme in the regiment was

the Explosive Lieutenant....'

"And what a reginment it was, too," cried Ilya Petrovitch, nuch
gratified at this agreeable banter, though still sul ky.
Raskol ni kov had a sudden desire to say sonething exceptionally

pl easant to themall. "Excuse ne, Captain," he began easily,

suddenly addressing Ni kodim Fomtch, "will you enter into ny
position.... | amready to ask pardon, if | have been ill-mannered.

I am a poor student, sick and shattered (shattered was the word he
used) by poverty. | am not studying, because | cannot keep nyself now,

but I shall get noney.... | have a nother and sister in the province

of X. They will send it to ne, and I will pay. My landlady is a



good- hearted woman, but she is so exasperated at nmy having | ost ny
| essons, and not paying her for the last four nonths, that she does
not even send up ny dinner... and | don't understand this |.Q U. at
all. She is asking ne to pay her on this 1.0 U Howam| to pay her?

Judge for yoursel ves!..

"But that is not our business, you know," the head clerk was

obser vi ng.
"Yes, yes. | perfectly agree with you. But allow me to explain..."
Raskol ni kov put in again, still addressing N kodimFonitch, but trying

his best to address Ilya Petrovitch al so, though the latter
persistently appeared to be rummagi ng anong his papers and to be
contenptuously oblivious of him "Allow ne to explain that | have been
living with her for nearly three years and at first... at first... for

why should I not confess it, at the very beginning | promsed to marry

her daughter, it was a verbal pronmise, freely given... she was a
girl... indeed, | liked her, though | was not in love with her... a
yout hful affair in fact... that is, | mean to say, that ny | andl ady
gave ne credit freely in those days, and | led a life of... | was very
heedl ess. .. "

"Nobody asks you for these personal details, sir, we've notine to
waste," Ilya Petrovitch interposed roughly and with a note of triunph;
but Raskol ni kov stopped himhotly, though he suddenly found it

exceedingly difficult to speak

"But excuse ne, excuse nme. It is for me to explain... howit al
happened... In ny turn... though | agree with you... it is
unnecessary. But a year ago, the girl died of typhus. | remained

| odgi ng there as before, and when ny | andl ady noved i nto her present
quarters, she said tone... and in a friendly way... that she had
complete trust in me, but still, would | not give her an 1.Q U for
one hundred and fifteen roubles, all the debt | owed her. She said

if only I gave her that, she would trust nme again, as nuch as | |iked,
and that she woul d never, never- those were her own words- make use of

that 1.0 U till | could pay of nyself... and now, when | have |ost ny



| essons and have nothing to eat, she takes action against ne. \What
aml| to say to that?"

"Al'l these affecting details are no business of ours." Ilya
Petrovitch interrupted rudely. "You nust give a witten undertaking
but as for your love affairs and all these tragic events, we have
nothing to do with that."

"Conme now... you are harsh,” muttered N kodi m Fonitch, sitting
down at the table and al so beginning to wite. He looked a little
ashaned.

"Wite!l" said the head clerk to Raskol ni kov.

"Wite what?" the latter asked, gruffly.

"I will dictate to you."

Raskol ni kov fancied that the head clerk treated hi mnore casually
and contenptuously after his speech, but strange to say he suddenly
felt conpletely indifferent to any one's opinion, and this revul sion
took place in a flash, in one instant. If he had cared to think a
little, he would have been amazed indeed that he could have tal ked
to themlike that a minute before, forcing his feelings upon them And
where had those feelings cone fron? Now if the whol e room had been
filled, not with police officers, but with those nearest and dearest
to him he would not have found one human word for them so enpty
was his heart. A gloony sensation of agonising, everlasting solitude
and renoteness, took conscious formin his soul. It was not the
meanness of his sentinmental effusions before Ilya Petrovitch, nor
t he meanness of the latter's triunph over himthat had caused this
sudden revul sion in his heart. Oh, what had he to do nowwith his
own baseness, with all these petty vanities, officers, Gernman wonen,
debts, police offices? If he had been sentenced to be burnt at that
monent, he woul d not have stirred, would hardly have heard the
sentence to the end. Sonething was happening to himentirely new,
sudden and unknown. It was not that he understood, but he felt clearly
with all the intensity of sensation that he could never nore appeal to

these people in the police office with sentinental effusion like his



recent outburst, or with anything whatever; and that if they had
been his own brothers and sisters and not police officers, it would
have been utterly out of the question to appeal to themin any
circunmstance of life. He had never experienced such a strange and
awf ul sensation. And what was nobst agonising- it was nore a
sensation than a conception or idea, a direct sensation, the nost
agoni sing of all the sensations he had known in his life.

The head clerk began dictating to himthe usual form of declaration
that he could not pay, that he undertook to do so at a future date,
that he would not | eave the town, nor sell his property, and so on

"But you can't wite, you can hardly hold the pen," observed the
head clerk, looking with curiosity at Raskol ni kov. "Are you ill?"

"Yes, | amgiddy. Go on!"

"That's all. Signit."

The head clerk took the paper, and turned to attend to others.

Raskol ni kov gave back the pen; but instead of getting up and going
away, he put his elbows on the table and pressed his head in his
hands. He felt as if a nail were being driven into his skull. A
strange idea suddenly occurred to him to get up at once, to go up
to N kodimFomitch, and tell himeverything that had happened
yesterday, and then to go with himto his |odgings and to show himthe
things in the hole in the corner. The inpul se was so strong that he
got up fromhis seat to carry it out. "Hadn't | better think a
m nute?" flashed through his mnd. "No, better cast off the burden
wi t hout thinking." But all at once he stood still, rooted to the spot.
Ni kodi m Fom tch was tal king eagerly with Ilya Petrovitch, and the
words reached him

"I't's inpossible, they'Il both be released. To begin with, the whole
story contradicts itself. Wy should they have called the porter, if
it had been their doing? To inform agai nst thenselves? O as a
bl i nd? No, that would be too cunning! Besides, Pestryakov, the
student, was seen at the gate by both the porters and a woman as he

went in. He was walking with three friends, who left himonly at the



gate, and he asked the porters to direct him in the presence of the
friends. Now, would he have asked his way if he had been going with
such an object? As for Koch, he spent half an hour at the
silversmth's below, before he went up to the old worman and he | eft
himat exactly a quarter to eight. Now just consider..."

"But excuse ne, how do you explain this contradiction? They state
thensel ves that they knocked and the door was | ocked; yet three
m nutes | ater when they went up with the porter, it turned out the
door was unfastened."

"That's just it; the nmurderer nust have been there and bolted
hinself in; and they'd have caught himfor a certainty if Koch had not
been an ass and gone to |l ook for the porter too. He nust have seized
the interval to get downstairs and slip by them sonehow. Koch keeps
crossing hinself and saying: "If | had been there, he would have
junped out and killed me with his axe.' He is going to have a
t hanksgi vi ng service- ha, ha!"

"And no one saw the nurderer?”

"They might well not see him the house is a regular Noah's Ark,"
said the head clerk, who was |istening.

"It's clear, quite clear,” N kodimFomtch repeated warmy.

"No, it is anything but clear," Ilya Petrovitch nmaintained.

Raskol ni kov pi cked up his hat and wal ked towards the door, but he
did not reach it....

When he recovered consci ousness, he found hinself sitting in a
chair, supported by sone one on the right side, while sonme one else
was standing on the left, holding a yellow sh glass filled with yell ow
wat er, and N kodi m Fom tch standing before him looking intently at
him He got up fromthe chair.

"What's this? Are you ill?" Ni kodimFom tch asked, rather sharply.

"He could hardly hold his pen when he was signing," said the head
clerk, settling back in his place, and taking up his work again.

"Have you been ill long?" cried Ilya Petrovitch fromhis place,

where he, too, was |ooking through papers. He had, of course, cone



to l ook at the sick man when he fainted, but retired at once when he
recover ed.

"Since yesterday," nuttered Raskol nikov in reply.

"Did you go out yesterday?"

"Yes."

"Though you were ill?"

"Yes."

"At what tinme?"

"About seven.”

"And where did you go, my | ask?"

"Along the street."”

"Short and clear."

Raskol ni kov, white as a handkerchi ef, had answered sharply, jerkily,

wi t hout dropping his black feverish eyes before Ilya Petrovitch's

stare.

"He can scarcely stand upright. And you..." N kodi m Fonitch was
begi nni ng.

"No natter," Ilya Petrovitch pronounced rather peculiarly.

Ni kodi m Fom tch woul d have nmade sone further protest, but gl ancing
at the head clerk who was | ooking very hard at him he did not
speak. There was a sudden silence. It was strange.

"Very well, then," concluded Ilya Petrovitch, "we will not detain
you. "

Raskol ni kov went out. He caught the sound of eager conversation on
his departure, and above the rest rose the questioning voice of
Ni kodim Fom tch. In the street, his faintness passed off conpletely.

"A search- there will be a search at once," he repeated to

hi nsel f, hurrying hone. "The brutes! they suspect."”

H's former terror nmastered himconpl etely again.

Chapter Two



"AND WHAT if there has been a search already? Wat if | find themin
my roonf"

But here was his room Nothing and no one in it. No one had peeped
in. Even Nastasya had not touched it. But heavens! how could he have
left all those things in the hol e?

He rushed to the corner, slipped his hand under the paper, pulled
the things out and lined his pockets with them There were eight
articles in all: two little boxes with ear-rings or sonething of the
sort, he hardly | ooked to see; then four snmall |eather cases. There
was a chain, too, nmerely wapped in newspaper and sonething else in
newspaper, that |ooked Iike a decoration.... He put themall in the
di fferent pockets of his overcoat, and the remai ni ng pocket of his
trousers, trying to conceal themas nmuch as possible. He took the
purse, too. Then he went out of his room |eaving the door open. He
wal ked qui ckly and resolutely, and though he felt shattered, he had
his senses about him He was afraid of pursuit, he was afraid that
i n anot her hal f-hour, another quarter of an hour perhaps, instructions
woul d be issued for his pursuit, and so at all costs, he nmust hide al
traces before then. He nust clear everything up while he still had
some strength, sone reasoning power left him... Were was he to go?

That had | ong been settled: "Fling theminto the canal, and all
traces hidden in the water, the thing would be at an end." So he had
decided in the night of his deliriumwhen several tines he had had the
i mpul se to get up and go away, to make haste, and get rid of it all
But to get rid of it, turned out to be a very difficult task. He
wandered al ong the bank of the Ekaterininsky Canal for half an hour or
more and | ooked several times at the steps running down to the
wat er, but he could not think of carrying out his plan; either rafts
stood at the steps' edge, and wonen were washing clothes on them or
boats were noored there, and people were swarni ng everywhere. Moreover
he could be seen and noticed fromthe banks on all sides; it would

| ook suspicious for a man to go down on purpose, stop, and throw



sonmething into the water. And what if the boxes were to fl oat
i nstead of sinking? And of course they would. Even as it was, every
one he nmet seened to stare and | ook round, as if they had nothing to
do but to watch him "Wy is it, or can it be ny fancy?" he thought.

At |ast the thought struck himthat it might be better to go to
the Neva. There were not so many people there, he would be |ess
observed, and it would be nore convenient in every way, above all it
was further off. He wondered how he coul d have been wandering for a
good hal f-hour, worried and anxious in this dangerous part w thout
thinking of it before. And that hal f-hour he had | ost over an
irrational plan, sinply because he had thought of it in delirium He
had become extrenmely absent and forgetful and he was aware of it. He
certainly must nake haste.

He wal ked towards the Neva along V___ Prospect, but on the way
anot her idea struck him "Wy to the Neva? Wuld it not be better to
go sonewhere far off, to the Islands again, and there hide the
things in some solitary place, in a wod or under a bush, and mark the
spot perhaps?" And though he felt incapable of clear judgment, the
i dea seened to hima sound one. But he was not destined to go there.
For coming out of V__ Prospect towards the square, he saw on the left
a passage | eading between two blank walls to a courtyard. On the right
hand, the blank unwhitewashed wall of a four-storied house stretched
far into the court; on the left, a wooden hoarding ran parallel with
it for twenty paces into the court, and then turned sharply to the
left. Here was a deserted fenced-off place where rubbish of
different sorts was lying. At the end of the court, the corner of a
|l ow, smutty, stone shed, apparently part of sone workshop, peeped from
behi nd the hoarding. It was probably a carriage builder's or
carpenter's shed; the whole place fromthe entrance was bl ack wth
coal dust. Here would be the place to throw it, he thought. Not seeing
any one in the yard, he slipped in, and at once saw near the gate a
sink, such as is often put in yards where there are many wor knen or

cabdrivers; and on the hoardi ng above had been scribbled in chal k



the tine-honoured witticism "Standing here strictly forbidden."
This was all the better, for there would be nothing suspicious about
his going in. "Here I could throwit all in a heap and get away!"
Looki ng round once nore, with his hand already in his pocket, he
noti ced agai nst the outer wall, between the entrance and the sink, a
bi g unhewn stone, weighing perhaps sixty pounds. The other side of the
wal |l was a street. He could hear passers-by, always nunerous in that
part, but he could not be seen fromthe entrance, unless sone one cane
in fromthe street, which mght well happen indeed, so there was
need of haste.
He bent down over the stone, seized the top of it firmy in both
hands, and using all his strength turned it over. Under the stone
was a snmall hollowin the ground, and he immediately enptied his
pocket into it. The purse lay at the top, and yet the holl ow was not
filled up. Then he seized the stone again and with one twist turned it
back, so that it was in the sane position again, though it stood a
very little higher. But he scraped the earth about it and pressed it
at the edges with his foot. Nothing could be noticed.
Then he went out, and turned into the square. Again an intense,
al most unbearabl e joy overwhel ned himfor an instant, as it had in the
police office. "I have buried ny tracks! And who, who can think of
| ooki ng under that stone? It has been lying there nost |ikely ever
since the house was built, and will lie as many years nore. And if
it were found, who would think of me? It is all over! No clue!" And he
| aughed. Yes, he renenbered that he began | aughing a thin, nervous
noi sel ess laugh, and went on laughing all the time he was crossing the
square. But when he reached the K ___ Boul evard where two days before
he had cone upon that girl, his laughter suddenly ceased. O her
ideas crept into his nind. He felt all at once that it would be
| oat hsone to pass that seat on which after the girl was gone, he had
sat and pondered, and that it would be hateful, too, to neet that
whi skered policeman to whom he had given the twenty copecks: "Damm

him™"



He wal ked, | ooking about himangrily and distractedly. Al his ideas
now seened to be circling round some single point, and he felt that
there really was such a point, and that now, now, he was left facing
that point- and for the first tine, indeed, during the last two
nont hs.

"Dam it all!" he thought suddenly, in a fit of ungovernable fury.
"If it has begun, then it has begun. Hang the new |life! Good Lord, how
stupid it is!... And what lies | told to-day! How despicably I
fawned upon that wetched Ilya Petrovitch! But that is all folly! Wat
do | care for themall, and my fawning upon them It is not that at
all! It is not that at all!l™

Suddenly he stopped; a new utterly unexpected and exceedingly sinple
question perplexed and bitterly confounded him

“If it all has really been done deliberately and not idiotically, if
| really had a certain and definite object, howis it | did not even
gl ance into the purse and don't know what | had there, for which |
have undergone these agoni es, and have deliberately undertaken this
base, filthy degradi ng business? And here | wanted at once to throw
into the water the purse together with all the things which | had
not seen either... how s that?"

Yes, that was so, that was all so. Yet he had known it all before,
and it was not a new question for him even when it was decided in the
ni ght without hesitation and consideration, as though so it nust be,
as though it could not possibly be otherwise.... Yes, he had known
it all, and understood it all; it surely had all been settled even
yesterday at the nmonent when he was bendi ng over the box and pulling
the jewel -cases out of it.... Yes, so it was.

"It is because | amvery ill," he decided grimy at last, "I have

been worrying and fretting nyself, and | don't know what | am

doing.... Yesterday and the day before yesterday and all this tinme |
have been worrying nyself.... | shall get well and |I shall not
worry.... But what if | don't get well at all? Good God, how sick | am

of it all!"



He wal ked on without resting. He had a terrible | onging for sone
di straction, but he did not know what to do, what to attenpt. A new
overwhel mi ng sensati on was gaining nore and nore mastery over him
every nonment; this was an i mreasurabl e, al nost physical, repulsion for
everyt hing surrounding him an obstinate, nmalignant feeling of hatred.
Al who met himwere |oathsome to him he loathed their faces, their
nmovenents, their gestures. |f any one had addressed him he felt
that he m ght have spat at himor bitten him...

He stopped suddenly, on com ng out on the bank of the Little Neva,
near the bridge to Vassilyevsky Gstrov. "Wy, he lives here, in that
house, " he thought, "why, | have not cone to Razum hin of my own
accord! Here it's the same thing over again.... Very interesting to
know, though; have | cone on purpose or have | sinply wal ked here by
chance? Never mind, | said the day before yesterday that | would go
and see himthe day after; well, and so | will! Besides |I really
cannot go further now "

He went up to Razum hin's roomon the fifth floor.

The latter was at honme in his garret, busily witing at the
nmonent, and he opened the door hinself. It was four nonths since
they had seen each other. Razumi hin was sitting in a ragged
dressing-gown, with slippers on his bare feet, unkenpt, unshaven and
unwashed. His face showed surprise

"I's it you?" he cried. He | ooked his conrade up and down; then after
a brief pause, he whistled. "As hard up as all that! Why, brother,
you've cut ne out!" he added, |ooking at Raskol ni kov's rags. "Cone sit
down, you are tired, I'Il be bound."

And when he had sunk down on the Anmerican |eather sofa, which was in
even worse condition than his own, Razum hin saw at once that his
visitor was ill.

"Why, you are seriously ill, do you know that?" He began feeling his
pul se. Raskol ni kov pull ed away hi s hand.

"Never nmind," he said, "I have cone for this; | have no

lessons.... | wanted... but | don't want |essons...."



"But | say! You are delirious, you know" Razum hin observed,
wat chi ng himcarefully.

"No, | amnot."

Raskol ni kov got up fromthe sofa. As he had nounted the stairs to
Razum hin's, he had not realised that he would be neeting his friend
face to face. Now, in a flash, he knew, that what he was | east of
all disposed for at that nonent was to be face to face with any one in
the wide world. His spleen rose within him He al nost choked with rage
at hinmself as soon as he crossed Razumi hin's threshol d.

"Good- bye," he said abruptly, and wal ked to the door

"Stop, stop! You queer fish."

"I don't want to," said the other, again pulling away his hand.

"Then why the devil have you cone? Are you nad, or what? Wiy, this

is... alnmost insulting! I won't let you go like that."

"Well, then, | cane to you because | know no one but you who could
hel p... to begin... because you are ki nder than any one- clever,
mean, and can judge... and now | see that | want nothing. Do you hear?
Nothing at all... no one's services... no one's synpathy. | am by
nmysel f... alone. Cone, that's enough. Leave ne al one."

"Stay a minute, you sweep! You are a perfect madman. As you like for
all | care. 1 have no | essons, do you see, and | don't care about
that, but there's a bookseller, Heruvinov- and he takes the place of a
| esson. | would not exchange himfor five | essons. He's doing
publishing of a kind, and issuing natural science manuals and what a
circulation they have! The very titles are worth the noney! You al ways
mai ntai ned that | was a fool, but by Jove, ny boy, there are greater
fools than I aml Now he is setting up for being advanced, not that
he has an inkling of anything, but, of course, | encourage him Here
are two signatures of the German text- in nmy opinion, the crudest

charl atanism it discusses the question, 'Is worman a human bei ng?
And, of course, triunphantly proves that she is. Heruvinov is going to
bring out this work as a contribution to the woman question; | am

translating it; he will expand these two and a half signatures into



six, we shall nake up a gorgeous title half a page long and bring it
out at half a rouble. It will do! He pays ne six roubles the
signature, it works out to fifteen roubles for the job, and |I've had
six already in advance. When we have finished this, we are going to
begin a translati on about whal es, and then sonme of the dullest
scandal s out of the second part of Les Confessions we have nmarked

for translation; sonebody has told Heruvinov, that Rousseau was a kind
of Radi shchev. You may be sure | don't contradict him hang him Well
woul d you like to do the second signature of 'Is woman a human bei ng?
If you would, take the Gernman and pens and paper- all those are

provi ded, and take three roubles; for as | have had six roubles in
advance on the whole thing, three roubles come to you for your

share. And when you have finished the signature there will be

anot her three roubles for you. And please don't think I am doing you a
service; quite the contrary, as soon as you cane in, | saw how you
could help ne; to begin with, I amweak in spelling, and secondly,

am sonetimes utterly adrift in Gernman, so that | nake it up as | go
along for the nost part. The only confort is, that it's bound to be

a change for the better. Though who can tell, maybe it's sonetines for
the worse. WII you take it?"

Raskol ni kov took the German sheets in silence, took the three
roubl es and without a word went out. Razum hin gazed after himin
astoni shnent. But when Raskol ni kov was in the next street, he turned
back, nmounted the stairs to Razum hin's again and |laying on the
table the German article and the three roubl es, went out again,
still without uttering a word.

"Are you raving, or what?" Razum hin shouted, roused to fury at
|last. "What farce is this? You'll drive nme crazy too... what did you
cone to see ne for, damm you?"

"I don't want... translation,” nuttered Raskol ni kov fromthe stairs.

"Then what the devil do you want?" shouted Razum hin from above
Raskol ni kov continued descending the staircase in silence.

"Hey, there! Were are you living?"



No answer.

"Well, confound you then!"

But Raskol ni kov was al ready stepping into the street. On the
Ni kol aevsky Bridge he was roused to full consciousness again by an
unpl easant incident. A coachman, after shouting at himtwo or three
times, gave hima violent lash on the back with his whip, for having
almost fallen under his horses' hoofs. The |ash so infuriated hi mthat
he dashed away to the railing (for some unknown reason he had been
wal king in the very mddle of the bridge in the traffic). He angrily
cl enched and ground his teeth. He heard | aughter, of course.

"Serves himright!"

"A pickpocket | dare say."

"Pretending to be drunk, for sure, and getting under the wheels on
pur pose; and you have to answer for him"

"It's a regular profession, that's what it is."

But while he stood at the railing, still |ooking angry and
bewi | dered after the retreating carriage, and rubbing his back, he
suddenly felt sonme one thrust noney into his hand. He | ooked. It was
an elderly wonman in a kerchief and goatskin shoes, with a girl,
probably her daughter, wearing a hat, and carrying a green parasol

"Take it, my good man, in Christ's nane."

He took it and they passed on. It was a piece of twenty copecks.
From hi s dress and appearance they might well have taken himfor a
beggar asking alnms in the streets, and the gift of the twenty
copecks he doubtless owed to the blow, which made them feel sorry
for him

He closed his hand on the twenty copecks, wal ked on for ten paces,
and turned facing the Neva, | ooking towards the pal ace. The sky was
wi thout a cloud and the water was al nost bright blue, which is so rare
in the Neva. The cupola of the cathedral, which is seen at its best
fromthe bridge about twenty paces fromthe chapel, glittered in the
sunlight, and in the pure air every ornanent on it could be clearly

di stingui shed. The pain fromthe | ash went off, and Raskol ni kov forgot



about it; one uneasy and not quite definite i dea occupied himnow
completely. He stood still, and gazed long and intently into the

di stance; this spot was especially famliar to him Wen he was
attending the university, he had hundreds of tines- generally on his
way hone- stood still on this spot, gazed at this truly nmagnificent
spectacl e and al nost al ways marvell ed at a vague and nysterious
enption it roused in him It left himstrangely cold; this gorgeous
picture was for himblank and lifeless. He wondered every time at
his sonbre and enigmatic inpression and, mistrusting hinself, put
off finding the explanation of it. He vividly recalled those old
doubts and perplexities, and it seened to himthat it was no nere
chance that he recalled themnow It struck himas strange and

grot esque, that he shoul d have stopped at the sane spot as before,
as though he actually imagi ned he could think the same thoughts, be
interested in the sane theories and pictures that had interested
him.. so short atine ago. He felt it al nbst anusing, and yet it
wung his heart. Deep down, hidden far away out of sight all that
seenmed to himnow all his old past, his old thoughts, his old

probl ens and theories, his old inpressions and that picture and
hinself and all, all.... He felt as though he were flying upwards, and
everyt hing were vani shing fromhis sight. Miking an unconsci ous
movenent with his hand, he suddenly becane aware of the piece of nobney
in his fist. He opened his hand, stared at the coin, and with a
sweep his armflung it into the water; then he turned and went hone.
It seemed to him he had cut hinself off fromevery one and from
everyt hing that noment.

Eveni ng was com ng on when he reached home, so that he nust have
been wal ki ng about six hours. How and where he cane back he did not
remenber. Undressing, and quivering |ike an overdriven horse, he |lay
down on the sofa, drew his greatcoat over him and at once sank into
oblivion...

It was dusk when he was waked up by a fearful scream Good God, what

a scream Such unnatural sounds, such how ing, wailing, grinding,



tears, blows and curses he had never heard.

He coul d never have imagi ned such brutality, such frenzy. In
terror he sat up in bed, alnpbst swooning with agony. But the fighting,
wai | i ng and cursing grew | ouder and |louder. And then to his intense
amazenment he caught the voice of his |andlady. She was how i ng,
shrieking and wailing, rapidly, hurriedly, incoherently, so that he
could not nmake out what she was tal king about; she was beseechi ng,
no doubt, not to be beaten, for she was being mercilessly beaten on
the stairs. The voice of her assailant was so horrible fromspite
and rage that it was al nost a croak; but he, too, was saying
somet hing, and just as quickly and indistinctly, hurrying and
spluttering. Al at once Raskol ni kov trenbl ed; he recognized the
voice- it was the voice of Ilya Petrovitch. Ilya Petrovitch here and
beating the I andl ady! He is kicking her, banging her head agai nst
the steps- that's clear, that can be told fromthe sounds, fromthe
cries and the thuds. Howis it, is the world topsy-turvy? He could
hear people running in crowmds fromall the storeys and all the
staircases; he heard voices, exclamations, knocking, doors banging.
"But why, why, and how could it be?" he repeated, thinking seriously

that he had gone nad. But no, he heard too distinctly! And they

woul d come to himthen next, "for no doubt... it's all about that..
about yesterday.... Good God!" He woul d have fastened his door with
the latch, but he could not Iift his hand... besides, it would be

usel ess. Terror gripped his heart like ice, tortured himand nunbed
him... But at last all this uproar, after continuing about ten

m nut es, began gradually to subside. The | andl ady was npbani ng and
groaning; llya Petrovitch was still uttering threats and curses...

But at |ast he, too, seened to be silent, and now he could not be
heard. "Can he have gone away? Good Lord!" Yes, and now the | andl ady
is going too, still weeping and noaning... and then her door
slamed.... Now the crowd was going fromthe stairs to their roons,
excl aim ng, disputing, calling to one another, raising their voices to

a shout, dropping themto a whisper. There nust have been nunbers of



them alnost all the inmates of the block. "But, good God, how could
it be! And why, why had he come here!"

Raskol ni kov sank worn out on the sofa, but could not close his eyes.
He lay for half an hour in such anguish, such an intol erable sensation
of infinite terror as he had never experienced before. Suddenly a
bright light flashed into his room Nastasya canme in with a candl e and
a plate of soup. Looking at himcarefully and ascertaining that he was
not asl eep, she set the candle on the table and began to | ay out
what she had brought- bread, salt, a plate, a spoon

"You' ve eaten nothing since yesterday, | warrant. You've been
trudgi ng about all day, and you're shaking with fever."

"Nastasya... what were they beating the |andl ady for?"

She | ooked intently at him

"Who beat the | andl ady?"

"Just now... half an hour ago, Ilya Petrovitch, the
assi stant-superintendent, on the stairs.... Wiy was he ill-treating
her like that, and... why was he here?"

Nast asya scrutinised him silent and frowning, and her scrutiny
|lasted a long tinme. He felt uneasy, even frightened at her searching
eyes.

"Nast asya, why don't you speak?" he said timdly at last in a weak
Voi ce.

"I't's the blood," she answered at last softly, as though speaking to
hersel f.

"Bl ood? What bl ood?" he nmuttered, growi ng white and turning
towards the wall.

Nast asya still |ooked at himw thout speaking.

"Nobody has been beating the |landlady," she declared at last in a
firm resolute voice

He gazed at her, hardly able to breathe.

"I heard it nyself.... | was not asleep... | was sitting up," he
said still nmore timdly. "I listened a long while. The

assi stant - superi ntendent cane.... Every one ran out on to the stairs



fromall the flats.”
"No one has been here. That's the blood crying in your ears. Wen

there's no outlet for it and it gets clotted, you begin fancying

things.... WII you eat sonething?"
He made no answer. Nastasya still stood over him watching him
"G ve ne sonething to drink... Nastasya."

She went downstairs and returned with a white earthenware jug of
water. He remenbered only swall owi ng one sip of the cold water and

spilling some on his neck. Then foll owed forgetful ness.

Chapter Three

HE WAS not conpl etely unconsci ous, however, all the tinme he was ill;
he was in a feverish state, sometimes delirious, sometinmes half
consci ous. He renmenbered a great deal afterwards. Sonetines it
seened as though there were a nunber of people round him they
wanted to take himaway sonmewhere, there was a great deal of
squabbl i ng and di scussi ng about him Then he would be alone in the
room they had all gone away afraid of him and only now and then
opened the door a crack to look at him they threatened him plotted
somet hi ng together, |aughed, and nocked at him He renenbered Nastasya
often at his bedside; he distinguished another person, too, whom he
seened to know very well, though he could not renenber who he was, and
this fretted him even made himcry. Sonetinmes he fancied he had
been Iying there a nonth; at other times it all seened part of the
same day. But of that- of that he had no recollection, and yet every
m nute he felt that he had forgotten sonething he ought to renmenber.
He worried and tornented himself trying to remenber, npaned, flew into
a rage, or sank into awful, intolerable terror. Then he struggled to
get up, would have run away, but sone one al ways prevented hi m by
force, and he sank back into inpotence and forgetful ness. At |ast he

returned to conpl ete consci ousness.



It happened at ten o'clock in the nmorning. On fine days the sun
shone into the roomat that hour, throwing a streak of light on the
right wall and the corner near the door. Nastasya was standing
besi de himwi th another person, a conplete stranger, who was | ooking
at himvery inquisitively. He was a young man with a beard, wearing
a full, short-waisted coat, and | ooked |ike a nessenger. The
| andl ady was peeping in at the half-opened door. Raskol ni kov sat up

"Who is this, Nastasya?" he asked, pointing to the young man.

"I say, he's hinself again!" she said.

"He is hinmself," echoed the man.

Concl udi ng that he had returned to his senses, the | andl ady cl osed
the door and di sappeared. She was al ways shy and dreaded conversations
or discussions. She was a worman of forty, not at all bad-I| ooking,
fat and buxom w th black eyes and eyebrows, good-natured from fatness
and | azi ness, and absurdly bashful.

"Who... are you?" he went on, addressing the man. But at that nonent
the door was flung open, and, stooping a little, as he was so tall,
Razumi hin came in.

"What a cabin it is!" he cried. "I am always knocki ng ny head. You
call this a lodging! So you are conscious, brother? |'ve just heard
the news from Pashenka."

"He has just come to," said Nastasya.

"Just cone to," echoed the man again, with a snile.

"And who are you?" Razum hin asked, suddenly addressing him "M
name i s Vrazuni hin, at your service; not Razumi hin, as | am al ways
called, but Vrazum hin, a student and gentleman; and he is ny
friend. And who are you?"

"I amthe nessenger fromour office, fromthe nerchant Shel opaev,
and |'ve come on business."

"Pl ease sit down." Razumi hin seated hinself on the other side of the
table. "It's a good thing you' ve cone to, brother," he went on to
Raskol ni kov. "For the last four days you have scarcely eaten or

drunk anything. W had to give you tea in spoonfuls. | brought



Zossinov to see you tw ce. You renenber Zossinmov? He exam ned you
carefully and said at once it was nothing serious- sonething seened to
have gone to your head. Sonme nervous nonsense, the result of bad

feedi ng, he says you have not had enough beer and radish, but it's

not hing much, it will pass and you will be all right. Zossinov is a
first-rate fellow He is making quite a nane. Cone, | won't keep you,"
he said, addressing the man again. "WII| you explain what you want?
You nust know, Rodya, this is the second tine they have sent from

the office; but it was another man last tine, and | talked to him Who
was it came before?”

"That was the day before yesterday, | venture to say, if you please,

sir. That was Al exey Semyonovitch; he is in our office, too."

"He was nore intelligent than you, don't you think so?"

"Yes, indeed, sir, he is of nmore weight than I am"”

"Quite so; go on."

"At your manma's request, through Afanasy |vanovitch Vahrushin, of
whom | presume you have heard nore than once, a remttance is sent

to you fromour office," the man began, addressi ng Raskol ni kov. "If
you are in an intelligible condition, |I've thirty-five roubles to
remit to you, as Senyon Semyonovitch has received from Af anasy

I vanovi tch at your manma's request instructions to that effect, as
on previous occasions. Do you know him sir?"

"Yes, | remenber... Vahrushin," Raskol ni kov said dreamly.

"You hear, he knows Vahrushin," cried Razum hin. "He is in "an
intelligible condition'! And | see you are an intelligent man too.
Well, it's always pleasant to hear words of w sdom"”

"That's the gentleman, Vahrushin, Afanasy |vanovitch. And at the
request of your manmma, who has sent you a renittance once before in
the sane manner through him he did not refuse this tinme also, and
sent instructions to Semyon Senyonovitch sone days since to hand you
thirty-five roubles in the hope of better to cone."

"That 'hoping for better to cone' is the best thing you' ve said,

t hough 'your mamma' is not bad either. Cone then, what do you say?



Is he fully conscious, eh?"

"That's all right. If only he can sign this little paper."”

"He can scrawl his nane. Have you got the book?"

"Yes, here's the book."

"Gve it to me. Here, Rodya, sit up. I'Il hold you. Take the pen and
scribbl e ' Raskol ni kov' for him For just now, brother, noney is
sweeter to us than treacle.”

"I don't want it," said Raskol ni kov, pushing away the pen

"Not want it?"

"I won't signit.”

"How t he devil can you do w thout signing it?"

"I don't want... the noney."

"Don't want the noney! Cone, brother, that's nonsense, | bear
witness. Don't trouble, please, it's only that he is on his travels
again. But that's pretty comon with himat all tines though.... You
are a man of judgment and we will take himin hand, that is, nore
simply, take his hand and he will sign it. Here."

"But | can cone another tinme."

"No, no. Wiy should we trouble you? You are a nan of judgnent....
Now, Rodya, don't keep your visitor, you see he is waiting," and he

made ready to hol d Raskol ni kov's hand in earnest.

"Stop, I'll do it alone," said the latter, taking the pen and
si gni ng hi s nane.

The messenger took out the nobney and went away.

"Bravo! And now, brother, are you hungry?"

"Yes," answered Raskol ni kov.

"I's there any soup?"

"Some of yesterday's," answered Nastasya, who was still standing
t here.

"Wth potatoes and rice in it?"
"Yes."
"I know it by heart. Bring soup and give us sone tea."

"Very well."



Raskol ni kov | ooked at all this with profound astoni shnment and a
dull, unreasoning terror. He made up his nmind to keep quiet and see
what woul d happen. "I believe | amnot wandering. | believe it's
reality," he thought.

In a couple of mnutes Nastasya returned with the soup, and
announced that the tea would be ready directly. Wth the soup she
brought two spoons, two plates, salt, pepper, nustard for the beef,
and so on. The table was set as it had not been for a long tine. The
cloth was cl ean.

"I't would not be anmiss, Nastasya, if Praskovya Pavl ovha were to send
us up a couple of bottles of beer. W could enpty them?"”

"Well, you are a cool hand," nmuttered Nastasya, and she departed
to carry out his orders.

Raskol ni kov still gazed wildly with strained attention. Meanwhile
Razum hin sat down on the sofa beside him as clunsily as a bear put
his left armround Raskol ni kov's head, although he was able to sit up
and with his right hand gave hima spoonful of soup, blowing on it
that it mght not burn him But the soup was only just warm
Raskol ni kov swal | owed one spoonful greedily, then a second, then a
third. But after giving hima few nore spoonfuls of soup, Razum hin
suddenly stopped, and said that he nust ask Zossi nov whet her he
ought to have nore

Nast asya came in with two bottles of beer

"And will you have tea?"

"Yes."

"Cut al ong, Nastasya, and bring sone tea, for tea we may venture
on without the faculty. But here is the beer!" He noved back to his
chair, pulled the soup and neat in front of him and began eating as
t hough he had not touched food for three days.

"I must tell you, Rodya, | dine like this here every day now," he
munbl ed with his nmouth full of beef, "and it's all Pashenka, your dear
little | andl ady, who sees to that; she loves to do anything for ne.

| don't ask for it, but, of course, | don't object. And here's



Nastasya with the tea. She is a quick girl. Nastasya, nmy dear, won't
you have sone beer?"

"Get along with your nonsense!"

"A cup of tea, then?"

"A cup of tea, maybe."

"Pour it out. Stay, I'll pour it out nyself. Sit down."

He poured out two cups, left his dinner, and sat on the sofa
again. As before, he put his left armround the sick man's head,
rai sed himup and gave himtea in spoonfuls, again blow ng each
spoonful steadily and earnestly, as though this process was the
princi pal and nost effective means towards his friend s recovery.
Raskol ni kov sai d not hing and nade no resistance, though he felt
quite strong enough to sit up on the sofa wi thout support and could
not nerely have held a cup or a spoon, but even perhaps could have
wal ked about. But from sone queer, alnbst aninal, cunning he conceived
the idea of hiding his strength and lying low for a tinme, pretending
if necessary not to be yet in full possession of his faculties, and
meanwhile listening to find out what was going on. Yet he could not
overcone his sense of repugnance. After sipping a dozen spoonfuls of
tea, he suddenly released his head, pushed the spoon away
capriciously, and sank back on the pillow. There were actually rea
pillows under his head now, down pillows in clean cases, he observed
that, too, and took note of it.

"Pashenka nust give us sone raspberry jamto-day to nake hi m sone
raspberry tea," said Razum hin, going back to his chair and
attacking his soup and beer again.

"And where is she to get raspberries for you?" asked Nastasya,
bal anci ng a saucer on her five outspread fingers and sipping tea
through a lunmp of sugar.

"She'll get it at the shop, ny dear. You see, Rodya, all sorts of
t hi ngs have been happeni ng whil e you have been laid up. Wen you
decanped in that rascally way w thout |eaving your address, | felt

so angry that | resolved to find you out and punish you. | set to work



that very day. How | ran about making inquiries for you! This
| odgi ng of yours | had forgotten, though I never renenbered it,
i ndeed, because | did not knowit; and as for your old | odgings, |
could only remenmber it was at the Five Corners, Harlanov's house. |
kept trying to find that Harlanov's house, and afterwards it turned
out that it was not Harlanov's, but Buch's. How one nuddl es up sound
sonmetines! So | lost ny tenper, and | went on the chance to the
address bureau next day, and only fancy, in tw mnutes they |ooked
you up! Your nane is down there."

"My nane!"

"I should think so; and yet a General Kobelev they could not find

while | was there. Well, it's a long story. But as soon as | did
land on this place, | soon got to know all your affairs- all, all
brother, | know everything; Nastasya here will tell you. | nade the

acquai ntance of N kodim Fonmitch and Ilya Petrovitch, and the
house-porter and M. Zanetov, Al exandr Gigorievitch, the head clerk
in the police office, and, last, but not |east, of Pashenka;

Nast asya here knows...."

"He's got round her," Nastasya nmurnured, smiling slyly.

"Why don't you put the sugar in your tea, Nastasya Nikiforovna?”

"You are a one!" Nastasya cried suddenly, going off into a giggle.
"I am not N kiforovna, but Petrovna," she added suddenly, recovering
fromher mrth

"I''l'l make a note of it. Well, brother, to nake a long story
short, | was going in for a regular explosion here to uproot al
mal i gnant influences in the locality, but Pashenka won the day.
had not expected, brother, to find her so... prepossessing. Eh, what
do you t hink?"

Raskol ni kov did not speak, but he still kept his eyes fixed upon
him full of alarm

"And all that could be w shed, indeed, in every respect,"

Razum hin went on, not at all enbarrassed by his silence.

"Ah, the sly dog!" Nastasya shrieked again. This conversation



af f orded her unspeakabl e delight.

"It's a pity, brother, that you did not set to work in the right way
at first. You ought to have approached her differently. She is, so
to speak, a nobst unaccountable character. But we will tal k about her
character later.... How could you let things come to such a pass
that she gave up sending you your dinner? And that |I.QO U ? You nust
have been mad to sign an |.0O U. And that promi se of marriage when
her daughter, Natalya Yegorovna, was alive?... | know all about it!
But | see that's a delicate matter and | am an ass; forgive ne. But,
tal ki ng of foolishness, do you know Praskovya Pavl ovna is not nearly
so foolish as you would think at first sight?”

"No, " nunbl ed Raskol ni kov, |ooking away, but feeling that it was
better to keep up the conversation

"She isn't, is she?" cried Razum hin, delighted to get an answer out
of him "But she is not very clever either, eh? She is essentially,
essentially an unaccountable character! | am sonmetines quite at a
|l oss, | assure you.... She nust be forty; she says she is
thirty-six, and of course she has every right to say so. But | swear |
judge her intellectually, sinply fromthe metaphysical point of
view, there is a sort of synbolismsprung up between us, a sort of
al gebra or what not! | don't understand it! Well, that's all nonsense.
Only, seeing that you are not a student now and have | ost your |essons
and your clothes, and that through the young | ady's death she has no
need to treat you as a relation, she suddenly took fright; and as
you hid in your den and dropped all your old relations with her, she
pl anned to get rid of you. And she's been cherishing that design a
long tine, but was sorry to lose the |I.OQ U. for you assured her
yoursel f that your nother would pay."

"It was base of nme to say that.... My nother herself is alnost a
beggar... and | told alie to keep ny lodging... and be fed,"
Raskol ni kov said |oudly and distinctly.

"Yes, you did very sensibly. But the worst of it is that at that

point M. Tchebarov turns up, a business nman. Pashenka woul d never



have thought of doing anything on her own account, she is too
retiring; but the business man is by no nmeans retiring, and first
thing he puts the question, 'Is there any hope of realising the
I.OU? Answer: there is, because he has a nother who woul d save
her Rodya with her hundred and twenty-five roubles pension, if she has
to starve herself; and a sister, too, who would go into bondage for
his sake. That's what he was building upon.... Wiy do you start?
know all the ins and outs of your affairs now, my dear boy- it's not
for nothing that you were so open with Pashenka when you were her
prospective son-in-law, and | say all this as a friend.... But |
tell you what it is; an honest and sensitive nman is open; and a

busi ness man 'listens and goes on eating' you up. Well, then she
gave the I.O U by way of paynment to this Tchebarov, and wi t hout
hesitation he made a fornmal demand for payment. When | heard of all
this | wanted to blow himup, too, to clear ny conscience, but by that
ti me harmony reigned between ne and Pashenka, and | insisted on
stopping the whole affair, engaging that you would pay. | went
security for you, brother. Do you understand? W call ed Tchebarov,
flung himten roubles and got the 1.0 U back fromhim and here
have the honour of presenting it to you. She trusts your word now.
Here, take it, you see | have torn it."

Razum hin put the note on the table. Raskol ni kov | ooked at hi mand
turned to the wall without uttering a word. Even Razumi hin felt a
twi nge.

"I see, brother," he said a nonent later, "that | have been
pl aying the fool again. | thought | should anmuse you with ny
chatter, and | believe | have only nade you cross."

"Was it you | did not recognise when | was delirious?" Raskol ni kov
asked, after a monent's pause without turning his head.

"Yes, and you flew into a rage about it, especially when | brought
Zamet ov one day."

"Zamet ov? The head clerk? What for?" Raskol ni kov turned round

qui ckly and fixed his eyes on Razumi hin.



"What's the matter with you?... What are you upset about? He
wanted to make your acquai ntance because | talked to hima | ot about
you.... How could | have found out so nuch except fromhin? He is a
capital fellow, brother, first-rate... in his own way, of course
Now we are friends- see each other al nbst every day. | have noved into
this part, you know. | have only just noved. |'ve been with himto
Lui se lIvanovna once or twice.... Do you renenber Luise, Luise
| vanovna?

"Did | say anything in deliriun®"

"I should think so! You were beside yourself."

"What did | rave about?"

"What next? What did you rave about? \Wiat people do rave about....
Vel 1, brother, now | nust not |ose tine. To work." He got up from
the table and took up his cap

"What did | rave about?"

"How he keeps on! Are you afraid of having | et out sone secret?
Don't worry yoursel f; you said nothing about a countess. But you
said a | ot about a bulldog, and about ear-rings and chains, and
about Krestovsky Island, and some porter, and Ni kodim Fomtch and Ilya
Petrovitch, the assistant superintendent. And another thing that was
of special interest to you was your own sock. You whined, 'Gve ne
my sock.' Zanetov hunted all about your room for your socks, and
with his own scented, ring-bedecked fingers he gave you the rag. And
only then were you conforted, and for the next twenty-four hours you
hel d the wetched thing in your hand; we could not get it fromyou. It
is nost |likely sonmewhere under your quilt at this nmonent. And then you
asked so piteously for fringe for your trousers. We tried to find
out what sort of fringe, but we could not nmake it out. Now to
busi ness! Here are thirty-five roubles; | take ten of them and
shal | give you an account of themin an hour or two. | will let
Zossi nov know at the same tinme, though he ought to have been here | ong
ago, for it is nearly twelve. And you, Nastasya, | ook in pretty

often while | amaway, to see whether he wants a drink or anything



else. And | will tell Pashenka what is wanted nysel f. Good-bye!"

"He calls her Pashenka! Ah, he's a deep one!" said Nastasya as he
went out; then she opened the door and stood |istening, but could
not resist running downstairs after him She was very eager to hear
what he would say to the |andl ady. She was evidently quite
fasci nated by Razumi hin.

No sooner had she left the roomthan the sick man flung off the
bedcl ot hes and | eapt out of bed like a madman. Wth burning, sw tching
i mpati ence he had waited for themto be gone so that he mght set to
wor k. But to what work? Now, as though to spite him it eluded him

"Good God, only tell nme one thing: do they know of it yet or not?
What if they know it and are only pretending, nocking ne while I am
laid up, and then they will come in and tell me that it's been
di scovered |l ong ago and that they have only... What am| to do now?
That's what |'ve forgotten, as though on purpose; forgotten it al
at once, | renmenbered a mnute ago."

He stood in the nmiddle of the roomand gazed in mserable
bewi | derment about him he wal ked to the door, opened it, |istened;
but that was not what he wanted. Suddenly, as though recalling
somet hi ng, he rushed to the corner where there was a hol e under the
paper, began examining it, put his hand into the hole, funbled- but
that was not it. He went to the stove, opened it and began runmagi ng
in the ashes; the frayed edges of his trousers and the rags cut off
his pocket were lying there just as he had throwmn them No one had
| ooked, then! Then he renmenbered, the sock about which Razum hin had
just been telling him Yes, there it lay on the sofa under the
quilt, but it was so covered with dust and grinme that Zanetov coul d
not have seen anything on it.

"Bah, Zanetov! The police officel And why am| sent for to the
police office? Wiere's the notice? Bah! | amnmixing it up; that was
then. | |ooked at nmy sock then, too, but now .. now | have been ill.
But what did Zanetov cone for? Way did Razum hin bring hinP" he

muttered, helplessly sitting on the sofa again. "Wat does it nean? Am



I still indelirium or is it real? | believe it is real.... Ah, |
renmenber, | nust escape! Mike haste to escape. Yes, | nust, | nust
escape! Yes... but where? And where are ny clothes? |I've no boots.
They' ve taken them away! They've hidden them | understand! Ah, here

is my coat- they passed that over! And here is noney on the table,

thank God! And here's the I.O U ... |I'll take the noney and go and
take anot her |odging. They won't find nme!... Yes, but the address
bureau? They'Il find me, Razum hin will find nme. Better escape
altogether... far away... to Anerica, and let themdo their worst! And
take the I.OU ... it wuld be of use there.... What else shall |
take? They think I amill! They don't know that | can walk,

ha-ha-ha! | could see by their eyes that they know all about it! If

only | could get downstairs! And what if they have set a watch
there- policenen! What's this tea? Ah, and here is beer left, half a
bottle, cold!"

He snatched up the bottle, which still contained a glassful of beer
and gulped it down with relish, as though quenching a flame in his
breast. But in another ninute the beer had gone to his head, and a
faint and even pl easant shiver ran down his spine. He lay down and
pulled the quilt over him Hi s sick and incoherent thoughts grew
nmore and nore disconnected, and soon a light, pleasant drowsiness cane
upon him Wth a sense of confort he nestled his head in the pillow,
wr apped nore closely about himthe soft, wadded quilt which had
repl aced the old, ragged great-coat, sighed softly and sank into a
deep, sound, refreshing sleep.

He woke up, hearing some one cone in. He opened his eyes and saw
Razum hin standing in the doorway, uncertain whether to cone in or
not. Raskol ni kov sat up quickly on the sofa and gazed at him as
though trying to recall sonething.

"Ah, you are not asleep! Here | aml Nastasya, bring in the
parcel!" Razum hin shouted down the stairs. "You shall have the
account directly."

"What tinme is it?" asked Raskol ni kov, |ooking round uneasily.



"Yes, you had a fine sleep, brother, it's alnmpost evening, it will be
six o' clock directly. You have slept nore than six hours.”

"Good heaven! Have |?"

"And why not? It will do you good. What's the hurry? Atryst, is it?
We've all time before us. |'ve been waiting for the last three hours
for you; 1've been up twice and found you asleep. |'ve called on
Zossinov tw ce; not at honme, only fancy! But no natter, he will turn
up. And |'ve been out on ny own business, too. You know |'ve been
nmovi ng to-day, noving with my uncle. | have an uncle living with nme
now. But that's no matter, to business. Gve ne the parcel
Nastasya. W will open it directly. And how do you feel now, brother?"

"I amquite well, I amnot ill. Razum hin, have you been here | ong?"

"I tell you |I've been waiting for the last three hours."

"No, before.”

"How do you nean?"

"How | ong have you been coming here?"

"Way | told you all about it this nmorning. Don't you renmenber?"

Raskol ni kov pondered. The norning seened like a dreamto him He

coul d not remenber alone, and | ooked inquiringly at Razum hin.

"Hrl" said the latter, "he has forgotten. | fancied then that you
were not quite yourself. Now you are better for your sleep.... You
really | ook much better. First rate! Well, to business. Look here,
my dear boy."

He began untying the bundl e, which evidently interested him

"Believe ne, brother, this is sonmething specially near ny heart. For
we nust nmake a man of you. Let's begin fromthe top. Do you see this
cap?" he said, taking out of the bundle a fairly good, though cheap
and ordinary cap. "Let me try it on."

"Presently, afterwards,"” said Raskol ni kov, waving it of pettishly.
"Conme, Rodya, ny boy, don't oppose it, afterwards will be too

late; and | shan't sleep all night, for | bought it by guess,

wi t hout neasure. Just right!"” he cried triunphantly, fitting it on,

"just your size! A proper head-covering is the first thing in dress



and a reconmendation in its own way. Tol styakov, a friend of mine,
is always obliged to take off his pudding basin when he goes into
any public place where other people wear their hats or caps. People
think he does it fromslavish politeness, but it's sinply because he
is ashaned of his bird s nest; he is such a bashful fellow Look
Nast asya, here are two speci nens of headgear: this Pal nerston"- he
took fromthe corner Raskol nikov's old, battered hat, which for sone
unknown reason, he called a Palnerston- "or this jewel! CGuess the
price, Rodya, what do you suppose | paid for it, Nastasya!" he said,
turning to her, seeing that Raskol ni kov did not speak

"Twenty copecks, no nore, | dare say," answered Nastasya.

"Twenty copecks, silly!" he cried, offended. "Wy, nowadays you
woul d cost nore than that- eighty copecks! And that only because it
has been worn. And it's bought on condition that when's it's worn out,
they will give you another next year. Yes, on ny word! Well, now | et
us pass to the United States of Anerica, as they called them at
school. | assure you | am proud of these breeches,” and he exhibited
to Raskol ni kov a pair of light, sumrer trousers of grey woollen
material. "No holes, no spots, and quite respectable, although a
little worn; and a waistcoat to match, quite in the fashion. And its
being worn really is an inprovenent, it's softer, snoother.... You
see, Rodya, to my thinking, the great thing for getting on in the
world is always to keep to the seasons; if you don't insist on
havi ng asparagus in January, you keep your noney in your purse! and
it's the sane with this purchase. It's sumrer now, so |'ve been buying
sumrer things- warmer materials will be wanted for autum, so you will
have to throw these away in any case... especially as they will be
done for by then fromtheir own |lack of coherence if not your higher
standard of luxury. Cone, price them Wat do you say? Two roubl es
twenty-five copecks! And renenber the conditions: if you wear these
out, you will have another suit for nothing! They only do business
on that system at Fedyaev's; if you' ve bought a thing once, you are

satisfied for life, for you will never go there again of your own free



will. Now for the boots. What do you say? You see that they are a
bit worn, but they'll last a couple of nonths, for it's foreign work
and foreign leather; the secretary of the English Enbassy sold them
| ast week- he had only worn them si x days, but he was very short of
cash. Price- a rouble and a half. A bargain?"

"But perhaps they won't fit," observed Nastasya

"Not fit? Just look!" and he pulled out of his pocket
Raskol ni kov' s ol d, broken boot, stiffly coated with dry nmud. "I did
not go enpty-handed- they took the size fromthis nonster. W al
did our best. And as to your linen, your |andlady has seen to that.
Here, to begin with are three shirts, henpen but with a fashionable
front.... Well now then, eighty copecks the cap, two roubles
twenty-five copecks the suit- together three roubles five copecks- a
rouble and a half for the boots- for, you see, they are very good- and
that makes four roubles fifty-five copecks; five roubles for the
undercl ot hes- they were bought in the |ot- which nmakes exactly nine
roubles fifty-five copecks. Forty-five copecks change in coppers. WII
you take it? And so, Rodya, you are set up with a conplete new
rig-out, for your overcoat will serve, and even has a style of its
own. That comes fromgetting one's clothes from Sharnmer's! As for your
socks and other things, | leave themto you; we've twenty-five roubles
left. And as for Pashenka and paying for your |odging, don't you
worry. | tell you she'll trust you for anything. And now, brother, let
me change your linen, for | daresay you will throw off your illness
with your shirt.”

"Let me be! | don't want to!" Raskol ni kov waved himoff. He had
listened with disgust to Razum hin's efforts to be playful about his
pur chases.

"Cone, brother, don't tell ne |I've been trudgi ng around for
not hing," Razum hin insisted. "Nastasya, don't be bashful, but help
me- that's it," and in spite of Raskol ni kov's resistance he changed
his linen. The latter sank back on the pillows and for a mnute or two

sai d not hi ng.



"I't will be long before | get rid of them" he thought. "What
money was all that bought with?" he asked at |ast, gazing at the wall.
"Money? Wiy, your own, what the nessenger brought from Vahrushin,
your nmother sent it. Have you forgotten that, too?"

"I remenber now," said Raskol nikov after a long, sullen silence.
Razum hin | ooked at him frowning and uneasy.

The door opened and a tall, stout man whose appearance seened
famliar to Raskol ni kov cane in.

"Zossinov! At last!" cried Razum hin, delighted.

Chapt er Four

ZOSSI MOV WAS a tall, fat man with a puffy, colourless,
cl ean-shaven face and straight flaxen hair. He wore spectacles, and
a big gold ring on his fat finger. He was twenty-seven. He had on a
|ight grey fashionable |oose coat, |ight sumrer trousers, and
everyt hi ng about himl oose, fashionable and spick and able, his
linen was irreproachable, his watch-chain was nmassive. |In manner he
was slow and, as it were, nonchal ant, and at the sane tine
studiously free and easy; he made efforts to conceal his
self-inportance, but it was apparent at every instant. Al his
acquai ntances found himtedious, but said he was cl ever at his work.

"I'"ve been to you twi ce to-day, brother. You see, he's cone to

hi msel f," cried Razum hin.

"l see, | see; and how do we feel now, eh?" said Zossinobv to
Raskol ni kov, watching himcarefully and, sitting down at the foot of
the sofa, he settled hinself as confortably as he coul d.

"He is still depressed,” Razum hin went on. "W've just changed
his Iinen and he al nost cried.”

"That's very natural; you might have put it off if he did not w sh

it.... Hs pulse is first-rate. |Is your head still aching, eh?"

"I amwell, | amperfectly well!" Raskol ni kov decl ared positively



and irritably. He raised hinself on the sofa and | ooked at themwith

glittering eyes, but sank back on to the pillow at once and turned

to the wall. Zossinmov watched himintently.
"Very good.... Going on all right," he said lazily. "Has he eaten
anyt hi ng?"

They told him and asked what he m ght have.
"He nay have anything... soup, tea... nushroonms and cucunbers, of

course, you nust not give him he'd better not have neat either

and... but no need to tell you that!" Razum hin and he | ooked at
each other. "No nore nedicine or anything. I'll look at himagain
to-norrow. Perhaps, to-day even... but never nind..."

"To-norrow evening | shall take himfor a walk,"” said Razum hin. "W

are going to the Yusupov garden and then to the Palais de Crystal."

"I would not disturb himto-nmorrow at all, but | don't know. .. a
little, maybe... but we'll see.™
"Ach, what a nuisance! |'ve got a house-warning party tonight;

it's only a step fromhere. Couldn't he conme? He could lie on the
sofa. You are comi ng?" Razum hin said to Zossinov. "Don't forget,
you pronised.”

"Al'l right, only rather later. Wat are you going to do?"

"Ch, nothing- tea, vodka, herrings. There will be a pie... just
our friends."

"And who?"

"Al'l neighbours here, alnost all new friends, except ny old uncle,
and he is new too- he only arrived in Petersburg yesterday to see to
sone business of his. W neet once in five years.”

"What is he?"

"He's been stagnating all his |life as a district postmaster; gets
alittle pension. He is sixty-five- not worth tal king about.... But
I amfond of him Porfiry Petrovitch, the head of the Investigation
Department here... But you know him"

"I's he a relation of yours, too?"

"A very distant one. But why are you scow i ng? Because you



quarrell ed once, won't you cone then?"

"I don't care a damm for him"”

"So nmuch the better. Well, there will be some students, a teacher, a
governnent clerk, a nusician, an officer and Zanetov."

"Do tell ne, please, what you or he"- Zossinov nodded at
Raskol ni kov- "can have in comon with this Zametov?"

"Ch, you particular gentleman! Principles! You are worked by
principles, as it were by springs; you won't venture to turn round
on your own account. If a man is a nice fellow, that's the only
principle | go upon, Zanetov is a delightful person."

"Though he does take bribes."

"Vell, he does! and what of it? | don't care if he does take
bribes," Razunmihin cried with unnatural irritability. "I don't
praise himfor taking bribes. | only say he is a nice man in his own

way! But if one |ooks at men in all ways- are there many good ones
left? Wiy, | amsure | shouldn't be worth a baked onion nyself...
perhaps with you throwm in."

"That's too little; 1'd give two for you."

"And | wouldn't give nore than one for you. No nore of your jokes!
Zametov is no nore than a boy. | can pull his hair and one nust draw
himnot repel him You'll never inprove a man by repelling him
especially a boy. One has to be twice as careful with a boy. GCh, you
progressive dullards! You don't understand. You harm yoursel ves
runni ng another nman down.... But if you want to know, we really have
somet hing in conmmon. "

"I should li ke to know what."

"Way, it's all about a house-painter.... W are getting himout of a
mess! Though indeed there's nothing to fear now. The matter is
absolutely self-evident. W only put on steam™

"A painter?"

"Why, haven't | told you about it? I only told you the begi nning
then about the nurder of the old pawnbroker-woman. Well, the painter

is mxedupinit..."



"Ch, | heard about that nurder before and was rather interested in
it... partly... for one reason.... | read about it in the papers,

too....

"Li zaveta was nurdered, too," Nastasya blurted out, suddenly
addr essi ng Raskol ni kov. She remained in the roomall the tinme,
standi ng by the door I|istening.

"Li zaveta," nurmured Raskol ni kov hardly audi bly.

"Li zaveta, who sold old clothes. Didn't you know her? She used to
come here. She nended a shirt for you, too."

Raskol ni kov turned to the wall where in the dirty, yell ow paper he
pi cked out one clunmsy, white flower with brown lines on it and began
exam ni ng how many petals there were in it, how many scallops in the
petal s and how nany lines on them He felt his arns and | egs as
lifeless as though they had been cut off. He did not attenpt to
nmove, but stared obstinately at the flower.

"But what about the painter?" Zossinov interrupted Nastasya's
chatter with marked di spl easure. She sighed and was silent.

"Wiy, he was accused of the murder," Razum hin went on hotly.

"Was there evidence agai nst himthen?"

"Evi dence, indeed! Evidence that was no evidence, and that's what we
have to prove. It was just as they pitched on those fell ows, Koch
and Pestryakov, at first. Foo! how stupidly it's all done, it makes
one sick, though it's not one's business! Pestryakov may be coni ng
to-night.... By the way, Rodya, you've heard about the business
al ready; it happened before you were ill, the day before you fainted
at the police office while they were tal king about it."

Zossi nov | ooked curiously at Raskol ni kov. He did not stir.

"But | say, Razum hin, | wonder at you. Wat a busybody you are!"
Zossi mov observed.

"Maybe | am but we will get himoff anyway," shouted Razumi hin,
bringing his fist down on the table. "What's the nost offensive is not
their lying- one can always forgive lying- lying is a delightfu

thing, for it leads to truth- what is offensive is that they lie and



worship their owmn lying.... | respect Porfiry, but... Wat threw
themout at first? The door was | ocked, and when they cane back with
the porter it was open. So it followed that Koch and Pestryakov were
the nmurderers- that was their logic!”

"But don't excite yourself; they sinply detained them they could
not help that.... And, by the way, |'ve net that nman Koch. He used
to buy unredeened pl edges fromthe old woman? Eh?"

"Yes, he is a swindler. He buys up bad debts, too. He makes a
profession of it. But enough of him Do you know what nakes ne
angry? It's their sickening rotten, petrified routine.... And this
case mght be the means of introducing a new nethod. One can show from
t he psychol ogi cal data alone how to get on the track of the rea
man. 'We have facts,' they say. But facts are not everything- at |east
hal f the business lies in how you interpret them™

"Can you interpret them then?"

"Anyway, one can't hold one's tongue when one has a feeling, a
tangi ble feeling, that one nmght be a help if only.... Eh! Do you know
the details of the case?"

"I amwaiting to hear about the painter.”

"Ch, yes! Well, here's the story. Early on the third day after the
murder, when they were still dandling Koch and Pestryakov- though they
accounted for every step they took and it was as plain as a pikestaff-
an unexpected fact turned up. A peasant called Dushkin, who keeps a
dram shop facing the house, brought to the police office a
jewel ler's case containing some gold ear-rings, and told a | ong
rigamarol e. 'The day before yesterday, just after eight o'clock'- mark
the day and the hour!- '"a journeyman house-painter, N kolay, who had
been in to see ne already that day, brought ne this box of gold
ear-rings and stones, and asked nme to give himtwo roubles for them
When | asked hi mwhere he got them he said that he picked them up
in the street. | did not ask himanything nore." | amtelling you

Dushkin's story. 'I gave hima note' - a rouble that is- '"for | thought

if he did not pamn it with me he would with another. It would all cone



to the same thing- he'd spend it on drink, so the thing had better

be with me. The further you hide it the quicker you will find it,

and if anything turns up, if | hear any runours, |I'll take it to the
police.' O course, that's all taradiddle; he lies |like a horse, for
know t hi s Dushkin, he is a pawnbroker and a receiver of stolen

goods, and he did not cheat Nikolay out of a thirty-rouble trinket

in order to give it to the police. He was sinply afraid. But no
matter, to return to Dushkin's story. 'I've known this peasant,

Ni kol ay Denentyev, froma child; he cones fromthe same province and
district of Zaraisk, we are both Ryazan nmen. And though N kolay is not
a drunkard, he drinks, and I knew he had a job in that house, painting
work with Dmitri, who cones fromthe sanme village, too. As soon as

he got the rouble he changed it, had a couple of glasses, took his
change and went out. But | did not see Dmitri with himthen. And the
next day | heard that sonme one had nurdered Al yona |vanovna and her
sister, Lizaveta lIvanovna, with an axe. | knew them and | felt
suspi ci ous about the ear-rings at once, for | knew the nurdered

woran | ent noney on pledges. | went to the house, and began to nake
careful inquiries without saying a word to any one. First of all |
asked, "Is Ni kolay here?" Dmitri told ne that Ni kolay had gone off

on the spree; he had cone honme at daybreak drunk, stayed in the

house about ten minutes, and went out again. Dmitri didn't see him
again and is finishing the job alone. And their job is on the sane
staircase as the murder, on the second floor. Wen | heard all that

I did not say a word to any one'- that's Dushkin's tale- 'but I

found out what | could about the murder, and went hone feeling as
suspi cious as ever. And at eight o' clock this norning' - that was the
third day, you understand- '| saw Ni kolay coming in, not sober, though
not so very drunk- he could understand what was said to him He sat
down on the bench and did not speak. There was only one stranger in
the bar and a man | knew asl eep on a bench and our two boys. "Have you
seen Dmitri?" said I. "No, | haven't," said he. "And you've not been

here either?" "Not since the day before yesterday," said he. "And



where did you sleep last night?" "In Peski, with the Kol onensky
men." "And where did you get those ear-rings?" | asked. "I found
themin the street," and the way he said it was a bit queer; he did

not look at ne. "Did you hear what happened that very evening, at that

very hour, on that sane staircase?" said |l. "No," said he, "I had

not heard," and all the while he was listening, his eyes were

staring out of his head and he turned as white as chalk. | told him
all about it and he took his hat and began getting up. | wanted to
keep him "Wiit a bit, N kolay," said I, "won't you have a drink?" And

| signed to the boy to hold the door, and | canme out from behind the
bar; but he darted out and down the street to the turning at a run
I have not seen himsince. Then ny doubts were at an end- it was his
doing, as clear as could be...."

"I should think so," said Zossinov.

"Wait! Hear the end. O course they sought high and | ow for N kol ay;
t hey detai ned Dushkin and searched his house; Dmitri, too, was
arrested; the Kol omensky nen al so were turned inside out. And the
day before yesterday they arrested Nikolay in a tavern at the end of
the town. He had gone there, taken the silver cross off his neck and
asked for a dramfor it. They gave it to him A few m nutes afterwards
the wonan went to the cowshed, and through a crack in the wall she saw
in the stabl e adjoining he had nade a noose of his sash fromthe beam
stood on a bl ock of wood, and was trying to put his neck in the noose.
The wonan screeched her hardest; people ran in. 'So that's what you
are up to!' 'Take nme,' he says, 'to such-and-such a police officer;
I"ll confess everything.' Well, they took himto that police
station- that is here- with a suitable escort. So they asked him
this and that, howold he is, '"twenty-two,' and so on. At the
question, 'When you were working with Dmitri, didn't you see any one
on the staircase at such-and-such a tine? - answer: 'To be sure
fol ks may have gone up and down, but | did not notice them' 'And
didn't you hear anything, any noise, and so on?' 'W heard nothing

special.' 'And did you hear, N kolay, that on the sane day W dow



So- and-so and her sister were nurdered and robbed?' '| never knew a
thing about it. The first | heard of it was from Afanasy Pavlovitch
the day before yesterday.' 'And where did you find the ear-rings?

"I found them on the pavenent. "Wy didn't you go to work with

Drmitri the other day?' 'Because | was drinking.' 'And where were you
drinking? 'OCh, in such-and-such a place.' "Wy did you run away
from Dushkin's?' 'Because | was awfully frightened.' 'Wat were you
frightened of ?* 'That | should be accused.' 'How could you be

frightened, if you felt free fromguilt? Now, Zossinov, you may hot
believe me, that question was put literally in those words. | know
it for a fact, it was repeated to me exactly! What do you say to
t hat ?"

"Wl |, anyway, there's the evidence."

"I am not tal king of the evidence now, | amtal king about that

question, of their own idea of thenselves. WII, so they squeezed
and squeezed himand he confessed: 'l did not find it in the street,
but in the flat where | was painting with Dmtri." 'And how was that?

"Way, Dmitri and | were painting there all day, and we were just
getting ready to go, and Dmitri took a brush and painted my face,

and he ran off and | after him | ran after him shouting ny

hardest, and at the bottomof the stairs |I ran right against the
porter and some gentlenmen- and how nmany gentlemen were there | don't
renmenber. And the porter swore at nme, and the other porter swore, too,
and the porter's wife cane out, and swore at us, too; and a

gentleman cane into the entry with a | ady, and he swore at us, too,
for Dmitri and | lay right across the way. | got hold of Dmitri's hair
and knocked hi m down and began beating him And Dmitri, too, caught ne
by the hair and began beating ne. But we did it all not for tenper,

but in a friendly way, for sport. And then Dmitri escaped and ran into
the street, and | ran after him but | did not catch him and went
back to the flat alone; | had to clear up ny things. | began putting
them toget her, expecting Dmitri to cone, and there in the passage,

in the corner by the door, | stepped on the box. | sawit lying



there wrapped up in paper. | took off the paper, saw sonme little
hooks, undid them and in the box were the ear-rings....""

"Behi nd the door? Lying behind the door? Behind the door?"
Raskol ni kov cried suddenly, staring with a blank | ook of terror at
Razum hin, and he slowy sat up on the sofa, |eaning on his hand.

"Yes... why? What's the matter? What's wong?" Razum hin, too, got
up fromhis seat.

"Not hi ng, " Raskol ni kov answered faintly, turning to the wall. Al
were silent for a while.

"He nust have waked froma dream" Razunihin said at |ast, |ooking
inquiringly at Zossinov. The latter slightly shook his head.

"Well, go on," said Zossinov. "Wat next?"

"What next? As soon as he saw the ear-rings, forgetting Drmitri and
everything, he took up his cap and ran to Dushkin and, as we know, got
a rouble fromhim He told a lie saying he found themin the street,
and went off drinking. He keeps repeating his old story about the
murder: 'I knew nothing of it, never heard of it till the day before
yesterday.' 'And why didn't you cone to the police till now?' 'Il was
frightened.' 'And why did you try to hang yoursel f?' 'From anxiety.
"What anxiety?' 'That | should be accused of it.' Well, that's the
whol e story. And now what do you suppose they deduced fromthat?"

"Why, there's no supposing. There's a clue, such as it is, a fact.
You woul dn't have your painter set free?"

"Now they've sinply taken himfor the nurderer. They haven't a
shadow of doubt."

"That's nonsense. You are excited. But what about the ear-rings? You
must admit that, if on the very sanme day and hour ear-rings fromthe
ol d woman's box have come into N kol ay's hands, they nust have comne
there sonehow. That's a good deal in such a case.”

"How did they get there? How did they get there?" cried Razunmi hin.
"How can you, a doctor, whose duty it is to study man and who has nore
opportunity than any one else for studying human nature- how can you

fail to see the character of the man in the whole story? Don't you see



at once that the answers he has given in the exam nation are the
holy truth? They cane into his hand precisely as he has told us- he
stepped on the box and picked it up."

"The holy truth! But didn't he own hinmself that he told a lie at
first?"

"Listen to ne, listen attentively. The porter and Koch and
Pest ryakov and the other porter and the wife of the first porter and
the woman who was sitting in the porter's | odge and the man Kryukov,
who had just got out of a cab at that mnute and went in at the
entry with a lady on his arm that is eight or ten w tnesses, agree
that Ni kolay had Dmitri on the ground, was |ying on himbeating him
while Dmitri hung on to his hair, beating him too. They lay right
across the way, blocking the thoroughfare. They were sworn at on all
sides while they 'like children' (the very words of the w tnesses)
were falling over one another, squealing, fighting and |aughing with
the funni est faces, and, chasing one another |ike children, they ran
into the street. Now take careful note. The bodi es upstairs were warm
you understand, warm when they found them |f they, or N kol ay
al one, had nurdered them and broken open the boxes, or sinply taken
part in the robbery, allow nme to ask you one question: do their
state of mind, their squeals and giggles and childish scuffling at the
gate fit in with axes, bloodshed, fiendish cunning, robbery? They'd
just killed them not five or ten mnutes before, for the bodies
were still warm and at once, |eaving the flat open, know ng that
peopl e woul d go there at once, flinging away their booty, they
rolled about Iike children, |aughing and attracting general attention
And there are a dozen witnesses to swear to that!"

"Of course it is strange! It's inpossible, indeed, but..."

"No, brother, no buts. And if the ear-rings' being found in
Ni kol ay's hands at the very day and hour of the nurder constitutes
an inportant piece of circunstantial evidence against him although
the expl anation given by himaccounts for it, and therefore it does

not tell seriously against him one nust take into consideration the



facts which prove himinnocent, especially as they are facts that
cannot be denied. And do you suppose, fromthe character of our

| egal system that they will accept, or that they are in a position to
accept, this fact- resting sinply on a psychol ogical inpossibility- as
irrefutable and concl usively breaki ng down the circunstantial evidence
for the prosecution? No, they won't accept it, they certainly won't,
because they found the jewel -case and the man tried to hang hinself,
"which he could not have done if he hadn't felt guilty.' That's the
point, that's what excites ne, you nust understand!"

"Ch, | see you are excited! Wait a bit. | forgot to ask you; what
proof is there that the box cane fromthe old woman?"

"That's been proved," said Razumi hin with apparent rel uctance,
frowning. "Koch recogni sed the jewel-case and gave the nane of the
owner, who proved conclusively that it was his."

"That's bad. Now another point. Did any one see Nikolay at the
time that Koch and Pestryakov were going upstairs at first, and is
there no evidence about that?"

"Nobody did see him" Razumi hin answered with vexation. "That's
the worst of it. Even Koch and Pestryakov did not notice themon their
way upstairs, though, indeed, their evidence could not have been worth
much. They said they saw the flat was open, and that there nust be
work going on in it, but they took no special notice and could not
renmenber whether there actually were nmen at work init."

"Hrl... So the only evidence for the defence is that they were
beati ng one anot her and | aughing. That constitutes a strong
presunption, but... How do you explain the facts yoursel f?"

"How do | explain then? What is there to explain? It's clear. At any
rate, the direction in which explanation is to be sought is clear, and
the jewel -case points to it. The real mnurderer dropped those
ear-rings. The murderer was upstairs, |ocked in, when Koch and
Pestryakov knocked at the door. Koch, like an ass, did not stay at the
door; so the nurderer popped out and ran down, too, for he had no

other way of escape. He hid from Koch, Pestryakov and the porter in



the flat when Nikolay and Dnmitri had just run out of it. He stopped
there while the porter and others were going upstairs, waited till
they were out of hearing, and then went calmy downstairs at the
very mnute when Dmitri and Nikolay ran out into the street and
there was no one in the entry; possibly he was seen, but not
noti ced. There are lots of people going in and out. He nust have
dropped the ear-rings out of his pocket when he stood behind the door
and did not notice he dropped them because he had other things to
think of. The jewel-case is a conclusive proof that he did stand
there.... That's how | explainit."
"Too clever! No, ny boy, you're too clever. That beats everything.”
"But, why, why?"
"Why, because everything fits too well... it's too nel odramatic."
"A-ach!"™ Razum hin was exclaimng, but at that nonment the door

opened and a personage cane in who was a stranger to all present.

Chapter Five

THI'S WAS a gentl eman no | onger young, of a stiff and portly
appear ance, and a cautious and sour countenance. He began by
stopping short in the doorway, staring about himwth of fensive and
undi sgui sed astoni shnent, as though asking hinsel f what sort of
pl ace he had cone to. Mstrustfully and with an affectation of being
al armed and al nost affronted, he scanned Raskol ni kov's | ow and

narrow "cabin.” Wth the same anazenment he stared at Raskol ni kov,

who | ay undressed, dishevelled, unwashed, on his niserable dirty sofa,
| ooking fixedly at him Then with the sane deliberation he scrutinised
the uncouth, unkenpt figure and unshaven face of Razum hin, who | ooked
himboldly and inquiringly in the face without rising fromhis seat. A
constrained silence lasted for a couple of mnutes, and then, as m ght

be expected, sone scene-shifting took place. Reflecting, probably from

certain fairly unm stakabl e signs, that he would get nothing in this



"cabin" by attenpting to overawe them the gentlenman softened
sonewhat, and civilly, though with sonme severity, enphasising every
syl lable of his question, addressed Zossi nov:

"Rodi on Romanovit ch Raskol ni kov, a student, or formerly a student?"

Zossi nov nmade a slight nmovenent, and woul d have answered, had not
Razum hin antici pated him

"Here he is lying on the sofa! What do you want ?"

This fanmliar "what do you want" seened to cut the ground fromthe
feet of the ponpous gentleman. He was turning to Razum hin, but
checked hinmself in tinme and turned to Zossi nov again.

"This is Raskol ni kov," munbl ed Zossi nov, noddi ng towards him Then
he gave a prol onged yawn, opening his nouth as wi de as possible.
Then he lazily put his hand into his wai stcoat-pocket, pulled out a
huge gold watch in a round hunter's case, opened it, |ooked at it
and as slowy and lazily proceeded to put it back

Raskol ni kov hinsel f lay w thout speaking, on his back, gazing
persi stently, though 'wi thout understanding, at the stranger. Now that
his face was turned away fromthe strange fl ower on the paper, it
was extrenely pale and wore a | ook of anguish, as though he had just
under gone an agoni si ng operation or just been taken fromthe rack. But
the new coner gradually began to arouse his attention, then his
wonder, then suspicion and even alarm Wen Zossinov said "This is
Raskol ni kov" he junped up quickly, sat on the sofa and with an
al rost defiant, but weak and breaking, voice articul ated:

"Yes, | am Raskol ni kov! What do you want ?"

The visitor scrutinised himand pronounced inpressively:

"Pyotr Petrovitch Luzhin. | believe | have reason to hope that ny
nane i s not wholly unknown to you?"

But Raskol ni kov, who had expected sonething quite different, gazed
bl ankly and dream |y at him making no reply, as though he heard the
nane of Pyotr Petrovitch for the first tine.

"I's it possible that you can up to the present have received no

i nformati on?" asked Pyotr Petrovitch, somewhat di sconcerted.



In reply Raskol ni kov sank |anguidly back on the pillow, put his
hands behi nd his head and gazed at the ceiling. A look of dismay
came into Luzhin's face. Zossinov and Razum hin stared at himnore
inquisitively than ever, and at |ast he showed unni st akabl e signs of
embar rassment .

"I had presuned and cal culated,"” he faltered, "that a letter
posted nore than ten days, if not a fortnight ago..."

"I say, why are you standing in the doorway?" Razum hin
i nterrupted suddenly. "If you've sonething to say, sit down.

Nast asya and you are so crowded. Nastasya, make room Here's a
chair, thread your way in!"

He noved his chair back fromthe table, nade a little space
between the table and his knees, and waited in a rather cranped
position for the visitor to "thread his way in." The minute was so
chosen that it was inpossible to refuse, and the visitor squeezed
his way through, hurrying and stunbling. Reaching the chair, he sat
down, | ooking suspiciously at Razum hin.

"No need to be nervous,"” the latter blurted out. "Rodya has been il
for the last five days and delirious for three, but now he is
recovering and has got an appetite. This is his doctor, who has just
had a look at him | ama conrade of Rodya's, like him fornerly a
student, and now | amnursing him so don't you take any notice of us,
but go on with your business."”

"Thank you. But shall | not disturb the invalid by ny presence and
conversation?" Pyotr Petrovitch asked of Zossinov.

"N-no, " munbl ed Zossinov; "you may amuse him" He yawned again.

"He has been conscious a long tine, since the norning," went on
Razum hin, whose familiarity seened so nmuch |ike unaffected
good-nature that Pyotr Petrovitch began to be nore cheerful, partly,
per haps, because this shabby and i npudent person had introduced
hi msel f as a student.

"Your mamma, " began Luzhin.

"Hrl" Razumi hin cleared his throat |oudly. Luzhin | ooked at him



i nqui ringly.

"That's all right, go on."

Luzhi n shrugged his shoul ders.

"Your mamma had commenced a letter to you while | was sojourning
i n her nei ghbourhood. On ny arrival here |I purposely allowed a few
days to el apse before coming to see you, in order that | night be
fully assured that you were in full possession of the tidings; but
now, to my astonishnent..."

"I know, | know " Raskol ni kov cried suddenly with inpatient
vexation. "So you are the fiance? | know, and that's enough!”

There was no doubt about Pyotr Petrovitch's being offended this
tinme, but he said nothing. He made a violent effort to understand what
it all neant. There was a nonent's silence.

Meanwhi | e Raskol ni kov, who had turned a little towards hi mwhen he
answer ed, began suddenly staring at himagain with nmarked curiosity,
as though he had not had a good | ook at himyet, or as though
somet hi ng new had struck him he rose fromhis pillow on purpose to
stare at him There certainly was sonething peculiar in Pyotr
Petrovitch's whol e appearance, somrething which seenmed to justify the
title of "fiance" so uncerenoniously applied to him In the first
place, it was evident, far too nmuch so indeed, that Pyotr Petrovitch
had made eager use of his few days in the capital to get hinself up
and rig himself out in expectation of his betrothed- a perfectly
i nnocent and perni ssible proceeding, indeed. Even his own, perhaps too
compl acent, consciousness of the agreeable inprovenent in his
appearance m ght have been forgiven in such circunstances, seeing that
Pyotr Petrovitch had taken up the role of fiance. Al his clothes were
fresh fromthe tailor's and were all right, except for being too new
and too distinctly appropriate. Even the stylish new round hat had the
same significance. Pyotr Petrovitch treated it too respectfully and
held it too carefully in his hands. The exquisite pair of |avender
gl oves, real Louvain, told the sane tale, if only fromthe fact of his

not wearing them but carrying themin his hand for show Light and



yout hful col ours predoni nated in Pyotr Petrovitch's attire. He wore

a charm ng summer jacket of a fawn shade, light thin trousers, a
wai st coat of the sane, new and fine linen, a cravat of the |ightest
canbric with pink stripes on it, and the best of it was, this al
suited Pyotr Petrovitch. His very fresh and even handsone face

| ooked younger than his forty-five years at all tinmes. H's dark

mut t on- chop whi skers made an agreeabl e setting on both sides,

growi ng thickly about his shining, clean-shaven chin. Even his hair,
touched here and there with grey, though it had been conbed and curled
at a hairdresser's, did not give hima stupid appearance, as curled
hair usually does, by inevitably suggesting a German on his

weddi ng-day. |If there really was sonething unpl easing and repul sive in
hi s rather good-1ooking and inposing countenance, it was due to

qui te ot her causes. After scanning M. Luzhin uncerenoniously,
Raskol ni kov sniled malignantly, sank back on the pillow and stared

at the ceiling as before.

But M. Luzhin hardened his heart and seenmed to determine to take no
notice of their oddities.

"I feel the greatest regret at finding you in this situation," he
began, again breaking the silence with an effort. "If | had been aware
of your illness | should have cone earlier. But you know what busi ness
is. | have, too, a very inportant legal affair in the Senate, not to
mention ot her preoccupations which you may well conjecture. | am
expecting your manma and sister any minute."

Raskol ni kov made a novenent and seenmed about to speak; his face
showed sone excitement. Pyotr Petrovitch paused, waited, but as
not hing foll owed, he went on

"...Any minute. | have found a lodging for themon their arrival."

"VWhere?" asked Raskol ni kov weakly.

"Very near here, in Bakal eyev's house."

"That's in Voskresensky," put in Razumi hin. "There are two storeys
of roons, let by a nerchant called Yushin; I've been there."

"Yes, roons..."



"A disgusting place- filthy, stinking and, what's nore, of
doubtful character. Things have happened there, and there are al
sorts of queer people living there. And | went there about a
scandal ous business. It's cheap, though..."

"I could not, of course, find out so nmuch about it, for I ama
stranger in Petersburg nmyself," Pyotr Petrovitch replied huffily.
"However, the two roons are exceedingly clean, and as it is for so
short a time... | have already taken a permanent, that is, our

future flat," he said, addressing Raskol ni kov, "and | amhaving it
done up. And nmeanwhile | amnyself cranped for roomin a | odging
with nmy friend Andrey Senyonovitch Lebeziatnikov, in the flat of
Madane Li ppevechsel; it was he who told ne of Bakal eyev's house,
too...."

"Lebezi at ni kov?" said Raskol nikov slowy, as if recalling sonething.
"Yes, Andrey Semyonovitch Lebeziatnikov, a clerk in the Mnistry. Do

you know hi n?"

"Yes... no," Raskol ni kov answer ed.
"Excuse ne, | fancied so fromyour inquiry. I was once his
guardian.... A very nice young man and advanced. | like to neet

young people: one learns new things fromthem"™ Luzhin | ooked round
hopefully at them all

"How do you nean?" asked Razumi hin.

"In the nost serious and essential matters,"” Pyotr Petrovitch
replied, as though delighted at the question. "You see, it's ten years
since | visited Petersburg. Al the novelties, reforns, ideas have
reached us in the provinces, but to see it all nore clearly one nust
be in Petersburg. And it's ny notion that you observe and | earn nost
by wat chi ng the younger generation. And | confess | amdelighted..."

" At what ?"

"Your question is a wide one. | may be nistaken, but | fancy I

f

nd clearer views, nore, so to say, criticism nore practicality...”

"That's true," Zossinov |let drop

"Nonsense! There's no practicality." Razum hin flew at him



"Practicality is a difficult thing to find; it does not drop down from
heaven. And for the |last two hundred years we have been divorced
fromall practical life. ldeas, if you like, are fernenting," he
said to Pyotr Petrovitch, "and desire for good exists, though it's
in a childish form and honesty you may find, although there are
crowds of brigands. Anyway, there's no practicality. Practicality goes
wel | shod. ™

"I don't agree with you," Pyotr Petrovitch replied, with evident
enjoynent. "OF course, people do get carried away and make ni st akes,
but one nust have indul gence; those nistakes are nmerely evidence of
ent husiasm for the cause and of abnornmal external environnent. If
little has been done, the tinme has been but short; of means | will not
speak. It's ny personal view, if you care to know, that something
has been acconplished al ready. New val uabl e i deas, new val uabl e
works are circulating in the place of our old dreany and romantic
authors. Literature is taking a maturer form many injurious prejudice
have been rooted up and turned into ridicule.... In a wrd, we have
cut ourselves off irrevocably fromthe past, and that, to ny thinking,
is agreat thing..."

"He's learnt it by heart to show off Raskol ni kov pronounced
suddenl y.

"What ?" asked Pyotr Petrovitch, not catching his words; but he
recei ved no reply.

"That's all true," Zossinov hastened to interpose.

"I'sn't it so?" Pyotr Petrovitch went on, glancing affably at

Zossinmov. "You must admit,"” he went on, addressing Razumi hin with a
shade of triunph and superciliousness- he al nost added "young nman"-
"that there is an advance, or, as they say now, progress in the nane
of science and econonmic truth..."

"A commonpl ace. "

"No, not a commonpl ace! Hitherto, for instance, if | were told,

"l ove thy nei ghbour,' what came of it?" Pyotr Petrovitch went on

perhaps with excessive haste. "It cane to ny tearing ny coat in half



to share with ny nei ghbour and we both were left half naked. As a
Russi an proverb has it, 'catch several hares and you won't catch one.
Science now tells us, |love yourself before all nen, for everything

in the world rests on self-interest. You | ove yourself and nanage your
own affairs properly and your coat remains whole. Economic truth

adds that the better private affairs are organised in society- the
nmore whol e coats, so to say- the firnmer are its foundations and the
better is the cormmon wel fare organi sed too. Therefore, in acquiring
weal th solely and exclusively for nyself, | amacquiring so to

speak, for all, and helping to bring to pass ny nei ghbour's getting
alittle nore than a torn coat; and that not from private, persona
liberality, but as a consequence of the general advance. The idea is
sinmple, but unhappily it has been a long tine reaching us, being

hi ndered by idealismand sentinmentality. And yet it would seemto want
very little wit to perceive it..."

"Excuse nme, 1've very little wit nyself," Razumihin cut in
sharply, "and so let us drop it. | began this discussion with an
object, but I've grown so sick during the last three years of this
chattering to amuse oneself, of this incessant flow of comonpl aces,
al ways the sanme, that, by Jove, | blush even when ot her people talk
like that. You are in a hurry, no doubt, to exhibit your acquirenents;
and | don't blame you, that's quite pardonable. | only wanted to
find out what sort of man you are, for so many unscrupul ous peopl e
have got hold of the progressive cause of |ate and have so distorted
in their own interests everything they touched, that the whol e cause
has been dragged in the mire. That's enough!"

"Excuse ne, sir," said Luzhin, affronted, and speaking with
excessive dignity. "Do you nean to suggest so uncerenoniously that |
too..."

"Ch, ny dear sir... howcould 1?... Conme, that's enough,"
Razumi hi n concl uded, and he turned abruptly to Zossinobv to continue
their previous conversation

Pyotr Petrovitch had the good sense to accept the di savowal. He nade



up his mnd to take | eave in another minute or two.

"I trust our acquaintance,"” he said, addressing Raskol ni kov, "may,
upon your recovery and in view of the circunstances of which you are
aware, beconme closer.... Above all, | hope for your return to
health..."

Raskol ni kov did not even turn his head. Pyotr Petrovitch began
getting up fromhis chair.

"One of her custoners nust have killed her," Zossinov decl ared
positively.

"Not a doubt of it," replied Razumi hin. "Porfiry doesn't give his
opi nion, but is exam ning all who have left pledges with her there."

"Exani ni ng t hen?" Raskol ni kov asked al oud.

"Yes. \hat then?"

"Not hi ng. "

"How does he get hold of thenP" asked Zossi nov.

"Koch has given the nanes of some of them other names are on the
wr appers of the pl edges and some have cone forward of thenselves.”

"I't nust have been a cunning and practised ruffian! The bol dness
of it! The cool ness!"

"That's just what it wasn't!" interposed Razum hin. "That's what
throws you all off the scent. But | nmintain that he is not cunning,
nor practised, and probably this was his first crinme! The
supposition that it was a calculated crine and a cunning crimna
doesn't work. Suppose himto have been inexperienced, and it's clear
that it was only a chance that saved him and chance may do
anyt hing. Wiy, he did not foresee obstacles, perhaps! And how did he
set to work? He took jewels worth ten or twenty roubles, stuffing
his pockets with them ransacked the old wonman's trunk, her rags-
and they found fifteen hundred roubles, besides notes, in a box in the
top drawer of the chest! He did not know how to rob; he could only
murder. It was his first crine, | assure you, his first crine; he |ost
his head. And he got off nore by |luck than good counsel!"

"You are tal king of the nurder of the old pawnbroker, | believe?"



Pyotr Petrovitch put in, addressing Zossinmov. He was standi ng, hat and
gl oves in hand, but before departing he felt disposed to throw off a
few nore intellectual phrases. He was evidently anxious to nmake a
favourabl e i mpression and his vanity overcane his prudence.

"Yes. You've heard of it?"

"Ch, yes, being in the nei ghbourhood."

"Do you know the detail s?"

"I can't say that; but another circunstance interests me in the
case- the whole question, so to say. Not to speak of the fact that
crime has been greatly on the increase anong the | ower cl asses
during the last five years, not to speak of the cases of robbery and
arson everywhere, what strikes ne as the strangest thing is that in
t he higher classes, too, crime is increasing proportionately. In one
pl ace one hears of a student's robbing the mail on the high road; in
anot her pl ace peopl e of good social position forge fal se banknotes; in
Moscow of |ate a whol e gang has been captured who used to forge
lottery tickets, and one of the ringleaders was a lecturer in
uni versal history; then our secretary abroad was nurdered from sone
obscure notive of gain.... And if this old wonman, the pawnbroker
has been nurdered by sone one of a higher class in society- for
peasants don't pawn gold trinkets- how are we to explain this
denoralisation of the civilised part of our society?"

"There are many economni c changes," put in Zossi nov.

"How are we to explain it?" Razum hin caught himup. "It mnight be
expl ai ned by our inveterate unpracticality."”

"How do you nean?"

"What answer had your lecturer in Moscow to nake to the question why
he was forging notes? 'Everybody is getting rich one way or another
so | want to nmake haste to get rich too.' | don't renmenber the exact
words, but the upshot was that he wants noney for nothing, wthout
wai ting or working! W' ve grown used to having everything
ready- made, to wal king on crutches, to having our food chewed for

us. Then the great hour struck,* and every man showed hinmself in his



true colours.”

* The enanci pation of the serfs in 1861 is neant.- TRANSLATOR S

NOTE.

"But norality? And so to speak, principles..."

"But why do you worry about it?" Raskol ni kov interposed suddenly.
"It's in accordance with your theory!"”

"I'n accordance with nmy theory?"

"Why, carry out logically the theory you were advocating just now,
and it follows that people may be killed..."

"Upon ny word!" cried Luzhin.

"No, that's not so," put in Zossinov.

Raskol nikov lay with a white face and tw tching upper lip, breathing
pai nful | y.

"There's a nmeasure in all things," Luzhin went on superciliously.
"Econonmic ideas are not an incitenent to nurder, and one has but to
suppose. .. "

"And is it true," Raskol ni kov interposed once nore suddenly, again
in a voice quivering with fury and delight in insulting him "is it
true that you told your fiancee... within an hour of her acceptance,
that what pleased you nost... was that she was a beggar... because
it was better to raise a wife frompoverty, so that you may have
conpl ete control over her, and reproach her with your being her
benef act or ?"

"Upon ny word," Luzhin cried wathfully and irritably, crinson
with confusion, "to distort nmy words in this way! Excuse ne, allow
me to assure you that the report which has reached you, or rather
| et nme say, has been conveyed to you, has no foundation in truth,
and |... suspect who... in aword... this arrow... in a word, your
manmea. .. She seened to ne in other things, with all her excellent

qualities, of a somewhat highflown and romantic way of thinking...

But | was a thousand niles from supposing that she woul d m sunderstand



and nisrepresent things in so fanciful a way.... And indeed..

i ndeed. .. "

"I tell you what," cried Raskol ni kov, raising hinself on his

pillow and fixing his piercing, glittering eyes upon him "I tel
you what . "
"What ?" Luzhin stood still, waiting with a defiant and of fended

face. Silence lasted for some seconds.

"Why, if ever again... you dare to nention a single word... about ny
mother... | shall send you flying downstairs!"

"What's the matter with you?" cried Razum hin.

"So that's how it is?" Luzhin turned pale and bit his lip. "Let ne

tell you, sir," he began deliberately, doing his utnobst to restrain
hi nsel f but breathing hard, "at the first nonment | saw you you were
ill-disposed to me, but | renmained here on purpose to find out nore.
could forgive a great deal in a sick man and a connection, but
you... never after this..."

"I amnot ill," cried Raskol ni kov.

"So nuch the worse..."

"G to hell!"

But Luzhin was already |eaving wi thout finishing his speech
squeezi ng between the table and the chair; Razumi hin got up this
time to let himpass. Wthout glancing at any one, and not even
noddi ng to Zossi nov, who had for sone tinme been making signs to himto
|l et the sick man alone, he went out, lifting his hat to the | evel of
his shoul ders to avoid crushing it as he stooped to go out of the
door. And even the curve of his spine was expressive of the horrible
insult he had received

"How coul d you- how could you!" Razum hin said, shaking his head
in perplexity.

"Let nme alone- let ne alone all of you!" Raskolnikov cried in a
frenzy. "WIIl you ever |leave off tormenting me? | amnot afraid of

you! | amnot afraid of any one, any one now Get away fromne! | want

to be alone, alone, alone!"



"Conme al ong," said Zossinov, nodding to Razum hin.

"But we can't leave himlike this!"

"Conme al ong," Zossinov repeated insistently, and he went out.
Razum hin thought a minute and ran to overtake him

"It mght be worse not to obey him" said Zossinov on the stairs.
"He nustn't be irritated."

"What's the matter with hinP"

"If only he could get sone favourable shock, that's what would do

it! At first he was better.... You know he has got sonething on his
nm nd! Some fixed idea weighing on him... | amvery nuch afraid so; he
must have!™

"Perhaps it's that gentlenan, Pyotr Petrovitch. From his
conversation | gather he is going to marry his sister, and that he had
received a letter about it just before his illness...."

"Yes, confound the man! he may have upset the case altogether. But
have you noticed, he takes no interest in anything, he does not
respond to anything except one point on which he seens excited- that's
t he nurder?”

"Yes, yes," Razuni hin agreed, "I noticed that, too. He is
interested, frightened. It gave hima shock on the day he was ill in

the police office; he fainted."

"Tell nme nore about that this evening and I'Il tell you something
afterwards. He interests nme very much! In half an hour I'Il go and see
himagain.... There'll be no inflammtion though."

"Thanks! And I'Il wait with Pashenka neantine and will keep watch on

hi m t hrough Nastasya...."

Raskol ni kov, |eft al one, |ooked with inpatience and m sery at
Nast asya, but she still |ingered.

"Whn't you have sone tea now?" she asked.

"Later! | am sl eepy! Leave ne."

He turned abruptly to the wall; Nastasya went out.



Chapter Six

BUT AS SOON as she went out, he got up, | atched the door, undid
the parcel which Razum hin had brought in that evening and had tied up
agai n and began dressing. Strange to say, he seened immediately to
have becone perfectly calm not a trace of his recent deliriumnor
of the panic fear that had haunted himof late. It was the first
nmoment of a strange sudden calm H's novenents were precise and
definite; a firm purpose was evident in them "To-day, to-day," he
nuttered to hinself. He understood that he was still weak, but his
i ntense spiritual concentration gave himstrength and sel f-confi dence.
He hoped, noreover, that he would not fall down in the street. \Wen he
had dressed in entirely new cl othes, he | ooked at the noney |ying on
the table, and after a nmonment's thought put it in his pocket. It was
twenty-five roubles. He took also all the copper change fromthe ten
roubl es spent by Razumi hin on the clothes. Then he softly unl at ched
the door, went out, slipped downstairs and glanced in at the open
ki tchen door. Nastasya was standing with her back to him blow ng up
the | andl ady' s sanpovar. She heard not hi ng. Who woul d have dreaned of
his going out, indeed? A minute later he was in the street.

It was nearly eight o'clock, the sun was setting. It was as stifling
as before, but he eagerly drank in the stinking, dusty town air. His
head felt rather dizzy; a sort of savage energy gl eaned suddenly in
his feverish eyes and his wasted, pale and yell ow face. He did not
know and did not think where he was going, he had one thought only
"that all this nmust be ended to-day, once for all, immediately; that
he woul d not return honme without it, because he would not go on living
like that." How, with what to nake an end? He had not an idea about
it, he did not even want to think of it. He drove away thought;
thought tortured him Al he knew, all he felt was that everything

must be changed "one way or another," he repeated with desperate and

i movabl e sel f-confi dence and deterni nati on



From ol d habit he took his usual walk in the direction of the Hay
Market. A dark-haired young man with a barrel organ was standing in
the road in front of a little general shop and was grinding out a very
sentinmental song. He was acconpanying a girl of fifteen, who stood
on the pavenent in front of him She was dressed up in a crinoline,

a mantle and a straw hat with a flane-coloured feather init, all very
old and shabby. In a strong and rather agreeabl e voice, cracked and
coarsened by street singing, she sang in hope of getting a copper from
the shop. Raskol ni kov joined two or three |isteners, took out a five
copeck piece and put it in the girl's hand. She broke off abruptly

on a sentinmental high note, shouted sharply to the organ grinder "Cone

on," and both noved on to the next shop

"Do you like street nusic?" said Raskol ni kov, addressing a
m ddl e-aged man standing idly by him The man | ooked at him
startl ed and wonderi ng.

"I love to hear singing to a street organ," said Raskol ni kov, and
hi s manner seenmed strangely out of keeping with the subject- "I like
it on cold, dark, danp autumm eveni ngs- they nust be danmp- when all
t he passers-by have pale green, sickly faces, or better still when wet
snow is falling straight down, when there's no wi nd- you know what |
mean? and the street |anps shine through it..."

"I don't know.... Excuse ne..." nuttered the stranger, frightened by
t he question and Raskol ni kov' s strange manner, and he crossed over
to the other side of the street.
Raskol ni kov wal ked strai ght on and cane out at the corner of the Hay
Mar ket, where the huckster and his wife had talked with Lizaveta;
but they were not there now. Recognising the place, he stopped, |ooked
round and addressed a young fellowin a red shirt who stood gaping
before a corn chandl er's shop
"Isn't there a man who keeps a booth with his wife at this corner?”
"Al'l sorts of people keep booths here," answered the young nan,

gl anci ng superciliously at Raskol ni kov.

"What's his nanme?"



"What he was christened."

"Aren't you a Zarai sky man, too? \Wich province?"

The young man | ooked at Raskol ni kov agai n.

"I't's not a province, your excellency, but a district. Gaciously
forgive ne, your excellency!"

"Is that a tavern at the top there?"

"Yes, it's an eating-house and there's a billiard-roomand you'l
find princesses there too.... La-la!"

Raskol ni kov crossed the square. In that corner there was a dense
crowd of peasants. He pushed his way into the thickest part of it,
| ooking at the faces. He felt an unaccountable inclination to enter
into conversation with people. But the peasants took no notice of him
they were all shouting in groups together. He stood and thought a
little and took a turning to the right in the direction of V.

He had often crossed that little street which turns at an angl e,
| eading fromthe nmarket-place to Sadovy Street. O |ate he had often
felt drawn to wander about this district, when he felt depressed, that
he m ght feel nore so

Now he wal ked al ong, thinking of nothing. At that point there is a
great block of buildings, entirely let out in dram shops and
eat i ng- houses; wonen were continually running in and out,
bare-headed and in their indoor clothes. Here and there they
gathered in groups, on the pavenent, especially about the entrances to
various festive establishments in the | ower storeys. From one of these
a loud din, sounds of singing, the tinkling of a guitar and shouts
of merriment, floated into the street. A crowd of wonmen were thronging
round the door; some were sitting on the steps, others on the
pavenent, others were standing tal king. A drunken soldier, snoking a
cigarette, was wal king near themin the road, swearing; he seened to
be trying to find his way sonewhere, but had forgotten where. One
beggar was quarrelling with another, and a man dead drunk was |ying
right across the road. Raskol ni kov joined the throng of wonen, who

were tal king in husky voices. They were bare-headed and wore cotton



dresses and goatskin shoes. There were wonen of forty and sonme not
nmore than seventeen; alnost all had bl ackened eyes.

He felt strangely attracted by the singing and all the noise and
uproar in the saloon below. ... Sone one could be heard within
dancing frantically, marking time with his heels to the sounds of
the guitar and of a thin falsetto voice singing a jaunty air. He
listened intently, gloonily and dreanily, bending down at the entrance
and peeping inquisitively in fromthe pavenent.

"Ch, ny handsone sol di er

Don't beat me for nothing,"

trilled the thin voice of the singer. Raskol nikov felt a great
desire to nake out what he was singing, as though everything
depended on that.

"Shall | go in?" he thought. "They are laughing. Fromdrink. Shall
get drunk?"

"Whn't you cone in?" one of the wonen asked him Her voice was stil
nmusi cal and | ess thick than the others, she was young and not
repul sive- the only one of the group

"Why, she's pretty,” he said, drawing hinself up and | ooking at her

She snmiled, nuch pleased at the conplinent.

"You're very nice |ooking yourself," she said.

"I'sn't he thin though!" observed another wonman in a deep bass. "Have
you just cone out of a hospital ?"

"They're all generals' daughters, it seens, but they have all snub

noses," interposed a tipsy peasant with a sly smle on his face,
wearing a | oose coat. "See howjolly they are.”

"Co along with you!"

"Il go, sweetie!”

And he darted down into the sal oon bel ow. Raskol ni kov noved on

"I say, sir," the girl shouted after him

"What is it?"



She hesit at ed.

"Il always be pleased to spend an hour with you, kind gentlenan,
but now | feel shy. Gve ne six copecks for a drink, there's a nice
young man!"

Raskol ni kov gave her what cane first- fifteen copecks.

"Ah, what a good-natured gentleman!"

"What's your name?"

"Ask for Duclida.”

"Well, that's too nmuch,"” one of the wonen observed, shaking her head
at Duclida. "I don't know how you can ask like that. | believe
should drop with shane...."

Raskol ni kov | ooked curiously at the speaker. She was a pock-nmarked
wench of thirty, covered with bruises, with her upper lip swollen. She
made her criticismquietly and earnestly. "Were is it," thought
Raskol ni kov. "Were is it |'ve read that sonme one condemed to death
says or thinks, an hour before his death, that if he had to live on
some high rock, on such a narrow | edge that he'd only roomto stand,
and the ocean, everlasting darkness, everlasting solitude, everlasting
tenpest around him if he had to remain standing on a square yard of
space all his life, a thousand years, eternity, it were better to live
so than to die at once! Only to live, to live and live! Life, whatever
it may be!... Howtrue it is! Good God, howtrue! Man is a vile
creature!... And vile is he who calls himvile for that," he added a
nmonment | ater.

He went into another street. "Bah, the Palais de Crystal
Razum hin was just tal king of the Palais de Crystal. But what on earth
was it | wanted? Yes, the newspapers.... Zossinov said he'd read it in
t he papers. Have you the papers?" he asked, going into a very spacious
and positively clean restaurant, consisting of several roons, which
were however rather enpty. Two or three people were drinking tea,
and in a roomfurther away were sitting four nen drinking chanpagne.
Raskol ni kov fancied that Zanmetov was one of them but he could not

be sure at that distance. "What if it is!" he thought.



"WIIl you have vodka?" asked the waiter.
"G ve ne sone tea and bring me the papers, the old ones for the |ast

f

ve days and 1'Il give you something."

"Yes, sir, here's to-day's. No vodka?"

The ol d newspapers and the tea were brought. Raskol ni kov sat down
and began to | ook through them

"Ch, damm... these are the itens of intelligence. An accident on a
staircase, spontaneous conbustion of a shopkeeper from alcohol, a fire
in Peski... a fire in the Petersburg quarter... another fire in the
Pet ersburg quarter... and another fire in the Petersburg quarter..

Ah, here it is!" He found at |ast what he was seeking and began to
read it. The lines danced before his eyes, but he read it all and
began eagerly seeking later additions in the follow ng nunbers. His
hands shook with nervous inpatience as he turned the sheets.

Suddenly sonme one sat down beside himat his table. He | ooked up, it
was the head clerk Zanetov, |ooking just the same, with the rings on
his fingers and the watch-chain, with the curly, black hair, parted
and pomaded, with the smart wai stcoat, rather shabby coat and doubtfu
linen. He was in a good hunour, at least he was snmiling very gaily and
good- hunouredly. Hi s dark face was rather flushed fromthe chanpagne
he had drunk.

"What, you here?" he began in surprise, speaking as though he'd
known himall his life. "Wy, Razumi hin told nme only yesterday you
wer e unconsci ous. How strange! And do you know |'ve been to see you?"

Raskol ni kov knew he would cone up to him He | aid aside the papers
and turned to Zanmetov. There was a smile on his lips, and a new
shade of irritable inpatience was apparent in that smle.

"I know you have," he answered. "l've heard it. You | ooked for ny
sock.... And you know Razumi hin has |l ost his heart to you? He says
you've been with himto Luise Ivanovna's, you know the woman you tried
to befriend, for whomyou wi nked to the Expl osive Lieutenant and he

woul d not understand. Do you renenber? How could he fail to

understand- it was quite clear, wasn't it?"



"What a hot head he is!"

"The expl osive one?"

"No, your friend Razum hin."

"You nust have a jolly life, M. Zanetov; entrance free to the
nmost agreeabl e pl aces. Who's been pouring chanpagne into you just
now?"

"We've just been... having a drink together.... You tal k about
pouring it into me!"

"By way of a fee! You profit by everything!" Raskol ni kov | aughed,
"it's all right, ny dear boy," he added, slapping Zanetov on the
shoul der. "I am not speaking fromtenper, but in a friendly way, for
sport, as that workman of yours said when he was scuffling with
Dmitri, in the case of the old wonan...."

"How do you know about it?"

"Perhaps | know nore about it than you do."

"How strange you are.... | amsure you are still very unwell. You
oughtn't to have cone out."

"Ch, do | seemstrange to you?"

"Yes. What are you doing, reading the papers?”

"Yes."

"There's a | ot about the fires."

"No, | amnot reading about the fires." Here he | ooked
mysteriously at Zanetov; his lips were twi sted again in a nocking

smle. "No, | amnot reading about the fires," he went on, w nking
at Zanetov. "But confess now, ny dear fellow, you're awfully anxious
to know what | amreadi ng about ?"

"I amnot in the least. Mayn't | ask a question? Wiy do you keep
on... ?"

"Listen, you are a man of culture and education?"

"I was in the sixth class at the gymasium" said Zanmetov with
sonme dignity.

"Sixth class! Ah, ny cocksparrow Wth your parting and your

rings- you are a gentleman of fortune. Foo, what a charm ng boy!" Here



Raskol ni kov broke into a nervous laugh right in Zametov's face. The
| atter drew back, nore amazed than offended

"Foo, how strange you are!" Zanetov repeated very seriously. "I
can't help thinking you are still delirious."

"I amdelirious? You are fibbing, nmy cocksparrow So | am strange?
You find ne curious, do you?"

"Yes, curious."

"Shall | tell you what | was readi ng about, what | was | ooking
for? See what a | ot of papers |I've made them bring me. Suspi cious,
eh?"

"Well, what is it?"

"You prick up your ears?”

"How do you nean- prick up ny ears?"

"I''l'l explain that afterwards, but now, ny boy, | declare to
you... no, better 'l confess'... No, that's not right either; "I
make a deposition and you take it.' | depose that | was reading,
that | was | ooking and searching...." he screwed up his eyes and
paused. "I was searching- and canme here on purpose to do it- for

news of the nurder of the old pawnbroker wonman,"” he articul ated at
| ast, alnmpst in a whisper, bringing his face exceedingly close to
the face of Zanetov. Zanetov | ooked at him steadily, w thout noving or
drawi ng his face away. What struck Zanetov afterwards as the strangest
part of it all was that silence followed for exactly a mnute, and
that they gazed at one another all the while.
"What if you have been reading about it?" he cried at |ast,
perpl exed and inpatient. "That's no business of mine! Wat of it?"
"The same ol d worman, " Raskol ni kov went on in the sane whi sper, not
heedi ng Zanetov's expl anation, "about whom you were talking in the
police office, you renmenber, when | fainted. Well, do you understand
now?"
"What do you nean? Understand... what?" Zanetov brought out,

al nost al ar ned.

Raskol ni kov' s set and earnest face was suddenly transfornmed, and



he suddenly went off into the sane nervous |augh as before, as
though utterly unable to restrain hinself. And in one flash he
recalled with extraordi nary vividness of sensation a nonent in the
recent past, that nonent when he stood with the axe behind the door
while the latch trenbl ed and the nen outside swre and shook it, and
he had a sudden desire to shout at them to swear at them to put
out his tongue at them to nock them to |augh, and | augh, and | augh

"You are either mad, or..." began Zametov, and he broke off, as
t hough stunned by the idea that had suddenly flashed into his mnd.

"O? O what? What? Cone, tell ne!"

"Not hi ng," said Zametov, getting angry, "it's all nonsense!"

Both were silent. After his sudden fit of |aughter Raskol ni kov
becane suddenly thoughtful and nel ancholy. He put his el bow on the
tabl e and | eaned his head on his hand. He seened to have conpletely
forgotten Zametov. The silence |lasted for sone tine.

"Way don't you drink your tea? It's getting cold," said Zanetov.

"What! Tea? Ch, yes..." Raskol ni kov sipped the glass, put a norse
of bread in his nmouth and, suddenly | ooking at Zametov, seened to
renenber everything and pulled hinself together. At the sane nonent
his face resunmed its original nocking expression. He went on
drinking tea.

"There have been a great nany of these crines lately," said Zanetov.
"Only the other day | read in the Mbscow News that a whol e gang of
fal se coiners had been caught in Mdscow. It was a regular society.
They used to forge tickets!"

"Ch, but it was a long tine ago! | read about it a nonth ago,"
Raskol ni kov answered calmy. "So you consider themcrimnal s?" he
added smi | i ng.

"Of course they are crimnals."

"They? They are children, sinpletons, not crimnals! Wiy, half a
hundred peopl e neeting for such an object- what an idea! Three would
be too nmany, and then they want to have nore faith in one other than

in thensel ves! One has only to blab in his cups and it all



col | apses. Sinpl etons! They engaged untrustworthy people to change the
notes- what a thing to trust to a casual stranger! Well, let us
suppose that these sinpletons succeed and each makes a million, and
what follows for the rest of their Iives? Each is dependent on the
others for the rest of his Iife! Better hang oneself at once! And they
did not know how to change the notes either; the man who changed the
notes took five thousand roubles, and his hands trenbl ed. He counted
the first four thousand, but did not count the fifth thousand- he

was in such a hurry to get the noney into his pocket and run away.

O course he roused suspicion. And the whole thing cane to a crash

t hrough one fool! Is it possible?"

"That his hands trenbl ed?" observed Zanmetov, "yes, that's quite
possible. That | feel quite sure is possible. Sonetinmes one can't
stand things."

"Can't stand that?"

"Way, could you stand it then? No, |I couldn't. For the sake of a
hundred roubles to face such a terrible experiencel To go with false
notes into a bank where it's their business to spot that sort of
thing! No, | should not have the face to do it. Wuld you?"

Raskol ni kov had an intense desire again "to put his tongue out."
Shivers kept running down his spine.

"I should do it quite differently," Raskol ni kov began. "This is
how | woul d change the notes: |I'd count the first thousand three or
four times backwards and forwards, | ook at every note and then |I'd set
to the second thousand; |I'd count that half way through and then
hold sone fifty rouble note to the light, then turn it, then hold it
to the light again- to see whether it was a good one? 'I amafraid,’
would say. 'Arelation of mne lost twenty-five roubles the other
day through a false note," and then I'd tell themthe whole story. And
after I began counting the third, 'no, excuse ne,' | would say, 'l
fancy | nade a mistake in the seventh hundred in that second thousand,
I amnot sure.' And so | would give up the third thousand and go

back to the second and so on to the end. And when | had finished,



I'd pick out one fromthe fifth and one fromthe second thousand and
take themagain to the light and ask again 'change them pl ease,

and put the clerk into such a stew that he would not know how to get
rid of ne. Wien |I'd finished and had gone out, |I'd conme back, 'No,
excuse nme,' and ask for some explanation. That's howl'd do it."

"Foo, what terrible things you say!" said Zametov, |aughing. "But

all that is only talk. | dare say when it cane to deeds you' d nmake a
slip. | believe that even a practised, desperate man cannot al ways
reckon on hinself, nmuch less you and I. To take an exanpl e near

home- that old woman nurdered in our district. The murderer seens to
have been a desperate fellow, he risked everything in open daylight,
was saved by a miracle- but his hands shook, too. He did not succeed
in robbing the place, he' couldn't stand it. That was clear from
the..."

Raskol ni kov seenmed of f ended.

"Clear? Wiy don't you catch himthen?" he cried, naliciously
gi bing at Zanetov.

"Well, they will catch him"

"Who? You? Do you suppose you could catch hinf You' ve a tough job! A
great point for you is whether a man is spending noney or not. If he
had no noney and suddenly begi ns spendi ng, he nust be the man. So that
any child can m slead you."

"The fact is they always do that, though," answered Zanetov. "A
man will conmit a clever nurder at the risk of his |life and then at
once he goes drinking in a tavern. They are caught spendi ng noney,
they are not all as cunning as you are. You wouldn't go to a tavern
of course?"

Raskol ni kov frowned and | ooked steadily at Zanetov.

"You seemto enjoy the subject and would Iike to know how | shoul d
behave in that case, too?" he asked w th displeasure.

"I should like to," Zanetov answered firmy and seriously.

Sonewhat too much earnestness began to appear in his words and | ooks.

"Very nuch?"



"Very nuch!"

"Al'l right then. This is how | shoul d behave," Raskol ni kov began
again bringing his face close to Zanetov's, again staring at himand
speaking in a whisper, so that the latter positively shuddered.
"This is what | should have done. | should have taken the noney and
jewels, | should have wal ked out of there and have gone straight to
sonme deserted place with fences round it and scarcely any one to be
seen, sone kitchen garden or place of that sort. | should have
| ooked out beforehand sonme stone wei ghing a hundredwei ght or nore
whi ch had been lying in the corner fromthe tine the house was
built. | would lift that stone- there would be sure to be a holl ow
under it, and | would put the jewels and noney in that hole. Then
I'"d roll the stone back so that it would | ook as before, would press
it down with nmy foot and wal k away. And for a year or two, three
maybe, | would not touch it. And, well, they could search! There'd
be no trace."

"You are a madnman," said Zanetov, and for some reason he too spoke
in a whisper, and noved away from Raskol ni kov, whose eyes were
glittering. He had turned fearfully pale and his upper lip was
twi tching and quivering. He bent down as close as possible to Zanetov,
and his |lips began to nove without uttering a word. This lasted for
half a m nute; he knew what he was doi ng, but could not restrain
hinsel f. The terrible word trenbled on his lips, Iike the latch on
that door; in another nonment it will break out, in another nonent he
will let it go, he will speak out.

"And what if it was | who nurdered the old woman and Li zaveta?" he
sai d suddenly and- realised what he had done.

Zametov | ooked wildly at himand turned white as the tablecloth. His
face wore a contorted snile.

"But is it possible?" he brought out faintly. Raskol ni kov | ooked
wathfully at him

"Om up that you believed it, yes, you did?"

"Not a bit of it, | believe it |ess than ever now," Zanetov cried



hastily.

"I've caught ny cocksparrowl So you did believe it before, if now
you believe | ess than ever?"

"Not at all," cried Zanetov, obviously enbarrassed. "Have you been
frightening me so as to lead up to this?"

"You don't believe it then? What were you tal king about behind ny
back when | went out of the police office? And why did the Expl osive
Li eutenant question ne after | fainted? Hey, there," he shouted to the
wai ter, getting up and taking his cap, "how nuch?"

"Thirty copecks," the latter replied, running up

"And there is twenty copecks for vodka. See what a | ot of noney!" he
hel d out his shaking hand to Zametov with notes in it. "Red notes
and blue, twenty-five roubles. Wiere did | get then? And where did
nmy new cl othes come fron? You know | had not a copeck. You've
cross-exam ned nmy landlady, 1'l1 be bound.... Wll, that's enough
Assez cause! Till we neet again!"

He went out, trenbling all over froma sort of wild hysterica
sensation, in which there was an el ement of insufferable rapture.

Yet he was gloony and terribly tired. Hs face was tw sted as after
afit. His fatigue increased rapidly. Any shock, any irritating
sensation stinulated and revived his energies at once, but his
strength failed as quickly when the stinulus was renoved.

Zametov, left alone, sat for a long tine in the sanme pl ace,
pl unged i n thought. Raskol ni kov had unwittingly worked a revolution in
his brain on a certain point and had nade up his nmind for him
concl usi vel y.

"Ilya Petrovitch is a bl ockhead," he deci ded.

Raskol ni kov had hardly opened the door of the restaurant when he
stunmbl ed agai nst Razumi hin on the steps. They did not see each other
till they al most knocked agai nst each other. For a nonent they stood
| ooki ng each other up and down. Razum hin was greatly astounded,
then anger, real anger gleaned fiercely in his eyes.

"So here you are!" he shouted at the top of his voice- "you ran away



fromyour bed! And here |I've been | ooking for you under the sofa! W
went up to the garret. | al nbst beat Nastasya on your account. And
here he is after all. Rodya! What is the neaning of it? Tell ne the
whol e truth! Confess! Do you hear?"

"I't neans that I'msick to death of you all and | want to be al one
Raskol ni kov answered cal my.

"Al one? Wien you are not able to wal k, when your face is as white
a sheet and you are gasping for breath! Idiot!... What have you been
doing in the Palais de Crystal? Owm up at once!”

"Let nme go!" said Raskol nikov and tried to pass him This was too
much for Razumi hin; he gripped himfirmy by the shoul der.

"Let you go? You dare tell ne to let you go? Do you know what |'1I1
do with you directly? I'll pick you up, tie you up in a bundle,
carry you hone under ny arm and | ock you up!"

"Li sten, Razum hin," Raskol ni kov began quietly, apparently calm
"can't you see that | don't want your benevol ence? A strange desire
you have to shower benefits on a man who... curses them who feels
thema burden in fact! Wiy did you seek ne out at the begi nning of
my illness? Maybe | was very glad to die. Didn't | tell you plainly
enough to-day that you were torturing nme, that | was... sick of you
You seemto want to torture people! | assure you that all that is
seriously hindering nmy recovery, because it's continually irritating
me. You saw Zossi nov went away just now to avoid irritating me. You
| eave nme al one too, for goodness' sake! What right have you, indeed,
to keep ne by force? Don't you see that | amin possession of all ny
facul ties now? How, can | persuade you not to persecute nme with your
ki ndness? | may be ungrateful, | nmay be nean, only let me be, for
God' s sake, let ne be! Let me be, let me be!"

He began calmy, gloating beforehand over the venonobus phrases he
was about to utter, but finished, panting for breath, in a frenzy,
as he had been with Luzhin.

Razum hin stood a nonment, thought and let his hand drop.

"Well, go to hell then," he said gently and thoughtfully. "Stay,"

as

he



roared, as Raskol ni kov was about to nove. "Listen to ne. Let ne tell
you, that you are all a set of babbling, posing idiots! If you' ve
any little trouble you brood over it like a hen over an egg. And you
are plagiarists even in that! There isn't a sign of independent life
in you! You are nmade of spernaceti ointment and you've |lynph in your
veins instead of blood. |I don't believe in any one of you! In any
circunstances the first thing for all of you is to be unlike a human
being! Stop!" he cried with redoubled fury, noticing that
Raskol ni kov was agai n maki ng a novenment- "hear ne out! You know |I'm
havi ng a house-warnming this evening, | dare say they've arrived by
now, but | left my uncle there- | just ran in- to receive the
guests. And if you weren't a fool, a common fool, a perfect fool, if
you were an original instead of a translation... you see, Rodya, |
recogni se you're a clever fellow, but you' re a fool!- and if you
weren't a fool you'd conme round to ne this evening instead of

wearing out your boots in the street! Since you have gone out, there's

no help for it! 1'd give you a snug easy chair, ny |andl ady has one..

a cup of tea, conpany.... O you could lie on the sofa- any way you

would be with us.... Zossinmov will be there too. WIIl you cone?"
"No. "

"R-rubbi sh!" Razum hin shouted, out of patience. "How do you know?
You can't answer for yourself! You don't know anything about it....
Thousands of tinmes |'ve fought tooth and nail with people and run back
to themafterwards.... One feels ashaned and goes back to a man! So
renenber, Potchinkov's house on the third storey...."

"Whay, M. Razum hin, | do believe you' d | et anybody beat you from
sheer benevol ence. ™

"Beat? Whon? Me? |'d twi st his nose off at the nere ideal
Pot chi nkov' s house, 47, Babushkin's flat...."

"I shall not come, Razum hin." Raskol ni kov turned and wal ked away.

"I bet you will," Razum hin shouted after him "I refuse to know you
if you don't! Stay, hey, is Zametov in there?"

"Yes."



"Did you see hin®"

"Yes."

"Tal ked to hin®"

"Yes."

"What about ? Confound you, don't tell ne then. Potchinkov's house,
47, Babushkin's flat, remenber!”

Raskol ni kov wal ked on and turned the corner into Sadovy Street.
Razum hin | ooked after himthoughtfully. Then with a wave of his
hand he went into the house but stopped short of the stairs.

"Confound it," he went on al nost aloud. "He tal ked sensibly but
yet... | ama fool! As if madnen didn't talk sensibly! And this was

just what Zossinov seened afraid of." He struck his finger on his

forehead. "What if... howcould | let himgo off alone? He may drown

himself.... Ach, what a blunder! | can't." And he ran back to overtake

Raskol ni kov, but there was no trace of him Wth a curse he returned

with rapid steps to the Palais de Crystal to question Zanetov.
Raskol ni kov wal ked straight to X __ Bridge, stood in the middle,

and | eaning both elbows on the rail stared into the distance. On

parting with Razum hin, he felt so nuch weaker that he could

scarcely reach this place. He longed to sit or lie down sonewhere in

the street. Bending over the water, he gazed nechanically at the

| ast pink flush of the sunset, at the row of houses grow ng dark in

the gathering twilight, at one distant attic wi ndow on the left

bank, flashing as though on fire in the last rays of the setting

sun, at the darkening water of the canal, and the water seened to

catch his attention. At last red circles flashed before his eyes,

t he houses seened novi ng, the passers-by, the canal banks, the

carriages, all danced before his eyes. Suddenly he started, saved

agai n perhaps from swooni ng by an uncanny and hi deous sight. He becane

aware of sonme one standing on the right side of him he | ooked and saw

atall wonan with a kerchief on her head, with a long, yellow,

wasted face and red sunken eyes. She was | ooking straight at him

but obvi ously she saw not hing and recogni zed no one. Suddenly she



| eaned her right hand on the parapet, lifted her right |leg over the
railing, then her left and threw herself into the canal. The filthy
water parted and swallowed up its victimfor a nmonment, but an
instant |ater the drowning woman fl oated to the surface, noving slowy
with the current, her head and legs in the water, her skirt inflated
i ke a balloon over her back

"A worman drowni ng! A woman drowni ng!" shouted dozens of voices
peopl e ran up, both banks were thronged with spectators, on the bridge
peopl e crowded about Raskol ni kov, pressing up behind him

"Mercy on it! it's our Afrosinyal" a wonman cried tearfully close by.
"Mercy! save her! kind people, pull her out!"

"A boat, a boat" was shouted in the crowd. But there was no need
of a boat; a policeman ran down the steps to the canal, threw off
his great coat and his boots and rushed into the water. It was easy to
reach her; she floated within a couple of yards fromthe steps, he
caught hold of her clothes with his right hand and with his |left
seized a pole which a conrade held out to him the drowning wonan
was pulled out at once. They laid her on the granite pavenent of the
enbanknent. She soon recovered consci ousness, raised her head, sat
up and began sneezi ng and coughi ng, stupidly w ping her wet dress with
her hands. She said not hi ng.

"She's drunk herself out of her senses," the sane woman's voice
wai | ed at her side. "Qut of her senses. The other day she tried to
hang herself, we cut her down. | ran out to the shop just now, left ny
little girl to ook after her- and here she's in trouble again!' A
nei ghbour, gentleman nei ghbour, we live close by, the second house
fromthe end, see yonder...."

The crowd broke up. The police still renmained round the wonan,
some one nentioned the police station.... Raskol ni kov | ooked on with a
strange sensation of indifference and apathy. He felt disgusted.
"No, that's loathsone... water... it's not good enough," he nuttered

to hinself. "Nothing will come of it," he added, "no use to wait. What

about the police office...? And why isn't Zametov at the police



of fice? The police office is open till ten o' clock...." He turned
his back to the railing and | ooked about him

"Very well then!" he said resolutely; he noved fromthe bridge and
wal ked in the direction of the police office. His heart felt holl ow
and enpty. He did not want to think. Even his depression had passed,
there was not a trace now of the energy with which he had set out

"to nake an end of it all." Conplete apathy had succeeded to it.

"Well, it's a way out of it," he thought, wal king slowy and
listlessly along the canal bank. "Anyway |'ll nake an end, for
want to.... But is it a way out? Wiat does it matter! There'll be

the square yard of space- ha! But what an end! Is it really the end?
Shall | tell themor not? Ah... damm! How tired | am If | could
find somewhere to sit or lie down soon! What | am nost ashamed of is
its being so stupid. But | don't care about that either! Wat
idiotic ideas come into one's head."

To reach the police office he had to go straight forward and take
the second turning to the left. It was only a few paces away. But at
the first turning he stopped and, after a mnute's thought, turned
into a side street and went two streets out of his way, possibly
wi t hout any object, or possibly to delay a mnute and gain tine. He
wal ked, | ooking at the ground; suddenly sone one seened to whisper
in his ear; he lifted his head and saw that he was standing at the
very gate of the house. He had not passed it, he had not been near
it since that evening. An overwhel m ng unaccount abl e pronpting drew
himon. He went into the house, passed through the gateway, then
into the first entrance on the right, and began nounting the
famliar staircase to the fourth storey. The narrow, steep staircase
was very dark. He stopped at each | anding and | ocoked round himw th
curiosity; on the first landing the framework of the w ndow had been
taken out. "That wasn't so then," he thought. Here was the flat on the
second storey where Nikolay and Dmitri had been working. "It's shut up
and the door newy painted. So it's to let." Then the third storey and

the fourth. "Here!" He was perplexed to find the door of the flat w de



open. There were nen there, he could hear voices; he had not

expected that. After brief hesitation he nounted the |ast stairs and
went into the flat. It, too, was being done up; there were worknen
init. This seened to anaze him he somehow fancied that he would find
everything as he left it, even perhaps the corpses in the sane

pl aces on the floor. And now, bare walls, no furniture; it seened
strange. He wal ked to the wi ndow and sat down on the w ndow sill

There were two wor knen, both young fell ows, but one rmuch younger

than the other. They were papering the walls with a new white paper
covered with lilac flowers, instead of the old, dirty, yellow one.
Raskol ni kov for sone reason felt horribly annoyed by this. He | ooked
at the new paper with dislike, as though he felt sorry to have it

all so changed. The worknen had obvi ously stayed beyond their tine and
now they were hurriedly rolling up their paper and getting ready to go
hone. They took no notice of Raskol nikov's coming in; they were
tal ki ng. Raskol ni kov fol ded his arns and |i stened.

"She comes to ne in the norning," said the elder to the younger
"very early, all dressed up. 'Wy are you preening and prinking?" says
I. 'l amready to do anything to please you, Tit Vassilitch!' That's a
way of going on! And she dressed up like a regular fashion book!"

"And what is a fashion book?" the younger one asked. He obviously
regarded the other as an authority.

"A fashion book is a lot of pictures, coloured, and they cone to the
tailors here every Saturday, by post from abroad, to show fol ks how to
dress, the nmale sex as well as the female. They're pictures. The
gentl enen are generally wearing fur coats and for the | adies
fluffles, they're beyond anything you can fancy."

"There's nothing you can't find in Petersburg," the younger cried
ent husi astically, "except father and nother, there's everything!"

"Except them there's everything to be found, ny boy," the el der
decl ared sententiously.

Raskol ni kov got up and wal ked into the other roomwhere the strong

box, the bed, and the chest of drawers had been; the room seened to



himvery tiny without furniture in it. The paper was the sane; the
paper in the corner showed where the case of ikons had stood. He

| ooked at it and went to the wi ndow. The elder workman | ooked at him
askance.

"What do you want?" he asked suddenly.

I nstead of answering Raskol ni kov went into the passage and pull ed
the bell. The sane bell, the sanme cracked note. He rang it a second
and a third tine; he listened and renmenbered. The hi deous and
agoni singly fearful sensation he had felt then began to cone back nore
and nore vividly. He shuddered at every ring and it gave himnore
and nore satisfaction.

"Wl |, what do you want? Who are you?" the workman shouted, going
out to him Raskol ni kov went inside again.

"I want to take a flat," he said. "I am|looking round."

"It's not the time to ook at roons at night! and you ought to
come up with the porter.”

"The floors have been washed, will they be painted?" Raskol ni kov
went on. "Is there no bl ood?"

"What bl ood?"

"Wy, the old woman and her sister were nurdered here. There was a
perfect pool there.”

"But who are you?" the workman cried, uneasy.

"Who am | ?"

"Yes."

"You want to know? Cone to the police station, I'Il tell you."

The wor kmen | ooked at himin amazenent.

"It's time for us to go, we are |ate. Cone along, Al yoshka. W
must | ock up,"” said the el der worknan.

"Very well, cone along,"” said Raskol ni kov indifferently, and goi ng

out first, he went slowy downstairs. "Hey, porter,” he cried in the
gat enay.
At the entrance several people were standing, staring at the

passers-by; the two porters, a peasant wonan, a man in a |ong coat and



a few others. Raskol ni kov went straight up to them

"What do you want ?" asked one of the porters.

"Have you been to the police office?"

"I'"ve just been there. What do you want ?"

"I's it open?"

"Of course.™

"lI's the assistant there?"

"He was there for a tine. What do you want?"

Raskol ni kov made no reply, but stood beside themlost in thought.

"He's been to look at the flat," said the elder worknman, coning
f or war d.

"Which flat?"

"Where we are at work. 'Wiy have you washed away the bl ood?' says
he. 'There has been a nurder here,' says he, '"and |'ve cone to take
it." And he began ringing at the bell, all but broke it. 'Conme to
the police station,' says he. "I'Il tell you everything there.' He
woul dn't | eave us."

The porter |ooked at Raskol ni kov, frowni ng and per pl exed.

"Who are you?" he shouted as inpressively as he coul d.

"I am Rodi on Romanovitch Raskol ni kov, formerly a student, | live
in Shil's house, not far fromhere, flat Nunber 14, ask the porter, he
knows ne." Raskol nikov said all this in a lazy, dreamy voice, not
turning round, but looking intently into the darkening street.

"Why have you been to the flat?"

"To look at it."

"What is there to | ook at?"

"Take himstraight to the police station,”™ the man in the |ong
coat jerked in abruptly.

Raskol ni kov | ooked intently at himover his shoulder and said in the
same slow, |azy tone:

"Cone al ong."

"Yes, take him" the man went on nore confidently. "Wy was he going

into that, what's in his mnd, eh?"



"He's not drunk, but God knows what's the matter with him" nuttered
t he wor knan.

"But what do you want?" the porter shouted again, beginning to get
angry in earnest- "Wiy are you hangi ng about ?"

"You funk the police station then?" said Raskol ni kov jeeringly.

"How funk it? Way are you hangi ng about ?"

"He's a rogue!" shouted the peasant wonan.

"Why waste time talking to hinP" cried the other porter, a huge
peasant in a full open coat and with keys on his belt. "Get al ong!
He is a rogue and no nistake. Get along!"

And sei zi ng Raskol ni kov by the shoulder he flung himinto the
street. He lurched forward, but recovered his footing, |ooked at the
spectators in silence and wal ked away.

"Strange nan!" observed the worknman.

"There are strange fol ks about nowadays," said the wonman.

"You shoul d have taken himto the police station all the same," said
the man in the |long coat.

"Better have nothing to do with him™" decided the big porter. "A
regul ar rogue! Just what he wants, you nmay be sure, but once take
hi mup, you won't get rid of him... W know the sort!"

"Shall | go there or not?" thought Raskol ni kov, standing in the
m ddl e of the thoroughfare at the cross roads, and he | ooked about
him as though expecting fromsonme one a decisive word. But no sound
cane, all was dead and silent |ike the stones on which he wal ked, dead
to him to himalone.... Al at once at the end of the street, two
hundred yards away, in the gathering dusk he saw a crowmd and heard
talk and shouts. In the mddle of the cromd stood a carriage.... A
light gleaned in the mddle of the street. "Wat is it?" Raskol ni kov
turned to the right and went up to the crowd. He seened to clutch at
everything and smiled coldly when he recognised it, for he had fully
made up his mnd to go to the police station and knew that it would

all soon be over.



Chapter Seven

AN ELEGANT carriage stood in the nmddle of the road with a pair of
spirited grey horses; there was no one in it, and the coachman had got
of f his box and stood by; the horses were being held by the
bridle... A nmass of people had gathered round, the police standing
in front. One of themheld a lighted | antern which he was turning on
somet hing lying close to the wheels. Every one was tal king,
shouting, exclaimng;, the coachman seened at a | oss and kept
repeat i ng:

"What a misfortune! Good Lord, what a m sfortune!”

Raskol ni kov pushed his way in as far as he could, and succeeded at
last in seeing the object of the commption and interest. On the ground
a man who had been run over |ay apparently unconsci ous, and covered
with blood; he was very badly dressed, but not |ike a worknman. Bl ood
was flowi ng fromhis head and face; his face was crushed, nutil ated
and disfigured. He was evidently badly injured.

"Merci ful heaven!" wailed the coachman, "what nore could | do? If
I'"d been driving fast or had not shouted to him but | was going
quietly, not in a hurry. Every one could see | was going al ong just
i ke everybody el se. A drunken nan can't wal k straight, we all
know.... | saw himcrossing the street, staggering and al nost falling.
I shouted again and a second and a third time, then I held the
horses in, but he fell straight under their feet! Either he did it
on purpose or he was very tipsy.... The horses are young and ready
to take fright... they started, he screaned... that made them worse
That's how it happened!"

"That's just howit was," a voice in the crowd confirned.

"He shouted, that's true, he shouted three tines," another voice
decl ar ed.
"Three tinmes it was, we all heard it," shouted a third.

But the coachman was not very nuch distressed and frightened. It was



evident that the carriage belonged to a rich and inportant person

who was awaiting it somewhere; the police, of course, were in no
little anxiety to avoid upsetting his arrangenents. Al they had to do
was to take the injured nan to the police station and the hospital. No
one knew hi s nane.

Meanwhi | e Raskol ni kov had squeezed in and stooped cl oser over him
The lantern suddenly lighted up the unfortunate nan's face. He
recogni sed him

"I know him | know him" he shouted, pushing to the front. "It's
a government clerk retired fromthe service, Marneladov. He lives
close by in Kozel's house.... Mike haste for a doctor! | wll pay,

see." He pulled noney out of his pocket and showed it to the
policeman. He was in violent agitation

The police were glad that they had found out who the nan was.
Raskol ni kov gave his own nane and address, and, as earnestly as if
it had been his father, he besought the police to carry the
unconsci ous Marnel adov to his | odgi ng at once.

"Just here, three houses away," he said eagerly, "the house
bel ongs to Kozel, a rich Gernman. He was goi ng hone, no doubt drunk

I know him he is a drunkard. He has a family there, a wife, children

he has one daughter.... It will take tinme to take himto the hospital
and there is sure to be a doctor in the house. 1'll pay, |I'll pay!

At | east he will be |ooked after at home... they will help himat

once. But he'll die before you get himto the hospital." He nmanaged to

slip sonmething unseen into the policeman's hand. But the thing was
straightforward and legitimate, and in any case hel p was cl oser
here. They raised the injured man; people volunteered to help.
Kozel's house was thirty yards away. Raskol ni kov wal ked behi nd,
careful l'y hol di ng Marnel adov' s head and showi ng the way.
"This way, this way! W nust take himupstairs head forenost. Turn
round! I'Il pay, I'll make it worth your while," he nuttered.
Katerina |vanovna had just begun, as she always did at every free

monent, walking to and fro in her little roomfromw ndow to stove and



back again, with her arns fol ded across her chest, talking to

hersel f and coughing. O |ate she had begun to talk nore than ever

to her eldest girl, Polenka, a child of ten, who, though there was
much she did not understand, understood very well that her nother
needed her, and so al ways watched her with her big clever eyes and
strove her utnost to appear to understand. This tinme Pol enka was
undressing her little brother, who had been unwell all day and was
going to bed. The boy was waiting for her to take off his shirt, which
had to be washed at night. He was sitting straight and notionless on a
chair, with a silent, serious face, with his legs stretched out
straight before him heels together and toes turned out.

He was listening to what his nother was saying to his sister
sitting perfectly still with pouting lips and w de-open eyes, just
as all good little boys have to sit when they are undressed to go to
bed. Alittle girl, still younger, dressed literally in rags, stood at
the screen, waiting for her turn. The door on to the stairs was open
torelieve thema little fromthe clouds of tobacco snoke which
floated in fromthe other roons and brought on long terrible fits of
coughing in the poor, consunptive woman. Katerina |vanovha seened to
have grown even thinner during that week and the hectic flush on her
face was brighter than ever.

"You woul dn't believe, you can't inmagine, Polenka," she said,
wal ki ng about the room "what a happy luxurious life we had in ny
papa's house and how this drunkard has brought me, and will bring
you all, to ruin! Papa was a civil colonel and only a step from
bei ng a governor; so that every one who came to see himsaid, 'W | ook
upon you, lvan M hailovitch, as our governor!' Wen |I... when..."
she coughed violently, "oh, cursed life," she cried, clearing her
throat and pressing her hands to her breast, "when |I... when at the
last ball... at the nmarshal's... Princess Bezzenel ny saw ne- who
gave nme the bl essing when your father and | were married, Pol enka- she
asked at once 'Isn't that the pretty girl who donced the shaw dance

at the breaking up?" (You nust nend that tear, you nust take your



needl e and darn it as | showed you, or to-nmorrow cough, cough, cough-

he will make the hole bigger,"” she articulated with effort.) "Prince
Schegol skoy, a kammerjunker, had just cone from Petersburg then..

he danced the mazurka with nme and wanted to nake ne an of fer next day;
but | thanked himin flattering expressions and told himthat ny heart
had | ong been another's. That other was your father, Polya; papa was
fearfully angry.... Is the water ready? Gve ne the shirt, and the
stockings! Lida," said she to the youngest one, "you nust nmanage

wi t hout your chemise to-night... and |ay your stockings out with it...
I"1l wash themtogether.... Howis it that drunken vagabond doesn't
cone in? He has worn his shirt till it looks |like a dishclout, he

has torn it torags! I'd doit all together, so as not to have to work
two nights running! Oh, dear! (Cough, cough, cough, cough!) Again!
What's this?" she cried, noticing a crowmd in the passage and the nen
who were pushing into her room carrying a burden. "Wiat is it? Wat
are they bringing? Mercy on us!"

"VWhere are we to put hinP" asked the policenman, |ooking round when
Mar mel adov, unconscious and covered with bl ood, had been carried in.

"On the sofa! Put himstraight on the sofa, with his head this way,"
Raskol ni kov showed hi m

"Run over in the road! Drunk!" some one shouted in the passage.

Kat eri na | vanovna stood, turning white and gasping for breath. The
children were terrified. Little Lida screaned, rushed to Pol enka and
clutched at her, trenbling all over

Havi ng |l aid Marnel adov down, Raskol nikov flew to Katerina |vanovna.

"For God's sake be calm don't be frightened!" he said, speaking
qui ckly, "he was crossing the road and was run over by a carri age,
don't be frightened, he will come to, | told thembring himhere..
|'ve been here already, you renmenber? He will come to; I'll pay!"

"He's done it this tine!" Katerina Ivanovna cried despairingly and
she rushed to her husband.

Raskol ni kov noticed at once that she was not one of those wonen

who swoon easily. She instantly placed under the |uckless nan's head a



pillow, which no one had thought of and began undressi ng and exam ni ng

him She kept her head, forgetting herself, biting her trenbling

lips and stifling the screams which were ready to break from her
Raskol ni kov neanwhil e i nduced sone one to run for a doctor. There

was a doctor, it appeared, next door but one.

"I'"ve sent for a doctor," he kept assuring Katerina |vanovha, "don't

be uneasy, |I'Il pay. Haven't you water?... and give ne a napkin or a
towel, anything, as quick as you can.... He is injured, but not
killed, believe ne.... W shall see what the doctor says!"

Katerina |Ivanovna ran to the wi ndow, there, on a broken chair in the
corner, a large earthenware basin full of water had been stood, in
readi ness for washing her children's and husband's |inen that night.
Thi s washing was done by Katerina |Ivanovna at night at |east twce a
week, if not oftener. For the family had come to such a pass that they
were practically w thout change of Iinen, and Katerina |vanovna
coul d not endure uncleanliness and, rather than see dirt in the house,
she preferred to wear herself out at night, working beyond her
strength when the rest were asleep, so as to get the wet |inen hung on
a line and dry by the norning. She took up the basin of water at
Raskol ni kov' s request, but alnost fell down with her burden. But the
|atter had already succeeded in finding a towel, wetted it and begun
washi ng the bl ood off Marnel adov's face.

Kat eri na | vanovna stood by, breathing painfully and pressing her
hands to her breast. She was in need of attention herself. Raskol ni kov
began to realise that he m ght have nade a mi stake in having the
i njured man brought here. The policenman, too, stood in hesitation

"Pol enka, " cried Katerina |vanovna, "run to Sonia, make haste. |f
you don't find her at hone, |eave word that her father has been run
over and that she is to cone here at once... when she cones in. Run,
Pol enka! there, put on the shaw ."

"Run your fastest!" cried the little boy on the chair suddenly,
after which he relapsed into the sane dunb rigidity, with round

eyes, his heels thrust forward and his toes spread out.



Meanwhi | e the room had beconme so full of people that you couldn't
have dropped a pin. The policenen left, all except one, who remained
for atine, trying to drive out the people who cane in fromthe
stairs. Alnost all Mdame Li ppevechsel's |odgers had streanmed in
fromthe inner roonms of the flat; at first they were squeezed together
in the doorway, but afterwards they overflowed into the room Katerina
I vanovna flew into a fury.

"You might let himdie in peace, at |least," she shouted at the

crowmd, "is it a spectacle for you to gape at? Wth cigarettes! (Cough
cough, cough!) You might as well keep your hats on.... And there is
one in his hat!... Get away! You should respect the dead, at |least!"

Her cough choked her- but her reproaches were not without result.
They evidently stood in some awe of Katerina |Ivanovna. The | odgers,
one after another, squeezed back into the doorway with that strange
i nner feeling of satisfaction which nay be observed in the presence of
a sudden accident, even in those nearest and dearest to the victim
fromwhich no living man is exenpt, even in spite of the sincerest
synpat hy and conpassi on

Voi ces outside were heard, however, speaking of the hospital and
saying that they'd no business to nmake a di sturbance here.

"No business to die!" cried Katerina |vanovnha, and she was rushing
to the door to vent her wrath upon them but in the doorway camne
face to face with Madanme Li ppevechsel who had only just heard of the
accident and ran in to restore order. She was a particularly
quarrel sone and irresponsi bl e Gernan.

"Ah, nmy God!" she cried, clasping her hands, "your husband drunken
horses have tranpled! To the hospital with him | amthe | andl ady!"
"Amal i a Ludwi govna, | beg you to recollect what you are saying,"
Kat eri na | vanovna began haughtily (she al ways took a haughty tone with

the | andl ady that she might "renenber her place" and even now coul d
not deny herself this satisfaction). "Amalia Ludw govna..."

"l have you once before told that you to call nme Amalia Ludw govna

may not dare; | am Analia |vanovna."



"You are not Anmlia lvanovna, but Anmalia Ludw govna, and as | am not
one of your despicable flatterers |like M. Lebeziatni kov, who's
| aughi ng behind the door at this nonent (a |laugh and a cry of 'they
are at it again' was in fact audible at the door) so I shall always
call you Amalia Ludw govna, though I fail to understand why you
di sli ke that name. You can see for yourself what has happened to
Senyon Zaharovitch; he is dying. | beg you to close that door at
once and to admt no one. Let himat least die in peace!l O | warn you
the Governor-Ceneral, hinself, shall be inforned of your conduct
to-nmorrow. The prince knew nme as a girl; he renmenbers Semnyon
Zaharovitch well and has often been a benefactor to him Every one
knows that Semyon Zaharovitch had many friends and protectors, whom he
abandoned hi nsel f from an honourabl e pride, know ng his unhappy
weakness, but now (she pointed to Raskol ni kov) a generous young man
has cone to our assistance, who has weal th and connections and whom
Senyon Zaharovitch has known froma child. You may rest assured,
Amal i a Ludwi govna..."

Al this was uttered with extrene rapidity, getting quicker and
qui cker, but a cough suddenly cut short Katerina |vanovna's el oquence.
At that instant the dying man recovered consciousness and uttered a
groan; she ran to him The injured nman opened his eyes and wi thout
recogni ti on or understandi ng gazed at Raskol ni kov who was bendi ng over
him He drew deep, slow, painful breaths; blood oozed at the corners
of his nmouth and drops of perspiration came out on his forehead. Not
recogni si ng Raskol ni kov, he began | ooki ng round uneasily. Katerina
I vanovna | ooked at himw th a sad but stern face, and tears trickled
from her eyes

"My God! H's whole chest is crushed! How he is bleeding," she said
in despair. "W nust take off his clothes. Turn a little, Senyon
Zaharovitch, if you can," she cried to him

Mar mel adov recogni sed her.

"A priest,” he articul ated huskily.

Kat erina | vanovna wal ked to the wi ndow, |aid her head agai nst the



wi ndow frame and exclainmed in despair:
"Ch, cursed life!™

"A priest," the dying nan said again after a nonent's sil ence.
"They' ve gone for him" Katerina |Ivanovna shouted to him he
obeyed her shout and was silent. Wth sad and tim d eyes he | ooked for
her; she returned and stood by his pillow He seened a little easier
but not for I|ong.
Soon his eyes rested on little Lida, his favourite, who was
shaking in the corner, as though she were in a fit, and staring at him
with her wondering childish eyes.
"A-ah," he signed towards her uneasily. He wanted to say sonet hing.
"What now?" cried Katerina |vanovna.
"Barefoot, barefoot!" he nuttered, indicating with frenzied eyes the
child's bare feet.

"Be silent," Katerina Ivanovna cried irritably, "you know why she is
bar ef oot ed. "

"Thank God, the doctor," exclainmed Raskol ni kov, relieved.

The doctor cane in, a precise little old man, a Gernman, | ooking
about himmistrustfully; he went up to the sick nan, took his pul se,
carefully felt his head and with the help of Katerina |Ivanovna he
unbuttoned the bl cod-stained shirt, and bared the injured man's chest.
It was gashed, crushed and fractured, several ribs on the right side
were broken. On the left side, just over the heart, was a |arge,
sinister-looking yellow sh-black bruise- a cruel kick fromthe horse's

hoof . The doctor frowned. The policeman told himthat he was caught in

the wheel and turned round with it for thirty yards on the road.

"It's wonderful that he has recovered consciousness,” the doctor
whi spered softly to Raskol ni kov.

"What do you think of hinP" he asked.

"He will die immediately."

"I's there really no hope?"

"Not the faintest! He is at the last gasp.... His head is badly

njured, too... Hm.. | could bleed himif you like, but... it



woul d be useless. He is bound to die within the next five or ten
m nutes. "

"Better bleed himthen."

“If you like.... But I warn you it will be perfectly useless."

At that nonment other steps were heard; the crowd in the passage
parted, and the priest, alittle, grey old man, appeared in the
doorway bearing the sacranent. A policerman had gone for himat the
time of the accident. The doctor changed places with him exchanging
gl ances with him Raskol ni kov begged the doctor to remain a little
whi l e. He shrugged his shoul ders and remnai ned.

Al'l stepped back. The confession was soon over. The dying nman
probably understood little; he could only utter indistinct broken
sounds. Katerina Ivanovna took little Lida, lifted the boy fromthe
chair, knelt down in the corner by the stove and made the children
kneel in front of her. The little girl was still trenbling; but the
boy, kneeling on his little bare knees, lifted his hand
rhythm cally, crossing hinself with precision and bowed down, touching
the floor with his forehead, which seened to afford hi mespecia
satisfaction. Katerina lvanovna bit her lips and held back her
tears; she prayed, too, now and then pulling straight the boy's shirt,
and nanaged to cover the girl's bare shoulders with a kerchi ef,
whi ch she took fromthe chest without rising fromher knees or ceasing
to pray. Meanwhile the door fromthe inner roonms was opened
inquisitively again. In the passage the crowd of spectators from al
the flats on the staircase grew denser and denser, but they did not
venture beyond the threshold. A single candle-end |ighted up the
scene.

At that noment Pol enka forced her way through the crowd at the door
She canme in panting fromrunning so fast, took off her kerchief,
| ooked for her nother, went up to her and said, "She's coning, | net
her in the street.” Her nother nade her kneel beside her

Timdly and noi sel essly a young girl nade her way through the crowd,

and strange was her appearance in that room in the mdst of want,



rags, death and despair. She, too, was in rags, her attire was al
of the cheapest, but decked out in gutter finery of a special stanp,
unm st akably betraying its shaneful purpose. Sonia stopped short in
the doorway and | ooked about her bewi | dered, unconscious of
everyt hing. She forgot her fourth-hand, gaudy silk dress, so
unseenmy here with its ridiculous long train, and her imense
crinoline that filled up the whol e doorway, and her |ight-col oured
shoes, and the parasol she brought with her, though it was no use at
ni ght, and the absurd round straw hat with its flaring
flane-col oured feather. Under this rakishly-tilted hat was a pal e,
frightened little face with |lips parted and eyes staring in terror
Sonia was a small thin girl of eighteen with fair hair, rather pretty,
with wonderful blue eyes. She |ooked intently at the bed and the
priest; she too was out of breath with running. At |ast whispers, some
words in the crowd probably, reached her. She | ooked down and took a
step forward into the room still keeping close to the door

The service was over. Katerina |vanovna went up to her husband
again. The priest stepped back and turned to say a few words of
adnoni ti on and consol ation to Katerina |Ivanovna on | eaving.

"What am | to do with these?" she interrupted sharply and irritably,
pointing to the little ones.

"God is nmerciful; look to the Mbost Hi gh for succour,"” the priest
began.

"Ach! He is nerciful, but not to us."

"That's a sin, a sin, nadam" observed the priest, shaking his head.

"And isn't that a sin?" cried Katerina |Ivanovna, pointing to the
dyi ng man.

"Per haps those who have involuntarily caused the accident will agree
to conpensate you, at least for the loss of his earnings."”

"You don't understand!" cried Katerina |vanovna angrily wavi ng her
hand. "And why should they conpensate ne? Wiy, he was drunk and

threw hinsel f under the horses! \Wat earnings? He brought us in

not hing but m sery. He drank everything away, the drunkard! He



robbed us to get drink, he wasted their lives and mine for drink
And thank God he's dying! One less to keep!"

"You nust forgive in the hour of death, that's a sin, nadam such
feelings are a great sin."

Katerina |vanovna was busy with the dying man; she was giving him
water, w ping the blood and sweat fromhis head, setting his pillow
straight, and had only turned now and then for a noment to address the
priest. Now she flew at himalnost in a frenzy.

"Ah, father! That's words and only words! Forgive! If he'd not
been run over, he'd have cone home to-day drunk and his only shirt
dirty and in rags and he'd have fallen asleep like a log, and | should
have been sousing and rinsing till daybreak, washing his rags and
the children's and then drying them by the wi ndow and as soon as it
was daylight | should have been darning them That's how | spend ny
nights!... Wiat's the use of talking of forgiveness! | have forgiven
as it is!”

A terrible hollow cough interrupted her words. She put her
handkerchief to her |lips and showed it to the priest, pressing her
other hand to her aching chest. The handkerchi ef was covered with
bl ood. The priest bowed his head and sai d not hi ng.

Mar mel adov was in the |last agony; he did not take his eyes off the
face of Katerina |Ivanovna, who was bendi ng over him again. He kept
trying to say sonething to her; he began noving his tongue with
difficulty and articulating indistinctly, but Katerina |vanovna,
under standi ng that he wanted to ask her forgiveness, called
perenptorily to him

"Be silent! No need! | know what you want to say!" And the sick
man was silent, but at the same instant his wandering eyes strayed
to the doorway and he saw Soni a.

Till then he had not noticed her: she was standing in the shadow
in a corner.

"Who's that? Who's that?" he said suddenly in a thick gasping voice,

in agitation, turning his eyes in horror towards the door where his



daughter was standing, and trying to sit up.

"Lie down! Lie do-own!" cried Katerina |Ivanovna

Wth unnatural strength he had succeeded in propping hinself on
his el bow. He |ooked wildly and fixedly for sone tine on his daughter
as though not recognising her. He had never seen her before in such
attire. Suddenly he recogni sed her, crushed and ashanmed in her
humiliati on and gaudy finery, neekly awaiting her turn to say good-bye
to her dying father. H's face showed intense suffering.

"Soni al Daughter! Forgive!" he cried, and he tried to hold out his
hand to her, but losing his balance, he fell off the sofa, face
downwards on the floor. They rushed to pick himup, they put himon
the sofa; but he was dying. Sonia with a faint cry ran up, enbraced
hi m and renmai ned so wi thout noving. He died in her arns.

"He's got what he wanted,"” Katerina |Ivanovna cried, seeing her
husband' s dead body. "Well, what's to be done now? How am | to bury
him What can | give themto-norrow to eat?"

Raskol ni kov went up to Katerina |vanovna.

"Katerina |vanovna," he began, "last week your husband told ne all
his life and circunstances.... Believe ne, he spoke of you with
passi onate reverence. Fromthat evening, when |I |earnt how devoted

he was to you all and how he | oved and respected you especially,
Katerina Ivanovna, in spite of his unfortunate weakness, fromthat
eveni ng we became friends.... Allow nme now... to do sonething... to

repay ny debt to ny dead friend. Here are twenty roubles | think-

and if that can be of any assistance to you, then... I... in short,
I will come again, | will be sure to cone again... | shall, perhaps,
come again to-norrow. ... Good-bye!"

And he went quickly out of the room squeezing his way through the
cromd to the stairs. But in the crowd he suddenly jostled agai nst
Ni kodi m Fom tch, who had heard of the accident and had cone to give
instructions in person. They had not nmet since the scene at the police
station, but N kodimFomtch knew himinstantly.

"Ah, is that you?" he asked him



"He's dead, " answered Raskol ni kov. "The doctor and the priest have
been, all as it should have been. Don't worry the poor wonan too nuch,
she is in consunption as it is. Try and cheer her up, if possible..

you are a kind-hearted man, | know..." he added with a snile,
| ooki ng straight in his face.

"But you are spattered with blood," observed N kodi m Fonitch
noticing in the lanplight some fresh stains on Raskol ni kov's
wai st coat .

"Yes... I'mcovered with blood," Raskol nikov said with a peculi ar
air; then he snmiled, nodded and went downstairs.

He wal ked down slowy and deliberately, feverish but not conscious
of it, entirely absorbed in a new overwhel mi ng sensation of life and
strength that surged up suddenly within him This sensation mght be
compared to that of a man condemmed to death who has suddenly been
pardoned. Hal fway down the staircase he was overtaken by the priest on
hi s way hone; Raskol ni kov | et him pass, exchanging a silent greeting
with him He was just descending the | ast steps when he heard rapid
footsteps behind him Sone one overtook him it was Pol enka. She was
running after him calling "Vait! wait!"

He turned round. She was at the bottom of the staircase and
stopped short a step above him A dimlight cane in fromthe yard.
Raskol ni kov coul d distinguish the child s thin but pretty little face,
| ooking at himwith a bright childish smle. She had run after him
with a nessage which she was evidently glad to give

"Tell ne, what is your nane?... and where do you |ive?" she said
hurriedly in a breathless voice.

He | aid both hands on her shoul ders and | ooked at her with a sort of
rapture. It was such a joy to himto |look at her, he could not have
sai d why.

"Who sent you?"

"Sister Sonia sent me," answered the girl, smling still nore
brightly.

"I knew it was sister Sonia sent you."



"Mama sent ne, too... when sister Sonia was sending ne, manmea
came up, too, and said 'Run fast, Polenka.'"

"Do you | ove sister Sonia?"

"I love her nore than any one," Pol enka answered with a peculiar
earnestness, and her snile becane graver.

"And will you | ove ne?"

By way of answer he saw the little girl's face approaching him
her full lips naively held out to kiss him Suddenly her arns as
thin as sticks held himtightly, her head rested on his shoul der and
the little girl wept softly, pressing her face against him

"I amsorry for father,"” she said a nmonent |ater, raising her
tear-stained face and brushing away the tears with her hands. "It's
not hi ng but nisfortunes now," she added suddenly with that

peculiarly sedate air which children try hard to assunme when they want
to speak |ike grown-up people.

"Did your father |ove you?"

"He | oved Lida nost," she went on very seriously without a smle,
exactly like grown-up people, "he loved her because she is little
and because she is ill, too. And he always used to bring her presents.
But he taught us to read and ne grammar and scripture, too," she added
with dignity. "And nother never used to say anything, but we knew that
she liked it and father knew it, too. And nother wants to teach ne
French, for it's time ny education began.”

"And do you know your prayers?"

"Of course, we do! W knew themlong ago. | say ny prayers to nyself
as | ama big girl now, but Kolya and Lida say them al oud with nother
First they repeat the 'Ave Maria' and then another prayer: 'Lord,
forgive and bless Sister Sonia,' and then another, 'Lord, forgive
and bl ess our second father.' For our elder father is dead and this is
anot her one, but we do pray for the other as well."

"Pol enka, my name is Rodion. Pray sonetines for ne, too. 'And Thy
servant Rodi on,' nothing nore."

"I''ll pray for you all the rest of ny life," the little girl



decl ared hotly, and suddenly sniling again she rushed at hi mand
hugged hi mwarm y once nore.

Raskol ni kov told her his nanme and address and pronised to be sure to
come next day. The child went away quite enchanted with him It was
past ten when he cane out into the street. In five mnutes he was
standing on the bridge at the spot where the wonman had junped in.

"Enough, " he pronounced resolutely and triunphantly. "I1've done with
fancies, imaginary terrors and phantons! Life is real! haven't | lived
just now? My life has not yet died with that old woman! The Ki ngdom of
Heaven to her- and now enough, madam |eave ne in peace! Now for the
reign of reason and light... and of will, and of strength... and now
we will see! We will try our strength!" he added defiantly, as
t hough chal | engi ng sone power of darkness. "And | was ready to consent

to live in a square of space

"I amvery weak at this nmonent, but... | believe ny illness is al
over. | knew it would be over when | went out. By the way,
Pot chi nkov's house is only a few steps away. | certainly nust go to
Razum hin even if it were not close by... et himwin his bet! Let

us give himsonme satisfaction, too- no matter! Strength, strength is
what one wants, you can get nothing without it, and strength nust be
won by strength- that's what they don't know," he added proudly and
self-confidently and he wal ked with flaggi ng footsteps fromthe
bridge. Pride and sel f-confidence grew continually stronger in him he
was beconming a different man every nonent. What was it had happened to
work this revolution in hinf He did not know hinself; |like a man
catching at a straw, he suddenly felt that he, too, 'could live
that there was still life for him that his life had not died with the
old woman.' Perhaps he was in too great a hurry with his concl usion
but he did not think of that.

"But | did ask her to renenber 'Thy servant Rodion' in her prayers,"
the idea struck him "Well, that was... in case of energency," he
added and | aughed hinself at his boyish sally. He was in the best of

spirits.



He easily found Razum hin; the new | odger was al ready known at
Pot chi nkov's and the porter at once showed himthe way. Half-way
upstairs he could hear the noise and ani mated conversation of a big
gathering of people. The door was w de open on the stairs; he could
hear excl amati ons and discussion. Razum hin's roomwas fairly |arge;
the conpany consisted of fifteen people. Raskol ni kov stopped in the
entry, where two of the landlady's servants were busy behind a
screen with two sanovars, bottles, plates and dishes of pie and
savouries, brought up fromthe |andl ady's kitchen. Raskol ni kov sent in
for Razum hin. He ran out delighted. At the first glance it was
apparent that he had had a great deal to drink and, though no anmount
of liquor nmade Razum hin quite drunk, this time he was perceptibly
affected by it.

"Li sten," Raskol ni kov hastened to say, "I've only just conme to
tell you you've won your bet and that no one really knows what nay not
happen to him | can't cone in; | amso weak that | shall fall down
directly. And so good eveni ng and good-bye! Cone and see ne
to-norrow. "

"Do you know what? |'Il see you hone. If you say you're weak
yoursel f, you nust..."

"And your visitors? Who is the curly-headed one who has just
peeped out ?"

"He? Goodness only knows! Some friend of uncle's | expect, or
per haps he has cone without being invited... I'll leave uncle with
them he is an invaluable person, pity | can't introduce you to him
now. But confound themall now They won't notice nme, and | need a
little fresh air, for you've cone just in the nick of time- another
two minutes and | should have cone to bl ows! They are tal king such a
lot of wild stuff... you sinply can't imagi ne what nmen will say!
Though why shoul dn't you imagine? Don't we tal k nonsense oursel ves?
And let them.. that's the way to learn not to!... Wait a mnute, 1'1lI
fetch Zossinov."

Zossi nov pounced upon Raskol ni kov al nost greedily; he showed a



special interest in him soon his face brightened.

"You nmust go to bed at once," he pronounced, exam ning the patient
as far as he could, "and take sonething for the night. WIIl you take
it? | got it ready some tinme ago... a powder."

"Two, if you like," answered Raskol ni kov. The powder was taken at
once.

"It's a good thing you are taking himhonme," observed Zossinov to
Razum hin- "we shall see how he is to-norrow, to-day he's not at al
am ss- a consi derabl e change since the afternoon. Live and learn..."

"Do you know what Zossinmov whi spered to ne when we were comi ng out ?"
Razum hin blurted out, as soon as they were in the street. "I won't
tell you everything, brother, because they are such fools. Zossinov
told me to talk freely to you on the way and get you to talk freely to
me, and afterwards | amto tell himabout it, for he's got a notion in
his head that you are... nmad or close on it. Only fancy! In the
first place, you've three tinmes the brains he has; in the second, if
you are not mad, you needn't care a hang that he has got such a wld
idea; and thirdly, that piece of beef whose specialty is surgery has
gone nmad on nental diseases, and what's brought himto this concl usion
about you was your conversation to-day with Zanetov."

"Zametov told you all about it?"

"Yes, and he did well. Now | understand what it all nmeans and so
does Zametov.... Well, the fact is, Rodya... the point is... | ama
little drunk now.... But that's... no matter... the point is that this
i dea... you understand? was just being hatched in their brains..

you understand? That is, no one ventured to say it aloud, because
the idea is too absurd and especially since the arrest of that

pai nter, that bubble's burst and gone for ever. But why are they
such fools? | gave Zanetov a bit of a thrashing at the time- that's
bet ween oursel ves, brother; please don't let out a hint that you
know of it; I've noticed he is a ticklish subject; it was at Luise
I vanovna's. But to-day, to-day it's all cleared up. That Ilya

Petrovitch is at the bottomof it! He took advantage of your



fainting at the police station, but he is ashamed of it hinself now,
know that..."

Raskol ni kov |istened greedily. Razumi hin was drunk enough to talk
too freely.

"I fainted then because it was so close and the snmell of paint,”
sai d Raskol ni kov.

"No need to explain that! And it wasn't the paint only: the fever
had been coming on for a nonth; Zossinov testifies to that! But how
crushed that boy is now, you wouldn't believe! 'I amnot worth his
little finger,' he says. Yours, he neans. He has good feelings at
times, brother. But the |esson, the | esson you gave himto-day in
the Palais de Crystal, that was too good for anything!' You
frightened himat first, you know, he nearly went into convul sions!
You al nost convinced himagain of the truth of all that hideous
nonsense, and then you suddenly- put out your tongue at him 'There
now, what do you make of it?" It was perfect! He is crushed,
anni hilated now It was masterly, by Jove, it's what they deserve! Ah,
that | wasn't there! He was hoping to see you awfully. Porfiry, too,
wants to make your acquaintance..."

"Ah!... he too... but why did they put me down as nmad?"

"Ch, not mad. | must have said too nmuch, brother.... What struck
him you see, was that only that subject seened to interest you; now

it's clear why it did interest you; knowing all the

circunstances.... and how that irritated you and worked in with your
illness... | ama little drunk, brother, only, confound him he has
some idea of his owm... | tell you, he's mad on nental diseases. But

don't you mind him.."

For half a mnute both were silent.

"Li sten, Razum hin," began Raskol ni kov, "I want to tell you plainly:
|'ve just been at a death-bed, a clerk who died... | gave them al
my noney... and besides |'ve just been kissed by sone one who, if |
had killed any one, would just the sane... in fact | saw sone one el se

there... with a flane-coloured feather... but | amtal ki ng nonsense;



am very weak, support ne... we shall be at the stairs directly..."

"What's the matter? What's the matter with you?" Razum hin asked

anxi ousl y.

"I ama little giddy, but that's not the point, I amso sad, so
sad... like a woman. Look, what's that? Look, |ook!"

"What is it?"

"Don't you see? Alight in ny room you see? Through the crack..."

They were already at the foot of the last flight of stairs, at the
| evel of the I andlady's door, and they could, as a fact, see from
bel ow that there was a light in Raskol nikov's garret.

"Queer! Nastasya, perhaps,"” observed Razum hin.

"She is never in ny roomat this tine and she nust be in bed |ong
ago, but... | don't care! Good-bye!"

"What do you nean? | amconming with you, we'll come in together!"

"I know we are going in together, but |I want to shake hands here and
say good-bye to you here. So give nme your hand, good-bye!"

"What's the matter with you, Rodya?"

"Nothing... cone along... you shall be witness."

They began nounting the stairs, and the idea struck Razuni hin that
per haps Zossinmov might be right after all. "Ah, |I've upset himwth ny
chatter!" he nuttered to hinmself.

When they reached the door they heard voices in the room

"What is it?" cried Razum hin. Raskol nikov was the first to open the
door; he flung it wide and stood still in the doorway, dunbfounded.

H s nother and sister were sitting on his sofa and had been
wai ting an hour and a half for him Wy had he never expected, never
t hought of them though the news that they had started, were on
their way and woul d arrive i mediately, had been repeated to him
only that day? They had spent that hour and a half plying Nastasya
with questions. She was standing before themand had told them
everything by now. They were beside thenselves with al arm when they
heard of his "running away" to-day, ill and, as they understood from

her story, delirious! "Good Heavens, what had becone of hin?" Both had



been weepi ng, both had been in anguish for that hour and a half.

A cry of joy, of ecstasy, greeted Raskol nikov's entrance. Both
rushed to him But he stood |ike one dead; a sudden intolerable
sensation struck himlike a thunderbolt. He did not lift his arns to
enbrace them he could not. His nother and sister clasped himin their
arnms, kissed him laughed and cried. He took a step, tottered and fel
to the ground, fainting.

Anxi ety, cries of horror, nmpans... Razum hin who was standing in the
doorway flew into the room seized the sick man in his strong arns and
in a nmonent had himon the sofa.

"It's nothing, nothing!™ he cried to the nother and sister- "it's
only a faint, a nere triflel Only just now the doctor said he was nuch
better, that he is perfectly well! Water! See, he is conming to
hinself, he is all right again!"

And sei zing Dounia by the armso that he al nost dislocated it, he
made her bend down to see that "he is all right again." The nother and
sister | ooked on himwith enotion and gratitude, as their
Provi dence. They had heard already from Nastasya all that had been
done for their Rodya during his illness, by this "very conpetent young

man, " as Pul cheria Al exandrovna Raskol ni kov called himthat evening in

conversation wi th Douni a.

PART THREE

Chapter One

RASKOLNI KOV got up, and sat down on the sofa. He waved his hand
weakly to Razumihin to cut short the flow of warm and i ncoherent
consol ations he was addressing to his nother and sister, took them
both by the hand and for a minute or two gazed fromone to the other
wi t hout speaking. His nother was al arned by his expression. It
reveal ed an enotion agonisingly poignant, and at the sane tine

sonet hi ng i nmovabl e, al nost insane. Pul cheria Al exandrovna began to



cry.

Avdot ya Romanovna was pal e; her hand trenbled in her brother's

"Go hone... with him" he said in a broken voice, pointing to
Razum hin, "good-bye till to-norrow, to-norrow everything... Is it
I ong since you arrived?"

"This evening, Rodya," answered Pul cheria Al exandrovna, "the train
was awfully late. But, Rodya, nothing would induce nme to | eave you
now | will spend the night here, near you..."

"Don't torture me!" he said with a gesture of irritation

"I will stay with him" cried Razum hin, "I won't |leave himfor a
nmoment. Bother all ny visitors! Let themrage to their hearts
content! My uncle is presiding there.”

"How, how can | thank you!" Pul cheria Al exandrovnha was begi nni ng

once nore pressing Razuni hin's hands, but Raskol ni kov interrupted

her agai n.
"I can't have it! | can't have it!" he repeated irritably, "don't
worry ne! Enough, go away... | can't stand it!"

"Conme, manma, conme out of the roomat least for a mnute,” Dounia
whi spered in dismay; "we are distressing him that's evident."
"Mayn't | look at himafter three years?" wept Pul cheria
Al exandr ovna.

"Stay," he stopped them again, "you keep interrupting nme, and ny
i deas get nuddl ed.... Have you seen Luzhin?"

"No, Rodya, but he knows already of our arrival. We have heard,
Rodya, that Pyotr Petrovitch was so kind as to visit you today,"
Pul cheri a Al exandrovna added sonmewhat timdly.

"Yes... he was so kind... Dounia, | promsed Luzhin I'd throw him
downstairs and told himto go to hell...."

"Rodya, what are you saying! Surely, you don't nmean to tell us..."
Pul cheria Al exandrovna began in alarm but she stopped, |ooking at
Douni a.

Avdot ya Romanovna was | ooking attentively at her brother, waiting

for what would come next. Both of them had heard of the quarrel from



Nast asya, so far as she had succeeded in understanding and reporting
it, and were in painful perplexity and suspense.

"Douni a," Raskol ni kov continued with an effort, "I don't want that
marriage, so at the first opportunity to-norrow you nust refuse
Luzhin, so that we may never hear his name again.”

"Good Heavens!" cried Pul cheria Al exandrovna.

"Brother, think what you are saying!" Avdotya Ronanovha began
i mpet uously, but inmmediately checked herself. "You are not fit to talk
now, perhaps; you are tired," she added gently.

"You think | amdelirious? No... You are marrying Luzhin for ny
sake. But | won't accept the sacrifice. And so wite a letter before
to-norrow, to refuse him.. Let ne read it in the norning and that
will be the end of it!"

"That | can't do!" the girl cried, offended, "what right have
you. . ."

"Douni a, you are hasty, too, be quiet, to-nmorrow... Don't you

see..." the nother interposed in dismay. "Better cone away!"

"He is raving," Razum hin cried tipsily, "or how would he dare!
To-nmorrow all this nonsense will be over... to-day he certainly did
drive himaway. That was so. And Luzhin got angry, too... He nade
speeches here, wanted to show off his |earning and he went out
crest-fallen...."

"Then it's true?" cried Pulcheria Al exandrovna.

"Good-bye till to-norrow, brother," said Dounia conpassionately-

et us go, nother... Good-bye, Rodya."

"Do you hear, sister," he repeated after them neking a last effort,

"I amnot delirious; this marriage is- an infanmy. Let nme act like a

scoundrel, but you mustn't... one is enough... and though | ama
scoundrel, | wouldn't own such a sister. It's me or Luzhin! Go
now. ..."

"But you're out of your mnd! Despot!" roared Razum hin; but
Raskol ni kov did not and perhaps could not answer. He |lay down on the

sofa, and turned to the wall, utterly exhausted. Avdotya Romanovna



| ooked with interest at Razumi hin; her black eyes flashed; Razum hin
positively started at her gl ance.
Pul cheria Al exandrovna stood overwhel ned.
"Not hi ng woul d i nduce ne to go," she whispered in despair to
Razum hin. "I will stay sonewhere here... escort Dounia home."
"You'll spoil everything," Razumi hin answered in the same whisper
| osing patience- "cone out on to the stairs, anyway. Nastasya, show

alight! | assure you,” he went on in a half whisper on the stairs-
"that he was al nost beating the doctor and ne this afternoon! Do you
under st and? The doctor hinself! Even he gave way and left him so as
not toirritate him | remined downstairs on guard, but he dressed at
once and slipped off. And he will slip off again if you irritate
him at this tine of night, and will do hinmself some mischief...."
"What are you sayi ng?"

"And Avdotya Romanovna can't possibly be left in those |odgings

wi t hout you. Just think where you are staying! That blackguard Pyotr

Petrovitch couldn't find you better |odgings... But you know |'ve
had a little to drink, and that's what nakes me... swear; don't mnd
it...."

"But 1'Il go to the I andl ady here,"” Pul cheria Al exandrovna i nsi sted,

"Il beseech her to find some corner for Dounia and me for the
night. | can't leave himlike that, |I cannot!"

Thi s conversation took place on the |anding just before the
| andl ady' s door. Nastasya lighted themfroma step bel ow. Razuni hin
was in extraordinary excitenment. Half an hour earlier, while he was
bringi ng Raskol ni kov hone, he had indeed tal ked too freely, but he was
aware of it hinself, and his head was clear in spite of the vast
quantities he had i nbibed. Now he was in a state bordering on ecstasy,
and all that he had drunk seened to fly to his head with redoubl ed
effect. He stood with the two | adies, seizing both by their hands,
persuadi ng them and giving themreasons with astoni shing pl ai nness of
speech, and at al nost every word he uttered, probably to enphasize his

argunents, he squeezed their hands painfully as in a vise. He stared



at Avdotya Romanovna without the |east regard for good manners. They
sometines pulled their hands out of his huge bony paws, but far from
noticing what was the matter, he drew themall the closer to him If
they'd told himto junp head forenost fromthe staircase, he would
have done it w thout thought or hesitation in their service. Though
Pul cheria Al exandrovna felt that the young man was really too
eccentric and pinched her hand too nuch, in her anxiety over her Rodya
she | ooked on his presence as providential and was unwilling to notice
all his peculiarities. But though Avdotya Romanovna shared her

anxi ety, and was not of tinorous disposition, she could not see the
glowing light in his eyes without wonder and alnost alarm It was only
t he unbounded confidence inspired by Nastasya's account of her
brother's queer friend, which prevented her fromtrying to run away
fromhim and to persuade her mother to do the sanme. She realised

too, that even running away was perhaps inpossible now. Ten m nutes

| ater, however, she was considerably reassured; it was

characteristic of Razum hin that he showed his true nature at once
what ever nood he might be in, so that people quickly saw the sort of
man they had to deal with

"You can't go to the landlady, that's perfect nonsense!" he cried.

"If you stay, though you are his nother, you'll drive himto a frenzy,
and t hen goodness knows what will happen! Listen, I'Il tell you what
I"ll do: Nastasya will stay with himnow, and |I'Il conduct you both

hone, you can't be in the streets alone; Petersburg is an awful

place in that way... But no matter! Then |I'Il run straight back here
and a quarter of an hour later, on ny word of honour, 1'll bring you
news how he is, whether he is asleep, and all that. Then, listen! Then
I"1l run home in a twinkling- I've a lot of friends there, al

drunk- 1'l1 fetch Zossinmov- that's the doctor who is | ooking after

him he is there, too, but he is not drunk; he is not drunk, he is
never drunk! 1'll drag himto Rodya, and then to you, so that you'll
get two reports in the hour- fromthe doctor, you understand, fromthe

doctor hinself, that's a very different thing fromny account of



him |f there's anything wong, | swear I'll bring you here nyself,
but, if it's all right, you go to bed. And I'Il spend the night

here, in the passage, he won't hear ne, and I'll tell Zossinov to
sleep at the landlady's, to be at hand. Wich is better for him you
or the doctor? So conme hone then! But the landlady is out of the
question; it's all right for me, but it's out of the question for you
she woul dn't take you, for she's... for she's a fool... She'd be

j eal ous on ny account of Avdotya Romanovna and of you, too, if you
want to know... of Avdotya Romanovha certainly. She is an

absol utely, absolutely unaccountable character! But | ama fool
too!l... No matter! Cone along! Do you trust ne? Cone, do you trust
me or not?"

"Let us go, nother," said Avdotya Romanovna, "he will certainly do
what he has prom sed. He has saved Rodya already, and if the doctor

really will consent to spend the night here, what could be better?"

"You see, you... you... understand ne, because you are an angel!"
Razum hin cried in ecstasy, "let us go! Nastasya! Fly upstairs and sit
with himwith a light; I'lIl come in a quarter of an hour."

Though Pul cheria Al exandrovna was not perfectly convinced, she
made no further resistance. Razum hin gave an armto each and drew
them down the stairs. He still made her uneasy, as though he was
compet ent and good- natured, was he capable of carrying out his
prom se? He seened in such a condition...

"Ah, | see you think | amin such a condition!" Razumi hin broke in
upon her thoughts, guessing them as he strolled along the pavenent

with huge steps, so that the two |l adies could hardly keep up with him

a fact he did not observe, however. "Nonsense!l That is... | amdrunk
like a fool, but that's not it; I amnot drunk fromw ne. It's
seeing you has turned ny head... But don't mnd ne! Don't take any
notice: | amtal king nonsense, I amnot worthy of you... | am
utterly unworthy of you! The minute |I've taken you hore, 1'll pour a

couple of pailfuls of water over ny head in the gutter here, and

then | shall be all right... If only you knew how | |ove you both!



Don't | augh, and don't be angry! You may be angry with any one, but

not with me! I amhis friend, and therefore I amyour friend, too,
want to be... | had a presentinent... Last year there was a
monent... though it wasn't a presentinment really, for you seemto have

fallen from heaven. And | expect | shan't sleep all night..
Zossinov was afraid a little tinme ago that he would go mad... that's
why he nmustn't be irritated."

"What do you say?" cried the nother

"Did the doctor really say that?" asked Avdotya Romanovna, al arned.

"Yes, but it's not so, not a bit of it. He gave himsone nedicine, a
powder, | saw it, and then your com ng here.... Ah! It would have been
better if you had cone to-norrow. It's a good thing we went away.
And in an hour Zossinmov himself will report to you about everything.
He is not drunk! And |I shan't be drunk... And what nmade me get so
tight? Because they got ne into an argunment, dam thenl |'ve sworn
never to argue! They talk such trash! | alnpost cane to blows! |'ve
left my uncle to preside. Wuld you believe, they insist on conplete
absence of individualismand that's just what they relish! Not to be
thensel ves, to be as unlike thensel ves as they can. That's what they
regard as the highest point of progress. If only their nonsense were
their own, but as it is..."

"Listen!" Pulcheria Al exandrovna interrupted tinmdly, but it only
added fuel to the flanes

"What do you think?" shouted Razum hin, |ouder than ever, "you think
| am attacki ng them for talking nonsense? Not a bit! | like themto
tal k nonsense. That's man's one privilege over all creation. Through
error you cone to the truth! | ama man because | err! You never reach
any truth wi thout naking fourteen m stakes and very likely a hundred
and fourteen. And a fine thing, too, in its way; but we can't even
make mi stakes on our own account! Tal k nonsense, but talk your own
nonsense, and |'Ill kiss you for it. To go wong in one's ow way is
better than to go right in some one else's. In the first case you

are a man, in the second you're no better than a bird. Truth won't



escape you, but life can be cramped. There have been exanples. And
what are we doi ng now? I n science, devel opnent, thought, invention
i deal s, ains, liberalism judgnent, experience and everything,
everything, everything, we are still in the preparatory class at
school. W prefer to live on other people' s ideas, it's what we are
used to! AmI right, aml right?" cried Razuni hin, pressing and
shaking the two | adies' hands.

"Ch, mercy, | do not know," cried poor Pul cheria Al exandrovna.

"Yes, yes... though | don't agree with you in everything," added
Avdot ya Romanovna earnestly and at once uttered a cry, for he squeezed

her hand so painfully.

"Yes, you say yes... well after that you... you..." he cried in a
transport, "you are a fount of goodness, purity, sense... and
perfection. Gve ne your hand... you give me yours, too! | want to
ki ss your hands here at once, on ny knees..." and he fell on his knees

on the pavenent, fortunately at that time deserted.
"Leave off, | entreat you, what are you doi ng?" Pul cheria
Al exandrovna cried, greatly distressed.

"Get up, get up!" said Dounia |aughing, though she, too, was upset.

"Not for anything till you let me kiss your hands! That's it!
Enough! 1 get up and we'll go on! | ama luckless fool, | am
unworthy of you and drunk... and | am ashaned.... | amnot worthy to

| ove you, but to do homage to you is the duty of every man who is
not a perfect beast! And |'ve done honmge.... Here are your
| odgi ngs, and for that alone Rodya was right in driving your Pyotr
Petrovitch away.... How dare he! how dare he put you in such | odgi ngs!
It's a scandal! Do you know the sort of people they take in here?
And you his betrothed! You are his betrothed? Yes, well, then, 1'lI
tell you, your fiance is a scoundrel."

"Excuse nme, M. Razum hin, you are forgetting..." Pulcheria
Al exandr ovna was begi nni ng.

"Yes, yes, you are right, | did forget nyself, | am ashaned of

it," Razum hin nade haste to apologise. "But... but you can't be angry



with me for speaking so! For | speak sincerely and not because..

hm hm That would be disgraceful; in fact not because I'min... hm
Well, anyway | won't say why, | daren't.... But we all saw to-day when
he canme in that that man is not of our sort. Not because he had his
hair curled at the barber's, not because he was in such a hurry to
show his wit, but because he is a spy, a speculator, because he is a
skin-flint and a buffoon. That's evident. Do you think himclever? No,
he is a fool, a fool. And is he a match for you? Good heavens! Do

you see, | adies?" he stopped suddenly on the way upstairs to their
roons, "though all ny friends there are drunk, yet they are all
honest, and though we do talk a lot of trash, and | do, too, yet we
shall talk our way to the truth at last, for we are on the right path,
while Pyotr Petrovitch... is not on the right path. Though |'ve been
calling themall sorts of names just now, | do respect themall..
though | don't respect Zanetov, | like him for he is a puppy, and

that bul |l ock Zossi nov, because he is an honest man and knows his worKk.

But enough, it's all said and forgiven. Is it forgiven? Wll, then
let's go on. | know this corridor, |'ve been here, there was a scanda
here at Nunber 3.... Were are you here? Wich nunber? eight? Wll,

| ock yourselves in for the night, then. Don't |let anybody in. In a
quarter of an hour I'Il cone back with news, and half an hour |ater
I"1l bring Zossinov, you'll see!l Good-bye, I'Il run."

"Good heavens, Dounia, what is going to happen?” said Pul cheria
Al exandrovna, addressing her daughter with anxi ety and di snay.

"Don't worry yourself, mother," said Dounia, taking off her hat
and cape. "CGod has sent this gentleman to our aid, though he has
come froma drinking party. We can depend on him | assure you. And
all that he has done for Rodya...."

"Ah. Douni a, goodness knows whether he will come! How could I
bring nyself to | eave Rodya?... And how different, how different | had
fanci ed our neeting! How sullen he was, as though not pleased to see

us. ...

Tears cane into her eyes



"No, it's not that, nmother. You didn't see, you were crying all
the tine. He is quite unhinged by serious illness- that's the reason."

"Ah, that illness! What will happen, what will happen? And how he
tal ked to you, Dounia!" said the nother, looking tinmdly at her
daughter, trying to read her thoughts and, already half consol ed by
Douni a's standing up for her brother, which neant that she had al ready
forgiven him "I amsure he will think better of it to-nmorrow, " she
added, probing her further.

"And | amsure that he will say the sane to-norrow... about that,"
Avdot ya Romanovna said finally. And, of course, there was no going
beyond that, for this was a point which Pul cheria Al exandrovna was
afraid to discuss. Dounia went up and ki ssed her nother. The latter
warmy enbraced her w thout speaking. Then she sat down to wait
anxiously for Razum hin's return, timdly watching her daughter who
wal ked up and down the roomw th her arms folded, |ost in thought.
Thi s wal ki ng up and down when she was thinking was a habit of
Avdot ya Romanovna's and the nother was always afraid to break in on
her daughter's npod at such nonents.

Razum hin, of course, was ridiculous in his sudden drunken
i nfatuation for Avdotya Romanovna. Yet apart fromhis eccentric
condition, many people would have thought it justified if they had
seen Avdotya Romanovna, especially at that nonent when she was wal ki ng
to and fro with fol ded arnms, pensive and nel ancholy. Avdotya Ronmanovna
was renarkably good | ooking; she was tall, strikingly
wel | - proportioned, strong and self-reliant- the latter quality was
apparent in every gesture, though it did not in the |east detract from
the grace and softness of her novenents. |In face she resenbl ed her
brother, but she might be described as really beautiful. Her hair
was dark brown, a little lighter than her brother's; there was a proud
light in her alnbst black eyes and yet at tines a | ook of
extraordi nary ki ndness. She was pale, but it was a healthy pallor; her
face was radiant with freshness and vi gour. Her nouth was rather

small; the full red lower lip projected a little as did her chin; it



was the only irregularity in her beautiful face, but it gave it a
peculiarly individual and al nost haughty expression. Her face was

al ways nore serious and thoughtful than gay; but how well sniles,
how wel | yout hful, lighthearted, irresponsible, |aughter suited her
face! It was natural enough that a warm open, sinple-hearted,
honest giant |ike Razum hin, who had never seen any one |ike her and
was not quite sober at the tine, should |ose his head i nmedi ately.
Besi des, as chance would have it, he saw Dounia for the first tine
transfigured by her |Iove for her brother and her joy at neeting him
Afterwards he saw her lower lip quiver with indignation at her
brother's insolent, cruel and ungrateful words- and his fate was
seal ed.

He had spoken the truth, noreover, when he blurted out in his
drunken talk on the stairs that Praskovya Pavl ovha, Raskol nikov's
eccentric | andl ady, woul d be jeal ous of Pulcheria Al exandrovna as wel |
as of Avdotya Romanovna on his account. Although Pul cheria
Al exandrovna was forty-three, her face still retained traces of her
fornmer beauty; she | ooked nmuch younger than her age, indeed, which
is alnost always the case with wonen who retain serenity of spirit,
sensitiveness and pure sincere warnth of heart to old age. W may
add in parenthesis that to preserve all this is the only nmeans of
retaining beauty to old age. Her hair had begun to grow grey and thin,
there had long been little crow s foot winkles round her eyes, her
cheeks were holl ow and sunken from anxiety and grief, and yet it was a
handsone face. She was Douni a over again, twenty years ol der, but
wi t hout the projecting underlip. Pulcheria Al exandrovna was enoti onal
but not sentinmental, tinid and yielding, but only to a certain
poi nt. She could give way and accept a great deal even of what was
contrary to her convictions, but there was a certain barrier fixed
by honesty, principle and the deepest convictions which nothing
woul d i nduce her to cross.

Exactly twenty mnutes after Razum hin's departure, there cane two

subdued but hurried knocks at the door: he had cone back.



"I won't cone in, | haven't tine," he hastened to say when the
door was opened. "He sleeps like a top, soundly, quietly, and God

grant he nmay sleep ten hours. Nastasya's with him | told her not to

leave till | cane. Now | am fetching Zossinmov, he will report to you
and then you' d better turn in; | can see you are too tired to do
anything...."

And he ran off down the corridor.

"VWhat a very competent and... devoted young man!" cried Pul cheria
Al exandr ovna exceedi ngly delighted.

"He seens a splendid person!" Avdotya Romanovna replied with some
warnt h, resum ng her wal k up and down the room

It was nearly an hour |ater when they heard footsteps in the
corridor and another knock at the door. Both women waited this tine
completely relying on Razum hin's prom se; he actually had succeeded
in bringing Zossinov. Zossinov had agreed at once to desert the
drinking party to go to Raskol ni kov's, but he canme reluctantly and
with the greatest suspicion to see the |ladies, mstrusting Razum hin
in his exhilarated condition. But his vanity was at once reassured and
flattered; he saw that they were really expecting himas an oracle. He
stayed just ten minutes and succeeded in conpletely convincing and
conforting Pulcheria A exandrovna. He spoke with nmarked synpat hy,
but with the reserve and extrenme seriousness of a young doctor at an
i mportant consultation. He did not utter a word on any ot her subject
and did not display the slightest desire to enter into nore persona
relations with the two |adies. Remarking at his first entrance the
dazzling beauty of Avdotya Romanovna, he endeavoured not to notice her
at all during his visit and addressed hinself solely to Pul cheria
Al exandrovna. All this gave himextraordinary inward satisfaction.
He decl ared that he thought the invalid at this nmonent going on very
satisfactorily. According to his observations the patient's illness
was due partly to his unfortunate material surroundings during the
| ast few nmonths, but it had partly also a noral origin, "was so to

speak the product of several material and noral influences, anxieties,



appr ehensi ons, troubles, certain ideas... and so on." Noticing
stealthily that Avdotya Romanovna was followi ng his words with cl ose
attention, Zossinov allowed hinself to enlarge on this thene. On

Pul cheria Al exandrovna's anxiously and timdly inquiring as to "some

suspicion of insanity,” he replied with a conmposed and candid snile
that his words had been exaggerated; that certainly the patient had
some fixed idea, sonething approaching a nonomani a- he, Zossi nov,

was now particularly studying this interesting branch of medicine- but
that it nust be recollected that until to-day the patient had been

in deliriumand... and that no doubt the presence of his famly

woul d have a favourable effect on his recovery and distract his

mnd, "if only all fresh shocks can be avoi ded," he added
significantly. Then he got up, took |leave with an inpressive and

af fabl e bow, while blessings, warmgratitude, and entreaties were

shower ed upon him and Avdotya Ronmanovna spontaneously of fered her

hand to him He went out exceedingly pleased with his visit and

still nore so with hinself.
"We'l'l talk to-norrow, go to bed at once!" Razumihin said in
concl usion, follow ng Zossinov out. "I'Il be with you to-norrow

morning as early as possible with nmy report.™

"That's a fetching little girl, Avdotya Romanovna," renarked
Zossinmov, alnost licking his lips as they both came out into the
street.

"Fet ching? You said fetching?" roared Razum hin and he flew at
Zossinmov and seized himby the throat. "If you ever dare... Do you
under stand? Do you understand?" he shouted, shaking himby the
col lar and squeezi ng himagainst the wall. "Do you hear?"

"Let me go, you drunken devil," said Zossinov, struggling and when
he had |l et himgo, he stared at himand went off into a sudden guffaw.
Razum hin stood facing himin gloony and earnest reflection

"Of course, | aman ass," he observed, sonbre as a stormcloud, "but
still... you are another."

"No, brother, not at all such another. | am not dreaning of any



folly."
They wal ked along in silence and only when they were close to

Raskol ni kov' s | odgi ngs, Razum hin broke the silence in considerable

anxi ety.
"Listen,"” he said, "you're a first-rate fell ow, but anong your other
failings, you're a loose fish, that, | know, and a dirty one, too. You

are a feeble, nervous wetch, and a mass of whins, you're getting
fat and | azy and can't deny yourself anything- and | call that dirty
because it leads on straight into the dirt. You've |let yourself get so
slack that | don't know how it is you are still a good, even a devoted
doctor. You- a doctor- sleep on a feather bed and get up at night to
your patients! In another three or four years you won't get up for
your patients... But hang it all, that's not the point!... You are
going to spend to-night in the landlady's flat here. (Hard work I've
had to persuade her!) And I'll be in the kitchen. So here's a chance
for you to get to know her better.... It's not as you think! There's
not a trace of anything of the sort, brother...!"

"But | don't think!"

"Here you have nodesty, brother, silence, bashful ness, a savage
virtue... and yet she's sighing and nelting |like wax, sinply
melting! Save me fromher, by all that's unholy! She's nost
prepossessing... |I'll repay you, I'll do anything...."

Zossi nov | aughed nore violently than ever.

"Well, you are smitten! But what am| to do with her?"

"It won't be rmuch trouble, | assure you. Talk any rot you like to

her, as long as you sit by her and talk. You' re a doctor, too; try

curing her of sonmething. | swear you won't regret it. She has a piano,
and you know, | struma little. | have a song there, a genui ne Russian
one: 'l shed hot tears.' She likes the genuine article- and well, it

all began with that song; Now you're a regular perforner, a maitre,
a Rubinstein.... | assure you, you won't regret it!"
"But have you nade her sone prom se? Sonething signed? A prom se

of marriage, perhaps?"



"Not hi ng, not hing, absolutely nothing of the kind! Besides she is
not that sort at all.... Tchebarov tried that...."

"Well, then, drop her!"

"But | can't drop her like that!"

"Why can't you?"

"Vell, | can't, that's all about it! There's an el enent of
attraction here, brother.”

"Then why have you fascinated her?"

"I haven't fascinated her; perhaps, | was fascinated nyself in ny
folly. But she won't care a straw whether it's you or |, so long as
somebody sits beside her, sighing.... | can't explain the position
brother... |l ook here, you are good at nmathematics, and working at it
now. .. begin teaching her the integral cal culus; upon ny soul, |I'm not
joking. I'min earnest, it'll be just the same to her. She will gaze
at you and sigh for a whole year together. |I talked to her once for

two days at a tine about the Prussian House of Lords (for one nust
tal k of sonething)- she just sighed and perspired! And you mustn't
talk of love- she's bashful to hysterics- but just |et her see you
can't tear yourself away- that's enough. It's fearfully confortable;
you're quite at honme, you can read, sit, lie about, wite. You may
even venture on a kiss, if you're careful."

"But what do | want with her?"

"Ach, | can't nmake you understand! You see, you are made for each
other! | have often been rem nded of you!... You'll conme to it in
the end! So does it matter whether it's sooner or later? There's the
f eat herbed el enent here, brother,- ach! and not only that! There's
an attraction here- here you have the end of the world, an
anchorage, a qui et haven, the navel of the earth, the three fishes
that are the foundation of the world, the essence of pancakes, of
savoury fish-pies, of the evening sanovar, of soft sighs and warm
shawl s, and hot stoves to sleep on- as snhug as though you were dead,
and yet you're alive- the advantages of both at once! Well, hang it,

brother, what stuff I'mtalking, it's bedtine! Listen. | sonetines



wake up at night; so I'll go in and look at him But there's no
need, it's all right. Don't you worry yourself, yet if you like, you
m ght just look in once, too. But if you notice anything, delirium

or fever- wake ne at once. But there can't be....'

Chapter Two

RAZUM HI N waked up next norning at eight o'clock, troubled and
serious. He found hinself confronted with many new and unl ooked-f or
perplexities. He had never expected that he woul d ever wake up feeling
like that. He remenbered every detail of the previous day and he
knew t hat a perfectly novel experience had befallen him that he had
recei ved an inpression unlike anything he had known before. At the
same tinme he recognised clearly that the dream which had fired his
i magi nati on was hopel essly unattai nabl e- so unattainable that he
felt positively ashaned of it, and he hastened to pass to the other
nmore practical cares and difficulties bequeathed himby that "thrice
accursed yesterday."

The nost awful recollection of the previous day was the way he had
shown hi nsel f "base and nmean," not only because he had been drunk, but
because he had taken advantage of the young girl's position to abuse
her fiance in his stupid jeal ousy, knowi ng nothing of their mnutual
relations and obligations and next to nothing of the man hinself.

And what right had he to criticise himin that hasty and unguarded
manner ? Who had asked for his opinion! Was it thinkable that such a
creature as Avdotya Romanovna woul d be marrying an unworthy man for
money? So there nmust be something in him The | odgi ngs? But after

all how could he know the character of the | odgings? He was furnishing
a flat... Foo, how despicable it all was! And what justification was
it that he was drunk? Such a stupid excuse was even nore degrading! In
wine is truth, and the truth had all come out, "that is, all the

uncl eanness of his coarse and envious heart!" And woul d such a dream



ever be permissible to him Razum hin? Wiat was he beside such a girl-
he, the drunken noisy braggart of last night? "Was it possible to

i magi ne so absurd and cynical a juxtaposition?" Razum hin bl ushed
desperately at the very idea and suddenly the recollection forced
itself vividly upon himof how he had said |ast night on the stairs
that the | andl ady woul d be jeal ous of Avdotya Romanovna... that was
simply intolerable. He brought his fist down heavily on the kitchen
stove, hurt his hand and sent one of the bricks flying.

"OfF course,” he nmuttered to hinself a mnute later with a feeling of

sel f-abasenent, "of course, all these infani es can never be w ped

out or snoothed over... and so it's useless even to think of it, and
must go to themin silence and do my duty... in silence, too.... and
not ask forgiveness, and say nothing... for all is |lost now"

And yet as he dressed he examined his attire nore carefully than
usual . He hadn't another suit- if he had had, perhaps he woul dn't have
put it on. "I would have nade a point of not putting it on." But in
any case he could not remain a cynic and a dirty sloven; he had no
right to offend the feelings of others, especially when they were in
need of his assistance and asking himto see them He brushed his
clothes carefully. Hi s linen was always decent; in that respect he was
especially clean

He washed that norning scrupul ously- he got sonme soap from Nastasya-
he washed his hair, his neck and especially his hands. Wen it cane to
the question whether to shave his stubby chin or not (Praskovya
Pavl ovna had capital razors that had been | eft by her |ate husband),
the question was angrily answered in the negative. "Let it stay as
it is! What if they think that | shaved on purpose to...? They

certainly would think so! Not on any account!"

"And... the worst of it was he was so coarse, so dirty, he had the
manners of a pothouse; and... and even adnmitting that he knew he had
some of the essentials of a gentlenman... what was there in that to

be proud of ? Every one ought to be a gentleman and nore than that..

and all the sane (he remenbered) he, too, had done little things..



not exactly di shonest, and yet.... and what thoughts he sonetines had;
hm.. and to set all that beside Avdotya Romanovna! Confound it! So be
it! Wll, he'd nake a point then of being dirty, greasy, pothouse in
hi s manners and he wouldn't care! He'd be worse!™

He was engaged in such nonol ogues when Zossi nov, who had spent the
ni ght in Praskovya Pavlovna's parlour, cane in.

He was going hone and was in a hurry to look at the invalid first.
Razum hin informed himthat Raskol ni kov was sl eeping |ike a
dor mouse. Zossinov gave orders that they shouldn't wake himand
promi sed to see himagain about el even

"I'f heis still at home,"” he added. "Damm it all! If one can't
control one's patients, howis one to cure thenl Do you know whet her
he will go to them or whether they are coming here?"

"They are conming, | think," said Razum hin, understandi ng the object

of the question, "and they will discuss their famly affairs, no

doubt. 1'Il be off. You, as the doctor, have nore right to be here
than I."
"But | amnot a father confessor; | shall cone and go away; |'ve

plenty to do besides |Iooking after them"

"One thing worries ne," interposed Razum hin, frowning. "On the
way hone | talked a |Iot of drunken nonsense to him.. all sort of
things... and anongst themthat you were afraid that he... night
becone insane.”

"You told the | adies so, too."

"I know it was stupid! You may beat me if you like! Did you think so
seriously?"

"That's nonsense, | tell you, how could I think it seriously! You
yoursel f, described himas a nonomani ac when you fetched nme to
him.. and we added fuel to the fire yesterday, you did, that is, with
your story about the painter; it was a nice conversation, when he was,
perhaps, mad on that very point! If only I'd known what happened
then at the police station and that some wetch... had insulted him

with this suspicion! Hn.. | would not have allowed that



conversation yesterday. These nononmani acs will make a nountain out
of a nmolehill... and see their fancies as solid realities.... As far
as | renmenber, it was Zanetov's story that cleared up half the nystery
to my mind. Wiy, | know one case in which a hypochondriac, a nan of
forty, cut the throat of a little boy of eight, because he couldn't
endure the jokes he nade every day at table! And in this case his
rags, the insolent police officer, the fever and this suspicion! Al
that working upon a man half frantic with hypochondria, and with his
nmor bi d exceptional vanity! That may wel|l have been the
starting-point of illness. Well, bother it all!... And, by the way,
that Zametov certainly is a nice fellow, but hm.. he shouldn't have
told all that last night. He is an awful chatterbox!"

"But whomdid he tell it to? You and nme?"

"And Porfiry."

"What does that matter?"

"And, by the way, have you any influence on them his nother and

sister? Tell themto be nore careful with himto-day...."

"They' Il get on all right!" Razum hin answered reluctantly.
"Why is he so set against this Luzhin? A man with noney and she
doesn't seemto dislike him.. and they haven't a farthing
suppose? eh?"

"But what business is it of yours?' Razum hin cried with
annoyance. "How can | tell whether they' ve a farthing? Ask them
yoursel f and perhaps you'll find out...."

"Foo, what an ass you are sonetinmes! Last night's wi ne has not
gone off yet.... Good-bye; thank your Praskovya Pavl ovna fromme for
my night's |odging. She | ocked herself in, nade no reply to my bonjour
t hrough the door; she was up at seven o' clock, the sanovar was taken
into her fromthe kitchen. | was not vouchsafed a persona
interview ..."

At nine o'clock precisely Razum hin reached the | odgi ngs at

Bakal eyev' s house. Both | adies were waiting for himw th nervous

i mpati ence. They had risen at seven o'clock or earlier. He entered



| ooki ng as bl ack as night, bowed awkwardly and was at once furious
with hinmself for it. He had reckoned wi thout his host: Pulcheria

Al exandrovna fairly rushed at him seized himby both hands and was

al most kissing them He glanced tinmidly at Avdotya Romanovna, but

her proud countenance wore at that noment an expression of such
gratitude and friendliness, such conplete and unl ooked-for respect (in
pl ace of the sneering | ooks and ill-disguised contenpt he had
expected), that it threw himinto greater confusion than if he had
been met with abuse. Fortunately there was a subject for conversation
and he made haste to snatch at it.

Hearing that everything was going well and that Rodya had not yet
waked, Pul cheria Al exandrovna decl ared that she was glad to hear it,
because "she had sonething which it was very, very necessary to talk
over beforehand.” Then followed an inquiry about breakfast and an
invitation to have it with them they had waited to have it with
hi m Avdotya Ronanovha rang the bell: it was answered by a ragged
dirty waiter, and they asked himto bring tea which was served at
last, but in such a dirty and disorderly way, that the | adies were
ashaned. Razumi hin vigorously attacked the | odgings, but,
remenbering Luzhin, stopped in enbarrassnment and was greatly
relieved by Pul cheria Al exandrovna's questions, which showered in a
continual stream upon him

He tal ked for three quarters of an hour, being constantly
interrupted by their questions, and succeeded in describing to them
all the nost inportant facts he knew of the |ast year of Raskol nikov's
life, concluding with a circunmstantial account of his illness. He
om tted, however, nmany things, which were better omtted, including
the scene at the police station with all its consequences. They
listened eagerly to his story, and, when he thought he had finished
and satisfied his listeners, he found that they consi dered he had
hardly begun.

"Tell nme, tell me! What do you think...? Excuse ne, | still don't

know your nane!" Pul cheria Al exandrovna put in hastily.



"Dmitri Prokofitch."

"I should like very, very nmuch to know, Dmitri Prokofitch... how
he |l ooks... on things in general now, that is, how can | explain, what
are his likes and dislikes? Is he always so irritable? Tell me, if you
can, what are his hopes and so to say his dreans? Under what
influences is he now? In a word, | should like..."

"Ah, nother, how can he answer all that at once?" observed Douni a.

"Good heavens, | had not expected to find himin the |east |ike
this, Dmitri Prokofitch!"

"Natural ly," answered Razumi hin. "I have no nother, but my uncle
comes every year and al nost every time he can scarcely recogni se ne,
even in appearance, though he is a clever man; and your three years
separation means a great deal. What am| to tell you? | have known
Rodi on for a year and a half; he is norose, gloomy, proud and haughty,
and of late- and perhaps for a long tine before- he has been
suspi cious and fanciful. He has a noble nature and a kind heart. He
does not |ike showing his feelings and would rather do a cruel thing
than open his heart freely. Sonmetines, though, he is not at all
nmor bid, but sinply cold and i nhumanly callous; it's as though he
were alternating between two characters. Sonmetines he is fearfully
reserved! He says he is so busy that everything is a hindrance, and
yet he lies in bed doing nothing. He doesn't jeer at things, not
because he hasn't the wit, but as though he hadn't tinme to waste on
such trifles. He never listens to what is said to him He is never
interested in what interests other people at any given nmonent. He
thinks very highly of hinself and perhaps he is right. Well, what
nmore? | think your arrival will have a nobst beneficial influence
upon him"

"God grant it may," cried Pul cheria Al exandrovna, distressed by
Razum hin's account of her Rodya.

And Razum hin ventured to | ook nore boldly at Avdotya Romanovna at
| ast. He glanced at her often while he was tal king, but only for a

nmonent and | ooked away agai n at once. Avdotya Romanovna sat at the



table, listening attentively, then got up again and began wal king to
and fro with her arns folded and her |ips conmpressed, occasionally
putting in a question, wthout stopping her wal k. She had the sane
habit of not listening to what was said. She was wearing a dress of
thin dark stuff and she had a white transparent scarf round her
neck. Razuni hin soon detected signs of extreme poverty in their
bel ongi ngs. Had Avdotya Romanovna been dressed |ike a queen, he felt
that he would not be afraid of her, but perhaps just because she was
poorly dressed and that he noticed all the misery of her surroundings,
his heart was filled with dread and he began to be afraid of every
word he uttered, every gesture he nmade, which was very trying for a
man who already felt diffident.

"You've told us a great deal that is interesting about ny
brother's character... and have told it inpartially. | am gl ad.
t hought that you were too uncritically devoted to him" observed
Avdotya Romanovna with a smile. "I think you are right that he needs a
worman' s care,” she added thoughtfully.

"I didn't say so; but | daresay you are right, only..."

"What ?"

"He | oves no one and perhaps he never will," Razum hin decl ared
deci sivel y.

"You nmean he is not capable of |ove?"

"Do you know, Avdotya Romanovna, you are awfully like your
brother, in everything, indeed!" he blurted out suddenly to his own
surprise, but remenbering at once what he had just before said of
her brother, he turned as red as a crab and was overcone wth
confusi on. Avdotya Romanovna coul dn't hel p | aughi ng when she | ooked at
hi m

"You may both be nistaken about Rodya," Pul cheria Al exandrovna
remarked, slightly piqued. "I amnot tal king of our present
difficulty, Dounia. What Pyotr Petrovitch wites in this letter and

what you and | have supposed may be m staken, but you can't inagine,

Dmitri Prokofitch, how noody and, so to say, capricious he is. | never



coul d depend on what he woul d do when he was only fifteen. And | am
sure that he m ght do sonething now that nobody el se would think of
doing... Wll, for instance, do you know how a year and a half ago

he astounded nme and gave nme a shock that nearly killed ne, when he had
the idea of marrying that girl- what was her name- his |andl ady's
daught er ?"

"Did you hear about that affair?" asked Avdotya Ronmanovna.

"Do you suppose-" Pul cheria Al exandrovna continued warnly. "Do you
suppose that ny tears, ny entreaties, ny illness, ny possible death
fromgrief, our poverty would have nmade hi m pause? No, he would calmy
have di sregarded all obstacles. And yet it isn't that he doesn't
| ove us!"

"He has never spoken a word of that affair to ne," Razumi hin
answered cautiously. "But | did hear something from Praskovya Pavl ovha
hersel f, though she is by no neans a gossip. And what | heard
certainly was rather strange.”

"And what did you hear?" both the |adies asked at once.

"Wel |, nothing very special. | only learned that the nmarriage, which
only failed to take place through the girl's death, was not at all
to Praskovya Pavlovna's |iking. They say, too, the girl was not at all
pretty, in fact | amtold positively ugly... and such an invalid..
and queer. But she seens to have had some good qualities. She nust
have had sonme good qualities or it's quite inexplicable.... She had no
nmoney either and he woul dn't have considered her noney.... But it's
always difficult to judge in such matters."

"I am sure she was a good girl," Avdotya Romanovna observed briefly.

"God forgive ne, | sinply rejoiced at her death. Though |I don't know
whi ch of them woul d have caused npst misery to the other- he to her or
she to him" Pul cheria Al exandrovna concl uded. Then she began
tentatively questioning himabout the scene on the previous day with
Luzhin, hesitating and continually glancing at Dounia, obviously to
the latter's annoyance. This incident nmore than all the rest evidently

caused her uneasi ness, even consternation. Razum hin described it in



detail again, but this time he added his own concl usi ons: he openly
bl amed Raskol ni kov for intentionally insulting Pyotr Petrovitch, not
seeking to excuse himon the score of his illness.

"He had planned it before his illness," he added.

"I think so, too," Pulcheria Al exandrovna agreed with a dejected
air. But she was very nuch surprised at hearing Razum hin express
hinself so carefully and even with a certain respect about Pyotr
Petrovitch. Avdotya Romanovna, too, was struck by it.

"So this is your opinion of Pyotr Petrovitch?" Pul cheria
Al exandrovna coul d not resist asking.

"I can have no ot her opinion of your daughter's future husband,"”
Razum hin answered firmly and with warnth, "and | don't say it
sinply fromvul gar politeness, but because... sinply because Avdotya
Romanovna has of her own free will deigned to accept this man. If |
spoke so rudely of himlast night, it was because | was disgustingly
drunk and... mad besi des; yes, mad, crazy, | lost ny head
completely... and this nmorning | am ashaned of it."

He crinmsoned and ceased speaki ng. Avdotya Romanovna flushed, but did
not break the silence. She had not uttered a word fromthe nonent they
began to speak of Luzhin.

Wt hout her support Pul cheria Al exandrovna obviously did not know
what to do. At last, faltering and continually glancing at her
daughter, she confessed that she was exceedingly worried by one
ci rcunst ance

"You see, Dmitri Prokofitch," she began. "I'Il be perfectly open
with Drmitri Prokofitch, Dounia?"

"Of course, nother," said Avdotya Romanovna enphatically.

"This is what it is," she began in haste, as though the pernission
to speak of her trouble lifted a weight off her mnd. "Very early this
nmorning we got a note fromPyotr Petrovitch in reply to our letter
announci ng our arrival. He prom sed to neet us at the station, you

know, instead of that he sent a servant to bring us the address of

these | odgings and to show us the way; and he sent a nessage that he



woul d be here hinmself this nmorning. But this norning this note cane
fromhim You d better read it yourself; there is one point init
which worries ne very nmuch... you will soon see what that is, and..
tell ne your candid opinion, Dritri Prokofitch! You know Rodya's

character better than any one and no one can advi se us better than you

can. Dounia, | must tell you, nade her decision at once, but | stil
don't feel sure howto act and |I... |'ve been waiting for your
opi nion."

Razum hi n opened the note which was dated the previous eveni ng and

read as foll ows:

"DEAR MADAM Pul cheria Al exandrovna, | have the honour to informyou
that owing to unforeseen obstacles | was rendered unable to neet you
at the railway station; | sent a very conpetent person with the sane
object in view | likewi se shall be deprived of the honour of an
interview with you to-nmorrow norning by business in the Senate that
does not admit of delay, and also that | may not intrude on your
famly circle while you are neeting your son, and Avdotya Ronmanovha
her brother. | shall have the honour of visiting you and payi ng you ny
respects at your |odgings not |later than to-norrow evening at eight
o' clock precisely, and herewith | venture to present ny earnest and, |
may add, inperative request that Rodi on Romanovitch nmay not be present
at our interview as he offered ne a gross and unprecedented affront
on the occasion of ny visit to himin his illness yesterday, and,
nmoreover, since | desire fromyou personally an indi spensable and

circunstantial explanation upon a certain point, in regard to which

I wish to learn your own interpretation. | have the honour to inform
you, in anticipation, that if, in spite of ny request, | neet Rodion
Romanovitch, | shall be conpelled to withdraw i mredi ately and then you
have only yourself to blane. | wite on the assunption that Rodion
Romanovi t ch who appeared so ill at nmy visit, suddenly recovered two

hours later and so, being able to | eave the house, may visit you al so.

I was confirmed in that belief by the testinony of nmy own eyes in



the | odgi ng of a drunken man who was run over and has since died, to

whose daughter, a young worman of notorious behaviour, he gave

twenty-five roubles on the pretext of the funeral, which gravely

surprised ne knowi ng what pains you were at to raise that sum

Herewi th expressing ny special respect to your estinmable daughter

Avdotya Romanovna, | beg you to accept the respectful homage of
"Your hunbl e servant,

"P. LUZHIN."

"What am | to do now, Dmitri Prokofitch?" began Pul cheria
Al exandr ovna, al nost weeping. "How can | ask Rodya not to cone?
Yesterday he insisted so earnestly on our refusing Pyotr Petrovitch
and now we are ordered not to receive Rodya! He will come on purpose
if he knows, and... what will happen then?"

"Act on Avdotya Romanovna's decision," Razum hin answered calmy
at once.

"Ch, dear nme! She says... goodness knows what she says, she
doesn't explain her object! She says that it would be best, at
| east, not that it would be best, but that it's absolutely necessary

that Rodya shoul d make a point of being here at eight o' clock and that

they nmust neet.... | didn't want even to show himthe letter, but to
prevent himfromconmi ng by some stratagemwi th your help... because he
is soirritable.... Besides | don't understand about that drunkard who

di ed and that daughter, and how he could have given the daughter al
the money... which..."

"Whi ch cost you such sacrifice, nmother,” put in Avdotya Romanovna.

"He was not hinself yesterday," Razumi hin said thoughtfully, "if you
only knew what he was up to in a restaurant yesterday, though there
was sense in it too.... Hr He did say sonething, as we were going
hone yesterday evening, about a dead nman and a girl, but | didn't
understand a word.... But last night, | nyself..."

"The best thing, nother, will be for us to go to himoursel ves and

there | assure you we shall see at once what's to be done. Besi des,



it's getting | ate- good heavens, it's past ten," she cried | ooking

at a splendid gold enanelled watch which hung round her neck on a thin
Venetian chain, and | ooked entirely out of keeping with the rest of
her dress. "A present from her fiance," thought Razumi hin.

"W nust start, Dounia, we nmust start,” her nother cried in a
flutter. "He will be thinking we are still angry after yesterday, from
our comng so late. Merciful heavens!"

Wil e she said this she was hurriedly putting on her hat and nantl e;
Douni a, too, put on her things. Her gloves, as Razumi hin noticed, were
not nerely shabby but had holes in them and yet this evident
poverty gave the two | adies an air of special dignity, which is always
found in people who know how to wear poor clothes. Razum hin | ooked
reverently at Dounia and felt proud of escorting her. "The queen who
mended her stockings in prison,” he thought, "nust have | ooked then
every inch a queen and even nore a queen than at sunptuous banquets
and | evees. "

"My God," exclainmed Pul cheria Al exandrovna, "little did | think that
I shoul d ever fear seeing ny son, ny darling, darling Rodya! | am
afraid, Dmitri Prokofitch," she added, glancing at himtimdly.

"Don't be afraid, nother," said Dounia, kissing her, "better have
faith in him"

"Ch, dear, | have faith in him but | haven't slept all night,"
excl ai mred the poor woman.

They cane out into the street.

"Do you know, Dounia, when | dozed a little this norning | dreaned
of Marfa Petrovna... she was all in white... she came up to ne, took
my hand, and shook her head at me, but so sternly as though she were
blaming me.... Is that a good onen? Ch, dear ne! You don't know,

Dritri Prokofitch, that Marfa Petrovna's dead!"

“No, | didn't know, who is Marfa Petrovna?"

"She died suddenly; and only fancy..."

"Afterwards, mamma," put in Dounia. "He doesn't know who Marfa

Petrovna is."



"Ah, you don't know? And | was thinking that you knew all about
us. Forgive ne, Dmitri Prokofitch, I don't know what | amthinking
about these last few days. | | ook upon you really as a providence
for us, and so | took it for granted that you knew all about us.
| ook on you as a relation.... Don't be angry with nme for saying so.
Dear ne, what's the matter with your right hand? Have you knocked it?"

"Yes, | bruised it," muttered Razum hin overjoyed.

"I sometines speak too much fromthe heart, so that Dounia finds
fault with ne.... But, dear ne, what a cupboard he lives in!
wonder whet her he is awake? Does this woman, his |andl ady, consider it
a roon®? Listen, you say he does not like to show his feelings, so
perhaps | shall annoy himw th ny... weaknesses? Do advi se ne,

Dritri Prokofitch, howam!| to treat hin? | feel quite distracted, you
know. "

"Don't question himtoo nmuch about anything if you see him frown!
don't ask himtoo nuch about his health; he doesn't like that."

"Ah, Dmtri Prokofitch, how hard it is to be a nother! But here
are the stairs.... Wat an awful staircase!"

"Mt her, you are quite pale, don't distress yourself, darling," said
Douni a caressing her, then with flashing eyes she added: "He ought
to be happy at seeing you, and you are tornenting yourself so."

"Wait, 1'll peep in and see whether he has waked up."

The ladies slowy followed Razum hin, who went on before, and when
they reached the | andl ady's door on the fourth storey, they noticed
that her door was a tiny crack open and that two keen bl ack eyes
were watching them fromthe darkness within. Wen their eyes net,
the door was suddenly shut with such a slamthat Pul cheria

Al exandrovna al nost cried out.

Chapter Three

"HE IS well, quite well!" Zossinov cried cheerfully as they entered.



He had cone in ten mnutes earlier and was sitting in the sane place
as before, on the sofa. Raskol nikov was sitting in the opposite
corner, fully dressed and carefully washed and conmbed, as he had not
been for sone tine past. The roomwas i nmedi ately crowded, yet
Nast asya nmanaged to follow the visitors in and stayed to listen

Raskol ni kov really was al nost well, as conpared with his condition
the day before, but he was still pale, listless, and sonbre. He | ooked
i ke a wounded nan or one who has undergone sone terrible physica
suffering. His brows were knitted, his |lips conpressed, his eyes
feverish. He spoke little and reluctantly, as though performng a
duty, and there was a restlessness in his novenents.

He only wanted a sling on his armor a bandage on his finger to
complete the inpression of a man with a pai nful abscess or a broken
arm The pale, sonbre face lighted up for a nonent when his nother and
sister entered, but this only gave it a | ook of nore intense
suffering, in place of its listless dejection. The |ight soon died
away, but the | ook of suffering remai ned, and Zossi nov, watching and
studying his patient with all the zest of a young doctor begi nning
to practise, noticed in himno joy at the arrival of his nother and
sister, but a sort of bitter, hidden determi nation to bear another
hour or two of inevitable torture. He saw |l ater that al nost every word
of the follow ng conversation seenmed to touch on sone sore place and
irritate it. But at the same tine he marvelled at the power of
controlling hinself and hiding his feelings in a patient who the
previous day had, |ike a nonomaniac, fallen into a frenzy at the
slightest word.

"Yes, | see nyself now that | am alnost well," said Raskol ni kov,
giving his nother and sister a kiss of wel cone which nade Pul cheria
Al exandrovna radi ant at once. "And | don't say this as | did
yesterday," he said addressing Razum hin, with a friendly pressure
of his hand.

"Yes, indeed, | amquite surprised at himto-day," began Zossi nov,

much delighted at the | adies' entrance, for he had not succeeded in



keeping up a conversation with his patient for ten mnutes. "In
anot her three or four days, if he goes on like this, he will be just
as before, that is, as he was a nonth ago, or two... or perhaps even
three. This has been coning on for a long while.... eh? Confess,
now, that it has been perhaps your own fault?" he added, with a
tentative smle, as though still afraid of irritating him

"It is very possible," answered Raskol ni kov coldly.

"I should say, too," continued Zossinmov with zest, "that your
conpl ete recovery depends solely on yourself. Now that one can talk to
you, | should like to inpress upon you that it is essential to avoid
the elenmentary, so to speak, fundanental causes tending to produce
your norbid condition: in that case you will be cured, if not, it wll
go frombad to worse. These fundanmental causes | don't know, but
they nmust be known to you. You are an intelligent man, and must have
observed yoursel f, of course. | fancy the first stage of your
der angenent coincides with your |eaving the university. You rust not
be left w thout occupation, and so, work and a definite aimset before
you mght, | fancy, be very beneficial."

"Yes, yes; you are perfectly right.... I will nake haste and
return to the university: and then everything will go smoothly...."

Zossi nov, who had begun his sage advice partly to make an effect
before the ladies, was certainly somewhat mystified, when, glancing at
his patient, he observed unm stakabl e nockery on his face. This | asted
an instant, however. Pul cheria Al exandrovna began at once thanking
Zossinmov, especially for his visit to their |odging the previous
ni ght.

"What! he saw you | ast night?" Raskol ni kov asked, as though
startled. "Then you have not slept either after your journey."

"Ach, Rodya, that was only till two o' clock. Dounia and | never go
to bed before two at hone."

"I don't know how to thank himeither," Raskol ni kov went on suddenly

frowni ng and | ooki ng down. "Setting aside the question of paynent-

forgive ne for referring to it (he turned to Zossinov)- | really don't



know what | have done to deserve such special attention fromyou! |
simply don't understand it... and... and... it weighs upon ne, indeed,
because | don't understand it. | tell you so candidly."

"Don't be irritated." Zossinov forced hinself to |augh. "Assune that
you are ny first patient- well- we fellows just beginning to
practise love our first patients as if they were our children, and
sone alnost fall in love with them And, of course, | amnot rich in
patients.”

"l say nothing about him" added Raskol ni kov, pointing to Razunmi hin,
"though he has had nothing fromne either but insult and trouble."

"What nonsense he is tal king! Wiy, you are in a sentinental nood
to-day, are you?" shouted Razuni hin.

If he had had nore penetration he woul d have seen that there was
no trace of sentinentality in him but sonething indeed quite the
opposite. But Avdotya Romanovna noticed it. She was intently and
uneasily watchi ng her brother

"As for you, nother, | don't dare to speak,” he went on, as though
repeating a | esson learned by heart. "It is only to-day that | have
been able to realise a little how di stressed you nust have been here
yesterday, waiting for me to conme back."

When he had said this, he suddenly held out his hand to his
sister, smiling without a word. But in this smile there was a flash of
real unfeigned feeling. Dounia caught it at once, and warmy pressed
his hand, overjoyed and thankful. It was the first tinme he had
addressed her since their dispute the previous day. The nother's
face lighted up with ecstatic happiness at the sight of this
concl usi ve unspoken reconciliation. "Yes, that is what | love him
for," Razunmi hin, exaggerating it all, nuttered to hinself, with a
vigorous turn in his chair. "He has these novenents."

"And how well he does it all," the nother was thinking to herself.
"What generous inmpul ses he has, and how sinply, how delicately he
put an end to all the misunderstanding with his sister- sinmply by

hol ding out his hand at the right mnute and | ooking at her |ike



that.... And what fine eyes he has, and how fine his whole face is!..

He is even better |ooking than Dounia.... But, good heavens, what a
suit- howterribly he's dressed!... Vasya, the nessenger boy in
Af anasy lvanitch's shop, is better dressed! | could rush at him and
hug him.. weep over him but | amafraid.... Ch, dear, he's so

strange! He's talking kindly, but I'mafraid Wy, what am| afraid
of?2..."

"Ch, Rodya, you wouldn't believe,"” she began suddenly, in haste to
answer his words to her, "how unhappy Dounia and | were yesterday! Now
that it's all over and done with and we are quite happy again- | can
tell you. Fancy, we ran here alnost straight fromthe train to enbrace
you and that wonman- ah, here she is! Good norning, Nastasya!... She
told us at once that you were Iying in a high fever and had just run
away fromthe doctor in delirium and they were |ooking for you in the
streets. You can't inmagine how we felt! | couldn't hel p thinking of
the tragic end of Lieutenant Potanchikov, a friend of your father's-
you can't remenber him Rodya- who ran out in the same way in a high
fever and fell into the well in the courtyard and they couldn't pul
himout till next day. OF course, we exaggerated things. W were on
the point of rushing to find Pyotr Petrovitch to ask himto help...
Because we were alone, utterly alone," she said plaintively and
stopped short, suddenly, recollecting it was still somewhat
dangerous to speak of Pyotr Petrovitch, although "we are quite happy
again."

"Yes, yes.... O course it's very annoying...." Raskol ni kov nuttered
in reply, but with such a preoccupied and inattentive air that
Douni a gazed at himin perplexity.

"What else was it | wanted to say," he went on trying to
recollect. "Ch, yes; mother, and you too, Dounia, please don't think
that | didn't nmean to cone and see you to-day and was waiting for
you to come first."

"VWhat are you saying, Rodya?" cried Pul cheria Al exandrovna. She,

too, was surprised



"I's he answering us as a duty?" Dounia wondered. "Is he being
reconci |l ed and aski ng forgiveness as though he were performng a
rite or repeating a | esson?”

"I'"ve only just waked up, and wanted to go to you, but was del ayed
owing to ny clothes; | forgot yesterday to ask her... Nastasya... to
wash out the blood... I've only just dressed."

"Bl ood! What bl ood?" Pul cheria Al exandrovna asked in al arm

"Ch, nothing- don't be uneasy. It was when | was wandering about
yesterday, rather delirious, | chanced upon a man who had been run
over... aclerk..."

"Delirious? But you renenber everything!" Razuni hin interrupted.
"That's true," Raskol ni kov answered with special careful ness. "I
renenber everything even to the slightest detail, and yet- why | did

that and went there and said that, | can't clearly explain now"

"A famliar phenonenon," interposed Zossinov, "actions are sonetines
performed in a nmasterly and nost cunning way, while the direction of
the actions is deranged and dependent on various norbid inpressions-
it's like a dream™”

"Perhaps it's a good thing really that he should think ne al nost a
madman, " t hought Raskol ni kov.

"Why, people in perfect health act in the sanme way too," observed
Douni a, | ooking uneasily at Zossi nov.

"There is sone truth in your observation,” the latter replied. "In
that sense we are certainly all not infrequently like nmadnmen, but with
the slight difference that the deranged are sonewhat nadder, for we
must draw a line. A normal man, it is true, hardly exists. Anbng
dozens- perhaps hundreds of thousands- hardly one is to be net with."
At the word "madman," carel essly dropped by Zossinov in his
chatter on his favourite subject, every one frowned.
Raskol ni kov sat seening not to pay attention, plunged in thought
with a strange snmle on his pale lips. He was still nmeditating on

somet hi ng

"Wel |, what about the nan who was run over? | interrupted you!"



Razum hin cried hastily.

"What ?" Raskol ni kov seemed to wake up. "Ch... | got spattered with
bl ood helping to carry himto his | odging. By the way, manma, | did an
unpardonabl e thing yesterday. | was literally out of nmy mnd. | gave
away all the noney you sent nme... to his wife for the funeral. She's a
wi dow now, in consunption, a poor creature... three little children
starving... nothing in the house... there's a daughter, too... perhaps

you'd have given it yourself if you' d seen them But | had no right to
do it |I admit, especially as | knew how you needed t he noney yourself.
To hel p others one nust have the right to do it, or else Crevez,
chiens, si vous n'etes pas contents.” He l|aughed, "That's right, isn't
it, Dounia?"

"No, it's not," answered Dounia firmy.

"Bah! you, too, have ideals,"” he nuttered, |ooking at her al nost

with hatred, and smiling sarcastically. "I ought to have consi dered
that.... Well, that's praiseworthy, and it's better for you... and
if you reach a line you won't overstep, you will be unhappy... and
if you overstep it, nmaybe you will be still unhappier.... But al

that's nonsense,” he added irritably, vexed at being carried away.
"I only nmeant to say that | beg your forgiveness, nother," he
concl uded, shortly and abruptly.

"That's enough, Rodya, | am sure that everything you do is very
good, " said his nother, delighted.

"Don't be too sure," he answered, twisting his nouth into a snile.

A silence followed. There was a certain constraint in all this
conversation, and in the silence, and in the reconciliation, and in
the forgiveness, and all were feeling it.

"It is as though they were afraid of me," Raskol ni kov was thinking
to hinmsel f, |ooking askance at his mother and sister. Pul cheria
Al exandrovna was indeed growing nore timd the |onger she kept silent.

"Yet in their absence | seened to | ove them so nuch,"” flashed

t hrough his m nd.

"Do you know, Rodya, Marfa Petrovna is dead," Pul cheria Al exandrovna



suddenly blurted out.

"What Marfa Petrovna?"

"Ch, nmercy on us- Marfa Petrovna Svidrigailov. | wote you so nuch
about her."
"A-a-h! Yes, | renenber.... So she's dead! Ch, really?" he roused

hi nsel f suddenly, as if waking up. "Wat did she die of ?"

"Only imagine, quite suddenly," Pulcheria Al exandrovna answered
hurriedly, encouraged by his curiosity. "On the very day | was sendi ng
you that letter! Wuld you believe it, that awful nman seens to have
been the cause of her death. They say he beat her dreadfully.”

"Why, were they on such bad terms?" he asked, addressing his sister

"Not at all. Quite the contrary indeed. Wth her, he was al ways very
patient, considerate even. In fact, all those seven years of their
married |life he gave way to her, too nuch so indeed, in many cases.

Al'l of a sudden he seens to have | ost patience."

"Then he could not have been so awful if he controlled hinself for
seven years? You seemto be defending him Dounia?"

"No, no, he's an awful man! | can inagine nothing nore awful!"
Douni a answered, alnmost with a shudder, knitting her brows, and
sinking into thought.

"That had happened in the norning," Pul cheria Al exandrovha went on
hurriedly. "And directly afterwards she ordered the horses to be
harnessed to drive to the town i mediately after dinner. She al ways
used to drive to the town in such cases. She ate a very good dinner,
amtold...."

"After the beating?”

"That was always her... habit; and i mediately after dinner, so as
not to be late in starting, she went to the bathhouse.... You see, she
was undergoi ng some treatment with baths. They have a cold spring
there, and she used to bathe in it regularly every day, and no
sooner had she got into the water when she suddenly had a stroke!"

"I should think so," said Zossinov.

"And did he beat her badly?"



"What does that matter!"™ put in Dounia.

"Hm But | don't know why you want to tell us such gossip, nother,"
sai d Raskolnikov irritably, as it were in spite of hinself.

"Ah, ny dear, | don't know what to tal k about," broke from Pul cheria
Al exandr ovna.

"Why, are you all afraid of me?" he asked, with a constrained snmile.

"That's certainly true," said Dounia, |ooking directly and sternly
at her brother. "Mther was crossing herself with terror as she cane
up the stairs.”

H s face worked, as though in convulsion

"Ach, what are you saying, Dounia! Don't be angry, please, Rodya...
Wiy did you say that, Dounia?" Pul cheria Al exandrovna began
overwhel med- "You see, coning here, | was dreaning all the way, in the
train, how we should neet, how we should tal k over everything
together.... And | was so happy, | did not notice the journey! But
what am | saying? | am happy now. ... You should not, Dounia.... | am
happy now sinmply in seeing you, Rodya...."

"Hush, nother," he nuttered in confusion, not |ooking at her, but
pressing her hand. "W shall have tinme to speak freely of everything!"

As he said this, he was suddenly overwhel med wi th confusion and
turned pale. Again that awful sensation he had known of |ate passed
with deadly chill over his soul. Again it became suddenly plain and
perceptible to himthat he had just told a fearful lie- that he
woul d never now be able to speak freely of everything- that he would
never again be able to speak of anything to any one. The angui sh of
this thought was such that for a nmonment he al nost forgot himself. He
got up fromhis seat, and not |ooking at any one wal ked towards the
door.

"VWhat are you about?" cried Razum hin, clutching himby the arm

He sat down again, and began | ooki ng about him in silence. They
were all looking at himin perplexity.

"But what are you all so dull for?" he shouted, suddenly and quite

unexpectedly. "Do say sonething! Wat's the use of sitting like



this? Come, do speak. Let us talk.... W neet together and sit in
silence.... Cone, anything!"

"Thank God; | was afraid the same thing as yesterday was begi nni ng
again," said Pul cheria Al exandrovna, crossing herself.

"VWhat is the matter, Rodya?" asked Avdotya Romanovna, distrustfully.

"Ch, nothing! | renenbered sonething," he answered, and suddenly
| aughed.
"Well, if you renmenbered sonething; that's all right!... | was

beginning to think..." nuttered Zossinov, getting up fromthe sofa.

"It is time for me to be off. I will look in again perhaps... if I

can..." He made his bows, and went out.

"What an excellent man!" observed Pul cheria Al exandrovna.

"Yes, excellent, splendid, well-educated, intelligent,"

Raskol ni kov began, suddenly speaking with surprising rapidity, and a
l'iveliness he had not shown till then. "I can't remenber where | net
himbefore ny illness.... | believe |I have net hi msonmewhere-... And
this is a good man, too," he nodded at Razumi hin. "Do you |like him
Douni a?" he asked her; and suddenly, for sonme unknown reason, |aughed.

"Very nuch," answered Douni a.

"Foo- what a pig you are,” Razum hin protested, blushing in terrible
confusion, and he got up fromhis chair. Pulcheria Al exandrovna snil ed
faintly, but Raskol ni kov | aughed al oud.

"VWhere are you off to?"

"l nmust go."

"You need not at all. Stay. Zossinov has gone, so you nust. Don't
go. Wat's the tine? Is it twelve o' clock? What a pretty watch you
have got, Dounia. But why are you all silent again? | do all the
tal ki ng. "

"It was a present from Marfa Petrovna," answered Douni a.

"And a very expensive one!" added Pul cheria Al exandrovna.

"A-ah! What a big one! Hardly like a lady's."

"I like that sort," said Douni a.

"So it is not a present fromher fiance," thought Razum hin, and was



unr easonably delighted

"I thought it was Luzhin's present,"” observed Raskol ni kov.
"No, he has not made Dounia any presents yet."
"A-ah! And do you renenber, nother, | was in |ove and wanted to
get married?" he said suddenly, |ooking at his nother, who was
di sconcerted by the sudden change of subject and the way he spoke of
it.
"Ch, yes, ny dear."
Pul cheri a Al exandrovna exchanged gl ances with Dounia and Razuni hin.
"Hm yes. What shall | tell you? |I don't remenber nuch indeed.

She was such a sickly girl,"” he went on, grow ng dreany and | ooki ng
down again. "Quite an invalid. She was fond of giving alns to the
poor, and was al ways dream ng of a nunnery, and once she burst into
tears when she began talking to ne about it. Yes, yes, | remenber.
renenber very well. She was an ugly little thing. | really don't
know what drew ne to her then- | think it was because she was al ways
ill. If she had been | ane or hunchback, | believe I should have
|iked her better still," he smled dream|ly. "Yes, it was a sort of
spring delirium"

"No, it was not only spring delirium" said Dounia, with warm
feeling.

He fixed a strained intent | ook on his sister, but did not hear or
did not understand her words. Then, conpletely lost in thought, he got
up, went up to his nother, kissed her, went back to his place and
sat down.

"You | ove her even now?" said Pul cheria Al exandrovna, touched.

"Her? Now? Ch, yes.... You ask about her? No... that's all now as it
were, in another world... and so |ong ago. And indeed everything
happeni ng here seens sonehow far away." He | ooked attentively at them
"You now... | seemto be looking at you froma thousand niles
away... but, goodness knows why we are tal king of that! And what's the
use of asking about it," he added with annoyance, and biting his

nails, he fell into dreany sil ence again.



"What a wetched | odgi ng you have,

Pul cheri a Al exandrovna,
amsure it's quite half through
nmel anchol y. "

"My lodging,"” he answered,

deal to dowithit.... |

t hough, what a strange thing you said just now, nother,"

| aughi ng strangely.

Alittle nore,
with himafter three years
conversati on,

about anythi ng, woul d have been

suddenl y breaking the oppressive silence.

listlessly.

t hought that,

and t heir conpani onship,
absence,

in face of the utter inpossibility of

Rodya! It's like a tomb," said
"
your | odgi ng you have becone so

"Yes, the | odging had a great

too.... If only you knew,

he said,

this nother and this sister,
this intimate tone of
real |l y speaking

beyond hi s power of endurance. But

there was one urgent matter which nmust be settled one way or the other

that day- so he had deci ded when he woke

remenber it,

"Li sten, Dounia," he began,

pardon for yesterday, but |
I do not wi thdraw from ny chi ef
scoundrel, you must not be. One
cease at once to | ook on you as

"Rodya, Rodya! It is the sane
Al exandrovna cried, mournfully.
scoundrel? | can't bear it. You

"Brother,"
this there is a mistake on your

and found out the mstake. It

sacrificing nyself to sone one and for some one.

case at all. |
are hard for nme. Though,
bei ng usef ul
decision...."
"She is lying," he thought to

vindictively. "Proud creature!

gravely and drily,

consider it nmy duty to tel

Douni a answered firmy and with the sane dryness.

is all

am sinmply marrying for nmy own sake

of course, |

to ny famly. But that

Now he was glad to

as a neans of escape.

"of course | beg your

you agai n that
It is me or Luzhin. If |

poi nt . am a

is enough. If you marry Luzhin,

a sister.”

as yesterday again," Pulcheria
"And why do you call yourself a

said the sane yesterday."”

"I'n all
part. |

thought it over at night,

because you seemto fancy | am
That is not the
because things
succeed in

shall be glad if |

is not the chief notive for ny

hinsel f, biting his nails

She won't admt she wants to do it



out of charity! Too haughty! Ch, base characters! They even |ove as

t hough they hate.... Ch, howl... hate themall!"

"In fact," continued Dounia, "I amnmarrying Pyotr Petrovitch because
of two evils | choose the less. | intend to do honestly all he expects
of me, so | amnot deceiving him... Wiy did you smile just now?" She,

too, flushed, and there was a gl eam of anger in her eyes.

"Al?" he asked, with a malignant grin.

"Wthin certain limts. Both the manner and form of Pyotr
Petrovitch's courtship showed ne at once what he wanted. He nay, of
course, think too well of hinmself, but | hope he esteens ne, too...
Why are you | aughi ng agai n?"

"And why are you blushing again? You are lying, sister. You are
intentionally lying, sinply fromfeninine obstinacy, sinply to hold
your own against me.... You cannot respect Luzhin. | have seen him and
talked with him So you are selling yourself for noney, and so in
any case you are acting basely, and | amglad at |east that you can
blush for it."

"It is not true. | amnot lying," cried Dounia, |osing her
composure. "I would not marry himif | were not convinced that he
esteens ne and thinks highly of me. I would not marry himif | were
not firmy convinced that | can respect him Fortunately, | can have
convincing proof of it this very day... and such a marriage is not a
vi |l eness, as you say! And even if you were right, if | really had
deternmined on a vile action, is it not nerciless on your part to speak
to ne like that? Wiy do you demand of me a heroi smthat perhaps you
have not either? It is despotism it is tyranny. If | ruin any one, it
is only nyself.... | amnot comitting a nurder. Wiy do you | ook at ne
like that? Wiy are you so pal e? Rodya, darling, what's the matter?"

"CGood heavens! You have nmade himfaint,"” cried Pulcheria
Al exandr ovna.

"No, no, nonsense! It's nothing. Alittle giddiness- not fainting.
You have fainting on the brain. Hm vyes, what was | saying? Oh,

yes. In what way will you get convincing proof to-day that you can



respect him and that he... esteens you, as you said. | think you said
t o- day?"

"Mt her, show Rodya Pyotr Petrovitch's letter," said Dounia

Wth trenbling hands, Pul cheria Al exandrovna gave himthe letter. He
took it with great interest, but, before opening it, he suddenly
| ooked with a sort of wonder at Douni a.

"It is strange," he said, slowy, as though struck by a new idea.
"What am | making such a fuss for? What is it all about? Marry whom
you |ike!"

He said this as though to hinself, but said it aloud, and | ooked for
some time at his sister, as though puzzled. He opened the letter at
last, still with the sane | ook of strange wonder on his face. Then
slowy and attentively, he began reading, and read it through twice.
Pul cheria Al exandrovna showed marked anxiety, and all indeed
expect ed sonet hing particul ar

"What surprises me," he began, after a short pause, handing the

letter to his nother, but not addressing any one in particular, "is

that he is a business nman, a |awer, and his conversation is
pretentious indeed, and yet he wites such an uneducated letter."

They all started. They had expected sonmething quite different.

"But they all wite Iike that, you know," Razum hin observed,
abruptly.

"Have you read it?"

"Yes."

"W showed him Rodya. We... consulted himjust now, " Pulcheria
Al exandr ovna began, enbarrassed.

"That's just the jargon of the courts,"” Razum hin put in. "Lega
docunments are witten like that to this day."

"Legal ? Yes, it's just |egal- business |anguage- not so very
uneducat ed, and not quite educated- business |anguage!"

"Pyotr Petrovitch nakes no secret of the fact that he had a cheap

education, he is proud indeed of having nade his own way," Avdotya

Romanovna observed, sonewhat offended by her brother's tone.



"Well, if he's proud of it, he has reason, | don't deny it. You seem
to be offended, sister, at ny making only such a frivolous criticism
on the letter, and to think that | speak of such trifling matters on
purpose to annoy you. It is quite the contrary, an observation apropos
of the style occurred to ne that is by no nmeans irrel evant as things
stand. There is one expression, 'blanme yourselves' put in very
significantly and plainly, and there is besides a threat that he
will go away at once if | ampresent. That threat to go away is
equivalent to a threat to abandon you both if you are di sobedi ent, and
to abandon you now after sunmoning you to Petersburg. Well, what do
you think? Can one resent such an expression from Luzhin, as we should
if he (he pointed to Razum hin) had witten it, or Zossinov, or one of
us?"

"N-no," answered Dounia, with nore animation. "I saw clearly that it
was too naively expressed, and that perhaps he sinply has no skil
inwiting... that is a true criticism brother. | did not expect,

i ndeed. .. "

"It is expressed in legal style, and sounds coarser than perhaps
he intended. But | rnust disillusion you a little. There is one
expression in the letter, one slander about nme, and rather a
contenptible one. | gave the noney |last night to the widow, a wonan in
consunption, crushed with trouble, and not 'on the pretext of the
funeral,' but sinply to pay for the funeral, and not to the
daughter- a young wonan, as he wites, of notorious behavi our (whom
| saw last night for the first time inny life)- but to the w dow
In all this | see a too hasty desire to slander me and to raise
di ssensi on between us. It is expressed again in |egal jargon, that
is to say, with a too obvious display of the aim and with a very
nai ve eagerness. He is a man of intelligence, but to act sensibly,
intelligence is not enough. It all shows the man and... | don't
think he has a great esteemfor you. |I tell you this sinply to warn
you, because | sincerely wi sh for your good..."

Dounia did not reply. Her resolution had been taken. She was only



awai ti ng the eveni ng.
"Then what is your decision, Rodya?" asked Pul cheria Al exandrovna,
who was nore uneasy than ever at the sudden, new busi nesslike tone
of his talk.
"What deci sion?"
"You see Pyotr Petrovitch wites that you are not to be with us this
evening, and that he will go away if you cone. So will you... cone?"
"That, of course, is not for me to decide, but for you first, if you
are not offended by such a request; and secondly, by Dounia, if she,
too, is not offended. | will do what you think best," he added drily.
"Douni a has already decided, and | fully agree with her,"
Pul cheria Al exandrovna hastened to declare.
"l decided to ask you, Rodya, to urge you not to fail to be with

us at this interview " said Dounia. "WII| you conme?"

"Yes."

"I will ask you, too, to be with us at eight o'clock," she said,
addr essi ng Razum hin. "Mther, | aminviting him too."

"Quite right, Dounia. WlIl, since you have decided," added Pul cheria
Al exandrovna, "so be it. | shall feel easier nyself. | do not like

conceal mrent and deception. Better let us have the whole truth...

Pyotr Petrovitch nmay be angry or not, now"

Chapt er Four

AT THAT nonent the door was softly opened, and a young girl wal ked
into the room looking timdly about her. Every one turned towards her
with surprise and curiosity. At first sight, Raskol nikov did not
recogni se her. It was Sofya Senyonovna Marnel adov. He had seen her
yesterday for the first time, but at such a nmoment, in such
surroundi ngs and in such a dress, that his nenory retained a very
different i mage of her. Now she was a nodestly and poorly-dressed

young girl, very young, indeed alnost like a child, with a nodest



and refined manner, with a candi d but sonewhat frightened-I| ooking
face. She was wearing a very plain indoor dress, and had on a shabby
ol d-fashi oned hat, but she still carried a parasol. Unexpectedly
finding the roomfull of people, she was not so nmuch enbarrassed as
compl etely overwhel ned with shyness, like a little child. She was even
about to retreat. "Ch.... it's you!" said Raskol ni kov, extrenely
ast oni shed, and he, too, was confused. He at once recollected that his
not her and sister knew through Luzhin's letter of "some young woman of

not ori ous behaviour.” He had only just been protesting agai nst
Luzhin's calumy and declaring that he had seen the girl |ast night
for the first tine, and suddenly she had wal ked in. He renenbered,
too, that he had not protested against the expression "of notorious
behaviour." Al this passed vaguely and fleetingly through his

brain, but |ooking at her nmore intently, he saw that the humiliated
creature was so humliated that he felt suddenly sorry for her. Wen
she nade a novenent to retreat in terror, it sent a pang to his heart.

"I did not expect you," he said, hurriedly, with a | ook that made
her stop. "Please sit down. You come, no doubt, from Katerina
| vanovna. Al low ne- not there. Sit here...."

At Sonia's entrance, Razum hin, who had been sitting on one of
Raskol ni kov's three chairs, close to the door, got up to allow her
to enter. Raskol ni kov had at first shown her the place on the sofa
wher e Zossinov had been sitting, but feeling that the sofa which
served himas a bed, was too famliar a place, he hurriedly notioned
her to Razum hin's chair.

"You sit here," he said to Razumi hin, putting himon the sofa.

Soni a sat down, al nost shaking with terror, and | ooked timdly at
the two ladies. It was evidently al nbost inconceivable to herself
that she could sit down beside them At the thought of it, she was
so frightened that she hurriedly got up again, and in utter
confusi on addressed Raskol ni kov.

“I... I... have conme for one minute. Forgive me for disturbing you,"

she began falteringly. "I come from Katerina |Ivanovna, and she had



no one to send. Katerina Ivanovna told me to beg you... to be at the
service... in the norning... at Mtrofanievsky... and then... to us..

to her... to do her the honour... she told ne to beg you..." Sonia

stammered and ceased speaki ng.

"I will try, certainly, nost certainly,” answered Raskol ni kov. He,

too, stood up, and he, too, faltered and could not finish his

sentence. "Please sit down," he said, suddenly. "I want to talk to
you. You are perhaps in a hurry, but please, be so kind, spare ne
two mnutes," and he drew up a chair for her

Soni a sat down again, and again tinmdly she took a hurried,
frightened | ook at the two | adies, and dropped her eyes. Raskol ni kov's
pal e face flushed, a shudder passed over him his eyes gl owed.

"Mt her," he said, firmy and insistently, "this is Sofya Senyonovna
Mar nel adov, the daughter of that unfortunate M. Marnel adov, who was
run over yesterday before ny eyes, and of whom | was just telling
you. "

Pul cheria Al exandrovna gl anced at Sonia, and slightly screwed up her
eyes. In spite of her enbarrassnent before Rodya's urgent and
chal I engi ng |1 ook, she could not deny herself that satisfaction. Dounia
gazed gravely and intently into the poor girl's face, and
scrutinised her with perplexity. Sonia, hearing herself introduced,
tried to raise her eyes again, but was nore enbarrassed than ever

"I wanted to ask you," said Raskol ni kov, hastily, "how things were

arranged yesterday. You were not worried by the police, for instance?"

"No, that was all right... it was too evident, the cause of death..
they did not worry us... only the |odgers are angry."
n \N]y?ll

"At the body's renmaining so long. You see it is hot now So that,
to-day, they will carry it to the cenetery, into the chapel, unti
to-norrow. At first Katerina |Ivanovna was unwilling, but now she
sees herself that it's necessary..."

"To-day, then?"

"She begs you to do us the honour to be in the church to-norrow



for the service, and then to be present at the funeral |unch."

"She is giving a funeral [unch?"

"Yes... just alittle.... She told ne to thank you very nuch for
hel pi ng us yesterday. But for you, we should have had nothing for
the funeral .”

Al'l at once her lips and chin began trenbling, but, with an
effort, she controlled herself, |ooking down again.

During the conversation, Raskol ni kov watched her carefully. She
had a thin, very thin, pale little face, rather irregular and angul ar,
with a sharp little nose and chin. She could not have been called
pretty, but her blue eyes were so clear, and when they |ighted up
there was such a kindliness and sinplicity in her expression that
one could not help being attracted. Her face, and her whole figure
i ndeed, had anot her peculiar characteristic. In spite of her
ei ghteen years, she | ooked alnost a little girl- alnost a child. And
in some of her gestures, this childishness seenmed al nost absurd.

"But has Katerina |Ivanovna been able to nanage with such small
neans? Does she even mean to have a funeral |unch?" Raskol ni kov asked,
persistently keeping up the conversation

"The coffin will be plain, of course... and everything will be

plain, so it won't cost nuch. Katerina Ivanovna and | have reckoned it

all out, so that there will be enough left... and Katerina |Ivanovna
was very anxious it should be so. You know one can't... it's a confort
to her... she is like that, you know...."

"I understand, | understand... of course... why do you |l ook at ny

roomlike that? My nother has just said it is like a tonmb."

"You gave us everything yesterday," Sonia said suddenly, in reply,
in a loud rapid whisper; and agai n she | ooked down in confusion. Her
lips and chin were trenbling once nore. She had been struck at once by
Raskol ni kov' s poor surroundi ngs, and now t hese words broke out

spont aneously. A silence followed. There was a light in Dounia's eyes,

and even Pul cheria Al exandrovna | ooked kindly at Soni a.

"Rodya," she said, getting up, "we shall have di nner together, of



course. Come, Dounia.... And you, Rodya, had better go for alittle
wal k, and then rest and |lie down before you come to see us.... | am
afraid we have exhausted you...."

"Yes, yes, I'Il come," he answered, getting up fussily. "But |
have sonething to see to."

"But surely you will have dinner together?" cried Razum hin, |ooking
in surprise at Raskol ni kov. "Wat do you nean?"

"Yes, yes, | amcomng... of course, of course! And you stay a
m nute. You do not want him just now, do you, nother? O perhaps
am t aki ng himfrom you?"

"Ch, no, no. And will you, Dmtri Prokofitch, do us the favour of
dining with us?"

"Pl ease do," added Douni a.

Razum hi n bowed, positively radiant. For one nonent, they were al
strangel y enbarrassed.

"CGood- bye, Rodya, that is till we neet. | do not |ike saying
good- bye. Good-bye, Nastasya. Ah, | have said good-bye again.”

Pul cheria Al exandrovna neant to greet Sonia, too; but it sonehow
failed to come off, and she went in a flutter out of the room

But Avdotya Romanovna seened to await her turn, and follow ng her
not her out, gave Sonia an attentive, courteous bow Sonia, in
confusion, gave a hurried, frightened curtsy. There was a | ook of
poi gnant disconfort in her face, as though Avdotya Romanovna's
courtesy and attention were oppressive and painful to her

"Douni a, good-bye," call ed Raskol ni kov, in the passage. "G ve ne
your hand."

"Way, | did give it to you. Have you forgotten?" said Douni a,
turning warmy and awkwardly to him

"Never mind, give it to nme again." And he squeezed her fingers
warmy.

Douni a sniled, flushed, pulled her hand away, and went off quite

happy.

"Conme, that's capital," he said to Sonia, going back and | ooki ng



brightly at her. "CGod give peace to the dead, the living have still to
live. That is right, isn't it?"

Soni a | ooked surprised at the sudden brightness of his face. He
| ooked at her for some nonents in silence. The whole history of the

dead father floated before his menory in those noments...

"Heavens, Dounia," Pul cheria Al exandrovna began, as soon as they
were in the street, "I really feel relieved nyself at com ng away-
nore at ease. How little did | think yesterday in the train that |
could ever be glad of that."

"I tell you again, nother, he is still very ill. Don't you see it?
Per haps worrying about us upset him W nust be patient, and nuch,
much can be forgiven."

"Well, you were not very patient!" Pul cheria Al exandrovna caught her
up, hotly and jealously. "Do you know, Dounia, | was |ooking at you
two. You are the very portrait of him and not so nuch in face as in
soul . You are both nelancholy, both norose and hot tenpered, both
haughty and both generous.... Surely he can't be an egoist, Douni a.
Eh? When | think of what is in store for us this evening, ny heart
si nks!™

"Don't be uneasy, nother. Wat nust be, will be."

"Dounia, only think what a position we are in! Wiat if Pyotr
Petrovitch breaks it off?" poor Pul cheria Al exandrovna blurted out,

i ncautiously.

"He won't be worth much if he does," answered Dounia, sharply and
cont enpt uousl y.

"W did well to cone away," Pul cheria Al exandrovna hurriedly broke
in. "He was in a hurry about sone business or other. If he gets out
and has a breath of air... it is fearfully close in his room... But
where is one to get a breath of air here. The very streets here feel
i ke shut-up roonms. Good heavens! what a town!... stay... this side..
they will crush you- carrying sonething. Wiy, it is a piano they

have got, | declare... how they push... | amvery nuch afraid of



that young wonman, too.
"What young wonman, nother?

"Wuy, that Sofya Senyonovna, who was there just now "

n \N]y?ll
"I have a presentinment, Dounia. Well, you may believe it or not, but
as soon as she cane in, that very mnute, | felt that she was the

chief cause of the trouble...
"Not hing of the sort!"” cried Dounia, in vexation. "Wat nonsense,
with your presentinments, nother! He only nade her acquai ntance the

eveni ng before, and he did not know her when she cane in."

"Well, you will see.... She worries me; but you will see, you wll
see! | was so frightened. She was gazing at ne with those eyes.
could scarcely sit still in my chair when he began introducing her, do

you renenber? It seens so strange, but Pyotr Petrovitch wites |ike
that about her, and he introduces her to us- to you! So he nust
think a great deal of her."

"People will wite anything. W were tal ked about and witten about,
too. Have you forgotten? | amsure that she is a good girl, and that
it is all nonsense.™

"God grant it may be!"

"And Pyotr Petrovitch is a contenptible slanderer,” Dounia snapped
out, suddenly.
Pul cheri a Al exandrovna was crushed; the conversation was not

r esuned.

"I will tell you what I want with you," said Raskol ni kov, draw ng
Razumi hin to the wi ndow.

"Then | will tell Katerina Ivanovna that you are coning," Sonia said
hurriedly, preparing to depart.

"One minute, Sofya Senyonovha. W have no secrets. You are not in
our way. | want to have another word or two with you. Listen!" he
turned suddenly to Razum hin again. "You know that... what's his

nane... Porfiry Petrovitch?"



"I should think so! He is a relation. Wwy?" added the latter, with
i nterest.

"I's not he managi ng that case... you know about that nurder?..
You were speaking about it yesterday."

"Yes... well?" Razum hin's eyes opened w de.

"He was inquiring for people who had pawned things, and | have
some pledges there, too- trifles- a ring ny sister gave ne as a
keepsake when | left hone, and ny father's silver watch- they are only
worth five or six roubles altogether... but | value them So what am/|
to do now? | do not want to |l ose the things, especially the watch.
was quaking just now, for fear nother would ask to ook at it, when we
spoke of Dounia's watch. It is the only thing of father's |left us. She
would be ill if it were lost. You know what wonen are. So tell nme what
to do. I know | ought to have given notice at the police station
but would it not be better to go straight to Porfiry? Eh? What do
you think? The matter mnight be settled nore quickly. You see nother
may ask for it before dinner."

"Certainly not to the police station. Certainly to Porfiry,"
Razum hin shouted in extraordinary excitenment. "Well, how glad I am

Let us go at once. It is a couple of steps. We shall be sure to find

him"

"Very well, let us go."

"And he will be very, very glad to nake your acquai ntance. | have
often talked to himof you at different tinmes. | was speaking of you

yesterday. Let us go. So you knew the old woman? So that's it! It is
all turning out splendidly.... Oh, yes, Sofya lvanovna..."

" Sof ya Senyonovna," corrected Raskol ni kov. "Sofya Senyonovna, this
is ny friend Razunmi hin, and he is a good man."

"If you have to go now," Sonia was begi nning, not |ooking at
Razumi hin at all, and still nore enbarrassed.

"Let us go," decided Raskol nikov. "I will come to you to-day,
Sof ya Semyonovna. Only tell ne where you live."

He was not exactly ill at ease, but seened hurried, and avoi ded



her eyes. Sonia gave her address, and flushed as she did so. They
all went out together.

"Don't you |l ock up?" asked Razumi hin, following himon to the
stairs.

"Never," answered Raskol ni kov. "I have been meaning to buy a | ock
for these two years. People are happy who have no need of |ocks," he
said, laughing, to Sonia. They stood still in the gateway.

"Do you go to the right, Sofya Senyonovna? How did you find me, by

the way?" he added, as though he wanted to say sonething quite
different. He wanted to | ook at her soft clear eyes, but this was
not easy.

"Why, you gave your address to Pol enka yesterday."

"Pol enka? Oh, yes; Polenka, that is the little girl. She is your

sister? Did | give her the address?"
"Wy, had you forgotten?”
"No, | remenber."

"I had heard ny father speak of you... only | did not know your

name, and he did not knowit. And now | came... and as | had | earnt
your nane, | asked to-day, 'Were does M. Raskolnikov live? | did
not know you had only a roomtoo.... Good-bye, | will tell Katerina
| vanovna. "

She was extrenely glad to escape at last; she went away | ooking
down, hurrying to get out of sight as soon as possible, to walk the
twenty steps to the turning on the right and to be at |ast al one,
and then noving rapidly along, |ooking at no one, noticing nothing, to
think, to remenber, to neditate on every word, every detail. Never
never had she felt anything like this. Dimy and unconsciously a whol e
new worl d was openi ng before her. She remenbered suddenly that
Raskol ni kov neant to cone to her that day, perhaps at once!

"Only not to-day, please, not to-day!" she kept nuttering with a
sinking heart, as though entreating sone one, |like a frightened child.
"Mercy! to nme... to that room.. he will see... oh, dear!”

She was not capable at that instant of noticing an unknown gentl enman



who was wat ching her and followi ng at her heels. He had acconpani ed
her fromthe gateway. At the nmonment when Razum hin, Raskol ni kov, and
she stood still at parting on the pavenent, this gentl eman, who was
just passing, started on hearing Sonia's words: "and | asked where M.
Raskol ni kov |ived?" He turned a rapid but attentive | ook upon al

three, especially upon Raskol ni kov, to whom Soni a was speaki ng; then

| ooked back and noted the house. Al this was done in an instant as he
passed, and trying not to betray his interest, he wal ked on nore
slowy as though waiting for sonmething. He was waiting for Sonia; he
saw that they were parting, and that Sonia was goi ng hore.

"Horme? Where? |'ve seen that face somewhere,” he thought. "I nust
find out."

At the turning he crossed over, |ooked round, and saw Sonia comni ng
the sane way, noticing nothing. She turned the corner. He followed her
on the other side. After about fifty paces he crossed over again,
overtook her and kept two or three yards behind her

He was a man about fifty, rather tall and thickly set, with broad
hi gh shoul ders which made him| ook as though he stooped a little. He
wor e good and fashi onabl e clothes, and | ooked Iike a gentleman of
position. He carried a handsome cane, which he tapped on the
pavenent at each step; his gloves were spotless. He had a broad,
rat her pleasant face with high cheek-bones and a fresh col our, not
often seen in Petersburg. Hs flaxen hair was still abundant, and only
touched here and there with grey, and his thick square beard was
even lighter than his hair. H's eyes were blue and had a cold and
thoughtful |ook; his lips were crinson. He was a remarkedly
wel | - preserved nman and | ooked nmuch younger than his years.

When Soni a canme out on the canal bank, they were the only two
persons on the pavenent. He observed her dream ness and preoccupation
On reaching the house where she | odged, Sonia turned in at the gate;
he followed her, seem ng rather surprised. In the courtyard she turned
to the right corner. "Bah!" nuttered the unknown gentl enman, and

mounted the stairs behind her. Only then Sonia noticed him She



reached the third storey, turned down the passage, and rang at No.

9. On the door was inscribed in chalk, "Kapernaunov, Tailor." "Bah!"
the stranger repeated again, wondering at the strange coinci dence, and
he rang next door, at No. 8. The doors were two or three yards apart.

"You | odge at Kapernaunov's," he said, |ooking at Sonia and
| aughing. "He altered a waistcoat for ne yesterday. | am staying close
here at Madanme Resslich's. How odd!" Sonia | ooked at himattentively.

"W are neighbours,” he went on gaily. "I only came to town the
day before yesterday. Good-bye for the present."”

Soni a made no reply; the door opened and she slipped in. She felt
for sone reason ashanmed and uneasy.

On the way to Porfiry's, Razum hin was obviously excited.

"That's capital, brother," he repeated several tinmes, "and | am
glad! I amglad!"

"What are you gl ad about ?" Raskol ni kov thought to hinself.

"I didn'"t know that you pledged things at the old worman's, too.
And... was it long ago? | nean, was it |long since you were there?”

"What a sinple-hearted fool he is!"

"When was it?" Raskol ni kov stopped still to recollect. "Two or three
days before her death it nust have been. But | amnot going to
redeemthe things now," he put in with a sort of hurried and
conspi cuous solicitude about the things. "lI've not nore than a
silver rouble left... after last night's accursed delirium™

He | aid special enphasis on the delirium

"Yes, yes," Razum hin hastened to agree- with what was not clear
"Then that's why you... were struck... partly... you know in your
deliriumyou were continually nentioning sone rings or chains! Yes,
yes... that's clear, it's all clear now "

"Hul l o! How t hat idea nust have got about anbng them Here this
man will go to the stake for nme, and | find himdelighted at having it
cleared up why | spoke of rings in nmy delirium Wat a hold the idea
nmust have on all of them "

"Shall we find hinP" he asked suddenly.



"Ch, yes," Razum hin answered quickly. "He is a nice fellow you will
see, brother. Rather clunsy, that is to say, he is a nman of polished
manners, but | nean clunsy in a different sense. He is an

intelligent fellow, very nmuch so indeed, but he has his own range of
ideas.... He is incredul ous, sceptical, cynical... he likes to

i mpose on people, or rather to nake fun of them H's is the old,
circumstantial method.... But he understands his work...
thoroughly.... Last year he cleared up a case of nmurder in which the
police had hardly a clue. He is very, very anxious to nake your
acquai nt ance. "

"On what grounds is he so anxi ous?"

"Ch, it's not exactly... you see, since you' ve been ill | happen
to have mentioned you several times.... So, when he heard about you..
about your being a | aw student and not able to finish your studies, he
said, 'What a pity!' And so | concluded... from everything together
not only that; yesterday, Zanetov... you know, Rodya, | tal ked some
nonsense on the way hone to you yesterday, when | was drunk... | am
afraid, brother, of your exaggerating it, you see."

"What ? That they think I ama nadman? Maybe they are right," he said
with a constrained smle.

"Yes, yes.... That is, pooh, no!... But all that | said (and there
was sonething else too) it was all nonsense, drunken nonsense."

"But why are you apologizing? | amso sick of it all!" Raskol ni kov
cried with exaggerated irritability. It was partly assumed, however.

"I know, | know, | understand. Believe ne, | understand. One's
ashaned to speak of it."

"If you are ashaned, then don't speak of it."

Both were silent. Razunmi hin was nore than ecstatic and Raskol ni kov
perceived it with repul sion. He was al arnmed, too, by what Razuni hin
had just said about Porfiry.

"I shall have to pull a long face with himtoo," he thought, with
a beating heart, and he turned white, "and do it naturally, too. But

the nost natural thing would be to do nothing at all. Carefully do



nothing at all! No, carefully would not be natural again.... Ch, well,
we shall see how it turns out.... W shall see... directly. Is it a
good thing to go or not? The butterfly flies to the light. My heart is
beating, that's what's bad!"

"In this grey house," said Razum hin.

"The nost inportant thing, does Porfiry know that | was at the old
hag's flat yesterday... and asked about the blood? I nust find that
out instantly, as soon as | go in, find out fromhis face;
otherwise... I'll find out, if it's my ruin."

"I say, brother," he said suddenly, addressing Razunmihin, with a sly
smle, "I have been noticing all day that you seemto be curiously
excited. Isn't it so?"

"Excited? Not a bit of it," said Razum hin, stung to the quick

"Yes, brother, | assure you it's noticeable. Wy, you sat on your
chair in a way you never do sit, on the edge sonehow, and you seened
to be withing all the tine. You kept junping up for nothing. One
monent you were angry, and the next your face | ooked |ike a sweetneat.
You even bl ushed; especially when you were invited to dinner, you
bl ushed awful ly."

"Not hi ng of the sort, nonsense! Wat do you nean?"

"But why are you wriggling out of it, Iike a school boy? By Jove
there he's blushing again."

"What a pig you are!"

"But why are you so shamefaced about it? Roneo! Stay, 1'll tell of
you to-day. Ha-ha-ha! 1'll nmake nother |augh, and sone one el se,
too..."

"Listen, listen, listen, this is serious.... Wat next, you

fiend!"™ Razumi hin was utterly overwhelmed, turning cold with horror.
"What will you tell then? Come, brother... foo, what a pig you are!"
"You are like a summer rose. And if only you knew how it suits
you; a Ronmeo over six foot high! And how you' ve washed to-day- you
cl eaned your nails, | declare. Eh? That's sonething unheard of! Wy,

do believe you've got pomaturn on your hair! Bend down."



"Pig'"

Raskol ni kov | aughed as though he could not restrain hinmself. So
| aughi ng, they entered Porfiry Petrovitch's flat. This is what
Raskol ni kov wanted: fromw thin they could be heard | aughing as they
came in, still guffawing in the passage

"Not a word here or I'll... brain you!" Razum hin whi spered

furiously, seizing Raskol ni kov by the shoul der

Chapter Five

RASKCOLNI KOV was al ready entering the room He cane in |ooking as
t hough he had the utnost difficulty not to burst out |aughing again.
Behi nd hi m Razum hin strode in gawky and awkward, shamefaced and red
as a peony, with an utterly crestfallen and feroci ous expression
H s face and whole figure really were ridicul ous at that nonment and
anply justified Raskol ni kov's | aughter. Raskol ni kov, not waiting for
an introduction, bowed to Porfiry Petrovitch, who stood in the
m ddl e of the room |l ooking inquiringly at them He held out his hand
and shook hands, still apparently neking desperate efforts to subdue
his mirth and utter a few words to introduce hinself. But he had no
sooner succeeded in assuming a serious air and nuttering sonething
when he suddenly gl anced again as though accidentally at Razuni hin,
and could no longer control hinself: his stifled |aughter broke out
the nmore irresistibly the nore he tried to restrain it. The
extraordinary ferocity with which Razum hin received this
"spont aneous" mrth gave the whol e scene the appearance of nost
genui ne fun and natural ness. Razum hin strengthened this inpression as
t hough on purpose.

"Fool! You fiend," he roared, waving his armwhich at once struck
alittle round table with an enpty tea-glass on it. Everything was
sent flying and crashing.

"But why break chairs, gentlemen? You knowit's a loss to the



Crown," Porfiry Petrovitch quoted gaily.

Raskol ni kov was still laughing, with his hand in Porfiry
Petrovitch's, but anxious not to overdo it, awaited the right nonent
to put a natural end to it. Razumi hin, conpletely put to confusion
by upsetting the table and snashing the glass, gazed gloonily at the
fragments, cursed and turned sharply to the w ndow where he stood
| ooking out with his back to the conpany with a fiercely scowing
count enance, seeing nothing. Porfiry Petrovitch | aughed and was
ready to go on | aughing, but obviously | ooked for explanations.
Zamet ov had been sitting in the corner, but he rose at the visitors
entrance and was standing in expectation with a snile on his lips,

t hough he | ooked with surprise and even it seemed incredulity at the
whol e scene and at Raskol nikov with a certain enbarrassment. Zametov's
unexpect ed presence struck Raskol ni kov unpl easantly.

"I'"ve got to think of that,"” he thought. "Excuse me, please,"” he
began, affecting extrenme enbarrassnent. "Raskol ni kov."

"Not at all, very pleasant to see you... and how pl easantly you' ve
come in.... Wiy, won't he even say good-norning?" Porfiry Petrovitch
nodded at Razumi hin.

"Upon ny honour | don't know why he is in such a rage with ne. |
only told himas we cane along that he was |i ke Roneo... and proved
it. And that was all, | think!"

"Pig!'" ejacul ated Razum hin, w thout turning round.

"There must have been very grave grounds for it, if he is so furious
at the word," Porfiry | aughed.

"Ch, you sharp lawyer!... Damm you all!" snapped Razum hin, and
suddenly bursting out |aughing hinmself, he went up to Porfiry with a
nmore cheerful face as though nothing had happened. "That'll do! W are
all fools. To cone to business. This is ny friend Rodi on Romanovitch
Raskol ni kov; in the first place he has heard of you and wants to
make your acquai ntance, and secondly, he has a little matter of
busi ness with you. Bah! Zanmetov, what brought you here? Have you net

bef ore? Have you known each other |ong?"



"What does this nmean?" thought Raskol ni kov uneasily.
Zamet ov seened taken aback, but not very much so.

"Way, it was at your roons we net yesterday," he said easily.

"Then | have been spared the trouble. Al |ast week he was beggi ng
me to introduce himto you. Porfiry and you have sniffed each other
out without ne. Were is your tobacco?"

Porfiry Petrovitch was wearing a dressing-gown, very clean |inen,
and trodden-down slippers. He was a man of about five and thirty,
short, stout even to corpul ence, and clean shaven. He wore his hair
cut short and had a |large round head, particularly prom nent at the
back. Hi s soft, round, rather snub-nosed face was of a sickly
yel | owi sh col our, but had a vigorous and rather ironical expression
It woul d have been good-natured, except for a look in the eyes,
whi ch shone with a watery, mawki sh |ight under al nost white,
bl i nki ng eyel ashes. The expression of those eyes was strangely out
of keeping with his sonewhat womani sh figure, and gave it something
far nmore serious than could be guessed at first sight.

As soon as Porfiry Petrovitch heard that his visitor had a little
matter of business with him he begged himto sit down on the sofa and
sat down hinmself on the other end, waiting for himto explain his
business, with that careful and over-serious attention which is at
once oppressive and enbarrassing, especially to a stranger, and
especially if what you are discussing is in your opinion of far too
little inportance for such exceptional solemity. But in brief and
coherent phrases Raskol ni kov expl ai ned his business clearly and
exactly, and was so well satisfied with hinself that he even succeeded
in taking a good look at Porfiry. Porfiry Petrovitch did not once take
his eyes off him Razum hin, sitting opposite at the sanme table,
listened warmy and inpatiently, |ooking fromone to the other every
noment with rather excessive interest.

"Fool ," Raskol ni kov swore to hinself.
"You have to give information to the police,"” Porfiry replied,

with a nost businesslike air, "that having learnt of this incident,



that is of the nurder, you beg to informthe |awer in charge of the
case that such and such things belong to you, and that you desire to
redeemthem.. or... but they will wite to you."

"That's just the point, that at the present nmonent," Raskol ni kov
tried his utnost to feign enbarrassnent, "I amnot quite in funds..
and even this trifling sumis beyond ne... | only wanted, you see, for
the present to declare that the things are mine, and that when
have noney...."

"That's no matter," answered Porfiry Petrovitch, receiving his
expl anation of his pecuniary position coldly, "but you can, if you
prefer, wite straight to me, to say, that having been informed of the
matter, and clainmng such and such as your property, you beg..."

"On an ordinary sheet of paper?" Raskol ni kov interrupted eagerly,
again interested in the financial side of the question

"Ch, the nobst ordinary," and suddenly Porfiry Petrovitch | ooked with
obvious irony at him screwing up his eyes and as it were w nking at
him But perhaps it was Raskol ni kov's fancy, for it all lasted but a
monent. There was certainly sonething of the sort, Raskol ni kov could
have sworn he wi nked at him goodness knows why.

"He knows," flashed through his mind like |ightning.

"Forgive ny troubling you about such trifles," he went on, a
little disconcerted, "the things are only worth five roubles, but I
prize themparticularly for the sake of those fromwhomthey cane to
me, and | must confess that | was alarned when | heard..."

"That's why you were so nmuch struck when | nentioned to Zossi nov
that Porfiry was inquiring for every one who had pl edges!” Razum hin
put in with obvious intention.

This was really unbearabl e. Raskol ni kov coul d not hel p gl anci ng at
himwith a flash of vindictive anger in his black eyes, but
i medi ately recol |l ected hinself.

"You seemto be jeering at ne, brother?" he said to him wth a

well-feigned irritability. "I dare say | do seemto you absurdly

anxi ous about such trash; but you nustn't think ne selfish or grasping



for that, and these two things nmay be anything but trash in ny eyes.
told you just now that the silver watch, though it's not worth a cent,
is the only thing left us of ny father's. You nmay |augh at ne, but

my nother is here," he turned suddenly to Porfiry, "and if she

knew," he turned again hurriedly to Razum hin, carefully making his
voice trenble, "that the watch was | ost, she would be in despair!
You know what wonen are!"”

"Not a bit of it! I didn't nean that at all! Quite the contrary!"
shout ed Razumi hin distressed.

"Was it right? Was it natural? Did | overdo it?" Raskol ni kov asked
hinself in a trenmor. "Wy did | say that about wonen?”

"Ch, your nother is with you?" Porfiry Petrovitch inquired.

"Yes."

"When did she conme?"

"Last night."

Porfiry paused as though reflecting.

"Your things would not in any case be lost,” he went on calmy and
coldly. "I have been expecting you here for sone tine."

And as though that was a matter of no inportance, he carefully
offered the ash-tray to Razum hin, who was ruthlessly scattering
cigarette ash over the carpet. Raskol ni kov shuddered, but Porfiry
did not seemto be looking at him and was still concerned wth
Razum hin's cigarette

"What ? Expecting hin? Wy, did you know that he had pl edges
there?" cried Razumi hin.

Porfiry Petrovitch addressed hinself to Raskol ni kov.

"Your things, the ring and the watch, were w apped up together
and on the paper your name was legibly witten in pencil, together
with the date on which you left themwth her..."

"How observant you are!" Raskol ni kov sniled awkwardly, doing his
very utnost to look himstraight in the face, but he failed, and
suddenl y added:

"I say that because | suppose there were a great many pl edges..



that it nmust be difficult to remenber themall.... But you renenber
themall so clearly, and... and..."

"Stupid! Feeble!" he thought. "Wiy did | add that?"

"But we know all who had pl edges, and you are the only one who
hasn't conme forward,” Porfiry answered with hardly perceptible irony.

"I haven't been quite well."

"I heard that too. | heard, indeed, that you were in great
di stress about sonething. You | ook pale still."

"I amnot pale at all.... No, | amquite well," Raskol ni kov
shapped out rudely and angrily, conpletely changing his tone. His
anger was mnounting, he could not repress it. "And in ny anger |

shal |l betray nyself," flashed through his mind again. "Wy are they
torturing nme?"

"Not quite well!" Razum hin caught himup. "Wat next! He was
unconscious and delirious all yesterday. Wuld you believe, Porfiry,
as soon as our backs were turned, he dressed, though he could hardly
stand, and gave us the slip and went off on a spree sonewhere til
m dnight, delirious all the tine! Wuld you believe it!

Extraordi nary!"

"Really delirious? You don't say so!" Porfiry shook his head in a
worani sh way.

"Nonsense! Don't you believe it! But you don't believe it anyway,"
Raskol nikov let slip in his anger. But Porfiry Petrovitch did not seem
to catch those strange words

"But how could you have gone out if you hadn't been delirious?"
Razum hi n got hot suddenly. "Wat did you go out for? What was the
object of it? And why on the sly? Wre you in your senses when you did
it? Now that all danger is over | can speak plainly."

"I was awmfully sick of them yesterday." Raskol ni kov addressed
Porfiry suddenly with a snmile of insolent defiance, "I ran away from
themto take | odgi ngs where they wouldn't find ne, and took a | ot of
money with me. M. Zametov there sawit. | say, M. Zanetov, was

sensi ble or delirious yesterday; settle our dispute.”



He coul d have strangl ed Zanetov at that nmonent, so hated were his
expression and his silence to him
"I'n ny opinion you tal ked sensibly and even artfully, but you were

extremely irritable," Zametov pronounced dryly.

"And N kodim Fomtch was telling ne to-day,"” put in Porfiry
Petrovitch, "that he net you very late last night in the |odging of
a man who had been run over."

"And there,"” said Razum hin, "weren't you mad then? You gave your
| ast penny to the widow for the funeral. If you wanted to hel p, give
fifteen or twenty even, but keep three roubles for yourself at
| east, but he flung away all the twenty-five at once!"

"Maybe | found a treasure somewhere and you know not hing of it? So
that's why | was |liberal yesterday.... M. Zanetov knows |'ve found
a treasure! Excuse us, please, for disturbing you for half an hour

with such trivialities," he said turning to Porfiry Petrovitch, with
trembling lips. "W are boring you, aren't we?"

"Ch no, quite the contrary, quite the contrary! If only you knew how
you interest ne! It's interesting to look on and listen... and I am
really glad you have cone forward at last."

"But you might give us sonme teal My throat's dry,"” cried Razum hin.

"Capital idea! Perhaps we will all keep you conpany. Wuldn't you
like... sonething nore essential before tea?"

"CGet along with you!"

Porfiry Petrovitch went out to order tea

Raskol ni kov's thoughts were in a whirl. He was in terrible
exasperati on.

"The worst of it is they don't disguise it; they don't care to stand
on cerenony! And how if you didn't know ne at all, did you cone to
talk to N kodi m Fomitch about me? So they didn't care to hide that
they are tracking nme |like a pack of dogs. They sinply spit in ny
face." He was shaking with rage. "Cone, strike me openly, don't play
with me like a cat with a nouse. It's hardly civil, Porfiry

Petrovitch, but perhaps | won't allowit! | shall get up and throw the



whole truth in your ugly faces, and you'll see how | despise you."

He could hardly breathe. "And what if it's only my fancy? Wat if | am
m st aken, and through inexperience | get angry and don't keep up ny
nasty part? Perhaps it's all unintentional. Al their phrases are

the usual ones, but there is sonmething about them... It all night

be said, but there is sonething. Wiy did he say bluntly, "Wth her'?
Why did Zametov add that | spoke artfully? Wiy do they speak in that
tone? Yes, the tone.... Razumi hin is sitting here, why does he see
not hi ng? That innocent bl ockhead never does see anything! Feverish
again! Did Porfiry wink at ne just now? O course it's nonsense!

What could he wink for? Are they trying to upset ny nerves or are they
teasing ne? Either it's ill fancy or they know Even Zanetov is
rude.... |s Zametov rude? Zanetov has changed his nmind. | foresaw he
woul d change his mind! He is at hone here, while it's ny first

visit. Porfiry does not consider hima visitor; sits with his back

to him They're as thick as thieves, no doubt, over ne! Not a doubt
they were tal king about ne before we cane. Do they know about the
flat? If only they'd nake haste! Wien | said that | ran away to take a
flat he let it pass.... | put that in cleverly about a flat, it may be
of use afterwards.... Delirious, indeed... ha-ha-ha! He knows al

about |ast night! He didn't know of ny nother's arrival! The hag had

witten the date on in pencil! You are wong, you won't catch ne!
There are no facts... it's all supposition! You produce facts! The
flat even isn't a fact but delirium | know what to say to them... Do

they know about the flat? | won't go without finding out. Wat did
come for? But ny being angry now, nmaybe is a fact! Fool, howirritable
I aml Perhaps that's right; to play the invalid.... He is feeling
me. He will try to catch ne. Wiy did | cone?
Al'l this flashed like Iightning through his m nd.
Porfiry Petrovitch returned quickly. He becane suddenly nore jovial
"Your party yesterday, brother, has left nmy head rather.... And | am

out of sorts altogether,” he began in quite a different tone, |aughing

to Razum hin.



"WAs it interesting? | left you yesterday at the npbst interesting
poi nt. Who got the best of it?"

"Ch, no one, of course. They got on to everlasting questions,
floated of f into space.”

"Only fancy, Rodya, what we got on to yesterday. Wether there is
such a thing as crine. | told you that we tal ked our heads off."

"What is there strange? It's an everyday social question,"”
Raskol ni kov answered casual ly.

"The question wasn't put quite like that," observed Porfiry.

"Not quite, that's true,"” Razum hin agreed at once, getting warm and

hurried as usual. "Listen, Rodion, and tell us your opinion, | want to
hear it. | was fighting tooth and nail with themand wanted you to
help me. | told themyou were coning.... It began with the socialist

doctrine. You know their doctrine; crine is a protest against the
abnornmality of the social organization and nothing nore, and nothing
nore; no other causes admitted!..."

"You are wong there,"” cried Porfiry Petrovitch; he was noticeably
ani mat ed and kept |aughing as he | ooked at Razuni hin which nade him
nore excited than ever.

"Nothing is adm tted,” Razum hin interrupted with heat.

"I amnot wong. I'll show you their panphlets. Everything with them
is "the influence of environnent,' and nothing else. Their favourite
phrase! Fromwhich it follows that, if society is normally
organi zed, all crinme will cease at once, since there will be nothing
to protest against and all nen will becone righteous in one instant.
Human nature is not taken into account, it is excluded, it's not
supposed to exist! They don't recogni se that hunmanity, devel oping by a
historical living process, will beconme at |ast a normal society, but
they believe that a social systemthat has cone out of sone
mat hemati cal brain is going to organise all humanity at once and
make it just and sinless in an instant, quicker than any living
process! That's why they instinctively dislike history, 'nothing but

ugliness and stupidity init," and they explain it all as stupidity!



That's why they so dislike the living process of life; they don't want
a living soul! The living soul demands life, the soul won't obey the
rul es of nmechanics, the soul is an object of suspicion, the soul is
retrograde! But what they want though it snells of death and can be
made of |ndia-rubber, at least is not alive, has no will, is servile
and won't revolt! And it cones in the end to their reducing everything
to the building of walls and the planning of roons and passages in a
phal anstery! The phal anstery is ready, indeed, but your human nature
is not ready for the phalanstery- it wants life, it hasn't conpleted
its vital process, it's too soon for the graveyard! You can't skip
over nature by logic. Logic presupposes three possibilities, but there
are nmillions! Cut away a nillion, and reduce it all to the question of
confort! That's the easiest solution of the problem It's
seductively clear and you nmusn't think about it. That's the great
thing, you nustn't think! The whole secret of life in tw pages of
print!”

"Now he is off, beating the drum Catch hold of him do!" |aughed
Porfiry. "Can you inmagine," he turned to Raskol ni kov, "six people
hol ding forth like that last night, in one room wth punch as a
prelimnary! No, brother, you are wong, environment accounts for a
great deal in crine; | can assure you of that."

"Ch, | know it does, but just tell ne: a man of forty violates a
child of ten; was it environnment drove himto it?"

"Well, strictly speaking, it did," Porfiry observed with
noteworthy gravity; "a crime of that nature may be very well
ascribed to the influence of environnent."

Razum hin was alnost in a frenzy. "Ch, if you like," he roared.
"I'l'l prove to you that your white eyel ashes may very well be ascribed
to the Church of lIvan the Geat's being two hundred and fifty feet
high, and I will prove it clearly, exactly, progressively, and even
with a Liberal tendency! | undertake to! WIIl you bet on it?"

"Done! Let's hear, please, how he will prove it!"

"He is always hunmbuggi ng, confound him" cried Razum hin, junping up



and gesticulating. "Wat's the use of talking to you! He does all that
on purpose; you don't know him Rodion! He took their side

yesterday, sinply to nake fools of them And the things he said
yesterday! And they were delighted! He can keep it up for a

fortni ght together. Last year he persuaded us that he was going into a
nmonastery: he stuck to it for two nonths. Not |ong ago he took it into
his head to declare he was going to get married, that he had
everything ready for the wedding. He ordered new cl ot hes i ndeed. W
all began to congratulate him There was no bride, nothing, all pure
fantasy!"

"Ah, you are wong! | got the clothes before. It was the new cl ot hes
in fact that nmade ne think of taking you in."

"Are you such a good di ssenbl er?" Raskol ni kov asked carel essly.

"You woul dn't have supposed it, eh? Wait a bit, |I shall take you in,
too. Ha-ha-ha! No, I'lIl tell you the truth. Al these questions
about crime, environment, children, recall to ny mind an article of
yours which interested ne at the time. "On Crinme'... or sonething of
the sort, | forget the title, | read it with pleasure two nonths ago
in the Periodical Review"

"My article? In the Periodical Review?" Raskol ni kov asked in
astoni shnent. "I certainly did wite an article upon a book six nonths
ago when | left the university, but | sent it to the Wekly Review "

"But it cane out in the Periodical."

"And the Weekly Review ceased to exist, so that's why it wasn't
printed at the tine."

"That's true; but when it ceased to exist, the Wekly Revi ew was
amal gamated with the Periodical, and so your article appeared two
nmonths ago in the latter. Didn't you know?"

Raskol ni kov had not known.

"Why, you night get sone noney out of themfor the article! Wat a
strange person you are! You |lead such a solitary life that you know
not hing of matters that concern you directly. It's a fact, | assure

you.



"Bravo, Rodya! | knew nothing about it either!" cried Razum hin.
"Il run to-day to the readi ng-room and ask for the nunmber. Two
mont hs ago? What was the date? It doesn't matter though, | will find
it. Think of not telling us!"

"How did you find out that the article was mne? It's only signed
with an initial."

"I only learnt it by chance, the other day. Through the editor;
know him... | was very nuch interested.”

"I't analysed, if | renenber, the psychology of a crinminal before and
after the crime."

"Yes, and you nmintained that the perpetration of a crine is
al ways acconpani ed by illness. Very, very original, but... it was
not that part of your article that interested me so nmuch, but an
idea at the end of the article which | regret to say you nerely
suggested wi thout working it out clearly. There is, if you
recol l ect, a suggestion that there are certain persons who can... that
is, not precisely are able to, but have a perfect right to conmmt
breaches of norality and crines, and that the lawis not for them"

Raskol ni kov sniled at the exaggerated and intentional distortion
of his idea

"What ? What do you nean? A right to crine? But not because of the
i nfluence of environnent?" Razumi hin inquired with some al arm even

"No, not exactly because of it," answered Porfiry. "In his article
all nen are divided into 'ordinary' and 'extraordinary.' Odinary
men have to live in subnission, have no right to transgress the |aw,
because, don't you see, they are ordinary. But extraordi nary nen
have a right to commit any crine and to transgress the law in any way,
just because they are extraordinary. That was your idea, if | am not
m st aken?”

"What do you nean? That can't be right?" Razum hin nuttered in
bewi | der ment .

Raskol ni kov sni |l ed again. He saw the point at once, and knew where

they wanted to drive him He decided to take up the chall enge.



"That wasn't quite ny contention," he began sinply and nodestly.
"Yet | admit that you have stated it al nost correctly; perhaps, if you
like, perfectly so." (It alnost gave himpleasure to adnmit this.) "The

only difference is that | don't contend that extraordinary people

are always bound to conmt breaches of norals, as you call it. In
fact, | doubt whether such an argunent could be published. | sinply
hinted that an 'extraordinary' man has the right... that is not an

official right, but an inner right to decide in his own conscience

to overstep... certain obstacles, and only in case it is essential for
the practical fulfilment of his idea (sonetines, perhaps, of benefit
to the whole of humanity). You say that ny article isn't definite;
amready to nake it as clear as | can. Perhaps | amright in

t hi nking you want nme to; very well. | maintain that if the discoveries
of Kepler and Newton could not have been made known except by
sacrificing the lives of one, a dozen, a hundred, or nore nen,

Newt on woul d have had the right, would i ndeed have been in duty
bound... to elimnate the dozen or the hundred nen for the sake of
maki ng his discoveries known to the whole of humanity. But it does not
follow fromthat that Newton had a right to rmurder people right and
left and to steal every day in the market. Then, | renenber,

maintain in ny article that all... well, legislators and | eaders of
men, such as Lycurgus, Sol on, Mahomet, Napol eon, and so on, were al

wi t hout exception crimnals, fromthe very fact that, making a new

| aw, they transgressed the anci ent one, handed down fromtheir
ancestors and held sacred by the people, and they did not stop short
at bl oodshed either, if that bl oodshed- often of innocent persons
fighting bravely in defence of ancient law were of use to their
cause. It's remarkable, in fact, that the majority, indeed, of these
benefactors and | eaders of humanity were guilty of terrible carnage.
In short, | maintain that all great nen or even nen a little out of
the conmon, that is to say capable of giving sone new word, nust
fromtheir very nature be crimnals- nore or |ess, of course.

O herwise it's hard for themto get out of the common rut; and to



remain in the conmon rut is what they can't subnit to, fromtheir very
nature again, and to my mind they ought not, indeed, to submt to

it. You see that there is nothing particularly newin all that. The
same thing has been printed and read a thousand tinmes before. As for
my division of people into ordinary and extraordi nary, | acknow edge
that it's sonewhat arbitrary, but |I don't insist upon exact nunbers. |
only believe in ny leading idea that men are in general divided by a

| aw of nature into two categories, inferior (ordinary), that is, soto
say, material that serves only to reproduce its kind, and nen who have
the gift or the talent to utter a new word. There are, of course,

i nnuner abl e sub-di visions, but the distinguishing features of both
categories are fairly well nmarked. The first category, generally
speaki ng, are nen conservative in tenperanment and | aw abi di ng; they
live under control and love to be controlled. To ny thinking it is
their duty to be controlled, because that's their vocation, and

there is nothing huniliating in it for them The second category al
transgress the law, they are destroyers or disposed to destruction
according to their capacities. The crines of these nen are of course
relative and varied; for the nost part they seek in very varied ways
the destruction of the present for the sake of the better. But if such
a one is forced for the sake of his idea to step over a corpse or wade
t hrough bl ood, he can, | maintain, find within hinmself, in his

consci ence, a sanction for wading through bl ood- that depends on the
idea and its dinensions, note that. It's only in that sense | speak of
their right to crime in ny article (you renenber it began with the

| egal question). There's no need for such anxiety, however; the masses
will scarcely ever admit this right, they punish themor hang them
(rmore or less), and in doing so fulfil quite justly their conservative
vocation. But the same nasses set these crimnals on a pedestal in the
next generation and worship them (nore or less). The first category is
al ways the man of the present, the second the nan of the future. The
first preserve the world and people it, the second nmove the world

and lead it to its goal. Each class has an equal right to exist. In



fact, all have equal rights with me- and vive la guerre eternelle-
till the New Jerusalem of course!™

"Then you believe in the New Jerusalem do you?"

"l do," Raskol ni kov answered firmy; as he said these words and
during the whol e preceding tirade he kept his eyes on one spot on
t he car pet.

"And... and do you believe in God? Excuse ny curiosity."

"l do," repeated Raskol ni kov, raising his eyes to Porfiry.

"And... do you believe in Lazarus' rising fromthe dead?"

"I... | do. Why do you ask all this?"

"You believe it literally?"

"Literally."

"You don't say so.... | asked fromcuriosity. Excuse nme. But |et
us go back to the question; they are not always executed. Some, on the
contrary..."

"Triunmph in their lifetime? Oh, yes, sone attain their ends in
this life, and then..."

"They begin executing other people?"

"If it's necessary; indeed, for the nost part they do. Your remark
is very witty."

"Thank you. But tell nme this: how do you distinguish those
extraordi nary people fromthe ordinary ones? Are there signs at
their birth? I feel there ought to be nore exactitude, nore externa
definition. Excuse the natural anxiety of a practical |aw abiding
citizen, but couldn't they adopt a special uniform for instance,
couldn't they wear sonething, be branded in some way? For you know
i f confusion arises and a nenber of one category inmagi nes that he
bel ongs to the other, begins to 'elininate obstacles,' as you so
happily expressed it, then..."

"Ch, that very often happens! That remark is wittier than the
ot her."

"Thank you."

"No reason to; but take note that the nistake can only arise in



the first category, that is anong the ordinary people (as | perhaps
unfortunately called them. In spite of their predisposition to
obedi ence very many of them through a pl ayful ness of nature,

soneti nes vouchsafed even to the cow, like to imagine thenselves

advanced people, 'destroyers,’' and to push thenselves into the 'new
nmovenent,' and this quite sincerely. Meanwhile the really new people
are very often unobserved by them or even despised as reactionaries
of grovelling tendencies. But | don't think there is any
consi der abl e danger here, and you really need not be uneasy for they
never go very far. O course, they might have a thrashing sonetines
for letting their fancy run away with themand to teach themtheir
pl ace, but no nore; in fact, even this isn't necessary as they
castigate thensel ves, for they are very conscientious: sonme perform
this service for one another and others chastise thenselves with their
own hands.... They will inpose various public acts of penitence upon
thenselves with a beautiful and edifying effect; in fact you' ve
nothing to be uneasy about.... It's a |law of nature."

"Wl |, you have certainly set ny nind nore at rest on that score;
but there's another thing worries ne. Tell ne, please, are there
many peopl e who have the right to kill others, these extraordi nary
people? | amready to bow down to them of course, but you nust
admit it's alarming if there are a great many of them eh?"

"Ch, you needn't worry about that either,” Raskol nikov went on in
the sane tone. "People with new ideas, people with the faintest
capacity for saying sonething new, are extrenely few in nunber,
extraordinarily so in fact. One thing only is clear, that the
appearance of all these grades and sub-divisions of nmen nust foll ow
with unfailing regularity some |aw of nature. That |aw, of course

i s unknown at present, but | amconvinced that it exists, and one

day nay becone known. The vast nmass of mankind is nere material, and
only exists in order by sonme great effort, by sone nysterious process,

by means of sonme crossing of races and stocks, to bring into the world

at last perhaps one nman out of a thousand with a spark of



i ndependence. One in ten thousand perhaps- | speak roughly,
approximately- is born with sone independence, and with stil

greater independence one in a hundred thousand. The nman of genius is
one of mllions, and the great geniuses, the crown of humanity, appear
on earth perhaps one in many thousand mllions. In fact | have not
peeped into the retort in which all this takes place. But there
certainly is and nust be a definite law, it cannot be a matter of
chance. "

"Why, are you both joking?" Razum hin cried at last. "There you sit,
maki ng fun of one another. Are you serious, Rodya?"

Raskol ni kov rai sed his pale and al nost nournful face and made no
reply. And the unconceal ed, persistent, nervous, and discourteous
sarcasm of Porfiry seened strange to Razum hin beside that quiet and
nmour nful face

"Well, brother, if you are really serious... You are right, of
course, in saying that it's not new, that it's |like what we've read
and heard a thousand times already; but what is really original in al
this, and is exclusively your own, to my horror, is that you
sancti on bl oodshed in the nanme of conscience, and, excuse ny saying
so, with such fanaticism... That, |I take it, is the point of your
article. But that sanction of bl oodshed by conscience is to ny mnd..
more terrible than the official, |egal sanction of bloodshed...."

"You are quite right, it is nore terrible,"” Porfiry agreed.

"Yes, you nust have exaggerated! There is sone mistake, | shall read
it. You can't think that! | shall read it.”

"All that is not in the article, there's only a hint of it,"” said

Raskol ni kov.
"Yes, yes." Porfiry couldn't sit still. "Your attitude to crime is
pretty clear to me now, but... excuse nme for ny inpertinence (I am

really ashaned to be worrying you like this), you see, you've
renoved my anxiety as to the two grades' getting nixed, but... there
are various practical possibilities that make ne uneasy! Wat if

some man or youth inmagines that he is a Lycurgus or Mahonet- a



future one of course- and suppose he begins to renove al
obstacles.... He has some great enterprise before himand needs
money for it... and tries to get it... do you see?"
Zamet ov gave a sudden guffaw in his corner. Raskol ni kov did not even
raise his eyes to him

"I must admit," he went on calmy, "that such cases certainly nust
arise. The vain and foolish are particularly apt to fall into that
snare; young people especially.”

"Yes, you see. Well then?"

"What then?" Raskol nikov smiled in reply; "that's not ny fault. So
it is and so it always will be. He said just now (he nodded at
Razum hin) that | sanction bl oodshed. Society is too well protected by
prisons, banishnent, crinminal investigators, penal servitude.
There's no need to be uneasy. You have but to catch the thief."

"And what if we do catch hin®"

"Then he gets what he deserves."

"You are certainly |ogical. But what of his conscience?"

"Why do you care about that?"

"Sinmply from humanity.'

"I'f he has a conscience he will suffer for his mistake. That wll be

hi

s punishrment- as well as the prison."”

"But the real geniuses," asked Razunmi hin frowning, "those who have
the right to nurder? Qughtn't they to suffer at all even for the blood
t hey' ve shed?”

"Why the word ought? It's not a matter of permission or prohibition
He will suffer if he is sorry for his victim Pain and suffering are
al ways inevitable for a large intelligence and a deep heart. The
really great men nust, | think, have great sadness on earth," he added
dreamily, not in the tone of the conversation

He raised his eyes, |ooked earnestly at themall, snmiled, and took
his cap. He was too quiet by conparison with his nanner at his
entrance, and he felt this. Every one got up

"Wl |, you may abuse ne, be angry with ne if you like," Porfiry



Petrovitch began again, "but | can't resist. Allow nme one little
question (I know | amtroubling you). There is just one little
notion | want to express, sinply that | nmay not forget it."

"Very good, tell me your little notion," Raskol ni kov stood
wai ti ng, pale and grave before him

"Well, you see... | really don't know how to express it properly...
It's a playful, psychological idea.... Wen you were witing your
article, surely you couldn't have hel ped, he-he, fancying
yourself... just a little, an 'extraordinary' nan, uttering a new word
in your sense.... That's so, isn't it?"

"Quite possibly,"” Raskol ni kov answered cont enpt uously.

Razumi hin nade a novenent.

"And, if so, could you bring yourself in case of worldly
difficulties and hardship or for sone service to humanity- to overstep
obstacles?... For instance, to rob and nurder?"

And again he winked with his left eye, and | aughed noi sel essly
just as before.

“I'f I did 1l certainly should not tell you," Raskol ni kov answered
with defiant and haughty contenpt.

"No, | was only interested on account of your article, froma
literary point of view.."

"Foo, how obvious and insolent that is," Raskol ni kov thought wth
repul si on.

"Allow nme to observe," he answered dryly, "that | don't consider
mysel f a Mahomet or a Napol eon, nor any personage of that kind, and
not being one of theml| cannot tell you how | should act."

"Ch, conme, don't we all think oursel ves Napol eons now i n Russi a?"
Porfiry Petrovitch said with alarnming famliarity

Sonet hi ng peculiar betrayed itself in the very intonation of his
Voi ce.

"Perhaps it was one of these future Napol eons who did for Alyona

| vanovna | ast week?" Zanetov blurted out fromthe corner

Raskol ni kov did not speak, but |ooked firmy and intently at



Porfiry. Razumi hin was scowing gloonily. He seened before this to
be noticing sonmething. He | ooked angrily around. There was a m nute of
gl oony silence. Raskol ni kov turned to go.
"Are you goi ng already?" Porfiry said aniably, holding out his
hand with excessive politeness. "Very, very glad of your acquaintance.

As for your request, have no uneasiness, wite just as | told you, or

better still, come to nme there yourself in a day or two...
to-norrow, indeed. | shall be there at eleven o' clock for certain.
We'll arrange it all; we'll have a talk. As one of the |last to be

there, you might perhaps be able to tell us sonething," he added
with a nost good-natured expression.

"You want to cross-examne ne officially in due forn?" Raskol ni kov
asked sharply.

"Ch, why? That's not necessary for the present. You m sunderstand

me. | lose no opportunity, you see, and... |'ve talked with all who
had pl edges.... | obtained evidence fromsone of them and you are the
last.... Yes, by the way," he cried, seem ngly suddenly delighted,

"I just renmenber, what was | thinking of?" he turned to Razunmi hin,
"you were talking my ears off about that Nikolay... of course, | know,

I know very well,"” he turned to Raskol nikov, "that the fellowis
i nnocent, but what is one to do? We had to trouble Dmitri too.... This
is the point, this is all: when you went up the stairs it was past
seven, wasn't it?"

"Yes," answered Raskol ni kov, with an unpl easant sensation at the
very nonment he spoke that he need not have said it.

"Then when you went upstairs between seven and eight, didn't you see
ina flat that stood open on a second storey, do you renenber, two
wor kmen or at |east one of thenf? They were painting there, didn't
you notice then? It's very, very inportant for them"”

"Painters? No, | didn't see them" Raskol ni kov answered slowy, as
t hough ransacki ng his nmenory, while at the sane instant he was racking

every nerve, alnpbst swooning with anxiety to conjecture as quickly

as possible where the trap lay and not to overl ook anything. "No, |



didn't see them and | don't think | noticed a flat |ike that open...
But on the fourth storey” (he had mastered the trap now and was
triunphant) "I renmenber now that some one was noving out of the flat
opposite Alyona lvanovna's.... | renenber... | renmenber it clearly.
Sone porters were carrying out a sofa and they squeezed ne agai nst the
wal|. But painters... no, | don't renmenber that there were any
painters, and | don't think that there was a flat open anywhere, no,
there wasn't."

"What do you nean?" Razum hin shouted suddenly, as though he had
reflected and realised. "Wiy, it was on the day of the nurder the
pai nters were at work, and he was there three days before? Wat are
you aski ng?"

"Foo! | have nuddled it!" Porfiry slapped hinmself on the forehead.
"Deuce take it! This business is turning ny brain!" he addressed
Raskol ni kov sonewhat apologetically. "It would be such a great thing
for us to find out whether any one had seen them between seven and
eight at the flat, so |I fancied you could perhaps have told us
something.... | quite nuddled it."

"Then you should be nore careful,” Razum hin observed griny

The | ast words were uttered in the passage. Porfiry Petrovitch saw
themto the door with excessive politeness.

They went out into the street gloony and sullen, and for some

steps they did not say a word. Raskol ni kov drew a deep breath.

Chapter Six

"I DONT BELIEVE it, | can't believe it!" repeated Razum hin, trying
in perplexity to refute Raskol ni kov's argunents.

They were by now approachi ng Bakal eyev' s | odgi ngs, where Pul cheria
Al exandrovna and Douni a had been expecting thema | ong while.
Razum hin kept stopping on the way in the heat of discussion, confused

and excited by the very fact that they were for the first tinme



speaki ng openly about it.
"Don't believe it, then!" answered Raskol nikov, with a cold,
careless smle. "You were noticing nothing as usual, but | was

wei ghi ng every word."

"You are suspicious. That is why you weighed their words... h'm..
certainly, | agree, Porfiry's tone was rather strange, and stil
nore that wretch Zanetov!... You are right, there was sonething

about him but why? Wy?"

"He has changed his mnd since |last night."

"Quite the contrary! |If they had that brainless idea, they would
do their utmost to hide it, and conceal their cards, so as to catch
you afterwards.... But it was all inpudent and careless.™

"If they had had facts- | nean, real facts- or at |east grounds
for suspicion, then they would certainly have tried to hide their
game, in the hope of getting nore (they would have nade a search
| ong ago besides). But they have no facts, not one. It is al
m rage- all ambiguous. Sinply a floating idea. So they try to throw nme
out by inpudence. And perhaps, he was irritated at having no facts,
and blurted it out in his vexation- or perhaps he has sone plan..
he seens an intelligent man. Perhaps he wanted to frighten ne by
pretending to know. They have a psychol ogy of their own, brother
But it is |oathsone explaining it all. Stop!"

"And it's insulting, insulting! | understand you. But... since we
have spoken openly now (and it is an excellent thing that we have at
last- | amglad) | will own now frankly that | noticed it in themlong
ago, this idea. O course the nerest hint only- an insinuation- but
why an insinuation even? How dare they? Wat foundation have they?

If only you knew how furious |I have been. Think only! Sinply because a
poor student, unhinged by poverty and hypochondria, on the eve of a
severe delirious illness (note that), suspicious, vain, proud, who has
not seen a soul to speak to for six nonths, in rags and in boots

wi t hout soles, has to face sone wetched policenen and put up with

their insolence; and the unexpected debt thrust under his nose, the



I.O U presented by Tchebarov, the new paint, thirty degrees Reaunur
and a stifling atnosphere, a crowd of people, the talk about the
murder of a person where he had been just before, and all that on an
enpty stonmach- he might well have a fainting fit! And that, that is
what they found it all on! Damm them | understand how annoying it is,
but in your place, Rodya, | would laugh at them or better still, spit
in their ugly faces, and spit a dozen times in all directions. 1'd hit
out in all directions, neatly too, and so I'd put an end to it. Dam
them Don't be downhearted. It's a shane!"

"He really has put it well, though," Raskol ni kov thought.

"Dam then? But the cross-exam nation again, to-norrow?" he said
with bitterness. "Must | really enter into explanations with then®? |
feel vexed as it is that | condescended to speak to Zanetov
yesterday in the restaurant....”

"Dam it! | will go nyself to Porfiry. I will squeeze it out of him
as one of the family: he nust let nme know the ins and outs of it
all! And as for Zanetov..."

"At last he sees through him" thought Raskol ni kov.

"Stay!" cried Razum hin, seizing himby the shoul der again. "Stay!
you were wong. | have thought it out. You are wong! How was that a
trap? You say that the question about the worknmen was a trap. But if
you had done that, could you have said you had seen them painting
the flat... and the worknen? On the contrary, you would have seen
not hing, even if you had seen it. Who would own it agai nst hinsel f?"

"I'f I had done that thing, | should certainly have said that | had

seen the worknmen and the flat." Raskol ni kov answered, wth
reluctance and obvious di sgust.

"But why speak agai nst yoursel f?"

"Because only peasants, or the nost inexperienced novices deny
everything flatly at examinations. If a man is ever so little
devel oped and experienced, he will certainly try to adnmt all the

external facts that can't be avoided, but will seek other explanations

of them will introduce sone special, unexpected turn, that wll



gi ve them anot her significance and put themin another |ight.
Porfiry might well reckon that |I should be sure to answer so, and
say | had seen themto give an air of truth, and then nmake sone
expl anation."

"But he would have told you at once, that the worknmen could not have
been there two days before, and that therefore you nust have been
there on the day of the nmurder at eight o' clock. And so he would
have caught you over a detail."

"Yes, that is what he was reckoning on, that |I should not have
time to reflect, and should be in a hurry to nake the nost likely
answer, and so would forget that the workmen could not have been there
two days before.”

"But how could you forget it?"

"Nothing easier. It is in just such stupid things clever people
are nost easily caught. The nore cunning a nan is, the |ess he
suspects that he will be caught in a sinple thing. The nmore cunning
a man is, the sinpler the trap he nust be caught in. Porfiry is not
such a fool as you think...."

"He is a knave then, if that is sol"

Raskol ni kov coul d not hel p | aughing. But at the very nmonent, he
was struck by the strangeness of his own frankness, and the
eagerness wi th which he had nmade this expl anation, though he had
kept up all the precedi ng conversation with gloony repulsion
obviously with a notive, from necessity.

"I amgetting a relish for certain aspects!" he thought to
hi nsel f. But alnpst at the same instant, he becane suddenly uneasy, as
t hough an unexpected and al arm ng i dea had occurred to him His
uneasi ness kept on increasing. They had just reached the entrance to
Bakal eyev' s.

"Go in alone!" said Raskol ni kov suddenly. "I will be back directly."

"Where are you goi ng? Wiy, we are just here."

"I can't helpit.... I will cone in half an hour. Tell them"

"Say what you like, I will conme with you."



"You, too, want to torture me!" he screamed, with such bitter
irritation, such despair in his eyes that Razum hin's hands dropped.
He stood for sone time on the steps, |ooking gloonmly at Raskol ni kov
striding rapidly away in the direction of his |odging. At |ast,
gritting his teeth and clenching his fist, he swore he woul d squeeze
Porfiry like a lenon that very day, and went up the stairs to reassure
Pul cheri a Al exandrovna, who was by now alarnmed at their |ong absence.

When Raskol ni kov got home, his hair was soaked with sweat and he was
breathing heavily. He went rapidly up the stairs, walked into his
unl ocked room and at once fastened the latch. Then in senseless terror
he rushed to the corner, to that hole under the paper where he had put
the thing; put his hand in, and for some nminutes felt carefully in the
hole, in every crack and fold of the paper. Finding nothing, he got up
and drew a deep breath. As he was reaching the steps of Bakal eyev's,
he suddenly fancied that sonmething, a chain, a stud or even a bit of
paper in which they had been wapped with the old wonan's
handwiting on it, mght sonmehow have slipped out and been lost in
some crack, and then might suddenly turn up as unexpected,
concl usi ve evi dence agai nst him

He stood as though lost in thought, and a strange, humli ated,
hal f senseless snile strayed on his lips. He took his cap at |ast
and went quietly out of the room H s ideas were all tangled. He
went dreanmily through the gateway.

"Here he is hinself," shouted a | oud voi ce.

He rai sed his head.

The porter was standing at the door of his little roomand was
pointing himout to a short nan who | ooked |ike an artisan, wearing
a long coat and a wai stcoat, and | ooking at a distance remarkably |ike
a woman. He stooped, and his head in a greasy cap hung forward. From
his winkled flabby face he | ooked over fifty; his little eyes were
lost in fat and they | ooked out grimy, sternly and di scontentedly.

"What is it?" Raskol ni kov asked, going up to the porter

The man stole a look at himfromunder his brows and he | ooked at



himattentively, deliberately; then he turned slowy and went out of
the gate into the street w thout saying a word

"What is it?" cried Raskol ni kov.

"Wy, he there was asking whether a student lived here, mentioned
your name and whom you | odged with. | saw you coning and pointed you
out and he went away. It's funny."

The porter too seened rather puzzled, but not nmuch so, and after
wondering for a noment he turned and went back to his room

Raskol ni kov ran after the stranger, and at once caught sight of
hi m wal ki ng al ong the other side of the street with the sane even
deliberate step with his eyes fixed on the ground, as though in
nedi tation. He soon overtook him but for sonme tinme wal ked behind him
At last, noving on to a level with him he |ooked at his face. The man
noti ced himat once, |ooked at himquickly, but dropped his eyes
again; and so they wal ked for a mnute side by side without uttering a
wor d.

"You were inquiring for me... of the porter?" Raskol ni kov said at
last, but in a curiously quiet voice.

The man made no answer; he didn't even |l ook at him Again they
were both silent.

"Way do you... cone and ask for ne... and say nothing.... Wiat's the
nmeani ng of it?"

Raskol ni kov' s voi ce broke and he seened unable to articulate the
words clearly.

The man raised his eyes this time and turned a gl ooy sinister
| ook at Raskol ni kov.

"Murderer!" he said suddenly in a quiet but clear and distinct
Voi ce.

Raskol ni kov went on wal ki ng beside him H's legs felt suddenly weak,
a cold shiver ran down his spine, and his heart seened to stand
still for a nonent, then suddenly began throbbing as though it were
set free. So they wal ked for about a hundred paces, side by side in

si | ence.



The man did not | ook at him
"What do you nean... what is.... Wio is a nurderer?" nuttered
Raskol ni kov hardly audibly.

"You are a nmurderer," the man answered still nore articulately and
enphatically, with a smle of triunphant hatred, and again he | ooked
straight into Raskol ni kov's pale face and stricken eyes.

They had just reached the crossroads. The nman turned to the |eft
wi t hout | ooki ng behind him Raskol ni kov remai ned standi ng, gazing
after him He saw himturn round fifty paces away and | ook back at him
still standing there. Raskol ni kov could not see clearly, but he
fancied that he was again snmling the sane snmile of cold hatred and
triunph.

Wth slow faltering steps, w th shaki ng knees, Raskol ni kov nmade
his way back to his little garret, feeling chilled all over. He took
off his cap and put it on the table, and for ten mnutes he stood
wi t hout nmoving. Then he sank exhausted on the sofa and with a weak
moan of pain he stretched hinself on it. So he lay for half an hour

He t hought of nothing. Sone thoughts or fragnents of thoughts,
some i mages wi thout order or coherence floated before his m nd-
faces of people he had seen in his chil dhood or net somewhere once,
whom he woul d never have recalled, the belfry of the church at V., the
billiard table in a restaurant and sone officers playing billiards,
the snell of cigars in some underground tobacco shop, a tavern room a
back staircase quite dark, all sloppy with dirty water and strewn with
egg shells, and the Sunday bells floating in fromsomewhere.... The
i mages followed one another, whirling like a hurricane. Sonme of them
he liked and tried to clutch at, but they faded and all the while
there was an oppression within him but it was not overwhel i ng,
sometines it was even pleasant.... The slight shivering stil
persisted, but that too was an al nbst pleasant sensation

He heard the hurried footsteps of Razum hin; he closed his eyes
and pretended to be asl eep. Razum hin opened the door and stood for

sonme time in the doorway as though hesitating, then he stepped



softly into the roomand went cautiously to the sofa. Raskol ni kov
heard Nastasya's whi sper

"Don't disturb hinl Let himsleep. He can have his dinner later."

"Quite so," answered Razuni hin. Both withdrew carefully and cl osed
the door. Another half-hour passed. Raskol ni kov opened his eyes,
turned on his back again, clasping his hands behind his head.

"Who is he? Who is that man who sprang out of the earth? Wiere was
he, what did he see? He has seen it all, that's clear. Were was he
then? And from where did he see? Wiy has he only now sprung out of the

earth? And how could he see? Is it possible? Hn.." continued
Raskol ni kov, turning cold and shivering, "and the jewel case N kol ay
found behind the door- was that possible? A clue? You nmiss an
infinitesimal line and you can build it into a pyram d of evi dence!
Afly flew by and saw it! Is it possible?" He felt with sudden

| oat hi ng how weak, how physically weak he had becone. "I ought to have

known it," he thought with a bitter snile. "And how dared I, know ng

mysel f, knowi ng how I should be, take up an axe and shed bl ood!

ought to have known beforehand.... Ah, but | did know " he whispered
in despair. At tinmes he came to a standstill at sonme thought.
"No, those nmen are not made so. The real Master to whomall is

permitted storms Toul on, nakes a nassacre in Paris, forgets an arny in
Egypt, wastes half a million nmen in the Mbscow expedition and gets off
with a jest at Vilna. And altars are set up to himafter his death,
and so all is pernitted. No, such people it seens are not of flesh but
of bronze!™

One sudden irrel evant idea al nost made hi m | augh. Napol eon, the
pyram ds, Waterl oo, and a wetched skinny old worman, a pawnbroker wth
a red trunk under her bed- it's a nice hash for Porfiry Petrovitch
to digest! How can they digest it! It's too inartistic. "A Napol eon
creep under an old worman's bed! Ugh, how | oat hsone!"

At nonments he felt he was raving. He sank into a state of feverish
excitenent. "The old woman is of no consequence,"” he thought, hotly

and incoherently. "The old worman was a ni stake perhaps, but she is not



what nmatters! The old woman was only an illness.... | was in a hurry

to overstep.... | didn't kill a human being, but a principle! | killed
the principle, but | didn't overstep, | stopped on this side.... | was
only capable of killing. And it seens | wasn't even capable of that..

Princi pl e? Wy was that fool Razum hin abusing the socialists? They
are industrious, comercial people; 'the happiness of all' is their
case. No, life is only given to me once and | shall never have it
again; | don't want to wait for 'the happiness of all.'" | want to live
mysel f, or else better not live at all. | sinply couldn't pass by ny
nmot her starving, keeping ny trouble in ny pocket while | waited for
the 'happiness of all." | amputting ny little brick into the

happi ness of all and so ny heart is at peace. Ha-ha! Wiy have you

let me slip? | only live once, | too want.... Ech, | aman aesthetic

| ouse and nothing nore," he added suddenly, |aughing |like a madman.

"Yes, | amcertainly a |l ouse," he went on, clutching at the idea,
gloating over it and playing with it with vindictive pleasure. "In the
first place, because | can reason that | amone, and secondly, because
for a nonth past | have been troubling benevol ent Provi dence,

calling it to witness that not for ny owm fleshly lusts did

undertake it, but with a grand and nobl e object- ha-ha! Thirdly,
because | ained at carrying it out as justly as possible, weighing,
measuring and calculating. O all the lice | picked out the nost

usel ess one and proposed to take fromher only as nmuch as | needed for
the first step, no nore nor less (so the rest would have gone to a
monastery, according to her will, ha-ha!). And what shows that | am

utterly a louse,” he added, grinding his teeth, "is that | am
perhaps viler and nore | oathsone than the louse | killed, and |I felt
beforehand that | should tell nyself so after killing her. Can

anyt hing be conpared with the horror of that! The vulgarity! The

abj ectness! | understand the 'prophet' with his sabre, on his steed:
Al'l ah commands and 'trenbling' creation nust obey! The 'prophet' is

right, he is right when he sets a battery across the street and

bl ows up the innocent and the guilty w thout deigning to explain! It's



for you to obey, trenbling creation, and not to have desires, for
that's not for you!... | shall never, never forgive the old worman!"
Hs hair was soaked with sweat, his quivering |lips were parched, his
eyes were fixed on the ceiling.
"Mt her, sister- how !l |oved them Why do | hate them now? Yes,

hate them | feel a physical hatred for them | can't bear them near

me.... | went up to ny nother and kissed her, | renmenber.... To
enbrace her and think if she only knew... shall | tell her then?
That's just what | nmight do.... She nust be the sane as | am" he

added, straining hinmself to think, as it were struggling with
delirium "Ah, how | hate the old woman nowi | feel | should kil

her again if she cane to |life! Poor Lizaveta! Wy did she cone

in?... It's strange though, why is it | scarcely ever think of her, as
though I hadn't killed her! Lizaveta! Sonia! Poor gentle things,

with gentle eyes.... Dear wonen! Wiy don't they weep? Wiy don't they
nmoan? They give up everything... their eyes are soft and gentle...
Soni a, Sonia! Centle Sonial"

He | ost consciousness; it seened strange to himthat he didn't
remenber how he got into the street. It was late evening. The twlight
had fallen and the full noon was shining nore and nore brightly; but
there was a peculiar breathlessness in the air. There were crowds of
people in the street; worknmen and busi ness people were making their
way hone; other people had cone out for a walk; there was a smell of
nmortar, dust and stagnant water. Raskol ni kov wal ked al ong, nournfu
and anxious; he was distinctly aware of having conme out with a
pur pose, of having to do sonething in a hurry, but what it was he
had forgotten. Suddenly he stood still and saw a nan standi ng on the
other side of the street, beckoning to him He crossed over to him
but at once the man turned and wal ked away with his head hangi ng, as
t hough he had nade no sign to him "Stay, did he really beckon?"
Raskol ni kov wondered, but he tried to overtake him Wen he was w thin
ten paces he recognised himand was frightened; it was the sane man

with stooping shoulders in the long coat. Raskol ni kov followed him



at a distance; his heart was beating; they went down a turning; the
man still did not |ook round. "Does he know I am foll ow ng hinP"

t hought Raskol ni kov. The man went into the gateway of a big house.
Raskol ni kov hastened to the gate and | ooked in to see whether he would
| ook round and sign to him In the courtyard the man did turn round
and agai n seened to beckon him Raskol ni kov at once foll owed him

into the yard, but the nman was gone. He nust have gone up the first
stai rcase. Raskol ni kov rushed after him He heard sl ow nmeasured

steps two flights above. The staircase seened strangely famliar. He
reached the window on the first floor; the noon shone through the
panes with a mel ancholy and nysterious light; then he reached the
second floor. Bah! this is the flat where the painters were at work...
but how was it he did not recognise it at once? The steps of the man
above had di ed away. "So he must have stopped or hi dden sonewhere.” He
reached the third storey, should he go on? There was a stillness

that was dreadful.... But he went on. The sound of his own footsteps
scared and frightened him How dark it was! The man nust be hiding

in some corner here. Ah! the flat was standing wi de open, he hesitated
and went in. It was very dark and enpty in the passage, as though
everyt hi ng had been renoved; he crept on tiptoe into the parlour which
was flooded with noonlight. Everything there was as before, the
chairs, the | ooking-glass, the yellow sofa and the pictures in the
franmes. A huge, round, copper-red noon | ooked in at the windows. "It's
the nmoon that nmakes it so still, weaving some nystery," thought

Raskol ni kov. He stood and waited, waited a long while, and the nore

silent the moonlight, the nore violently his heart beat, till it was
pai nful. And still the sane hush. Suddenly he heard a nonentary
sharp crack like the snapping of a splinter and all was still again. A

fly flew up suddenly and struck the wi ndow pane with a plaintive buzz.
At that nonent he noticed in the corner between the wi ndow and the
little cupboard sonething Iike a cloak hanging on the wall. "Wy is
that cloak here?" he thought, "it wasn't there before...." He went

up to it quietly and felt that there was sone one hiding behind it. He



cautiously noved the cloak and saw, sitting on a chair in the
corner, the old wonman bent double so that he couldn't see her face;
but it was she. He stood over her. "She is afraid," he thought. He
stealthily took the axe fromthe noose and struck her one blow, then
anot her on the skull. But strange to say she did not stir, as though
she were nade of wood. He was frightened, bent down nearer and tried
to l ook at her; but she, too, bent her head | ower. He bent right
down to the ground and peeped up into her face from bel ow, he peeped
and turned cold with horror: the old woman was sitting and | aughi ng,
shaki ng with noi sel ess | aughter, doing her utnost that he shoul d not
hear it. Suddenly he fancied that the door fromthe bedroom was opened
alittle and that there was | aughter and whispering within. He was
overcone with frenzy and he began hitting the old worman on the head
with all his force, but at every blow of the axe the | aughter and
whi spering fromthe bedroom grew | ouder and the old woman was sinply
shaking with nmirth. He was rushing away, but the passage was full of
peopl e, the doors of the flats stood open and on the |anding, on the
stairs and everywhere bel ow there were people, rows of heads, al

| ooki ng, but huddl ed together in silence and expectation. Sonething
gripped his heart, his legs were rooted to the spot, they would not
nmove.... He tried to scream and woke up

He drew a deep breath- but his dream seened strangely to persist:
his door was flung open and a man whom he had never seen stood in
the doorway watching himintently.

Raskol ni kov had hardly opened his eyes and he instantly cl osed
them again. He lay on his back w thout stirring.

"I's it still a dreanP" he wondered and again raised his eyelids
hardly perceptibly; the stranger was standing in the same place, stil
wat chi ng him

He stepped cautiously into the room carefully closing the door
after him went up to the table, paused a nonment, still keeping his
eyes on Raskol ni kov and noi sel essly seated hinself on the chair by the

sofa; he put his hat on the floor beside himand | eaned his hands on



his cane and his chin on his hands. It was evident that he was
prepared to wait indefinitely. As far as Raskol ni kov coul d nake out
fromhis stolen glances, he was a nman no | onger young, stout, with a
full, fair, alnost whitish beard.

Ten m nutes passed. It was still light, but beginning to get dusk
There was conplete stillness in the room Not a sound canme fromthe
stairs. Only a big fly buzzed and fluttered agai nst the w ndow pane.
It was unbearable at |ast. Raskol ni kov suddenly got up and sat on
t he sof a.

"Cone, tell me what you want."

"I knew you were not asleep, but only pretending,” the stranger

answered oddly, laughing calmy. "Arkady Ivanovitch Svidrigail ov,

allow ne to introduce nyself....'

PART FOUR

Chapter One

"CAN this be still a drean?" Raskol ni kov t hought once nore.

He | ooked carefully and suspiciously at the unexpected visitor

"Svidrigail ov! What nonsense! It can't be!" he said at last aloud in
bewi | der ment .

H's visitor did not seemat all surprised at this exclanation.

"I've come to you for two reasons. In the first place, | wanted to
make your personal acquai ntance, as | have already heard a great
deal about you that is interesting and flattering; secondly, | cherish
the hope that you may not refuse to assist nme in a matter directly
concerning the welfare of your sister, Avdotya Romanovna. For
wi t hout your support she might not |et me cone near her now, for she
is prejudiced against me, but with your assistance | reckon on..."

"You reckon wongly," interrupted Raskol ni kov.

"They only arrived yesterday, nay | ask you?"

Raskol ni kov nade no reply.



"I't was yesterday, | know. | only arrived nyself the day before.
Vell, et me tell you this, Rodion Romanovitch, | don't consider it
necessary to justify myself, but kindly tell me what was there
particularly crimnal on ny part in all this business, speaking
wi t hout prejudice, with comon sense?"

Raskol ni kov continued to ook at himin silence.

"That in ny own house | persecuted a defenceless girl and

"insulted her with ny infamus proposals'- is that it? (I am
anticipating you.) But you' ve only to assune that |, too, ama man
et nihil humanum.. in a word, that | am capabl e of being attracted

and falling in I ove (which does not depend on our will), then
everything can be explained in the nost natural nanner. The question
is, aml a nonster, or aml nyself a victin? And what if | ama
victin? In proposing to the object of my passion to elope with ne to
America or Switzerland, | may have cherished the deepest respect for
her, and may have thought that | was pronoting our nutual happiness!
Reason is the slave of passion, you know, why, probably, | was doing
more harmto nyself than any one!"”

"But that's not the point," Raskolnikov interrupted with disgust.
"I't's sinply that whether you are right or wong, we dislike you. W
don't want to have anything to do with you. W show you the door. Go
out!"

Svidrigailov broke into a sudden | augh

"But you're... but there's no getting round you," he said,
| aughing in the frankest way. "I hoped to get round you, but you
took up the right line at once!"

"But you are trying to get round me still!"

"What of it? What of it?" cried Svidrigailov, |aughing openly.
"But this is what the French call bonne guerre, and the nost
i nnocent form of deception!... But still you have interrupted ne;
one way or another, | repeat again: there would never have been any

unpl easant ness except for what happened in the garden. Marfa

Petrovna..."



"You have got rid of Marfa Petrovna, too, so they say?"
Raskol ni kov interrupted rudely.

"Ch, you've heard that, too, then? You'd be sure to, though...
But as for your question, | really don't know what to say, though ny
own conscience is quite at rest on that score. Don't suppose that | am
i n any apprehension about it. Al was regular and in order; the
medi cal inquiry di agnosed apopl exy due to bathing i mediately after
a heavy dinner and a bottle of wine, and indeed it could have proved
nothing else. But I'll tell you what | have been thinking to nyself of
late, on nmy way here in the train, especially: didn't | contribute
to all that... calamity, norally, in a way, by irritation or sonething
of the sort. But | cane to the conclusion that that, too, was quite
out of the question."

Raskol ni kov | aughed.

"I wonder you trouble yourself about it!"

"But what are you laughing at? Only consider, | struck her just
twice with a switch- there were no marks even... don't regard ne as
a cynic, please; | amperfectly aware how atrocious it was of ne and

all that; but |I know for certain, too, that Marfa Petrovna was very
likely pleased at ny, so to say, warnth. The story of your sister
had been wung out to the last drop; for the last three days Marfa
Petrovna had been forced to sit at home; she had nothing to show
herself with in the town. Besides, she had bored themso with that
|l etter (you heard about her reading the letter). And all of a sudden
those two switches fell from heaven! Her first act was to order the
carriage to be got out.... Not to speak of the fact that there are
cases when wonen are very, very glad to be insulted in spite of all
their show of indignation. There are instances of it with every one;
human beings in general, indeed, greatly |love to be insulted, have you
noticed that? But it's particularly so with wonen. One might even
say it's their only anmusenent."

At one time Raskol ni kov thought of getting up and wal ki ng out and so

finishing the interview. But sone curiosity and even a sort of



prudence nmade himlinger for a nonent.

"You are fond of fighting?" he asked carel essly.

"No, not very," Svidrigailov answered, calmy. "And Marfa Petrovna
and | scarcely ever fought. We lived very harnoni ously, and she was
al ways pleased with me. | only used the whip twice in all our seven
years (not counting a third occasion of a very anbi guous character).
The first time, two nonths after our narriage, inmediately after we
arrived in the country, and the last time was that of which we are
speaking. Did you suppose | was such a nonster, such a reactionary,
such a slave driver? Ha, ha! By the way, do you renmenber, Rodion
Romanovitch, how a few years ago, in those days of beneficent
publicity, a nobleman, |'ve forgotten his nane, was put to shane
everywhere, in all the papers, for having thrashed a Gernan woman in
the railway train. You remenber? It was in those days, that very
year | believe, the 'disgraceful action of the Age' took place (you
know, 'The Egyptian Nights,' that public reading, you renenber? The
dark eyes, you know Ah, the golden days of our youth, where are
they?). Well, as for the gentleman who thrashed the Gernman, | fee
no synpathy with him because after all what need is there for
synmpathy? But | nust say that there are sonetimes such provoking
"CGermans' that | don't believe there is a progressive who could
quite answer for hinmself. No one | ooked at the subject fromthat point
of view then, but that's the truly humane point of view, | assure
you."

After saying this, Svidrigailov broke into a sudden | augh agai n.
Raskol ni kov saw clearly that this was a man with a firm purpose in his
m nd and able to keep it to hinself.

"l expect you've not tal ked to any one for sone days?" he asked.

"Scarcely any one. | suppose you are wondering at ny being such an
adapt abl e man?"

"No, | amonly wondering at your being too adaptable a man."

"Because | am not of fended at the rudeness of your questions? Is

that it? But why take offence? As you asked, so | answered," he



replied, with a surprising expression of sinplicity. "You know,

there's hardly anything | take interest in,” he went on, as it were
dreanily, "especially now, |'ve nothing to do.... You are quite at
liberty to imagine though that I amnaking up to you with a notive
particularly as | told you |l want to see your sister about
something. But 1'lIl confess frankly, | amvery nmuch bored. The | ast
three days especially, so | amdelighted to see you.... Don't be
angry, Rodi on Romanovitch, but you seemto be sonehow awful |y
strange yoursel f. Say what you like, there's sonething wong with you
and now, too... not this very mnute, | mean, but now, generally...
well, well, I won't, I won't, don't scowW! | amnot such a bear, you
know, as you think."

Raskol ni kov | ooked gl oomily at him

"You are not a bear, perhaps, at all,"” he said. "I fancy indeed that
you are a man of very good breeding, or at |east know how on
occasion to behave |ike one."

"I amnot particularly interested in any one's opinion,"”
Svidrigailov answered, dryly and even with a shade of haughti ness,
"and therefore why not be vulgar at tines when vulgarity is such a
conveni ent cloak for our climate... and especially if one has a
natural propensity that way," he added, |aughi ng again.

"But |'ve heard you have nany friends here. You are, as they say,
"not without connections.' What can you want with nme, then, unless
you' ve sone special object?"

"That's true that | have friends here," Svidrigailov adnitted, not
replying to the chief point. "I've met sone already. |'ve been

| oungi ng about for the last three days, and |I've seen them or they've
seen me. That's a matter of course. | amwell dressed and reckoned not
a poor man; the emancipation of the serfs hasn't affected nme; ny
property consists chiefly of forests and water neadows. The revenue
has not fallen off; but... | amnot going to see them | was sick of

themlong ago. |'ve been here three days and have called on no one...

What a town it is! How has it cone into existence anong us, tell ne



that? A town of officials and students of all sorts. Yes, there's a

great deal | didn't notice when I was here eight years ago, kicking up
my heels.... My only hope nowis in anatony, by Jove, it is!"
" Anat ony?"

"But as for these clubs, Dussauts, parades, or progress, indeed, may

be- well, all that can go on without ne," he went on, again wthout
noticing the question. "Besides, who wants to be a card-sharper?”

"Why, have you been a card-sharper then?”

"How could | hel p being? There was a regul ar set of us, nen of the
best society, eight years ago; we had a fine tinme. And all nen of
breedi ng, you know, poets, nmen of property. And indeed as a rule in
our Russian society, the best nanners are found anong t hose who' ve
been t hrashed, have you noticed that? |'ve deteriorated in the
country. But | did get into prison for debt, through a | ow G eek who
came from Nezhin. Then Marfa Petrovna turned up; she bargained with
hi m and bought ne off for thirty thousand silver pieces (I owed
seventy thousand). W were united in | awful wedl ock and she bore me
off into the country like a treasure. You know she was five years
ol der than |I. She was very fond of me. For seven years | never |eft
the country. And, take note, that all my life she held a docunent over
me, the 1.0 U for thirty thousand roubles, so if | were to elect to
be restive about anything | should be trapped at once! And she woul d
have done it! Whnen find nothing inconpatible in that."

"If it hadn't been for that, would you have given her the slip?"

"I don't know what to say. It was scarcely the docunent restrained
me. | didn't want to go anywhere el se. Marfa Petrovna herself
invited me to go abroad, seeing | was bored, but |I've been abroad
before, and always felt sick there. For no reason, but the sunrise,
the bay of Naples, the sea- you look at themand it makes you sad.
What's nost revolting is that one is really sad! No, it's better at
hone. Here at |east one blames others for everything and excuses
oneself. | shoul d have gone perhaps on an expedition to the North

Pol e, because j'ai le vin nauvais and hate drinking, and there's



nothing left but wine. |I have tried it. But, | say, |'ve been told
Berg is going up in a great balloon next Sunday fromthe Yusupov
Garden and will take up passengers at a fee. Is it true?"

"Why, would you go up?"

"I... No, oh, no," nuttered Svidrigailov really seenming to be deep
i n thought.

"What does he nean? |s he in earnest?" Raskol ni kov wonder ed.

"No, the docunent didn't restrain nme," Svidrigailov went on
meditatively. "It was nmy own doing, not |eaving the country, and
nearly a year ago Marfa Petrovna gave nme back the docunment on ny
nane day and made ne a present of a considerable sum of noney, too
She had a fortune, you know. 'You see how | trust you, Arkady
Ivanovitch'- that was actually her expression. You don't believe she
used it? But do you know I managed the estate quite decently, they
know nme in the nei ghbourhood. | ordered books, too. Marfa Petrovna
at first approved, but afterwards she was afraid of ny over-studying."

"You seemto be missing Marfa Petrovna very nuch?"

"M ssing her? Perhaps. Really, perhaps | am And, by the way, do you
bel i eve in ghosts?"

"What ghosts?”

"Why, ordinary ghosts."

"Do you believe in then?"

"Per haps not, pour vous plaire.... | wouldn't say no exactly."

"Do you see them then?"

Svidrigailov | ooked at himrather oddly.

"Marfa Petrovna is pleased to visit me," he said, twisting his nouth
into a strange snile.

"How do you nean 'she is pleased to visit you' ?"

"She has been three tines. | saw her first on the very day of the
funeral, an hour after she was buried. It was the day before |I left to
come here. The second time was the day before yesterday, at

daybreak, on the journey at the station of Ml aya Vishera, and the

third tine was two hours ago in the roomwhere | amstaying. | was



al one. "

"Were you awake?"

"Quite awake. | was w de awake every tine. She conmes, speaks to ne
for a minute and goes out at the door- always at the door. | can
al nost hear her."

"What nade ne think that sonething of the sort nust be happening
to you?" Raskol ni kov sai d suddenly.

At the same nmonent he was surprised at having said it. He was nuch
exci t ed.

"What! Did you think so?" Svidrigailov asked in astonishment. "Did
you really? Didn't | say that there was sonething in combn between
us, eh?"

"You never said so!" Raskol ni kov cried sharply and with heat.

"Didn't |°?"

"Nol "

"I thought | did. When | cane in and saw you lying with your eyes
shut, pretending, | said to nyself at once 'here's the man.'"

"What do you nean by 'the man?' What are you tal king about?" cried
Raskol ni kov.

"What do | nean? | really don't know...." Svidrigailov nuttered
i ngenuously, as though he, too, were puzzl ed.

For a minute they were silent. They stared in each other's faces.

"That's all nonsense!" Raskol ni kov shouted with vexation. "Wat does
she say when she cones to you?"

"She! Wuld you believe it, she talks of the silliest trifles and-
man is a strange creature- it makes ne angry. The first time she
came in (I was tired you know. the funeral service, the funera
cerenmony, the lunch afterwards. At last | was left alone in ny
study. | lighted a cigar and began to think), she came in at the door
' You' ve been so busy to-day, Arkady Ivanovitch, you have forgotten
to wind the dining roomclock,' she said. All those seven years |'ve
wound that clock every week, and if | forgot it she would al ways

remind ne. The next day | set off on ny way here. | got out at the



station at daybreak; |'d been asleep, tired out, with ny eyes half
open, | was drinking some coffee. | |ooked up and there was suddenly
Marfa Petrovna sitting beside ne with a pack of cards in her hands.
"Shall | tell your fortune for the journey, Arkady |vanovitch?' She
was a great hand at telling fortunes. | shall never forgive nyself for
not asking her to. | ran away in a fright, and, besides, the bel
rang. | was sitting to-day, feeling very heavy after a niserable

di nner froma cookshop; | was sitting snoking, all of a sudden Marfa
Petrovna again. She cane in very snart in a new green silk dress
with a long train. 'Good day, Arkady |vanovitch! How do you like ny
dress? Aniska can't make like this.' (Aniska was a dressnaker in the

country, one of our fornmer serf girls who had been trained in

Moscow, a pretty wench.) She stood turning round before nme. | | ooked
at the dress, and then | |ooked carefully, very carefully, at her
face. 'l wonder you trouble to cone to ne about such trifles, Marfa
Petrovna.' ' Good gracious, you won't let one disturb you about
anything!* To tease her | said, 'I want to get married, Marfa
Petrovna.' 'That's just |ike you, Arkady Ivanovitch; it does you

very little credit to cone |ooking for a bride when you' ve hardly
buried your wife. And if you could nmake a good choice, at |east, but I
know it won't be for your happiness or hers, you will only be a

| aughi ng-stock to all good people.' Then she went out and her train
seenmed to rustle. Isn't it nonsense, eh?"

"But perhaps you are telling lies?" Raskol ni kov put in.

"I rarely lie," answered Svidrigailov thoughtfully, apparently not
noticing the rudeness of the question

"And in the past, have you ever seen ghosts before?"

"Y-yes, | have seen them but only once in ny life, six years ago. |
had a serf, Filka; just after his burial | called out forgetting
"Filka, my pipe!' He cane in and went to the cupboard where ny pipes
were. | sat still and thought '"he is doing it out of revenge,' because
we had a violent quarrel just before his death. 'How dare you come

inwith a hole in your elbow,' | said. 'Go away, you scanp!' He turned



and went out, and never cane again. | didn't tell Marfa Petrovna at
the tine. | wanted to have a service sung for him but | was ashaned."

"You should go to a doctor."

"I know | amnot well, w thout your telling me, though | don't
know what's wong; | believe | amfive tines as strong as you are.
didn't ask you whether you believe that ghosts are seen, but whether
you believe that they exist."

"No, I won't believe it!" Raskol nikov cried, with positive anger

"What do people generally say?" nuttered Svidrigailov, as though
speaking to hinself, |ooking aside and bowi ng his head: "They say,
"You are ill, so what appears to you is only unreal fantasy.' But
that's not strictly logical. | agree that ghosts only appear to the
sick, but that only proves that they are unable to appear except to
the sick, not that they don't exist."

"Not hi ng of the sort," Raskol nikov insisted irritably.

"No? You don't think so?" Svidrigailov went on, |ooking at him
del i berately. "But what do you say to this argunment (help me with it):
ghosts are as it were shreds and fragnents of other worlds, the
begi nning of them A man in health has, of course, no reason to see
them because he is above all a man of this earth and is bound for the
sake of conpl eteness and order to live only in this life. But as
soon as one is ill, as soon as the nornal earthly order of the
organismis broken, one begins to realise the possibility of another
worl d; and the nore seriously ill one is, the closer becones one's
contact with that other world, so that as soon as the man dies he
steps straight into that world. | thought of that |long ago. If you
believe in a future life, you could believe in that, too."

"I don't believe in a future life," said Raskol ni kov.

Svidrigailov sat |lost in thought.

"And what if there are only spiders there, or sonething of that

sort," he said suddenly.
"He is a madman, " thought Raskol ni kov.

"W always inmagine eternity as sonethi ng beyond our conception



somet hi ng vast, vast! But why nust it be vast? Instead of all that,
what if it's one little room |ike a bathhouse in the country, black
and grinmy and spiders in every corner, and that's all eternity is?
sonmetines fancy it like that."

"Can it be you can imagine nothing juster and nore conforting than
that ?" Raskol ni kov cried, with a feeling of anguish

"Juster? And how can we tell, perhaps that is just, and do you
know it's what | would certainly have made it," answered Svidrigail ov,
with a vague snile.

This horrible answer sent a cold chill through Raskol ni kov.
Svidrigailov raised his head, |ooked at him and suddenly began
| aughi ng.

"Only think," he cried, "half an hour ago we had never seen each
other, we regarded each other as enemes; there is a matter
unsettl ed between us; we've thrown it aside, and away we've gone
into the abstract! Wasn't | right in saying that we were birds of a
f eat her ?"

"Kindly allow ne," Raskol ni kov went on irritably, "to ask you to
expl ai n why you have honoured ne with your visit... and... and | amin
a hurry, I have no tinme to waste. | want to go out."

"By all neans, by all neans. Your sister, Avdotya Ronmanovna, is
going to be married to M. Luzhin, Pyotr Petrovitch?"

"Can you refrain fromany question about ny sister and from
mentioning her nane? | can't understand how you dare utter her nane in
my presence, if you really are Svidrigailov."

"Why, but 1've cone here to speak about her; how can | avoid
ment i oni ng her ?"

"Very good, speak, but make haste."

"I amsure that you nust have fornmed your own opinion of this M.
Luzhin, who is a connection of mne through ny wife, if you have
only seen himfor half an hour, or heard any facts about him He is no
mat ch for Avdotya Ronmanovna. | believe Avdotya Romanovna is

sacrificing herself generously and inprudently for the sake of..



for the sake of her family. |I fancied fromall | had heard of you that
you would be very glad if the match coul d be broken off w thout the
sacrifice of worldly advantages. Now | know you personally, | am
convinced of it."

"All this is very naive... excuse ne, | should have said inpudent on

your part," said Raskol ni kov.

"You nmean to say that | am seeking ny own ends. Don't be uneasy,
Rodi on Romanovitch, if | were working for ny own advantage, | would
not have spoken out so directly. I amnot quite a fool. | wll confess
somet hi ng psychol ogi cally curious about that: just now, defending ny
| ove for Avdotya Romanovna, | said | was nyself the victim Well
let ne tell you that |1've no feeling of |ove now, not the slightest,
so that | wonder nyself indeed, for | really did feel sonething..."

"Through idl eness and depravity," Raskol ni kov put in.

"I certainly amidle and depraved, but your sister has such
qualities that even | could not help being inpressed by them But
that's all nonsense, as | see nyself now "

"Have you seen that |ong?"

"I began to be aware of it before, but was only perfectly sure of it
the day before yesterday, alnost at the nonent | arrived in
Petersburg. | still fancied in Mdscow, though, that | was coning to
try to get Avdotya Romanovna's hand and to cut out M. Luzhin."

"Excuse nme for interrupting you; kindly be brief, and cone to the
obj ect of your visit. | amin a hurry, | want to go out..."

"Wth the greatest pleasure. On arriving here and deternining on a
certain... journey, | should like to make some necessary prelimnary
arrangenents. | left nmy children with an aunt; they are well
provided for; and they have no need of ne personally. And a nice
father | should nake, too! | have taken nothing but what Marfa
Petrovna gave ne a year ago. That's enough for ne. Excuse nme, | am
just coming to the point. Before the journey which nay conme off, |
want to settle M. Luzhin, too. It's not that | detest himso nuch,

but it was through himl quarrelled with Marfa Petrovna when | | earned



that she had dished up this marriage. | want now to see Avdotya
Romanovna through your nediation, and if you like in your presence, to
explain to her that in the first place she will never gain anything
but harm from M. Luzhin. Then beggi ng her pardon for all past

unpl easant ness, to nmake her a present of ten thousand roubles and so
assist the rupture with M. Luzhin, a rupture to which | believe she
is herself not disinclined, if she could see the way to it."

"You are certainly mad," cried Raskol ni kov not so nmuch angered as
astoni shed. "How dare you talk like that!"

"I knew you woul d screamat me; but in the first place, though
amnot rich, this ten thousand roubles is perfectly free; | have
absolutely no need for it. If Avdotya Ronmanovha does not accept it,
| shall waste it in some nore foolish way. That's the first thing.
Secondly, ny conscience is perfectly easy; | make the offer with no
ulterior notive. You may not believe it, but in the end Avdotya
Romanovna and you will know The point is, that | did actually cause
your sister, whom| greatly respect, sonme trouble and
unpl easant ness, and so, sincerely regretting it, | want- not to
compensate, not to repay her for the unpl easantness, but sinply to
do sonmething to her advantage, to show that | amnot, after all
privileged to do nothing but harm If there were a mllionth
fraction of self interest in ny offer, | should not have nmade it so
openly; and | should not have offered her ten thousand only, when five
weeks ago | offered her nore, Besides, | nmy, perhaps, very soon narry
a young |l ady, and that al one ought to prevent suspicion of any
design on Avdotya Romanovna. In conclusion, let ne say that in
marrying M. Luzhin, she is taking noney just the sane, only from
anot her man. Don't be angry, Rodi on Ronanovitch, think it over
coolly and quietly.”

Svidrigailov hinself was exceedingly cool and quiet as he was saying
t hi s.

"I beg you to say no nore," said Raskolnikov. "In any case this is

unpar donabl e i nperti nence."



"Not in the least. Then a nan nmay do nothing but harmto his
nei ghbour in this world, and is prevented fromdoing the tiniest bit
of good by trivial conventional fornalities. That's absurd. If | died,
for instance, and left that sumto your sister in ny will, surely
she woul dn't refuse it?"

"Very likely she would."

"Ch, no, indeed. However, if you refuse it, so be it, though ten
thousand roubles is a capital thing to have on occasion. In any case
beg you to repeat what | have said to Avdotya Romanovna."

"No, | won't."

"In that case, Rodion Romanovitch, | shall be obliged to try and see
her nyself and worry her by doing so."

"And if | do tell her, will you not try to see her?"

"I don't know really what to say. | should |like very much to see her
once nore."

"Don't hope for it."

"I"'msorry. But you don't know ne. Perhaps we may become better
friends."

"You think we may becone friends?"

"And why not?" Svidrigailov said, smling. He stood up and took

his hat. "l didn't quite intend to disturb you and | came here wi t hout
reckoning on it... though |I was very nmuch struck by your face this
nmor ni ng. "

"Where did you see ne this norni ng?" Raskol ni kov asked uneasily.

"I saw you by chance.... | kept fancying there is something about
you like me.... But don't be uneasy. | amnot intrusive; | used to get
on all right with card-sharpers, and | never bored Prince Svirbey, a
great personage who is a distant relation of mine, and | could wite
about Raphael's Madonna in Madam Prilukov's al bum and | never |eft
Marfa Petrovna's side for seven years, and | used to stay the night at
Vi azenmsky's house in the Hay Market in the old days, and | may go up
in a balloon with Berg, perhaps.”

"Ch, all right. Are you starting soon on your travels, may | ask?"



"What travel s?"

"Why, on that 'journey'; you spoke of it yourself."

"A journey? Ch, yes. | did speak of a journey. Well, that's a wi de
subject.... if only you knew what you are asking," he added, and
gave a sudden, |oud, short |augh. "Perhaps I'll get married instead of
the journey. They're nmaking a match for ne."

"Her e?"

"Yes."

"How have you had tinme for that?"

"But | amvery anxious to see Avdotya Romanovna once. | earnestly
beg it. Well, good-bye for the present. Ch, yes, | have forgotten
sonmet hing. Tell your sister, Rodion Ronanovitch, that Marfa Petrovna
remenbered her in her will and left her three thousand rubl es.
That's absolutely certain. Marfa Petrovna arranged it a week before
her death, and it was done in ny presence. Avdotya Romanovna will be
able to receive the noney in two or three weeks."

"Are you telling the truth?”

"Yes, tell her. Well, your servant. | am staying very near you."

As he went out, Svidrigailov ran up against Razumihin in the

door way.

Chapter Two

IT WAS nearly eight o' clock. The two young men hurried to
Bakal eyev's, to arrive before Luzhin.

"Why, who was that?" asked Razunihin, as soon as they were in the
street.

"It was Svidrigailov, that |andowner in whose house ny sister was
i nsulted when she was their governess. Through his persecuting her
with his attentions, she was turned out by his wife, Marfa Petrovna.
This Marfa Petrovna begged Dounia's forgiveness afterwards, and

she's just died suddenly. It was of her we were talking this



morning. | don't know why I'mafraid of that man. He canme here at once
after his wife's funeral. He is very strange, and is determ ned on
doi ng sonething.... W must guard Dounia fromhim.. that's what |
wanted to tell you, do you hear?"

"Quard her! What can he do to harm Avdotya Romanovna? Thank you
Rodya, for speaking to ne like that.... We will, we will guard her
Where does he |ive?"

"I don't know. "

"Why didn't you ask? What a pity! I'Il find out, though."

"Did you see hin?" asked Raskol ni kov after a pause.

"Yes, | noticed him | noticed himwell."

"You did really see hin? You saw himcl earl y?" Raskol ni kov i nsi st ed.

"Yes, | renmenber himperfectly, | should know himin a thousand; |
have a good nenory for faces."

They were silent again.

"Hri... that's all right," nuttered Raskol ni kov. "Do you know,
fancied... | keep thinking that it may have been an hall ucination."

"What do you nean? | don't understand you."

"Well, you all say," Raskol ni kov went on, twisting his nouth into
asnle, "that | ammad. | thought just now that perhaps | really am
mad, and have only seen a phantom"”

"What do you nean?"

"Way, who can tell? Perhaps | amreally nmad, and perhaps
everyt hing that happened all these days may be only inagination."

"Ach, Rodya, you have been upset again!... But what did he say, what
did he come for?"

Raskol ni kov did not answer. Razum hin thought a m nute.

"Now let ne tell you ny story," he began, "I cane to you, you were
asl eep. Then we had dinner and then | went to Porfiry's, Zametov was
still with him | tried to begin, but it was no use. | couldn't
speak in the right way. They don't seemto understand and can't

understand, but are not a bit ashaned. | drew Porfiry to the w ndow,

and began talking to him but it was still no use. He | ooked away



and | | ooked away. At last | shook ny fist in his ugly face, and

told himas a cousin I'd brain him He nerely | ooked at ne, | cursed
and cane away. That was all. It was very stupid. To Zanmetov | didn't
say a word. But, you see, | thought 1'd made a nmess of it, but as
went downstairs a brilliant idea struck nme: why should we trouble?

O course if you were in any danger or anything, but why need you
care? You needn't care a hang for them W shall have a | augh at

them afterwards, and if | were in your place I'd nystify themnore
than ever. How ashaned they'l|l be afterwards! Hang them W can thrash
them afterwards, but let's |laugh at them now "

"To be sure," answered Raskol ni kov. "But what will you say
to-norrow?" he thought to hinself. Strange to say, till that nonent it
had never occurred to himto wonder what Razuni hin would think when he
knew. As he thought it, Raskol ni kov | ooked at him Razum hin's account
of his visit to Porfiry had very little interest for him so nuch
had conme and gone since then

In the corridor they cane upon Luzhin; he had arrived punctually
at eight, and was |ooking for the nunber, so that all three went in
together without greeting or |ooking at one another. The young nen
wal ked in first, while Pyotr Petrovitch, for good manners, |ingered
alittle in the passage, taking off his coat. Pul cheria Al exandrovna
cane forward at once to greet himin the doorway, Dounia was wel com ng
her brother. Pyotr Petrovitch walked in and quite am ably, though wth
redoubl ed dignity, bowed to the |ladies. He | ooked, however, as
though he were a little put out and could not yet recover hinself.
Pul cheria Al exandrovna, who seened also a little enbarrassed, hastened
to make themall sit down at the round table where a sanovar was
boi ling. Dounia and Luzhin were facing one another on opposite sides
of the table. Razum hin and Raskol ni kov were facing Pul cheria
Al exandrovna, Razumi hin was next to Luzhin and Raskol ni kov was
beside his sister.

A nmoment's silence followed. Pyotr Petrovitch deliberately drew

out a canbric handkerchi ef reeking of scent and bl ew his nose with



an air of a benevolent man who felt hinself slighted, and was firny
resolved to insist on an explanation. In the passage the idea had
occurred to himto keep on his overcoat and wal k away, and so give the
two | adies a sharp and enphatic | esson and nmake them feel the

gravity of the position. But he could not bring hinself to do this.
Besi des, he could not endure uncertainty and he wanted an expl anati on:
if his request had been so openly di sobeyed, there was sonething
behind it, and in that case it was better to find it out beforehand;

it rested with himto punish themand there would al ways be tinme for

t hat .

"I trust you had a favourable journey," he inquired officially of
Pul cheri a Al exandrovna.

"Ch, very, Pyotr Petrovitch."

"I amgratified to hear it. And Avdotya Romanovna is not over
fatigued either?"

"I amyoung and strong, | don't get tired, but it was a great strain

for nother,"” answered Douni a.

"That's unavoi dabl e; our national railways are of terrible |ength.
"Mother Russia,' as they say, is a vast country.... In spite of all ny
desire to do so, | was unable to neet you yesterday. But | trust al
passed off wi thout inconvenience?"

"Ch, no, Pyotr Petrovitch, it was all terribly disheartening,"”

Pul cheria Al exandrovna hastened to declare with peculiar intonation,
"and if Dmitri Prokofitch had not been sent us, | really believe by
God Hinsel f, we should have been utterly lost. Here, he is! Dmitr
Prokofitch Razum hin," she added, introducing himto Luzhin.

"I had the pleasure... yesterday," nuttered Pyotr Petrovitch with
a hostile glance sidelong at Razumi hin; then he scow ed and was
silent.

Pyotr Petrovitch bel onged to that class of persons, on the surface
very polite in society, who make a great point of punctiliousness, but
who, directly they are crossed in anything, are conpletely

di sconcerted, and becone nore |ike sacks of flour than el egant and



lively nen of society. Again all was silent; Raskol ni kov was
obstinately nute, Avdotya Romanovna was unwilling to open the
conversation too soon. Razum hin had nothing to say, so Pul cheria
Al exandr ovna was anxi ous agai n.

"Marfa Petrovna is dead, have you heard?" she began having
recourse to her leading itemof conversation

"To be sure, | heard so. | was i mediately inforned, and | have cone
to make you acquainted with the fact that Arkady I|vanovitch
Svidrigailov set off in haste for Petersburg immediately after his
wife's funeral. So at | east | have excellent authority for believing."

"To Petersburg? here?" Dounia asked in alarm and | ooked at her
not her .

"Yes, indeed, and doubtless not w thout some design, having in
view the rapidity of his departure, and all the circunstances
preceding it."

"Good heavens! won't he | eave Dounia in peace even here?" cried
Pul cheri a Al exandrovna.

"I inmagine that neither you nor Avdotya Romanovna have any grounds
for uneasiness, unless, of course, you are yourselves desirous of
getting into comunication with him For nmy part | amon nmy guard, and
am now di scovering where he is |odging."

"Ch, Pyotr Petrovitch, you would not believe what a fright you
have given ne," Pul cheria Al exandrovna went on. "l1've only seen him
twice, but | thought himterrible, terrible! I amconvinced that he
was the cause of Marfa Petrovna's death.”

"It's inpossible to be certain about that. | have precise
information. | do not dispute that he nay have contributed to
accel erate the course of events by the noral influence, so to say,
of the affront; but as to the general conduct and nora
characteristics of that personage, | amin agreenent with you. | do
not know whether he is well off now, and precisely what Marfa Petrovna
left him this will be known to me within a very short period; but

no doubt here in Petersburg, if he has any pecuniary resources, he



will relapse at once into his old ways. He is the nost depraved, and
abjectly vicious specinen of that class of nen. | have considerable
reason to believe that Marfa Petrovna, who was so unfortunate as to
fall in love with himand to pay his debts eight years ago, was of
service to himalso in another way. Solely by her exertions and
sacrifices, a crininal charge, involving an elenent of fantastic and
homicidal brutality for which he nmight well have been sentenced to
Si beria, was hushed up. That's the sort of man he is, if you care to
know. "

"CGood heavens!" cried Pul cheria Al exandrovna. Raskol ni kov |istened
attentively.

"Are you speaking the truth when you say that you have good evi dence
of this?" Dounia asked sternly and enphatically.

"I only repeat what | was told in secret by Marfa Petrovna. | nust
observe that fromthe | egal point of view the case was far from cl ear
There was, and | believe still is, living here a woman cal | ed
Resslich, a foreigner, who lent small sums of noney at interest, and
did other conmissions, and with this wonman Svidrigailov had for a |ong
while close and nysterious relations. She had a relation, a niece
believe, living with her, a deaf and dunb girl of fifteen, or
per haps not nore than fourteen. Resslich hated this girl, and
grudged her every crust; she used to beat her nercilessly. One day the
girl was found hanging in the garret. At the inquest the verdict was
sui cide. After the usual proceedings the matter ended, but, later
on, information was given that the child had been... cruelly
outraged by Svidrigailov. It is true, this was not clearly
established, the information was given by anot her Gernman wonan of
| oose character whose word could not be trusted; no statenent was
actually nade to the police, thanks to Marfa Petrovna's noney and
exertions; it did not get beyond gossip. And yet the story is a very
significant one. You heard, no doubt, Avdotya Ronanovha, when you were
with themthe story of the servant Philip who died of ill treatnent he

recei ved six years ago, before the abolition of serfdom"



"I heard on the contrary that this Philip hanged hinself."

"Quite so, but what drove him or rather perhaps disposed him to
sui ci de, was the systenmatic persecution and severity of M.
Svidrigailov."

"I don't know that," answered Dounia, dryly. "I only heard a queer
story that Philip was a sort of hypochondriac, a sort of donestic
phi |l osopher, the servants used to say, 'he read hinself silly,' and
that he hanged hinmself partly on account of M. Svidrigailov's nockery
of himand not his blows. Wien | was there he behaved well to the
servants, and they were actually fond of him though they certainly
did blame himfor Philip's death."

"l perceive, Avdotya Ronmanovna, that you seem di sposed to
undertake his defence all of a sudden," Luzhin observed, tw sting
his lips into an anbi guous smle, "there's no doubt that he is an
astute man, and insinuating where |adies are concerned, of which Marfa
Petrovna, who has died so strangely, is a terrible instance. My only
desire has been to be of service to you and your mother with ny
advice, in view of the renewed efforts which may certainly be
anticipated fromhim For ny part it's nmy firmconviction, that he
will end in a debtor's prison again. Marfa Petrovna had not the
slightest intention of settling anything substantial on him having
regard for his children's interests, and, if she left himanything, it
woul d only be the nmerest sufficiency, sonething insignificant and
epheneral, which would not |ast a year for a man of his habits."

"Pyotr Petrovitch, | beg you," said Dounia, "say no nore of M.
Svidrigailov. It makes ne mserable."

"He has just been to see ne," said Raskol ni kov, breaking his silence
for the first tine.

There were exclamations fromall, and they all turned to him Even
Pyotr Petrovitch was roused.

"An hour and a half ago, he cane in when | was asl eep, waked ne, and

i ntroduced hinself," Raskol ni kov continued. "He was fairly cheerfu

and at ease, and quite hopes that we shall becone friends. He is



particularly anxious by the way, Dounia, for an interviewwith you, at
whi ch he asked nme to assist. He has a proposition to make to you

and he told ne about it. He told me, too, that a week before her death
Marfa Petrovna |l eft you three thousand roubles in her will, Dounia,
and that you can receive the noney very shortly.”

"Thank God!" cried Pulcheria A exandrovna, crossing herself. "Pray
for her soul, Dounia!"

"It's a fact!" broke from Luzhin.

"Tell us, what nore?" Dounia urged Raskol ni kov.

"Then he said that he wasn't rich and all the estate was left to his
children who are now with an aunt, then that he was staying
somewhere not far fromme, but where, | don't know, | didn't ask...."

"But what, what does he want to propose to Dounia?" cried
Pul cheria Al exandrovna in a fright. "Did he tell you?"

"Yes."

"What was it?"

"Il tell you afterwards.”

Raskol ni kov ceased speaking and turned his attention to his tea.

Pyotr Petrovitch | ooked at his watch.

"I am conpelled to keep a busi ness engagenent, and so | shall not be
in your way," he added with an air of sonme pique and he began
getting up.

"Don't go, Pyotr Petrovitch," said Dounia, "you intended to spend
the evening. Besides, you wote yourself that you wanted to have an
expl anation wth nother."

"Precisely so, Avdotya Romanovnha," Pyotr Petrovitch answered
i mpressively, sitting dowmn again, but still holding his hat. "I
certainly desired an explanation with you and your honoured nother

upon a very inportant point indeed. But as your brother cannot speak

openly in ny presence to sone proposals of M. Svidrigailov, I, too,
do not desire and amnot able to speak openly... in the presence of
others... of certain matters of the greatest gravity. Mreover, ny

nost wei ghty and urgent request has been disregarded...."



Assum ng an aggrieved air, Luzhin relapsed into dignified silence.

"Your request that ny brother should not be present at our neeting
was di sregarded solely at ny instance," said Dounia. "You wote that
you had been insulted by my brother; | think that this nust be
expl ai ned at once, and you nust be reconciled. And if Rodya really has
i nsulted you, then he should and will apol ogi se."

Pyotr Petrovitch took a stronger I|ine.

"There are insults, Avdotya Romanovha, which no good-will can make
us forget. There is a line in everything which it is dangerous to
overstep; and when it has been overstepped, there is no return.”

"That wasn't what | was speaking of exactly, Pyotr Petrovitch,"”
Dounia interrupted with sone inpatience. "Please understand that our
whol e future depends now on whether all this is explained and set
right as soon as possible. | tell you frankly at the start that I
cannot look at it in any other light, and if you have the |east regard
for me, all this business nmust be ended to-day, however hard that
may be. | repeat that if ny brother is to blame he will ask your
forgi veness. "

"I am surprised at your putting the question like that," said

Luzhin, getting nore and nore irritated. "Esteenmi ng, and so to say,

adoring you, | may at the same tinme, very well indeed, be able to
di sli ke some nmenber of your family. Though | lay claimto the
happi ness of your hand, | cannot accept duties inconpatible with..."

"Ah, don't be so ready to take offence, Pyotr Petrovitch," Dounia

interrupted with feeling, "and be the sensible and generous man | have

al ways consi dered, and wi sh to consider, you to be. |I've given you a
great promise, | amyour betrothed. Trust nme in this matter and,
believe me, | shall be capable of judging inpartially. My assuming the

part of judge is as nuch a surprise for ny brother as for you. Wen
| insisted on his coming to our interviewto-day after your letter
I told himnothing of what | meant to do. Understand that, if you
are not reconciled, | nust choose between you- it nust be either you

or he. That is how the question rests on your side and on his. | don't



want to be nistaken in ny choice, and | nust not be. For your sake
must break off with ny brother, for ny brother's sake |I nust break off
with you. | can find out for certain now whether he is a brother to
me, and | want to know it; and of you, whether | amdear to you

whet her you esteem ne, whether you are the husband for ne."

"Avdotya Romanovna," Luzhin declared huffily, "your words are of too
much consequence to ne; | will say nore, they are offensive in view of
the position | have the honour to occupy in relation to you. To say
not hi ng of your strange and offensive setting ne on a |level with an
i mpertinent boy, you adnit the possibility of breaking your promise to

me. You say 'you or he,' showi ng thereby of how little consequence

amin your eyes... | cannot let this pass considering the relationship
and... the obligations existing between us."
"VWhat!" cried Dounia, flushing. "I set your interest beside all that

has hitherto been nost precious in ny life, what has nmade up the whol e
of nmy life, and here you are offended at nmy nmaking too little
account of you."

Raskol ni kov snil ed sarcastically, Razum hin fidgeted, but Pyotr
Petrovitch did not accept the reproof; on the contrary, at every
word he became nore persistent and irritable, as though he relished
it.

"Love for the future partner of your life, for your husband, ought

to outwei gh your | ove for your brother,"” he pronounced

sententiously, "and in any case | cannot be put on the sane

level.... Although | said so enphatically that | would not speak
openly in your brother's presence, nevertheless, | intend now to ask
your honoured nother for a necessary explanation on a point of great

i mportance closely affecting my dignity. Your son," he turned to

Pul cheria Al exandrovna, "yesterday in the presence of M. Razsudkin
(or... | think that's it? excuse ne | have forgotten your surnane," he
bowed politely to Razumi hin) "insulted ne by mnisrepresenting the

idea | expressed to you in a private conversation, drinking coffee

that is, that nmarriage with a poor girl who has had experience of



trouble is nore advantageous fromthe conjugal point of viewthan with
one who has lived in luxury, since it is nore profitable for the nora
character. Your son intentionally exaggerated the significance of ny
words and rmade them ridi cul ous, accusing nme of malicious intentions,
and, as far as | could see, relied upon your correspondence wth

him | shall consider nyself happy, Pulcheria Al exandrovna, if it is
possi ble for you to convince nme of an opposite conclusion, and thereby
considerately reassure me. Kindly let me know in what terns

precisely you repeated ny words in your letter to Rodi on Ronmanovitch."

"I don't renmenber," faltered Pul cheria Al exandrovna. "l repeated
them as | understood them 1 don't know how Rodya repeated themto
you, perhaps he exaggerated."

"He could not have exaggerated them except at your instigation."

"Pyotr Petrovitch,"” Pul cheria Al exandrovna declared with dignity,
"the proof that Dounia and | did not take your words in a very bad
sense is the fact that we are here."

"Good, nother," said Dounia approvingly.

"Then this is ny fault again," said Luzhin, aggrieved.

"Well, Pyotr Petrovitch, you keep bl am ng Rodi on, but you yoursel f
have just witten what was fal se about him" Pul cheria Al exandrovna
added, gaini ng courage.

"I don't remenber witing anything false.”

"You wote," Raskol ni kov said sharply, not turning to Luzhin,

"that | gave noney yesterday not to the wi dow of the man who was
killed, as was the fact, but to his daughter (whom | had never seen
till yesterday). You wote this to make di ssensi on between nme and ny
famly, and for that object added coarse expressions about the conduct
of a girl whomyou don't know. All that is nean slander."

"Excuse nme, sir," said Luzhin, quivering with fury. "I enlarged upon
your qualities and conduct in nmy letter solely in response to your
sister's and nother's inquiries how | found you and what inpression
you made on me. As for what you' ve alluded to in ny letter, be so good

as to point out one word of falsehood, show, that is, that you



didn't throw away your noney, and that there are not worthl ess persons
in that famly, however unfortunate."

"To ny thinking, you with all your virtues are not worth the
little finger of that unfortunate girl at whom you throw stones."

"Whul d you go so far then as to |l et her associate with your nother
and sister?"

"I have done so already, if you care to know. | nade her sit down
to-day with nother and Douni a."

"Rodya!" cried Pul cheria Al exandrovna. Dounia crinsoned, Razum hin
knitted his brows. Luzhin smiled with |ofty sarcasm

"You may see for yourself, Avdotya Romanovna," he said, "whether
it is possible for us to agree. | hope now that this question is at an
end, once and for all. | will withdraw, that | may not hinder the
pl easures of famly intimacy, and the discussion of secrets.” He got
up fromhis chair and took his hat. "But in withdrawi ng, | venture
to request that for the future | may be spared sinilar neetings,
and, so to say, conprom ses. | appeal particularly to you, honoured
Pul cheria Al exandrovna, on this subject, the nore as ny letter was
addressed to you and to no one el se."

Pul cheria Al exandrovna was a little offended.

"You seemto think we are conpletely under your authority, Pyotr
Petrovitch. Dounia has told you the reason your desire was
di sregarded, she had the best intentions. And indeed you wite as
t hough you were | ayi ng conmands upon ne. Are we to consider every
desire of yours as a command? Let nme tell you on the contrary that you
ought to show particul ar delicacy and consideration for us now,
because we have thrown up everything, and have cone here relying on
you, and so we are in any case in a sense in your hands."

"That is not quite true, Pulcheria Al exandrovna, especially at the
present nonent, when the news has cone of Marfa Petrovna's | egacy,
whi ch seens indeed very apropos, judging fromthe new tone you take to

me," he added sarcastically.

"Judging fromthat remark, we nay certainly presunme that you were



reckoni ng on our hel pl essness,"” Dounia observed irritably.

"But now in any case | cannot reckon on it, and | particularly
desire not to hinder your discussion of the secret proposals of Arkady
I vanovitch Svidrigailov, which he has entrusted to your brother and
whi ch have, | perceive, a great and possibly a very agreeable interest
for you."

"CGood heavens!" cried Pul cheria Al exandrovna.

Razum hin could not sit still on his chair.

"Aren't you asharmed now, sister?" asked Raskol ni kov.

"I am ashamed, Rodya," said Dounia. "Pyotr Petrovitch, go away," she
turned to him white wi th anger

Pyotr Petrovitch had apparently not at all expected such a
concl usion. He had too nmuch confidence in hinmself, in his power and in
the hel pl essness of his victins. He could not believe it even now.

He turned pale, and his |ips quivered.

"Avdot yo Romanovna, if | go out of this door now, after such a
di smssal, then, you may reckon on it, I will never come back
Consi der what you are doing. My word is not to be shaken."

"What insolence!" cried Dounia, springing up fromher seat. "I don't
want you to cone back again."”

"What! So that's how it stands!" cried Luzhin, utterly unable to the
| ast nonent to believe in the rupture and so conpletely thrown out
of his reckoning now "So that's how it stands! But do you know,
Avdot ya Romanovna, that | mght protest?"

"What right have you to speak to her like that?" Pulcheria
Al exandrovna intervened hotly. "And what can you protest about? Wat
rights have you? AmI| to give ny Dounia to a man |ike you? Go away,
| eave us altogether! We are to blane for having agreed to a wong
action, and | above all...."

"But you have bound me, Pulcheria Al exandrovna," Luzhin stornmed in a
frenzy, "by your promise, and now you deny it and... besides... | have
been I ed on account of that into expenses...."

This last conplaint was so characteristic of Pyotr Petrovitch



t hat Raskol ni kov, pale with anger and with the effort of restraining
it, could not help breaking into | aughter. But Pul cheria
Al exandrovna was furious.

"Expenses? What expenses? Are you speaking of our trunk? But the
conductor brought it for nothing for you. Mercy on us, we have bound
you! What are you thinking about, Pyotr Petrovitch, it was you bound
us, hand and foot, not we!"

"Enough, nother, no nore please,” Avdotya Romanovna inplored. "Pyotr
Petrovitch, do be kind and go!"

"l am going, but one last word," he said, quite unable to contro
hi nsel f. "Your mamma seens to have entirely forgotten that | made up
my mind to take you, so to speak, after the gossip of the town had
spread all over the district in regard to your reputation
Di sregardi ng public opinion for your sake and reinstating your
reputation, | certainly nmight very well reckon on a fitting return,
and nmight indeed | ook for gratitude on your part. And ny eyes have
only now been opened! | see nyself that | may have acted very, very
reckl essly in disregarding the universal verdict...."

"Does the fell ow want his head smashed?" cried Razuni hin, junping
up.

"You are a nean and spiteful man!" cried Douni a.

"Not a word! Not a nmovenent!" cried Raskol ni kov, hol di ng Razumi hin
back; then going close up to Luzhin, "Kindly | eave the room " he
said quietly and distinctly, "and not a word nore or..."

Pyotr Petrovitch gazed at himfor sone seconds with a pale face that
wor ked with anger, then he turned, went out, and rarely has any man
carried away in his heart such vindictive hatred as he felt against
Raskol ni kov. Him and himalone, he blamed for everything. It is
noteworthy that as he went downstairs he still imagined that his
case was perhaps not utterly lost, and that, so far as the | adies were

concerned, all nmight "very well indeed" be set right again.



Chapter Three

THE FACT was that up to the |last nmonment he had never expected such
an endi ng; he had been overbearing to the | ast degree, never
dreaning that two destitute and defencel ess wonen coul d escape from
his control. This conviction was strengthened by his vanity and
conceit, a conceit to the point of fatuity. Pyotr Petrovitch, who
had made his way up frominsignificance, was norbidly given to
self-admration, had the highest opinion of his intelligence and
capacities, and sonetines even gloated in solitude over his inage in
the glass. But what he |oved and val ued above all was the nmoney he had
amassed by his | abour, and by all sorts of devices: that noney nade
himthe equal of all who had been his superiors.

When he had bitterly reni nded Dounia that he had decided to take her
in spite of evil report, Pyotr Petrovitch had spoken with perfect
sincerity and had, indeed, felt genuinely indignant at such "bl ack
ingratitude." And yet, when he made Dounia his offer, he was fully
aware of the groundl essness of all the gossip. The story had been
everywhere contradi cted by Marfa Petrovna, and was by then disbelieved
by all the townspeople, who were warmin Dounia' a defence. And he
woul d not have denied that he knew all that at the tine. Yet he
still thought highly of his own resolution in lifting Dounia to his
I evel and regarded it as something heroic. In speaking of it to
Douni a, he had let out the secret feeling he cherished and adnmired,
and he could not understand that others should fail to adnmire it
too. He had called on Raskolnikov with the feelings of a benefactor
who is about to reap the fruits of his good deeds and to hear
agreeable flattery. And as he went downstairs now, he considered
hi nsel f nmost undeservedly injured and unrecogni sed.

Douni a was sinply essential to him to do w thout her was
unt hi nkabl e. For many years he had vol uptuous dreans of nmarri age,

but he had gone on waiting and anassing noney. He brooded with relish



in profound secret, over the imge of a girl- virtuous, poor (she nust
be poor), very young, very pretty, of good birth and education, very
timd, one who had suffered nmuch, and was conpletely hunbl ed before
him one who would all her life | ook on himas her saviour, worship
him admire himand only him How many scenes, how many anorous

epi sodes he had inmagi ned on this seductive and playful theme, when his
work was over! And, behold, the dream of so many years was all but
realised; the beauty and educati on of Avdotya Romanovna had

i mpressed him her hel pless position had been a great allurement; in
her he had found even nore than he dreamed of. Here was a girl of
pride, character, virtue, of education and breeding superior to his
own (he felt that), and this creature would be slavishly gratefu

all her life for his heroic condescension, and would hunble herself in
the dust before him and he woul d have absol ute, unbounded power

over her!... Not long before, he had, too, after long reflection and
hesitation, nade an inportant change in his career and was now
entering on a wider circle of business. Wth this change his cherished
dreans of rising into a higher class of society seened likely to be
realised.... He was, in fact, determined to try his fortune in

Pet ersburg. He knew that women could do a very great deal. The
fascination of a charm ng, virtuous, highly educated wonman mi ght

make his way easier, might do wonders in attracting people to him
throwi ng an aureole round him and now everything was in ruins! This
sudden horrible rupture affected himlike a clap of thunder; it was
Iike a hideous joke, an absurdity. He had only been a tiny bit
masterful, had not even time to speak out, had sinply nade a joke,
been carried away- and it had ended so seriously. And, of course, too,
he did | ove Dounia in his own way; he already possessed her in his
dreans- and all at once! No! The next day, the very next day, it

must all be set right, snoothed over, settled. Above all he nust crush
that conceited mlksop who was the cause of it all. Wth a sick
feeling he could not help recalling Razumi hin too, but, he soon

reassured hinself on that score; as though a fellow like that could be



put on a level with him The nman he really dreaded in earnest was

Svidrigailov.... He had, in short, a great deal to attend to...

"No, I, | amnore to blanme than any one!" said Dounia, kissing and
enbracing her nother. "I was tenpted by his nmoney, but on ny honour
brother, | had no idea he was such a base man. If | had seen through

hi m bef ore, nothing would have tenpted ne! Don't blame ne, brother!"

"Cod has delivered us! God has delivered us!" Pul cheria Al exandrovna
muttered, but half consciously, as though scarcely able to realise
what had happened.

They were all relieved, and in five mnutes they were | aughing. Only
now and then Dounia turned white and frowned, renenbering what had
passed. Pul cheria Al exandrovna was surprised to find that she, too,
was gl ad: she had only that norning thought rupture with Luzhin a
terrible msfortune. Razum hin was delighted. He did not yet dare to
express his joy fully, but he was in a fever of excitenent as though a
ton-wei ght had fallen off his heart. Now he had the right to devote
his life to them to serve them... Anything m ght happen now But
he felt afraid to think of further possibilities and dared not let his
i magi nati on range. But Raskol ni kov sat still in the sane place, al nost
sullen and indifferent. Though he had been the nost insistent on
getting rid of Luzhin, he seenmed now the | east concerned at what had
happened. Douni a could not help thinking that he was still angry
with her, and Pul cheria Al exandrovna watched himtimdly.

"What did Svidrigailov say to you?" said Dounia, approaching him

"Yes, yes!" cried Pul cheria Al exandrovna.

Raskol ni kov rai sed his head.

"He wants to nake you a present of ten thousand roubl es and he
desires to see you once in ny presence."

"See her! On no account!"” cried Pulcheria Al exandrovna. "And how
dare he offer her noney!"

Then Raskol ni kov repeated (rather drily) his conversation wth

Svidrigailov, omtting his account of the ghostly visitations of Marfa



Petrovna, wishing to avoid all unnecessary talk.

"What answer did you give hin?" asked Douni a.

"At first | said | would not take any nessage to you. Then he said
that he would do his utnost to obtain an interview with you w thout ny
hel p. He assured ne that his passion for you was a passing
i nfatuati on, now he has no feeling for you. He doesn't want you to
marry Luzhin.... Hs talk was altogether rather nuddled."

"How do you explain himto yourself, Rodya? How did he strike you?"

"I must confess | don't quite understand him He offers you ten
t housand, and yet says he is not well off. He says he is going away,
and in ten nminutes he forgets he has said it. Then he says is he going
to be married and has already fixed on the girl.... No doubt he has

a notive, and probably a bad one. But it's odd that he should be so

clumsy about it if he had any designs against you.... O course,
refused this noney on your account, once for all. Altogether,
t hought himvery strange.... One might al nost think he was nmad. But

I may be nistaken; that may only be the part he assunes. The death
of Marfa Petrovna seens to have nade a great inpression on him"

"God rest her soul," exclaimed Pul cheria Al exandrovna. "I shal
al ways, always pray for her! \Where should we be now, Dounia, without
this three thousand! It's as though it had fallen from heaven! Wy,
Rodya, this nmorning we had only three roubles in our pocket and Dounia
and | were just planning to pawn her watch, so as to avoid borrow ng
fromthat man until he offered help.”

Douni a seened strangely inpressed by Svidrigailov's offer. She stil
stood neditating.

"He has got sone terrible plan,” she said in a half whisper to
hersel f, al nost shudderi ng.

Raskol ni kov noticed this disproportionate terror

"I fancy | shall have to see himnore than once again," he said to
Douni a.
"W will watch hinml | will track himout!" cried Razum hin

vigorously. "I won't |ose sight of him Rodya has given ne | eave. He



said to ne hinself just now 'Take care of ny sister.' WIIl you give
me | eave, too, Avdotya Romanovna?"

Douni a sniled and held out her hand, but the | ook of anxiety did not
| eave her face. Pulcheria Al exandrovna gazed at her tinidly, but the
three thousand roubl es had obviously a soothing effect on her

A quarter of an hour later, they were all engaged in a lively
conversation. Even Raskol nikov |istened attentively for sone tineg,

t hough he did not tal k. Razumi hin was the speaker

"And why, why should you go away?" he flowed on ecstatically. "And

what are you to doin alittle town? The great thing is, you are al

here together and you need one another- you do need one another

believe me. For a tine, anyway.... Take nme into partnership and
assure you we'll plan a capital enterprise. Listen! I'Il explain it
all in detail to you, the whole project! It all flashed into ny head
this nmorning, before anything had happened... | tell you what;

have an uncle, | nust introduce himto you (a nbst accommodati ng and

respectable old man). This uncle has got a capital of a thousand
roubl es, and he lives on his pension and has no need of that noney.
For the last two years he has been bothering nme to borrow it from
hi m and pay himsix per cent. interest. | know what that means; he
simply wants to help nme. Last year | had no need of it, but this
year | resolved to borrow it as soon as he arrived. Then you | end ne
anot her thousand of your three and we have enough for a start, so
we'll go into partnership, and what are we going to do?"

Then Razum hin began to unfold his project, and he expl ai ned at
I ength that alnmost all our publishers and booksel |l ers know not hi ng
at all of what they are selling, and for that reason they are
usual Iy bad publishers, and that any decent publications pay as a rule
and give a profit, sometimes a considerable one. Razum hin had,
i ndeed, been dream ng of setting up as a publisher. For the last two
years he had been working in publishers' offices, and knew three
Eur opean | anguages wel |, though he had told Raskol ni kov six days

before that he was "schwach” in German with an object of persuading



himto take half his translation and half the paynent for it. He had
told a lie, then, and Raskol ni kov knew he was |vying.

"Why, why should we I et our chance slip when we have one of the
chi ef neans of success- noney of our own!" cried Razumi hin warmy. "Of
course there will be a lot of work, but we will work, you, Avdotya
Romanovna, |, Rodion.... You get a splendid profit on some books
nowadays! And the great point of the business is that we shall know
just what wants translating, and we shall be transl ating,
publishing, learning all at once. | can be of use because | have
experience. For nearly two years |'ve been scuttling about anong the
publishers, and now | know every detail of their business. You need
not be a saint to make pots, believe ne! And why, why should we |et
our chance slip! Wiy, |I know and | kept the secret- two or three
books whi ch one might get a hundred roubles sinply for thinking of
transl ating and publishing. Indeed, and | would not take five
hundred for the very idea of one of them And what do you think? If
I were to tell a publisher, | dare say he'd hesitate- they are such
bl ockheads! And as for the business side, printing, paper, selling,
you trust to ne, | know ny way about. We'll begin in a snall way and
go onto alarge. In any case it will get us our living and we shal
get back our capital."”

Douni @' s eyes shone.

"I like what you are saying, Dmitri Prokofitch!" she said.

"I know not hing about it, of course,” put in Pulcheria Al exandrovna,
"it may be a good idea, but again God knows. It's new and untri ed.

O course, we nust renmain here at least for a time." She |ooked at
Rodya.
"What do you think, brother?" said Dounia.

"I think he's got a very good idea," he answered. "Of course, it's
too soon to dream of a publishing firm but we certainly mght bring
out five or six books and be sure of success. | know of one book

mysel f which would be sure to go well. And as for his being able to

manage it, there's no doubt about that either. He knows the



business.... But we can talk it over later....'

"Hurrah!" cried Razum hin. "Now, stay, there's a flat here in this
house, belonging to the same owner. It's a special flat apart, not
communi cating with these lodgings. It's furnished, rent noderate,
three roons. Suppose you take themto begin with. I'll pawn your watch
to-norrow and bring you the noney, and everything can be arranged
then. You can all three live together, and Rodya will be with you. But
where are you off to, Rodya?"

"What, Rodya, you are going already?" Pul cheria Al exandrovna asked
in di smay.

"At such a nminute?" cried Razum hin.

Douni a | ooked at her brother with incredul ous wonder. He held his
cap in his hand, he was preparing to | eave them

"One woul d think you were burying ne or saying good-bye for ever,”
he said sonewhat oddly. He attenpted to smle, but it did not turn out
a smile. "But who knows, perhaps it is the last time we shall see each

other..." he let slip accidentally. It was what he was thinking, and
it sonmehow was uttered al oud.

"What is the matter with you?" cried his nother.

"Where are you goi ng, Rodya?" asked Douni a rather strangely.

"Ch, I'mquite obliged to..." he answered vaguely, as though
hesitating what he would say. But there was a | ook of sharp
determination in his white face.

"I meant to say... as | was conming here... | neant to tell you

not her, and you, Dounia, that it would be better for us to part for

atime. | feel ill, | amnot at peace.... | wll come afterwards, |
will come of nyself... when it's possible, | renenber you and | ove
you.... Leave ne, leave ne alone. | decided this even before... |I'm

absolutely resolved on it. Watever may cone to ne, whether | cone
to ruin or not, I want to be alone. Forget nme altogether, it's better
Don't inquire about me. When | can, |I'Il cone of nyself or... ['ll
send for you. Perhaps it will all conme back, but nowif you |love ne,

give me up... else | shall begin to hate you, | feel it.... CGood-bye!"



"Good God!" cried Pul cheria Al exandrovna. Both his nmother and his
sister were terribly alarnmed. Razum hin was al so.

"Rodya, Rodya, be reconciled with us! Let us be as before!" cried
hi s poor nother.

He turned slowy to the door and slowy went out of the room Dounia
overtook him

"Brother, what are you doing to nother?" she whi spered, her eyes
flashing with indignation

He | ooked dully at her

"No natter, | shall cone.... I'mconing," he muttered in an
undertone, as though not fully conscious of what he was saying, and he
went out of the room

"W cked, heartless egoist!" cried Dounia.

"He is insane, but not heartless. He is nmad! Don't you see it?
You're heartless after that!"™ Razum hin whispered in her ear
squeezing her hand tightly. "I shall be back directly," he shouted
to the horror-stricken nother, and he ran out of the room

Raskol ni kov was waiting for himat the end of the passage.

"I knew you would run after nme," he said. "Go back to them be
with them.. be with themto-norrow and always.... |... perhaps
shall cone... if | can. CGood-bye."

And wi t hout hol ding out his hand he wal ked away.

"But where are you going? What are you doing? What's the matter with
you? How can you go on like this?" Razumi hin nuttered, at his wts
end.

Raskol ni kov st opped once nore.

"Once for all, never ask ne about anything. | have nothing to tel
you. Don't cone to see ne. Maybe I'Il cone here.... Leave ne, but
don't |eave them Do you understand nme?"

It was dark in the corridor, they were standing near the |lanp. For a
m nute they were | ooking at one another in silence. Razum hin

remenbered that nminute all his |life. Raskol ni kov's burning and

intent eyes grew nore penetrating every nonment, piercing into his



soul, into his consciousness. Suddenly Razuni hin started. Sonething
strange, as it were, passed between them ... Some idea, sone hint as
it were, slipped, sonething awful, hideous, and suddenly understood on
both sides.... Razum hin turned pale.

"Do you understand now?" said Raskol ni kov, his face tw tching
nervously. "Go back, go to them" he said suddenly, and turning
qui ckly, he went out of the house.

I will not attenpt to describe how Razumi hin went back to the
| adi es, how he soothed them how he protested that Rodya needed rest
in his illness, protested that Rodya was sure to cone, that he would
come every day, that he was very, very much upset, that he nust not be
irritated, that he, Razum hin, would watch over him would get hima
doctor, the best doctor, a consultation.... In fact fromthat

eveni ng Razumi hin took his place with themas a son and a brot her

Chapt er Four

RASKOLNI KOV VEENT straight to the house on the canal bank where Sonia
lived. It was an old green house of three storeys. He found the porter
and obtained from hi mvague directions as to the whereabouts of
Kaper naunov, the tailor. Having found in the corner of the courtyard
the entrance to the dark and narrow staircase, he nounted to the
second floor and cane out into a gallery that ran round the whol e
second storey over the yard. While he was wandering in the darkness,
uncertain where to turn for Kapernaunov's door, a door opened three
paces from him he nechanically took hold of it.

"Who is there?" a woman's voi ce asked uneasily.

"It's I... come to see you," answered Raskol ni kov and he wal ked into
the tiny entry.
On a broken chair stood a candle in a battered copper candl estick
"I't's you! Good heavens!" cried Sonia weakly and she stood rooted to

t he spot.



"Whi ch is your roon? This way?" and Raskol ni kov, trying not to
| ook at her, hastened in.

A nminute |ater Sonia, too, cane in with the candle, set down the
candl estick and, conpletely disconcerted, stood before him
i nexpressi bly agitated and apparently frightened by his unexpected
visit. The col our rushed suddenly to her pale face and tears cane into
her eyes... She felt sick and ashanmed and happy, too.... Raskol ni kov
turned away quickly and sat on a chair by the table. He scanned the
roomin a rapid glance

It was a large but exceeding | ow pitched room the only one let by
t he Kapernaunmovs, to whose roons a closed door led in the wall on
the left. In the opposite side on the right hand wall was another
door, always kept locked. That led to the next flat, which formed a
separate |l odging. Sonia's roomlooked |ike a barn; it was a very
irregul ar quadrangle and this gave it a grotesque appearance. A wall
with three wi ndows | ooking out on to the canal ran aslant so that
one corner forned a very acute angle, and it was difficult to see in
it without very strong |light. The other corner was
di sproportionately obtuse. There was scarcely any furniture in the big
room in the corner on the right was a bedstead, beside it, nearest
the door, a chair. A plain, deal table covered by a blue cloth stood
agai nst the sane wall, close to the door into the other flat. Two
rush-bottom chairs stood by the table. On the opposite wall near the
acute angle stood a snmall plain wooden chest of drawers |ooking, as it
were, lost in a desert. That was all there was in the room The
yel |l ow, scratched and shabby wal |l - paper was black in the corners. It
must have been danp and full of fumes in the winter. There was every
sign of poverty; even the bedstead had no curtain.

Soni a | ooked in silence at her visitor, who was so attentively and
uncer enoni ously scrutinising her room and even began at last to
trenble with terror, as though she was standi ng before her judge and
the arbiter of her destinies.

"I amlate.... eleven, isn't it?" he asked, still not lifting his



eyes.

"Yes," muttered Sonia, "oh, yes, it is,"” she added, hastily, as
though in that lay her neans of escape. "My landlady's clock has
just struck... | heard it nyself...."

"I"ve conme to you for the last tinme," Raskol ni kov went on

gloonily, although this was the first tine. "I nay perhaps not see you
again..."
"Are you... going away?"

"I don't know... to-norrow...."

"Then you are not coning to Katerina |vanovha to-norrow?" Sonia's
voi ce shook.

"I don't know. | shall know to-nmorrow norning.... Never mnd that:
|'ve come to say one word...."

He rai sed his brooding eyes to her and suddenly noticed that he
was sitting down while she was all the while standing before him

"Why are you standing? Sit down," he said in a changed voice, gentle
and friendly.

She sat down. He | ooked kindly and al nost conpassionately at her

"How thin you are! What a hand! Quite transparent, |like a dead
hand. "

He took her hand. Sonia smiled faintly.

"I have al ways been like that," she said.
"Even when you lived at hone?"
"Yes."

"Of course, you were," he added abruptly and the expression of his
face and the sound of his voice changed agai n suddenly.

He | ooked round hi monce nore.

"You rent this roomfromthe Kapernaunovs?"

"Yes...."

"They live there, through that door?"

"Yes.... They have another roomlike this."

"Al in one roonf"

"Yes."



"I should be afraid in your roomat night," he observed gl oomily.

"They are very good people, very kind," answered Sonia, who stil
seened bewi | dered, "and all the furniture, everything... everything is
theirs. And they are very kind and the children, too, often cone to
see ne."

"They all stammer, don't they?"

"Yes.... He stammers and he's lame. And his wife, too.... It's not
exactly that she stammers, but she can't speak plainly. She is a
very kind woman. And he used to be a house serf. And there are seven
children... and it's only the el dest one that stammers and the
others are sinply ill... but they don't stammer.... But where did
you hear about thenP" she added with sone surprise.

"Your father told nme, then. He told nme all about you.... And how you
went out at six o'clock and came back at nine and how Katerina
| vanovna knelt down by your bed."

Soni a was conf used.

"I fancied | saw himto-day," she whispered hesitatingly.

" Whon?"

"Father. | was walking in the street, out there at the corner, about
ten o' clock and he seenmed to be walking in front. It |ooked just
like him | wanted to go to Katerina |vanovna...."

"You were wal king in the streets?"

"Yes," Sonia whispered abruptly, again overconme with confusion and
| ooki ng down.

"Katerina |Ivanovna used to beat you, | daresay?"

"Ch no, what are you saying? No!" Sonia | ooked at himalnost with
di smay.

"You | ove her, then?"

"Love her? O course!" said Sonia with plaintive enphasis, and she

cl asped her hands in distress. "Ah, you don't.... |If you only knew
You see, she is quite like a child.... Her mnd is quite unhinged, you
see... fromsorrow. And how cl ever she used to be... how generous..

how ki nd! Ah, you don't understand, you don't understand!"



Sonia said this as though in despair, winging her hands in
excitenent and distress. Her pale cheeks flushed, there was a | ook
of anguish in her eyes. It was clear that she was stirred to the
very depths, that she was |longing to speak, to chanpion, to express
somet hing. A sort of insatiable conpassion, if one may so express
it, was reflected in every feature of her face.

"Beat ne! how can you? Good heavens, beat ne! And if she did beat
me, what then? What of it? You know not hing, nothing about it....
She is so unhappy... ah, how unhappy! And ill.... She is seeking
ri ght eousness, she is pure. She has such faith that there nust be
ri ght eousness everywhere and she expects it.... And if you were to
torture her, she wouldn't do wong. She doesn't see that it's
i mpossi bl e for people to be righteous and she is angry at it. Like a
child, like a child. She is good!"

"And what will happen to you?"

Soni a | ooked at himinquiringly.

"They are left on your hands, you see. They were all on your hands
before, though.... And your father canme to you to beg for drink. Wl
how wi Il it be now?"

"I don't know," Sonia articulated nmournfully.

"WIIl they stay there?"

"I don't know.... They are in debt for the |odging, but the
| andl ady, | hear, said to-day that she wanted to get rid of them
and Katerina |vanovnha says that she won't stay another minute."”

"How is it she is so bold? She relies upon you?"

"Ch, no, don't talk like that.... W are one, we live |ike one.™
Soni a was agitated again and even angry, as though a canary or sone
other little bird were to be angry. "And what coul d she do? Wat, what
could she do?" she persisted, getting hot and excited. "And how she
cried to-day! Her mind is unhinged, haven't you noticed it? At one
m nute she is worrying like a child that everything should be right
to-norrow, the lunch and all that.... Then she is winging her

hands, spitting blood, weeping, and all at once she will begin



knocki ng her head against the wall, in despair. Then she will be
conforted again. She builds all her hopes on you; she says that you
will help her now and that she will borrow a little noney sonewhere
and go to her native towmn with nme and set up a boarding school for the
daughters of gentlenen and take me to superintend it, and we wll
begin a new splendid |life. And she kisses and hugs ne, conforts ne,
and you know she has such faith, such faith in her fancies! One
can't contradict her. And all the day |ong she has been washi ng,

cl eani ng, nendi ng. She dragged the wash tub into the roomw th her
feebl e hands and sank on the bed, gasping for breath. W went this
morning to the shops to buy shoes for Pol enka and Lida for theirs
are quite worn out. Only the noney we'd reckoned wasn't enough, not
nearly enough. And she picked out such dear little boots, for she

has taste, you don't know. And there in the shop she burst out

crying before the shopnen because she hadn't enough.... Ah, it was sad
to see her...."
"Well, after that | can understand your living like this,"

Raskol ni kov said with a bitter smile.

"And aren't you sorry for then? Aren't you sorry?" Sonia flew at him
again. "Wy, | know, you gave your |ast penny yourself, though you'd
seen nothing of it, and if you'd seen everything, oh dear! And how
often, how often |'ve brought her to tears! Only |ast week! Yes, I!
Only a week before his death. | was cruel! And how often |'ve done it!
Ah, 1've been wretched at the thought of it all day!"

Soni a wung her hands as she spoke at the pain of remenbering it.

"You were cruel ?"

"Yes, I- 1. 1 went to see them" she went on, weeping, "and father
said, 'read ne sonething, Sonia, ny head aches, read to ne, here's a
book.' He had a book he had got from Andrey Senyonovitch
Lebezi at ni kov, he lives there, he always used to get hold of such
funny books. And | said, 'l can't stay,' as | didn't want to read, and
I'd gone in chiefly to show Katerina |Ivanovna sone coll ars.

Li zaveta, the pedlar, sold ne sonme collars and cuffs cheap, pretty,



new, enbroidered ones. Katerina |lvanovna |iked them very nuch; she put
them on and | ooked at herself in the glass and was delighted with
them 'Make ne a present of them Sonia,' she said, 'please do.

' Pl ease do,' she said, she wanted them so rmuch. And when coul d she
wear then? They just rem nded her of her old happy days. She | ooked at
herself in the glass, adnired herself, and she has no clothes at

all, no things of her own, hasn't had all these years! And she never
asks any one for anything; she is proud, she'd sooner give away
everything. And these she asked for, she |iked themso nuch. And | was
sorry to give them 'Wat use are they to you, Katerina |Ivanovna?' |
said. | spoke like that to her, | ought not to have said that! She

gave ne such a | ook. And she was so grieved, so grieved at ny refusing

her. And it was so sad to see.... And she was not grieved for the
collars, but for ny refusing, | sawthat. Ah, if only | could bring it
al | back, change it, take back those words! Ah, if I... but it's

not hing to you!"

"Did you know Li zaveta, the pedl ar?"

"Yes.... Did you know her?" Sonia asked with sone surprise

"Katerina lIvanovna is in consunption, rapid consunption; she will
soon die," said Raskol ni kov after a pause, w thout answering her
questi on.

"Ch, no, no, no!"

And Soni a unconsci ously clutched both his hands, as though inploring
that she shoul d not.

"But it will be better if she does die."

"No, not better, not at all better!" Sonia unconsciously repeated in
di smay.

"And the children? What can you do except take themto live with
you?"

"Ch, | don't know," cried Sonia, alnbst in despair, and she put
her hands to her head.

It was evident that that idea had very often occurred to her

before and he had only roused it again.



"And, what, if even now, while Katerina |vanovna is alive, you get
ill and are taken to the hospital, what will happen then?" he
persisted pitilessly.

"How can you? That cannot be!"

And Sonia's face worked with awful terror

"Cannot be?" Raskol ni kov went on with a harsh snmile. "You are not
i nsured against it, are you? What will happen to them then? They
will be in the street, all of them she will cough and beg and knock
her head agai nst sone wall, as she did to-day, and the children will
cry.... Then she will fall down, be taken to the police station and to
the hospital, she will die, and the children..."

"Ch, no.... CGod will not let it be!" broke at last from Sonia's
over bur dened bosom

She listened, looking inploringly at him clasping her hands in dunb
entreaty, as though it all depended upon him

Raskol ni kov got up and began to wal k about the room A minute
passed. Sonia was standing with her hands and her head hanging in
terrible dejection.

"And can't you save? Put by for a rainy day?" he asked, stopping
suddenly before her

"No, " whi spered Soni a.

"Of course not. Have you tried?" he added al nost ironically.

"Yes."

"And it didn't come off! O course not! No need to ask."

And again he paced the room Another m nute passed.

"You don't get noney every day?"

Soni a was nore confused than ever and col our rushed into her face
agai n.

"No," she whispered with a painful effort.

"I't will be the sanme with Pol enka, no doubt," he said suddenly.
"No, no! It can't be, no!" Sonia cried aloud in desperation, as
t hough she had been stabbed. "God would not allow anything so awful!"

"He | ets others cone to it."



"No, no! God will protect her, God!" she repeated beside herself.

"But, perhaps, there is no God at all," Raskol ni kov answered with
a sort of malignance, |aughed and | ooked at her.

Soni a's face suddenly changed; a trenor passed over it. She | ooked
at himw th unutterable reproach, tried to say sonething, but could
not speak and broke into bitter, bitter sobs, hiding her face in her
hands.

"You say Katerina lvanovna's mnd is unhinged; your own mnd is
unhi nged," he said after a brief silence.

Five m nutes passed. He still paced up and down the roomin silence,
not |ooking at her. At last he went up to her; his eyes glittered.

He put his two hands on her shoul ders and | ooked straight into her
tearful face. His eyes were hard, feverish and piercing, his Iips were
twitching. Al at once he bent down quickly and dropping to the
ground, kissed her foot. Sonia drew back fromhimas froma madnan.
And certainly he | ooked |ike a madman.

"VWhat are you doing to me?" she nuttered, turning pale, and a sudden
angui sh clutched at her heart.

He stood up at once.

"I did not bow down to you, | bowed down to all the suffering of
humanity," he said wildly and wal ked away to the wi ndow. "Listen,"
he added, turning to her a mnute later. "I said just now to an
i nsol ent man that he was not worth your little finger... and that I
did ny sister honour neking her sit beside you."

"Ach, you said that to theml And in her presence?" cried Sonia,
frightened. "Sit down with ne! An honour! Wiy, ['m..

di shonourable.... Ah, why did you say that?"

"I't was not because of your dishonour and your sin | said that of
you, but because of your great suffering. But you are a great
sinner, that's true," he added al nbost solemly, "and your worst sin is
that you have destroyed and betrayed yourself for nothing. Isn't
that fearful? Isn't it fearful that you are living in this filth which

you | oathe so, and at the sane tinme you know yourself (you've only



to open your eyes) that you are not hel ping any one by it, not

saving any one from anything! Tell ne," he went on alnost in a frenzy,
"how t his shane and degradati on can exist in you side by side with
ot her, opposite, holy feelings? It would be better, a thousand tines
better and wiser to leap into the water and end it all!"
"But what woul d becone of thenP" Sonia asked faintly, gazing at
himw th eyes of angui sh, but not seeming surprised at his suggestion
Raskol ni kov | ooked strangely at her. He read it all in her face;
so she nust have had that thought already, perhaps nany tinmes, and
earnestly she had thought out in her despair howto end it and so
earnestly, that now she scarcely wondered at his suggestion. She had
not even noticed the cruelty of his words. (The significance of his
reproaches and his peculiar attitude to her shame she had, of
course, not noticed either, and that, too, was clear to him) But he
saw how nonstrously the thought of her disgraceful, shameful
position was torturing her and had long tortured her. "Wat, what," he
t hought, "could hitherto have hindered her fromputting an end to it?"
Only then he realised what those poor little orphan children and
that pitiful half-crazy Katerina |Ivanovna, knocking her head agai nst
the wall in her consunption, neant for Soni a.
But, nevertheless, it was clear to himagain that with her character
and the amount of education she had after all received, she could
not in any case remain so. He was still confronted by the question how
coul d she have renained so long in that position w thout going out
of her mind, since she could not bring herself to junp into the water?
O course he knew that Sonia's position was an exceptional case,
t hough unhappily not uni que and not infrequent, indeed; but that
very exceptional ness, her tinge of education, her previous life mnight,
one woul d have thought, have killed her at the first step on that
revolting path. What held her up- surely not depravity? Al that
i nfany had obviously only touched her nechanically, not one drop of
real depravity had penetrated to her heart; he saw that. He saw

t hrough her as she stood before him...



"There are three ways before her," he thought, "the canal, the
madhouse, or... at last to sink into depravity which obscures the mnd
and turns the heart to stone.”

The | ast idea was the nost revolting, but he was a sceptic, he was
young, abstract, and therefore cruel, and so he could not help
believing that the last end was the nost |ikely.

"But can that be true?" he cried to hinself. "Can that creature
who has still preserved the purity of her spirit be consciously
drawn at last into that sink of filth and iniquity? Can the process
al ready have begun? Can it be that she has only been able to bear it
till now, because vice has begun to be |l ess | oathsome to her? No,
no, that cannot be!" he cried, as Sonia had just before. "No, what has
kept her fromthe canal till nowis the idea of sin and they, the
children.... And if she has not gone out of her mnd... but who says
she has not gone out of her mind? |Is she in her senses? Can one
tal k, can one reason as she does? How can she sit on the edge of the
abyss of | oat hsoneness into which she is slipping and refuse to listen
when she is told of danger? Does she expect a nmiracle? No doubt she
does. Doesn't that all nmean nmadness?"

He stayed obstinately at that thought. He liked that explanation
i ndeed better than any other. He began |ooking nore intently at her

"So you pray to God a great deal, Sonia?" he asked her

Soni a did not speak; he stood beside her waiting for an answer.

"What should | be w thout God?" she whispered rapidly, forcibly,

glancing at himwith suddenly flashing eyes, and squeezing his hand.
"Ah, so that is it!" he thought.
"And what does God do for you?" he asked, probing her further
Sonia was silent a long while, as though she could not answer. Her
weak chest kept heaving with enption

"Be silent! Don't ask! You don't deserve!" she cried suddenly,
| ooking sternly and wathfully at him

"That's it, that's it," he repeated to hinself.

"He does everything," she whispered quickly, |ooking down again.



"That's the way out! That's the explanation," he decided,
scrutinising her with eager curiosity, with a new, strange, al nost
nmorbid feeling. He gazed at that pale, thin, irregular, angular little
face, those soft blue eyes, which could flash with such fire, such
stern energy, that little body still shaking with indignation and
anger- and it all seenmed to himnore and nore strange, al nost
i mpossible. "She is a religious mani ac!" he repeated to hinself.

There was a book |ying on the chest of drawers. He had noticed it
every tinme he paced up and down the room Now he took it up and | ooked
at it. It was the New Testanment in the Russian translation. It was
bound in leather, old and worn.

"Where did you get that?" he called to her across the room

She was still standing in the sanme place, three steps fromthe
tabl e.

"I't was brought nme," she answered, as it were unwillingly, not
| ooki ng at him

"Who brought it?"

"Li zaveta, | asked her for it."

"Li zaveta! strange!" he thought.

Everyt hi ng about Sonia seened to him stranger and nore wonderf ul
every nonment. He carried the book to the candl e and began to turn over
t he pages.

"Where is the story of Lazarus?" he asked suddenly.

Soni a | ooked obstinately at the ground and woul d not answer. She was
standi ng si deways to the table.

"Where is the raising of Lazarus? Find it for nme, Sonia."

She stole a glance at him

"You are not looking in the right place.... It's in the fourth
gospel ," she whispered sternly, wi thout |ooking at him

"Find it and read it to me," he said. He sat down with his el bow
on the table, |eaned his head on his hand and | ooked away sullenly,
prepared to |isten.

"I'n three weeks' tine they'll welcone ne in the nmadhouse! | shall be



there if | amnot in a worse place," he nuttered to hinself.

Soni a heard Raskol ni kov's request distrustfully and noved
hesitatingly to the table. She took the book however.

"Haven't you read it?" she asked, |ooking up at himacross the
tabl e.

Her voi ce becane sterner and sterner

"Long ago.... VWen | was at school. Read!"

"And haven't you heard it in church?"

"I... haven't been. Do you often go?"

"N-no," whi spered Soni a.

Raskol ni kov smi | ed.

"I understand.... And you won't go to your father's funera

t o- nor r ow?"

"Yes, | shall. | was at church |last week, too... | had a requiem
service."
"For whon®"

"For Lizaveta. She was killed with an axe.™
Hi s nerves were nore and nore strained. H s head began to go round.
"Were you friends with Lizaveta?"
"Yes.... She was good... she used to come... not often... she
couldn't.... W used to read together and... talk. She will see God."
The | ast phrase sounded strange in his ears. And here was
somet hi ng new agai n: the nysterious nmeetings with Lizaveta and both of
them religious naniacs.
"I shall be a religious maniac myself soon! It's infectious!"
"Read!" he cried irritably and insistently.
Sonia still hesitated. Her heart was throbbing. She hardly dared
to read to him He |ooked al nost with exasperation at the "unhappy
lunatic."”

"What for? You don't believe?..." she whispered softly and as it

wer e breathl essly.

"Read! | want you to," he persisted. "You used to read to Lizaveta.

Soni a opened the book and found the place. Her hands were shaki ng,



her voice failed her. Twice she tried to begin and could not bring out
the first syllable.

"Now a certain man was sick naned Lazarus of Bethany..." she
forced herself at last to read, but at the third word her voice
broke |like an overstrained string. There was a catch in her breath.

Raskol ni kov saw in part why Sonia could not bring herself to read to
himand the nore he saw this, the nmore roughly and irritably he
i nsisted on her doing so. He understood only too well how painful it
was for her to betray and unveil all that was her own. He understood
that these feelings really were her secret treasure, which she had
kept perhaps for years, perhaps from chil dhood, while she lived with
an unhappy father and a distracted stepnother crazed by grief, in
the midst of starving children and unseenly abuse and reproaches.

But at the sane tine he knew now and knew for certain that, although
it filled her with dread and suffering, yet she had a tornenting
desire to read and to read to himthat he might hear it, and to read
now what ever might come of it!... He read this in her eyes, he could
see it in her intense enotion. She mastered herself, controlled the
spasmin her throat and went on reading the eleventh chapter of St
John. She went on to the nineteenth verse:

"And nmany of the Jews cane to Martha and Mary to confort them
concerning their brother.

Then Martha as soon as she heard that Jesus was com ng went and
met HHm but Mary sat still in the house.

Then said Martha unto Jesus, Lord, if Thou hadst been here, ny
brot her had not died.

But | know that even now whatsoever Thou wilt ask of God, God will
give it Thee...."

Then she stopped again with a shamefaced feeling that her voice
woul d qui ver and break again.

"Jesus said unto her, thy brother shall rise again.

Martha saith unto Hm | know that he shall rise again in the

resurrection, at the | ast day.



Jesus said unto her, | amthe resurrection and the life: he that
believeth in Me though he were dead, yet shall he live.

And whosoever liveth and believeth in Me shall never die.

Bel i evest thou this?

She saith unto Hm™"

(And drawi ng a painful breath, Sonia read distinctly and forcibly as
t hough she were naking a public confession of faith.)

"Yea, Lord: | believe that Thou art the Christ, the Son of God Which
shoul d cone into the world."

She stopped and | ooked up quickly at him but controlling herself
went on readi ng. Raskol ni kov sat w thout noving, his elbows on the
table and his eyes turned away. She read to the thirty-second verse.

"Then when Mary was cone where Jesus was and saw Him she fel
down at His feet, saying unto Hm Lord if Thou hadst been here, ny
brother had not di ed.

When Jesus therefore saw her weeping, and the Jews al so weeping
whi ch cane with her, He groaned in the spirit and was troubl ed,

And said, Wiere have ye laid hinfP They said unto Hm Lord, cone and
see.

Jesus wept.

Then said the Jews, behold how He | oved him

And sone of them said, could not this Man which opened the eyes of
the blind, have caused that even this man shoul d not have di ed?"

Raskol ni kov turned and | ooked at her with enotion. Yes, he had known
it! She was trenbling in a real physical fever. He had expected it.
She was getting near the story of the greatest mracle and a feeling
of inmense triunph cane over her. Her voice rang out |ike a bell
triumph and joy gave it power. The lines danced before her eyes, but
she knew what she was reading by heart. At the |last verse "Coul d not
this Man which opened the eyes of the blind..." dropping her voice she
passi onately reproduced the doubt, the reproach and censure of the
blind disbelieving Jews, who in another nmonment would fall at Hi s

feet as though struck by thunder, sobbing and believing.... "And he,



he- too, is blinded and unbelieving, he, too, will hear, he, too, wll

bel i eve, yes, yes! At once, now, " was what she was dream ng, and she
was quivering wth happy anticipation

"Jesus therefore again groaning in Hinself cometh to the grave. It
was a cave, and a stone lay upon it.

Jesus said, Take ye away the stone. Martha, the sister of himthat
was dead, saith unto Hm Lord by this time he stinketh: for he hath
been dead four days."

She | aid enphasis on the word four

"Jesus saith unto her, Said | not unto thee that if thou woul dest
bel i eve, thou shoul dest see the glory of God?

Then they took away the stone fromthe place where the dead was
laid. And Jesus lifted up His eyes and said, Father, | thank Thee that
Thou hast heard Me.

And | knew that Thou hearest M al ways; but because of the people
which stand by | said it, that they nmay believe that Thou hast sent
Me.

And when He thus had spoken, He cried with a |oud voice, Lazarus,
cone forth

And he that was dead cane forth."

(She read loudly, cold and trenbling with ecstasy, as though she
were seeing it before her eyes.)

"Bound hand and foot with gravecl othes; and his face was bound about
with a napkin. Jesus saith unto them Loose himand | et himgo.

Then many of the Jews which came to Mary and had seen the things
whi ch Jesus did believed on Hm"

She could read no nore, closed the book and got up fromher chair
qui ckly.

"That is all about the raising of Lazarus," she whispered severely
and abruptly, and turning away she stood notionless, not daring to

rai se her eyes to him She still trenmbled feverishly. The candl e-end
was flickering out in the battered candlestick, dimy lighting up in

the poverty-stricken roomthe nurderer and the harl ot who had so



strangely been readi ng together the eternal book. Five minutes or nore
passed.

"I came to speak of sonething," Raskol ni kov said al oud, frowning. He
got up and went to Sonia. She lifted her eyes to himin silence. Hs
face was particularly stern and there was a sort of savage
determination in it

"l have abandoned ny famly to-day," he said, "nmy nother and sister
I amnot going to see them [|'ve broken with themconpletely."”

"What for?" asked Sonia anazed. Her recent neeting with his nother
and sister had left a great inpression which she could not anal yse.
She heard his news al nost with horror

"I have only you now," he added. "Let us go together.... |'ve cone
to you, we are both accursed, let us go our way together!"

H's eyes glittered "as though he were nmad," Sonia thought, in her
turn.

"Co where?" she asked in alarmand she involuntarily stepped back

"How do I know? | only knowit's the same road, | know that and
not hing nore. It's the sane goal!"

She | ooked at himand understood nothing. She knew only that he
was terribly, infinitely unhappy.

"No one of themw Il understand, if you tell them but | have

understood. | need you, that is why | have cone to you."

"I don't understand," whispered Soni a.

"You'll understand |ater. Haven't you done the sanme? You, too,
have transgressed... have had the strength to transgress. You have
| ai d hands on yoursel f, you have destroyed a life... your own (it's

all the sanme!). You nmight have lived in spirit and understandi ng,
but you'll end in the Hay Market.... But you won't be able to stand
it, and if you remain alone you'll go out of your mind |like me. You
are like a mad creature already. So we nust go together on the sane
road! Let us go!"

"VWhat for? What's all this for?" said Sonia, strangely and violently

agitated by his words.



"What for? Because you can't remain like this, that's why! You
must | ook things straight in the face at last, and not weep like a
child and cry that God won't allowit. Wiat wll happen, if you should
really be taken to the hospital to-nmorrow? She is mad and in
consunption, she'll soon die, and the children? Do you nean to tell ne
Pol enka won't conme to grief? Haven't you seen children here at the
street corners sent out by their nmothers to beg? |'ve found out
where those nmothers live and in what surroundings. Children can't
remain children there! At seven the child is vicious and a thief.
Yet children, you know, are the inmage of Christ: '"theirs is the
ki ngdom of Heaven.' He bade us honour and | ove them they are the
humanity of the future...."

"What's to be done, what's to be done?" repeated Sonia, weeping
hysterically and wingi ng her hands.

"What's to be done? Break what nust be broken, once for all

that's all, and take the suffering on oneself. Wat, you don't
under stand? You'll understand later.... Freedom and power, and above
all, power! Over all trenbling creation and all the antheap!... That's

the goal, remenber that! That's ny farewell nessage. Perhaps it's

the last tine | shall speak to you. If | don't come to-norrow,

you'll hear of it all, and then renenber these words. And sone day
later on, in years to conme, you'll understand perhaps what they neant.
If I come to-norrow, I'll tell you who killed Lizaveta.... CGood-bye."

Sonia started with terror.

"Wy, do you know who killed her?" she asked, chilled with horror
| ooking wildly at him

"I know and will tell... you, only you. | have chosen you out. |'m
not coming to you to ask forgiveness, but sinply to tell you.
chose you out long ago to hear this, when your father tal ked of you
and when Lizaveta was alive, | thought of it. Good-bye, don't shake
hands. To-norrow "

He went out. Sonia gazed at himas at a madman. But she herself

was |i ke one insane and felt it. Her head was goi ng round.



"CGood heavens, how does he know who killed Lizaveta? Wat did
those words nean? It's awful!" But at the sane tine the idea did not
enter her head, not for a noment! "Ch, he nust be terribly unhappy!..
He has abandoned his nother and sister.... What for? Wat has
happened? And what had he in his mnd? What did he say to her? He
had ki ssed her foot and said... said (yes, he had said it clearly)
that he could not live without her.... Oh, nerciful heavens!”

Soni a spent the whole night feverish and delirious. She junped up
fromtine to tine, wept and wung her hands, then sank again into
feverish sleep and dreant of Pol enka, Katerina |vanovna and
Li zaveta, of reading the gospel and him.. himwith pale face, with
burning eyes... kissing her feet, weeping.

On the other side of the door on the right, which divided Sonia's
room from Madanme Resslich's flat, was a roomwhich | ong stood enpty. A
card was fixed on the gate and a notice stuck in the wi ndows over
the canal advertising it to let. Sonia had | ong been accustoned to the
room s being uninhabited. But all that tine M. Svidrigailov had
been standing, listening at the door of the enpty room When
Raskol ni kov went out he stood still, thought a noment, went on
tiptoe to his own room whi ch adj oi ned the enpty one, brought a chair
and noi selessly carried it to the door that led to Sonia's room The
conversation had struck himas interesting and remarkabl e, and he
had greatly enjoyed it- so nmuch so that he brought a chair that he
m ght not in the future, to-norrow, for instance, have to endure the

i nconveni ence of standing a whole hour, but might listen in confort.

Chapter Five

WHEN NEXT norning at el even o' cl ock punctually Raskol ni kov went into
the departnment of the investigation of crimnal causes and sent his
nane in to Porfiry Petrovitch, he was surprised at being kept

waiting so long: it was at |east ten mnutes before he was sunmoned.



He had expected that they would pounce upon him But he stood in the
wai ti ng-room and people, who apparently had nothing to do with him
were continually passing to and fro before him In the next room which
| ooked |i ke an office, several clerks were sitting witing and
obvi ously they had no notion who or what Raskol ni kov m ght be. He
| ooked uneasily and suspiciously about himto see whether there was
not sone guard, sone mysterious watch being kept on himto prevent his
escape. But there was nothing of the sort: he saw only the faces of
cl erks absorbed in petty details, then other people, no one seened
to have any concern with him He might go where he liked for them The
conviction grew stronger in himthat if that enigmatic man of
yesterday, that phantom sprung out of the earth, had seen
everything, they would not have let himstand and wait |ike that.
And woul d they have waited till he elected to appear at el even? Either
the man had not yet given information, or... or sinply he knew
not hi ng, had seen nothing (and how coul d he have seen anyt hing?) and
so all that had happened to himthe day before was again a phantom
exaggerated by his sick and overstrained inmagination. This
conj ecture had begun to grow strong the day before, in the mdst of
all his alarmand despair. Thinking it all over now and preparing
for a fresh conflict, he was suddenly aware that he was trenbling- and
he felt a rush of indignation at the thought that he was trenbling
with fear at facing that hateful Porfiry Petrovitch. What he dreaded
above all was neeting that nman again; he hated himw th an intense,
unnmtigated hatred and was afraid his hatred might betray him His
i ndi gnati on was such that he ceased trenbling at once; he nmade ready
to goin with a cold and arrogant bearing and vowed to hinself to keep
as silent as possible, to watch and Iisten and for once at least to
control his overstrained nerves. At that noment he was summoned to
Porfiry Petrovitch.

He found Porfiry Petrovitch alone in his study. H's study was a room
neither large nor small, furnished with a large witing-table, that

stood before a sofa, upholstered in checked nmaterial, a bureau, a



bookcase in the corner and several chairs- all governnment furniture,

of polished yellow wood. In the further wall there was a cl osed

door, beyond it there were, no doubt, other roons. On Raskol ni kov's
entrance Porfiry Petrovitch had at once closed the door by which he
had conme in and they remained alone. He nmet his visitor with an
apparently genial and good-tenpered air, and it was only after a few
m nut es that Raskol ni kov saw signs of a certain awkwardness in him as
t hough he had been thrown out of his reckoning or caught in

sonet hing very secret.

"Ah, ny dear fellow Here you are... in our domain"... began
Porfiry, holding out both hands to him "Conme, sit down, old man... or
perhaps you don't like to be called 'ny dear fellow and 'old
man!'-tout court? Please don't think it too famliar.... Here, on
the sofa."

Raskol ni kov sat down, keeping his eyes fixed on him "In our
domain," the apologies for famliarity, the French phrase tout
court, were all characteristic signs.

"He held out both hands to ne, but he did not give ne one- he drew
it back in time," struck himsuspiciously. Both were watching each
other, but when their eyes net, quick as lightning they | ooked away.

"I brought you this paper... about the watch. Here it is. Is it
all right or shall | copy it again?"

"VWhat ? A paper? Yes, yes, don't be uneasy, it's all right,”

Porfiry Petrovitch said as though in haste, and after he had said it
he took the paper and | ooked at it. "Yes, it's all right. Nothing nore
is needed," he declared with the sane rapidity and he laid the paper
on the table.

A mnute |ater when he was tal king of sonething else he took it from
the table and put it on his bureau

"I believe you said yesterday you would |ike to question ne...
formally... about ny acquaintance with the murdered worman?"

Raskol ni kov was begi nning again. "Why did | put in '|l believe passed

through his nind in a flash. "Wy am| so uneasy at having put in that



"I believe' ?" came in a second flash. And he suddenly felt that his
uneasi ness at the mere contact with Porfiry, at the first words, at
the first |looks, had grown in an instant to nonstrous proportions, and
that this was fearfully dangerous. H's nerves were quivering, his
enotion was increasing. "lIt's bad, it's bad! | shall say too nuch
again."

"Yes, yes, yes! There's no hurry, there's no hurry," nuttered
Porfiry Petrovitch, nmoving to and fro about the table w thout any
apparent aim as it were naki ng dashes towards the w ndow, the
bureau and the table, at one nonent avoi di ng Raskol ni kov's
suspi ci ous gl ance, then again standing still and | ooking him
straight in the face.

Hs fat round little figure | ooked very strange, like a ball rolling
fromone side to the other and reboundi ng back

"We've plenty of tine. Do you snoke? have you your own? Here, a
cigarette!" he went on, offering his visitor a cigarette. "You know
I amreceiving you here, but ny own quarters are through there, you
know, ny governnent quarters. But | amliving outside for the tine,
I had to have sone repairs done here. It's alnost finished now. ...
Governnment quarters, you know, are a capital thing. Eh, what do you
t hi nk?"

"Yes, a capital thing," answered Raskol ni kov, |ooking at him
al rost ironically.

"A capital thing, a capital thing," repeated Porfiry Petrovitch
as though he had just thought of sonething quite different. "Yes, a

capital thing," he al nost shouted at |ast, suddenly staring at
Raskol ni kov and stopping short two steps fromhim
This stupid repetition was too incongruous in its ineptitude with
the serious, brooding and enigmatic gl ance he turned upon his visitor
But this stirred Raskol ni kov's spleen nore than ever and he could
not resist an ironical and rather incautious challenge.

"Tell nme, please,” he asked suddenly, |ooking alnost insolently at

himand taking a kind of pleasure in his own insolence. "I believe



it's a sort of legal rule, a sort of legal tradition- for al
investigating | awers- to begin their attack fromafar, with a
trivial, or at least an irrelevant subject, so as to encourage, or
rather, to divert the man they are cross-exanmining, to disarmhis
caution and then all at once to give himan unexpected knockdown

blow with sone fatal question. Isn't that so? It's a sacred tradition

mentioned, | fancy, in all the manuals of the art?"
"Yes, yes.... Wiy, do you inmagine that was why | spoke about
governnent quarters... eh?"

And as he said this Porfiry Petrovitch screwed up his eyes and
wi nked; a good-hunoured, crafty | ook passed over his face. The
wrinkles on his forehead were snoothed out, his eyes contracted, his
features broadened and he suddenly went off into a nervous prol onged
| augh, shaking all over and | ooki ng Raskol ni kov straight in the
face. The latter forced hinself to | augh, too, but when Porfiry,
seei ng that he was | aughi ng, broke into such a guffaw that he turned
al most crimson, Raskol ni kov's repul sion overcane all precaution; he
| eft off laughing, scow ed and stared with hatred at Porfiry,
keeping his eyes fixed on himwhile his intentionally prol onged
| aughter | asted. There was |ack of precaution on both sides,
however, for Porfiry Petrovitch seened to be laughing in his visitor's
face and to be very little disturbed at the annoyance with which the
visitor received it. The latter fact was very significant in
Raskol ni kov' s eyes: he saw that Porfiry Petrovitch had not been
enbarrassed just before either, but that he, Raskol ni kov, had
perhaps fallen into a trap; that there nmust be sonething, some
notive here unknown to him that, perhaps, everything was in readiness
and in another monment woul d break upon him..

He went straight to the point at once, rose fromhis seat and took
his cap.

"Porfiry Petrovitch," he began resolutely, though with
considerable irritation, "yesterday you expressed a desire that |

shoul d cone to you for sone inquiries (he laid special stress on the



word 'inquiries'). | have conme and, if you have anything to ask ne,

ask it, and if not, allow nme to withdraw. | have no time to

spare.... | have to be at the funeral of that nan who was run over, of
whom you. .. know al so," he added, feeling angry at once at havi ng nade
this addition and nore irritated at his anger, "I amsick of it all

do you hear, and have long been. It's partly what made ne ill. In
short," he shouted, feeling that the phrase about his illness was
still nore out of place, "in short, kindly exanine ne or let ne go, at

once. And if you nust exanine ne, do so in the proper form | wll not
all ow you to do so ot herw se, and so nmeanwhil e, good-bye, as we have
evidently nothing to keep us now. "

"Good heavens! What do you nean? What shall | question you about?"
cackled Porfiry Petrovitch with a change of tone, instantly |eaving

of f laughing. "Please don't disturb yourself,"” he began fidgeting from
pl ace to place and fussily maki ng Raskol ni kov sit down. "There's no
hurry, there's no hurry, it's all nonsense. Ch, no, |I'mvery glad
you've conme to see ne at last... | | ook upon you sinply as a
visitor. And as for ny confounded | aughter, please excuse it, Rodion
Romanovi t ch. Rodi on Romanovitch? That is your name?... It's ny nerves,
you tickled me so with your witty observation; | assure you, sonetines
| shake with |aughter like an India-rubber ball for half an hour at
atine.... I'"'moften afraid of an attack of paralysis. Do sit down.
Pl ease do, or | shall think you are angry..."

Raskol ni kov did not speak; he listened, watching him still frowning
angrily. He did sit down, but still held his cap

"I must tell you one thing about nyself, my dear Rodion

Romanovitch," Porfiry Petrovitch continued, noving about the room

and again avoiding his visitor's eyes. "You see, |'ma bachelor, a man
of no consequence and not used to society; besides, | have nothing
before ne, I'mset, I"'mrunning to seed and... and have you noti ced,

Rodi on Romanovitch, that in our Petersburg circles, if two clever
men neet who are not intimate, but respect each other, like you and

me, it takes them half an hour before they can find a subject for



conversation- they are dunb, they sit opposite each other and fee
awkward. Every one has subjects of conversation, |adies for
instance... people in high society always have their subjects of
conversation, c'est de rigueur, but people of the middle sort |ike us,
thi nki ng people that is, are always tongue-tied and awkward. VWat is
the reason of it? Wiether it is the lack of public interest, or
whether it is we are so honest we don't want to decei ve one anot her,
don't know. What do you think? Do put down your cap, it looks as if
you were just going, it nakes nme unconfortable... | amso
delighted..."

Raskol ni kov put down his cap and continued listening in silence with
a serious frowning face to the vague and enpty chatter of Porfiry
Petrovitch. "Does he really want to distract nmy attention with his
silly babbl e?"

"I can't offer you coffee here; but why not spend five mnutes
with a friend," Porfiry pattered on, "and you know all these
official duties... please don't mind ny running up and down, excuse
it, ny dear fellow, I amvery nuch afraid of offending you, but
exercise is absolutely indispensable for me. I'malways sitting and so
glad to be noving about for five mnutes... | suffer fromny sedentary
life... | always intend to join a gymmasium they say that officials

of all ranks, even Privy Councillors may be seen skipping gaily there;

there you have it, nodern science... yes, yes.... But as for ny duties
here, inquiries and all such fornalities... you nmentioned inquiries
yourself just now .. | assure you these interrogations are sonetines

nmore enbarrassing for the interrogator than for the interrogated...
You nade the observation yourself just now very aptly and wittily.
(Raskol ni kov had made no observation of the kind.) One gets into a
muddl e! A regul ar nuddl e! One keeps harping on the sane note, like a
drum There is to be a reformand we shall be called by a different
nane, at |east, he-he-he! And as for our legal tradition, as you so
wittily called it, | thoroughly agree with you. Every prisoner on

trial, even the rudest peasant knows, that they begin by disarmng him



with irrel evant questions (as you so happily put it) and then deal him
a knock-down bl ow, he-he-he!l- your felicitous conpacts son, he-he!

So you really inagined that | neant by governnent quarters... he-he!
You are an ironical person. Cone. | won't go on! Ah, by the way,

yes! One word | eads to another. You spoke of formality just now,
apropos of the inquiry, you know. But what's the use of fornality?

In many cases it's nonsense. Sonetines one has a friendly chat and
gets a good deal nore out of it. One can always fall back on
formality, allow nme to assure you. And after all, what does it

amount to? An examining | awer cannot be bounded by formality at every
step. The work of investigation is, so to speak, a free art inits own
way, he-he-he!"

Porfiry Petrovitch took breath a monment. He had sinply babbl ed on
uttering enpty phrases, letting slip a few enigmati c words and again
reverting to incoherence. He was al nost running about the room noving
his fat little | egs quicker and quicker, looking at the ground, with
his right hand behind his back, while with his left nmaking
gesticul ations that were extraordinarily incongruous with his words.
Raskol ni kov suddenly noticed that as he ran about the room he seened
twice to stop for a noment near the door, as though he were |istening.

"I's he expecting anything?"

"You are certainly quite right about it," Porfiry began gaily,
| ooking with extraordinary sinmplicity at Raskol ni kov (which startled
himand instantly put himon his guard), "certainly quite right in
| aughing so wittily at our |egal forms, he-he! Some of these el aborate
psychol ogi cal methods are exceedingly ridicul ous and perhaps
usel ess, if one adheres too closely to the forns. Yes... | am
tal king of forms again. Well, if | recognise, or nore strictly
speaking, if | suspect sone one or other to be a crimnal in any
case entrusted to ne... you're reading for the law, of course,

Rodi on Romanovi t ch?"

"Yes, | was..."

"Well, then it is a precedent for you for the future- though don't



suppose | should venture to instruct you after the articles you
publ i sh about crine! No, |I sinply make bold to state it by way of
fact, if | took this man or that for a crimnal, why, | ask, should
I worry himprematurely, even though | had evi dence against hinP In
one case | may be bound, for instance, to arrest a man at once, but

another may be in quite a different position, you know, so why

shouldn't | et himwalk about the town a bit, he-he-he! But | see you
don't quite understand, so I'll give you a clearer example. If | put
himin prison too soon, | may very likely give him so to speak, noral

support, he-he! You're | aughing?"
Raskol ni kov had no idea of |aughing. He was sitting with
conpressed lips, his feverish eyes fixed on Porfiry Petrovitch's.

"Yes that is the case, with sone types especially, for nmen are so

different. You say evidence. Well, there may be evi dence. But
evi dence, you know, can generally be taken two ways. | am an exani ni ng
| awyer and a weak man, | confess it. | should like to make a proof, so
to say, mathematically clear, | should like to nake a chain of

evi dence such as twice two are four, it ought to be a direct,
irrefutable proof! And if | shut himup too soon- even though I

m ght be convinced he was the man, | should very likely be depriving
mysel f of the nmeans of getting further evidence against him And
how? By giving him so to speak, a definite position, | shall put
hi m out of suspense and set his mind at rest, so that he wll

retreat into his shell. They say that at Sevastopol, soon after
Alma, the clever people were in a terrible fright that the eneny woul d
attack openly and take Sevastopol at once. But when they saw that
the eneny preferred a regular siege, they were delighted, I amtold
and reassured, for the thing would drag on for two nonths at | east.
You' re | aughing, you don't believe ne again? O course, you're
right, too. You're right, you're right. These are an special cases,

| admit. But you nust observe this, ny dear Rodi on Romanovitch, the
general case, the case for which all legal fornms and rules are

i ntended, for which they are calculated and | aid down in books, does



not exist at all, for the reason that every case, every crine for

i nstance, so soon as it actually occurs, at once becones a

t horoughly special case and sonetines a case unlike any that's gone
before. Very conmic cases of that sort sonetines occur. If | |eave

one man quite alone, if I don't touch himand don't worry him but |et
hi m know or at |east suspect every nonent that | know all about it and
am wat chi ng hi mday and night, and if he is in continual suspicion and
terror, he'll be bound to lose his head. He'll cone of hinself, or
maybe do sonething which will nake it as plain as twice two are

four- it's delightful. It my be so with a sinple peasant, but with
one of our sort, an intelligent man cultivated on a certain side, it's
a dead certainty. For, ny dear fellow, it's a very inportant natter to
know on what side a man is cultivated. And then there are nerves,
there are nerves, you have overl ooked them Wy, they are all sick
nervous and irritable!... And then how they all suffer from spleen
That | assure you is a regular gold nmine for us. And it's no anxiety
to ne, his running about the town free! Let him let himwal k about
for a bit! I know well enough that |'ve caught himand that he won't
escape nme. Were could he escape to, he-he? Abroad, perhaps? A Pole

wi Il escape abroad, but not here, especially as | am watching and have
taken neasures. WII| he escape into the depths of the country perhaps?
But you know, peasants live there, real rude Russian peasants. A
nmodern cultivated man woul d prefer prison to living with such
strangers as our peasants. He-he! But that's all nonsense, and on

the surface. It's not nerely that he has nowhere to run to, he is
psychol ogi cal |y unabl e to escape ne, he-he! Wat an expression

Through a |l aw of nature he can't escape ne if he had anywhere to go.
Have you seen a butterfly round a candl e? That's how he will keep
circling and circling round me. Freedomwi |l lose its attractions.
He'll begin to brood, hell weave a tangle round hinself, he'll worry
hinself to death! What's nore he will provide ne with a mathematica
proof- if | only give himlong enough interval.... And he'll keep

circling round nme, getting nearer and nearer and then- flop! He'll fly



straight into ny nouth and I'lIl swallow him and that will be very
anusi ng, he-he-he! You don't believe nme?"

Raskol ni kov made no reply; he sat pale and notionless, stil
gazing with the sane intensity into Porfiry's face.

"It's a lesson,” he thought, turning cold. "This is beyond the cat
playing with a nouse, |like yesterday. He can't be showing off his
power with no notive... pronpting nme; he is far too clever for that..
he must have another object. Wiat is it? It's all nonsense, ny friend,
you are pretending, to scare ne! You' ve no proofs and the nan | saw
had no real existence. You sinply want to make ne | ose nmy head, to
work me up beforehand and so to crush me. But you are wong, you won't
do it! But why give nme such a hint? I's he reckoning on ny shattered
nerves? No, ny friend, you are wong, you won't do it even though
you have sone trap for nme... let us see what you have in store for
me. "

And he braced hinmself to face a terrible and unknown ordeal. At
times he longed to fall on Porfiry and strangle him This anger was
what he dreaded fromthe beginning. He felt that his parched |ips were
flecked with foam his heart was throbbing. But he was stil
determned not to speak till the right noment. He realised that this
was the best policy in his position, because instead of saying too
much he would be irritating his eneny by his silence and provoking him
into speaking too freely. Anyhow, this was what he hoped for

"No, | see you don't believe nme, you think I am playing a harnl ess

j oke on you," Porfiry began again, getting nore and nore lively,
chuckling at every instant and again pacing round the room "And, to
be sure, you're right: God has given ne a figure that can awaken
none but conic ideas in other people; a buffoon; but let ne tell you
and | repeat it, excuse an old man, my dear Rodi on Romanovitch, you
are a man still young, so to say, in your first youth and so you put
intellect above everything, like all young people. Playful wit and

abstract argunents fascinate you and that's for all the world like the

old Austrian Hofkriegsrath, as far as | can judge of mlitary



matters that is: on paper they' d beaten Napol eon and taken him
prisoner, and there in their study they worked it all out in the

cl everest fashion, but | ook you, General Mack surrendered with all his
arny, he-he-he!l | see, | see, Rodion Romanovitch, you are |aughing

at a civilian like ne, taking exanples out of mlitary history! But

| can't help it, it's nmy weakness. | amfond of nmilitary science.

And |'mever so fond of reading all military histories. |'ve certainly
m ssed ny proper career. | ought to have been in the arny, upon ny
word | ought. | shouldn't have been a Napol eon, but | mi ght have

been a nmajor, he-he-he! Well, I'Il tell you the whole truth, ny dear
fellow, about this special case, | nean: actual fact and a man's

tenperanent, ny dear sir, are weighty matters and it's astoni shing how
they sonetines deceive the sharpest calculation! |- listen to an old
man- am speaki ng seriously, Rodion Romanovitch (as he said this
Porfiry Petrovitch who was scarcely five and thirty actually seened to
have grown ol d; even his voice changed and he seened to shrink
together) noreover, I'ma candid man... am| a candid man or not? \What
do you say? | fancy | really am | tell you these things for nothing
and don't even expect a reward for it, he-he! Well, to proceed, wit in
my opinion is a splendid thing, it is, so to say, an adornnent of
nature and a consolation of life, and what tricks it can play! So that
it sometinmes is hard for a poor exami ning | awer to know where he

is, especially when he's liable to be carried away by his own fancy,
too, for you know he is a man after all. But the poor fellowis

saved by the crinminal's tenperament, worse luck for hinml But young
people carried away by their own wit don't think of that 'when they
overstep all obstacles' as you wittily and cleverly expressed it
yesterday. He will lie- that is, the nan who is a special case, the
incognito, and he will lie well, in the cleverest fashion; you m ght
think he would triunph and enjoy the fruits of his wit, but at the
nmost interesting, the nost flagrant nonent he will faint. O course
there may be illness and a stuffy roomas well, but anyway! Anyway

he's given us the idea! He lied inconparably, but he didn't reckon



on his tenperanent. That's what betrays him Another tinme he will be
carried away by his playful wit into making fun of the man who
suspects him he will turn pale as it were on purpose to m sl ead,

but his paleness will be too natural, too nmuch |ike the real thing,
again he has given us an idea! Though his questioner nmay be deceived
at first, he will think differently next day if he is not a fool, and,
of course, it is like that at every step! He puts hinmself forward
where he is not wanted, speaks continually when he ought to keep
silent, brings in all sorts of allegorical allusions, he-he! Conmes and
asks why didn't you take ne | ong ago, he-he-he! And that can happen,
you know, with the cleverest nman, the psychol ogist, the literary

man. The tenperanent reflects everything like a mirror! Gaze into it
and adm re what you see! But why are you so pale, Rodion

Romanovitch? Is the roomstuffy? Shall | open the w ndow?"

"Ch, don't trouble, please," cried Raskol ni kov and he suddenly broke
into a | augh. "Please don't trouble."

Porfiry stood facing him paused a nonment and suddenly he too
| aughed. Raskol ni kov got up fromthe sofa, abruptly checking his
hysterical |aughter.

"Porfiry Petrovitch," he began, speaking loudly and distinctly,
though his legs trenbled and he could scarcely stand. "I see clearly
at last that you actually suspect nme of nurdering that old wonan and
her sister Lizaveta. Let ne tell you for ny part that | am sick of
this. If you find that you have a right to prosecute ne legally, to
arrest me, then prosecute ne, arrest me. But | will not let mnyself
be jeered at to nmy face and worried..."

H's lips trenbled, his eyes glowed with fury and he coul d not
restrain his voice

"I won't allowit!" he shouted, bringing his fist down on the table.
"Do you hear that, Porfiry Petrovitch? | won't allowit."

"CGood heavens! What does it nean?" cried Porfiry Petrovitch
apparently quite frightened. "Rodi on Romanovitch, ny dear fellow, what

is the matter with you?"



"I won't allowit," Raskol ni kov shouted again.

"Hush, ny dear man! They'll hear and conme in. Just think, what could
we say to thenP" Porfiry Petrovitch whispered in horror, bringing
his face close to Raskol ni kov's.

"I won't allowit, I won't allowit," Raskol nikov repeated
mechani cal |y, but he too spoke in a sudden whi sper

Porfiry turned quickly and ran to open the w ndow.

"Some fresh air! And you nust have sonme water, ny dear fellow.
You're ill!" and he was running to the door to call for sonme when he
found a decanter of water in the corner. "Conme, drink a little," he
whi spered, rushing up to himwith the decanter. "It will be sure to do
you good. "

Porfiry Petrovitch's alarm and synpathy were so natural that

Raskol ni kov was silent and began |l ooking at himwith wild curiosity.

He did not take the water, however.

"Rodi on Romanovitch, nmy dear fellow, you'll drive yourself out of
your mnd, | assure you, ach, ach! Have sone water, do drink a
little."

He forced himto take the gl ass. Raskol ni kov raised it
mechanically to his lips, but set it on the table again with disgust.
"Yes, you've had a little attack! You'll bring back your illness
again, ny dear fellow, " Porfiry Petrovitch cackled with friendly
sympat hy, though he still |ooked rather disconcerted. "Good heavens,
you mnmust take nore care of yourself! Dmitri Prokofitch was here,
came to see ne yesterday- | know, | know, |'ve a nasty, ironica
tenper, but what they made of it!... Good heavens, he cane yesterday
after you' d been. W dined and he tal ked and tal ked away, and
could only throw up ny hands in despair! Did he come fromyou? But
do sit down, for nercy's sake, sit down!"

"No, not fromne, but | knew he went to you and why he went,"
Raskol ni kov answered sharply.

"You knew?"

"I knew. What of it?"



"Why this, Rodion Romanovitch, that | know nore than that about you
I know about everything. | know how you went to take a flat at night
when it was dark and how you rang the bell and asked about the
bl ood, so that the worknen and the porter did not know what to make of
it. Yes, | understand your state of mind at that tine... but you'll
drive yourself mad |like that, upon ny word! You'll |ose your head!
You're full of generous indignation at the wongs you' ve received,
first fromdestiny, and then fromthe police officers, and so you rush
fromone thing to another to force themto speak out and neke an end
of it all, because you are sick of all this suspicion and foolishness.

That's so, isn't it? | have guessed how you feel, haven't I? Only in

that way you'll |ose your head and Razumi hin's, too; he's too good a
man for such a position, you nmust know that. You are ill and he is
good and your illness is infectious for him.. 1'Il tell you about
it when you are nore yourself.... But do sit down, for goodness' sake

Pl ease rest, you | ook shocking, do sit down."

Raskol ni kov sat down; he no | onger shivered, he was hot all over. In
amazenent he listened with strained attention to Porfiry Petrovitch
who still seened frightened as he | ooked after himwith friendly
solicitude. But he did not believe a word he said, though he felt a
strange inclination to believe. Porfiry's unexpected words about the
flat had utterly overwhelned him "How can it be, he knows about the
flat then,"” he thought suddenly, "and he tells it ne hinself!"

"Yes, in our legal practice there was a case al nost exactly sinilar,

a case of norbid psychol ogy,” Porfiry went on quickly. "A man
confessed to nurder and how he kept it up! It was a regul ar

hal | uci nati on; he brought forward facts, he inposed upon every one and
why? He had been partly, but only partly, unintentionally the cause of
a murder and when he knew that he had given the nurderers the
opportunity, he sank into dejection, it got on his nmnd and turned his
brain, he began imagining things and he persuaded hinsel f that he

was the nurderer. But at |last the Hi gh Court of Appeals went into it

and the poor fellow was acquitted and put under proper care. Thanks to



the Court of Appeals! Tut-tut-tut! Wiy, ny dear fellow, you may
drive yourself into deliriumif you have the inpulse to work upon your
nerves, to go ringing bells at night and asking about bl ood! |'ve
studied all this norbid psychology in nmy practice. A nman is
sometines tenpted to junp out of a window or froma belfry. Just the
same with bell-ringing.... It's all illness, Rodion Romanovitch! You
have begun to neglect your illness. You should consult an
experienced doctor, what's the good of that fat fell ow? You are
| i ght headed! You were delirious when you did all this!"

For a nmonent Raskol ni kov felt everything going round.

"Is it possible, is it possible,” flashed through his nmind, "that he
is still lying? He can't be, he can't be." He rejected that idea,
feeling to what a degree of fury it might drive him feeling that that

fury mght drive himnad.

"I was not delirious. | knew what | was doing," he cried,
straining every faculty to penetrate Porfiry's game, "I was quite
nmysel f, do you hear?"

"Yes, | hear and understand. You said yesterday you were not
delirious, you were particularly enphatic about it! | understand all
you can tell nme! A-ach!... Listen, Rodion Romanovitch, ny dear fellow

If you were actually a crimnal, or were sonehow mixed up in this
damabl e busi ness, would you insist that you were not delirious but in
full possession of your faculties? And so enmphatically and
persistently? Wuld it be possible? Quite inpossible, to ny

thinking. If you had anything on your conscience, you certainly

ought to insist that you were delirious. That's so, isn't it?"

There was a note of slyness in this inquiry. Raskol ni kov drew back
on the sofa as Porfiry bent over himand stared in silent perplexity
at him

"Anot her thing about Razuni hin- you certainly ought to have said
that he came of his own accord, to have conceal ed your part in it! But
you don't conceal it! You lay stress on his coming at your

i nstigation."



Raskol ni kov had not done so. A chill went down his back

"You keep telling lies,” he said slowy and weakly, twi sting his
lips into a sickly smle, "you are trying again to show that you
know all ny ganme, that you know all | shall say beforehand," he
sai d, conscious hinself that he was not wei ghing his words as he
ought. "You want to frighten nme... or you are sinply |aughing at
me..."

He still stared at himas he said this and again there was a |ight
of intense hatred in his eyes.

"You keep lying," he said. "You know perfectly well that the best
policy for the crimnal is to tell the truth as nearly as
possible... to conceal as little as possible. | don't believe you!"

"What a wily person you are!" Porfiry tittered, "there's no catching
you; you've a perfect nonomania. So you don't believe me? But stil
you do believe ne, you believe a quarter; I'll soon make you believe
t he whol e, because | have a sincere liking for you and genuinely
wi sh you good. "

Raskol ni kov's lips trenbl ed.

"Yes, | do," went on Porfiry, touching Raskol ni kov's arm genially,
"you nust take care of your illness. Besides, your nother and sister
are here now, you nust think of them You nust soothe and confort them
and you do nothing but frighten them.."

"What has that to do with you? How do you know it? What concern is
it of yours? You are keeping watch on ne and want to let nme know it?"

"CGood heavens! Why, | learnt it all fromyou yourself! You don't
notice that in your excitement you tell nme and others everything. From
Razum hin, too, | learnt a nunber of interesting details yesterday.

No, you interrupted me, but | rnust tell you that, for all your wt,
your suspi ci ousness makes you | ose the common-sense view of things. To
return to bell-ringing, for instance. |, an exam ning | awer, have
betrayed a precious thing like that, a real fact (for it is a fact
worth having), and you see nothing in it! Wiy, if | had the

slightest suspicion of you, should | have acted |like that? No, |



shoul d first have di sarmed your suspicions and not et you see
knew of that fact, should have diverted your attention and suddenly
have dealt you a knock-down bl ow (your expression) saying: 'And what
were you doing, sir, pray, at ten or nearly eleven at the nurdered
worman's flat and why did you ring the bell and why did you ask about
bl ood? And why did you invite the porters to go with you to the police
station, to the lieutenant?' That's how | ought to have acted if | had
a grain of suspicion of you. | ought to have taken your evidence in
due form searched your |odgi ng and perhaps have arrested you
too... so | have no suspicion of you, since | have not done that!
But you can't look at it normally and you see nothing, | say again.”
Raskol ni kov started so that Porfiry Petrovitch could not fail to
perceive it.
"You are lying all the while,” he cried, "I don't know your
obj ect, but you are lying. You did not speak |ike that just now and
| cannot be mni staken!"
"I amlying?" Porfiry repeated, apparently incensed, but

preserving a good- hunoured and ironical face, as though he were not in

the | east concerned at Raskol ni kov's opinion of him "I amlying..
but how did I treat you just now, |, the exam ning | awer? Pronpting
you and giving you every neans for your defence; illness, | said,

delirium injury, nelancholy and the police officers and all the
rest of it? Ah! He-he-he! Though, indeed, all those psychol ogica
means of defence are not very reliable and cut both ways: ill ness,
delirium | don't remenber- that's all right, but why, ny good sir, in
your illness and in your deliriumwere you haunted by just those
del usi ons and not by any others? There nay have been others, eh?
He- he- he! "
Raskol ni kov | ooked haughtily and contenptuously at him

"Briefly," he said loudly and inperiously, rising to his feet and in
so doing pushing Porfiry back a little, "briefly, I want to know, do
you acknow edge ne perfectly free from suspicion or not? Tell ne,

Porfiry Petrovitch, tell nme once for all and nake haste!"



"What a business |'mhaving with you!" cried Porfiry with a
perfectly good-hunoured, sly and conposed face. "And why do you want
to know, why do you want to know so nuch, since they haven't begun
to worry you? Why, you are like a child asking for matches! And why
are you so uneasy? Why do you force yourself upon us, eh? He-he-he!"

"I repeat," Raskolnikov cried furiously, "that | can't put up with
it

"Wth what? Uncertainty?" interrupted Porfiry.

"Don't jeer at me! | won't have it! | tell you |l won't have it. |
can't and | won't, do you hear, do you hear?" he shouted, bringing his
fist down on the table again.

"Hush! Hush! They'll overhear! | warn you seriously, take care of
yourself. | amnot joking," Porfiry whispered, but this tine there was
not the | ook of old womani sh good-nature and alarmin his face. Now he
was perenptory, stern, frowning and for once |aying aside al
mystification.

But this was only for an instant. Raskol ni kov, bew | dered,
suddenly fell into actual frenzy, but, strange to say, he again obeyed
the conmand to speak quietly, though he was in a perfect paroxysm of
fury.

"I will not allow nyself to be tortured," he whispered, instantly
recogni sing with hatred that he could not hel p obeying the command and
driven to even greater fury by the thought. "Arrest me, search ne, but
kindly act in due formand don't play with ne! Don't dare!"

"Don't worry about the form" Porfiry interrupted with the sane
sly smle, as it were, gloating with enjoynment over Raskol ni kov. "I
invited you to see ne quite in a friendly way."

"I don't want your friendship and | spit on it! Do you hear? And,
here, | take nmy cap and go. What will you say now if you nean to
arrest me?"

He took up his cap and went to the door

"And won't you see ny little surprise?" chuckled Porfiry, again

taking himby the armand stopping himat the door



He seemed to becone nore playful and good- hunoured whi ch naddened
Raskol ni kov.

"What surprise?" he asked, standing still and |ooking at Porfiry
in alarm

"My little surprise, it's sitting there behind the door, he-he-he!
(He pointed to the | ocked door.) | locked himin that he should not
escape. "

"What is it? Where? What?..."

Raskol ni kov wal ked to the door and woul d have opened it, but it
was | ocked.

"I't's |l ocked, here is the key!"

And he brought a key out of his pocket.

"You are lying," roared Raskol ni kov without restraint, "you lie, you
dammed punchinello!" and he rushed at Porfiry who retreated to the
ot her door, not at all alarned.

"I understand it all! You are lying and nocking so that | may betray
myself to you..."

"Why, you could not betray yourself any further, my dear Rodion

Romanovitch. You are in a passion. Don't shout, | shall call the
clerks.™
"You are lying! Call the clerks! You knew | was ill and tried to

work me into a frenzy to make nme betray nyself, that was your

obj ect! Produce your facts! | understand it all. You' ve no evidence,
you have only wretched rubbishly suspicions |ike Zanmetov's! You knew
my character, you wanted to drive me to fury and then to knock me down
with priests and deputies.... Are you waiting for then? eh! What are
you waiting for? Where are they? Produce thenP"

"Why deputies, my good man? What things people will inmagine! And
to do so would not be acting in formas you say, you don't know the
busi ness, ny dear fellow ... And there's no escaping form as you
see," Porfiry nuttered, listening at the door through which a noise
coul d be heard.

"Ah, they're comng," cried Raskol ni kov. "You've sent for then



You expected them Well, produce themall: your deputies, your
Wi t nesses, what you likel... |I amready!"

But at this nmonent a strange incident occurred, sonething so
unexpected that neither Raskol nikov nor Porfiry Petrovitch could

have | ooked for such a conclusion to their interview.

Chapter Six

VWHEN HE renmenbered the scene afterwards, this is how Raskol ni kov saw
it.

The noi se behind the door increased, and suddenly the door was
opened a little.

"What is it?" cried Porfiry Petrovitch, annoyed. "Wy, | gave
orders..."

For an instant there was no answer, but it was evident that there
were several persons at the door, and that they were apparently
pushi ng sonebody back.

"What is it?" Porfiry Petrovitch repeated, uneasily.

"The prisoner N kolay has been brought,"” sone one answered.

"He is not wanted! Take himaway! Let himwait! Wat's he doing
here? How irregular!” cried Porfiry, rushing to the door

"But he..." began the sane voice, and suddenly ceased.

Two seconds, not nore, were spent in actual struggle, then sone
one gave a violent shove, and then a man, very pale, strode into the
room

This man's appearance was at first sight very strange. He stared
straight before him as though seeing nothing. There was a
determined gleamin his eyes; at the sane tinme there was a deathly
pallor in his face, as though he were being led to the scaffold. His
white lips were faintly tw tching.

He was dressed |ike a worknman and was of nedi um hei ght, very

young, slim his hair cut in round crop, with thin spare features. The



man whom he had thrust back followed himinto the room and succeeded
in seizing himby the shoul der; he was a warder; but N kolay pulled
his arm away.

Several persons crowded inquisitively into the doorway. Sone of them
tried to get in. All this took place al nost instantaneously.

"Go away, it's too soon! Wit till you are sent for!... Wy have you
brought himso soon?" Porfiry Petrovitch nuttered, extrenely
annoyed, and as it were thrown out of his reckoning.

But N kol ay suddenly knelt down.

"What's the nmatter?" cried Porfiry, surprised

"I amguilty! Mne is the sinl | amthe nurderer,” Ni kol ay
articul ated suddenly, rather breathless, but speaking fairly |oudly.
For ten seconds there was silence as though all had been struck
dumb; even the warder stepped back, mechanically retreated to the
door, and stood i mMmovabl e.
"What is it?" cried Porfiry Petrovitch, recovering fromhis
nmonent ary st upefaction.

"I amthe nmurderer,"” repeated Ni kolay, after a brief pause
"What... you... what... whomdid you kill?" Porfiry Petrovitch was
obvi ously bewi | der ed.
Ni kol ay again was silent for a nonent.
"Al yona | vanovha and her sister Lizaveta lvanovna, |... killed..

with an axe. Darkness cane over ne," he added suddenly, and was
again silent.

He still remained on his knees. Porfiry Petrovitch stood for sone
monent s as though neditating, but suddenly roused hinself and waved
back the uninvited spectators. They instantly vani shed and cl osed
the door. Then he | ooked towards Raskol ni kov, who was standing in
the corner, staring wildly at N kolay, and noved towards him but
stopped short, | ooked from N kol ay to Raskol ni kov and then agai n at
Ni kol ay, and seening unable to restrain hinself darted at the latter

"You're in too great a hurry," he shouted at him alnost angrily. "I

didn't ask you what cane over you.... Speak, did you kill then?"



"I amthe murderer.... | want to give evidence," N kolay pronounced.
"Ach! What did you kill themw th?"

"An axe. | had it ready."

"Ach, he is in a hurry! Al one?"

Ni kol ay did not understand the question

"Did you do it al one?"

"Yes, alone. And Mtka is not guilty and had no share init."

"Don't be in a hurry about Mtka! A-ach! How was it you ran

downstairs like that at the tine? The porters net you both!"

"It was to put themoff the scent... |I ran after Mtka," Ni kol ay

replied hurriedly, as though he had prepared the answer.

"I knew it!" cried Porfiry, with vexation. "It's not his own tale he

is telling," he muttered as though to hinself, and suddenly his eyes

rested on Raskol ni kov agai n.

He was apparently so taken up with N kolay that for a nmonent he

had forgotten Raskol nikov. He was a little taken aback

"My dear Rodi on Romanovitch, excuse nme!" he flewup to him "this

won't do; I'mafraid you nust go... it's no good your staying... |

will... you see, what a surprise!... Good-bye!"

And taking himby the arm he showed himto the door

"l suppose you didn't expect it?" said Raskol ni kov who, though he

had not yet fully grasped the situation, had regai ned his courage.

"You did not expect it either, nmy friend. See how your hand is

trenbling! He-he!"

"You're trenbling, too, Porfiry Petrovitch!"

"Yes, | am | didn't expect it.

They were already at the door; Porfiry was inpatient for Raskol ni kov

to be gone.

"And your little surprise, aren't you going to showit to nme?"

Raskol ni kov sai d, sarcastically.

"Why, his teeth are chattering as he asks, he-he! You are an

i roni cal person! Cone, till we neet!"

"I believe we can say good-bye!"



"That's in God's hands,"” nuttered Porfiry, with an unnatural snile.

As he wal ked through the of fice, Raskol ni kov noticed that many
peopl e were | ooking at him Anong them he saw the two porters fromthe
house, whom he had invited that night to the police station. They
stood there waiting. But he was no sooner on the stairs than he
heard the voice of Porfiry Petrovitch behind him Turning round, he
saw the latter running after him out of breath.

"One word, Rodion Romanovitch; as to all the rest, it's in God's
hands, but as a matter of formthere are sone questions | shall have
to ask you... so we shall neet again, shan't we?"

And Porfiry stood still, facing himwith a smle.

"Shan't we?" he added agai n.

He seenmed to want to say something nore, but could not speak out.

"You nust forgive me, Porfiry Petrovitch, for what has just

passed... | lost ny tenper," began Raskol ni kov, who had so far
regai ned his courage that he felt irresistibly inclined to display his
cool ness.

"Don't mention it, don't nention it," Porfiry replied, alnost
gleefully. "I nyself, too... | have a wicked temper, | admit it! But
we shall neet again. If it's God's will, we nmay see a great deal of
one anot her."

"And will get to know each other through and through?" added
Raskol ni kov.

"Yes; know each other through and through," assented Porfiry
Petrovitch, and he screwed up his eyes, |ooking earnestly at
Raskol ni kov. "Now you're going to a birthday party?”

"To a funeral ."

"Of course, the funeral! Take care of yourself, and get well."

"I don't know what to wi sh you,"” said Raskol ni kov, who had begun
to descend the stairs, but |ooked back again. "I should like to w sh
you success, but your office is such a comical one."

"Why comical ?" Porfiry Petrovitch had turned to go, but he seened to

prick up his ears at this.



"Why, how you nust have been torturing and harassing that poor
Ni kol ay psychol ogically, after your fashion, till he confessed! You
must have been at him day and night, proving to himthat he was the
nmurderer, and now that he has confessed, you'll begin vivisecting
himagain. 'You are lying," you'll say. 'You are not the nurderer! You
can't be! It's not your own tale you are telling!' You nust admit it's
a com cal business!"

"He- he-he! You noticed then that | said to N kolay just now that
it was not his owmn tale he was telling?"

"How could | help noticing it!"

"He-he! You are quick-witted. You notice everything! You ve really a
pl ayful mnd! And you always fasten on the conmic side... he-he! They
say that was the nmarked characteristic of Gogol, anong the witers."

"Yes, of Gogol."

"Yes, of Gogol.... | shall |look forward to neeting you."

"So shall I."

Raskol ni kov wal ked strai ght home. He was so nuddl ed and bew | dered
that on getting honme he sat for a quarter of an hour on the sofa,
trying to collect his thoughts. He did not attenpt to think about
Ni kol ay; he was stupefied; he felt that his confession was sonething
i nexplicabl e, anmazi ng- sonethi ng beyond his understandi ng. But
Ni kol ay's confession was an actual fact. The consequences of this fact
were clear to himat once, its fal sehood could not fail to be
di scovered, and then they would be after himagain. Till then, at
| east, he was free and nust do sonething for hinself, for the danger
was i nminent.

But how imm nent? Hi s position gradually becanme clear to him
Remenbering, sketchily, the main outlines of his recent scene with
Porfiry, he could not help shuddering again with horror. O course, he
did not yet know all Porfiry's ains, he could not see into all his
cal cul ations. But he had already partly shown his hand, and no one
knew better than Raskol nikov how terrible Porfiry's "l ead" had been

for him Alittle nore and he m ght have given hinsel f away



completely, circunstantially. Knowi ng his nervous tenperament and from
the first glance seeing through him Porfiry, though playing a bold
game, was bound to win. There's no denying that Raskol ni kov had
conmprom sed hinself seriously, but no facts had cone to |light as
yet; there was nothing positive. But was he taking a true view of
the position? Wasn't he nmi staken? What had Porfiry been trying to
get at? Had he really sone surprise prepared for hin? And what was it?
Had he really been expecting sonething or not? How woul d they have
parted if it had not been for the unexpected appearance of Ni kol ay?

Porfiry had shown al nost all his cards- of course, he had risked
somet hing in showing them and if he had really had anything up his
sl eeve (Raskol ni kov refl ected), he would have shown that, too. What
was that "surprise"? Was it a joke? Had it neant anything? Could it
have conceal ed anything like a fact, a piece of positive evidence? H s
yesterday's visitor? Wat had becone of hin? Wiere was he to-day? If
Porfiry really had any evidence, it nust be connected with him...

He sat on the sofa with his el bows on his knees and his face
hidden in his hands. He was still shivering nervously. At |last he
got up, took his cap, thought a mnute, and went to the door

He had a sort of presentinment that for to-day, at |east, he night
consi der hinself out of danger. He had a sudden sense al nost of joy;
he wanted to nake haste to Katerina lvanovna's. He would be too late
for the funeral, of course, but he would be in tine for the nenoria
di nner, and there at once he would see Soni a.

He stood still, thought a nonent, and a suffering smile cane for a
monent on to his lips.

"To-day! To-day," he repeated to hinself. "Yes, to-day! So it nust
be...."

But as he was about to open the door, it began opening of itself. He
started and noved back. The door opened gently and slowy, and there
suddenly appeared a figure- yesterday's visitor from underground.

The man stood in the doorway, |ooked at Raskol ni kov without

speaki ng, and took a step forward into the room He was exactly the



same as yesterday; the sane figure, the same dress, but there was a
great change in his face; he | ooked dejected and sighed deeply. If
he had only put his hand up to his cheek and | eaned his head on one
si de he woul d have | ooked exactly |ike a peasant woman.

"VWhat do you want?" asked Raskol ni kov, nunb with terror. The nman was
still silent, but suddenly he bowed down al nbst to the ground,
touching it with his finger.

"What is it?" cried Raskol ni kov.

"I have sinned," the man articul ated softly.

"By evil thoughts."

They | ooked at one anot her

"I was vexed. Wien you cane, perhaps in drink, and bade the

porters go to the police station and asked about the blood, | was
vexed that they let you go and took you for drunken. | was so vexed
that | lost nmy sleep. And renenbering the address we cane here

yesterday and asked for you...."

"Who came?" Raskol ni kov interrupted, instantly beginning to
recol | ect.

"I did, I've wonged you."

"Then you canme fromthat house?"

"I was standing at the gate with them.. don't you renenber? W have
carried on our trade in that house for years past. W cure and prepare
hi des, we take work hone... nost of all | was vexed...."

And the whol e scene of the day before yesterday in the gateway
came clearly before Raskol nikov's mind; he recollected that there
had been several people there besides the porters, wonen anong them
He renenbered one voi ce had suggested taking himstraight to the
police station. He could not recall the face of the speaker, and
even now he did not recognise it, but he renenbered that he had turned
round and made hi m sonme answer. ...

So this was the solution of yesterday's horror. The nobst awf ul

t hought was that he had been actually al nbst | ost, had al nost done for

hi nsel f on account of such a trivial circunstance. So this man could



tell nothing except his asking about the flat and the blood stains. So
Porfiry, too, had nothing but that delirium no facts but this
psychol ogy which cuts both ways, nothing positive. So if no nore facts
come to light (and they nust not, they rust not!) then... then what
can they do to hin? How can they convict him even if they arrest hinf
And Porfiry then had only just heard about the flat and had not
known about it before.

"WAs it you who told Porfiry... that I'd been there?" he cried,
struck by a sudden idea

"What Porfiry?"

"The head of the detective departnent?"

"Yes. The porters did not go there, but | went."

"To- day?"

"I got there two minutes before you. And | heard, | heard it all
how he worried you."

"Wher e? What ? When?"

"Why, in the next room | was sitting there all the time."

PART FI VE

Chapter One

THE MORNI NG that followed the fateful interview w th Dounia and
her not her brought sobering influences to bear on Pyotr Petrovitch
Intensely unpl easant as it was, he was forced little by little to
accept as a fact beyond recall what had seened to himonly the day
before fantastic and incredible. The black snake of wounded vanity had
been gnawi ng at his heart all night. Wen he got out of bed, Pyotr
Petrovitch i mediately | ooked in the | ooking-glass. He was afraid that
he had j aundi ce. However his health seened uninpaired so far, and
| ooki ng at his noble, clear-skinned countenance whi ch had grown
fattish of late, Pyotr Petrovitch for an instant was positively

conforted in the conviction that he would find anot her bride and,



per haps, even a better one. But coming back to the sense of his
present position, he turned aside and spat vigorously, which excited a
sarcastic smle in Andrey Semyonovitch Lebezi atni kov, the young friend
with whom he was staying. That snile Pyotr Petrovitch noticed, and
at once set it down against his young friend s account. He had set
down a good many points against himof late. H s anger was redoubled
when he reflected that he ought not to have told Andrey Senyonovitch
about the result of yesterday's interview That was the second m stake
he had nmade in tenper, through inpulsiveness and irritability...
Moreover, all that norning one unpl easantness foll owed another. He
even found a hitch awmaiting himin his |l egal case in the Senate. He
was particularly irritated by the owner of the flat which had been
taken in view of his approaching nmarriage and was bei ng redecorated at
his own expense; the owner, a rich Gernman tradesman, woul d not
entertain the idea of breaking the contract which had just been signed
and insisted on the full forfeit noney, though Pyotr Petrovitch
woul d be giving himback the flat practically redecorated. In the sane
way the uphol sterers refused to return a single rouble of the
instalment paid for the furniture purchased but not yet renoved to the
flat.

"Am | to get married sinmply for the sake of the furniture?" Pyotr
Petrovitch ground his teeth and at the sanme tinme once nore he had a
gl eam of desperate hope. "Can all that be really so irrevocably
over? Is it no use to nake another effort?" The thought of Dounia sent
a vol uptuous pang through his heart. He endured angui sh at that
monent, and if it had been possible to slay Raskol nikov instantly by
wi shing it, Pyotr Petrovitch would pronptly have uttered the w sh

"I't was ny mstake, too, not to have given them noney," he
t hought, as he returned dejectedly to Lebeziatni kov's room "and why
on earth was | such a Jew? It was fal se econony! | neant to keep
them wi thout a penny so that they should turn to ne as their
provi dence, and look at theml Foo! If I'd spent sone fifteen hundred

roubles on themfor the trousseau and presents, on knick-knacks,



dressing-cases, jewellery, materials, and all that sort of trash

from Knopp's and the English shop, my position would have been

better and... stronger! They could not have refused ne so easily! They
are the sort of people that would feel bound to return noney and
presents if they broke it off; and they would find it hard to do it!
And their consciences would prick them how can we disniss a nan who
has hitherto been so generous and delicate?. ... Hm |'ve nmade a

bl under.™

And grinding his teeth again, Pyotr Petrovitch called hinself a
fool - but not al oud, of course.

He returned home, twice as irritated and angry as before. The
preparations for the funeral dinner at Katerina |vanovna's excited his
curiosity as he passed. He had heard about it the day before; he
fanci ed, indeed, that he had been invited, but absorbed in his own
cares he had paid no attention. Inquiring of Madame Li ppevechsel who
was busy laying the table while Katerina |vanovha was away at the
cemetery, he heard that the entertainnent was to be a great affair,
that all the | odgers had been invited, anbng them sonme who had not
known the dead nan, that even Andrey Semyonovitch Lebezi atni kov was
invited in spite of his previous quarrel with Katerina |vanovna,
that he, Pyotr Petrovitch, was not only invited, but was eagerly
expected as he was the nost inportant of the |odgers. Amalia
I vanovna herself had been invited with great cerenony in spite of
the recent unpl easantness, and so she was very busy with
preparati ons and was taking a positive pleasure in then she was
nmor eover dressed up to the nines, all in new black silk, and she was
proud of it. Al this suggested an idea to Pyotr Petrovitch and he
went into his room or rather Lebeziatnikov's, somewhat thoughtful. He
had | earnt that Raskol ni kov was to be one of the guests.

Andrey Semyonovitch had been at hone all the norning. The attitude
of Pyotr Petrovitch to this gentleman was strange, though perhaps
natural. Pyotr Petrovitch had despi sed and hated himfromthe day he

came to stay with himand at the sane tine he seened sonewhat afraid



of him He had not come to stay with himon his arrival in

Pet ersburg sinply from parsi nony, though that had been perhaps his
chi ef object. He had heard of Andrey Senyonovitch, who had once been
his ward, as a | eading young progressive who was taking an inportant
part in certain interesting circles, the doings of which were a | egend
in the provinces. It had i npressed Pyotr Petrovitch. These powerful
omi sci ent circles who despi sed every one and showed every one up

had long inspired in hima peculiar but quite vague alarm He had not,
of course, been able to form even an approxi nate noti on of what they
meant. He, |ike every one, had heard that there were, especially in
Pet er sburg, progressives of sonme sort, nihilists and so on, and,

i ke many peopl e, he exaggerated and distorted the significance of
those words to an absurd degree. VWhat for many years past he had
feared nore than anything was being shown up and this was the chief
ground for his continual uneasiness at the thought of transferring his
busi ness to Petersburg. He was afraid of this as little children are
someti nmes panic-stricken. Some years before, when he was just entering
on his own career, he had conme upon two cases in which rather

i mportant personages in the province, patrons of his, had been cruelly
shown up. One instance had ended in great scandal for the person
attacked and the other had very nearly ended in serious trouble. For
this reason Pyotr Petrovitch intended to go into the subject as soon
as he reached Petersburg and, if necessary, to anticipate
contingenci es by seeking the favour of "our younger generation." He
relied on Andrey Senyonovitch for this and before his visit to
Raskol ni kov he had succeeded in picking up some current phrases. He
soon di scovered that Andrey Senyonovitch was a commonpl ace

simpl eton, but that by no nmeans reassured Pyotr Petrovitch. Even if he
had been certain that all the progressives were fools like him it
woul d not have all ayed his uneasiness. Al the doctrines, the ideas,
the systens with which Andrey Senyonovitch pestered him had no
interest for him He had his own object- he sinply wanted to find

out at once what was happeni ng here. Had these people any power or



not? Had he anything to fear fromthen? Wuld they expose any
enterprise of his? And what precisely was now t he object of their
attacks? Could he sonmehow nake up to them and get round themif they
really were powerful? Was this the thing to do or not? Couldn't he
gai n sonet hing through then? In fact hundreds of questions presented
t hensel ves

Andrey Semyonovitch was an anaemic, scrofulous little man, with
strangely flaxen nutton-chop whi skers of which he was very proud. He
was a clerk and had al nost al ways sonething wong with his eyes. He
was rather soft-hearted, but self-confident and sometinmes extrenely
conceited in speech which had an absurd effect, incongruous with his
little figure. He was one of the | odgers nost respected by Amalia
I vanovna, for he did not get drunk and paid regularly for his
| odgi ngs. Andrey Senyonovitch really was rather stupid; he attached
hinself to the cause of progress and "our younger generation" from
ent husiasm He was one of the nunmerous and varied | egion of
dul l'ards, of half-animate abortions, conceited, half-educated
coxconbs, who attach thenselves to the idea nost in fashion only to
vulgarise it and who caricature every cause they serve, however
sincerely.

Though Lebezi at ni kov was so good-natured, he, too, was beginning
to dislike Pyotr Petrovitch. This happened on both sides
unconsci ously. However sinple Andrey Semyonovitch m ght be, he began
to see that Pyotr Petrovitch was duping himand secretly despising
him and that "he was not the right sort of man." He had tried
expoundi ng to himthe system of Fourier and the Darw nian theory,
but of late Pyotr Petrovitch began to |isten too sarcastically and
even to be rude. The fact was he had begun instinctively to guess that
Lebezi at ni kov was not nerely a comonpl ace sinpl eton, but, perhaps,
aliar, too, and that he had no connections of any consequence even in
his own circle, but had sinply picked things up third-hand; and that
very likely he did not even know nmuch about his own work of

propaganda, for he was in too great a nuddle. A fine person he would



be to show any one up! It mnmust be noted, by the way, that Pyotr
Petrovitch had during those ten days eagerly accepted the strangest
prai se from Andrey Semyonovitch; he had not protested, for instance,
when Andrey Senyonovitch bel auded himfor being ready to contribute to
the establishnent of the new "conmune,” or to abstain from christening
his future children, or to acquiesce if Dounia were to take a | over
a nonth after narriage, and so on. Pyotr Petrovitch so enjoyed hearing
his own praises that he did not disdain even such virtues when they
were attributed to him

Pyotr Petrovitch had had occasion that norning to realise sone
five per cent. bonds and now he sat down to the table and counted over
bundl es of notes. Andrey Senyonovitch who hardly ever had any noney
wal ked about the roompretending to hinmself to look at all those
bank notes with indifference and even contenpt. Nothing would have
convi nced Pyotr Petrovitch that Andrey Semyonovitch could really
| ook on the noney unnoved, and the latter, on his side, kept
thinking bitterly that Pyotr Petrovitch was capable of entertaining
such an idea about himand was, perhaps, glad of the opportunity of
teasing his young friend by rem nding himof his inferiority and the
great difference between them

He found himincredibly inattentive and irritable, though he, Andrey
Senyonovi tch, began enlarging on his favourite subject, the foundation
of a new special "commune." The brief remarks that dropped from
Pyotr Petrovitch between the clicking of the beads on the reckoning
franme betrayed unm stakabl e and di scourteous irony. But the "hunane"
Andrey Semyonovitch ascribed Pyotr Petrovitch's ill-hunmour to his
recent breach with Dounia and he was burning with inpatience to
di scourse on that theme. He had sonething progressive to say on the
subj ect which m ght console his worthy friend and "could not fail"
to pronote his devel opnent.

"There is sone sort of festivity being prepared at that... at the
widow s, isn't there?" Pyotr Petrovitch asked suddenly, interrupting

Andrey Semyonovitch at the nost interesting passage.



"Why, don't you know? Why, | was telling you |ast night what | think
about all such cerenonies. And she invited you too, | heard. You
were talking to her yesterday..."

"I shoul d never have expected that beggarly fool would have spent on
this feast all the noney she got fromthat other fool, Raskol nikov.
I was surprised just now as | canme through at the preparations
there, the wi nes! Several people are invited. It's beyond everything!"
continued Pyotr Petrovitch, who seened to have some object in pursuing
the conversation. "Wat? You say | am asked too? Wen was that?
don't renmenber. But | shan't go. Why should 1? | only said a word to
her in passing yesterday of the possibility of her obtaining a
year's salary as a destitute wi dow of a governnent clerk. | suppose
she has invited nme on that account, hasn't she? He-he-he!"

"I don't intend to go either,"” said Lebezi atnikov.

"I should think not, after giving her a thrashing! You night well
hesitate, he-hel™

"Who t hrashed? Whon?" cried Lebeziatni kov, flustered and bl ushi ng.

"Wiy, you thrashed Katerina |Ivanovna a nonth ago. | heard so
yesterday... so that's what your convictions anount to... and the
worman question, too, wasn't quite sound, he-he-he!" and Pyotr
Petrovitch, as though conforted, went back to clicking his beads.

"I't's all slander and nonsense!" cried Lebezi atni kov, who was al ways
afraid of allusions to the subject. "It was not like that at all, it
was quite different. You've heard it wong; it's a libel. | was sinply
def endi ng nyself. She rushed at nme first with her nails, she pulled
out all ny whiskers.... It's perm ssable for any one | shoul d hope
to defend hinself and | never allow any one to use violence to ne on
principle, for it's an act of despotism Wat was | to do? | sinply
pushed her back."

"He- he-he!" Luzhin went on | aughing naliciously.

"You keep on like that because you are out of hunour yourself....
But that's nonsense and it has nothing, nothing whatever to do with

the wonan question! You don't understand; | used to think, indeed,



that if wonmen are equal to nen in all respects even in strength (as is
mai nt ai ned now) there ought to be equality in that, too. O course,
I reflected afterwards that such a question ought not really to arise,

for there ought not to be fighting and in the future society, fighting

is unthinkable... and that it would be a queer thing to seek for
equality in fighting. I amnot so stupid... though, of course, there
is fighting... there won't be later, but at present there is..

confound it! How nuddl ed one gets with you! It's not on that account
that | amnot going. | amnot going on principle, not to take part
in the revolting convention of nmenorial dinners, that's why! Though
of course, one mght go to laugh at it.... | amsorry there won't be
any priests at it. |I should certainly go if there were."

"Then you would sit down at another man's table and insult it and
those who invited you. Eh?"

"Certainly not insult, but protest. | should do it with a good
object. | might indirectly assist the cause of enlightennent and
propaganda. It's a duty of every man to work for enlightennent and
propaganda and the nore harshly, perhaps, the better. | might drop a
seed, an idea.... And sonething nmight grow up fromthat seed. How
should I be insulting then? They might be offended at first, but
afterwards they'd see |I'd done them a service. You know, Terebyeva
(who is in the comunity now) was bl amed because when she | eft her
famly and... devoted... herself, she wote to her father and nother
that she wouldn't go on living conventionally and was entering on a
free narriage and it was said that that was too harsh, that she
m ght have spared them and have witten nore kindly. | think that's
all nonsense and there's no need of softness, on the contrary,
what's wanted is protest. Varents had been married seven years, she
abandoned her two children, she told her husband straight out in a
letter: 'l have realised that | cannot be happy with you. | can
never forgive you that you have deceived ne by concealing fromme that
there is another organisation of society by nmeans of the

communities. | have only lately learned it froma great-hearted nan to



whom | have given nyself and with whom| am establishing a

community. | speak plainly because |I consider it dishonest to

deceive you. Do as you think best. Do not hope to get me back, you are
too late. | hope you will be happy.' That's how letters Iike that
ought to be witten!"

"I's that Terebyeva the one you said had nade a third free marriage?"

"No, it's only the second, really! But what if it were the fourth
what if it were the fifteenth, that's all nonsense! And if ever
regretted the death of ny father and nother, it is now, and
sonetines think if nmy parents were living what a protest | would
have ained at them | would have done sonething on purpose... |
woul d have shown them | would have astonished theml | amreally sorry
there is no one!"

"To surprise! He-he! Well, be that as you will,"” Pyotr Petrovitch
interrupted, "but tell ne this; do you know t he dead nman's daughter
the delicate-looking little thing? It's true what they say about
her, isn't it?"

"What of it? | think, that is, it is nmy own personal conviction
that this is the normal condition of wonen. Wy not? | mean,

di stinguons. In our present society, it is not altogether normal,
because it is conpulsory, but in the future society, it will be
perfectly normal, because it will be voluntary. Even as it is, she was
quite right: she was suffering and that was her asset, so to speak
her capital which she had a perfect right to dispose of. O course, in
the future society, there will be no need of assets, but her part wll
have anot her significance, rational and in harnony with her
environnment. As to Sofya Senyonovna personally, | regard her action as
a vigorous protest against the organi zation of society, and
respect her deeply for it; | rejoice indeed when | | ook at her!"
"I was told that you got her turned out of these | odgings."
Lebezi at ni kov was enr aged.

"That's another slander,” he yelled. "It was not so at all! That was

all Katerina lvanovna's invention, for she did not understand! And



never made |ove to Sofya Senyonovna! | was sinply devel opi ng her
entirely disinterestedly, trying to rouse her to protest.... Al |
want ed was her protest and Sof ya Senyonovna coul d not have renai ned
here anyway!"

"Have you asked her to join your conmunity?"

"You keep on laughing and very inappropriately, allow nme to tel
you. You don't understand! There is no such role in a comunity. The
community is established that there should be no such roles. In a
community, such a role is essentially transformed and what is stupid
here is sensible there, what, under present conditions, is unnatura
becones perfectly natural in the community. It all depends on the
environnment. It's all the environnent and nman hinself is nothing.
And | amon good ternms with Sofya Semyonovha to this day, which is a
proof that she never regarded ne as having wonged her. | amtrying
now to attract her to the comunity, but on quite, quite a different
footing. What are you laughing at? We are trying to establish a
community of our own, a special one, on a broader basis. W have
gone further in our convictions. We reject nore! And neanwhile |'m
still devel opi ng Sofya Senyonovna. She has a beautiful, beautiful
character!™

"And you take advantage of her fine character, eh? He-he!"

"No, no! Ch, no! On the contrary."”

"Ch, on the contrary! He-he-he! A queer thing to say!"

"Believe ne! Wiy should | disguise it? In fact, | feel it strange
mysel f how tim d, chaste and nodern she is with ne!"

"And you, of course, are developing her... he-he! trying to prove to
her that all that nobdesty is nonsense?"

"Not at all, not at all! How coarsely, how stupidly- excuse ne
sayi ng so- you m sunderstand the word devel opnent! Good heavens,
how... crude you still are! W are striving for the freedom of wonen
and you have only one idea in your head.... Setting aside the
general question of chastity and fem nine nodesty as useless in

t hensel ves and indeed prejudices, | fully accept her chastity with ne,



because that's for her to decide. O course if she were to tell ne

herself that she wanted nme, | should think nyself very |ucky,
because | like the girl very nuch; but as it is, no one has ever
treated her nore courteously than I, with nore respect for her
dignity... | wait in hopes, that's all!"

"You had nuch better nmake her a present of sonething. | bet you

never thought of that."

"You don't understand, as |'ve told you already! O course, she is
in such a position, but it's another question. Quite another question
You sinply despise her. Seeing a fact which you m stakenly consider

deserving of contenpt, you refuse to take a humane view of a fellow

creature. You don't know what a character she is! | amonly sorry that
of late she has quite given up reading and borrow ng books. | used
to lend themto her. I amsorry, too, that with all the energy and

resolution in protesting- which she has al ready shown once- she has
little self-reliance, little, so to say, independence, so as to

break free fromcertain prejudices and certain foolish ideas. Yet

she t horoughly understands sonme questions, for instance about

ki ssing of hands, that is, that it's an insult to a woman for a man to
ki ss her hand, because it's a sign of inequality. W had a debate
about it and | described it to her. She listened attentively to an
account of the workmen's associations in France, too. Now | am
expl ai ning the question of comng into the roomin the future
society."

"And what's that, pray?"

"W had a debate lately on the question: Has a nenber of the
community the right to enter another nenber's room whether nman or
worman at any tinme... and we deci ded that he has!"

"It mght be at an inconveni ent nonent, he-he!"

Lebezi at ni kov was really angry.

"You are always thinking of sonething unpleasant,” he cried with
aversion. "Tfoo! How vexed | amthat when | was expoundi ng our system

| referred prematurely to the question of personal privacy! It's



al ways a stunbling-block to people |like you, they turn into ridicule
before they understand it. And how proud they are of it, too! Tfoo!
I've often maintained that that question should not be approached by a
novice till he has a firmfaith in the system And tell ne, please,
what do you find so shanmeful even in cesspools? | should be the

first to be ready to clean out any cesspool you like. And it's not a
question of self-sacrifice, it's sinply work, honourable, usefu

work which is as good as any other and nuch better than the work of

a Raphael and a Pushkin, because it is nore useful."

"And nore honourabl e, nore honourabl e, he-he-he!"

"VWhat do you nmean by 'nore honourable'? | don't understand such
expressions to describe human activity. 'More honourable,' 'nobler'-
all those are ol d-fashioned prejudices which | reject. Everything
which is of use to mankind is honourable. | only understand one
word: useful! You can snigger as nuch as you like, but that's so!"

Pyotr Petrovitch |laughed heartily. He had finished counting the
money and was putting it away. But sonme of the notes he left on the
table. The "cesspool question" had already been a subject of dispute
between them What was absurd was that it made Lebezi atni kov really
angry, while it anused Luzhin and at that noment he particularly
wanted to anger his young friend.

"I't's your ill-luck yesterday that nakes you so ill-hunoured and

annoyi ng," blurted out Lebeziatni kov, who in spite of his

"i ndependence" and his "protests" did not venture to oppose Pyotr
Petrovitch and still behaved to himwi th sonme of the respect
habitual in earlier years.

"You'd better tell ne this," Pyotr Petrovitch interrupted with
haughty di spl easure, "can you... or rather are you really friendly
enough with that young person to ask her to step in here for a mnute?
I think they've all cone back fromthe cenetery... | hear the sound of
steps... | want to see her, that young person."”

"What for?" Lebeziatni kov asked with surprise.

"Ch, | want to. | amleaving here to-day or to-norrow and



therefore | wanted to speak to her about... However, you nay be
present during the interview It's better you should be, indeed. For
there's no knowi ng what you night inagine."

"I shan't imagine anything. | only asked and, if you've anything
to say to her, nothing is easier than to call her in. I'll go directly
and you may be sure | won't be in your way."

Five minutes | ater Lebeziatnikov came in with Sonia. She canme in
very much surprised and overcome with shyness as usual. She was al ways
shy in such circunstances and was al ways afraid of new people, she had
been as a child and was even nore so now.... Pyotr Petrovitch net

her "politely and affably,"™ but with a certain shade of bantering
famliarity which in his opinion was suitable for a man of his
respectability and weight in dealing with a creature so young and so
interesting as she. He hastened to "reassure" her and nade her sit
down facing himat the table. Sonia sat down, |ooked about her- at
Lebezi at ni kov, at the notes lying on the table and then again at Pyotr
Petrovitch and her eyes renmained riveted on him Lebezi atni kov was
nmoving to the door. Pyotr Petrovitch signed to Sonia to renain

seated and stopped Lebezi at ni kov.

"I's Raskol ni kov in there? Has he cone?" he asked himin a whisper

"Raskol ni kov? Yes. Wiy? Yes, he is there. | saw himjust conme in...
Wy 2"

"Well, | particularly beg you to remain here with us and not to
| eave nme alone with this... young wonan. | only want a few words
with her, but God knows what they may make of it. |I shouldn't like
Raskol ni kov to repeat anything.... You understand what | nean?”

"I understand!" Lebezi atni kov saw the point. "Yes, you are right...

O course, | am convinced personally that you have no reason to be
uneasy, but... still, you are right. Certainly I'll stay. I'll stand
here at the wi ndow and not be in your way... | think you are
right..."

Pyotr Petrovitch returned to the sofa, sat down opposite Soni a,

| ooked attentively at her and assuned an extrenely dignified, even



severe expression, as nuch as to say, "don't you make any mi st ake,
madam " Soni a was overwhel med with enbarrassnent.

"In the first place, Sofya Senmyonovnha, wll you nake ny excuses to
your respected mamma. ... That's right, isn't it? Katerina |vanovna
stands in the place of a nother to you?" Pyotr Petrovitch began wth
great dignity, though affably.

It was evident that his intentions were friendly.

"Quite so, yes; the place of a nother," Sonia answered, timdly
and hurriedly.

"Then will you make ny apol ogies to her? Through inevitable
circunstances | amforced to be absent and shall not be at the
dinner in spite of your manma's kind invitation."

"Yes... I'Il tell her... at once.”

And Soni a hastily junped up from her seat.

"WAit, that's not all," Pyotr Petrovitch detained her, smling at
her sinplicity and ignorance of good manners, "and you know me little,
my dear Sofya Semyonovna, if you suppose | would have ventured to
trouble a person like you for a matter of so little consequence
af fecting myself only. | have anot her object."

Soni a sat down hurriedly. Her eyes rested again for an instant on
the grey and rai nbow col oured notes that renmained on the table, but
she quickly | ooked away and fixed her eyes on Pyotr Petrovitch. She
felt it horribly indecorous, especially for her, to | ook at another
person's noney. She stared at the gold eyeglass which Pyotr Petrovitch
held in his left hand and at the nmassive and extrenely handsone ring
with a yellow stone on his mddle finger. But suddenly she | ooked away
and, not knowi ng where to turn, ended by staring Pyotr Petrovitch
again straight in the face. After a pause of still greater dignity
he conti nued.

"I chanced yesterday in passing to exchange a couple of words with
Kat eri na |vanovna, poor woman. That was sufficient to enable ne to
ascertain that she is in a position- preternatural, if one may so

express it."



"Yes... preternatural..." Sonia hurriedly assented.

"Or it would be sinpler and nore conprehensible to say, ill."
"Yes, sinpler and nore conprehen... yes, ill."

"Quite so. So then froma feeling of humanity and so to speak
compassion, | should be glad to be of service to her in any way,
foreseeing her unfortunate position. | believe the whole of this
poverty-stricken fanmily depends now entirely on you?"

"Allow me to ask,"” Sonia rose to her feet, "did you say sonething to
her yesterday of the possibility of a pension? Because she told ne you
had undertaken to get her one. Was that true?"

"Not in the slightest, and indeed it's an absurdity! | nmerely hinted
at her obtaining tenporary assistance as the wi dow of an officia
who had died in the service- if only she has patronage... but
apparently your late parent had not served his full termand had not
i ndeed been in the service at all of late. In fact, if there could
be any hope, it would be very epheneral, because there would be no
claimfor assistance in that case, far fromit.... And she is dream ng
of a pension already, he-he-he!... A go-ahead |ady!"

"Yes, she is. For she is credul ous and good-hearted, and she
bel i eves everything fromthe goodness of her heart and... and... and

she is like that... yes... You nust excuse her," said Sonia, and again
she got up to go

"But you haven't heard what | have to say."

“No, | haven't heard," nmuttered Soni a.

"Then sit down." She was terribly confused; she sat down again a
third tine.

"Seeing her position with her unfortunate little ones, | should be
glad, as | have said before, so far as lies in ny power, to be of
service, that is, so far as is in ny power, not nore. One mght for
i nstance get up a subscription for her, or a lottery, sonething of the
sort, such as is always arranged in such cases by friends or even

out si ders desirous of assisting people. It was of that | intended to

speak to you; it night be done."



"Yes, yes... God will repay you for it," faltered Sonia, gazing
intently at Pyotr Petrovitch

"I't might be, but we will talk of it later. W might begin it
to-day, we will talk it over this evening and |l ay the foundation so to
speak. Cone to me at seven o' clock. M. Lebeziatnikov, | hope, wll
assist us. But there is one circunstance of which | ought to warn
you beforehand and for which | venture to trouble you, Sofya
Senyonovna, to cone here. In my opinion noney cannot be, indeed it's

unsafe to put it into Katerina Ivanovna' s own hands. The di nner to-day

is a proof of that. Though she has not, so to speak, a crust of

bread for to-norrow and... well, boots or shoes, or anything; she
has bought to-day Janmica rum and even, | believe, Madeira and... and
coffee. | sawit as | passed through. To-morrow it will all fall

upon you again, they won't have a crust of bread. It's absurd, really,
and so, to ny thinking, a subscription ought to be raised so that
t he unhappy w dow shoul d not know of the noney, but only you, for

instance. Am 1 right?"

"I don't know... this is only to-day, once in her life.... She was
so anxious to do honour, to celebrate the nenory.... And she is very
sensible... but just as you think and | shall be very, very... they
will all be... and God will reward... and the orphans..."

Soni a burst into tears.
"Very well, then, keep it in mnd; and now will you accept for the

benefit of your relation the small sumthat | amable to spare, from

me personally. | amvery anxious that ny name shoul d not be
mentioned in connection with it. Here... having so to speak
anxi eties of nmy own, | cannot do nore..."

And Pyotr Petrovitch held out to Sonia a ten-rouble note carefully
unf ol ded. Sonia took it, flushed crinson, junped up, nuttered
sonet hi ng and began taking | eave. Pyotr Petrovitch acconpani ed her
cerenoniously to the door. She got out of the roomat |ast, agitated
and di stressed, and returned to Katerina |vanovna, overwhelmed with

conf usi on.



Al this time Lebeziatni kov had stood at the wi ndow or wal ked
about the room anxious not to interrupt the conversation; when
Soni a had gone he wal ked up to Pyotr Petrovitch and solemly held
out his hand.

"I heard and saw everything,"” he said, laying stress on the |ast
verb. "That is honourable, | nean to say, it's hunmane! You wanted to
avoid gratitude, | sawi And although |I cannot, | confess, in principle
synmpathise with private charity, for it not only fails to eradicate
the evil but even pronotes it, yet | nust admit that | saw your action
with pleasure- yes, yes, | like it."

"That's all nonsense,” muttered Pyotr Petrovitch, somewhat
di sconcerted, |ooking carefully at Lebezi atni kov.

"No, it's not nonsense! A nman who has suffered distress and

annoyance as you did yesterday and who yet can synpathise with the

m sery of others, such a nman... even though he is nmaking a socia
m stake- is still deserving of respect! | did not expect it indeed
of you, Pyotr Petrovitch, especially as according to your ideas... oh

what a drawback your ideas are to you! How di stressed you are for

i nstance by your ill luck yesterday," cried the sinple-hearted
Lebezi at ni kov, who felt a return of affection for Pyotr Petrovitch
"And, what do you want with marriage, with legal nmarriage, ny dear,
nobl e Pyotr Petrovitch? Wiy do you cling to this legality of marriage?
Well, you may beat ne if you like, but I amglad, positively glad it
hasn't cone off, that you are free, that you are not quite lost for
humanity.... you see, |'ve spoken my mind!"

"Because | don't want in your free marriage to be made a fool of and
to bring up another man's children, that's why | want |egal marriage,"
Luzhin replied in order to make some answer.

He seemed preoccupi ed by sonet hi ng.

"Children? You referred to children,” Lebeziatnikov started off Iike
a warhorse at the trunpet call. "Children are a social question and
a question of first inportance, | agree; but the question of

children has another solution. Sone refuse to have children



al t oget her, because they suggest the institution of the famly.
We' || speak of children later, but now as to the question of honour, |
confess that's nmy weak point. That horrid, mlitary, Pushkin
expression is unthinkable in the dictionary of the future. Wat does
it mean indeed? It's nonsense, there will be no deception in a free
marriage! That is only the natural consequence of a |legal narriage, so
to say, its corrective, a protest. So that indeed it's not
humliating... and if | ever, to suppose an absurdity, were to be
legally married, | should be positively glad of it. | should say to ny
wife: "My dear, hitherto | have loved you, now | respect you, for
you' ve shown you can protest!' You laugh! That's because you are of
i ncapabl e of getting away from prejudices. Confound it all! |
under st and now where the unpl easantness is of being deceived in a
| egal marriage, but it's sinply a despicabl e consequence of a
despi cabl e position in which both are hum liated. Wen the deception
is open, as in a free marriage, then it does not exist, it's
unt hi nkabl e. Your wife will only prove how she respects you by
consi dering you incapabl e of opposing her happi ness and avengi ng
yoursel f on her for her new husband. Dam it all! | sometines dreamif
I were to be married, foo! | nean if | were to marry, legally or
not, it's just the sanme, | should present ny wife with a lover if
she had not found one for herself. 'My dear,' | should say, 'I |ove
you, but even nore than that | desire you to respect ne. See!' AmI
not right?"

Pyotr Petrovitch sniggered as he listened, but w thout nuch
merriment. He hardly heard it indeed. He was preoccupied wth
sonet hing el se and even Lebezi atni kov at |ast noticed it. Pyotr
Petrovitch seenmed excited and rubbed his hands. Lebezi atni kov

remenbered all this and reflected upon it afterwards.

Chapter Two



IT WOULD be difficult to explain exactly what coul d have
originated the idea of that senseless dinner in Katerina |vanovna's
di sordered brain. Nearly ten of the twenty roubles, given by
Raskol ni kov for Marmnel adov's funeral, were wasted upon it. Possibly
Katerina |Ivanovna felt obliged to honour the nmenory of the deceased
"suitably," that all the lodgers, and still more Amalia |vanovna,

m ght know "that he was in no way their inferior, and perhaps very

much their superior,” and that no one had the right "to turn up his

nose at him" Perhaps the chief elenent was that peculiar "poor

man's pride,"” which conpels nmany poor people to spend their |ast
savings on sone traditional social cerenony, sinply in order to do
"l'i ke other people," and not to "be | ooked down upon." It is very
probabl e, too, that Katerina |Ivanovna | onged on this occasion, at
t he monent when she seened to be abandoned by every one, to show those
"wretched contenptible | odgers" that she knew "how to do things, how
to entertain” and that she had been brought up "in a genteel, she
m ght al nost say aristocratic colonel's fam|ly" and had not been neant
for sweeping floors and washing the children's rags at night. Even the
poorest and nost broken-spirited people are sonetines liable to
t hese paroxysns of pride and vanity which take the form of an
irresistible nervous craving. And Katerina |vanovna was not
broken-spirited; she m ght have been killed by circunstance, but her
spirit could not have been broken, that is, she could not have been
intindated, her will could not be crushed. Mreover Sonia had said
wi th good reason that her m nd was unhi nged. She could not be said
to be insane, but for a year past she had been so harassed that her
m nd nmight well be overstrained. The |later stages of consunption are
apt, doctors tell us, to affect the intellect.

There was no great variety of wines, nor was there Madeira; but w ne
there was. There was vodka, rum and Lisbon wine, all of the poorest
quality but in sufficient quantity. Besides the traditional rice and

honey, there were three or four dishes, one of which consisted of



pancakes, all prepared in Amalia |Ivanovna's kitchen. Two sanobvars were
boiling, that tea and punch m ght be offered after dinner. Katerina

I vanovna had hersel f seen to purchasing the provisions, with the

hel p of one of the |lodgers, an unfortunate little Pole who had sonehow
been stranded at Madane Lippevechsel's. He pronptly put hinself at
Katerina |vanovna's disposal and had been all that norning and all the
day before running about as fast as his legs could carry him and very
anxi ous that every one should be aware of it. For every trifle he

ran to Katerina lvanovna, even hunting her out at the bazaar, at every

instant called her "Pani." She was heartily sick of himbefore the
end, though she had declared at first that she could not have got on
wi thout this "serviceable and magnani nous man." It was one of Katerina
I vanovna's characteristics to paint every one she nmet in the nost
gl owi ng col ours. Her praises were so exaggerated as sonetimes to be
enbarrassi ng; she would invent various circunstances to the credit
of her new acquai ntance and quite genuinely believe in their
reality. Then all of a sudden she would be disillusioned and would
rudely and contenptuously repul se the person she had only a few
hours before been literally adoring. She was naturally of a gay,
lively and peace-1loving disposition, but fromcontinual failures and
m sfortunes she had cone to desire so keenly that all should live in
peace and joy and should not dare to break the peace, that the
slightest jar, the smallest disaster reduced her alnost to frenzy, and
she would pass in an instant fromthe brightest hopes and fancies to
cursing her fate and raving, and knocki ng her head agai nst the wall.
Amal i a | vanovna, too, suddenly acquired extraordi nary inportance
in Katerina Ivanovna's eyes and was treated by her with
extraordi nary respect, probably only because Analia |vanovna had
thrown herself heart and soul into the preparations. She had
undertaken to lay the table, to provide the |linen, crockery, &c.,
and to cook the dishes in her kitchen, and Katerina |vanovna had
left it all in her hands and gone herself to the cenetery.

Everythi ng had been well done. Even the tablecloth was nearly clean;



the crockery, knives, forks and gl asses were, of course, of all shapes
and patterns, lent by different |odgers, but the table was properly
laid at the tinme fixed, and Amalia |Ivanovna, feeling she had done
her work well, had put on a black silk dress and a cap with new
nmour ni ng ri bbons and nmet the returning party with some pride. This
pride, though justifiable, displeased Katerina |Ivanovna for sone
reason: "as though the table could not have been | aid except by Analia
I vanovna!" She disliked the cap with new ribbons, too. "Could she be
stuck up, the stupid German, because she was m stress of the house,
and had consented as a favour to hel p her poor |odgers! As a favour
Fancy that! Katerina |Ivanovna's father who had been a col onel and
al most a governor had sonetimes had the table set for forty persons
and then any one |ike Amalia |vanovna, or rather Ludw govna, would not
have been allowed into the kitchen."

Kat eri na | vanovna, however, put off expressing her feelings for
the tine and contented herself with treating her coldly, though she
decided inwardly that she would certainly have to put Amalia
I vanovna down and set her in her proper place, for goodness only
knew what she was fancying herself. Katerina |vanovha was irritated
too by the fact that hardly any of the lodgers invited had cone to the
funeral, except the Pole who had just managed to run into the
cenmetery, while to the nmenorial dinner the poorest and nost
insignificant of them had turned up, the wetched creatures, many of
them not quite sober. The ol der and nore respectable of themall, as
if by common consent, stayed away. Pyotr Petrovitch Luzhin, for
i nstance, who might be said to be the nost respectable of all the
| odgers, did not appear, though Katerina |Ivanovna had the evening
before told all the world, that is Amalia Ivanovna, Pol enka, Sonia and
the Pole, that he was the nost generous, noble-hearted man with a
| arge property and vast connections, who had been a friend of her
first husband's, and a guest in her father's house, and that he had
promised to use all his influence to secure her a considerable

pension. It nust be noted that when Katerina |vanovna exalted any



one's connections and fortune, it was without any ulterior notive,
quite disinterestedly, for the nmere pleasure of adding to the
consequence of the person praised. Probably "taking his cue"” from
Luzhin, "that contenptible wetch Lebezi atni kov had not turned up
either. What did he fancy hinself? He was only asked out of kindness
and because he was sharing the same roomw th Pyotr Petrovitch and was
a friend of his, so that it would have been awkward not to invite
him"

Among those who failed to appear were "the genteel |ady and her

ol d- mai di sh daughter,” who had only been | odgers in the house for
the last fortnight, but had several times conplained of the noise
and uproar in Katerina lvanovna's room especially when Marnel adov had
come back drunk. Katerina |vanovna heard this from Amalia |vanovna
who, quarrelling with Katerina |Ivanovna, and threatening to turn the
whol e fam |y out of doors, had shouted at her that they "were not
worth the foot" of the honourable | odgers whom they were disturbing.
Kat erina | vanovna determned now to invite this | ady and her daughter,
"whose foot she was not worth,"” and who had turned away haughtily when
she casually nmet them so that they m ght know that "she was nore
noble in her thoughts and feelings and did not harbour nalice," and
m ght see that she was not accustomed to her way of living. She had
proposed to nake this clear to themat dinner with allusions to her
|ate father's governorship, and also at the sane tine to hint that
it was exceedingly stupid of themto turn away on neeting her. The fat
col onel -maj or (he was really a discharged officer of |ow rank) was
al so absent, but it appeared that he had been "not hinself" for the
| ast two days. The party consisted of the Pole, a wetched | ooking
clerk with a spotty face and a greasy coat, who had not a word to
say for hinmself, and snelt aboninably, a deaf and al nost blind old man
who had once been in the post office and who had been from
i menorial ages nmintai ned by sone one at Anmlia |vanovna's.

Aretired clerk of the conmm ssariat departnent canme, too; he was

drunk, had a | oud and nost unseemy | augh and only fancy- was



wi thout a waistcoat! One of the visitors sat straight down to the
tabl e without even greeting Katerina |Ivanovna. Finally one person
having no suit appeared in his dressing gown, but this was too mnuch,
and the efforts of Analia |vanovna and the Pole succeeded in
removing him The Pole brought with him however, two other Poles
who did not live at Amalia |Ivanovna's and whom no one had seen here
before. Al this irritated Katerina |Ivanovna intensely. "For whom
had they made all these preparations then?" To nmake room for the
visitors the children had not even been laid for at the table; but the
two little ones were sitting on a bench in the furthest corner with
their dinner laid on a box, while Polenka as a big girl had to | ook
after them feed them and keep their noses w ped |like well-bred
children's.

Katerina |Ivanovna, in fact, could hardly help nmeeting her guests
with increased dignity, and even haughti ness. She stared at some of
themwi th special severity, and loftily invited themto take their
seats. Rushing to the conclusion that Amalia |vanovha nust be
responsi ble for those who were absent, she began treating her with
extrene nonchal ance, which the latter pronptly observed and
resented. Such a begi nning was no good onmen for the end. Al were
seated at |ast.

Raskol ni kov came in alnost at the noment of their return fromthe
cemetery. Katerina |vanovna was greatly delighted to see him in the
first place, because he was the one "educated visitor, and, as every
one knew, was in two years to take a professorship in the university,"
and secondly because he i medi ately and respectfully apol ogi sed for
havi ng been unable to be at the funeral. She positively pounced upon
him and made himsit on her left hand (Analia |Ivanovna was on her
right). In spite of her continual anxiety that the dishes should be
passed round correctly and that every one should taste them in
spite of the agonising cough which interrupted her every nminute and
seermed to have grown worse during the | ast few days she hastened to

pour out in a half whisper to Raskol ni kov all her suppressed



feelings and her just indignation at the failure of the dinner
interspersing her remarks with lively and uncontrollable |aughter at
the expense of her visitors and especially of her |andl ady.

"It's all that cuckoo's fault! You know whom | nean? Her, her!"
Kat eri na | vanovna nodded towards the | andl ady. "Look at her, she's
maki ng round eyes, she feels that we are tal king about her and can't
understand. Pfoo, the ow! Ha-ha! (Cough-cough-cough.) And what does
she put on that cap for? (Cough-cough-cough.) Have you noticed that
she wants every one to consider that she is patronising ne and doi ng
me an honour by being here? | asked her like a sensible wonan to
invite people, especially those who knew ny | ate husband, and | ook
at the set of fools she has brought! The sweeps! Look at that one with
the spotty face. And those wretched Pol es, ha-ha-ha!
( Cough- cough-cough.) Not one of them has ever poked his nose in
here, |'ve never set eyes on them What have they cone here for, | ask
you? There they sit in a row. Hey, Pan!" she cried suddenly to one
of them "have you tasted the pancakes? Take some nore! Have sone
beer! Wn't you have sone vodka? Look, he's junped up and is making
his bows, they nust be quite starved, poor things. Never nind, |et

them eat! They don't nake a noise, anyway, though |'mreally afraid

for our landlady's silver spoons... Anmalia Ivanovna!" she addressed
her suddenly, alnost aloud, "if your spoons should happen to be
stolen, | won't be responsible, | warn you! Ha-ha-ha!" She | aughed

turni ng to Raskol ni kov, and agai n noddi ng towards the | andl ady, in
high glee at her sally. "She didn't understand, she didn't
under st and agai n! Look how she sits with her nouth open! An oW, a
real owl! An ow in new ribbons, ha-ha-ha!"

Here her laugh turned again to an insufferable fit of coughing
that lasted five mnutes. Drops of perspiration stood out on her
forehead and her handkerchi ef was stained with bl ood. She showed
Raskol ni kov the blood in silence, and as soon as she coul d get her
breath began whispering to himagain with extreme animation and a

hectic flush on her cheeks.



"Do you know, | gave her the nost delicate instructions, so to
speak, for inviting that |ady and her daughter, you understand of whom
I am speaking? It needed the utnost delicacy, the greatest nicety, but
she has managed things so that that fool, that conceited baggage, that
provi ncial nonentity, sinply because she is the wi dow of a major,
and has come to try and get a pension and to fray out her skirts in
the governnment offices, because at fifty she paints her face
(everybody knows it)... a creature like that did not think fit to
cone, and has not even answered the invitation, which the nost
ordi nary good nmanners required! | can't understand why Pyotr
Petrovitch has not come! But where's Sonia? Were has she gone? Ah,
there she is at last! what is it, Sonia, where have you been? It's odd
that even at your father's funeral you should be so unpunctual. Rodion
Romanovi t ch, make room for her beside you. That's your place, Sonia..
take what you like. Have some of the cold entree with jelly, that's
the best. They'll bring the pancakes directly. Have they given the
children sonme? Pol enka, have you got everything?

(Cough- cough-cough.) That's all right. Be a good girl, Lida, and,
Kolya, don't fidget with your feet; sit like alittle gentlenan.
What are you sayi ng, Sonia?"

Soni a hastened to give her Pyotr Petrovitch's apologies, trying to
speak | oud enough for every one to hear and carefully choosing the
nmost respectful phrases which she attributed to Pyotr Petrovitch
She added that Pyotr Petrovitch had particularly told her to say that,
as soon as he possibly could, he would come immediately to discuss
busi ness alone with her and to consider what could be done for her
&c., &c.

Soni a knew that this would confort Katerina |vanovna, would
flatter her and gratify her pride. She sat down besi de Raskol ni kov;
she made hima hurried bow, glancing curiously at him But for the
rest of the tinme she seened to avoid | ooking at himor speaking to
him She seened absent-ni nded, though she kept | ooking at Katerina

I vanovna, trying to please her. Neither she nor Katerina |vanovna



had been able to get nourning; Sonia was wearing dark brown, and
Kat eri na | vanovna had on her only dress, a dark striped cotton one.

The message from Pyotr Petrovitch was very successful . Listening
to Sonia with dignity, Katerina Ivanovna inquired with equal dignity
how Pyotr Petrovitch was, then at once whi spered al nbst aloud to
Raskol ni kov that it certainly would have been strange for a nman of
Pyotr Petrovitch's position and standing to find hinmself in such
"extraordinary conpany,"” in spite of his devotion to her famly and
his old friendship with her father

"That's why | am so grateful to you, Rodion Ronanovitch, that you
have not disdained nmy hospitality, even in such surroundings," she
added al nost aloud. "But | amsure that it was only your specia
af fection for ny poor husband that has nade you keep your promse."

Then once nore with pride and dignity she scanned her visitors,
and suddenly inquired al oud across the table of the deaf man:

"woul dn't he have sone nore neat, and had he been given sone w ne?"
The old man made no answer and for a long while could not understand
what he was asked, though his nei ghbours anused thensel ves by poking
and shaking him He sinply gazed about himw th his nouth open

whi ch only increased the general mrth.

"What an inbecile! Look, |ook! Wiy was he brought? But as to Pyotr
Petrovitch, | always had confidence in him" Katerina |vanovna
continued, "and, of course, he is not like..." with an extrenely stern
face she addressed Amalia |vanovna so sharply and |oudly that the
|latter was quite disconcerted, "not |ike your dressed up
draggl etails whom ny father would not have taken as cooks into his
kitchen, and nmy | ate husband woul d have done them honour if he had
invited themin the goodness of his heart."

"Yes, he was fond of drink, he was fond of it, he did drink!"
cried the conmi ssariat clerk, gulping down his twelfth gl ass of vodka.
"My | ate husband certainly had that weakness, and every one knows
it," Katerina |vanovna attacked himat once, "but he was a kind and

honour abl e man, who | oved and respected his famly. The worst of it



was his good nature nmade himtrust all sorts of disreputable people,
and he drank with fellows who were not worth the sole of his shoe.
Wul d you believe it, Rodi on Romanovitch, they found a gi ngerbread
cock in his pocket; he was dead drunk, but he did not forget the
children!”

"A cock? Did you say a cock?" shouted the commi ssariat clerk

Kat erina |vanovna di d not vouchsafe a reply. She sighed, lost in
t hought .

"No doubt you think, like every one, that | was too severe with
him" she went on, addressing Raskol ni kov. "But that's not so! He
respected ne, he respected me very nmuch! He was a ki nd-hearted man!
And how sorry | was for himsonetines! He would sit in a corner and
|l ook at me, | used to feel so sorry for him | used to want to be kind
to himand then would think to nyself: '"be kind to himand he wll
drink again,' it was only by severity that you could keep himwthin
bounds. "

"Yes, he used to get his hair pulled pretty often,"” roared the
commi ssariat clerk again, swallow ng another gl ass of vodka.

"Some fools would be the better for a good drubbing, as well as
having their hair pulled. | amnot talking of ny |ate husband now "
Kat eri na | vanovna snapped at him

The flush on her cheeks grew nore and nore narked, her chest heaved.
In another minute she would have been ready to nake a scene. Many of
the visitors were sniggering, evidently delighted. They began poking
the conmissariat clerk and whispering sonething to him They were
evidently trying to egg himon

"Allow me to ask what are you alluding to," began the clerk, "that
is to say, whose... about whom.. did you say just now. .. But |
don't care! That's nonsense! Wdow | forgive you.... Pass!"

And he took another drink of vodka.

Raskol ni kov sat in silence, listening with disgust. He only ate from
politeness, just tasting the food that Katerina |Ivanovna was

continually putting on his plate, to avoid hurting her feelings. He



wat ched Sonia intently. But Sonia became nore and nore anxi ous and

di stressed; she, too, foresaw that the dinner would not end peaceably,
and saw with terror Katerina lvanovha's growing irritation. She knew
that she, Sonia, was the chief reason for the 'genteel' |adies

cont enpt uous treatnment of Katerina Ivanovna's invitation. She had
heard from Amal i a |Ivanovna that the nother was positively offended
at the invitation and had asked the question: "how could she |et her
daughter sit down beside that young person?" Sonia had a feeling
that Katerina Ivanovna had already heard this and an insult to Sonia
meant nore to Katerina Ivanovna than an insult to herself, her
children, or her father, Sonia knew that Katerina |vanovna would not
be satisfied now, "till she had shown those draggletails that they

were both..." To nmake matters worse sonme one passed Sonia, fromthe
other end of the table, a plate with two hearts pierced with an arrow,
cut out of black bread. Katerina Ivanovna flushed crinson and at

once said aloud across the table that the man who sent it was "a
drunken ass!"

Amal i a | vanovna was foreseeing sonmething am ss, and at the sane tine
deeply wounded by Katerina |Ivanovna's haughtiness, and to restore
t he good- hunour of the company and raise herself in their esteem she
began, apropos of nothing, telling a story about an acquai ntance of
hers "Karl fromthe chenist's,” who was driving one night in a cab
and that "the cabman wanted himto kill, and Karl very much begged him
not to kill, and wept and cl asped hands, and frightened and from

fear pierced his heart." Though Katerina |vanovna sniled, she observed
at once that Anmlia |Ivanovna ought not to tell anecdotes in Russian;
the latter was still nore offended, and she retorted that her "Vater
aus Berlin was a very inportant man, and always went with his hands in

pockets." Katerina |Ivanovna could not restrain herself and | aughed
so much that Amalia Ivanovna | ost patience and could scarcely
control herself.

"Listen to the owW!" Katerina |Ivanovna whi spered at once, her

good- hunmour al nost restored, "she nmeant to say he kept his hands in



his pockets, but she said he put his hands in people's pockets.
(Cough-cough.) And have you noticed, Rodi on Ronanovitch, that al

these Petersburg foreigners, the Germans especially, are al

stupi der than we! Can you fancy any one of us telling how 'Karl from
the chemist's pierced his heart fromfear' and that the idiot

i nstead of punishing the cabman, 'clasped his hands and wept, and nuch
begged.' Ah, the fool! And you know she fancies it's very touching and
does not suspect how stupid she is! To ny thinking that drunken

commi ssariat clerk is a great deal cleverer, anyway one can see that
he has addled his brains with drink, but you know, these foreigners
are always so well behaved and serious.... Look how she sits

glaring! She is angry, ha-ha! (Cough-cough-cough.)"”

Regai ni ng her good-hunour, Katerina |Ivanovna began at once telling
Raskol ni kov that when she had obtai ned her pension, she intended to
open a school for the daughters of gentlemen in her native town
T . This was the first tine she had spoken to himof the project,
and she launched out into the nost alluring details. It suddenly
appeared that Katerina |Ivanovna had in her hands the very
certificate of honour of which Marnel adov had spoken to Raskol nikov in
the tavern, when he told himthat Katerina |vanovna, his wfe, had
danced the shawl dance before the governor and other great
personages on | eaving school. This certificate of honour was obviously
i ntended now to prove Katerina |Ivanovna's right to open a
boar di ng- school ; but she had armed herself with it chiefly with the
obj ect of overwhel ming "those two stuck-up draggletails" if they
came to the dinner, and proving incontestably that Katerina |vanovha
was of the nobst noble, "she might even say aristocratic famly, a
col onel 's daughter and was far superior to certain adventuresses who
have been so nmuch to the fore of late." The certificate of honour
i medi atel y passed into the hands of the drunken guests, and
Katerina |vanovna did not try to retain it, for it actually
contained the statement en toutes lettres, that her father was of

the rank of a major, and al so a conpani on of an order, so that she



really was al nost the daughter of a col onel
Warm ng up, Katerina Ivanovna proceeded to enlarge on the peacefu
and happy life they would lead in T___, on the gymasi umteachers whom
she woul d engage to give lessons in her boarding-school, one a nost
respectabl e old Frenchman, one Mangot, who had taught Katerina
I vanovna herself in old days and was still living in T__ , and would
no doubt teach in her school on noderate terns. Next she spoke of
Sonia who would go with her to T___ and help her in all her plans.
At this sonme one at the further end of the table gave a sudden guffaw.
Though Katerina Ivanovna tried to appear to be disdainfully
unaware of it, she raised her voice and began at once speaking with

conviction of Sonia's undoubted ability to assist her, of "her
gent | eness, patience, devotion, generosity and good education,"”
tappi ng Sonia on the cheek and kissing her warmy tw ce. Sonia flushed
crimson, and Katerina |Ivanovna suddenly burst into tears,

i medi atel y observing that she was "nervous and silly, that she was
too much upset, that it was tinme to finish, and as the di nner was
over, it was time to hand round the tea.”

At that nonment, Amalia |vanovna, deeply aggrieved at taking no
part in the conversation, and not being |listened to, nmade one | ast
effort, and with secret m sgivings ventured on an exceedi ngly deep and
wei ghty observation, that "in the future boardi ng-school she woul d
have to pay particular attention to die Wasche, and that there
certainly must be a good Dane to | ook after the |inen, and secondly
that the young | adi es nust not novels at night read.”

Kat erina | vanovna, who certainly was upset and very tired, as well
as heartily sick of the dinner, at once cut short Amalia |vanovna,
sayi ng "she knew nothing about it and was tal king nonsense, that it
was the business of the laundry nmaid, and not of the directress of a
hi gh- cl ass boardi ng-school to |ook after die Wasche, and as for
novel reading, that was sinply rudeness, and she begged her to be

silent." Amalia |vanovha fired up and getting angry observed that

she only "meant her good," and that "she had neant her very good,"” and



that "it was |long since she had paid her Gold for the | odgings."

Katerina |vanovna at once "set her down," saying that it was a lie
to say she wi shed her good, because only yesterday when her dead
husband was |ying on the table, she had worried her about the
| odgings. To this Amalia Ivanovna very appropriately observed that she
had invited those |adies, but "those |adies had not cone, because
those | adies are | adies and cannot cone to a lady who is not a
| ady." Katerina |Ivanovna at once pointed out to her, that as she was a
slut she could not judge what nade one really a | ady. Amalia
I vanovna at once declared that her "Vater aus Berlin was a very,
very inportant man, and both hands in pockets went, and always used to
say: poof! poof!" and she leapt up fromthe table to represent her
father, sticking her hands in her pockets, puffing her cheeks, and
uttering vague sounds resenbling "poof! poof!" amd Ioud | aughter from
all the | odgers, who purposely encouraged Analia |vanovna, hoping
for a fight.

But this was too nmuch for Katerina |vanovna, and she at once
decl ared, so that all could hear, that Amalia |Ivanovna probably
never had a father, but was sinply a drunken Petersburg Finn, and
had certainly once been a cook and probably sonething worse. Analia
I vanovna turned as red as a | obster and squeal ed that perhaps Katerina
| vanovna never had a father, "but she had a vater aus Berlin and
that he wore a long coat and al ways sai d poof - poof - poof !'"

Kat eri na | vanovna observed contenptuously that all knew what her
famly was and that on that very certificate of honour it was stated
in print that her father was a colonel, while Amalia |vanovna's
father- if she really had one- was probably some Finnish mlkman,
but that probably she never had a father at all, since it was stil
uncertain whether her name was Amalia |vanovna or Analia Ludw govna.

At this Amalia lIvanovna, |lashed to fury, struck the table with her
fist, and shrieked that she was Amalia |vanovnha, and not Ludw govna,
"that her Vater was naned Johann and that he was a burgoneister, and

that Katerina lIvanovna's Vater was quite never a burgoneister."”



Kat erina |vanovna rose fromher chair, and with a stern and apparently
cal mvoi ce (though she was pal e and her chest was heavi ng) observed
that "if she dared for one nonent to set her contenptible wetch of
a father on a level with her papa, she, Katerina |Ivanovna, would
tear her cap off her head and tranple it under foot." Analia
I vanovna ran about the room shouting at the top of her voice, that
she was nistress of the house and that Katerina |vanovna shoul d
| eave the | odgings that nminute; then she rushed for some reason to
collect the silver spoons fromthe table. There was a great outcry and
uproar, the children began crying. Sonia ran to restrain Katerina
I vanovna, but when Analia |vanovna shouted somet hi ng about "the yell ow
ticket," Katerina |vanovna pushed Sonia away, and rushed at the
| andl ady to carry out her threat.

At that mnute the door opened, and Pyotr Petrovitch Luzhin appeared
on the threshold. He stood scanning the party with severe and vigil ant

eyes. Katerina |Ivanovna rushed to him

Chapter Three

"PYOTR PETROVI TCH," she cried, "protect ne... you at |east! Mke
this foolish woman understand that she can't behave like this to a
lady in msfortune... that there is a law for such things.... 1'lI
go to the governor-general hinself.... She shall answer for it...
Renmenbering ny father's hospitality protect these orphans.”

"Allow me, madam ... Allow ne." Pyotr Petrovitch waved her off.
"Your papa, as you are well aware, | had not the honour of know ng"

(some one | aughed aloud) "and | do not intend to take part in your

everl asting squabbles with Amalia lIvanovna.... | have cone here to
speak of ny own affairs... and | want to have a word with your
st epdaughter, Sofya... lvanovna, | think it is? Allow nme to pass."”

Pyotr Petrovitch, edging by her, went to the opposite corner where

Soni a was.



Kat eri na | vanovna remai ned standi ng where she was, as though
t hunder struck. She could not understand how Pyotr Petrovitch could
deny having enjoyed her father's hospitility. Though she had
invented it herself, she believed in it firmy by this tine. She was
struck too by the businesslike, dry and even contenptuously nenaci ng
tone of Pyotr Petrovitch. Al the clanpbur gradually died away at his
entrance. Not only was this "serious business man" strikingly
i ncongruous with the rest of the party, but it was evident, too,
that he had conme upon sone natter of consequence, that sone
exceptional cause nust have brought himand that therefore sonething
was goi ng to happen. Raskol ni kov, standi ng besi de Sonia, noved aside
to |l et himpass; Pyotr Petrovitch did not seemto notice him A ninute
| at er Lebezi at ni kov, too, appeared in the doorway; he did not cone in,
but stood still, listening with nmarked interest, alnost wonder, and
seened for a tinme perpl exed.

"Excuse nme for possibly interrupting you, but it's a matter of
some inportance,” Pyotr Petrovitch observed, addressing the conpany
generally. "I amglad indeed to find other persons present. Analia
I vanovna, | hunbly beg you as mistress of the house to pay carefu
attention to what | have to say to Sofya |vanovna. Sofya |vanovna," he
went on, addressing Sonia, who was very nuch surprised and al ready
alarmed, "inmmediately after your visit | found that a hundred-rouble
note was mssing fromny table, in the roomof nmy friend M.

Lebezi atni kov. If in any way whatever you know and will tell us
where it is now, | assure you on nmy word of honour and call al
present to witness that the matter shall end there. In the opposite
case | shall be conpelled to have recourse to very serious neasures
and then... you nust blame yourself."

Conpl ete silence reigned in the room Even the crying children
were still. Sonia stood deadly pale, staring at Luzhin and unable to
say a word. She seened not to understand. Some seconds passed.

"Wll, howis it to be then?" asked Luzhin, |ooking intently at her

"I don't know.... | know nothing about it," Sonia articul ated



faintly at |ast.
"No, you know not hi ng?" Luzhin repeated and agai n he paused for sone

seconds. "Think a nonment, nmdenviselle,"” he began severely, but still,
as it were, adnonishing her. "Reflect, | amprepared to give you

time for consideration. Kindly observe this: if | were not so entirely
convinced | should not, you may be sure, with my experience venture to
accuse you so directly. Seeing that for such direct accusation

before witnesses, if false or even mistaken, | should nyself in a
certain sense be nade responsible, | amaware of that. This norning

I changed for my own purposes several five per cent. securities for
the sum of approximately three thousand roubles. The account is

noted down in nmy pocket-book. On ny return hone | proceeded to count
the nmoney, - as M. Lebeziatnikov will bear w tness- and after counting
two thousand three hundred roubles | put the rest in ny pocket-book in
my coat pocket. About five hundred roubles renai ned on the table and
among them three notes of a hundred roubl es each. At that nonment you
entered (at ny invitation)- and all the time you were present you were
exceedi ngly enbarrassed; so that three tinmes you junped up in the

ni ddl e of the conversation and tried to make off. M. Lebezi atni kov
can bear witness to this. You yourself, nadenoiselle, probably wll

not refuse to confirmny statenment that | invited you through M.
Lebezi at ni kov, solely in order to discuss with you the hopel ess and
destitute position of your relative, Katerina |Ivanovna (whose di nner
was unable to attend), and the advisability of getting up sonething of
the nature of a subscription, lottery or the like, for her benefit.
You thanked nme and even shed tears. | describe all this as it took
place, primarily to recall it to your mnd and secondly to show you
that not the slightest detail has escaped ny recollection. Then | took
a ten-rouble note fromthe table and handed it to you by way of

first instalnment on ny part for the benefit of your relative. M.
Lebezi atni kov saw all this. Then | acconpanied you to the door,- you
being still in the same state of enbarrassnment- after which, being

left alone with M. Lebeziatnikov | talked to himfor ten mnutes, -



then M. Lebeziatni kov went out and | returned to the table with the
money lying on it, intending to count it and to put it aside, as
proposed doi ng before. To ny surprise one hundred-roubl e note had

di sappeared. Kindly consider the position. M. Lebeziatnikov I

cannot suspect. | am ashaned to allude to such a supposition. | cannot
have nmade a m stake in ny reckoning, for the mnute before your
entrance | had finished ny accounts and found the total correct. You
will admt that recollecting your enbarrassment, your eagerness to get
away and the fact that you kept your hands for some tinme on the table,
and taking into consideration your social position and the habits
associated with it, I was, so to say, with horror and positively
against nmy will, conpelled to entertain a suspicion- a cruel, but
justifiable suspicion! I will add further and repeat that in spite

of nmy positive conviction, | realise that | run a certain risk in
maki ng this accusation, but as you see, | could not let it pass.

have taken action and | will tell you why: solely, nadam solely,
owi ng to your black ingratitude! Way! | invite you for the benefit

of your destitute relative, | present you with nmy donation of ten
roubl es and you, on the spot, repay ne for all that with such an
action. It is too bad! You need a | esson. Reflect! Mreover, like a
true friend | beg you- and you could have no better friend at this
monent - think what you are doing, otherwise | shall be i movabl e!

Well, what do you say?"

"I have taken nothing," Sonia whispered in terror, "you gave ne
ten roubles, here it is, take it."

Soni a pul |l ed her handkerchi ef out of her pocket, untied a corner
of it, took out the ten rouble note and gave it to Luzhin.

"And the hundred roubles you do not confess to taking?" he
i nsisted reproachfully, not taking the note.

Soni a | ooked about her. Al were |ooking at her with such awful
stern, ironical, hostile eyes. She | ooked at Raskol ni kov... he stood

against the wall, with his arms crossed, |ooking at her with gl ow ng

eyes.



"CGood God!" broke from Soni a.

"Amalia | vanovna, we shall have to send word to the police and
therefore | hunbly beg you neanwhile to send for the house porter,"
Luzhin said softly and even kindly.

"Cott der barmherzige! | knew she was the thief,” cried Amalia
I vanovna, throw ng up her hands.

"You knew it?" Luzhin caught her up, "then | suppose you had somne
reason before this for thinking so. | beg you, worthy Amalia |vanovna,
to renmenber your words whi ch have been uttered before w tnesses."”

There was a buzz of |oud conversation on all sides. All were in
nmovenent .

"What!" cried Katerina |Ivanovna, suddenly realising the position
and she rushed at Luzhin. "Wat! You accuse her of stealing? Sonia?
Ah, the wetches, the wetches!"

And running to Sonia she flung her wasted arnms round her and held
her as in a vise.

"Soni al how dared you take ten roubles from hinf? Foolish girl!
Gve it to nel Gve nme the ten roubles at once- here!

And snatching the note from Sonia, Katerina |vanovna crunpled it
up and flung it straight into Luzhin's face. It hit himin the eye and
fell on the ground. Analia Ivanovna hastened to pick it up. Pyotr
Petrovitch |l ost his tenper.

"Hol d that mad worman!" he shout ed.

At that nonent several other persons, besides Lebezi atnikov,
appeared in the doorway, anong themthe two | adies.

"What! Mad? Am | mad? Idiot!" shrieked Katerina |vanovna. "You are
an idiot yourself, pettifogging |awer, base man! Sonia, Sonia take
his noney! Sonia a thief! Wy, she'd give away her |ast penny!" and
Katerina |vanovna broke into hysterical laughter. "Did you ever see
such an idiot?" she turned fromside to side. "And you too?" she
suddenly saw the | andl ady, "and you too, sausage eater, you declare
that she is a thief, you trashy Prussian hen's leg in a crinoline! She

hasn't been out of this room she cane straight fromyou, you



wretch, and sat down beside ne, every one saw her. She sat here, by
Rodi on Romanovitch. Search her! Since she's not |eft the room the
money woul d have to be on her! Search her, search her! But if you
don't find it, then excuse nme, ny dear fellow, you'll answer for it!
I"ll go to our Sovereign, to our Sovereign, to our gracious Tsar
hinsel f, and throw nyself at his feet, to-day, this nmnute! | am al one
in the world! They would let me in! Do you think they wouldn't? You're
wong, | will get inl I will get in! You reckoned on her neekness! You
relied upon that! But | amnot so subnissive, let ne tell you
You' ve gone too far yourself. Search her, search her!"

And Katerina Ivanovna in a frenzy shook Luzhin and dragged him

t owar ds Soni a.

"I amready, |I'll be responsible... but cal myourself, madam calm
yourself. | see that you are not so submissive!... Well, well, but
as to that..." Luzhin nuttered, "that ought to be before the police..
t hough indeed there are witnesses enough as it is.... | amready...
But in any case it's difficult for a man... on account of her
sex.... But with the help of Amalia Ivanovna... though, of course,
it's not the way to do things.... Howis it to be done?"

"As you will! Let any one who |ikes search her!" cried Katerina

I vanovna. "Sonia, turn out your pockets! See. Look, nonster, the
pocket is enpty, here was her handkerchief! Here is the other
pocket, | ook! D you see, d'you see?"

And Katerina |vanovna turned- or rather snatched- both pockets
inside out. But fromthe right pocket a piece of paper flew out and
describing a parabola in the air fell at Luzhin's feet. Every one
saw it, several cried out. Pyotr Petrovitch stooped down, picked up
the paper in tw fingers, lifted it where all could see it and
opened it. It was a hundred-rouble note folded in eight. Pyotr
Petrovitch held up the note showing it to every one.

"Thief! Qut of my |odging. Police, police!" yelled Amalia
I vanovna. "They nust to Siberia be sent! Away!"

Excl amations arose on all sides. Raskol ni kov was silent, keeping his



eyes fixed on Sonia, except for an occasional rapid glance at

Luzhin. Sonia stood still, as though unconscious. She was hardly
able to feel surprise. Suddenly the colour rushed to her cheeks; she
uttered a cry and hid her face in her hands.

"No, it wasn't I! | didn't take it! | know nothing about it," she
cried with a heartrending wail, and she ran to Katerina |vanovna,
who cl asped her tightly in her arms, as though she would shelter her
fromall the world.

"Sonia! Sonia! | don't believe it! You see, | don't believe it!" she
cried in the face of the obvious fact, swaying her to and fro in her
arnms |i ke a baby, kissing her face continually, then snatching at
her hands and kissing them too. "You took it! How stupid these people

are! Ch dear! You are fools, fools," she cried, addressing the whole
room "you don't know, you don't know what a heart she has, what a
girl she is! She take it, she? She'd sell her last rag, she'd go
barefoot to help you if you needed it, that's what she is! She has the
yel | ow passport because ny children were starving, she sold herself
for us! Ah, husband, husband! Do you see? Do you see? \Wat a
menorial dinner for you! Merciful heavens! Defend her, why are you al
standing still? Rodi on Romanovitch, why don't you stand up for her? Do
you believe it, too? You are not worth her little finger, all of you
toget her! Good CGod! Defend her now, at |east!"

The wail of the poor, consunptive, hel pl ess woman seened to
produce a great effect on her audi ence. The agoni sed, wasted,
consunptive face, the parched bl ood-stained |lips, the hoarse voice,
the tears unrestrained as a child's, the trustful, childish and yet
despairing prayer for help were so piteous that every one seened to
feel for her. Pyotr Petrovitch at any rate was at once noved to
compassi on.

"Madam rmadam this incident does not reflect upon you!" he cried
i mpressively, "no one would take upon hinmself to accuse you of being
an instigator or even an acconplice in it, especially as you have

proved her guilt by turning out her pockets, showi ng that you had no



previous idea of it. I amnost ready, nost ready to show conpassion
if poverty, so to speak, drove Sofya Senmyonovna to it, but why did you
refuse to confess, nadenviselle? Wre you afraid of the disgrace?
The first step? You |lost your head, perhaps? One can quite
understand it.... But how could you have | owered yourself to such an
action? CGentlenen," he addressed the whol e conpany, "gentl enen!
Conpassi onate and so to say conmiserating these people, | amready
to overlook it even nowin spite of the personal insult |avished
upon ne! And may this disgrace be a | esson to you for the future,"
he said, addressing Sonia, "and | will carry the matter no further
Enough! "

Pyotr Petrovitch stole a gl ance at Raskol ni kov. Their eyes net,
and the fire in Raskol ni kov's seened ready to reduce himto ashes.
Meanwhi | e Katerina |vanovna apparently heard nothi ng. She was
ki ssing and huggi ng Sonia |i ke a madwoman. The chil dren, too, were
enbraci ng Sonia on all sides, and Pol enka,- though she did not fully
under st and what was wong,- was drowned in tears and shaking with
sobs, as she hid her pretty little face, swollen with weeping, on
Soni a' s shoul der.

"How vile!" a loud voice cried suddenly in the doorway.

Pyotr Petrovitch | ooked round quickly.

"What vil eness!" Lebeziatni kov repeated, staring himstraight in the
face.

Pyotr Petrovitch gave a positive start- all noticed it and
recalled it afterwards. Lebeziatnikov strode into the room

"And you dared to call me as witness?" he said, going up to Pyotr
Petrovitch.

"What do you nean? What are you tal king about?" nuttered Luzhin.

"I mean that you... are a slanderer, that's what my words nean!”
Lebezi at ni kov said hotly, looking sternly at himwith his shortsighted
eyes.

He was extrenely angry. Raskol ni kov gazed intently at him as though

sei zi ng and wei ghing each word. Again there was a silence. Pyotr



Petrovitch i ndeed seened al nbst dunbfounded for the first nonent.

"If you nmean that for ne,..." he began, stammering. "But what's

the matter with you? Are you out of your mind?"

“I''min nmy nmind, but you are a scoundrel! Ah, how vile! | have heard
everything. | kept waiting on purpose to understand it, for | must own
even now it is not quite logical.... What you have done it all for

can't understand.”

"Why, what have | done then? G ve over talking in your nonsensica
riddles! Or maybe you are drunk!"

"You may be a drunkard, perhaps, vile man, but | amnot! | never
touch vodka, for it's against nmy convictions. Wuld you believe it,
he, he hinself, with his own hands gave Sofya Semyonovna t hat
hundred-rouble note- | sawit, | was a witness, |I'll take ny oath!
He did it, hel" repeated Lebezi atni kov, addressing all

"Are you crazy, mlksop?" squeal ed Luzhin. "She is herself before
you, - she herself here declared just now before every one that |
gave her only ten roubles. How could | have given it to her?"

"I sawit, | sawit," Lebeziatni kov repeated, "and although it is
against ny principles, | amready this very nmnute to take any oath
you like before the court, for I saw how you slipped it in her pocket.
Only like a fool | thought you did it out of kindness! Wen you were
sayi ng good-bye to her at the door, while you held her hand in one
hand, with the other, the left, you slipped the note into her

pocket. | sawit, | sawit!"

Luzhin turned pale.

"VWhat lies!" he cried inmpudently, "why, how could you, standing by
the wi ndow, see the note! You fancied it with your shortsighted
eyes. You are raving!"

"No, | didn't fancy it. And though I was standing some way off, |
saw it all. And though it certainly would be hard to distinguish a
note fromthe window, - that's true- | knew for certain that it was a

hundr ed-r oubl e note, because, when you were going to give Sofya

Senyonovna ten roubles, you took up fromthe table a hundred-rouble



note (I saw it because | was standing near then, and an idea struck nme
at once, so that | did not forget you had it in your hand). You fol ded
it and kept it in your hand all the tine. | didn't think of it again
until, when you were getting up, you changed it fromyour right hand
to your left and nearly dropped it! | noticed it because the sane idea
struck me again, that you neant to do her a kindness without ny
seeing. You can fancy how | watched you and | saw how you succeeded in
slipping it into her pocket. | sawit, | sawit, I'll take ny oath."

Lebezi at ni kov was al nost breathl ess. Exclamations arose on all hands
chiefly expressive of wonder, but sonme were nenacing in tone. They al
crowded round Pyotr Petrovitch. Katerina lIvanovna flew to
Lebezi at ni kov.

"I was nistaken in you! Protect her! You are the only one to take
her part! She is an orphan. God has sent you!"

Kat erina |vanovna, hardly knowi ng what she was doi ng, sank on her
knees before him

"A pack of nonsense!" yelled Luzhin, roused to fury, "it's al
nonsense you' ve been talking! 'An idea struck you, you didn't think
you noticed - what does it anmount to? So | gave it to her on the sly
on purpose? What for? Wth what object? What have | to do with
this...?"

"What for? That's what | can't understand, but that what | am
telling you is the fact, that's certain! So far from ny being
m staken, you infanmous, crimnal nman, | renenber how, on account of
it, a question occurred to me at once, just when | was thanking you
and pressing your hand. What nmade you put it secretly in her pocket?
Way you did it secretly, | nmean? Could it be sinply to conceal it from
me, knowi ng that ny convictions are opposed to yours and that | do not
approve of private benevol ence, which effects no radical cure? Wll, |
decided that you really were ashamed of giving such a | arge sum before
me. Perhaps, too, | thought, he wants to give her a surprise, when she
finds a whol e hundred-rouble note in her pocket. (For | know sone

benevol ent people are very fond of decking out their charitable



actions in that way.) Then the idea struck ne, too, that you wanted to
test her, to see whether, when she found it, she would cone to thank
you. Then, too, that you wanted to avoid thanks and that, as the
saying is, your right hand should not know .. sonething of that
sort, in fact. | thought of so many possibilities that | put off
considering it, but still thought it indelicate to show you | knew
your secret. But another idea struck ne again that Sofya Senyonovna
m ght easily | ose the noney before she noticed it, that was why I
decided to cone in here to call her out of the roomand to tell her
that you put a hundred roubles in her pocket. But on ny way | went
first to Madane Kobilatnikov's to take themthe 'General Treatise on
the Positive Method' and especially to recommend Piderit's article
(and al so Wagner's); then | cone on here and what a state of things
I find! Now could I, could I, have all these ideas and reflections, if
I had not seen you put the hundred-rouble note in her pocket?"

When Lebezi at ni kov finished his | ong-w nded harangue with the
| ogi cal deduction at the end, he was quite tired, and the perspiration
streaned fromhis face. He could not, alas, even express hinself
correctly in Russian, though he knew no ot her |anguage, so that he was
qui te exhausted, alnost emaciated after this heroic exploit. But his
speech produced a powerful effect. He had spoken with such
vehenmence, w th such conviction that every one obviously believed him
Pyotr Petrovitch felt that things were going badly with him

"What is it to do with ne if silly ideas did occur to you?" he
shouted, "that's no evidence. You nmay have dreant it, that's all
And | tell you, you are lying, sir. You are lying and sl andering
fromsone spite against ne, sinply from pi que, because | did not agree
wi th your freethinking, godless, social propositions!"

But this retort did not benefit Pyotr Petrovitch. Mirmnurs of
di sapproval were heard on all sides.

"Ah, that's your line now, is it!" cried Lebeziatnikov, "that's
nonsense! Call the police and I'Il take ny oath! There's only one

thing I can't understand: what made himrisk such a contenptible



action. On, pitiful, despicable man!"
"I can explain why he risked such an action, and if necessary, |

too, will swear to it," Raskolnikov said at last in a firmvoice
and he stepped forward.

He appeared to be firmand conposed. Every one felt clearly, from
the very | ook of himthat he really knew about it and that the nystery
woul d be sol ved

"Now | can explain it all to nyself,"” said Raskol ni kov, addressing
Lebezi at ni kov. "Fromthe very begi nning of the business, | suspected
that there was some scoundrelly intrigue at the bottomof it. |

began to suspect it from sonme special circunstances known to ne

only, which I will explain at once to every one: they account for
everyt hing. Your val uabl e evidence has finally nmade everything clear
tone. | beg all, all to listen. This gentleman (he pointed to Luzhin)
was recently engaged to be narried to a young |lady- ny sister, Avdotya
Romanovna Raskol ni kov. But conming to Petersburg he quarrelled with ne,
the day before yesterday, at our first nmeeting and | drove hi m out

of my room | have two witnesses to prove it. He is a very spitefu
man. ... The day before yesterday | did not know that he was staying
here, in your room and that consequently on the very day we
quarrel |l ed- the day before yesterday- he saw ne give Katerina |vanovna
some noney for the funeral, as a friend of the late M. Marnel adov. He
at once wote a note to ny nother and inforned her that | had given
away all ny noney, not to Katerina |Ivanovna, but to Sofya

Senyonovna, and referred in a nost contenptible way to the..

character of Sofya Senyonovna, that is, hinted at the character of

my attitude to Sofya Senyonovna. Al this you understand was with

the object of dividing me fromny nother and sister, by insinuating
that | was squandering on unworthy objects the noney which they had
sent nme and which was all they had. Yesterday evening, before ny

not her and sister and in his presence, | declared that | had given the
money to Katerina Ivanovna for the funeral and not to Sofya Senyonovna

and that | had no acquai ntance with Sofya Semyonovna and had never



seen her before, indeed. At the sane tinme | added that he, Pyotr
Petrovitch Luzhin, with all his virtues was not worth Sofya
Senyonovna's little finger, though he spoke so ill of her. To his
question- would | let Sofya Senyonovna sit down beside ny sister,
answered that | had already done so that day. Irritated that ny nother
and sister were unwilling to quarrel with ne at his insinuations, he
gradual I y began bei ng unpardonably rude to them A final rupture

took place and he was turned out of the house. Al this happened
yesterday evening. Now | beg your special attention: consider: if he
had now succeeded in proving that Sofya Semyonovna was a thief, he
woul d have shown to my nother and sister that he was alnost right in
hi s suspicions, that he had reason to be angry at ny putting ny sister
on a level with Sofya Senmyonovna, that, in attacking ne, he was
protecting and preserving the honour of ny sister, his betrothed. In
fact he mght even, through all this, have been able to estrange ne
fromny fanmily, and no doubt he hoped to be restored to favour with
them to say nothing of revenging hinself on ne personally, for he has
grounds for supposing that the honour and happi ness of Sofya
Senyonovna are very precious to nme. That was what he was working

for! That's how | understand it. That's the whole reason for it and
there can be no other!"

It was like this, or sonewhat like this, that Raskol ni kov wound up
his speech which was followed very attentively, though often
interrupted by exclamations fromhis audience. But in spite of
interruptions he spoke clearly, calmy, exactly, firmy. Hs
deci sive voice, his tone of conviction and his stern face made a great
i mpressi on on every one.

"Yes, yes, that's it," Lebeziatni kov assented gleefully, "that
must be it, for he asked ne, as soon as Sofya Senyonovna cane into our
room whether you were here, whether | had seen you anong Katerina
I vanovna's guests. He called ne aside to the wi ndow and asked ne in
secret. It was essential for himthat you should be here! That's it,

that's it!"



Luzhin sniled contenptuously and did not speak. But he was very
pal e. He seened to be deliberating on sonme neans of escape. Perhaps he
woul d have been glad to give up everything and get away, but at the
nmoment this was scarcely possible. It would have inplied adnmitting the
truth of the accusations brought against him Moreover, the conpany,
whi ch had al ready been excited by drink, was now too nuch stirred to
allowit. The commissariat clerk, though indeed he had not grasped the
whol e position, was shouting | ouder than any one and was maki ng sone
suggestions very unpleasant to Luzhin. But not all those present
were drunk; lodgers came in fromall the rooms. The three Pol es were
trenmendously excited and were continually shouting at him "The Pan is
a lajdak!" and muttering threats in Polish. Sonia had been |istening
with strained attention, though she too seenmed unable to grasp it all
she seenmed as though she had just returned to consciousness. She did
not take her eyes off Raskol ni kov, feeling that all her safety |ay
in him Katerina |Ivanovna breathed hard and painfully and seened
fearfully exhausted. Amalia |Ivanovna stood | ooking nore stupid than
any one, with her nouth wi de open, unable to nake out what had
happened. She only saw that Pyotr Petrovitch had sonehow cone to
grief.

Raskol ni kov was attenpting to speak again, but they did not let him
Every one was crowdi ng round Luzhin with threats and shouts of
abuse. But Pyotr Petrovitch was not intimdated. Seeing that his
accusation of Sonia had conpletely failed, he had recourse to
i nsol ence:

"Al'l ow me, gentlenen, allow nme! Don't squeeze, let nme pass!" he
sai d, nmaking his way through the crowd. "And no threats if you pl ease!
| assure you it will be useless, you will gain nothing by it. On the
contrary, you'll have to answer, gentlenen, for violently
obstructing the course of justice. The thief has been nore than
unmasked, and | shall prosecute. Qur judges are not so blind and..
not so drunk, and will not believe the testinony of two notorious

infidels, agitators, and atheists, who accuse ne from notives of



personal revenge which they are foolish enough to admt.... Yes, allow
me to pass!"”

"Don't let ne find a trace of you in ny roonl Kindly | eave at
once, and everything is at an end between us! Wen | think of the
trouble I've been taking, the way |I've been expounding... all this
fortnight!"

"I told you nyself to-day that | was going, when you tried to keep
me; now !l will sinply add that you are a fool. | advise you to see a
doctor for your brains and your short sight. Let nme pass, gentlenen!"

He forced his way through. But the comm ssariat clerk was
unwilling to let himoff so easily: he picked up a glass fromthe
table, brandished it in the air and flung it at Pyotr Petrovitch
but the glass flew straight at Amalia |vanovnha. She screaned, and
the clerk, overbal ancing, fell heavily under the table. Pyotr
Petrovitch nmade his way to his roomand half an hour later had |eft
the house. Sonia, timd by nature, had felt before that day that she
could be ill-treated nore easily than any one, and that she could be
wonged with inpunity. Yet till that nonment she had fancied that she
ni ght escape nisfortune by care, gentleness and subni ssiveness
bef ore every one. Her disappointnment was too great. She could, of
course, bear with patience and al nost wi thout mnurnur anything, even
this. But for the first minute she felt it too bitter. In spite of her
triunmph and her justification- when her first terror and
stupefaction had passed and she could understand it all clearly- the
feeling of her hel pl essness and of the wong done to her nade her
heart throb wi th angui sh and she was overconme with hysterical weeping.
At |ast, unable to bear any nore, she rushed out of the room and ran
home, al nost imediately after Luzhin's departure. VWen anidst |oud
| aughter the glass flew at Amalia lvanovna, it was nore than the
| andl ady coul d endure. Wth a shriek she rushed like a fury at
Kat eri na |Ivanovna, considering her to blame for everything.

"Qut of ny |odgings! At once! Quick march!”

And with these words she began snatching up everything she could |ay



her hands on that bel onged to Katerina |Ivanovna, and throwing it on
the floor, Katerina |lvanovna, pale, alnpost fainting, and gasping for
breath, junped up fromthe bed where she had sunk in exhaustion and
darted at Amalia |vanovna. But the battle was too unequal: the

| andl ady waved her away |ike a feather

"What! As though that godl ess calutmy was not enough- this vile
creature attacks ne! What! On the day of ny husband's funeral | am
turned out of ny | odgings! After eating ny bread and salt she turns ne
into the street, with ny orphans! Wiere am| to go?" wail ed the poor
worran, sobbing and gasping. "Good God!" she cried with flashing
eyes, "is there no justice upon earth? Wiom should you protect if
not us orphans? We shall see! There is law and justice on earth, there
is, I will find it! Wait a bit, godless creature! Polenka, stay with
the children, 1'll cone back. Wait for nme, if you have to wait in
the street. W will see whether there is justice on earth!"

And throw ng over her head that green shawl which Marnel adov had
menti oned to Raskol ni kov, Katerina |vanovna squeezed her way through
the disorderly and drunken crowd of |odgers who still filled the room
and, wailing and tearful, she ran into the street- with a vague
intention of going at once somewhere to find justice. Polenka with the
two little ones in her arms crouched, terrified, on the trunk in the
corner of the room where she waited trenbling for her nother to
come back. Amalia |vanovna raged about the room shri eking,
| anenting and throw ng everything she cane across on the floor. The
| odgers tal ked i ncoherently, sonme conmented to the best of their
ability on what had happened, others quarreled and swore at one
anot her, while others struck up a song...

"Now it's tinme for ne to go," thought Raskol ni kov. "Well, Sofya
Senyonovna, we shall see what you'll say now "

And he set off in the direction of Sonia's |odgings.



Chapt er Four

RASKCOLNI KOV had been a vigorous and active chanpi on of Sonia agai nst
Luzhin, although he had such a |l oad of horror and anguish in his own
heart. But having gone through so nmuch in the norning, he found a sort
of relief in a change of sensations, apart fromthe strong persona
feeling which inpelled himto defend Sonia. He was agitated too,
especially at sonme nonents, by the thought of his approaching
interviewwith Sonia: he had to tell her who had killed Lizaveta. He
knew the terrible suffering it would be to himand, as it were,
brushed away the thought of it. So when he cried as he left Katerina
I vanovna's, "Well, Sofya Semyonovna, we shall see what you'll say
now " he was still superficially excited, still vigorous and defiant
fromhis triunph over Luzhin. But, strange to say, by the tine he
reached Sonia's | odging, he felt a sudden inpotence and fear. He stood
still in hesitation at the door, asking hinmself the strange
question: "Must | tell her who killed Lizaveta?" It was a strange
question because he felt at the very tinme not only that he could not
help telling her, but also that he could not put off the telling. He
did not yet know why it nust be so, he only felt it, and the agonising
sense of his inpotence before the inevitable al nost crushed him To
cut short his hesitation and suffering, he quickly opened the door and
| ooked at Sonia fromthe doorway. She was sitting with her el bows on
the table and her face in her hands, but seeing Raskol ni kov she got up
at once and cane to nmeet himas though she were expecting him

"What woul d have becone of ne but for you!" she said quickly,
meeting himin the nmiddle of the room

Evidently she was in haste to say this to him It was what she had
been waiting for.

Raskol ni kov went to the table and sat down on the chair from which
she had only just risen. She stood facing him two steps away, just as
she had done the day before.

"Wel |, Sonia?" he said, and felt that his voice was trenbling, "it



was all due to 'your social position and the habits associated with
it." Did you understand that just now?"

Her face showed her distress.

"Only don't talk to me as you did yesterday," she interrupted him
"Pl ease don't begin it. There is nisery enough w thout that."

She made haste to smile, afraid that he might not |ike the reproach

"I was silly to cone away fromthere. Wat is happening there now? |
wanted to go back directly, but | kept thinking that... you would
come. "

He told her that Analia |Ivanovna was turning themout of their
| odgi ng and that Katerina |vanovna had run off sonmewhere "to seek
justice.”

"My God!" cried Sonia, "let's go at once...."

And she snatched up her cape.

"It's everlastingly the same thing!" said Raskol ni kov, irritably.

"You've no thought except for them Stay a little with ne."

"But... Katerina |Ivanovna?"

"You won't | ose Katerina |Ivanovna, you may be sure, she'll cone to
you herself since she has run out," he added peevishly. "If she
doesn't find you here, you'll be blamed for it...."

Soni a sat down in painful suspense. Raskol ni kov was silent, gazing
at the floor and deli berating.

"This time Luzhin did not want to prosecute you," he began, not
| ooking at Sonia, "but if he had wanted to, if it had suited his
pl ans, he woul d have sent you to prison if it had not been for

Lebezi at ni kov and ne. Ah?"

"Yes," she assented in a faint voice. "Yes," she repeated,
preoccupi ed and di stressed.

"But | might easily not have been there. And it was quite an
acci dent Lebezi atni kov's turning up.”

Soni a was silent.

"And if you'd gone to prison, what then? Do you renenber what | said

yest er day?”



Again she did not answer. He waited.

"I thought you would cry out again 'don't speak of it, |eave
of f."" Raskol ni kov gave a | augh, but rather a forced one. "What,
sil ence agai n?" he asked a mnute later. "W nust tal k about
somet hi ng, you know. It would be interesting for me to know how you
woul d decide a certain 'problem as Lebeziatnikov would say." (He
was beginning to lose the thread.) "No, really, | am serious. |nagine,
Soni a, that you had known all Luzhin's intentions beforehand. Known,
that is, for a fact, that they would be the ruin of Katerina
I vanovna and the children and yourself thrown in- since you don't
count yourself for anything- Polenka too... for she'll go the sane
way. Well, if suddenly it all depended on your decision whether he
or they should go on living, that is whether Luzhin should go on
l'iving and doing w cked things, or Katerina |Ivanovna should di e? How
woul d you deci de which of themwas to die? | ask you?"

Soni a | ooked uneasily at him There was sonething peculiar in this
hesitating question, which seened approaching something in a
roundabout way.

"I felt that you were going to ask sone question like that," she
said, looking inquisitively at him

"I dare say you did. But howis it to be answered?”

"Whay do you ask about what could not happen?" said Sonia
reluctantly.

"Then it would be better for Luzhin to go on living and doi ng w cked
things? You haven't dared to decide even that!"

"But | can't know the Divine Providence.... And why do you ask
what can't be answered? Wat's the use of such foolish questions?
How could it happen that it shoul d depend on ny decision- who has nade
me a judge to decide who is to live and who is not to |ive?"

"Ch, if the Divine Providence is to be mxed up init, there is no
doi ng anyt hing," Raskol ni kov grunbl ed norosely.

"You'd better say straight out what you want!" Sonia cried in

distress. "You are |leading up to sonething again.... Can you have cone



simply to torture me?"
She coul d not control herself and began crying bitterly. He | ooked
at her in gloony msery. Five m nutes passed.

"OfF course you're right, Sonia," he said softly at last. He was
suddenly changed. Hi s tone of assumed arrogance and hel pl ess
defiance was gone. Even his voice was suddenly weak. "I told you

yesterday that | was not conming to ask forgi veness and al nost the

first thing |'ve said is to ask forgiveness.... | said that about
Luzhin and Provi dence for ny own sake. | was asking forgiveness,
Sonia...."

He tried to snile, but there was sonething hel pl ess and i nconpl ete
in his pale smle. He bowed his head and hid his face in his hands.

And suddenly a strange, surprising sensation of a sort of bitter
hatred for Sonia passed through his heart. As it were wondering and
frightened of this sensation, he raised his head and | ooked intently
at her; but he nmet her uneasy and painfully anxi ous eyes fixed on him
there was love in them his hatred vanished like a phantom It was not
the real feeling; he had taken the one feeling for the other. It
only neant that that mnute had cone.

He hid his face in his hands again and bowed his head. Suddenly he
turned pale, got up fromhis chair, |ooked at Sonia, and w thout
uttering a word sat down nechanically on her bed.

H s sensations that nmonment were terribly like the nonent when he had
stood over the old woman with the axe in his hand and felt that "he
nust not | ose another minute.”

"What's the matter?" asked Sonia, dreadfully frightened.

He could not utter a word. This was not at all, not at all the way
he had intended to "tell" and he did not understand what was happeni ng
to himnow She went up to him softly, sat down on the bed beside him
and waited, not taking her eyes off him Her heart throbbed and
sank. It was unendurable; he turned his deadly pale face to her. His
i ps worked, helplessly struggling to utter sonething. A pang of

terror passed through Sonia's heart.



"What's the natter?" she repeated, drawing a little away fromhim

"Not hi ng, Sonia, don't be frightened.... It's nonsense. It really is
nonsense, if you think of it,"” he nuttered, like a man in delirium
"Why have | cone to torture you?" he added suddenly, |ooking at her
"Why, really? | keep asking nmyself that question, Sonia...."

He had perhaps been asking hinself that question a quarter of an
hour before, but now he spoke hel pl essly, hardly know ng what he
said and feeling a continual trenor all over

"Ch, how you are suffering!” she nuttered in distress, |ooking
intently at him

"It's all nonsense.... Listen, Sonia." He suddenly sniled, a pale
hel pl ess snile for two seconds. "You renmenber what | neant to tell you
yest er day?"

Soni a wai ted uneasily.

"I said as | went away that perhaps | was sayi ng good-bye for
ever, but that if | cane to-day | would tell you who... who killed
Li zaveta. "

She began trenbling all over.

"Well, here I've cone to tell you."

"Then you really neant it yesterday?" she whispered with difficulty.
"How do you know?" she asked quickly, as though suddenly regaining her
reason.

Sonia's face grew pal er and pal er, and she breathed painfully.

"I know. "

She paused a m nute.

"Have they found hin?" she asked timdly.

"No. "

"Then how do you know about it?" she asked again, hardly audibly and
again after a minute's pause

He turned to her and | ooked very intently at her

"Quess," he said, with the sane distorted hel pl ess snile.

A shudder passed over her

"But you... why do you frighten ne |like this?" she said, smling



like a child.

"I must be a great friend of his... since | know," Raskol ni kov
went on, still gazing into her face, as though he could not turn his
eyes away. "He... did not nean to kill that Lizaveta... he... killed
her accidentally.... He nmeant to kill the old woman when she was al one
and he went there... and then Lizaveta cane in... he killed her too."
Anot her awful nonent passed. Both still gazed at one another

"You can't guess, then?" he asked suddenly, feeling as though he
were flinging hinself down froma steeple.

"N-no..." whispered Soni a.

"Take a good | ook."

As soon as he had said this again, the sanme famliar sensation froze
his heart. He | ooked at her and all at once seened to see in her
face the face of Lizaveta. He renmenbered clearly the expression in
Li zaveta's face, when he approached her with the axe and she stepped
back to the wall, putting out her hand, with childish terror in her
face, looking as little children do when they begin to be frightened
of something, looking intently and uneasily at what frightens them
shrinki ng back and holding out their little hands on the point of
crying. Al npost the sanme thing happened now to Sonia. Wth the sane
hel pl essness and the sane terror, she |ooked at himfor a while and,
suddenly putting out her left hand, pressed her fingers faintly
agai nst his breast and slowy began to get up fromthe bed, noving
further from himand keepi ng her eyes fixed even nore i nmovably on
him Her terror infected him The sane fear showed itself on his face.
In the same way he stared at her and alnbpst with the sane chil dish
sm |l e.

"Have you guessed?" he whispered at |ast.

"CGood God!" broke in an awful wail from her bosom

She sank helplessly on the bed with her face in the pillows, but a
monent | ater she got up, noved quickly to him seized both his hands
and, gripping themtight in her thin fingers, began |ooking into his

face again with the same intent stare. In this |ast desperate | ook she



tried to l ook into himand catch sonme | ast hope. But there was no
hope; there was no doubt remaining; it was all true! Later on, indeed,
when she recalled that noment, she thought it strange and wondered why
she had seen at once that there was no doubt. She could not have said,
for instance, that she had foreseen something of the sort- and yet

now, as soon as he told her, she suddenly fancied that she had

really foreseen this very thing.

"Stop, Sonia, enough! don't torture me," he begged her nmiserably.

It was not at all, not at all like this he had thought of telling
her, but this is how it happened.

She junped up, seening not to know what she was doi ng, and, winging
her hands, wal ked into the mddle of the room but, quickly went
back and sat down agai n beside him her shoul der al nobst touching
his. Al of a sudden she started as though she had been stabbed,
uttered a cry and fell on her knees before him she did not know why.

"What have you done- what have you done to yourself!" she said in
despair, and, junmping up, she flung herself on his neck, threw her
arms round him and held himtight.

Raskol ni kov drew back and | ooked at her with a nmournful snile.

"You are a strange girl, Sonia- you kiss ne and hug me when | tel
you about that.... You don't think what you are doing."

"There is no one- no one in the whole world now so unhappy as
you!" she cried in a frenzy, not hearing what he said, and she
suddenly broke into violent hysterical weeping.

A feeling long unfaniliar to himflooded his heart and softened it
at once. He did not struggle against it. Two tears started into his
eyes and hung on his eyel ashes.

"Then you won't | eave ne, Sonia?" he said, |ooking at her al nost
wi t h hope.

"No, no, never, nowhere!" cried Sonia. "I will follow you, | wll
foll ow you everywhere. Ch, ny God! Ch, how miserable | am ... Wy, why
didn't I know you before! Wiy didn't you cone before? Ch, dear!"”

"Here | have cone."



"Yes, now What's to be done now ... Together, together!" she
repeated as it were unconsciously, and she hugged himagain. "I'Il
follow you to Siberial™

He recoiled at this, and the sane hostile, al nost haughty smile cane
to his lips.

"Perhaps | don't want to go to Siberia yet, Sonia," he said.

Soni a | ooked at hi m qui ckly.

Again after her first passionate, agonising synmpathy for the unhappy
man the terrible idea of the nmurder overwhel med her. In his changed
tone she seened to hear the nurderer speaking. She | ooked at him
bewi | dered. She knew not hing as yet, why, how, with what object it had
been. Now all these questions rushed at once into her m nd. And
again she could not believe it: "He, he is a nurderer! Could it be
true?"

"What's the neaning of it? Wiere am1?" she said in conplete
bewi | dernment, as though still unable to recover herself. "How could
you, you, a man |ike you.... How could you bring yourself to it?..

What does it nean?"

"Ch, well- to plunder. Leave off, Sonia," he answered wearily,
al nost with vexati on.

Soni a stood as though struck dunmb, but suddenly she cried:

"You were hungry! It was... to help your nother? Yes?"

"No, Sonia, no," he nuttered, turning away and hangi ng his head.

"I was not so hungry.... | certainly did want to hel p my nother
but... that's not the real thing either.... Don't torture ne, Sonia."

Soni a cl asped her hands.

"Could it, could it all be true? Good God, what a truth! Who could
believe it? And how could you give away your last farthing and yet rob
and nurder! Ah," she cried suddenly, "that nobney you gave Katerina
I vanovna... that noney.... Can that noney..."

"No, Sonia," he broke in hurriedly, "that noney was not it. Don't

worry yoursel f! That noney ny nother sent me and it came when | was

ill, the day | gave it to you.... Razum hin sawit... he received it



for me.... That nopney was mne- ny own."

Sonia listened to himin bew | derment and did her utnbst to

conpr ehend.

"And that noney.... | don't even know really whether there was any
money, " he added softly, as though reflecting. "I took a purse off her
neck, rmade of chanobis leather... a purse stuffed full of
something... but | didn't look init; | suppose | hadn't tine....

And the things- chains and trinkets- | buried under a stone with the

purse next norning in a yard off the V__ Prospect. They are all
there now.. ... "

Soni a strained every nerve to listen

"Then why... why, you said you did it to rob, but you took nothing?"
she asked quickly, catching at a straw.

"I don't know.... | haven't yet decided whether to take that noney

or not," he said, nusing again; and, seemng to wake up with a
start, he gave a brief ironical snle. "Ach, what silly stuff | am
tal ki ng, eh?"

The thought flashed through Sonia's mind, wasn't he mad? But she
dismissed it at once. "No, it was sonething else." She could nake
not hi ng of it, nothing.

"Do you know, Sonia," he said suddenly with conviction, "let ne tel

you: if I'd sinply killed because | was hungry," laying stress on
every word and | ooking enignmatically but sincerely at her, "I should
be happy now. You nust believe that! What would it matter to you,"
he cried a nonment later with a sort of despair, "what would it
matter to you if | were to confess that | did wong! Wat do you
gain by such a stupid triunph over ne? Ah, Sonia, was it for that |I've
come to you to-day?"

Again Sonia tried to say sonething, but did not speak

"l asked you to go with ne yesterday because you are all | have
left.”

"Co where?" asked Sonia timdly.

"Not to steal and not to nmurder, don't be anxious," he smled



bitterly. "W are so different.... And you know, Sonia, it's only now,
only this nmonent that | understand where | asked you to go with ne
yesterday! Yesterday when | said it | did not know where. | asked

you for one thing, | cane to you for one thing- not to | eave ne. You
won't | eave nme, Sonia?"

She squeezed hi s hand.

"And why, why did | tell her? Wiy did | |et her know?" he cried a
mnute later in despair, looking with infinite anguish at her. "Here
you expect an explanation fromnme, Sonia; you are sitting and
waiting for it, | see that. But what can | tell you? You won't
understand and will only suffer nmisery... on nmy account! Well, you are
crying and enbracing nme again. Wiy do you do it? Because | couldn't
bear nmy burden and have conme to throw it on another: you suffer too,
and | shall feel better! And can you |love such a nean wretch?"

"But aren't you suffering, too?" cried Sonia.

Again a wave of the same feeling surged into his heart, and again

for an instant softened it.

"Sonia, | have a bad heart, take note of that. It may explain a
great deal. | have cone because | am bad. There are nen who woul dn't
have cone. But | ama coward and... a nmean wetch. But... never
m nd! That's not the point. |I nust speak now, but | don't know how
to begin."

He paused and sank into thought.

"Ach, we are so different,” he cried again, "we are not alike. And
why, why did | come? | shall never forgive nyself that."

"No, no, it was a good thing you cane," cried Sonia. "It's better
I should know, far better!"”

He | ooked at her with anguish

"What if it were really that?" he said, as though reaching a
conclusion. "Yes, that's what it was! | wanted to become a Napol eon
that is why | killed her.... Do you understand now?"

"N-no," Sonia whispered naively and tinidly. "Only speak, speak,

shal | understand, | shall understand in nyself!" she kept begging him



"You'll understand? Very well, we shall see!" He paused and was
for some time lost in neditation

"It was like this: | asked nyself one day this question- what if
Napol eon, for instance, had happened to be in ny place, and if he
had not had Toul on nor Egypt nor the passage of Mnt Blanc to begin
his career with, but instead of all those picturesque and nonunenta
things, there had sinply been sone ridiculous old hag, a pawnbroker
who had to be nurdered too to get noney fromher trunk (for his
career, you understand). Well, would he have brought hinmself to
that, if there had been no other neans? Wuldn't he have felt a pang
at its being so far from nmonunmental and... and sinful, too? Well, |
must tell you that | worried myself fearfully over that 'question
so that | was awfully ashaned when | guessed at last (all of a sudden
sonehow) that it would not have given himthe [ east pang, that it
woul d not even have struck himthat it was not nonunental ... that he
woul d not have seen that there was anything in it to pause over, and
that, if he had had no other way, he would have strangled her in a
m nute wi thout thinking about it! Well, | too... left off thinking
about it... nurdered her, following his exanple. And that's exactly
how it was! Do you think it funny? Yes, Sonia, the funniest thing of
all is that perhaps that's just howit was."

Sonia did not think it at all funny.

"You had better tell me straight out... w thout exanples," she
begged, still nmore timdly and scarcely audibly.

He turned to her, |ooked sadly at her and took her hands.

"You are right again, Sonia. O course that's all nonsense, it's
al most all talk! You see, you know of course that nmy nother has
scarcely anything, ny sister happened to have a good education and was
condemmed to drudge as a governess. All their hopes were centered on
me. | was a student, but | couldn't keep nyself at the university
and was forced for a tinme to leave it. Even if | had lingered on
like that, in ten or twelve years | night (with luck) hope to be

some sort of teacher or clerk with a salary of a thousand roubl es” (he



repeated it as though it were a lesson) "and by that time nmy nother
woul d be worn out with grief and anxiety and | could not succeed in
keeping her in confort while my sister... well, ny sister mght well
have fared worse! And it's a hard thing to pass everything by al
one's life, to turn one's back upon everything, to forget one's nother
and decorously accept the insults inflicted on one's sister. Wy
shoul d one? When one has buried themto burden oneself with others-
wife and children- and to | eave them again w thout a farthing? So |
resol ved to gain possession of the old wonan's nmoney and to use it for
my first years without worrying ny nother, to keep nyself at the
university and for a little while after leaving it- and to do this al
on a broad, thorough scale, so as to build up a conpletely new
career and enter upon a new |life of independence.... WIlIl... that's
all.... Well, of course in killing the old womran | did wong.... Well,
that's enough.™

He struggled to the end of his speech in exhaustion and let his head
si nk.

"Ch, that's not it, that's not it," Sonia cried in distress. "How
could one... no, that's not right, not right."

"You see yourself that it's not right. But |'ve spoken truly, it's
the truth.™”

"As though that could be the truth! Good God!"

"I've only killed a |l ouse, Sonia, a useless, |oathsonme, harnful
creature.”

"A hunman being- a | ouse!"

"I too know it wasn't a louse," he answered, |ooking strangely at
her. "But | amtal king nonsense, Sonia," he added. "I've been
tal ki ng nonsense a long tinme.... That's not it, you are right there.
There were quite, quite other causes for it! |I haven't talked to
anyone for so long, Sonia.... My head aches dreadfully now "

Hi s eyes shone with feverish brilliance. He was al nost delirious; an

uneasy snile strayed on his lips. His terrible exhaustion could be

seen through his excitement. Sonia saw how he was suffering. She too



was growi ng dizzy. And he tal ked so strangely; it seened sonehow
conprehensi bl e, but yet... "But how, how Good CGod!" And she wrung her
hands in despair.

"No, Sonia, that's not it," he began again suddenly, raising his
head, as though a new and sudden train of thought had struck and as it
were roused him "that's not it! Better... imagine- yes, it's
certainly better- inmagine that | amvain, envious, nalicious, base,
vindictive and... well, perhaps with a tendency to insanity. (Let's
have it all out at once! They've tal ked of nadness al ready,
noticed.) | told you just now | could not keep nyself at the
uni versity. But do you know that perhaps | might have done? Wy
not her woul d have sent ne what | needed for the fees and | could
have earned enough for clothes, boots and food, no doubt. Lessons
had turned up at half a rouble. Razumi hin works! But | turned sul ky
and wouldn't. (Yes, sulkiness, that's the right word for it!) | sat in
my roomlike a spider. You' ve been in ny den, you've seen it.... And
do you know, Sonia, that low ceilings and tiny roons cranp the sou
and the mnd? Ah, how | hated that garret! And yet | wouldn't go out
of it! I wouldn't on purpose! | didn't go out for days together, and
woul dn't work, | wouldn't even eat, | just lay there doing nothing. If
Nast asya brought nme anything, | ate it, if she didn't, | went al
day without; | wouldn't ask, on purpose, from sul ki ness! At night |
had no light, | lay in the dark and I wouldn't earn nmoney for candl es.
| ought to have studied, but | sold ny books; and the dust lies an
inch thick on the notebooks on ny table. | preferred lying still and
thinking. And | kept thinking.... And | had dreans all the tine,
strange dreans of all sorts, no need to describe! Only then | began to
fancy that... No, that's not it! Again | amtelling you wong! You see
| kept asking nyself then: why am| so stupid that if others are
stupid- and | know they are- yet | won't be wi ser? Then | saw,

Sonia, that if one waits for every one to get wiser it will take too
long.... Afterwards | understood that that would never conme to pass,

that men won't change and that nobody can alter it and that it's not



worth wasting effort over it. Yes, that's so. That's the | aw of

their nature, Sonia,... that's so!l... And | know now, Sonia, that
whoever is strong in mnd and spirit will have power over them Anyone
who is greatly daring is right in their eyes. He who despi ses nost
things will be a | awgi ver anong them and he who dares nost of all wll
be nost in the right! So it has been till now and so it will always
be. A man nmust be blind not to see it!"

Though Raskol ni kov | ooked at Sonia as he said this, he no | onger
cared whet her she understood or not. The fever had conplete hold of
him he was in a sort of gloonmy ecstasy (he certainly had been too
Il ong without talking to anyone). Sonia felt that his gloony creed
had become his faith and code.

"I divined then, Sonia," he went on eagerly, "that power is only
vouchsafed to the man who dares to stoop and pick it up. There is only
one thing, one thing needful: one has only to dare! Then for the first
time inny life an idea took shape in nmy nmind which no one had ever
t hought of before me, no one! | saw clear as daylight how strange it
is that not a single person living in this mad world has had the
daring to go straight for it all and send it flying to the devil! I...
| wanted to have the daring... and | killed her. | only wanted to have
the daring, Sonia! That was the whol e cause of it!"

"Ch hush, hush," cried Sonia, clasping her hands. "You turned away
from God and God has snmitten you, has given you over to the devil!"

"Then Sonia, when | used to lie there in the dark and all this
becane clear to ne, was it a tenptation of the devil, eh?"

"Hush, don't |augh, blasphener! You don't understand, you don't
under stand! GCh God! He won't understand!"

"Hush, Sonia! | amnot |aughing. | know nyself that it was the devi

| eadi ng me. Hush, Sonia, hush!" he repeated with gl oony insistence. "I

know it all, | have thought it all over and over and whispered it
all over to nyself, lying there in the dark.... |I've argued it al
over with myself, every point of it, and | knowit all, all! And how

sick, how sick I was then of going over it all! | have kept wanting to



forget it and nake a new begi nning, Sonia, and |eave off thinking. And
you don't suppose that | went into it headlong like a fool? | went
intoit like a wise man, and that was just ny destruction. And you
mustn't suppose that | didn't know, for instance, that if | began to
qguestion nyself whether | had the right to gain power- | certainly
hadn't the right- or that if | asked myself whether a human being is a
louse it proved that it wasn't so for ne, though it night be for a nan
who woul d go straight to his goal wi thout asking questions.... If |

worried nyself all those days, wondering whet her Napol eon woul d have

done it or not, | felt clearly of course that | wasn't Napoleon. | had
to endure all the agony of that battle of ideas, Sonia, and | |onged
to throwit off: I wanted to nurder w thout casuistry, to nurder for
my own sake, for nyself alone! | didn't want to lie about it even to

myself. It wasn't to help nmy nother | did the nurder- that's nonsense-
| didn't do the nmurder to gain wealth and power and to becone a

benef act or of manki nd. Nonsense! | sinply didit; | did the nmurder for
mysel f, for nyself alone, and whether | becane a benefactor to others,
or spent ny life |ike a spider catching nen in ny web and sucki ng

the Iife out of men, | couldn't have cared at that noment.... And it
was not the money | wanted, Sonia, when | didit. It was not so nuch
the money | wanted, but sonething else.... | knowit all now...
Understand ne! Perhaps | should never have conmitted a nurder again.
wanted to find out sonething else; it was sonething else led ne on.

I wanted to find out then and quickly whether | was a |ouse |ike
everybody el se or a man. Whether | can step over barriers or not,
whether | dare stoop to pick up or not, whether | ama trenbling
creature or whether | have the right..."

"To kill? Have the right to kill?" Sonia clasped her hands.

"Ach, Sonia!" he cried irritably and seened about to nake sone
retort, but was contenptuously silent. "Don't interrupt ne, Sonia.
want to prove one thing only, that the devil led ne on then and he has
shown ne since that | had not the right to take that path, because

amjust such a louse as all the rest. He was nocking ne and here



I've come to you now Welcone your guest! If | were not a |ouse,
should | have conme to you? Listen: when | went then to the old worman's
I only went to try.... You may be sure of that!"

"And you nurdered her!"

"But how did | murder her? Is that how nmen do nurders? Do nen go
to commit a murder as | went then? | will tell you sone day how

went! Did | nmurder the old woman? | nurdered nyself, not her!

crushed nyself once for all, for ever.... But it was the devil that
killed that old woman, not |. Enough, enough, Sonia, enough! Let me
be!" he cried in a sudden spasm of agony, "let ne be!"

He | eaned his el bows on his knees and squeezed his head in his hands
as in a vise.

"What suffering!" A wail of anguish broke from Soni a.

"Well, what am| to do now?" he asked, suddenly raising his head and
| ooking at her with a face hideously distorted by despair.

"What are you to do?" she cried, junping up, and her eyes that had
been full of tears suddenly began to shine. "Stand up!" (She seized
hi m by the shoul der, he got up, |ooking at her alnbst bew ldered.) "Go
at once, this very mnute, stand at the cross-roads, bow down, first
kiss the earth which you have defiled and then bow down to all the
world and say to all nen aloud, 'l ama nurderer!' Then God will
send you life again. WIIl you go, will you go?" she asked him
trenmbling all over, snatching his two hands, squeezing themtight in
hers and gazing at himw th eyes full of fire.

He was anazed at her sudden ecstasy.

"You nmean Siberia, Sonia? | must give nyself up?" he asked gl oomly.

"Suffer and expiate your sin by it, that's what you nmust do."

"No! | amnot going to them Sonial"

"But how will you go on living? What will you live for?" cried
Sonia, "howis it possible now? Wiy, how can you talk to your
nmot her? (Ch, what will becone of themnow) But what am | saying?

You have abandoned your nother and your sister already. He has

abandoned them al ready! Ch, God!" she cried, "why, he knows it al



hi nsel f. How, how can he live by hinself! What will becone of you
now?"

"Don't be a child, Sonia," he said softly. "What wong have | done
then? Why should | go to then? What should | say to then? That's
only a phantom ... They destroy nmen by nillions thensel ves and | ook on
it as a virtue. They are knaves and scoundrels, Sonia! | am not
going to them And what should | say to them that | nurdered her, but
did not dare to take the noney and hid it under a stone?" he added
with a bitter smle. "Wiy, they would |l augh at ne, and would call ne a
fool for not getting it. A coward and a fool! They woul dn't understand
and they don't deserve to understand. Wy should | go to then® |
won't. Don't be a child, Sonia...."

"I't will be too much for you to bear, too nmuch!" she repeated,
hol di ng out her hands in despairing supplication

"Perhaps |'ve been unfair to nyself,"” he observed gloonily,
pondering, "perhaps after all | ama nman and not a |ouse and |'ve been
in too great a hurry to condemrm nyself. 1'll nmake another fight for
it."

A haughty snile appeared on his |ips.

"What a burden to bear! And your whole life, your whole life!"

"I shall get used to it," he said grimy and thoughtfully. "Listen,"
he began a minute later, "stop crying, it's tine to talk of the facts:
I'"ve come to tell you that the police are after nme, on ny track...."
"Ach!" Sonia cried in terror
"Wel |, why do you cry out? You want ne to go to Siberia and now
you are frightened? But let me tell you: | shall not give nyself up. |
shall make a struggle for it and they won't do anything to nme. They've
no real evidence. Yesterday | was in great danger and believed | was
| ost; but to-day things are going better. Al the facts they know
can be explained two ways, that's to say | can turn their
accusations to my credit, do you understand? And | shall, for |'ve

learnt ny lesson. But they will certainly arrest ne. If it had not

been for sonething that happened, they would have done so to-day for



certain; perhaps even now they will arrest ne to-day.... But that's no
matter, Sonia; they'|ll let me out again... for there isn't any rea
proof against nme, and there won't be, | give you ny word for it. And

they can't convict a man on what they have agai nst nme. Enough.... |

only tell you that you may know.... | will try to nanage somehow to
put it to ny nother and sister so that they won't be frightened.... My
sister's future is secure, however, now, | believe... and ny

nmot her's nust be too.... Well, that's all. Be careful, though. WII

you cone and see me in prison when | amthere?”

"Ch, I will, I will."

They sat side by side, both nmournful and dejected, as though they
had been cast up by the tenpest al one on sone deserted shore. He
| ooked at Sonia and felt how great was her |love for him and strange
to say he felt it suddenly burdensonme and painful to be so |Ioved. Yes,
it was a strange and awful sensation! On his way to see Sonia he had
felt that all his hopes rested on her; he expected to be rid of at
| east part of his suffering, and now, when all her heart turned
towards him he suddenly felt that he was inmeasurably unhappier
than before.

"Sonia," he said, "you' d better not cone and see me when | amin
prison."

Soni a did not answer, she was crying. Several m nutes passed.

"Have you a cross on you?" she asked, as though suddenly thinking of
it.

He did not at first understand the question

"No, of course not. Here, take this one, of cypress wood. | have
anot her, a copper one that belonged to Lizaveta. | changed with
Li zaveta: she gave ne her cross and | gave her ny little ikon. |
will wear Lizaveta's now and give you this. Take it... it's mine!l It's

m ne, you know," she begged him "We will go to suffer together, and
together we will bear our cross!"
"Gve it me," said Raskol ni kov.

He did not want to hurt her feelings. But imediately he drew back



the hand he held out for the cross.
"Not now, Sonia. Better later," he added to confort her

"Yes, yes, better," she repeated with conviction, "when you go to
meet your suffering, then put it on. You will cone to ne, |I'Il put
it on you, we will pray and go together."

At that nonment some one knocked three tines at the door

"Sof ya Senyonovna, may | cone in?" they heard in a very fam liar and
polite voice

Soni a rushed to the door in a fright. The flaxen head of M.

Lebezi at ni kov appeared at the door

Chapter Five

LEBEZI ATNI KOV | ooked pert urbed

"I've come to you, Sofya Senyonovna," he began. "Excuse ne... |

thought | should find you," he said, addressing Raskol ni kov
suddenly, "that is, | didn't nmean anything... of that sort... But |
just thought... Katerina |Ivanovna has gone out of her mnd," he

bl urted out suddenly, turning from Raskol ni kov to Soni a.

Soni a screaned.

"At least it seems so. But... we don't know what to do, you see! She
came back- she seenms to have been turned out sonmewhere, perhaps
beaten.... So it seens at least,... She had run to your father's
fornmer chief, she didn't find himat home: he was dining at some other
general's.... Only fancy, she rushed off there, to the other
general's, and, inagine, she was so persistent that she nanaged to get
the chief to see her, had himfetched out fromdinner, it seens. You
can i magi ne what happened. She was turned out, of course; but,
according to her own story, she abused himand threw sonething at him
One may well believe it.... How it is she wasn't taken up, | can't
under stand! Now she is telling every one, including Aralia |Ivanovna;

but it's difficult to understand her, she is screaning and flinging



hersel f about.... Oh yes, she shouts that since every one has
abandoned her, she will take the children and go into the street
with a barrel-organ, and the children will sing and dance, and she
too, and collect nmoney, and will go every day under the general's
window... '"to let every one see well-born children, whose father was
an official, begging in the street.' She keeps beating the children
and they are all crying. She is teaching Lida to sing 'My Vill age,
the boy to dance, Polenka the sane. She is tearing up all the clothes,
and naking themlittle caps |ike actors; she neans to carry atin
basin and make it tinkle, instead of nusic.... She won't listen to
anything.... Imagine the state of things! It's beyond anything!"

Lebezi at ni kov woul d have gone on, but Sonia, who had heard him
al rost breat hl ess, snatched up her cloak and hat, and ran out of the
room putting on her things as she went. Raskol ni kov foll owed her
and Lebezi atni kov cane after him

"She has certainly gone mad!" he said to Raskol ni kov, as they went
out into the street. "I didn't want to frighten Sofya Senyonovna, so
said '"it seened like it,' but there isn't a doubt of it. They say that
in consunption, the tubercles sometimes occur in the brain; it's a
pity I know nothing of nedicine. | did try to persuade her, but she
woul dn't listen."

"Did you talk to her about the tubercles?"

"Not precisely of the tubercles. Besides, she wouldn't have
understood! But what | say is, that if you convince a person logically
that he has nothing to cry about, he'll stop crying. That's clear
Is it your conviction that he won't?"

"Life would be too easy if it were so," answered Raskol ni kov.

"Excuse me, excuse nme; of course it would be rather difficult for
Katerina |vanovna to understand, but do you know that in Paris they
have been conducting serious experinents as to the possibility of
curing the insane, sinply by |ogical argument? One professor there,

a scientific man of standing, lately dead, believed in the possibility

of such treatnent. His idea was that there's nothing really wong with



t he physical organi smof the insane, and that insanity is, so to
say, a logical mstake, an error of judgnent, an incorrect view of
things. He gradually showed the nadman his error and, would you
believe it, they say he was successful ? But as he nade use of
douches too, how far success was due to that treatnent renains
uncertain.... So it seens at |east."

Raskol ni kov had | ong ceased to listen. Reaching the house where he
Iived, he nodded to Lebeziatni kov and went in at the gate.
Lebezi at ni kov woke up with a start, |ooked about himand hurried on

Raskol ni kov went into his little roomand stood still in the
m ddl e of it. Wiy had he conme back here? He | ooked at the yell ow and
tattered paper, at the dust, at his sofa.... Fromthe yard cane a | oud
conti nuous knocki ng; some one seened to be hamering... He went to the
wi ndow, rose on tiptoe and | ooked out into the yard for a long tine
with an air of absorbed attention. But the yard was enpty and he could
not see who was hamering. In the house on the left he saw sonme open
wi ndows; on the windowsills were pots of sickly-1ooking geraniuns.

Li nen was hung out of the windows... He knewit all by heart. He
turned away and sat down on the sofa.

Never, never had he felt hinmself so fearfully al one!

Yes, he felt once nore that he woul d perhaps cone to hate Sonia, now
that he had made her nore miserable.

"Why had he gone to her to beg for her tears? Wat need had he to
poi son her life? Ch, the neanness of it!"

"I will remain alone," he said resolutely, "and she shall not cone
to the prison!™

Five mnutes |later he raised his head with a strange smile. That was
a strange thought.

"Perhaps it really would be better in Siberia," he thought suddenly.
He coul d not have said how | ong he sat there with vague thoughts

surging through his nind. Al at once the door opened and Douni a

cane in. At first she stood still and | ooked at himfromthe

doorway, just as he had done at Sonia; then she cane in and sat down



in the sane place as yesterday, on the chair facing him He | ooked
silently and al nost vacantly at her.

"Don't be angry, brother; |I've only cone for one nminute," said
Douni a.

Her face | ooked thoughtful but not stern. Her eyes were bright and
soft. He saw that she too had come to himw th | ove.

"Brother, now | know all, all. Dmitri Prokofitch has expl ai ned and
told me everything. They are worrying and persecuting you through a
stupid and contenptible suspicion.... Dmitri Prokofitch told ne that
there is no danger, and that you are wong in | ooking upon it with
such horror. | don't think so, and I fully understand how i ndi gnant
you nmust be, and that that indignation may have a pernanent effect

on you. That's what | amafraid of. As for your cutting yourself off

fromus, | don't judge you, | don't venture to judge you, and
forgive ne for having blamed you for it. | feel that | too, if | had
so great a trouble, should keep away fromevery one. | shall tel

nmot her nothing of this, but |I shall talk about you continually and
shall tell her fromyou that you will cone very soon. Don't worry
about her; | will set her nmind at rest; but don't you try her too
much- come once at |east; renenber that she is your nother. And now
I have cone sinply to say" (Dounia began to get up) "that if you
shoul d need nme or should need... all ny life or anything... call neg,
and 1'll cone. Good-bye!"

She turned abruptly and went towards the door

"Douni a!" Raskol ni kov stopped her and went towards her. "That
Razum hin, Dmitri Prokofitch, is a very good fellow "

Douni a flushed slightly.

"Wl | ?" she asked, waiting a noment.

"He is conpetent, hardworking, honest and capable of real |ove...
Good- bye, Dounia."

Douni a flushed crinmson, then suddenly she took al arm

"But what does it nmean, brother? Are we really parting for ever that

you... give nme such a parting nessage?"



"Never nind.... Good-bye."

He turned away, and wal ked to the wi ndow. She stood a nmonent, | ooked
at himuneasily, and went out troubl ed.

No, he was not cold to her. There was an instant (the very |last one)
when he had longed to take her in his arns and say good-bye to her
and even to tell her, but he had not dared even to touch her hand.

"Afterwards she may shudder when she renmenbers that | enbraced
her, and will feel that | stole her kiss."

"And woul d she stand that test?" he went on a few minutes later to
hinsel f. "No, she wouldn't; girls like that can't stand things! They
never do."

And he thought of Sonia.

There was a breath of fresh air fromthe wi ndow. The daylight was
fading. He took up his cap and went out.

He coul d not, of course, and would not consider how ill he was.

But all this continual anxiety and agony of mnd could not but

affect him And if he were not lying in high fever it was perhaps just
because this continual inner strain helped to keep himon his | egs and
in possession of his faculties. But this artificial excitenment could
not | ast |ong.

He wandered aimnl essly. The sun was setting. A special formof msery
had begun to oppress himof late. There was nothi ng poignant,
not hi ng acute about it; but there was a feeling of permanence, of
eternity about it; it brought a foretaste of hopel ess years of this
cold | eaden nmisery, a foretaste of an eternity "on a square yard of
space.” Towards evening this sensation usually began to weigh on him
nore heavily.

"Wth this idiotic, purely physical weakness, depending on the
sunset or sonething, one can't hel p doing sonething stupid! You'll

go to Dounia, as well as to Sonia," he nuttered bitterly.
He heard his nane called. He | ooked round. Lebeziatnikov rushed up
to him

"Only fancy, |'ve been to your room |l ooking for you. Only fancy,



she's carried out her plan, and taken away the children. Sofya
Senyonovna and | have had a job to find them She is rapping on a
frying-pan and neking the children dance. The children are crying.
They keep stopping at the cross roads and in front of shops; there's a
cromd of fools running after them Cone al ong!"

"And Soni a?" Raskol ni kov asked anxiously, hurrying after
Lebezi at ni kov.

"Sinply frantic. That is, it's not Sofya Senyonovna's frantic, but

Kat erina |vanovna, though Sofya Senyonova's frantic too. But

Katerina |Ivanovna is absolutely frantic. | tell you she is quite
mad. They' Il be taken to the police. You can fancy what an effect that
will have.... They are on the canal bank, near the bridge now, not far

from Sof ya Senyonovna's, quite close."

On the canal bank near the bridge and not two houses away fromthe
one where Sonia | odged, there was a crowd of people, consisting
principally of gutter children. The hoarse broken voice of Katerina
I vanovna coul d be heard fromthe bridge, and it certainly was a
strange spectacle likely to attract a street crowd. Katerina
Ivanovna in her old dress with the green shawl, wearing a torn straw
hat, crushed in a hideous way on one side, was really frantic. She was
exhaust ed and breathl ess. Her wasted consunptive face | ooked nore
suffering than ever, and indeed out of doors in the sunshine a
consunptive always | ooks worse than at home. But her excitement did
not flag, and every nonent her irritation grew nore intense. She
rushed at the children, shouted at them coaxed them told them before
the cromd how to dance and what to sing, began explaining to them
why it was necessary, and driven to desperation by their not
under st andi ng, beat them ... Then she woul d make a rush at the
crowd; if she noticed any decently dressed person stopping to | ook
she i medi ately appealed to himto see what these children "froma
genteel, one nmay say aristocratic, house" had been brought to. If
she heard laughter or jeering in the crowd, she would rush at once

at the scoffers and begin squabbling with them Sone people |aughed,



ot hers shook their heads, but every one felt curious at the sight of
the madwoman with the frightened children. The frying-pan of which
Lebezi at ni kov had spoken was not there, at |east Raskol ni kov did not
see it. But instead of rapping on the pan, Katerina |vanovna began
cl appi ng her wasted hands, when she made Lida and Kol ya dance and
Pol enka sing. She too joined in the singing, but broke down at the
second note with a fearful cough, which nmade her curse in despair
and even shed tears. What nmade her nobst furious was the weeping and
terror of Kolya and Lida. Sone effort had been nade to dress the
children up as street singers are dressed. The boy had on a turban
made of sonething red and white to look |like a Turk. There had been no
costune for Lida; she sinply had a red knitted cap, or rather a

ni ght cap that had bel onged to Marnel adov, decorated with a broken
pi ece of white ostrich feather, which had been Katerina |Ivanovna's
grandnot her's and had been preserved as a fanily possession. Pol enka
was in her everyday dress; she looked in tinmd perplexity at her

nmot her, and kept at her side, hiding her tears. She dimy realised her
nmot her' s condition, and | ooked uneasily about her. She was terribly
frightened of the street and the crowd. Sonia followed Katerina

I vanovna, weepi ng and beseeching her to return hone, but Katerina

I vanovna was not to be persuaded.

"Leave off, Sonia, |eave off," she shouted, speaking fast, panting
and coughing. "You don't know what you ask; you are like a child! I've
told you before that I amnot coning back to that drunken Gernan.

Let every one, let all Petersburg see the children begging in the
streets, though their father was an honourabl e man who served al

his life intruth and fidelity, and one nay say died in the
service." (Katerina |vanovna had by now invented this fantastic
story and thoroughly believed it.) "Let that wetch of a general see
it! And you are silly, Sonia: what have we to eat? Tell ne that. W
have worried you enough, | won't go on so! Ah, Rodi on Romanovitch

is that you?" she cried, seeing Raskol ni kov and rushing up to him

"Explain to this silly girl, please, that nothing better could be



done! Even organ-grinders earn their living, and every one will see at
once that we are different, that we are an honourabl e and bereaved
fam |y reduced to beggary. And that general will |ose his post, you'll
see! W shall performunder his wi ndows every day, and if the Tsar
drives by, I'Il fall on ny knees, put the children before ne, show
themto him and say 'Defend us, father.' He is the father of the
fatherless, he is merciful, he'll protect us, you'll see, and that
wetch of a general.... Lida, tenez vous droite! Kolya, you'll dance
again. Why are you whi npering? Wi npering again! Wat are you afraid
of , stupid? Goodness, what am| to do with them Rodi on Romanovitch?
If you only knew how stupid they arel What's one to do with such

chil dren?"

And she, alnost crying herself- which did not stop her
uninterrupted, rapid flow of talk- pointed to the crying children
Raskol ni kov tried to persuade her to go hone, and even said, hoping to
work on her vanity, that it was unseemy for her to be wandering about
the streets |like an organ-grinder, as she was intending to becone
the principal of a boarding-school

"A boardi ng-school, ha-ha-ha! A castle in the air,"” cried Katerina

I vanovna, her laugh ending in a cough. "No, Rodion Romanovitch, that
dreamis over! Al have forsaken us!... And that general.... You know,
Rodi on Romanovitch, | threw an inkspot at him it happened to be
standing in the waiting-roomby the paper where you sign your nane.

| wote ny nane, threwit at himand ran away. GCh the scoundrels,

the scoundrels! But enough of them now I'Il provide for the

children nyself, | won't bow down to anybody! She has had to bear
enough for us!" she pointed to Sonia. "Pol enka, how nmuch have you got?
Show ne! What, only two farthings! Ch, the mean wetches! They give us
not hing, only run after us, putting their tongues out. There, what

is that bl ockhead | aughing at?" (She pointed to a man in the crowd.)
"I't's all because Kolya here is so stupid; | have such a bother with

him What do you want, Polenka? Tell me in French, parlez noi

francais. Wiy, |'ve taught you, you know sonme phrases. Else how are



you to show that you are of good family, well brought-up children, and
not at all like other organ-grinders? W aren't going to have a
Punch and Judy show in the street, but to sing a genteel song...
Ah, yes,... What are we to sing? You keep putting ne out, but we...
you see, we are standing here, Rodion Romanovitch, to find sonething
to sing and get noney, sonething Kolya can dance to.... For, as you
can fancy, our performance is all inpronptu.... W nust talk it over
and rehearse it all thoroughly, and then we shall go to Nevsky,
where there are far nore people of good society, and we shall be
noti ced at once. Lida knows 'My Village' only, nothing but 'M
Village,' and every one sings that. W nust sing something far nore
genteel.... Well, have you thought of anything, Polenka? If only you'd
hel p your nother! My menory's quite gone, or | should have thought
of something. We really can't sing 'An Hussar.' Ah, let us sing in
French, 'Cinqgq sous,' | have taught it you, | have taught it you. And
as it is in French, people will see at once that you are children of
good famly, and that will be nmuch nore touching.... You mght sing
" Mar | borough s'en va-t-en guerre,' for that's quite a child' s song and
is sung as a lullaby in all the aristocratic houses.

Mar | bor ough s'en va-t-en guerre

Ne sait quand reviendra..

she began singing. "But no, better sing 'C ng sous.' Now, Kolya,
your hands on your hips, make haste, and you, Lida, keep turning the
ot her way, and Pol enka and I will sing and clap our hands!
C ng sous, cing sous

Pour nonter notre nenage.

(Cough- cough-cough!) Set your dress straight, Polenka, it's

sl i pped down on your shoul ders,” she observed, panting from

coughing. "Now it's particularly necessary to behave nicely and



genteelly, that all may see that you are well-born children. | said at
the tinme that the bodice should be cut |onger, and made of two wi dths.
It was your fault, Sonia, with your advice to nake it shorter, and now
you see the child is quite deformed by it.... Wy, you're all crying
again! What's the matter, stupids? Cone, Kolya, begin. Mike haste,

make haste! Oh, what an unbearabl e chil d!

G ng sous, cing sous.

A policeman again! Wat do you want ?"

A policeman was indeed forcing his way through the crowd. But at
that nmonent a gentlenman in civilian uniformand an overcoat- a
solid-1ooking official of about fifty with a decoration on his neck
(whi ch delighted Katerina Ivanovna and had its effect on the
pol i ceman) - approached and without a word handed her a green
three-rouble note. His face wore a | ook of genuine synpat hy.
Katerina |Ivanovna took it and gave hima polite, even cerenpnious,
bow

"I thank you, honoured sir," she began loftily. "The causes that
have induced us (take the noney, Pol enka: you see there are generous
and honour abl e people who are ready to help a poor gentlewonan in
di stress). You see, honoured sir, these orphans of good famly-
m ght even say of aristocratic connections- and that wetch of a
general sat eating grouse... and stanped at my disturbing him ' Your
excel lency,' | said, 'protect the orphans, for you knew ny late
husband, Senyon Zaharovitch, and on the very day of his death the
basest of scoundrels slandered his only daughter.'... That policenan
again! Protect me," she cried to the official. "Wy is that
pol i ceman edging up to nme? W have only just run away from one of
them Wat do you want, fool ?"

"It's forbidden in the streets. You nustn't make a disturbance.”

"It's you're nmaking a disturbance. It's just the sane as if | were

grinding an organ. \What business is it of yours?"



"You have to get a licence for an organ, and you haven't got one,
and in that way you collect a crowd. \Where do you | odge?"

"What, a |license?" wailed Katerina Ivanovna. "l buried ny husband
to-day. What need of a license?"

"Cal myoursel f, madam cal myourself,"” began the official. "Come
along; | will escort you.... This is no place for you in the crowd.
You are ill."

"Honoured sir, honoured sir, you don't know, " screaned Katerina
I vanovna. "We are going to the Nevsky.... Sonia, Sonial Were is
she? She is crying too! What's the matter with you all? Kolya, Lida,
where are you goi ng?" she cried suddenly in alarm "Ch, silly
children! Kolya, Lida, where are they off to?..."

Kol ya and Lida, scared out of their wits by the crowmd, and their
nmot her' s mad pranks, suddenly seized each other by the hand, and ran
off at the sight of the policenan who wanted to take them away
somewhere. Weepi ng and wailing, poor Katerina lvanovna ran after them
She was a piteous and unseenmly spectacle, as she ran, weeping and
panting for breath. Sonia and Pol enka rushed after them

"Bring them back, bring them back, Sonia! Ch stupid, ungratefu
children!... Polenka! catch them... It's for your sakes I..."

She stunbl ed as she ran and fell down.

"She's cut herself, she's bleeding! Oh, dear!" cried Sonia,
bendi ng over her.

Al'l ran up and crowded round. Raskol ni kov and Lebezi at ni kov were the
first at her side, the official too hastened up, and behind himthe
pol i ceman who nuttered, "Bother!" with a gesture of inpatience,
feeling that the job was going to be a troubl esonme one.

"Pass on! Pass on!" he said to the crowd that pressed forward.

"She's dying," sone one shout ed.

"She's gone out of her mnd," said another

"Lord have nercy upon us," said a woman, crossing herself. "Have
they caught the little girl and the boy? They're bei ng brought back

the el der one's got them ... Ah, the naughty inps!"



When t hey exam ned Katerina |vanovna carefully, they saw that she
had not cut herself against a stone, as Sonia thought, but that the
bl ood that stained the pavenent red was from her chest.

"I've seen that before,"” nmuttered the official to Raskol ni kov and
Lebezi at ni kov; "that's consunption; the blood flows and chokes the
patient. | saw the same thing with a relative of ny own not |ong
ago... nearly a pint of blood, all in a mnute.... Wat's to be done
t hough? She is dying."

"This way, this way, to ny rooml" Sonia inplored. "I live here!..
See, that house, the second fromhere.... Conme to me, make haste," she
turned fromone to the other. "Send for the doctor! Ch, dear!™

Thanks to the official's efforts, this plan was adopted, the
pol i ceman even helping to carry Katerina |vanovha. She was carried
to Sonia's room al nost unconscious, and laid on the bed. The bl ood
was still flow ng, but she seenmed to be comi ng to herself.
Raskol ni kov, Lebezi atni kov, and the official acconpanied Sonia into
the room and were foll owed by the policeman, who first drove back
the crowd which followed to the very door. Pol enka cane in hol ding
Kol ya and Lida, who were trenbling and weeping. Several persons camne
in too fromthe Kapernaunovs' room the landlord, a | ane one-eyed
man of strange appearance with whiskers and hair that stood up like
a brush, his wife, a woman with an everlastingly scared expression,
and several open-nouthed children with wonder-struck faces. Anong
these, Svidrigailov suddenly nade his appearance. Raskol ni kov | ooked
at himw th surprise, not understanding where he had cone from and not
having noticed himin the cromd. A doctor and priest wore spoken of.
The official whispered to Raskol ni kov that he thought it was too
| ate now for the doctor, but he ordered himto be sent for
Kaper naunov ran hinsel f.

Meanwhi | e Katerina |vanovna had regai ned her breath. The bl eedi ng
ceased for a time. She looked with sick but intent and penetrating
eyes at Sonia, who stood pale and trenbling, w ping the sweat from her

brow wi th a handkerchief. At |ast she asked to be raised. They sat her



up on the bed, supporting her on both sides.

"VWhere are the children?" she said in a faint voice. "You' ve brought
them Pol enka? Oh the sillies! Wiy did you run away.... Cch!"

Once nore her parched |ips were covered with bl ood. She noved her
eyes, | ooking about her

"So that's how you live, Sonia! Never once have | been in your
room"

She | ooked at her with a face of suffering.

"W have been your ruin, Sonia. Polenka, Lida, Kolya, cone here!
Well, here they are, Sonia, take themall! | hand them over to you
I've had enough! The ball is over. (Cough!) Lay me down, let nme die in
peace. "

They laid her back on the pillow.

"VWhat, the priest? | don't want him You haven't got a rouble to
spare. | have no sins. God nust forgive ne without that. He knows
how | have suffered.... And if He won't forgive nme, | don't care!"

She sank nmore and nore into uneasy delirium At tinmes she shuddered,
turned her eyes fromside to side, recognised every one for a
m nute, but at once sank into deliriumagain. Her breathing was hoarse
and difficult, there was a sort of rattle in her throat.

"I said to him your excellency," she ejacul ated, gasping after each
word. "That Amalia Ludw govna, ah! Lida, Kolya, hands on your hips,
make haste! dissez, glissez! pas de basque! Tap with your heels, be a
graceful child!

Du hast D amanten und Perl en

What next? That's the thing to sing.

Du hast di e schonsten Augen

Madchen, was will st du nehr?

"What an idea! Was willst du nehr. Wat things the fool invents! Ah,



yes!

In the heat of midday in the val e of Dagestan

"Ah, how !l loved it! | loved that song to distraction, Polenka! Your
father, you know, used to sing it when we were engaged.... Ch those
days! Ch that's the thing for us to sing! How does it go? |I've
forgotten. Remi nd nme! How was it?"

She was violently excited and tried to sit up. At last, in a
horri bly hoarse, broken voice, she began, shrieking and gaspi ng at
every word, with a |l ook of growing terror.

"In the heat of midday!... in the vale!... of Dagestan!... Wth |ead
inny breast!..."

"Your excellency!" she wailed suddenly with a heartrendi ng scream
and a flood of tears, "protect the orphans! You have been their
father's guest... one may say aristocratic...." She started, regaining
consci ousness, and gazed at all with a sort of terror, but at once
recogni sed Soni a.

"Sonia, Sonia!" she articulated softly and caressingly, as though
surprised to find her there. "Sonia darling, are you here, too?"

They lifted her up again.

"Enough! It's over! Farewell, poor thing! |I amdone for! | am
broken!" she cried with vindictive despair, and her head fel
heavily back on the pill ow

She sank into unconsci ousness again, but this time it did not I|ast
| ong. Her pale, yellow wasted face dropped back, her nouth fell open
her | eg noved convul sively, she gave a deep, deep sigh and died.

Sonia fell upon her, flung her arnms about her, and remained
nmotionl ess with her head pressed to the dead woman's wasted bosom
Pol enka threw herself at her nother's feet, kissing them and weeping
violently. Though Kol ya and Lida did not understand what had happened,
they had a feeling that it was sonmething terrible; they put their

hands on each other's little shoul ders, stared straight at one another



and both at once opened their nouths and began screaning. They were
both still in their fancy dress; one in a turban, the other in the cap
with the ostrich feather.

And how did "the certificate of nmerit" cone to be on the bed
besi de Katerina lIvanovna? It lay there by the pillow Raskol ni kov
saw it.

He wal ked away to the w ndow. Lebeziatni kov skipped up to him

"She is dead," he said.

"Rodi on Romanovitch, | mnmust have two words with you," said
Svidrigailov, conming up to them

Lebezi at ni kov at once nmade room for himand delicately w thdrew.
Svidrigail ov drew Raskol ni kov further away.

"I will undertake all the arrangenents, the funeral and that. You
know it's a question of noney and, as | told you, | have plenty to
spare. | will put those two little ones and Pol enka i nto sone good
orphan asylum and | will settle fifteen hundred roubles to be paid to
each on com ng of age, so that Sofya Senyonovna need have no anxiety
about them And | will pull her out of the nud too, for she is a
good girl, isn't she? So tell Avdotya Romanovna that that is how I
am spendi ng her ten thousand.”

"What is your notive for such benevol ence?" asked Raskol ni kov.

"Ah! you sceptical person!" |aughed Svidrigailov. "I told you
had no need of that noney. Wn't you adnmit that it's sinply done
fromhunmanity? She wasn't 'a |ouse,' you know' (he pointed to the
corner where the dead worman lay), "was she, |ike sone old pawnbroker
worman? Come, you'll agree, is Luzhin to go on living, and doing w cked
things or is she to die? And if |I didn't help them Polenka would go
the same way."

He said this with an air of a sort of gay w nking slyness, keeping
his eyes fixed on Raskol ni kov, who turned white and cold, hearing
his own phrases, spoken to Sonia. He quickly stepped back and | ooked
wildly at Svidrigailov.

"How do you know?" he whi spered, hardly able to breathe.



"Way, | | odge here at Madanme Resslich's, the other side of the wall.

Here i s Kapernaunov, and there |ives Madane Resslich, an old and

devoted friend of mne. | ama nei ghbour."
"You?"
"Yes," continued Svidrigailov, shaking with laughter. "I assure

you on ny honour, dear Rodi on Ronanovitch, that you have interested ne

enornmously. | told you we should beconme friends, | foretold it.
Well, here we have. And you will see what an accommodati ng person |
am You'll see that you can get on with ne!"
PART SI X
Chapter One

A STRANGE period began for Raskol nikov: it was as though a fog had
fallen upon himand wapped himin a dreary solitude from which
there was no escape. Recalling that period Iong after, he believed
that his mnd had been clouded at times, and that it had continued so,
with intervals, till the final catastrophe. He was convinced that he
had been m staken about nmany things at that tine, for instance as to
the date of certain events. Anyway, when he tried |later on to piece
his recollections together, he learnt a great deal about hinself
fromwhat other people told him He had nixed up incidents and had
expl ai ned events as due to circunstances which existed only in his
i magi nation. At times he was a prey to agoni es of norbid uneasiness,
anounting sonetinmes to panic. But he renenbered, too, nonents
hours, perhaps whol e days, of conpl ete apathy, which came upon him
as a reaction fromhis previous terror and m ght be conpared with
the abnormal insensibility, sometines seen in the dying. He seened
to be trying in that latter stage to escape froma full and cl ear
understandi ng of his position. Certain essential facts which
required i nmedi ate consideration were particularly irksome to him How

gl ad he woul d have been to be free fromsone cares, the neglect of



whi ch woul d have threatened himw th conplete, inevitable ruin.

He was particularly worried about Svidrigailov, he might be said
to be permanently thinking of Svidrigailov. Fromthe tinme of
Svidrigailov's too nenaci ng and unni stakabl e words in Sonia's room
at the nmoment of Katerina |Ivanovna's death, the normal working of
his mnd seened to break down. But although this new fact caused him
extrenme uneasi ness, Raskol nikov was in no hurry for an explanation
of it. At times, finding hinself in a solitary and renote part of
the town, in some wetched eating-house, sitting alone lost in
t hought, hardly knowi ng how he had cone there, he suddenly thought
of Svidrigailov. He recognised suddenly, clearly, and with di smay that
he ought at once to conme to an understanding with that man and to nake
what terns he could. Wal king outside the city gates one day, he
positively fancied that they had fixed a neeting there, that he was
waiting for Svidrigailov. Another time he woke up before daybreak
I ying on the ground under sone bushes and could not at first
under stand how he had come there.

But during the two or three days after Katerina |lvanovna's death, he
had two or three tinmes net Svidrigailov at Sonia's | odging, where he
had gone ainm essly for a nonent. They exchanged a few words and made
no reference to the vital subject, as though they were tacitly
agreed not to speak of it for a tine.

Kateri na |Ivanovna's body was still lying in the coffin, Svidrigailov
was busy maki ng arrangenents for the funeral. Sonia too was very busy.
At their last neeting Svidrigailov inforned Raskol ni kov that he had
made an arrangenent, and a very satisfactory one, for Katerina
I vanovna's children; that he had, through certain connections,
succeeded in getting hold of certain personages by whose help the
three orphans could be at once placed in very suitable institutions;
that the noney he had settled on them had been of great assistance, as
it is much easier to place orphans with sone property than destitute
ones. He said sonething too about Sonia and promised to cone hinself

in a day or two to see Raskol ni kov, nentioning that "he would |ike



to consult with him that there were things they nust talk over....'

This conversation took place in the passage on the stairs.
Svidrigailov | ooked intently at Raskol ni kov and suddenly, after a
brief pause, dropping his voice, asked: "But howis it, Rodion
Romanovi tch; you don't seem yourself? You | ook and you |isten, but you
don't seemto understand. Cheer up! We'll talk things over; | am
only sorry, |I've so nuch to do of ny own busi ness and ot her
peopl e's. Ah, Rodi on Romanovitch,"” he added suddenly, "what all nen
need is fresh air, fresh air... nore than anything!"

He noved to one side to make way for the priest and server, who were
com ng up the stairs. They had conme for the requiem service. By
Svidrigailov's orders it was sung twice a day punctually. Svidrigail ov
went his way. Raskol ni kov stood still a nmonent, thought, and
followed the priest into Sonia's room He stood at the door. They
began quietly, slowy and nournfully singing the service. Fromhis
chi l dhood the thought of death and the presence of death had something
oppressive and mysteriously awful; and it was | ong since he had
heard the requi em service. And there was sonething else here as
well, too awmful and disturbing. He | ooked at the children: they were
all kneeling by the coffin; Pol enka was weepi ng. Behind them Soni a
prayed, softly, and, as it were, timdly weeping.

"These | ast two days she hasn't said a word to nme, she hasn't
gl anced at ne," Raskol ni kov thought suddenly. The sunlight was
bright in the room the incense rose in clouds; the priest read, "G ve
rest, oh Lord...." Raskol ni kov stayed all through the service. As he
bl essed them and took his | eave, the priest |ooked round strangely.
After the service, Raskolnikov went up to Sonia. She took both his
hands and | et her head sink on his shoulder. This slight friendly
gesture bew | dered Raskol ni kov. It seened strange to himthat there
was no trace of repugnance, no trace of disgust, no trenor in her
hand. It was the furthest Iimt of self-abnegation, at |east so he
interpreted it.

Soni a sai d not hing. Raskol ni kov pressed her hand and went out. He



felt very miserable. If it had been possible to escape to sone
solitude, he would have thought hinself |ucky, even if he had to spend
his whole Iife there. But although he had al nost al ways been by
hi msel f of late, he had never been able to feel alone. Sonetines he
wal ked out of the town on to the high road, once he had even reached a
little wood, but the Ionelier the place was, the nore he seened to
be aware of an uneasy presence near him It did not frighten him
but greatly annoyed him so that he nade haste to return to the
town, to mngle with the crowmd, to enter restaurants and taverns, to
wal k in busy thoroughfares. There he felt easier and even nore
solitary. One day at dusk he sat for an hour listening to songs in a
tavern and he renenbered that he positively enjoyed it. But at |ast he
had suddenly felt the same uneasi ness again, as though his
conscience snote him "Here | sit listening to singing, is that what |
ought to be doing?" he thought. Yet he felt at once that that was
not the only cause of his uneasiness; there was something requiring
i medi at e deci sion, but it was sonething he could not clearly
understand or put into words. It was a hopeless tangle. "No, better
the struggle again! Better Porfiry again... or Svidrigailov.... Better
some chal | enge again... sone attack. Yes, yes!"™ he thought. He went
out of the tavern and rushed away al nbost at a run. The thought of
Douni a and his nother suddenly reduced himalnost to a panic. That
ni ght he woke up before norning anong sonme bushes in Krestovsky
Island, trenbling all over with fever; he wal ked hone, and it was
early norning when he arrived. After sonme hours' sleep the fever
left him but he woke up late, two o' clock in the afternoon

He renenbered that Katerina |vanovna's funeral had been fixed for
that day, and was glad that he was not present at it. Nastasya brought
hi m some food; he ate and drank with appetite, alnbst w th greedi ness.
Hi s head was fresher and he was cal ner than he had been for the |ast
three days. He even felt a passing wonder at his previous attacks of
pani c.

The door opened and Razum hin cane in.



"Ah, he's eating, then he's not ill," said Razunmi hin. He took a
chair and sat down at the table opposite Raskol ni kov.

He was troubled and did not attenpt to conceal it. He spoke with
evi dent annoyance, but w thout hurry or raising his voice. He |ooked
as though he had sone special fixed determ nation.

"Listen," he began resolutely. "As far as | am concerned, you nay
all go to hell, but fromwhat | see, it's clear to ne that | can't

make head or tail of it; please don't think I've conme to ask you

questions. | don't want to know, hang it! If you begin telling ne your
secrets, | dare say | shouldn't stay to listen, |I should go away
cursing. | have only come to find out once for all whether it's a fact

that you are mad? There is a conviction in the air that you are nmad or
very nearly so. | adnmit |'ve been disposed to that opinion nmyself,
judging fromyour stupid, repul sive and quite inexplicable actions,
and from your recent behavior to your nother and sister. Only a
monster or a madman could treat them as you have; so you nust be mad."
"When did you see them| ast?"
"Just now. Haven't you seen them since then? Wat have you been
doing with yourself? Tell ne, please. |'ve been to you three tines
al ready. Your nother has been seriously ill since yesterday. She had
made up her mind to cone to you; Avdotya Romanovna tried to prevent
her; she wouldn't hear a word. 'If he is ill, if his mindis giving
way, who can look after himlike his nother? she said. W all cane
here together, we couldn't let her cone alone all the way. W kept
begging her to be calm W canme in, you weren't here; she sat down,
and stayed ten mnutes, while we stood waiting in silence. She got
up and said: 'If he's gone out, that is, if he is well, and has
forgotten his nmother, it's humliating and unseemy for his nother

to stand at his door begging for kindness.' She returned honme and took

to her bed; now she is in a fever. '|I see,' she said, 'that he has
time for his girl.' She neans by your girl Sofya Semyonovna, your
betrothed or your mistress, | don't know | went at once to Sofya

Senyonovna's, for | wanted to know what was going on. | | ooked



round, | saw the coffin, the children crying, and Sofya Semyonovna
trying on them nourning dresses. No sign of you. | apol ogi sed, cane
away, and reported to Avdotya Romanovha. So that's all nonsense and
you haven't got a girl; the nost likely thing is that you are nmad. But
here you sit, guzzling boiled beef as though you' d not had a bite
for three days. Though as far as that goes, madnen eat too, but though
you have not said a word to nme yet... you are not nad! That |'d swear!
Above all, you are not mad. So you may go to hell, all of you, for
there's sonme nystery, sone secret about it, and | don't intend to
worry ny brains over your secrets. So |'ve sinply come to swear at
you," he finished, getting up, "to relieve ny mnd. And | know what to
do now. "

"What do you nmean to do now?"

"What business is it of yours what | nmean to do?"

"You are going in for a drinking bout."

"How. .. how did you know?"

"Why, it's pretty plain.”

Razum hi n paused for a m nute.

"You al ways have been a very rational person and you've never been
mad, never," he observed suddenly with warnth. "You're right: |
shal | drink. Good-bye!"

And he noved to go out.

"I was talking with ny sister- the day before yesterday |I think it
was- about you, Razumi hin."

"About nme! But... where can you have seen her the day before
yest erday?" Razum hin stopped short and even turned a little pale.

One could see that his heart was throbbing slowy and violently.

"She canme here by herself, sat there and talked to ne."

"She did!"

"Yes."

"What did you say to her... | nean, about ne?"

"I told her you were a very good, honest, and industrious nman.

didn't tell her you | ove her, because she knows that herself."



"She knows that hersel f?"

"Vell, it's pretty plain. Wierever | mght go, whatever happened
to ne, you would renmain to | ook after them |, so to speak, give
theminto your keeping, Razumihin. | say this because | know quite

wel |l how you | ove her, and am convinced of the purity of your heart.
know t hat she too nay | ove you and perhaps does | ove you al ready.
Now deci de for yourself, as you know best, whether you need go in

for a drinking bout or not."

"Rodya! You see... well.... Ach, dam it! But where do you nean to
go? O course, if it's all a secret, never mind.... But I... | shall
find out the secret... and I amsure that it must be sone ridicul ous

nonsense and that you've nade it all up. Anyway you are a capita
fellow, a capital fellow"...

"That was just what | wanted to add, only you interrupted, that that
was a very good decision of yours not to find out these secrets. Leave
it totime, don't worry about it. You'll knowit all in time when it
must be. Yesterday a man said to ne that what a man needs is fresh
air, fresh air, fresh air. | mean to go to himdirectly to find out
what he neant by that."

Razum hin stood lost in thought and excitenent, making a silent
concl usi on.

"He's a political conspirator! He nust be. And he's on the eve of
some desperate step, that's certain. It can only be that! And... and

Douni a knows, " he thought suddenly.

"So Avdotya Ronmanovna cones to see you," he said, weighing each
syllable, "and you're going to see a man who says we need nore air,
and so of course that letter... that too nust have sonething to do
with it," he concluded to hinself.

"What letter?”

"She got a letter to-day. It upset her very much- very nuch
i ndeed. Too nuch so. | began speaking of you, she begged ne not to.

Then... then she said that perhaps we should very soon have to part..

then she began warmy thanking nme for sonething; then she went to



her room and | ocked herself in.
"She got a letter?" Raskol ni kov asked thoughtfully.
"Yes, and you didn't know? hm.."

They were both silent.

" Good- bye, Rodion. There was a tine, brother, when I... Never
m nd, good-bye. You see, there was a tine.... Wl I, good-bye! | nust
be off too. | amnot going to drink. There's no need now.... That's
all stuffl™

He hurried out; but when he had al nost cl osed the door behind him
he suddenly opened it again, and said, |ooking away:

"Ch, by the way, do you renenber that nurder, you know Porfiry's,
that old wonan? Do you know the nurderer has been found, he has
confessed and given the proofs. It's one of those very worknen, the
pai nter, only fancy! Do you renenber | defended them here? Wuld you
believe it, all that scene of fighting and | aughing with his conpanion
on the stairs while the porter and the two wi tnesses were going up, he
got up on purpose to disarm suspicion. The cunning, the presence of
m nd of the young dog! One can hardly credit it; but it's his own
expl anation, he has confessed it all. And what a fool | was about
it! Well, he's sinply a genius of hypocrisy and resourceful ness in
di sarm ng the suspicions of the | awers- so there's nothing nuch to
wonder at, | suppose! O course people like that are always
possi ble. And the fact that he couldn't keep up the character, but
confessed, makes himeasier to believe in. But what a fool | was! |
was frantic on their sidel™

"Tell nme please fromwhomdid you hear that, and why does it
i nterest you so?" Raskol ni kov asked with unm stakabl e agitation

"What next? You ask me why it interests nmel... Well, | heard it from
Porfiry, anong others... It was fromhimIl heard alnost all about it."

"From Porfiry?"

"From Porfiry."

"What... what did he say?" Raskol ni kov asked in di smay.

"He gave ne a capital explanation of it. Psychologically, after



his fashion."

"He explained it? Explained it hinself?"

"Yes, yes; good-bye. I'Il tell you all about it another tinme, but
now |I' m busy. There was a time when | fancied... But no matter,
another tine!... What need is there for ne to drink now? You have nade
me drunk without wine. | amdrunk, Rodya! Good-bye, |I'mgoing. |'ll

cone again very soon."

He went out.

"He's a political conspirator, there's not a doubt about it,"
Razumi hi n decided, as he slowy descended the stairs. "And he's
drawn his sister in; that's quite, quite in keeping with Avdotya
Romanovna's character. There are interviews between thenl... She
hinted at it too... So many of her words.... and hints... bear that
meani ng! And how el se can all this tangle be explained? HM And
was al nost thinking... Good heavens, what | thought! Yes, | took |eave
of nmy senses and | wonged him It was his doing, under the lanp in

the corridor that day. Pfoo! \Wat a crude, nasty, vile idea on ny

part! N kolay is a brick, for confessing.... And how clear it all is
now His illness then, all his strange actions... before this, in
the university, how norose he used to be, how gloony.... But what's

the nmeaning now of that letter? There's sonething in that, too,
per haps. Womwas it fron? | suspect...! No, | must find out!"”

He t hought of Dounia, realising all he had heard and his heart
t hr obbed, and he suddenly broke into a run

As soon as Razumi hin went out, Raskol ni kov got up, turned to the
wi ndow, wal ked into one corner and then into another, as though
forgetting the snmallness of his room and sat down again on the
sofa. He felt, so to speak, renewed; again the struggle, so a neans of
escape had cone.

"Yes, a neans of escape had cone! It had been too stifling, too
cranpi ng, the burden had been too agonising. A lethargy had come
upon himat tinmes. Fromthe nonment of the scene with N kol ay at

Porfiry's he had been suffocating, penned in wthout hope of escape.



After Nikolay's confession, on that very day had conme the scene with
Soni a; his behaviour and his |ast words had been utterly unlike
anyt hi ng he coul d have i magi ned beforehand; he had grown feebler,
instantly and fundanmentally! And he had agreed at the time with Sonia,
he had agreed in his heart he could not go on living alone with such a
thing on his m nd!

"And Svidrigailov was a riddle... He worried him that was true, but
somehow not on the sanme point. He might still have a struggle to
come with Svidrigailov. Svidrigailov, too, mght be a neans of escape;
but Porfiry was a different natter.

"And so Porfiry hinself had explained it to Razum hin, had expl ai ned
it psychologically. He had begun bringing in his damed psychol ogy
again! Porfiry? But to think that Porfiry should for one nmonent
believe that N kolay was guilty, after what had passed between them
before Ni kol ay's appearance, after that tete-a-tete interview, which
coul d have only one explanation? (During those days Raskol ni kov had
often recal |l ed passages in that scene with Porfiry; he could not
bear to let his nmind rest on it.) Such words, such gestures had passed
bet ween them they had exchanged such gl ances, things had been said in
such a tone and had reached such a pass, that N kolay, whom Porfiry
had seen through at the first word, at the first gesture, could not
have shaken his conviction

"And to think that even Razum hin had begun to suspect! The scene in
the corridor under the lanp had produced its effect then. He had
rushed to Porfiry.... But what had induced the latter to receive him
i ke that? What had been his object in putting Razum hin off with
Ni kol ay? He nust have sone plan; there was sone design, but what was
it? It was true that a long tine had passed since that norning- too
long a time- and no sight nor sound of Porfiry. Well, that was a bad
sign...."

Raskol ni kov took his cap and went out of the room stil
pondering. It was the first tine for a long while that he had felt

clear in his nmnd, at least. "I nust settle Svidrigailov," he thought,



"and as soon as possible; he, too, seens to be waiting for nme to
come to himof my own accord.” And at that nonent there was such a
rush of hate in his weary heart that he might have killed either of
those two- Porfiry or Svidrigailov. At least he felt that he would
be capable of doing it later, if not now

"W shall see, we shall see," he repeated to hinself.

But no sooner had he opened the door than he stunbl ed upon Porfiry
hinself in the passage. He was comng in to see him Raskol ni kov was
dunbf ounded for a minute, but only for one mnute. Strange to say,
he was not very much astoni shed at seeing Porfiry and scarcely
afraid of him He was sinply startled, but was quickly, instantly,
on his guard. "Perhaps this will nmean the end? But how could Porfiry
have approached so quietly, like a cat, so that he had heard
not hi ng? Coul d he have been |istening at the door?"

"You didn't expect a visitor, Rodion Romanovitch,"” Porfiry
expl ai ned, laughing. "I've been nmeaning to look in a long tine; |
was passing by and t hought why not go in for five mnutes. Are you
going out? | won't keep you long. Just let ne have one cigarette.”

"Sit down, Porfiry Petrovitch, sit down." Raskol ni kov gave his
visitor a seat with so pleased and friendly an expression that he
woul d have nmarvelled at hinself, if he could have seen it.

The | ast nonent had cone, the last drops had to be drained! So a man
will sonetines go through half an hour of nortal terror with a
brigand, yet when the knife is at his throat at last, he feels no
fear.

Raskol ni kov seated hinself directly facing Porfiry, and | ooked at
himwi thout flinching. Porfiry screwed up his eyes and began
lighting a cigarette.

" Speak, speak," seened as though it would burst from Raskol ni kov's

heart. "Conme, why don't you speak?"



Chapter Two

"AH THESE cigarettes!" Porfiry Petrovitch ejaculated at |ast, having
I ighted one. "They are pernicious, positively pernicious, and yet |
can't give themup! | cough, | begin to have tickling in my throat and
a difficulty in breathing. You know |l ama coward, | went lately to
Dr. B_n; he always gives at least half an hour to each patient. He
positively |laughed | ooking at nme; he sounded me: ' Tobacco's bad for

you,' he said, 'your lungs are affected.' But howam!| to give it
up? What is there to take its place? | don't drink, that's the

m schi ef, he-he-he, that | don't. Everything is relative, Rodion
Romanovi tch, everything is relative!"

"Wy, he's playing his professional tricks again," Raskol ni kov
thought with disgust. Al the circunstances of their last interview
suddenly cane back to him and he felt a rush of the feeling that
had come upon himthen.

"I came to see you the day before yesterday, in the evening; you
didn't know?" Porfiry Petrovitch went on, |ooking round the room "I
came into this very room | was passing by, just as | did to-day,
and | thought I'd return your call. | walked in as your door was
wi de open, | | ooked round, waited and went out without |eaving ny nane
with your servant. Don't you | ock your door?"

Raskol ni kov' s face grew nore and nore gloony. Porfiry seened to
guess his state of m nd.

"I've come to have it out with you, Rodion Romanovitch, ny dear
fellow | owe you an explanation and nust give it to you," he
continued with a slight snile, just patting Raskol ni kov's knee.

But al nost at the same instant a serious and careworn | ook canme into
his face; to his surprise Raskol ni kov saw a touch of sadness in it. He
had never seen and never suspected such an expression in his face.

"A strange scene passed between us last tine we net, Rodion
Romanovitch. Qur first interview, too, was a strange one; but

then... and one thing after another! This is the point: | have perhaps



acted unfairly to you; | feel it. Do you renenber how we parted?
Your nerves were unhinged and your knees were shaking and so were

m ne. And, you know, our behavi our was unseenly, even ungentl emanly.

And yet we are gentlenen, above all, in any case, gentlenen; that nust
be understood. Do you renmenber what we cane to?... it was quite
i ndecorous. "

"What is he up to, what does he take ne for?" Raskol ni kov asked
hinsel f in amazenment, raising his head and | ooking with open eyes on
Porfiry.

"I'"ve decided openness is better between us," Porfiry Petrovitch
went on, turning his head away and droppi ng his eyes, as though
unwi | ling to disconcert his former victimand as though disdaining his
fornmer wiles. "Yes, such suspicions and such scenes cannot continue
for long. Nikolay put a stop to it, or | don't know what we mi ght
not have cone to. That dammed workman was sitting at the tine in the
next room can you realise that? You know that, of course; and | am
aware that he came to you afterwards. But what you supposed then was
not true: | had not sent for any one, | had nmade no ki nd of
arrangenents. You ask why | hadn't? What shall | say to you: it had
all cone upon ne so suddenly. | had scarcely sent for the porters (you
noti ced themas you went out, | dare say). An idea flashed upon ne;

I was firmy convinced at the tinme, you see, Rodi on Romanovitch. Cone,
| thought- even if | let one thing slip for a tine, | shall get hold
of something else- | shan't | ose what | want, anyway. You are
nervously irritable, Rodion Romanovitch, by tenperanent; it's out of
proportion with other qualities of your heart and character, which I
flatter nyself | have to sone extent divined. O course | did

reflect even then that it does not always happen that a nman gets up
and blurts out his whole story. It does happen sonetines, if you

make a man | ose all patience, though even then it's rare. | was
capable of realising that. If | only had a fact, | thought, the

least little fact to go upon, sonmething | could lay hold of, sonething

tangi bl e, not nmerely psychological. For if a man is guilty, you nust



be able to get sonething substantial out of him one may reckon upon
nmost surprising results indeed. | was reckoning on your tenperanent,
Rodi on Romanovi tch, on your tenperament above all things! | had
great hopes of you at that tine."

"But what are you driving at now?" Raskol nikov nuttered at | ast,
asking the question w thout thinking.

"What is he tal king about?" he wondered distractedly, "does he
really take ne to be innocent?"

"What am | driving at? |I've cone to explain nyself, | consider it ny
duty, so to speak. | want to make clear to you how t he whol e busi ness,
t he whol e mi sunderstandi ng arose. |'ve caused you a great deal of
suffering, Rodion Romanovitch. | amnot a nonster. | understand what
it must nmean for a nman who has been unfortunate, but who is proud,

i nperious and above all, inpatient, to have to bear such treatnent!
I regard you in any case as a man of nobl e character and not w thout

el ements of nmagnaninmity, though | don't agree with all your

convictions. | wanted to tell you this first, frankly and quite
sincerely, for above all | don't want to deceive you. Wien | nade your
acquai ntance, | felt attracted by you. Perhaps you will laugh at ny
saying so. You have a right to. |I know you disliked me fromthe

first and indeed you've no reason to |like ne. You may think what you
like, but | desire nowto do all |I can to efface that inpression and
to show that | ama man of heart and conscience. | speak sincerely."”

Porfiry Petrovitch made a dignified pause. Raskol ni kov felt a rush
of renewed alarm The thought that Porfiry believed himto be innocent
began to nmake hi m uneasy.

"It's scarcely necessary to go over everything in detail,"” Porfiry
Petrovitch went on. "Indeed | could scarcely attenpt it. To begin with
there were runours. Through whom how, and when those runours cane

to ne... and how they affected you, | need not go into. My

suspi ci ons were aroused by a conpl ete accident, which mght just as

easily not have happened. What was it? Hv | believe there is no

need to go into that either. Those runours and that accident led to



one idea in ny mnd. | adnit it openly- for one nmay as well make a
clean breast of it- | was the first to pitch on you. The old woman's
notes on the pledges and the rest of it- that all came to nothing.
Yours was one of a hundred. | happened, too, to hear of the scene at
the office, froma nman who described it capitally, unconsciously
reproduci ng the scene with great vividness. It was just one thing
after another, Rodi on Romanovitch, ny dear fellow How could | avoid
bei ng brought to certain ideas? Froma hundred rabbits you can't

make a horse, a hundred suspicions don't nake a proof, as the

English proverb says, but that's only fromthe rational point of view
you can't help being partial, for after all a |lawyer is only hunman.

| thought, too, of your article in that journal, do you renmenber, on
your first visit we talked of it? | jeered at you at the tinme, but
that was only to |l ead you on. | repeat, Rodion Romanovitch, you are
ill and inpatient. That you were bol d, headstrong, in earnest and..
had felt a great deal | recognised |long before. I, too, have felt

the sane, so that your article seened faniliar to ne. It was conceived
on sl eepless nights, with a throbbing heart, in ecstasy and suppressed
ent husiasm And that proud suppressed enthusiasmin young people is
dangerous! | jeered at you then, but let me tell you that, as a
literary amateur, I amawfully fond of such first essays, full of

the heat of youth. There is a mistiness and a chord vibrating in the
mst. Your article is absurd and fantastic, but there's a

transparent sincerity, a youthful incorruptible pride and the daring
of despair init. It's a gloony article, but that's what's fine init.
I read your article and put it aside, thinking as | did so 'that nman
won't go the common way.' Well, | ask you, after that as a
prelimnary, how could | help being carried away by what followed? Oh,
dear, | amnot saying anything, | am not making any statenment now. |
simply noted it at the tine. What is there in it? | reflected. There's
nothing init, that is really nothing and perhaps absolutely

nothing. And it's not at all the thing for the prosecutor to |let

hi nsel f be carried away by notions: here I have N kolay on ny hands



with actual evidence against him you may think what you like of it,
but it's evidence. He brings in his psychol ogy, too; one has to
consider him too, for it's a matter of |life and death. Wy am|
explaining this to you? That you nay understand, and not blane ny
mal i ci ous behavi our on that occasion. It was not malicious, | assure
you, he-he! Do you suppose | didn't come to search your room at the
time? | did, |I did, he-he! | was here when you were lying ill in

bed, not officially, not in ny own person, but | was here. Your room
was searched to the last thread at the first suspicion; but unsonst!

t hought to nyself, now that man will conme, will cone of hinself and
qui ckly, too; if he's guilty, he's sure to come. Another man

woul dn't but he will. And you renmenber how M. Razum hin began

di scussing the subject with you? We arranged that to excite you, so we
purposely spread runours, that he might discuss the case with you, and
Razum hin is not a man to restrain his indignation. M. Zanetov was

trenendously struck by your anger and your open daring. Think of

blurting out in a restaurant '|I killed her.' It was too daring, too
reckl ess. 1 thought so nyself, if he is guilty he will be a form dabl e
opponent. That was what | thought at the tine. | was expecting you

But you sinply bow ed Zanetov over and... well, you see, it all lies

in this- that this damabl e psychol ogy can be taken two ways! Well,
| kept expecting you, and so it was, you cane! My heart was fairly
t hr obbi ng. Ach!

"Now, why need you have conme? Your | aughter, too, as you cane in, do
you renenber? | saw it all plain as daylight, but if | hadn't expected
you so specially, | should not have noticed anything in your |aughter
You see what influence a nmopod has! M. Razumi hin then- ah, that stone,
that stone under which the things were hidden! | seemto see it
sonewhere in a kitchen garden. It was in a kitchen garden, you told
Zametov and afterwards you repeated that in my office? And when we
began picking your article to pieces, how you explained it! One
could take every word of yours in two senses, as though there were

anot her meani ng hi dden.



"So in this way, Rodion Romanovitch, | reached the furthest linmt,

and knocking ny head against a post, | pulled nyself up, asking nyself

what | was about. After all, | said, you can take it all in another
sense if you like, and it's nore natural so, indeed. | couldn't help
admitting it was nore natural. | was bothered! '"No, |'d better get
hold of sone little fact' | said. So when | heard of the bell-ringing,
I held ny breath and was all in a trenmor. '"Here is ny little fact,
thought I, and | didn't think it over, | sinply wouldn't. | would have

gi ven a thousand roubles at that mnute to have seen you with my own
eyes, when you wal ked a hundred paces beside that worknan, after he
had call ed you nurderer to your face, and you did not dare to ask
hima question all the way. And then what about your trenbling, what
about your bell-ringing in your illness, in seni-deliriun®

"And so, Rodion Romanovitch, can you wonder that | played such
pranks on you? And what nmade you cone at that very m nute? Sone one
seened to have sent you, by Jove! And if N kolay had not parted
us... and do you renenber Ni kolay at the tine? Do you renenber him
clearly? It was a thunderbolt, a regular thunderbolt! And how I net
him | didn't believe in the thunderbolt, not for a nminute. You
could see it for yourself; and how could |I? Even afterwards, when
you had gone and he began nmaking very, very plausible answers on
certain points, so that | was surprised at himnyself, even then
didn't believe his story! You see what it is to be as firmas a
rock! No, thought I, nmorgen fruh. What has Ni kolay got to do with it!"

"Razumi hin told nme just now that you think N kolay guilty and had
yoursel f assured himof it...."

H's voice failed him and he broke off. He had been listening in
i ndescri bable agitation, as this nan who had seen through and
t hr ough hi m went back upon hinself. He was afraid of believing it
and did not believe it. In those still anbiguous words he kept eagerly
| ooki ng for sonething nore definite and concl usi ve.

"M. Razumi hin!" cried Porfiry Petrovitch, seening glad of a

question from Raskol ni kov, who had till then, been silent.



"He-he-he! But | had to put M. Razum hin off; two is conpany, three
is none. M. Razumi hin is not the right man, besides he is an
outsider. He came running to ne with a pale face.... But never m nd
him why bring himin! To return to Nikolay, would you like to know
what sort of a type he is, how | understand him that is? To begin
with, he is still a child and not exactly a coward, but sonething by
way of an artist. Really, don't laugh at ny describing himso. He is
i nnocent and responsive to influence. He has a heart, and is a
fantastic fellow. He sings and dances, he tells stories, they say,
so that people cone fromother villages to hear him He attends schoo
too, and laughs till he cries if you hold up a finger to him he
will drink hinmself senseless- not as a regular vice, but at tines,
when people treat him like a child. And he stole, too, then

wi t hout knowing it hinself, for 'How can it be stealing, if one
picks it up? And do you know he is an AOd Believer, or rather a

di ssenter? There have been Wanderers* in his fanmly, and he was for
two years in his village under the spiritual guidance of a certain
elder. | learnt all this fromNi kolay and fromhis fellow villagers
And what's nore, he wanted to run into the wilderness! He was ful

of fervour, prayed at night, read the ol d books, 'the true' ones,
and read hinsel f crazy.

* Areligious sect.- TRANSLATOR S NOTE.

"Petersburg had a great effect upon him especially the wonen and
the wine. He responds to everything and he forgot the elder and all
that. | learnt that an artist here took a fancy to him and used to go
and see him and now this business cane upon him

"Well, he was frightened, he tried to hang hinmself! He ran away! How
can one get over the idea the people have of Russian | ega
proceedi ngs! The very word '"trial' frightens some of them Whose fault
is it? W shall see what the new juries will do. God grant they do

good! Well, in prison, it seenms, he renenbered the venerabl e el der



the Bible, too, nade its appearance again. Do you know, Rodion
Romanovitch, the force of the word 'suffering' anong sone of these
people! It's not a question of suffering for some one's benefit, but
simply, 'one nust suffer.' If they suffer at the hands of the
authorities, so nmuch the better. In nmy time there was a very neek
and mld prisoner who spent a whole year in prison always reading
his Bible on the stove at night and he read hinself crazy, and so
crazy, do you know, that one day, apropos of nothing, he seized a
brick and flung it at the governor, though he had done hi mno harm
And the way he threw it too: ainmed it a yard on one side on purpose,
for fear of hurting him Wll, we know what happens to a prisoner
who assaults an officer with a weapon. So 'he took his suffering.
"So | suspect now that N kolay wants to take his suffering or
somet hing of the sort. | knowit for certain fromfacts, indeed.
Only he doesn't know that | know. What, you don't adnmit that there are
such fantastic people anong the peasants? Lots of them The el der

now has begun influencing him especially since he tried to hang

hinself. But he'll come and tell ne all hinmself. You think he'l
hold out? Wait a bit, he'll take his words back. | amwaiting from
hour to hour for himto come and abjure his evidence. | have cone to

Iike that Nikolay and am studying himin detail. And what do you
t hi nk? He-he! He answered nme very plausibly on sone points, he
obvi ously had col |l ected sonme evidence and prepared hinself cleverly.
But on other points he is sinply at sea, knows nothing and doesn't
even suspect that he doesn't know

"No, Rodi on Ronanovitch, Nikolay doesn't cone in! This is a
fantastic, gloony business, a nodern case, an incident of to-day
when the heart of man is troubl ed, when the phrase is quoted that
bl ood 'renews,' when confort is preached as the aimof life. Here we
have booki sh dreans, a heart unhinged by theories. Here we see
resolution in the first stage, but resolution of a special kind: he
resolved to do it Iike junping over a precipice or froma bell tower

and his | egs shook as he went to the crine. He forgot to shut the door



after him and nmurdered two people for a theory. He committed the
murder and couldn't take the noney, and what he did manage to snatch
up he hid under a stone. It wasn't enough for himto suffer agony
behi nd the door while they battered at the door and rung the bell, no,
he had to go to the enpty lodging, half delirious, to recall the
bell-ringing, he wanted to feel the cold shiver over again.... Wll,
that we grant, was through illness, but consider this: he is a

mur derer, but |ooks upon hinmself as an honest nan, despises others,
poses as injured innocence. No, that's not the work of a Nikolay, ny
dear Rodi on Romanovitch!"

Al'l that had been said before had sounded so like a recantation that
these words were too great a shock. Raskol ni kov shuddered as though he
had been stabbed.

"Then... who then... is the nurderer?" he asked in a breathless
voi ce, unable to restrain hinself.

Porfiry Petrovitch sank back in his chair, as though he were
amazed at the question.

"Who is the nurderer?" he repeated, as though unable to believe
his ears. "Wiy you, Rodion Romanovitch! You are the nurderer," he
added al nost in a whisper, in a voice of genuine conviction

Raskol ni kov | eapt fromthe sofa, stood up for a few seconds and
sat down again without uttering a word. Hi s face twitched
convul sively.

"Your lipis twitching just as it did before,” Porfiry Petrovitch
observed al nost synpathetically. "You've been m sunderstanding ne, |
t hi nk, Rodi on Romanovitch," he added after a brief pause, "that's
why you are so surprised. | came on purpose to tell you everything and
deal openly with you."

"I't was not | nurdered her," Raskol ni kov whispered Iike a frightened
child caught in the act.

"No, it was you, you Rodi on Ronanovitch, and no one else," Porfiry
whi spered sternly, with conviction

They were both silent and the silence | asted strangely |ong, about



ten m nutes. Raskol ni kov put his el bow on the table and passed his
fingers through his hair. Porfiry Petrovitch sat quietly waiting.
Suddenl y Raskol ni kov | ooked scornfully at Porfiry.

"You are at your old tricks again, Porfiry Petrovitch! Your old
met hod again. | wonder you don't get sick of it!"

"Ch, stop that, what does that matter now? It would be a different
matter if there were w tnesses present, but we are whi spering al one.
You see yourself that | have not come to chase and capture you Ilike
a hare. Wether you confess it or not is nothing to me now, for
mysel f, | am convinced w thout it."

"If so, what did you come for?" Raskol ni kov asked irritably. "I
ask you the sane question again: if you consider me guilty, why
don't you take nme to prison?"

"Ch, that's your question! | wll answer you, point for point. In
the first place, to arrest you so directly is not to ny interest.”

"How so? If you are convinced you ought...."

"Ach, what if | amconvinced? That's only ny dreamfor the tine. Wy
should I put you in safety? You know that's it, since you ask me to do
it. If I confront you with that worknman for instance and you say to
him'were you drunk or not? Who saw ne with you? | sinply took you
to be drunk, and you were drunk, too.' Well, what could I answer,
especially as your story is a nore likely one than his, for there's
not hi ng but psychol ogy to support his evidence- that's al nbst unseemy
with his ugly nmug, while you hit the mark exactly, for the rascal is
an inveterate drunkard and notoriously so. And | have nyself
adm tted candidly several tines already that that psychol ogy can be
taken in two ways and that the second way is stronger and | ooks far
nore probable, and that apart fromthat | have as yet nothing
agai nst you. And though | shall put you in prison and indeed have
come- quite contrary to etiquette- to informyou of it beforehand, yet
I tell you frankly, also contrary to etiquette, that it won't be to ny
advantage. Well, secondly, |'ve conme to you because..."

"Yes, yes, secondl y?" Raskol ni kov was |i stening breathl ess.



"Because, as | told you just now, | consider | owe you an
explanation. | don't want you to | ook upon ne as a nonster, as
have a genuine liking for you, you may believe me or not. And in the
third place |'ve cone to you with a direct and open proposition-
that you should surrender and confess. It will be infinitely nore to
your advantage and to ny advantage too, for ny task will be done.
Well, is this open on nmy part or not?"

Raskol ni kov t hought a minute.

"Listen, Porfiry Petrovitch. You said just now you have nothi ng but
psychol ogy to go on, yet now you' ve gone on nathenmatics. Well, what if
you are m staken yoursel f, now?"

"No, Rodi on Romanovitch, | amnot m staken. | have a little fact
even then, providence sent it ne."

"What little fact?"

"I won't tell you what, Rodion Romanovitch. And in any case, |
haven't the right to put it off any longer, | nust arrest you. So
think it over: it makes no difference to ne now and so | speak only
for your sake. Believe ne, it will be better, Rodion Romanovitch."

Raskol ni kov sniled nmalignantly.

"That's not sinply ridiculous, it's positively shanel ess. Wy,
even if | were guilty, which I don't admit, what reason should
have to confess, when you tell nme yourself that | shall be in
greater safety in prison?"

"Ah, Rodi on Romanovitch, don't put too much faith in words
perhaps prison will not be altogether a restful place. That's only
theory and ny theory, and what authority am| for you? Perhaps, too,
even now | am hiding something fromyou? | can't lay bare
everyt hing, he-he! And how can you ask what advantage? Don't you
know how it woul d | essen your sentence? You would be confessing at a
nmoment when anot her man has taken the crine on hinself and so has
nuddl ed the whol e case. Consider that! | swear before CGod that |
will so arrange that your confession shall cone as a conplete

surprise. W will make a clean sweep of all these psychol ogi ca



poi nts, of an suspicion against you, so that your crinme will appear to
have been sonething |like an aberration, for in truth it was an
aberration. I am an honest nan, Rodi on Romanovitch, and will keep ny
word. "

Raskol ni kov mai ntained a nmournful silence and let his head sink
dejectedly. He pondered a long while and at |ast smiled again, but his
smle was sad and gentl e.

"No!" he said, apparently abandoning all attenpt to keep up
appearances with Porfiry, "it's not worth it, | don't care about
| essening the sentence!"

"That's just what | was afraid of!" Porfiry cried warmy and, as
it seenmed, involuntarily. "That's just what | feared, that you
woul dn't care about the mitigation of sentence.”

Raskol ni kov | ooked sadly and expressively at him

"Ah, don't disdain life!" Porfiry went on. "You have a great deal of
it still before you. How can you say you don't want a mitigation of
sentence? You are an inpatient fellow"

"A great deal of what |ies before ne?"

"OF life. What sort of prophet are you, do you know nuch about it?
Seek and ye shall find. This may be God's nmeans for bringing you to
Hm And it's not for ever, the bondage...."

"The time will be shortened,"” |aughed Raskol ni kov.

"Why, is it the bourgeois disgrace you are afraid of? It may be that
you are afraid of it without knowing it, because you are young! But
anyway you shouldn't be afraid of giving yourself up and confessing."

"Ach, hang it!" Raskol ni kov whispered with | oathing and contenpt, as
t hough he did not want to speak al oud.

He got up again as though he neant to go away, but sat down again in
evi dent despair.

"Hang it, if you like! You ve lost faith and you think that | am
grossly flattering you; but how |l ong has your |ife been? How nuch do
you under stand? You nmade up a theory and then were ashaned that it

broke down and turned out to be not at all original! It turned out



sonet hing base, that's true, but you are not hopel essly base. By no
nmeans so base! At |east you didn't deceive yourself for |ong, you went
straight to the furthest point at one bound. How do | regard you?
regard you as one of those nmen who would stand and snile at their
torturer while he cuts their entrails out, if only they have found
faith or God. Find it and you will live. You have | ong needed a change
of air. Suffering, too, is a good thing. Suffer! Maybe N kolay is
right in wanting to suffer. | know you don't believe in it- but

don't be over-wi se; fling yourself straight into life, wthout

del i beration; don't be afraid- the flood will bear you to the bank and
set you safe on your feet again. Wat bank? How can | tell? | only
bel i eve that you have long life before you. | know that you take al

my words now for a set speech prepared beforehand, but maybe you

will remenber them after. They may be of use some tinme. That's why |
speak. It's as well that you only killed the old woman. If you'd

i nvented anot her theory you m ght perhaps have done sonething a
thousand tinmes nore hideous. You ought to thank CGod, perhaps. How do
you know? Perhaps God is saving you for sonething. But keep a good
heart and have |l ess fear! Are you afraid of the great expiation before
you? No, it would be shameful to be afraid of it. Since you have taken
such a step, you nust harden your heart. There is justice in it. You
must fulfil the demands of justice. | know that you don't believe

it, but indeed, life will bring you through. You will live it down

in time. What you need nowis fresh air, fresh air, fresh air!"

Raskol ni kov positively started.

"But who are you? what prophet are you? Fromthe height of what
maj estic cal mdo you proclaimthese words of w sdon®"

"Who am|1? | ama man with nothing to hope for, that's all. A man
per haps of feeling and synpathy, naybe of sone know edge too, but ny
day is over. But you are a different matter, there is life waiting for
you. Though who knows, maybe your life, too, will pass off in snoke
and cone to nothing. Come, what does it natter, that you will pass

into another class of men? It's not confort you regret, with your



heart! Wat of it that perhaps no one will see you for so long? It's
not time, but yourself that will decide that. Be the sun and all

will see you. The sun has before all to be the sun. Why are you
smling again? At nmy being such a Schiller? | bet you're inmagining
that | amtrying to get round you by flattery. Wll, perhaps |I am
he- he- he! Perhaps you'd better not believe ny word, perhaps you'd
better never believe it altogether,- |I'mnade that way, | confess
it. But let ne add, you can judge for yourself, | think, how far |
am a base sort of man and how far | am honest."

"When do you nean to arrest nme?"

"Wll, | can let you wal k about another day or two. Think it over
my dear fellow, and pray to God. It's nore in your interest, believe
me. "

"And what if | run away?" asked Raskol ni kov with a strange snile.

"No, you won't run away. A peasant would run away, a fashionable
di ssenter would run away, the flunkey of another man's thought, for
you' ve only to show himthe end of your little finger and he'll be
ready to believe in anything for the rest of his life. But you' ve
ceased to believe in your theory already, what will you run away w th?
And what would you do in hiding? It would be hateful and difficult for
you, and what you need nore than anything in life is a definite
position, an atnosphere to suit you. And what sort of atnmosphere woul d
you have? |If you ran away, you'd cone back to yourself. You can't
get on without us. And if | put you in prison,- say you' ve been
there a nonth, or two, or three- remenber ny word, you'll confess of
yoursel f and perhaps to your own surprise. You won't know an hour
bef orehand that you are conmng with a confession. | am convinced
that you will decide, 'to take your suffering.' You don't believe ny
words now, but you'll cone to it of yourself. For suffering, Rodion
Romanovitch, is a great thing. Never nmind ny having grown fat,
know all the sane. Don't laugh at it, there's an idea in suffering,
Nokolay is right. No, you won't run away, Rodi on Romanovitch."

Raskol ni kov got up and took his cap. Porfiry Petrovitch al so rose.



"Are you going for a wal k? The evening will be fine, if only we
don't have a storm Though it would be a good thing to freshen the
air."

He too took his cap

"Porfiry Petrovitch, please don't take up the notion that | have
confessed to you to-day," Raskol ni kov pronounced with sullen
i nsistence. "You're a strange man and | have listened to you from
simple curiosity. But | have admitted nothing, renmenber that!"

"Ch, | knowthat, I'Il remenber. Look at him he's trenbling!
Don't be uneasy, ny dear fellow, have it your own way. Wal k about a
bit, you won't be able to walk too far. If anything happens, | have

one request to make of you," he added, dropping his voice. "It's an
awkward one, but inportant. If anything were to happen (though
indeed | don't believe in it and think you quite incapable of it), yet
in case you were taken during these forty or fifty hours with the
notion of putting an end to the business in sone other way, in sone
fantastic fashion- |aying hands on yourself- (it's an absurd
proposition, but you nmust forgive me for it) do |leave a brief but
precise note, only two lines and nention the stone. It will be nore
generous. Cone, till we neet! Good thoughts and sound decisions to
you! "

Porfiry went out, stooping and avoidi ng | ooki ng at Raskol ni kov.
The latter went to the window and waited with irritable inpatience

till he calculated that Porfiry had reached the street and noved away.

Then he too went hurriedly out of the room

Chapter Three

HE HURRIED to Svidrigailov's. Wiat he had to hope fromthat nan he
did not know. But that man had sonme hi dden power over him Having once
recogni sed this, he could not rest, and now the time had cone.

On the way, one question particularly worried him had



Svidrigailov been to Porfiry's?

As far as he could judge, he would swear to it, that he had not.
He pondered again and again, went over Porfiry's visit; no, he
hadn't been, of course he hadn't.

But if he had not been yet, would he go? Meanwhile, for the
present he fancied he couldn't. Wiy? He could not have expl ai ned,
but if he could, he would not have wasted nmuch thought over it at
the moment. It all worried himand at the sane tine he coul d not
attend to it. Strange to say, none would have believed it perhaps, but
he only felt a faint vague anxi ety about his imrediate future.

Anot her, much nore inportant anxiety tormented him it concerned
hinself, but in a different, nore vital way. Moreover, he was

consci ous of imrense noral fatigue, though his mind was working better
that nmorning than it had done of |ate.

And was it worth while, after all that had happened, to contend with
these new trivial difficulties? Was it worth while, for instance, to
manoeuvre that Svidrigailov should not go to Porfiry's? Was it worth
while to investigate, to ascertain the facts, to waste tinme over any
one like Svidrigailov?

Oh how sick he was of it all

And yet he was hastening to Svidrigailov; could he be expecting
sonething new fromhim information, or neans of escape? Men will
catch at straws! Was it destiny or sone instinct bringing them
together? Perhaps it was only fatigue, despair; perhaps it was not
Svidrigailov but sone other whom he needed, and Svidrigailov had
simply presented hinself by chance. Sonia? But what should he go to
Sonia for now? To beg her tears again? He was afraid of Sonia, too.
Soni a stood before himas an irrevocabl e sentence. He nust go his
own way or hers. At that nonent especially he did not feel equal to
seeing her. No, would it not be better to try Svidrigailov? And he
could not help inwardly owning that he had long felt that he nust
see himfor sone reason

But what could they have in common? Their very evil-doing could



not be of the same kind. The man, noreover, was very unpl easant,
evidently depraved, undoubtedly cunning and deceitful, possibly
mal i gnant. Such stories were told about him It is true he was
befriendi ng Katerina |vanovna's children, but who could tell wth what
motive and what it nmeant? The man al ways had some design, some

proj ect.

There was anot her thought which had been continually hovering of
| at e about Raskol ni kov's m nd, and causi ng himgreat uneasiness. It
was so painful that he nmade distinct efforts to get rid of it. He
sonetines thought that Svidrigailov was dogging his footsteps.
Svidrigailov had found out his secret and had had desi gns on Douni a.
What if he had themstill? Wasn't it practically certain that he
had? And what if, having learnt his secret and so havi ng gai ned
power over him he were to use it as a weapon agai nst Douni a?

This idea sonetines even tornented his dreans, but it had never
presented itself so vividly to himas on his way to Svidrigail ov.
The very thought noved himto gl oony rage. To begin with, this would
transform everything, even his own position; he would have at once
to confess his secret to Dounia. Wuld he have to give hinself up
perhaps to prevent Dounia fromtaking sonme rash step? The letter? This
nmor ni ng Douni a had received a letter. From whom could she get
letters in Petersburg? Luzhin, perhaps? It's true Razum hin was
there to protect her, but Razum hin knew nothing of the position
Perhaps it was his duty to tell Razum hin? He thought of it wth
r epugnance.

In any case he nust see Svidrigailov as soon as possible, he decided
finally. Thank God, the details of the interview were of little
consequence, if only he could get at the root of the natter; but if
Svidrigailov were capable... if he were intriguing against Dounia, -
then. ..

Raskol ni kov was so exhausted by what he had passed through that
month that he could only decide such questions in one way; "then |

shall kill him" he thought in cold despair.



A sudden angui sh oppressed his heart, he stood still in the mddle
of the street and began | ooki ng about to see where he was and which
way he was going. He found hinself in X Prospect, thirty or forty
paces fromthe Hay Market, through which he had come. The whol e second
storey of the house on the left was used as a tavern. All the
wi ndows were wi de open; judging fromthe figures noving at the
wi ndows, the roons were full to overflow ng. There were sounds of
singing, of clarionet and violin, and the boom of a Turkish drum He
could hear wonen shrieking. He was about to turn back wondering why he
had come to the X. Prospect, when suddenly at one of the end w ndows
he saw Svidrigailov, sitting at a tea-table right in the open w ndow
with a pipe in his nouth, Raskol ni kov was dreadfully taken aback,
al nost terrified. Svidrigailov was silently watching and
scrutini sing himand, what struck Raskol ni kov at once, seened to be
meaning to get up and slip away unobserved. Raskol ni kov at once
pretended not to have seen him but to be | ooki ng absent m ndedl y away,
whi |l e he wat ched hi mout of the corner of his eye. H's heart was
beating violently. Yet, it was evident that Svidrigailov did not
want to be seen. He took the pipe out of his nouth and was on the
poi nt of concealing hinself, but as he got up and noved back his
chair, he seened to have becone suddenly aware that Raskol ni kov had
seen him and was watching him What had passed between them was
much the same as what happened at their first neeting in Raskol ni kov's
room A sly smle cane into Svidrigailov's face and grew broader and
broader. Each knew that he was seen and watched by the other. At
| ast Svidrigailov broke into a | oud | augh.

"Well, well, come in if you want ne; | amhere!" he shouted fromthe
wi ndow.

Raskol ni kov went up into the tavern. He found Svidrigailov in a tiny
back room adjoining the saloon in which nerchants, clerks and nunbers
of people of all sorts were drinking tea at twenty little tables to
the desperate bawling of a chorus of singers. The click of billiard

balls could be heard in the distance. On the table before Svidrigail ov



stood an open bottle, and a glass half full of chanpagne. In the

room he found also a boy with a little hand organ, a healthy-1ooking
red-cheeked girl of eighteen, wearing a tucked-up striped skirt, and a
Tyrol ese hat with ribbons. In spite of the chorus in the other room
she was singing some servants' hall song in a rather husky

contralto, to the acconpani nent of the organ

"Come, that's enough," Svidrigailov stopped her at Raskol ni kov's
entrance. The girl at once broke off and stood waiting respectfully.
She had sung her guttural rhynes, too, with a serious and respectfu
expression in her face.

"Hey, Philip, a glass!" shouted Svidrigailov.

"I won't drink anything," said Raskol ni kov.

"As you like, I didn't mean it for you. Drink, Katia! | don't want
anyt hing nore to-day, you can go." He poured her out a full glass, and
| aid down a yellow note.

Katia drank off her glass of wine, as wonen do, wi thout putting it
down, in twenty gulps, took the note and ki ssed Svidrigailov's hand,
whi ch he allowed quite seriously. She went out of the room and the boy
trailed after her with the organ. Both had been brought in fromthe
street. Svidrigailov had not been a week in Petersburg, but everything
about himwas already, so to speak, on a patriarchal footing; the
wai ter, Philip, was by now an old friend and very obsequi ous.

The door leading to the saloon had a lock on it. Svidrigailov was at
hone in this room and perhaps spent whole days in it. The tavern was
dirty and wetched, not even second rate.

"I was going to see you and | ooking for you," Raskol ni kov began
"but | don't know what nmade nme turn fromthe Hay Market into the X
Prospect just now. | never take this turning. | turn to the right from
the Hay Market. And this isn't the way to you. | sinmply turned and
here you are. It is strange!"

"Why don't you say at once 'it's a mracle? "

"Because it may be only chance.”

"Ch, that's the way with all you folk," laughed Svidrigailov. "You



won't admt it, even if you do inwardly believe it a nmiracle! Here you
say that it may be only chance. And what cowards they all are here
about having an opinion of their own, you can't fancy, Rodion
Romanovitch. | don't nean you, you have an opinion of your own and are
not afraid to have it. That's how it was you attracted my curiosity."”

"Not hi ng el se?"

"Well, that's enough, you know," Svidrigailov was obviously
exhilarated, but only slightly so, he had not had nore than half a
gl ass of wi ne.

"I fancy you came to see ne before you knew that | was capabl e of
havi ng what you call an opinion of ny own," observed Raskol ni kov.

"Ch, well, it was a different nmatter. Every one has his own plans.
And apropos of the niracle et me tell you that | think you have
been asleep for the last two or three days. | told you of this
tavern nyself, there is no niracle in your com ng straight here. |
expl ai ned the way nyself, told you where it was, and the hours you
could find ne here. Do you renenber?"

"I don't renenber," answered Raskol ni kov with surprise.

"I believe you. | told you twice. The address has been stanped
mechani cally on your menory. You turned this way nechanically and
yet precisely according to the direction, though you are not aware
of it. Wien | told you then, | hardly hoped you understood ne. You
gi ve yoursel f away too much, Rodi on Romanovitch. And anot her thing,
I'"mconvinced there are lots of people in Petersburg who talk to
thenmsel ves as they walk. This is a town of crazy people. If only we
had scientific nen, doctors, |awyers and phil osophers m ght make
nost val uabl e investigations in Petersburg each in his own |line. There
are few places where there are so many gl oony, strong and queer
i nfluences on the soul of man as in Petersburg. The nere influences of
climate mean so much. And it's the adninistrative centre of all Russia
and its character nust be reflected on the whole country. But that

is neither here nor there now The point is that | have severa

ti mes watched you. You wal k out of your house- hol di ng your head high-



twenty paces fromhome you let it sink, and fold your hands behind
your back. You | ook and evidently see nothing before nor beside you
At | ast you begin noving your lips and talking to yourself, and
sometines you wave one hand and declaim and at last stand still in
the mddle of the road. That's not at all the thing. Sone one may be
wat chi ng you besides ne, and it won't do you any good. It's nothing
really to do with me and I can't cure you, but, of course, you
under stand ne."

"Do you know that | am being foll owed?" asked Raskol ni kov, | ooking
inquisitively at him

"No, | know nothing about it," said Svidrigailov, seem ng surprised.

"Well, then, let us | eave ne alone," Raskol ni kov nuttered, frowning.

"Very good, let us |eave you alone."

"You had better tell me, if you conme here to drink, and directed
me twice to come here to you, why did you hide, and try to get away
just now when | | ooked at the window fromthe street? | sawit."

"He-he! And why was it you lay on your sofa with closed eyes and
pretended to be asl eep, though you were wi de awake while | stood in
your doorway? | sawit."

"I may have had... reasons. You know that yourself."

"And | may have had ny reasons, though you don't know them™"

Raskol ni kov dropped his right el bow on the table, Ieaned his chin in
the fingers of his right hand, and stared intently at Svidrigail ov.
For a full mnute he scrutinised his face, which had i npressed him
before. It was a strange face, like a nmask; white and red, with bright
red lips, with a flaxen beard, and still thick flaxen hair. H's eyes
wer e sonehow too blue and their expression sonehow too heavy and
fixed. There was sonething awfully unpl easant in that handsone face,
whi ch | ooked so wonderfully young for his age. Svidrigail ov was
smartly dressed in |ight sumrer clothes and was particularly dainty in
his linen. He wore a huge ring with a precious stone init.

"Have | got to bother nyself about you too now?" said Raskol ni kov

suddenly, coning with nervous inpatience straight to the point.



"Even though perhaps you are the nost dangerous nman if you care to
infjure ne, | don't want to put nyself out any nore. | will show you at
once that | don't prize nyself as you probably think | do. I've cone
to tell you at once that if you keep to your forner intentions with
regard to ny sister and if you think to derive any benefit in that
direction fromwhat has been discovered of late, | will kill you
bef ore you get ne | ocked up. You can reckon on nmy word. You know
that | can keep it. And in the second place if you want to tell me
anything- for | keep fancying all this time that you have sonething to
tell me- make haste and tell it, for tine is precious and very
likely it will soon be too late."

"Way in such haste?" asked Svidrigailov, |ooking at himcuriously.

"Every one has his plans," Raskol ni kov answered gl oonily and
i mpatiently.
"You urged ne yourself to frankness just now, and at the first

question you refuse to answer," Svidrigail ov observed with a snile.
"You keep fancying that | have ains of my own and so you | ook at me
with suspicion. O course it's perfectly natural in your position. But
though | should like to be friends with you, | shan't trouble nyself
to convince you of the contrary. The gane isn't worth the candle and
wasn't intending to talk to you about anything special."

"What did you want ne, for, then? It was you who cane hangi ng
about ne."

"Why, sinply as an interesting subject for observation. | |iked
the fantastic nature of your position- that's what it was! Besides you
are the brother of a person who greatly interested ne, and fromt hat
person | had in the past heard a very great deal about you, from which
| gathered that you had a great influence over her; isn't that enough?
Ha- ha-ha! Still | nust admit that your question is rather conplex, and
is difficult for ne to answer. Here, you, for instance, have cone to
me not only for a definite object, but for the sake of hearing

somet hing new. Isn't that so? Isn't that so?" persisted Svidrigailov

with a sly smle. "Well, can't you fancy then that |, too, on ny way



here in the train was reckoning on you, on your telling me sonething
new, and on ny nmaking sonme profit out of you! You see what rich nen we
are!™

"What profit could you nmake?"

"How can | tell you? How do |I know? You see in what a tavern | spend
all ny tine and it's ny enjoynent, that's to say it's no great
enj oyment, but one nust sit sonewhere; that poor Katia now you saw
her?... If only I had been a glutton now, a club gourmand, but you see
| can eat this."

He pointed to a little table in the corner where the remmants of a
terrible | ooking beef-steak and potatoes lay on a tin dish

"Have you di ned, by the way? |'ve had sonethi ng and want not hi ng
more. | don't drink, for instance, at all. Except for chanpagne
never touch anything, and not nore than a glass of that all the
eveni ng, and even that is enough to nmake nmy head ache. | ordered it
just now to wind nyself up, for I amjust going off sonewhere and
you see ne in a peculiar state of mnd. That was why | hid nyself just
now | i ke a school boy, for | was afraid you would hinder ne. But |

believe," he pulled out his watch, "I can spend an hour with you. It's
hal f-past four now. If only I'd been sonething, a |andowner, a father
a cavalry officer, a photographer, a journalist... |I amnothing, no
specialty, and sonetimes | ampositively bored. |I really thought you
woul d tell ne sonething new "

"But what are you, and why have you cone here?"

"What am | ? You know, a gentleman, | served for two years in the
cavalry, then I knocked about here in Petersburg, then | married Marfa
Petrovna and lived in the country. There you have ny biography!"

"You are a ganbler, | believe?"

"No, a poor sort of ganbler. A card-sharper- not a ganbler."

"You have been a card-sharper then?"

"Yes, |'ve been a card-sharper too."

"Didn't you get thrashed sonetinmes?"

"I't did happen. Wy?"



"Why, you mi ght have challenged them .. altogether it nust have been
lively."

"I won't contradict you and besides | amno hand at phil osophy.
confess that | hastened here for the sake of the wonen."

"As soon as you buried Marfa Petrovna?"

"Quite so," Svidrigailov snmled with engagi ng candour. "What of
it? You seemto find sonething wong in ny speaking |ike that about
womnen?"

"You ask whether | find anything wong in vice?"

"Vice! Oh, that's what you are after! But I'Il answer you in
order, first about wonen in general; you know | am fond of talking.
Tell me, what should | restrain nyself for? Wiy should | give up
wonen, since | have a passion for then? It's an occupation, anyway."

"So you hope for nothing here but vice?"

"Ch, very well, for vice then. You insist on its being vice. But
anyway | like a direct question. In this vice at least there is
somet hi ng permanent, founded indeed upon nature and not dependent on
fantasy, sonething present in the blood |ike an ever-burning enber,
for ever setting one on fire and maybe, not to be quickly
extingui shed, even with years. You'll agree it's an occupation of a
sort."”

"That's nothing to rejoice at, it's a disease and a dangerous one."
"Ch, that's what you think, is it? | agree, that it is a disease
i ke everything that exceeds noderation. And, of course, in this one
nmust exceed noderation. But in the first place, everybody does so in
one way or another, and in the second place, of course, one ought to

be noderate and prudent, however nean it nay be, but what aml| to
do? If | hadn't this, |I might have to shoot nmyself. | amready to
admt that a decent man ought to put up with being bored, but yet..."

"And coul d you shoot yoursel f?"

"Ch, cone!" Svidrigailov parried with disgust. "Please don't speak
of it,"” he added hurriedly and with none of the bragging tone he had

shown in all the previous conversation. Hi s face quite changed. "I



admit it's an unpardonabl e weakness, but | can't help it. | am
afraid of death and | dislike its being tal ked of. Do you know t hat
| amto a certain extent a nystic?"

"Ah, the apparitions of Marfa Petrovna! Do they still go on visiting
you?"

"Ch, don't talk of them there have been no nore in Petersburg,
confound them " he cried with an air of irritation. "Let's rather talk
of that... though... Hm | have not nuch tinme, and can't stay |ong
with you, it's a pity! | should have found plenty to tell you."

"What's your engagenent, a woman?"

"Yes, a woman, a casual incident.... No, that's not what | want to
talk of."

"And the hi deousness, the filthiness of all your surroundings,
doesn't that affect you? Have you lost the strength to stop yoursel f?"

"And do you pretend to strength, too? He-he-he! You surprised ne
just now, Rodi on Romanovitch, though | knew beforehand it woul d be so.
You preach to ne about vice and aesthetics! You- a Schiller, you- an
idealist! OF course that's all as it should be and it would be
surprising if it were not so, yet it is strange in reality.... Ah,
what a pity | have no tine, for you' re a nost interesting type! And
by-the-way, are you fond of Schiller? I amawfully fond of him"

"But what a braggart you are," Raskol nikov said with sone disgust.
"Upon ny word, | amnot,"” answered Svidrigail ov | aughing.
"However, | won't dispute it, let nme be a braggart, why not brag, if
it hurts no one? | spent seven years in the country with Marfa
Petrovna, so now when | cone across an intelligent person |like you-
intelligent and highly interesting- | amsinply glad to talk and
besi des, |'ve drunk that half-glass of chanmpagne and it's gone to ny
head a little. And besides, there's a certain fact that has wound ne
up trenendously, but about that |... will keep quiet. Were are you
of f to?" he asked in alarm

Raskol ni kov had begun getting up. He felt oppressed and stifled and,

as it were, ill at ease at having cone here. He felt convinced that



Svidrigailov was the nost worthless scoundrel on the face of the
earth.

"A-ach! Sit down, stay a little!" Svidrigailov begged. "Let them

bring you sone tea, anyway. Stay a little, | won't talk nonsense,
about nyself, | nmean. I'll tell you sonmething. If you like I'll tel
you how a wonan tried 'to save' ne, as you would call it? It will be

an answer to your first question indeed, for the woman was your
sister. May | tell you? It will help to spend the tine."

"Tell ne, but | trust that you..."

"Ch, don't be uneasy. Besides, even in a worthless low fellow |ike

me, Avdotya Romanovna can only excite the deepest respect.”

Chapt er Four

"YQU know per haps- yes, | told you nyself," began Svidrigail ov,
"that | was in the debtors' prison here, for an i mense sum and had
not any expectation of being able to pay it. There's no need to go
into particulars of how Marfa Petrovna bought ne out; do you know to
what a point of insanity a wonan can sonetinmes | ove? She was an honest
worran, and very sensi bl e, although conpletely uneducated. Wuld you
believe that this honest and jeal ous woman, after many scenes of
hysterics and reproaches, condescended to enter into a kind of
contract with ne which she kept throughout our rmarried |life? She was
consi derably ol der than I, and besides, she al ways kept a clove or
sonmet hing in her nouth. There was so nuch swi ni shness in ny soul and
honesty too, of a sort, as to tell her straight out that | couldn't be
absolutely faithful to her. This confession drove her to frenzy, but
yet she seens in a way to have liked ny brutal frankness. She

thought it showed | was unwilling to deceive her if | warned her

i ke this beforehand and for a jeal ous wonman, you know, that's the
first consideration. After nmany tears an unwitten contract was

drawn up between us: first, that | would never |eave Marfa Petrovna



and woul d al ways be her husband; secondly, that | would never absent
mysel f wi thout her permission; thirdly, that I would never set up a
permanent nistress; fourthly, in return for this, Marfa Petrovna

gave ne a free hand with the maid servants, but only with her secret
know edge; fifthly, God forbid ny falling in love with a wonan of

our class; sixthly, in case |- which God forbid- should be visited

by a great serious passion | was bound to reveal it to Marfa Petrovna.
On this last score, however, Marfa Petrovna was fairly at ease. She
was a sensi ble woman and so she could not hel p | ooking upon ne as a

di ssolute profligate incapable of real |ove. But a sensible wonman

and a jealous woman are two very different things, and that's where
the trouble canme in. But to judge sone people inpartially we nust
renounce certain preconceived opinions and our habitual attitude to
the ordi nary peopl e about us. | have reason to have faith in your
judgnent rather than in any one's. Perhaps you have already heard a
great deal that was ridicul ous and absurd about Marfa Petrovna. She
certainly had some very ridiculous ways, but | tell you frankly that |
feel really sorry for the innunerable woes of which | was the cause.
Well, and that's enough, | think, by way of a decorous oraison funebre
for the nost tender wife of a nmost tender husband. When we quarrell ed,
| usually held ny tongue and did not irritate her and that gentlemanly
conduct rarely failed to attain its object, it influenced her, it

pl eased her, indeed. These were tines when she was positively proud of
me. But your sister she couldn't put up with, anyway. And however

she cane to risk taking such a beautiful creature into her house as

a governess! My explanation is that Marfa Petrovha was an ardent and

i mpressi onabl e woman and sinply fell in love herself- literally fel
inlove- with your sister. Well, little wonder- | ook at Avdotya
Romanovna! | saw the danger at the first glance and what do you think

I resolved not to | ook at her even. But Avdotya Romanovna herself made
the first step, would you believe it? Wuld you believe it too that
Marfa Petrovna was positively angry with me at first for nmy persistent

sil ence about your sister, for my careless reception of her



continual adoring praises of Avdotya Romanovna. | don't know what it
was she wanted! Well, of course, Marfa Petrovna told Avdotya Ronmanovna
every detail about ne. She had the unfortunate habit of telling
literally every one all our famly secrets and continually conpl ai ni ng
of me; how could she fail to confide in such a delightful new
friend? | expect they tal ked of nothing el se but ne and no doubt
Avdot ya Romanovna heard all those dark mysterious runmours that were
current about ne.... | don't mnd betting that you too have heard
sonet hing of the sort already?"

"I have. Luzhin charged you with having caused the death of a child.

Is that true?"

"Don't refer to those vulgar tales, | beg," said Svidrigailov with
di sgust and annoyance. "If you insist on wanting to know about al
that idiocy, | will tell you one day, but now..."

"I was told too about sone footman of yours in the country whom
you treated badly."

"I beg you to drop the subject,” Svidrigailov interrupted again wth
obvi ous inpatience.
"Was that the footnman who cane to you after death to fill your

pi pe?... you told me about it yourself,"” Raskolnikov felt nore and
nore irritated.

Svidrigailov | ooked at himattentively and Raskol ni kov fanci ed he
caught a flash of spiteful nockery in that |ook. But Svidrigailov
restrai ned hinself and answered very civilly.

"Yes, it was. | see that you, too, are extrenely interested and
shall feel it ny duty to satisfy your curiosity at the first
opportunity. Upon nmy soul! | see that | really nmight pass for a
romantic figure with sone people. Judge how grateful | must be to
Marfa Petrovna for having repeated to Avdotya Romanovna such
mysterious and interesting gossip about nme. | dare not guess what
i npression it made on her, but in any case it worked in ny

interests. Wth all Avdotya Romanovna's natural aversion and in

spite of ny invariably gloony and repellent aspect- she did at |east



feel pity for me, pity for a lost soul. And if once a girl's heart
is noved to pity, it's nore dangerous than anything. She is bound to
want to 'save him' to bring himto his senses, and lift himup and
draw himto nobler ainms, and restore himto new life and

useful ness,- well, we all know how far such dreanms can go. | saw at

once that the bird was flying into the cage of herself. And | too nade

ready. | think you are frowning, Rodi on Romanovitch? There's no
need. As you know, it all ended in snoke. (Hang it all, what a lot |
amdrinking!) Do you know, | always, fromthe very begi nning,

regretted that it wasn't your sister's fate to be born in the second
or third century A D., as the daughter of a reigning prince or some
governor or proconsul in Asia Mnor. She would undoubtedly have been
one of those who would endure nartyrdom and woul d have snil ed when
they branded her bosomw th hot pincers. And she woul d have gone to it
of herself. And in the fourth or fifth century she woul d have wal ked
away into the Egyptian desert and woul d have stayed there thirty years
living on roots and ecstasies and visions. She is sinmply thirsting

to face sone torture for sone one, and if she can't get her torture,
she'll throw herself out of a window |'ve heard sonething of a M.
Razum hin- he's said to be a sensible fellow, his surnane suggests it,
i ndeed. He's probably a divinity student. Well, he'd better | ook after
your sister! | believe | understand her, and | am proud of it. But

at the begi nning of an acquai ntance, as you know, one is apt to be
nore heedl ess and stupid. One doesn't see clearly. Hang it all, why is
she so handsone? It's not ny fault. In fact, it began on ny side

with a nost irresistible physical desire. Avdotya Romanovna is awfully
chaste, incredibly and phenonenally so. Take note, | tell you this
about your sister as a fact. She is alnpbst norbidly chaste, in spite
of her broad intelligence, and it will stand in her way. There
happened to be a girl in the house then, Parasha, a. bl ack-eyed wench,
whom | had never seen before- she had just cone from another

vill age- very pretty, but incredibly stupid: she burst into tears,

wai | ed so that she could be heard all over the place and caused



scandal . One day after dinner Avdotya Ronanovha followed nme into an
avenue in the garden and with flashing eyes insisted on ny |eaving
poor Parasha alone. It was al nost our first conversation by oursel ves.
I, of course, was only too pleased to obey her wi shes, tried to appear
di sconcerted, enmbarrassed, in fact played ny part not badly. Then cane
interviews, nysterious conversations, exhortations, entreaties,
supplications, even tears- would you believe it, even tears? Think
what the passion for propaganda will bring sone girls to! 1, of
course, threwit all on ny destiny, posed as hungering and thirsting
for light, and finally resorted to the nost powerful weapon in the
subj ection of the female heart, a weapon which never fails one. It's
the well-known resource- flattery. Nothing in the world is harder than
speaking the truth and nothing easier than flattery. If there's the
hundredth part of a false note in speaking the truth, it leads to a
discord, and that leads to trouble. But if all, to the last note, is
false in flattery, it is just as agreeable, and is heard not w thout
satisfaction. It may be a coarse satisfaction, but still a
satisfaction. And however coarse the flattery, at least half will be
sure to seemtrue. That's so for all stages of devel opnent and cl asses
of society. A vestal virgin mght be seduced by flattery. | can

never renmenber without |aughter how | once seduced a | ady who was
devoted to her husband, her children, and her principles. VWat fun

it was and how little trouble! And the lady really had principles,

of her own, anyway. Al ny tactics lay in sinply being utterly

anni hilated and prostrate before her purity. | flattered her

shanel essly, and as soon as | succeeded in getting a pressure of the
hand, even a glance fromher, | would reproach nyself for having
snatched it by force, and would declare that she had resisted, so that
I could never have gained anything but for my being so unprincipled. I
mai nt ai ned that she was so innocent that she could not foresee ny
treachery, and yielded to me unconsciously, unawares, and so on. In
fact, | triunphed, while nmy lady remained firmly convinced that she

was i nnocent, chaste, and faithful to all her duties and obligations



and had succunbed quite by accident. And how angry she was with ne
when | explained to her at last that it was nmy sincere conviction that
she was just as eager as |. Poor Marfa Petrovha was awfully weak on
the side of flattery, and if | had only cared to, | might have had all
her property settled on me during her lifetine. (I amdrinking an
awful |lot of wine now and tal king too nuch.) | hope you won't be angry
if I mention now that | was begi nning to produce the sanme effect on
Avdot ya Romanovna. But | was stupid and inpatient and spoiled it

all. Avdotya Romanovna had several tinmes- and one tine in

particul ar- been greatly displ eased by the expression of ny eyes,
woul d you believe it? There was sonetimes a light in them which
frightened her and grew stronger and stronger and nore unguarded

till it was hateful to her. No need to go into detail, but we

parted. There | acted stupidly again. |I fell to jeering in the
coarsest way at all such propaganda and efforts to convert ne; Parasha
came on to the scene again, and not she alone; in fact there was a
trenmendous to-do. Ah, Rodi on Romanovitch, if you could only see how
your sister's eyes can flash sonetinmes! Never nmind ny being drunk at
this noment and having had a whole glass of wine. | am speaking the
truth. | assure you that this glance has haunted ny dreans; the very
rustle of her dress was nore than | could stand at last. | really
began to think that |I mght beconme epileptic. |I could never have
believed that | could be noved to such a frenzy. It was essenti al

i ndeed, to be reconciled, but by then it was inpossible. And i nagine
what | did then! To what a pitch of stupidity a man can be brought

by frenzy! Never undertake anything in a frenzy, Rodi on Romanovitch.
reflected that Avdotya Ronmanovha was after all a beggar (ach, excuse
me, that's not the word... but does it matter if it expresses the
meani ng?), that she lived by her work, that she had her nother and,
you to keep (ach, hang it, you are frowning again), and | resolved

to offer her all my noney- thirty thousand roubles | could have
realised then- if she would run away with me here, to Petersburg. O

course | should have vowed eternal |ove, rapture, and so on. Do you



know, | was so wild about her at that time that if she had told ne

to poi son Marfa Petrovna or to cut her throat and to marry herself, it
woul d have been done at once! But it ended in the catastrophe of which
you know al ready. You can fancy how frantic | was when | heard that
Marfa Petrovna had got hold of that scoundrelly attorney, Luzhin,

and had al nost made a natch between them which would really have been
just the same thing as | was proposing. Wwuldn't it? Wuldn't it?
notice that you've begun to be very attentive... you interesting young
man. ..."

Svidrigailov struck the table with his fist inpatiently. He was
flushed. Raskol ni kov saw clearly that the glass or glass and a half of
chanpagne that he had sipped al nost unconsciously was affecting him
and he resolved to take advantage of the opportunity. He felt very
suspi ci ous of Svidrigail ov.

"Wel |, after what you have said, | amfully convinced that you
have cone to Petersburg with designs on ny sister," he said directly
to Svidrigailov, in order to irritate himfurther

"Ch, nonsense," said Svidrigailov, seeming to rouse hinself. "Wy,
told you... besides your sister can't endure ne."

"Yes, | amcertain that she can't, but that's not the point."

"Are you so sure that she can't?" Svidrigailov screwed up his eyes
and smiled nockingly. "You are right, she doesn't |ove nme, but you can
never be sure of what has passed between husband and wife or |over and
m stress. There's always a little corner which renains a secret to the
world and is only known to those two. WIIl you answer for it that
Avdot ya Romanovna regarded nme with aversion?”

"From sone words you' ve dropped, | notice that you still have
designs- and of course evil ones- on Dounia and nean to carry them out
promptly."

"What, have | dropped words |ike that?" Svidrigailov asked in
nai ve di smay, taking not the slightest notice of the epithet
best owed on hi s designs.

"Why, you are dropping themeven now. Wy are you so frightened?



What are you so afraid of now?"

"Me- afraid? Afraid of you? You have rather to be afraid of me, cher
am . But what nonsense.... |'ve drunk too nmuch though, | see that.
was al nost saying too much again. Damm the wine! Hi! there, water!"

He snatched up the chanpagne bottle and flung it w thout cerenony
out of the window. Philip brought the water.

"That's all nonsense!" said Svidrigailov, wetting a towel and
putting it to his head. "But | can answer you in one word and
anni hilate all your suspicions. Do you know that | am going to get
married?"

"You told ne so before.™

"Did 1? I've forgotten. But | couldn't have told you so for
certain for I had not even seen ny betrothed; | only neant to. But now
| really have a betrothed and it's a settled thing, and if it
weren't that | have business that can't be put off, | would have taken
you to see themat once, for | should like to ask your advice. Ach,
hang it, only ten mnutes left! See, |ook at the watch. But | nust
tell you, for it's an interesting story, ny marriage, inits own

way. Vere are you off to? Going agai n?"

"No, |'m not going away now. "
"Not at all? We shall see. I'lIl take you there, I'll show you ny
betrothed, only not now. For you'll soon have to be off. You have to

go to the right and | to the left. Do you know that Madane Resslich
the wonan | am | odging with now, eh? I know what you're thinking, that
she's the wonman whose girl they say drowned herself in the winter

Cone, are you listening? She arranged it all for ne. You re bored, she
said, you want sonething to fill up your tine. For, you know, | ama

gl oony, depressed person. Do you think I'mlight-hearted? No, |'m

gloony. | do no harm but sit in a corner w thout speaking a word

for three days at a tinme. And that Resslich is a sly hussy, | tel

you. | know what she has got in her mind; she thinks | shall get

sick of it, abandon ny wife and depart, and she'll get hold of her and

make a profit out of her- in our class, of course, or higher. She told



me the father was a broken-down retired official, who has been sitting
in a chair for the last three years with his |egs paral ysed. The
manme, she said, was a sensible woman. There is a son serving in the
provi nces, but he doesn't help; there is a daughter, who is married,
but she doesn't visit them And they've two little nephews on their
hands, as though their own children were not enough, and they've taken
from school their youngest daughter, a girl who' Il be sixteen in

anot her nonth, so that then she can be married. She was for ne. W
went there. How funny it was! | present nyself- a | andowner, a

wi dower, of a well-known nanme, with connections, with a fortune.

VWhat if | amfifty and she is not sixteen? Wo thinks of that? But
it's fascinating, isn't it? It is fascinating, ha-ha!' You should

have seen how | talked to the papa and manma. It was worth paying to
have seen ne at that nmonent. She cones in, curtseys, you can fancy,
still in a short frock- an unopened bud! Flushing |like a sunset- she
had been told, no doubt. | don't know how you feel about fenmale faces,
but to ny mind these sixteen years, these childish eyes, shyness and
tears of bashfulness are better than beauty; and she is a perfect
little picture, too. Fair hair in little curls, like a lanb's, ful
little rosy lips, tiny feet, a charnmer!... Well, we nade friends.

told them!| was in a hurry owing to donmestic circunstances, and the
next day, that is the day before yesterday, we were betrothed. Wen

I go now | take her on ny knee at once and keep her there.... Well,
she flushes like a sunset and | kiss her every minute. Her manma of
course inpresses on her that this is her husband and that this nust be
so. It's sinply delicious! The present betrothed condition is

perhaps better than narriage. Here you have what is called |a nature
et la verite, ha-ha! |'ve talked to her twice, she is far froma fool
Sonetinmes she steals a ook at ne that positively scorches ne. Her
face is |i ke Raphael's Madonna. You know, the Sistine Madonna's face
has sonmething fantastic in it, the face of mournful religious ecstasy.
Haven't you noticed it? Well, she's sonmething in that line. The day

after we'd been betrothed, | bought her presents to the val ue of



fifteen hundred roubles- a set of dianbnds and another of pearls and a
silver dressing-case as large as this, with all sorts of things init,
so that even ny Madonna's face glowed. | sat her on ny knee

yesterday, and | suppose rather too uncerenoniously- she flushed
crimson and the tears started, but she didn't want to showit. W were
| eft alone, she suddenly flung herself on my neck (for the first

time of her own accord), put her little arns round me, Kkissed ne,

and vowed that she would be an obedient, faithful, and good w fe,
woul d nake ne happy, would devote all her life, every minute of her
life, would sacrifice everything, everything, and that all she asks in
return is ny respect, and that she wants 'nothing, nothing nore from
me, no presents.' You'll admit that to hear such a confession

al one, froman angel of sixteen in a nuslin frock, with little

curls, with a flush of maiden shyness in her cheeks and tears of
enthusiasmin her eyes is rather fascinating! Isn't it fascinating?
It's worth paying for, isn't it? Well... listen, we'll go to see ny
betrothed, only not just now "

"The fact is this nonstrous difference in age and devel opnent
excites your sensuality! WIIl you really make such a narriage?"

"Why, of course. Every one thinks of hinself, and he |ives nost
gaily who knows best how to deceive hinself. Ha-ha! But why are you so
keen about virtue? Have mercy on ne, ny good friend. | ama sinfu
man. Ha-ha-ha!"

"But you have provided for the children of Katerina |vanovna.
Though. .. though you had your own reasons.... | understand it al
now. "

"I am always fond of children, very fond of them" | aughed
Svidrigailov. "I can tell you one curious instance of it. The first
day | cane here | visited various haunts, after seven years | sinply
rushed at them You probably notice that | amnot in a hurry to
renew acquai ntance with nmy old friends. | shall do w thout them as
long as | can. Do you know, when | was with Marfa Petrovna in the

country, | was haunted by the thought of these places where any one



who knows his way about can find a great deal. Yes, upon ny soul

The peasants have vodka, the educated young people, shut out from
activity, waste thenselves in inpossible dreans and vi sions and are
crippled by theories; Jews have sprung up and are anassi hg noney,

and all the rest give thenselves up to debauchery. Fromthe first hour
the town reeked of its familiar odours. | chanced to be in a frightfu
den- | like nmy dens dirty- it was a dance, so called, and there was

a cancan such as | never saw in ny day. Yes, there you have

progress. All of a sudden | saw a little girl of thirteen, nicely
dressed, dancing with a specialist in that line, with another one
Vis-a-vis. Her nother was sitting on a chair by the wall. You can't
fancy what a cancan that was! The girl was ashaned, blushed, at |ast
felt insulted, and began to cry. Her partner seized her and began
whirling her round and perform ng before her; every one | aughed and-
i ke your public, even the cancan public- they | aughed and shout ed,
"Serves her right- serves her right! Shouldn't bring children!

Well, it's not ny business whether that consoling reflection was

|l ogical or not. | at once fixed on ny plan, sat down by the nother,
and began by saying that | too was a stranger and that people here
were ill-bred and that they couldn't distinguish decent fol ks and
treat themw th respect, gave her to understand that | had plenty of
money, offered to take themhonme in ny carriage. | took them home

and got to know them They were lodging in a mserable little hole and
had only just arrived fromthe country. She told nme that she and her
daughter could only regard ny acquai ntance as an honour. | found out
that they had nothing of their own and had cone to town upon sone

| egal business. | proffered ny services and noney. | learnt that

they had gone to the dancing sal oon by m stake, believing that it

was a genui ne dancing class. | offered to assist in the young girl's
education in French and dancing. My offer was accepted with enthusiasm
as an honour- and we are still friendly.... If you like, we'll go

and see them only not just now "

"Stop! Enough of your vile, nasty anecdotes, depraved vile,



sensual man!"

"Schiller, you are a regular Schiller! Ola vertu va-t-elle se
ni cher? But you know | shall tell you these things on purpose, for the
pl easure of hearing your outcries!"

"I dare say. | can see | amridicul ous nyself,"” nuttered Raskol ni kov
angrily.

Svidrigailov |laughed heartily; finally he called Philip, paid his
bill, and began getting up

"I say, but | amdrunk, assez cause," he said. "It's been a
pl easure.”

"I should rather think it nust be a pleasure!"” cried Raskol ni kov,
getting up. "No doubt it is a pleasure for a worn-out profligate to

descri be such adventures with a nonstrous project of the sane sort

in his mnd- especially under such circunmstances and to such a man

as me.... It's stimulating!"
"Well, if you come to that," Svidrigailov answered, scrutinising
Raskol ni kov with some surprise, "if you come to that, you are a

t horough cyni c yourself. You' ve plenty to nake you so, anyway. You can

understand a great deal... and you can do a great deal too. But
enough. | sincerely regret not having had nore talk with you, but I
shan't | ose sight of you.... Only wait a bit."

Svidrigailov wal ked out of the restaurant. Raskol ni kov wal ked out
after him Svidrigailov was not however very drunk, the w ne had
affected himfor a nonent, but it was passing off every mnute. He was
preoccupi ed wi th sonething of inportance and was frowning. He was
apparently excited and uneasy in anticipation of sonmething. H s manner
to Raskol ni kov had changed during the | ast few minutes, and he was
ruder and nore sneering every nonent. Raskol ni kov noticed all this,
and he too was uneasy. He becane very suspicious of Svidrigailov and
resolved to follow him

They canme out on to the pavenent.

"You go to the right, and I to the left, or if you like, the other

way. Only adieu, non plaisir, may we neet again."



And he wal ked to the right towards the Hay Market.

Chapter Five

RASKOLNI KOV wal ked after him

"What's this?" cried Svidrigailov turning round, "I thought I
said..."

"I't nmeans that | amnot going to | ose sight of you now"

"VWhat ?"

Both stood still and gazed at one another, as though neasuring their
strengt h.

"Fromall your half tipsy stories,” Raskol ni kov observed harshly, "I
am positive that you have not given up your designs on ny sister

but are pursuing themnore actively than ever. | have |learnt that ny
sister received a letter this norning. You have hardly been able to
sit still all this tinme.... You may have unearthed a wife on the

way, but that nmeans nothing. | should like to nmake certain nyself."

Raskol ni kov coul d hardly have said hinself what he wanted and of
what he wi shed to nake certain.

"Upon ny word! 1'Il call the police!"

"Call away!"

Again they stood for a minute facing each other. At |ast
Svidrigailov's face changed. Having satisfied hinself that Raskol ni kov
was not frightened at his threat, he assumed a mirthful and friendly
air.

"What a fellow | purposely refrained fromreferring to your affair,
though I am devoured by curiosity. It's a fantastic affair. |I've put
it off till another tinme, but you' re enough to rouse the dead...

Well, let us go, only I warn you beforehand | amonly going horme for a
monent, to get sone noney; then | shall lock up the flat, take a cab
and go to spend the evening at the Islands. Now, now are you goi ng

to foll ow me?"



"I"'mconmng to your |odgings, not to see you but Sofya Semyonovna,
to say |'msorry not to have been at the funeral."

"That's as you like, but Sofya Senyonovna is not at hone. She has
taken the three children to an old I ady of high rank, the patroness of
some orphan asyluns, whom | used to know years ago. | charnmed the
old I ady by depositing a sumof noney with her to provide for the
three children of Katerina Ivanovna and subscribing to the institution
as well. | told her too the story of Sofya Semyonovna in ful
detail, suppressing nothing. It produced an indescribable effect on
her. That's why Sofya Senmyonovnha has been invited to call to-day at
the X. Hotel where the lady is staying for the tine."

"No matter, I'll come all the sane.™

"As you like, it's nothing to ne, but | won't cone with you; here we
are at home. By the way, | am convinced that you regard nme with
suspi ci on just because | have shown such delicacy and have not so
far troubled you with questions... you understand? It struck you as
extraordinary; | don't mind betting it's that. Well, it teaches one to
show del i cacy!"

"And to listen at doors!"

"Ah, that's it, is it?" laughed Svidrigailov. "Yes, | should have
been surprised if you had let that pass after all that has happened.
Ha- ha! Though | did understand sonething of the pranks you had been up
to and were telling Sofya Semyonovna about, what was the neani ng of
it? Perhaps | amquite behind the tines and can't understand. For
goodness' sake, explain it, my dear boy. Expound the |atest theories!"

"You couldn't have heard anything. You're nmaking it all up!"

"But I'mnot tal king about that (though I did hear sonething). No,
I"mtal king of the way you keep sighing and groaning now. The Schiller
inyouis in revolt every noment, and now you tell ne not to listen at
doors. If that's how you feel, go and informthe police that you had
this mischance; you nade a little mistake in your theory. But if you
are convinced that one nmustn't listen at doors, but one nay nurder old

wonren at one's pleasure, you' d better be off to America and nake



haste. Run, young man! There may still be time. |I'm speaking

sincerely. Haven't you the noney? |I'll give you the fare.”
"I'"'mnot thinking of that at all," Raskolnikov interrupted with
di sgust .

"l understand (but don't put yourself out, don't discuss it if you
don't want to). | understand the questions you are worrying over-
noral ones, aren't they? Duties of citizen and nan? Lay them al
asi de. They are nothing to you now, ha-ha! You'll say you are stil
a man and a citizen. If so you ought not to have got into this coil
It's no use taking up a job you are not fit for. Well, you'd better
shoot yourself, or don't you want to?"

"You seemtrying to enrage ne, to nake ne | eave you."

"What a queer fellow But here we are. Welcone to the staircase. You
see, that's the way to Sof ya Semyonovna. Look, there is no one at
hone. Don't you believe ne? Ask Kapernaunov. She |eaves the key with
him Here is Madane de Kapernaunov herself. Hey, what? She is rather
deaf. Has she gone out? \Where? Did you hear? She is not in and won't
be till late in the evening probably. Wll, cone to ny room you
wanted to come and see nme, didn't you? Here we are. Madame
Resslich's not at honme. She is a woman who is al ways busy, an
excel l ent wonan | assure you.... She m ght have been of use to you
if you had been a little nore sensible. Now, see! | take this five per
cent. bond out of the bureau- see what a lot I've got of themstill-
this one will be turned into cash to-day. | nmustn't waste any nore
time. The bureau is locked, the flat is |ocked, and here we are

again on the stairs. Shall we take a cab? I'mgoing to the Islands.

Wuld you like alift? I'Il take this carriage. Ah, you refuse? You
are tired of it! Cone for a drive! |I believe it will come on to
rain. Never mnd, we'll put down the hood...."

Svidrigailov was already in the carriage. Raskol ni kov deci ded t hat
his suspicions were at least for that noment unjust. Wthout answering
a word he turned and wal ked back towards the Hay Market. If he had

only turned round on his way he m ght have seen Svidrigailov get out



not a hundred paces off, disnmiss the cab and wal k al ong the
pavenent. But he had turned the corner and coul d see not hing.
I ntense di sgust drew himaway from Svidrigail ov.

"To think that | could for one instant have | ooked for help from
that coarse brute, that depraved sensualist and bl ackguard!" he cried.
Raskol ni kov' s judgnent was uttered too lightly and hastily: there

was sonet hi ng about Svidrigail ov which gave hima certain original
even a nysterious character. As concerned his sister, Raskol ni kov
was convinced that Svidrigailov would not | eave her in peace. But it
was too tiresone and unbearable to go on thinking and thinking about
t hi s.

When he was al one, he had not gone twenty paces before he sank, as
usual , into deep thought. On the bridge he stood by the railing and
began gazing at the water. And his sister was standing cl ose by him

He met her at the entrance to the bridge, but passed by w thout
seeing her. Dounia had never met himlike this in the street before
and was struck with dismay. She stood still and did not know whet her
to call to himor not. Suddenly she saw Svidrigail ov com ng quickly
fromthe direction of the Hay Market.

He seemed to be approaching cautiously. He did not go on to the
bridge, but stood aside on the pavenent, doing all he could to avoid
Raskol ni kov's seeing him He had observed Dounia for sone tine and had
been making signs to her. She fancied he was signalling to beg her not
to speak to her brother, but to cone to him

That was what Dounia did. She stole by her brother and went up to
Svidrigail ov.

"Let us nmake haste away," Svidrigailov whispered to her, "I don't
want Rodi on Romanovitch to know of our neeting. | nust tell you I've
been sitting with himin the restaurant close by, where he | ooked ne
up and | had great difficulty in getting rid of him He has sonehow
heard of ny letter to you and suspects sonething. It wasn't you who

told him of course, but if not you, who then?"

"Well, we've turned the corner now," Dounia interrupted, "and ny



brother won't see us. | have to tell you that |I am going no further

with you. Speak to ne here. You can tell it all in the street.”

"In the first place, | can't say it in the street; secondly, you
must hear Sofya Senyonovna too; and, thirdly, | will show you sone
papers.... Oh well, if you won't agree to conme with me, | shall refuse

to give any explanation and go away at once. But | beg you not to
forget that a very curious secret of your beloved brother's is
entirely in ny keeping."

Douni a stood still, hesitating, and | ooked at Svidrigailov with
sear ching eyes

"What are you afraid of ?" he observed quietly. "The town is not
the country. And even in the country you did ne nore harmthan | did
you. "

"Have you prepared Sofya Senyonovna?"

"No, | have not said a word to her and amnot quite certain
whet her she is at home now. But nost likely she is. She has buried her
stepnot her to-day: she is not likely to go visiting on such a day. For
the tine | don't want to speak to any one about it and | half regret
havi ng spoken to you. The slightest indiscretion is as bad as betraya
inathing like this. I live there in that house, we are comng to it.
That's the porter of our house- he knows ne very well; you see, he's
bowi ng; he sees |'mcomng with a | ady and no doubt he has noticed
your face already and you will be glad of that if you are afraid of ne
and suspicious. Excuse nmy putting things so coarsely. | haven't a flat
to nyself; Sofya Senyonovna's roomis next to mine- she |odges in
the next flat. The whole floor is let out in |odgings. Wy are you
frightened like a child? Am1| really so terrible?"

Svidrigailov's lips were twisted in a condescending snile; but he
was in no smling nmood. H's heart was throbbing and he could
scarcely breathe. He spoke rather loud to cover his grow ng
excitenent. But Dounia did not notice this peculiar excitement, she
was so irritated by his remark that she was frightened of himlike a

child and that he was so terrible to her



"Though | know that you are not a man... of honour, | amnot in
the |l east afraid of you. Lead the way," she said with apparent
conmposure, but her face was very pale.

Svidrigailov stopped at Sonia's room

"Allow me to inquire whether she is at home.... She is not. How
unfortunate! But | know she nmay conme quite soon. If she's gone out, it
can only be to see a | ady about the orphans. Their nother is
dead.... I've been neddling and maki ng arrangenents for them If Sofya
Senyonovna does not cone back in ten minutes, | will send her to
you, to-day if you like. This is nmy flat. These are ny two roons.
Madanme Resslich, ny |andlady, has the next room Now, |ook this way. |
wi Il show you ny chief piece of evidence: this door fromny bedroom
leads into two perfectly enpty roons, which are to let. Here they
are... You nust look into themw th sone attention."

Svidrigailov occupied two fairly |arge furnished roons. Douni a was
| ooki ng about her mistrustfully, but saw nothing special in the
furniture or position of the roons. Yet there was sonething to
observe, for instance, that Svidrigailov's flat was exactly between
two sets of al nbst uninhabited apartnments. His roons were not
entered directly fromthe passage, but through the | andl ady's two
al nrost enpty rooms. Unl ocking a door |eading out of his bedroom
Svidrigail ov showed Dounia the two enpty roons that were to let.
Douni a stopped in the doorway, not know ng what she was called to | ook
upon, but Svidrigailov hastened to explain.

"Look here, at this second |arge room Notice that door, it's
| ocked. By the door stands a chair, the only one in the two roons. |
brought it fromny roons so as to listen nore conveniently. Just the
other side of the door is Sofya Semyonovna's table; she sat there
tal king to Rodi on Romanovitch. And | sat here listening on two
successi ve evenings, for two hours each tinme- and of course | was able
to |l earn sonething, what do you think?"

"You |istened?"

"Yes, | did. Now cone back to ny room we can't sit down here."



He brought Avdotya Ronmanovna back into his sitting-room and
offered her a chair. He sat down at the opposite side of the table, at
| east seven feet fromher, but probably there was the sane glowin his
eyes whi ch had once frightened Dounia so nmuch. She shuddered and
once nore | ooked about her distrustfully. It was an involuntary
gesture; she evidently did not wish to betray her uneasi ness. But
t he secl uded position of Svidrigailov's |odging had suddenly struck
her. She wanted to ask whether his |andlady at |east were at home, but
pride kept her from asking. Mreover, she had another trouble in her
heart inconparably greater than fear for herself. She was in great
di stress.

"Here is your letter," she said, laying it on the table. "Can it
be true what you wite? You hint at a crine conmtted, you say, by
my brother. You hint at it too clearly; you daren't deny it now |
must tell you that |1'd heard of this stupid story before you wote and
don't believe a word of it. It's a disgusting and ridicul ous
suspicion. | know the story and why and how it was invented. You can
have no proofs. You pronised to prove it. Speak! But let ne warn you
that | don't believe you! | don't believe you!"

Douni a said this, speaking hurriedly, and for an instant the
col our rushed to her face.

"I'f you didn't believe it, how could you risk com ng alone to ny
roons? Wy have you cone? Sinply fromcuriosity?”

"Don't tornment nme. Speak, speak!"

"There's no denying that you are a brave girl. Upon ny word, |
t hought you woul d have asked M. Razum hin to escort you here. But
he was not with you nor anywhere near. | was on the | ook-out. It's
spirited of you, it proves you wanted to spare Rodi on Ronanovitch. But
everything is divine in you.... About your brother, what am|l to say
to you? You've just seen himyourself. What did you think of hinP"

"Surely that's not the only thing you are building on?"

"No, not on that, but on his own words. He cane here on two

successi ve evenings to see Sofya Senyonovna. |'ve shown you where they



sat. He made a full confession to her. He is a nmurderer. He killed

an ol d wonman, a pawnbroker, w th whom he had pawned things hinself. He
killed her sister too, a pedlar woman cal | ed Li zaveta, who happened to
come in while he was nmurdering her sister. He killed themwi th an

axe he brought with him He nurdered themto rob themand he did rob
them He took nobney and various things.... He told all this, word

for word, to Sofya Senyonovna, the only person who knows his secret.
But she has had no share by word or deed in the nmurder; she was as
horrified at it as you are now. Don't be anxious, she won't betray
him"

"It cannot be,"” nmuttered Dounia, with white |lips. She gasped for
breath. "It cannot be. There was not the slightest cause, no sort of
ground.... It's alie, alie!"

"He robbed her, that was the cause, he took noney and things. It's
true that by his own adm ssion he nade no use of the noney or
things, but hid themunder a stone, where they are now But that was
because he dared not nmake use of them"”

"But how could he steal, rob? How could he dreamof it?" cried
Douni a, and she junped up fromthe chair. "Wy, you know him and
you' ve seen him can he be a thief?"

She seened to be inploring Svidrigailov; she had entirely
forgotten her fear.

"There are thousands and nillions of conbinations and possibilities,
Avdot ya Rormanovna. A thief steals and knows he is a scoundrel, but
I've heard of a gentleman who broke open the mail. Who knows, very
Iikely he thought he was doing a gentlemanly thing! OF course | should
not have believed it nyself if 1'd been told of it as you have, but
| believe ny owmn ears. He explained all the causes of it to Sofya
Senyonovna too, but she did not believe her ears at first, yet she
bel i eved her own eyes at l|ast."

"What... were the causes?"

"It's a long story, Avdotya Romanovnha. Here's... how shall | tel

you?- A theory of a sort, the sane one by which | for instance



consider that a single nmisdeed is permissible if the principal aim

is right, a solitary wongdoi ng and hundreds of good deeds! It's
galling too, of course, for a young nman of gifts and overweening pride
to know that if he had, for instance, a paltry three thousand, his
whol e career, his whole future would be differently shaped and yet not
to have that three thousand. Add to that, nervous irritability from
hunger, fromlodging in a hole, fromrags, froma vivid sense of the

charm of his social position and his sister's and nother's position

too. Above all, vanity, pride and vanity, though goodness knows he nay
have good qualities too.... | amnot blanming him please don't think
it; besides, it's not ny business. A special little theory cane in

too- a theory of a sort- dividing mankind, you see, into materia
and superior persons, that is persons to whomthe | aw does not apply
owing to their superiority, who make |laws for the rest of mankind, the
material, that is. It's all right as a theory, une theorie come une
autre. Napol eon attracted himtrenendously, that is, what affected him
was that a great many nmen of genius have not hesitated at
wr ongdoi ng, but have overstepped the | aw w t hout thinking about it. He
seenms to have fancied that he was a genius too- that is, he was
convinced of it for a time. He has suffered a great deal and is
still suffering fromthe idea that he could nake a theory, but was
i ncapabl e of boldly overstepping the law, and so he is not a man of
genius. And that's humliating for a young man of any pride, in our
day especially...."
"But renorse? You deny himany noral feeling then? Is he like that?"
"Ah, Avdotya Romanovna, everything is in a nuddle now, not that it
was ever in very good order. Russians in general are broad in their
i deas, Avdotya Romanovna, broad like their |and and exceedi ngly
di sposed to the fantastic, the chaotic. But it's a msfortune to be
broad without a special genius. Do you renenber what a lot of talk
we had together on this subject, sitting in the evenings on the
terrace after supper? Wiy, you used to reproach ne with breadth! Wo

knows, perhaps we were talking at the very tinme when he was |ying here



t hi nking over his plan. There are no sacred traditions anongst us,
especially in the educated class, Avdotya Romanovna. At the best
some one will nmake them up sonehow for hinself out of books or from

sone old chronicle. But those are for the nost part the |earned and

all old fogeys, so that it would be alnost ill-bred in a man of
soci ety. You know ny opinions in general, though. | never blane any
one. | do nothing at all, | persevere in that. But we've tal ked of
this nmore than once before. | was so happy indeed as to interest you
in my opinions.... You are very pale, Avdotya Romanovna."

"I know his theory. | read that article of his about nmen to whom al

is permtted. Razum hin brought it to ne."

"M . Razum hin? Your brother's article? In a nagazine? |Is there such
an article? | didn't know. It nust be interesting. But where are you
goi ng, Avdotya Romanovnha?"

"I want to see Sofya Semyonovna," Dounia articulated faintly. "How
do | go to her? She has cone in, perhaps. | must see her at once.

Per haps she..."
Avdot ya Romanovna could not finish. Her breath literally failed her
"Sof ya Senyonovna will not be back till night, at least | believe

not. She was to have been back at once, but if not, then she wll

not be intill quite late."
"Ah, then you are lying! | see... you were lying... lying all the
time.... | don't believe you! | don't believe you!" cried Dounia,

conpl etely | osing her head.

Al nost fainting, she sank on to a chair which Svidrigailov nmade
haste to give her.

"Avdot ya Romanovna, what is it? Control yourself! Here is sone
water. Drink a little...."

He sprinkled sone water over her. Dounia shuddered and cane to
hersel f.

"It has acted violently," Svidrigailov muttered to hinmself,
frowni ng. "Avdotya Romanovna, cal myourself! Believe ne, he has

friends. W will save him Wuld you |ike ne to take hi m abroad?



have noney, | can get a ticket in three days. And as for the nurder,
he will do all sorts of good deeds yet, to atone for it. Calm
yoursel f. He may becone a great nan yet. Wll, how are you? How do you
feel ?"

"Cruel man! To be able to jeer at it! Let nme go..."

"Where are you goi ng?"

"To him Where is he? Do you know? Why is this door |ocked? W
came in at that door and now it is |ocked. Wen did you nanage to | ock
it?"

"We couldn't be shouting all over the flat on such a subject. | am
far fromjeering; it's sinmply that I'msick of talking like this.
But how can you go in such a state? Do you want to betray hin? You
will drive himto fury, and he will give hinmself up. Let nme tel

you, he is already being watched; they are already on his track. You

will sinply be giving himaway. Wait a little: | saw himand was
talking to himjust now He can still be saved. Wait a bit, sit
down; let us think it over together. | asked you to cone in order to

discuss it alone with you and to consider it thoroughly. But do sit
down! "

"How can you save hin? Can he really be saved?"

Douni a sat down. Svidrigailov sat down beside her

"It all depends on you, on you, on you alone," he begin with gl ow ng
eyes, alnost in a whisper and hardly able to utter the words for
enoti on.

Douni a drew back fromhimin alarm He too was trenbling all over.

"You... one word fromyou, and he is saved. I.... I'll save him |
have noney and friends. 1'Il send himaway at once. 1'll get a
passport, two passports, one for himand one for ne. | have friends..
capable people.... If you like, I'Il take a passport for you... for
your nother.... Wat do you want with Razum hin? | |ove you too...

I love you beyond everything.... Let me kiss the hem of your dress,
let ne, let ne.... The very rustle of it is too nuch for nme. Tel

me, 'do that,' and I'Il do it. I'll do everything. | will do the



i mpossi bl e. What you believe, | will believe. I'll do anything-
anything! Don't, don't |look at me like that. Do you know that you
are killing nme?..."

He was al nost beginning to rave.... Something seemed suddenly to

go to his head. Dounia junped up and rushed to the door

"Open it! Qpen it!" she called, shaking the door. "Open it! Is there

no one there?"
Svidrigailov got up and came to hinmself. His still trenbling lips
slowy broke into an angry nocking snile.

"There is no one at hone," he said quietly and enphatically. "The
| andl ady has gone out, and it's waste of time to shout |ike that.
You are only exciting yourself uselessly."

"Where is the key? Open the door at once, at once, base nan!"

"I have lost the key and cannot find it."

"This is an outrage," cried Dounia, turning pale as death. She
rushed to the furthest corner, where she nade haste to barricade
herself with a little table.

She did not scream but she fixed her eyes on her tornentor and
wat ched every novenent he nade

Svidrigailov remained standing at the other end of the room facing
her. He was positively conposed, at |east in appearance, but his
face was pal e as before. The nocking smle did not | eave his face.

"You spoke of outrage just now, Avdotya Romanovna. In that case
you may be sure |'ve taken neasures. Sofya Senyonovna is not at
home. The Kapernaunovs are far away- there are five | ocked rooms
between. | amat |east twice as strong as you are and | have not hi ng
to fear, besides. For you could not conplain afterwards. You surely
would not be willing actually to betray your brother? Besides, no
one woul d believe you. How should a girl have cone alone to visit a
solitary man in his |lodgings? So that even if you do sacrifice your
brother, you could prove nothing. It is very difficult to prove an
assaul t, Avdotya Romanovna.”

"Scoundrel!" whi spered Douni a indignantly.



"As you like, but observe | was only speaking by way of a genera
proposition. It's nmy personal conviction that you are perfectly right-
violence is hateful. | only spoke to show you that you need have no
remorse even if... you were willing to save your brother of your own
accord, as | suggest to you. You would be sinply submtting to
circunstances, to violence, in fact, if we nust use that word. Think
about it. Your brother's and your nother's fate are in your hands.
will be your slave... all ny life... I will wait here.”

Svidrigailov sat down on the sofa about eight steps from Dounia. She
had not the slightest doubt now of his unbending determnination
Besi des, she knew him Suddenly she pulled out of her pocket a
revol ver, cocked it and laid it in her hand on the table. Svidrigail ov
j unped up.

"Aha! So that's it, is it?" he cried, surprised but smling
maliciously. "Well, that conpletely alters the aspect of affairs.

You' ve made things wonderfully easier for me, Avdotya Ronanovha. But
where did you get the revolver? Was it M. Razum hin? Wiy, it's ny
revolver, an old friend! And how I've hunted for it! The shooting

| essons |'ve given you in the country have not been thrown away."

"I't's not your revolver, it belonged to Marfa Petrovna, whom you
killed, wetch! There was not hing of yours in her house. | took it
when | began to suspect what you were capable of. If you dare to

advance one step, | swear I'Il kill you." She was frantic.

"But your brother? | ask fromcuriosity," said Svidrigailov, stil
standi ng where he was.

"Inform if you want to! Don't stir! Don't cone nearer! 1'lI
shoot! You poi soned your wife, | know, you are a nurderer yourself!"
She held the revol ver ready.

"Are you so positive | poisoned Marfa Petrovna?"

"You did! You hinted it yourself! you talked to ne of poison.... |
know you went to get it... you had it in readiness.... It was your

doing.... It nust have been your doing.... Scoundrel!"”

"Even if that were true, it would have been for your sake... you



woul d have been the cause.”

"You are lying! | hated you al ways, always...."

"Cho, Avdotya Romanovna! You seemto have forgotten how you softened
to ne in the heat of propaganda. | saw it in your eyes. Do you
renenber that noonlight night, when the nightingal e was singing?”

"That's a lie," there was a flash of fury in Dounia's eyes,

"that's a lie and a |libel!"

"Alie? Wll, if you like, it's alie. | made it up. Wrnen ought not
to be rem nded of such things," he smiled. "I know you will shoot, you
pretty wild creature. Wll, shoot away!"

Douni a rai sed the revolver, and deadly pale, gazed at him nmeasuring
the distance and awaiting the first novenent on his part. Her |ower
lip was white and quivering and her big black eyes flashed |ike
fire. He had never seen her so handsone. The fire glowi ng in her
eyes at the nonent she raised the revolver seened to kindle himand
there was a pang of anguish in his heart. He took a step forward and a
shot rang out. The bullet grazed his hair and flew into the wall
behi nd. He stood still and |aughed softly.

"The wasp has stung nme. She ained straight at nmy head. What's
thi s? Bl ood?" he pulled out his handkerchief to w pe the bl ood,
which flowed in a thin streamdown his right tenple. The bullet seened
to have just grazed the skin.

Douni a | owered the revol ver and | ooked at Svidrigailov not so nuch
interror as in a sort of wild amazenent. She seened not to understand
what she was doing and what was goi ng on

"Well, you missed! Fire again, I'll wait,"” said Svidrigailov softly,
still smling, but gloomly. "If you go on like that, | shall have
time to seize you before you cock again."

Douni a started, quickly cocked the pistol and again raised it.

"Let me be," she cried in despair. "I swear |I'll shoot again. I...
"1l kill you."
"Well... at three paces you can hardly help it. But if you

don't... then." Hi s eyes flashed and he took two steps forward. Dounia



shot again: it missed fire.

"You haven't loaded it properly. Never mnd, you have another charge
there. Get it ready, I'll wait."

He stood facing her, two paces away, waiting and gazing at her
with wild determnation, with feverishly passionate, stubborn, set
eyes. Dounia saw that he would sooner die than let her go. "And..
now, of course she would kill him at two paces!" Suddenly she flung
away the revol ver.

"She's dropped it!" said Svidrigailov with surprise, and he drew a
deep breath. A weight seened to have rolled fromhis heart- perhaps
not only the fear of death; indeed he may scarcely have felt it at
that monent. It was the deliverance from another feeling, darker and
nore bitter, which he could not hinmself have defined.

He went to Dounia and gently put his armround her waist. She did
not resist, but, trenbling like a | eaf, |ooked at himw th suppliant
eyes. He tried to say sonething, but his |ips noved w thout being able
to utter a sound.

"Let nme go," Dounia inplored. Svidrigailov shuddered. Her voice
now was quite different.

"Then you don't |ove nme?" he asked softly. Dounia shook her head.

"And... and you can't? Never?" he whispered in despair.

"Never!"

There foll owed a nmonent of terrible, dunb struggle in the heart of
Svidrigailov. He |ooked at her with an indescribable gaze. Suddenly he
withdrew his arm turned quickly to the wi ndow and stood facing it.
Anot her nonent passed.

"Here's the key."

He took it out of the left pocket of his coat and laid it on the
tabl e behind him wi thout turning or |ooking at Douni a.

"Take it! Make haste!"

He | ooked stubbornly out of the wi ndow. Dounia went up to the
table to take the key.

"Make haste! Make haste!" repeated Svidrigailov, still without



turning or noving. But there seened a terrible significance in the
tone of that "make haste.™

Douni a understood it, snatched up the key, flew to the door
unl ocked it quickly and rushed out of the room A minute |later, beside
herself, she ran out on to the canal bank in the direction of X
Bri dge.

Svidrigailov remained three minutes standing at the w ndow. At
| ast he slowy turned, |ooked about himand passed his hand over his
forehead. A strange snmile contorted his face, a pitiful, sad, weak
smile, a snmle of despair. The blood, which was already getting dry,
sneared his hand. He | ooked angrily at it, then wetted a towel and
washed his tenple. The revol ver which Dounia had flung away | ay near
the door and suddenly caught his eye. He picked it up and exanmined it.
It was a little pocket three-barrel revol ver of ol d-fashioned
construction. There were still two charges and one capsule left init.
It could be fired again. He thought a little, put the revolver in

hi s pocket, took his hat and went out.

Chapter Six

HE SPENT that evening till ten o'clock, going fromone | ow haunt
to another. Katia too turned up and sang anot her gutter song, how a
certain "villain and tyrant"

"began kissing Katia."

Svidrigailov treated Katia and the organ-grinder and some singers
and the waiters and two little clerks. He was particularly drawn to
these clerks by the fact that they both had crooked noses, one bent to
the left and the other to the right. They took himfinally to a
pl easure garden, where he paid for their entrance. There was one | anky

three-year-old pine tree and three bushes in the garden, besides a



"Vauxhal | ," which was in reality a drinking-bar where tea too was
served, and there were a few green tables and chairs standing round
it. A chorus of wetched singers and a drunken, but exceedingly
depressed Gernman clown from Munich with a red nose entertai ned the
public. The clerks quarreled with sone other clerks and a fight seened
i mm nent. Svidrigailov was chosen to decide the dispute. He |istened
to themfor a quarter of an hour, but they shouted so |oud that

there was no possibility of understanding them The only fact that
seened certain was that one of them had stol en sonet hing and had

even succeeded in selling it on the spot to a Jew, but would not share
the spoil with his conpanion. Finally it appeared that the stolen

obj ect was a teaspoon belonging to the Vauxhall. It was nissed and the
affair began to seemtroubl esone. Svidrigailov paid for the spoon, got
up, and wal ked out of the garden. It was about six o'clock. He had not
drunk a drop of wine all this tinme and had ordered tea nore for the
sake of appearances than anything.

It was a dark and stifling evening. Threatening stormclouds cane
over the sky about ten o' clock. There was a clap of thunder, and the
rain cane down like a waterfall. The water fell not in drops, but beat
on the earth in streams. There were flashes of lightning every
m nute and each flash | asted while one could count five.

Drenched to the skin, he went home, |ocked hinself in, opened the
bureau, took out all his noney and tore up two or three papers.

Then, putting the noney in his pocket, he was about to change his

cl ot hes, but, |ooking out of the window and listening to the thunder
and the rain, he gave up the idea, took up his hat and went out of the
room w t hout | ocking the door. He went straight to Sonia. She was at
hore.

She was not al one: the four Kapernaunov children were with her
She was giving themtea. She received Svidrigailov in respectfu
sil ence, |ooking wonderingly at his soaking clothes. The children
all ran away at once in indescribable terror

Svidrigailov sat down at the table and asked Sonia to sit beside



him She tinmdly prepared to listen
"I may be going to America, Sofya Semyonovna," said Svidrigailov,
and as | am probably seeing you for the last tine, | have cone to
make sone arrangenents. Well, did you see the |ady to-day? | know what
she said to you, you need not tell ne." (Sonia nmade a novenent and
bl ushed.) "Those peopl e have their own way of doing things. As to your
sisters and your brother, they are really provided for and the noney
assigned to them|'ve put into safe keeping and have received
acknow edgnents. You had better take charge of the receipts, in case
anyt hi ng happens. Here, take theml Well, now that's settled. Here
are three 5 per cent. bonds to the value of three thousand roubl es.
Take those for yourself, entirely for yourself, and let that be
strictly between ourselves, so that no one knows of it, whatever you
hear. You will need the noney, for to go on living in the old way,
Sof ya Semyonovna, is bad, and besides there is no need for it now"

"I am so nuch indebted to you, and so are the children and ny

stepnother,” said Sonia hurriedly, "and if I've said so little..
pl ease don't consider..."

"That's enough! that's enough!"

"But as for the noney, Arkady lvanovitch, | amvery grateful to you
but | don't need it now | can always earn nmy own living. Don't
think nme ungrateful. If you are so charitable, that noney...."

"It's for you, for you, Sofya Senyonovna, and please don't waste
words over it. | haven't tine for it. You will want it. Rodion
Romanovitch has two alternatives: a bullet in the brain or Siberia.”
(Sonia | ooked wildly at him and started.) "Don't be uneasy, | know
all about it fromhinself and | amnot a gossip; | won't tell any one.
It was good advice when you told himto give hinself up and confess.
It would be nuch better for him Well, if it turns out to be
Siberia, he will go and you will follow him That's so, isn't it?

And if so, you'll need noney. You'll need it for him do you
understand? Gving it to you is the sane as ny giving it to him

Besi des, you pronised Analia Ivanovna to pay what's owing. | heard



you. How can you undertake such obligations so heedl essly, Sofya
Senyonovna? It was Katerina |Ivanovna's debt and not yours, so you
ought not to have taken any notice of the German wonan. You can't
get through the world like that. If you are ever questioned about
me- to-norrow or the day after you will be asked- don't say anything
about ny coming to see you now and don't show t he noney to any one
or say a word about it. Well, now good-bye." (He got up.) "MW
greetings to Rodi on Romanovitch. By the way, you'd better put the
money for the present in M. Razum hin's keeping. You know M.
Razum hi n? OF course you do. He's not a bad fellow Take it to him
to-nmorrow or... when the tinme cones. And till then, hide it

careful ly."

Sonia too junped up from her chair and | ooked in dismay at
Svidrigailov. She longed to speak, to ask a question, but for the
first nonents she did not dare and did not know how to begin.

"How can you... how can you be going now, in such rain?"

"Why, be starting for America, and be stopped by rain! Ha, hal
Good- bye, Sofya Semyonovna, ny dear! Live and live long, you will be
of use to others. By the way... tell M. Razumihin | send ny greetings
to him Tell him Arkady Ivanovitch Svidrigailov sends his greetings.
Be sure to."

He went out, leaving Sonia in a state of wondering anxi ety and vague
appr ehensi on.

It appeared afterwards that on the sane evening, at twenty past
el even, he made anot her very eccentric and unexpected visit. The
rain still persisted. Drenched to the skin, he wal ked into the
little flat where the parents of his betrothed lived, in Third
Street in Vassilyevsky Island. He knocked some tine before he was
admtted, and his visit at first caused great perturbation; but
Svidrigailov could be very fascinating when he |iked, so that the
first, and indeed very intelligent surm se of the sensible parents
that Svidrigailov had probably had so much to drink that he did not

know what he was doi ng vani shed i medi ately. The decrepit father was



wheeled in to see Svidrigailov by the tender and sensi bl e not her,

who as usual began the conversation with various irrelevant questions.
She never asked a direct question, but began by sniling and rubbing
her hands and then, if she were obliged to ascertain sonething- for

i nstance, when Svidrigailov would Iike to have the weddi ng- she

woul d begin by interested and al nbst eager questions about Paris and
the court life there, and only by degrees brought the conversation
round to Third Street. On other occasions this had of course been very
i mpressive, but this tine Arkady |vanovitch seenmed particularly

i mpatient, and insisted on seeing his betrothed at once, though he had
been infornmed to begin with that she had al ready gone to bed. The girl
of course appeared.

Svidrigailov informed her at once that he was obliged by very
important affairs to | eave Petersburg for a tine, and therefore
brought her fifteen thousand roubl es and begged her accept themas a
present fromhim as he had | ong been intending to nake her this
trifling present before their wedding. The | ogical connection of the
present with his i medi ate departure and the absol ute necessity of
visiting themfor that purpose in pouring rain at nidni ght was not
made clear. But it all went off very well; even the inevitable
ej acul ations of wonder and regret, the inevitable questions were
extraordinarily few and restrained. On the other hand, the gratitude
expressed was nost glowing and was reinforced by tears fromthe nost
sensi bl e of nothers. Svidrigailov got up, |aughed, kissed his
betrot hed, patted her cheek, declared he woul d soon cone back, and
noticing in her eyes, together with childish curiosity, a sort of
earnest dunb inquiry, reflected and ki ssed her again, though he felt
sincere anger inwardly at the thought that his present would be
i medi ately | ocked up in the keeping of the nobst sensible of
nmot hers. He went away, leaving themall in a state of extraordinary
excitenent, but the tender mammm, speaking quietly in a half
whi sper, settled sone of the nost inportant of their doubts,

concluding that Svidrigailov was a great man, a nan of great affairs



and connections and of great wealth- there was no know ng what he
had in his mnd. He would start off on a journey and give away noney
just as the fancy took him so that there was nothing surprising about
it. OF course it was strange that he was wet through, but
Engl i shmen, for instance, are even nore eccentric, and all these
peopl e of high society didn't think of what was said of them and
didn't stand on cerenony. Possibly, indeed, he canme like that on
pur pose to show that he was not afraid of any one. Above all, not a
word shoul d be said about it, for God knows what might conme of it, and
the money nust be | ocked up, and it was nost fortunate that Fedosya,
the cook, had not left the kitchen. And above all not a word nust be
said to that old cat, Madane Resslich, and so on and so on. They sat
up whispering till two o' clock, but the girl went to bed nmuch earlier
amazed and rather sorrowful

Svidrigailov meanwhil e, exactly at mdnight, crossed the bridge on
the way back to the mainland. The rain had ceased and there was a
roaring wi nd. He began shivering, and for one nonent he gazed at the
black waters of the Little Neva with a | ook of special interest,
even inquiry. But he soon felt it very cold, standing by the water; he
turned and went towards Y. Prospect. He wal ked al ong that endless
street for a long time, alnost half an hour, nore than once
stunbling in the dark on the wooden pavenent, but continually
| ooking for something on the right side of the street. He had
noti ced passing through this street lately that there was a hotel
somewhere towards the end, built of wood, but fairly large. and its
nane he renenbered was sonething |ike Adrianople. He was not m staken
the hotel was so conspicuous in that God-forsaken place that he
could not fail to see it even in the dark. It was a |long, blackened
wooden building, and in spite of the |ate hour there were lights in
the wi ndows and signs of |life within. He went in and asked a ragged
fellow who net himin the corridor for a room The latter, scanning
Svidrigailov, pulled hinself together and led himat once to a cl ose

and tiny roomin the distance, at the end of the corridor, under the



stairs. There was no other, all were occupied. The ragged fellow
| ooked inquiringly.
"I's there tea?" asked Svidrigail ov.
"Yes, sir."
"What else is there?”
"Veal , vodka, savouries."
"Bring nme tea and veal ."
"And you want nothing el se?" he asked w th apparent surprise.
"Not hi ng, not hing."
The ragged nan went away, conpletely disillusioned.

"I't nust be a nice place,"” thought Svidrigailov. "How was it |
didn't knowit? | expect | look as if | cane froma cafe chantant
and have had some adventure on the way. It would be interesting to
know who stayed here.”

He lighted the candl e and | ooked at the roomnore carefully. It
was a roomso |low pitched that Svidrigailov could not only just
stand up in it; it had one wi ndow, the bed, which was very dirty,
and the plain stained chair and table alnost filled it up. The walls
| ooked as though they were made of planks, covered with shabby
paper, so torn and dusty that the pattern was indistinguishable,

t hough the general colour- yellow could still be nade out. One of the
wal | s was cut short by the sloping ceiling, though the roomwas not an
attic, but just under the stairs.

Svidrigailov set down the candle, sat down on the bed and sank
into thought. But a strange persistent nurmur which sonetinmes rose
to a shout in the next roomattracted his attention. The nurnur had
not ceased fromthe noment he entered the room He |istened: some
one was upbraiding and al nost tearfully scolding, but he heard only
one voice

Svidrigailov got up, shaded the light with his hand and at once he
saw light through a crack in the wall; he went up and peeped
t hrough. The room which was sonmewhat |arger than his, had two

occupants. One of them a very curly-headed man with a red inflamed



face, was standing in the pose of an orator, without his coat, with
his |l egs wide apart to preserve his balance, and sniting hinself on
the breast. He reproached the other with being a beggar, wth having
no standi ng whatever. He declared that he had taken the other out of
the gutter and he could turn himout when he |iked, and that only

the finger of Providence sees it all. The object of his reproaches was
sitting in a chair, and had the air of a man who wants dreadfully to
sneeze, but can't. He sonetimes turned sheepish and befogged eyes on

t he speaker, but obviously had not the slightest idea what he was
tal ki ng about and scarcely heard it. A candle was burning down on

the table; there were wine glasses, a nearly enpty bottle of vodka,
bread and cucunber, and glasses with the dregs of stale tea. After
gazing attentively at this, Svidrigailov turned away indifferently and
sat down on the bed.

The ragged attendant, returning with the tea, could not resist
aski ng hi magain whether he didn't want anything nore, and again
receiving a negative reply, finally withdrew. Svidrigail ov nade
haste to drink a glass of tea to warm hinself, but could not eat
anyt hing. He began to feel feverish. He took off his coat and,
wrappi ng hinself in the blanket, |ay down on the bed. He was
annoyed. "It would have been better to be well for the occasion," he
thought with a smile. The roomwas close, the candle burnt dinly,
the wi nd was roaring outside, he heard a nouse scratching in the
corner and the roomsnelt of mce and of leather. He lay in a sort
of reverie: one thought followed another. He felt a longing to fix his
i magi nati on on sonething. "It nust be a garden under the w ndow," he
thought. "There's a sound of trees. How | dislike the sound of trees
on a storny night, in the dark! They give one a horrid feeling." He
renenbered how he had disliked it when he passed Petrovsky Park just
now. This rem nded himof the bridge over the Little Neva and he
felt cold again as he had when standing there. "I never have I|iked
water," he thought, "even in a | andscape,” and he suddenly smled

again at a strange idea: "Surely now all these questions of taste



and confort ought not to matter, but |'ve beconme nore particular, |ike

an ani mal that picks out a special place... for such an occasion. |
ought to have gone into the Petrovsky Park! | suppose it seened
dark, cold, ha-ha! As though | were seeking pleasant sensations!... By

the way, why haven't | put out the candl e?" he blew it out. "They've
gone to bed next door," he thought, not seeing the light at the crack
"Wl l, now, Marfa Petrovna, nowis the time for you to turn up; it's
dark, and the very tinme and place for you. But now you won't cone!"”
He suddenly recall ed how, an hour before carrying out his design
on Douni a, he had reconmended Raskol ni kov to trust her to
Razum hin's keeping. "l suppose | really did say it, as Raskol ni kov
guessed, to tease nyself. But what a rogue that Raskolnikov is! He's
gone through a good deal. He may be a successful rogue in time when
he's got over his nonsense. But now he's too eager for life. These
young nen are contenptible on that point. But, hang the fellow Let
hi m pl ease hinmself, it's nothing to do with nme."

He could not get to sleep. By degrees Dounia's image rose before

him and a shudder ran over him "No, | nust give up all that now " he
t hought, rousing hinself. "I nust think of sonething else. It's
queer and funny. | never had a great hatred for any one, | never

particularly desired to revenge nyself even, and that's a bad sign
a bad sign, a bad sign. | never liked quarrelling either, and never
lost ny tenper- that's a bad sign too. And the prom ses | made her
just now, too- Dammation! But- who knows?- perhaps she woul d have nade
a new nman of me sonehow...."

He ground his teeth and sank into silence again. Again Dounia's
i mage rose before him just as she was when, after shooting the
first tine, she had | owered the revolver in terror and gazed bl ankly
at him so that he m ght have seized her tw ce over and she woul d
not have lifted a hand to defend herself if he had not rem nded her
He recall ed how at that instant he felt alnost sorry for her, how he

had felt a pang at his heart..

"Ai e! Damation, these thoughts again! | nust put it away!"



He was dozing off; the feverish shiver had ceased, when suddenly
somet hi ng seenmed to run over his armand | eg under the bedcl ot hes.
He started. "Ugh! hang it! | believe it's a nouse," he thought,
"that's the veal | left on the table.” He felt fearfully disinclined
to pull off the blanket, get up, get cold, but all at once sonething
unpl easant ran over his leg again. He pulled off the blanket and
lighted the candle. Shaking with feverish chill he bent down to
exam ne the bed: there was nothing. He shook the bl anket and
suddenly a nouse junped out on the sheet. He tried to catch it, but
the mouse ran to and fro in zigzags w thout |eaving the bed, slipped
between his fingers, ran over his hand and suddenly darted under the
pillow. He threw down the pillow, but in one instant felt sonething
| eap on his chest and dart over his body and down his back under his
shirt. He trenbl ed nervously and woke up

The room was dark. He was |ying on the bed and wapped up in the
bl anket as before. The wi nd was how i ng under the w ndow "How

di sgusting,"” he thought with annoyance.

He got up and sat on the edge of the bedstead with his back to the

wi ndow. "It's better not to sleep at all," he decided. There was a
col d danp draught fromthe w ndow, however; w thout getting up he drew
t he bl anket over himand wapped hinself init. He was not thinking of
anything and did not want to think. But one image rose after

anot her, incoherent scraps of thought w thout begi nning or end

passed through his mind. He sank into drowsiness. Perhaps the cold, or
t he danpness, or the dark, or the wind that how ed under the w ndow
and tossed the trees roused a sort of persistent craving for the
fantastic. He kept dwelling on inages of flowers, he fancied a
charnming flower garden, a bright, warm alnost hot day, a holiday-
Trinity day. A fine, sunptuous country cottage in the English taste
overgrown with fragrant flowers, with flower beds going round the
house; the porch, weathed in clinbers, was surrounded with beds of

roses. A light, cool staircase, carpeted with rich rugs, was decorated

with rare plants in china pots. He noticed particularly in the w ndows



nosegays of tender, white, heavily fragrant narcissus bendi ng over
their bright, green, thick long stalks. He was reluctant to nove
away fromthem but he went up the stairs and cane into a |arge
hi gh draw ng-room and agai n everywhere- at the wi ndows, the doors on
to the bal cony, and on the balcony itself- were flowers. The floors
were strewn with freshly-cut fragrant hay, the wi ndows were open, a
fresh, cool, light air cane into the room The birds were chirruping
under the window, and in the nmiddle of the room on a table covered
with a white satin shroud, stood a coffin. The coffin was covered with
white silk and edged with a thick white frill; weaths of flowers
surrounded it on all sides. Anong the flowers lay a girl in a white
muslin dress, with her arns crossed and pressed on her bosom as
t hough carved out of nmarble. But her |oose fair hair was wet; there
was a wreath of roses on her head. The stern and already rigid profile
of her face | ooked as though chiselled of marble too, and the smile on
her pale lips was full of an imense unchildish nisery and sorrowful
appeal . Svidrigailov knew that girl; there was no holy inage, no
burni ng candl e beside the coffin; no sound of prayers: the girl had
drowned herself. She was only fourteen, but her heart was broken
And she had destroyed herself, crushed by an insult that had
appal | ed and anazed that childish soul, had smirched that angel purity
with unnmerited disgrace and torn fromher a |ast scream of despair,
unheeded and brutally disregarded, on a dark night in the cold and wet
while the wind how ed. ..

Svidrigailov cane to hinself, got up fromthe bed and went to the
wi ndow. He felt for the latch and opened it. The wind | ashed furiously
into the little roomand stung his face and his chest, only covered
with his shirt, as though with frost. Under the wi ndow there nust have
been sonething |ike a garden, and apparently a pl easure garden. There,
too, probably there were tea tables and singing in the daytinme. Now
drops of rain flewin at the window fromthe trees and bushes; it
was dark as in a cellar, so that he could only just make out sone dark

blurs of objects. Svidrigailov, bending dowmn with el bows on the



wi ndowsill, gazed for five minutes into the darkness; the boom of a
cannon, followed by a second one, resounded in the darkness of the
night. "Ah, the signal! The river is overflowi ng," he thought. "By
morning it will be swirling down the street in the | ower parts,
floodi ng the basements and cellars. The cellar rats will swimout, and
men will curse in the rain and wind as they drag their rubbish to
their upper storeys. VWat tinme is it now?" And he had hardly thought
it when, somewhere near, a clock on the wall, ticking away

hurriedly, struck three.

"Aha! It will be light in an hour! Wy wait? I'lIl go out at once
straight to the park. I'll choose a great bush there drenched wth
rain, so that as soon as one's shoul der touches it, mllions of
drops drip on one's head."

He noved away fromthe wi ndow, shut it, lighted the candle, put on
his wai stcoat, his overcoat and his hat and went out, carrying the
candle, into the passage to | ook for the ragged attendant who woul d be
asl eep sonewhere in the mdst of candle ends and all sorts of rubbish
to pay himfor the roomand | eave the hotel. "It's the best mnute;
| couldn't choose a better."

He wal ked for sone tine through a | ong narrow corridor w thout
finding any one and was just going to call out, when suddenly in a
dark corner between an old cupboard and the door he caught sight of
a strange object which seened to be alive. He bent down with the
candle and saw a little girl, not nore than five years old,
shivering and crying, with her clothes as wet as a soaking
house-fl annel . She did not seem afraid of Svidrigailov, but |ooked
at himw th blank amazenent out of her big black eyes. Now and then
she sobbed as children do when they have been crying a long tine,
but are beginning to be conforted. The child' s face was pale and
tired, she was numb with cold. "How can she have cone here? She nust

have hi dden here and not slept all night." He began questioni ng her
The child suddenly becom ng ani mated, chattered away in her baby

| anguage, sonethi ng about "mammy" and that "nmamry woul d beat her," and



about sone cup that she had "bwoken." The child chattered on without
stopping. He could only guess fromwhat she said that she was a

negl ected child, whose nother, probably a drunken cook, in the service
of the hotel, whipped and frightened her; that the child had broken

a cup of her nother's and was so frightened that she had run away

the evening before, had hidden for a |ong while sonewhere outside in
the rain, at last had nmade her way in here, hidden behind the cupboard
and spent the night there, crying and trenbling fromthe danp, the
darkness and the fear that she would be badly beaten for it. He took
her in his arms, went back to his room sat her on the bed, and

began undressing her. The torn shoes which she had on her stockingless
feet were as wet as if they had been standing in a puddle all night.
When he had undressed her, he put her on the bed, covered her up and
wr apped her in the blanket from her head downwards. She fell asleep at
once. Then he sank into dreary nusing again.

"What folly to trouble myself," he decided suddenly with an
oppressive feeling of annoyance. "What idiocy!" In vexation he took up
the candle to go and | ook for the ragged attendant again and nake
haste to go away. "Damm the child!" he thought as he opened the
door, but he turned again to see whether the child was asleep. He
rai sed the bl anket carefully. The child was sl eeping soundly, she
had got warm under the bl anket, and her pal e cheeks were fl ushed.

But strange to say that flush seenmed brighter and coarser than the
rosy cheeks of childhood. "It's a flush of fever," thought
Svidrigailov. It was like the flush fromdrinking, as though she had
been given a full glass to drink. Her crinson |ips were hot and

gl owi ng; but what was this? He suddenly fancied that her |ong bl ack
eyel ashes were quivering, as though the lids were opening and a sly
crafty eye peeped out with an unchildlike wi nk, as though the little
girl were not asleep, but pretending. Yes, it was so. Her lips
parted in a smle. The corners of her nouth quivered, as though she

were trying to control them But now she quite gave up all effort, now

it was a grin, a broad grin; there was sonethi ng shanel ess,



provocative in that quite unchildish face; it was depravity, it was
the face of a harlot, the shanel ess face of a French harlot. Now

bot h eyes opened wi de; they turned a gl owi ng, shanel ess gl ance upon
him they laughed, invited him... There was sonething infinitely

hi deous and shocking in that |augh, in those eyes, in such nastiness
in the face of a child. "Wat, at five years ol d?" Svidrigailov
muttered in genuine horror. "Wat does it nmean?" And now she turned to
him her little face all aglow, holding out her arns.... "Accursed
child!'"™ Svidrigailov cried, raising his hand to strike her, but at
that nmoment he woke up

He was in the sane bed, still wapped in the blanket. The candl e had
not been lighted, and daylight was streaming in at the w ndows.

"I'"ve had nightmare all night!" He got up angrily, feeling utterly
shattered; his bones ached. There was a thick m st outside and he
could see nothing. It was nearly five. He had overslept hinmself! He
got up, put on his still danp jacket and overcoat. Feeling the
revol ver in his pocket, he took it out and then he sat down, took a
not ebook out of his pocket and in the nbst conspicuous place on the
title page wote a fewlines in large letters. Reading them over, he
sank into thought with his el bows on the table. The revol ver and the
not ebook | ay beside him Sonme flies woke up and settled on the
unt ouched veal, which was still on the table. He stared at them and at
last with his free right hand began trying to catch one. He tried till
he was tired, but could not catch it. At last, realising that he was
engaged in this interesting pursuit, he started, got up and wal ked
resolutely out of the room A minute later he was in the street.

A thick mlky nmist hung over the town. Svidrigailov wal ked al ong the
slippery dirty wooden pavenent towards the Little Neva. He was
picturing the waters of the Little Neva swollen in the night,
Petrovsky Island, the wet paths, the wet grass, the wet trees and
bushes and at |ast the bush.... He began ill-hunouredly staring at the
houses, trying to think of something else. There was not a cabnman or a

passer-by in the street. The bright yell ow, wooden, little houses



| ooked dirty and dejected with their closed shutters. The cold and
damp penetrated his whol e body and he began to shiver. Fromtinme to
time he canme across shop signs and read each carefully. At last he
reached the end of the wooden pavenent and canme to a big stone

house. A dirty, shivering dog crossed his path with its tail between
its legs. Anman in a great coat lay face downwards; dead drunk, across
the pavenent. He | ooked at himand went on. A high tower stood up on
the left. "Bah!" he shouted, "here is a place. Wiy should it be
Petrovsky? It will be in the presence of an official wtness

anyway. ..."

He alnost snmiled at this new thought and turned into the street
where there was the big house with the tower. At the great closed
gates of the house, a little man stood with his shoul der | eaning
against them wapped in a grey soldier's coat, with a copper Achilles
hel mret on his head. He cast a drowsy and indifferent gl ance at
Svidrigailov. His face wore that perpetual |ook of peevish
dejection, which is so sourly printed on all faces of Jew sh race
wi t hout exception. They both, Svidrigailov and Achilles, stared at
each other for a few minutes without speaking. At last it struck
Achilles as irregular for a man not drunk to be standing three steps
fromhim staring and not saying a word.

"What do you want here?" he said, w thout noving or changing his
posi tion.

"Not hi ng, brother, good norning," answered Svidrigail ov.

"This isn't the place."

"I amgoing to foreign parts, brother."

"To foreign parts?"

"To America."

"Anerica.”

Svidrigailov took out the revolver and cocked it. Achilles raised

hi

s eyebrows.
"I say, this is not the place for such jokes!"

"Way shouldn't it be the place?"



"Because it isn't."

"Well, brother, | don't mind that. It's a good place. Wen you are
asked, you just say he was going, he said, to Anerica."

He put the revolver to his right tenple.

"You can't do it here, it's not the place,"” cried Achilles,
rousing hinself, his eyes grow ng bigger and bigger

Svidrigailov pulled the trigger.

Chapter Seven

THE SAME day, about seven o' clock in the evening, Raskolni kov was on
his way to his nother's and sister's |odging- the lodging in
Bakal eyev' s house whi ch Razum hin had found for them The stairs
went up fromthe street. Raskol ni kov wal ked with |agging steps, as
though still hesitating whether to go or not. But nothing would have
turned hi m back: his decision was taken

"Besides, it doesn't matter, they still know nothing," he thought,
"and they are used to thinking of nme as eccentric.”

He was appallingly dressed: his clothes torn and dirty, soaked
with a night's rain. Hs face was alnost distorted fromfatigue
exposure, the inward conflict that had |lasted for twenty-four hours.
He had spent all the previous night alone, God knows where. But anyway
he had reached a deci sion

He knocked at the door which was opened by his nother. Dounia was
not at hone. Even the servant happened to be out. At first Pulcheria
Al exandrovna was speechless with joy and surprise; then she took him
by the hand and drew himinto the room

"Here you are!" she began, faltering with joy. "Don't be angry
with me, Rodya, for welconming you so foolishly with tears: | am
| aughi ng not crying. Did you think I was crying? No, | amdelighted,
but I've got into such a stupid habit of shedding tears. |'ve been

like that ever since your father's death. | cry for anything. Sit



down, dear boy, you nmust be tired; | see you are. Ah, how nuddy you

are.

"I was in the rain yesterday, nother...." Raskol ni kov began
"No, no," Pulcheria Al exandrovna hurriedly interrupted, "you thought

| was going to cross-question you in the womani sh way | used to; don't

be anxious, | understand, | understand it all: now I've | earned the
ways here an truly | see for nyself that they are better. |'ve nmade up
my mind once for all: how could | understand your plans and expect you

to give an account of thenf? God knows what concerns and plans you
may have, or what ideas you are hatching; so it's not for ne to keep
nudgi ng your el bow, asking you what you are thinking about. But, ny
goodness! why am | running to and fro as though I were crazy...?
am readi ng your article in the magazine for the third tine, Rodya.
Dritri Prokofitch brought it to ne. Directly | sawit | cried out to
mysel f, there, foolish one, |I thought, that's what he is busy about;
that's the solution of the nystery! Learned people are always like
that. He may have sone new ideas in his head just now, he is
thinking themover and | worry himand upset him | read it, ny
dear, and of course there was a great deal | did not understand; but
that's only natural - how should I?"

" Show ne, nother."

Raskol ni kov took the nagazi ne and glanced at his article.
I ncongruous as it was with his mood and his circunstances, he felt
that strange and bitter sweet sensation that every author
experiences the first tinme he sees hinself in print; besides, he was
only twenty-three. It lasted only a nonent. After reading a few
lines he frowned and his heart throbbed with anguish. He recalled
all the inward conflict of the preceding nonths. He flung the
article on the table with di sgust and anger.

"But, however foolish | may be, Rodya, | can see for nyself that you
will very soon be one of the leading- if not the leading man- in the
worl d of Russian thought. And they dared to think you were mad! You

don't know, but they really thought that. Ah, the despicable



creatures, how could they understand genius! And Douni a, Dounia was
all but believing it- what do you say to that! Your father sent
twice to nmagazines- the first tine poens (I've got the nmanuscript
and wi |l show you) and the second tinme a whole novel (I begged him
to let me copy it out) and how we prayed that they should be taken-
they weren't! | was breaking ny heart, Rodya, six or seven days ago
over your food and your clothes and the way you are living. But now
| see again how foolish | was, for you can attain any position you
like by your intellect and talent. No doubt you don't care about
that for the present and you are occupied with much nore inportant
matters...."

"Douni a's not at home, nother?"

"No, Rodya. | often don't see her; she |leaves ne alone. Dmitr
Prokofitch cones to see ne, it's so good of him and he al ways tal ks
about you. He |oves you and respects you, ny dear. | don't say that
Dounia is very wanting in consideration. I amnot conplaining. She has

her ways and | have m ne; she seens to have got sone secrets of l|ate

and | never have any secrets fromyou two. O course, | amsure that
Douni a has far too much sense, and besides she loves you and ne... but
I don't know what it will all lead to. You ve made nme so happy by

com ng now, Rodya, but she has missed you by going out; when she cones
inl"Il tell her: your brother canme in while you were out. Were

have you been all this tinme? You nustn't spoil me, Rodya, you know
come when you can, but if you can't, it doesn't natter, | can wait.

I shall know, anyway, that you are fond of me, that will be enough for

me. | shall read what you wite, |I shall hear about you from every
one, and sonetinmes you'll come yourself to see ne. What could be
better? Here you've conme now to confort your nother, | see that."

Here Pul cheria Al exandrovna began to cry.

"Here | amagain! Don't mind ny foolishness. My goodness, why am|
sitting here?" she cried, junping up. "There is coffee and | don't
offer you any. Ah, that's the selfishness of old age. I'll get it at

once!"



"Mt her, don't trouble, I amgoing at once. | haven't cone for that.
Pl ease listen to nme."

Pul cheria Al exandrovna went up to himtinidly.

"Mt her, what ever happens, whatever you hear about ne, whatever
you are told about ne, will you always |love nme as you do now?" he
asked suddenly fromthe fulness of his heart, as though not thinking
of his words and not wei ghi ng them

"Rodya, Rodya, what is the matter? How can you ask ne such a
question? Wiy, who will tell me anything about you? Besides, |
shoul dn't believe any one, | should refuse to listen.”

"I'"ve conme to assure you that |I've always |oved you and I am gl ad

that we are alone, even glad Dounia is out," he went on with the
sane inpulse. "I have cone to tell you that though you will be
unhappy, you mnust believe that your son |oves you now nore than

hinself, and that all you thought about ne, that | was cruel and

didn't care about you, was all a mistake. | shall never cease to
|l ove you.... Well, that's enough: | thought | nust do this and begin
with this...."

Pul cheria Al exandrovna enbraced himin silence, pressing himto
her bosom and weepi ng gently.

"I don't know what is wong with you, Rodya," she said at |ast.
"I'"ve been thinking all this time that we were sinply boring you and
now | see that there is a great sorrow in store for you, and that's
why you are miserable. |'ve foreseen it a long tinme, Rodya. Forgive ne
for speaking about it. | keep thinking about it and |lie awake at
nights. Your sister lay talking in her sleep all last night, talking
of nothing but you. | caught sonething, but | couldn't make it out.
| felt all the nmorning as though | were going to be hanged, waiting
for sonething, expecting sonething, and now it has cone! Rodya, Rodya,
where are you goi ng? You are goi ng away sonewhere?"

"Yes."

"That's what | thought! | can conme with you, you know, if you need

me. And Douni a, too; she |oves you, she |oves you dearly- and Sofya



Senyonovna rmay cone with us if you like. You see, | amglad to | ook
upon her as a daughter even... Dmitri Prokofitch will help us to go
together. But... where... are you goi ng?"

" Good- bye, nother."

"VWhat, to-day?" she cried, as though |osing himfor ever

"l can't stay, | nust go now...."

"And can't | come with you?"

"No, but kneel down and pray to God for ne. Your prayer perhaps wll
reach HHm"

"Let me bless you and sign you with the cross. That's right,
that's right. GCh, God, what are we doi ng?"

Yes, he was glad, he was very glad that there was no one there, that
he was alone with his nother. For the first time after all those awful
nmonths his heart was softened. He fell down before her, he kissed
her feet and both wept, enbracing. And she was not surprised and did
not question himthis time. For some days she had realised that
somet hi ng awful was happening to her son and that now sone terrible
m nute had come for him

"Rodya, ny darling, nmy first born," she said sobbing, "now you are
just as when you were little. You would run like this to nme and hug me
and kiss ne. Wen your father was living and we were poor, you
conforted us sinply by being with us and when | buried your father
how often we wept together at his grave and enbraced, as now. And if
I'"ve been crying lately, it's that nmy nother's heart had a
foreboding of trouble. The first time | saw you, that evening you
renmenber, as soon as we arrived here, | guessed sinmply from your eyes.
My heart sank at once, and to-day when | opened the door and | ooked at
you, | thought the fatal hour had come. Rodya, Rodya, you are not

goi ng away to-day?"

"Nol "
"You'll come agai n?"
"Yes... I'Il cone.”

"Rodya, don't be angry, | don't dare to question you. | know



mustn't. Only say two words to ne- is it far where you are goi ng?"
"Very far."
"What is awaiting you there? Sone post or career for you?"

"What God sends... only pray for me." Raskol ni kov went to the
door, but she clutched himand gazed despairingly into his eyes. Her
face worked with terror.

"Enough, nother," said Raskol ni kov, deeply regretting that he had
COnNE.

"Not for ever, it's not yet for ever? You'll cone, you'll cone
t o- nor r ow?"

"I will, I will, good-bye." He tore hinself away at |ast.

It was a warm fresh, bright evening; it had cleared up in the
nmor ni ng. Raskol ni kov went to his | odgi ngs; he nade haste. He wanted to
finish all before sunset. He did not want to neet any one till then
Going up the stairs he noticed that Nastasya rushed fromthe sanovar
to watch himintently. "Can any one have conme to see ne?" he wondered
He had a disgusted vision of Porfiry. But opening his door he saw
Douni a. She was sitting alone, plunged in deep thought, and | ooked
as though she had been waiting a long tine. He stopped short in the
doorway. She rose fromthe sofa in dismay and stood up facing him Her
eyes fixed upon him betrayed horror and infinite grief. And from
those eyes al one he saw at once that she knew.

"Am | to conme in or go away?" he asked uncertainly.

"I'"ve been all day with Sofya Senyonovna. W were both waiting for
you. We thought that you would be sure to conme there."

Raskol ni kov went into the room and sank exhausted on a chair.

"I feel weak, Dounia, | amvery tired; and | should have |iked at
this nonment to be able to control mnyself."

He gl anced at her m strustfully.

"Where were you all night?"

"I don't remenber clearly. You see, sister, | wanted to nake up ny
m nd once for all, and several tines | wal ked by the Neva,

renmenber that | wanted to end it all there, but... | couldn't make



up my mind," he whispered, |ooking at her mistrustfully again.

"Thank God! That was just what we were afraid of, Sofya Senyonovna
and |I. Then you still have faith in |life? Thank God, thank God!"

Raskol ni kov sniled bitterly.

"I haven't faith, but |I have just been weeping in nother's arns; |
haven't faith, but | have just asked her to pray for ne. | don't
know how it is, Dounia, | don't understand it."

"Have you been at nother's? Have you told her?" cried Dounia,

horror-stricken. "Surely you haven't done that?"

"No, | didn't tell her... in words; but she understood a great deal
She heard you talking in your sleep. | amsure she half understands it
al ready. Perhaps | did wong in going to see her. | don't know why I
did go. | ama contenptible person, Dounia."

"A contenptible person, but ready to face suffering! You are, aren't

you?"
"Yes, | amgoing. At once. Yes, to escape the disgrace | thought
of drowning nyself, Dounia, but as |I |ooked into the water,
thought that if | had considered nyself strong till now I'd better not

be afraid of disgrace," he said, hurrying on. "It's pride, Dounia."

"Pride, Rodya."

There was a gleamof fire in his lustrel ess eyes; he seenmed to be
glad to think that he was still proud.

"You don't think, sister, that | was sinply afraid of the water?" he
asked, looking into her face with a sinister snile.

"Ch, Rodya, hush!" cried Dounia bitterly. Silence lasted for two
m nutes. He sat with his eyes fixed on the floor; Dounia stood at
the other end of the table and | ooked at himw th angui sh. Suddenly he
got up.

"It's late, it's tine to go! | amgoing at once to give nyself up
But | don't know why | amgoing to give nyself up."

Big tears fell down her cheeks.

"You are crying, sister, but can you hold out your hand to me?"

"You doubted it?"



She threw her arms round him

"Aren't you half expiating your crine by facing the suffering!"”
she cried, holding himclose and kissing him

"Crine? What crime?" he cried in sudden fury. "That | killed a
vil e noxi ous insect, an old pawnbroker woman, of use to no one!..
Killing her was atonenent for forty sins. She was sucking the |life out
of poor people. WAs that a crine? | amnot thinking of it and I am not
thinking of expiating it, and why are you all rubbing it in on all
sides? "Acrine! acrine!'" Only now!l see clearly the inbecility of ny
cowardi ce, now that | have decided to face this superfluous
di sgrace. It's sinply because | am contenptible and have nothing in ne
that | have decided to, perhaps too for ny advantage, as that..
Porfiry... suggested!"

"Brother, brother, what are you saying! Wy, you have shed bl ood!"
cried Dounia in despair.

"Which all men shed,” he put in alnost frantically, "which flows and
has always flowed in streams, which is spilt |ike chanpagne, and for
whi ch nen are crowned in the Capitol and are called afterwards
benefactors of nmankind. Look into it nore carefully and understand it!
| too wanted to do good to men and woul d have done hundreds, thousands
of good deeds to nake up for that one piece of stupidity, not
stupidity even, sinply clunsiness, for the idea was by no nmeans so
stupid as it seenms now that it has failed.... (Everything seens stupid
when it fails.) By that stupidity | only wanted to put nyself into
an i ndependent position, to take the first step, to obtain neans,
and then everything woul d have been snoot hed over by benefits
i measurable in conparison.... But |... | couldn't carry out even
the first step, because | amcontenptible, that's what's the natter!
And yet | won't look at it as you do. If | had succeeded | should have
been crowned with glory, but now |I'mtrapped.”

"But that's not so, not so! Brother, what are you saying."

"Ah, it's not picturesque, not aesthetically attractive! | fail to

under st and why bonbardi ng people by regular siege is nore



honour abl e. The fear of appearances is the first synptom of i npotence.
I've never, never recognised this nore clearly than now, and I am
further than ever fromseeing that what | did was a crine. |'ve never
never been stronger and nore convinced than now "

The col our had rushed into his pal e exhausted face, but as he
uttered his | ast expl anation, he happened to neet Dounia's eyes and he
saw such anguish in themthat he could not help being checked. He felt
that he had any way nade these two poor wonen mniserable, that he was
any way the cause...

"Dounia darling, if | amguilty forgive ne (though |I cannot be

forgiven if | amguilty). Good-byel W won't dispute. It's tinme,

high tine to go. Don't follow ne, | beseech you, | have sonewhere el se
to go.... But you go at once and sit with nother. | entreat you to!
It's ny last request of you. Don't |leave her at all; | left her in a

state of anxiety, that she is not fit to bear; she will die or go

out of her mind. Be with her! Razum hin will be with you. |'ve been
talking to him... Don't cry about me: I'Il try to be honest and manly
all ny life, even if | ama nurderer. Perhaps | shall sone day neke

a nane. | won't disgrace you, you will see; I'Il still show ... Now

good-bye for the present,"” he concluded hurriedly, noticing again a
strange expression in Dounia's eyes at his last words and proni ses.
"Why are you crying? Don't cry, don't cry: we are not parting for
ever! Ah, yes! Wait a mnute, |1'd forgotten!"”

He went to the table, took up a thick dusty book, opened it and took
frombetween the pages a little water-colour portrait on ivory. It was
the portrait of his |landlady's daughter, who had died of fever, that
strange girl who had wanted to be a nun. For a nminute he gazed at
the delicate expressive face of his betrothed, kissed the portrait and
gave it to Douni a.

"I used to talk a great deal about it to her, only to her," he said

thoughtfully. "To her heart | confided nuch of what has since been so

hi deously realised. Don't be uneasy," he returned to Dounia, "she was

as much opposed to it as you, and | amglad that she is gone. The



great point is that everything nowis going to be different, is going

to be broken in two," he cried, suddenly returning to his dejection
"Everything, everything, and am| prepared for it? Do | want it
mysel f? They say it is necessary for nme to suffer! What's the object
of these sensel ess sufferings? shall | know any better what they are
for, when | am crushed by hardshi ps and idiocy, and weak as an old
man after twenty years' penal servitude? And what shall | have to
live for then? Why am | consenting to that life now? Ch, | knew | was
contenpti bl e when | stood | ooking at the Neva at daybreak to-day!"

At last they both went out. It was hard for Dounia, but she |oved
him She wal ked away, but after going fifty paces she turned round
to look at himagain. He was still in sight. At the corner he too
turned and for the last tinme their eyes net; but noticing that she was
| ooking at him he notioned her away with inpati ence and even
vexation, and turned the corner abruptly.

"I amwi cked, | see that," he thought to hinself, feeling ashaned
a monent |ater of his angry gesture to Dounia. "But why are they so
fond of ne if | don't deserve it? Ch, if only | were alone and no
one loved ne and | too had never |oved any one! Nothing of all this
woul d have happened. But | wonder shall | in those fifteen or twenty
years grow so neek that | shall hunble nyself before people and
whi nper at every word that | ama crimnal. Yes, that's it, that's it,
that's what they are sending ne there for, that's what they want. Look
at themrunning to and fro about the streets, every one of thema
scoundrel and a crinminal at heart and, worse still, an idiot. But
try to get ne off and they'd be wild with righteous indignation. Oh,
how | hate themall!"

He fell to musing by what process it could cone to pass, that he
could be hunbl ed before all of them indiscrimnately- hunbled by
conviction. And yet why not? It nust be so. Wwuld not twenty years
of continual bondage crush himutterly? Water wears out a stone. And
why, why should he live after that? Wiy should he go now when he

knew that it would be so? It was the hundredth time perhaps that he



had asked hinself that question since the previous evening, but

still he went.

Chapt er Ei ght

WHEN HE went into Sonia's room it was already getting dark. Al day
Soni a had been waiting for himin terrible anxiety. Dounia had been
waiting with her. She had cone to her that norning, remenbering
Svidrigailov's words that Sonia knew. W will not describe the
conversation and tears of the two girls, and how friendly they becane.
Douni a gai ned one confort at least fromthat interview that her
br ot her woul d not be alone. He had gone to her, Sonia, first with
hi s confession; he had gone to her for hunman fellowshi p when he needed
it; she would go with himwherever fate might send him Dounia did not
ask, but she knew it was so. She | ooked at Sonia alnost with reverence
and at first al nost enbarrassed her by it. Sonia was al nost on the
point of tears. She felt herself, on the contrary, hardly worthy to
| ook at Douni a. Dounia's gracious i mage when she had bowed to her so
attentively and respectfully at their first neeting in Raskol ni kov's
room had remained in her nind as one of the fairest visions of her
life.

Douni a at | ast becanme inpatient and, |eaving Sonia, went to her
brother's roomto await himthere; she kept thinking that he would
come there first. Wien she had gone, Sonia began to be tortured by the
dread of his committing suicide, and Dounia too feared it. But they
had spent the day trying to persuade each other that that could not
be, and both were | ess anxious while they were together. As soon as
they parted, each thought of nothing el se. Sonia renmenbered how
Svidrigailov had said to her the day before that Raskol ni kov had two
alternatives- Siberia or... Besides she knew his vanity, his pride and
his lack of faith.

"I's it possible that he has nothing but cowardice and fear of



death to nake himlive?" she thought at |ast in despair.
Meanwhi |l e the sun was setting. Sonia was standing in dejection,
| ooking intently out of the wi ndow, but fromit she could see
not hi ng but the unwhitewashed bl ank wall of the next house. At |ast
when she began to feel sure of his death- he wal ked into the room
She gave a cry of joy, but looking carefully into his face she
turned pal e.

"Yes," said Raskol nikov, snmiling. "I have conme for your cross,
Sonia. It was you told ne to go to the cross roads; why is it you
are frightened nowit's cone to that?"

Soni a gazed at hi m astoni shed. H s tone seened strange to her; a
cold shiver ran over her, but in a nonment she guessed that the tone
and the words were a nmask. He spoke to her |ooking away, as though
to avoi d neeting her eyes.

"You see, Sonia, |'ve decided that it will be better so. There is
one fact.... But it's a long story and there's no need to discuss
it. But do you know what angers ne? It annoys ne that all those stupid
brutish faces will be gaping at nme directly, pestering me with their
stupid questions, which | shall have to answer- they'll point their
fingers at ne.... Tfoo! You know | amnot going to Porfiry, | am
sick of him 1'd rather go to ny friend, the Expl osive Lieutenant; how
I shall surprise him what a sensation | shall nake! But | nust be
cooler; |'ve becone too irritable of late. You know | was nearly
shaking ny fist at ny sister just now, because she turned to take a
last ook at me. It's a brutal state to be in! Ah! what am | coning
to! Well, where are the crosses?”

He seemed hardly to know what he was doing. He could not stay
still or concentrate his attention on anything; his ideas seened to
gall op after one another, he tal ked incoherently, his hands trenbl ed
slightly.

W thout a word Sonia took out of the drawer two crosses, one of
cypress wood and one of copper. She made the sign of the cross over

herself and over him and put the wooden cross on his neck



"I't's the synbol of my taking up the cross," he | aughed. "As

though | had not suffered nmuch till now The wooden cross, that is the
peasant one; the copper one, that is Lizaveta' s- you will wear
yoursel f, show ne! So she had it on... at that noment? | renenber

two things |like these too, a silver one and a little ikon. | threw
them back on the old worman's neck. Those woul d be appropriate now,
really, those are what | ought to put on now ... But | amtalking

nonsense and forgetting what matters; |'m sonmehow forgetful.... You

see | have cone to warn you, Sonia, so that you m ght know. .. that's

all- that's all | came for. But | thought | had nore to say. You
wanted me to go yourself. Well, now | amgoing to prison and you'l
have your wish. Well, what are you crying for? You too? Don't. Leave

off! Ch, how !l hate it alll™

But his feeling was stirred; his heart ached, as he | ooked at her
"Way is she grieving too?" he thought to hinself. "What am| to her?
Why does she weep? Why is she | ooking after nme, |ike nmy nother or
Douni a? She'll be ny nurse.”

"Cross yourself, say at |east one prayer," Sonia begged in a tinmd
br oken voi ce.

"Ch certainly, as much as you |ike! And sincerely, Sonia,
sincerely...."

But he wanted to say sonething quite different.

He crossed hinself several tines. Sonia took up her shawl and put it
over her head. It was the green drap de danes shawl of which
Mar nel adov had spoken, "the family shaw ." Raskol ni kov t hought of that
| ooking at it, but he did not ask. He began to feel hinself that he
was certainly forgetting things and was disgustingly agitated. He
was frightened at this. He was suddenly struck too by the thought that
Sonia nmeant to go with him

"What are you doi ng? Wiere are you going? Stay here, stay! 1'll go

alone,"” he cried in cowardly vexation, and al nost resentful, he
moved towards the door. "What's the use of going in procession!" he

nmutt ered goi ng out.



Sonia remai ned standing in the nmiddle of the room He had not even
sai d good-bye to her; he had forgotten her. A poignant and
rebel I i ous doubt surged in his heart.

"Was it right, was it right, all this?" he thought again as he

went down the stairs. "Couldn't he stop and retract it all... and
not go?"
But still he went. He felt suddenly once for all that he nustn't ask

hi nsel f questions. As he turned into the street he renmenbered that

he had not said good-bye to Sonia, that he had left her in the

niddl e of the roomin her green shawl, not daring to stir after he had
shouted at her, and he stopped short for a nonent. At the sane

i nstant, another thought dawned upon him as though it had been

lying in wait to strike himthen.

"Why, with what object did | go to her just now? | told her- on
busi ness; on what business? | had no sort of business! To tell her
was goi ng; but where was the need? Do | love her? No, no, | drove
her away just now like a dog. Did I want her crosses? Ch, how low |'ve
sunk! No, | wanted her tears, | wanted to see her terror, to see how
her heart ached! | had to have sonething to cling to, something to
delay ne, sone friendly face to seel And | dared to believe in nyself,
to dream of what | would do! | ama beggarly contenptible wetch
contenptiblel"

He wal ked al ong t he canal bank, and he had not nuch further to go.
But on reaching the bridge he stopped and turning out of his way al ong
it went to the Hay Market.

He | ooked eagerly to right and left, gazed intently at every
obj ect and could not fix his attention on anything; everything slipped
away. "In another week, another nonth | shall be driven in a prison
van over this bridge, how shall | |look at the canal then? |I should
like to renenber this!" slipped into his mnd. "Look at this sign! How
shall | read those letters then? It's witten here 'Canpany,' that's a
thing to renenber, that letter a, and to look at it again in a

mont h- how shall | look at it then? What shall | be feeling and



thinking then?... How trivial it all nust be, what | amfretting about
now O course it nust all be interesting... in its way...

(Ha- ha-ha! What am | thinking about?) | am beconmi ng a baby, | am
showi ng off to nyself; why am| ashaned? Foo, how people shove! that
fat man- a German he nust be- who pushed agai nst nme, does he know whom
he pushed? There's a peasant wonan with a baby, begging. It's

curious that she thinks nme happier than she is. | night give her

somet hing, for the incongruity of it. Here's a five copeck piece

left in my pocket, where did | get it? Here, here... take it, ny

good woman!"

"CGod bl ess you," the beggar chanted in a | achrynose voi ce.

He went into the Hay Market. It was distasteful, very distasteful to
be in a crowmd, but he wal ked just where he saw npost people. He woul d
have given anything in the world to be alone; but he knew hinsel f that
he woul d not have renai ned al one for a nonment. There was a man drunk
and disorderly in the crowd; he kept trying to dance and falling down.
There was a ring round him Raskol ni kov squeezed his way through the
crowd, stared for sonme mnutes at the drunken nan and suddenly gave
a short jerky laugh. A minute later he had forgotten himand did not
see him though he still stared. He noved away at |ast, not
renenberi ng where he was; but when he got into the nmddle of the
square an enotion suddenly canme over him overwhel mi ng hi m body and
nm nd.

He suddenly recalled Sonia's words, "Go to the cross roads, bow down
to the people, kiss the earth, for you have sinned against it too, and
say aloud to the whole world, 'I ama nurderer.'" He trenbl ed
renenbering that. And the hopel ess misery and anxiety of all that
time, especially of the |ast hours, had wei ghed so heavily upon him
that he positively clutched at the chance of this new unm xed,
compl ete sensation. It cane over himlike a fit; it was like a
single spark kindled in his soul and spreading fire through him
Everything in himsoftened at once and the tears started into his

eyes. He fell to the earth on the spot....



He knelt down in the niddl e of the square, bowed down to the
earth, and kissed that filthy earth with bliss and rapture. He got
up and bowed down a second tine.

"He's boozed," a youth near hi m observed.

There was a roar of |aughter.

"He's going to Jerusalem brothers, and saying good-bye to his
children and his country. He's bowing down to all the world and
kissing the great city of St. Petersburg and its pavenent,"” added a
wor kman who was a little drunk.

"Quite a young man, too!" observed a third.

"And a gentleman,"” sonme one observed soberly.

"There's no knowi ng who's a gentlenman and who isn't nowadays."

These excl amations and renmarks checked Raskol ni kov, and the words,

"I ama nurderer,” which were perhaps on the point of dropping from
his lips, died anay. He bore these remarks quietly, however, and
wi t hout | ooki ng round, he turned down a street |leading to the police
office. He had a glinpse of sonething on the way which did not
surprise him he had felt that it nust be so. The second tine he bowed
down in the Hay Market, he saw standing fifty paces from himon the
| eft Sonia. She was hiding from himbehind one of the wododen
shanties in the market-place. She had foll owed himthen on his painfu
way! Raskol ni kov at that nmonent felt and knew once for all that
Sonia was with himfor ever and would follow himto the ends of the
earth, wherever fate mght take him It wung his heart... but he
was just reaching the fatal place.

He went into the yard fairly resolutely. He had to nount to the
third storey. "I shall be sone tinme going up," he thought. He felt
as though the fateful nonment was still far off, as though he had
plenty of tine left for consideration

Agai n the sane rubbish, the same eggshells |ying about on the spira
stairs, again the open doors of the flats, again the same kitchens and
the sane funes and stench coming fromthem Raskol ni kov had not been

here since that day. Hs |l egs were nunb and gave way under him but



still they nmoved forward. He stopped for a nonment to take breath, to
collect hinmself, so as to enter like a man. "But why? what for?" he
wondered, reflecting. "If | nust drink the cup what difference does it

make? The nore revolting the better." He inagined for an instant the

figure of the "explosive lieutenant,” Ilya Petrovitch. Was he actually
going to hinP Couldn't he go to sone one else? To N kodi m Fonitch?
Coul dn't he turn back and go straight to N kodi mFonm tch's | odgings?
At |least then it would be done privately.... No, no! To the "explosive
lieutenant"! If he must drink it, drink it off at once.

Turning cold and hardly consci ous, he opened the door of the office.
There were very few people in it this tine- only a house porter and
a peasant. The door keeper did not even peep out from behind his
screen. Raskol ni kov wal ked into the next room "Perhaps | still need
not speak," passed through his mnd. Some sort of clerk not wearing
a uniformwas settling hinself at a bureau to wite. In a corner
anot her clerk was seating hinself. Zametov was not there, nor, of
course, N kodi m Fom tch.

"No one in?" Raskol ni kov asked, addressing the person at the bureau

"Whom do you want ?"

"A-ah! Not a sound was heard, not a sight was seen, but | scent
the Russian... how does it go on in the fairy tale... |'ve
forgotten! At your service!" a famliar voice cried suddenly.

Raskol ni kov shuddered. The Expl osive Lieutenant stood before him He
had just cone in fromthe third room "It is the hand of fate,"

t hought Raskol ni kov. "Wy is he here?"

"You've come to see us? \What about?" cried Ilya Petrovitch. He was
obviously in an exceedingly good hunour and perhaps a trifle
exhilarated. "If it's on business you are rather early.* It's only a
chance that | amhere... however |I'Il do what |I can. | nust admt,

... what is it, what is it? Excuse ne...."

* Dost oevsky appears to have forgotten that it is after sunset,

and that the last time Raskol nikov visited the police office at two in



the afternoon, he was reproached for coming too |ate.

" Raskol ni kov. "

"Of course, Raskolnikov. You didn't imagine |'d forgotten? Don't
think I amlike that... Rodion Ro--Ro--Rodionovitch, that's it,
isn't it?"

"Rodi on Ronmanovitch."

"Yes, yes, of course, Rodion Romanovitch! | was just getting at
it. | nmade nmany inquiries about you. | assure you |'ve been
genuinely grieved since that... since | behaved like that... it was
explained to ne afterwards that you were a literary man... and a
| earned one too... and so to say the first steps... Mercy on us!
What literary or scientific nman does not begin by sone originality of
conduct! My wife and | have the greatest respect for literature, in ny
wife it's a genuine passion! Literature and art! If only a nman is a
gentleman, all the rest can be gained by talents, |earning, good
sense, genius. As for a hat- well, what does a hat matter? | can buy a
hat as easily as | can a bun; but what's under the hat, what the hat
covers, | can't buy that! | was even nmeaning to come and apol ogi se
to you, but thought maybe you'd... But | amforgetting to ask you
is there anything you want really? | hear your fanily have cone?"

"Yes, ny nother and sister."

"I'"ve even had the honour and happi ness of neeting your sister- a
highly cultivated and charm ng person. | confess | was sorry | got
so hot with you. There it is! But as for my |ooking suspiciously at
your fainting fit,- that affair has been cl eared up splendidly!
Bi gotry and fanaticisnm | understand your indignation. Perhaps you are
changi ng your | odgi ng on account of your famly's arriving?"

"No, | only looked in... | cane to ask... | thought that | should
find Zanmetov here.”

"Ch, yes! O course, you've made friends, | heard. Well, no, Zanetov
is not here. Yes, we've |ost Zanetov. He's not been here since

yesterday... he quarrelled with every one on leaving... in the



rudest way. He is a feather-headed youngster, that's all; one night
have expected sonmething fromhim but there, you know what they are,
our brilliant young nmen. He wanted to go in for some exam nation

but it's only to talk and boast about it, it will go no further than
that. O course it's a very different matter with you or M. Razum hin
there, your friend. Your career is an intellectual one and you won't
be deterred by failure. For you, one nmay say, all the attractions of
life nihil est- you are an ascetic, a nonk, a hermt!... A book, a pen

behi nd your ear, a learned research- that's where your spirit soars! |

am the sane way nyself.... Have you read Livingstone's Travel s?"
"No. "
"Ch, | have. There are a great nmany N hilists about nowadays, you

know, and indeed it is not to be wondered at. \Wat sort of days are
they? | ask you. But we thought... you are not a Nihilist of course?
Answer ne openly, openly!"

"N-no..."

"Believe ne, you can speak openly to nme as you would to yourself!
O ficial duty is one thing but... you are thinking | neant to say
friendship is quite another? No, you're wong! It's not friendship,
but the feeling of a man and a citizen, the feeling of humanity and of
|l ove for the Almighty. | nmay be an official, but I am always bound
to feel nyself a nman and a citizen.... You were aski ng about
Zametov. Zanmetov will nake a scandal in the French style in a house of
bad reputation, over a glass of chanpagne... that's all your Zanetov
is good for! While |I'm perhaps, so to speak, burning with devotion and
lofty feelings, and besides | have rank, consequence, a post! | am
married and have children, | fulfil the duties of a man and a citizen
but who is he, may | ask? | appeal to you as a man ennobl ed by
education... Then these m dw ves, too, have becone extraordinarily
nuner ous. "

Raskol ni kov raised his eyebrows inquiringly. The words of Ilya
Petrovitch, who had obviously been dining, were for the nost part a

stream of enpty sounds for him But sone of them he understood. He



| ooked at himinquiringly, not knowing how it would end.
"I mean those crop-headed wenches,"” the talkative Ilya Petrovitch
continued. "Mdwives is ny nane for them | think it a very

sati sfactory one, ha-ha! They go to the Acadeny, study anatony. I|f |

fall ill, aml to send for a young lady to treat nme? Wat do you
say? Ha-ha!" Ilya Petrovitch |aughed, quite pleased with his own
wit. "lIt's an i Mmoderate zeal for education, but once you're educated,

that's enough. Wy abuse it? Wiy insult honourabl e people, as that
scoundrel Zanetov does? Wiy did he insult me, | ask you? Look at these
sui ci des, too, how common they are, you can't fancy! People spend
their last hal fpenny and kill thenselves, boys and girls and old
people. Only this norning we heard about a gentl enan who had just cone
to town. Nil Pavlitch, | say, what was the nane of that gentl eman
who shot hi nsel f?"

"Svidrigailov," sonme one answered fromthe other roomw th drowsy
listlessness.

Raskol ni kov started.

"Svidrigailov! Svidrigailov has shot hinself!" he cried.

"What, do you know Svidrigail ov?"

"Yes... | knew him... He hadn't been here |long."

"Yes, that's so. He had lost his wife, was a man of reckless
habits and all of a sudden shot himself, and in such a shocking
way.... He left in his notebook a few words; that he dies in ful
possession of his faculties and that no one is to blane for his death.
He had noney, they say. How did you conme to know hi nmP"

"I... was acquainted... ny sister was governess in his famly."

"Bah- bah- bah! Then no doubt you can tell us sonething about him You
had no suspici on?"

"I saw himyesterday... he... was drinking wine; | knew nothing."

Raskol ni kov felt as though sonething had fallen on himand was
stifling him

"You've turned pale again. It's so stuffy here..."

"Yes, | nust go," nuttered Raskol ni kov. "Excuse ny troubling



you. . ..
"Ch, not at all, as often as you like. It's a pleasure to see you
and | amglad to say so."

Ilya Petrovitch held out his hand.

"I only wanted... | cane to see Zanetov."
"I understand, | understand, and it's a pleasure to see you."
"I... amvery glad... good-bye," Raskol ni kov sm | ed.

He went out; he reeled, he was overtaken with giddiness and did
not know what he was doi ng. He began going down the stairs, supporting
himself with his right hand against the wall. He fancied that a porter
pushed past himon his way upstairs to the police office, that a dog
in the | ower storey kept up a shrill barking and that a worman flung
arolling-pin at it and shouted. He went down and out into the yard.
There, not far fromthe entrance, stood Sonia, pale and
horror-stricken. She | ooked wildly at him He stood still before
her. There was a | ook of poignant agony, of despair, in her face.
She cl asped her hands. His |lips worked in an ugly, neaningless
smle. He stood still a minute, grinned and went back to the police
of fice.

Ilya Petrovitch had sat down and was runmagi hg anong sone papers.
Bef ore him stood the sane peasant who had pushed by on the stairs.

"Hul | oa! Back again! have you left sonething behind? What's the
matt er ?"

Raskol ni kov, with white Iips and staring eyes, canme slowy nearer
He wal ked right to the table, leaned his hand on it, tried to say
somet hi ng, but could not; only incoherent sounds were audi bl e.

"You are feeling ill, a chair! Here, sit down! Sonme water!"

Raskol ni kov dropped on to a chair, but he kept his eyes fixed on the
face of Ilya Petrovitch which expressed unpl easant surprise. Both
| ooked at one another for a mnute and waited. Water was brought.

"I't was |..." began Raskol ni kov.

"Drink sone water."

Raskol ni kov refused the water with his hand, and softly and



brokenly, but distinctly said:

"It was | killed the old pawnbroker woman and her sister Lizaveta
wi th an axe and robbed them™

Il'ya Petrovitch opened his mouth. People ran up on all sides.

Raskol ni kov repeated his statenent.

EPI LOGUE

Chapter One

SIBERIA. On the banks of a broad solitary river stands a town, one
of the administrative centres of Russia; in the town there is a
fortress, in the fortress there is a prison. In the prison the
second-cl ass convi ct Rodi on Raskol ni kov has been confined for nine
mont hs. Al nbst a year and a half has passed since his crine.

There had been little difficulty about his trial. The crimna
adhered exactly, firmy, and clearly to his statenent. He did not
confuse nor nisrepresent the facts, nor soften themin his own
interest, nor omt the smallest detail. He expl ained every incident of
the murder, the secret of the pledge (the piece of wood with a strip
of metal) which was found in the nurdered worman's hand. He descri bed
m nutely how he had taken her keys, what they were |like, as well as
the chest and its contents; he explained the nystery of Lizaveta's
nmur der; described how Koch and, after him the student knocked, and
repeated all they had said to one another; how he afterwards had run
downstairs and heard N kolay and Dmitri shouting; how he had hidden in
the enpty flat and afterwards gone hone. He ended by indicating the
stone in the yard off the Voznesensky Prospect under which the purse
and the trinkets were found. The whole thing, in fact, was perfectly
clear. The lawers and the judges were very much struck, anmong ot her
things, by the fact that he had hidden the trinkets and the purse
under a stone, without naking use of them and that, what was nore, he

did not now renenber what the trinkets were |like, or even how nany



there were. The fact that he had never opened the purse and did not
even know how nuch was in it seened incredible. There turned out to be
in the purse three hundred and seventeen roubl es and sixty copecks.
From bei ng so | ong under the stone, sone of the nost val uabl e notes

| yi ng uppernost had suffered fromthe danp. They were a long while
trying to discover why the accused man should tell a lie about this,
when about everything el se he had made a truthful and

straightforward confession. Finally sone of the | awers nore versed in
psychol ogy admtted that it was possible he had really not | ooked into
the purse, and so didn't know what was in it when he hid it under

the stone. But they imrediately drew the deduction that the crine
could only have been committed through tenmporary mental derangenent,

t hrough homicidal mania, wthout object or the pursuit of gain. This
fell in with the nmost recent fashionable theory of tenporary insanity,
so often applied in our days in crimnal cases. Mreover Raskol nikov's
hypochondri acal condition was proved by nmany w tnesses, by Dr.
Zossimov, his former fellow students, his |andlady and her servant.

Al'l this pointed strongly to the conclusion that Raskol ni kov was not
quite like an ordinary nurderer and robber, but that there was another
el ement in the case.

To the intense annoyance of those who maintained this opinion, the
crimnal scarcely attenpted to defend hinself. To the decisive
question as to what notive inpelled himto the nmurder and the robbery,
he answered very clearly with the coarsest frankness that the cause
was his mserable position, his poverty and hel pl essness, and his
desire to provide for his first steps in life by the help of the three
t housand roubl es he had reckoned on finding. He had been led to the
murder through his shallow and cowardly nature, exasperated noreover
by privation and failure. To the question what led himto confess,
he answered that it was his heartfelt repentance. Al this was
al nost coarse. ..

The sentence however was nore merciful than could have been

expect ed, perhaps partly because the crimnal had not tried to justify



hi nsel f, but had rather shown a desire to exaggerate his guilt. Al
the strange and peculiar circunstances of the crinme were taken into
consi deration. There could be no doubt of the abnormal and
poverty-stricken condition of the crinminal at the time. The fact
that he had made no use of what he had stol en was put down partly to
the effect of renorse, partly to his abnormal nental condition at
the tine of the crine. Incidentally the nurder of Lizaveta served
indeed to confirmthe |last hypothesis: a man comrits two nurders and
forgets that the door is open! Finally, the confession, at the very
monent when the case was hopel essly nuddl ed by the fal se evidence
gi ven by Ni kol ay through nel ancholy and fanaticism and when
nor eover, there were no proofs against the real crimnal, no
suspi cions even (Porfiry Petrovitch fully kept his word)- all this did
much to soften the sentence. Qther circunstances, too, in the
prisoner's favour cane out quite unexpectedly. Razum hin sonehow
di scovered and proved that while Raskol ni kov was at the university
he had hel ped a poor consunptive fell ow student and had spent his |ast
penny on supporting himfor six nonths, and when this student died,
| eaving a decrepit old father whom he had mai ntai ned al nost fromhis
thirteenth year, Raskol ni kov had got the old nman into a hospital and
paid for his funeral when he died. Raskol ni kov's |andl ady bore
Wi t ness, too, that when they had lived in another house at Five
Corners, Raskol ni kov had rescued two little children froma house on
fire and was burnt in doing so. This was investigated and fairly
well confirnmed by many w tnesses. These facts made an inpression in
his favour.

And in the end the crimnal was in consideration of extenuating
ci rcunst ances condemmed to penal servitude in the second class for a
term of eight years only.

At the very beginning of the trial Raskolnikov's nother fell ill.
Douni a and Razum hin found it possible to get her out of Petersburg
during the trial. Razum hin chose a town on the railway not far from

Pet ersburg, so as to be able to follow every step of the trial and



at the same tine to see Avdotya Ronmanovna as often as possible.
Pul cheria Al exandrovna's illness was a strange nervous one and was
acconpani ed by a partial derangenent of her intellect.

When Dounia returned fromher last interview with her brother, she
had found her nother already ill, in feverish delirium That evening
Razum hin and she agreed what answers they nust nmake to her nother's
guesti ons about Raskol ni kov add made up a conplete story for her
mot her's benefit of his having to go away to a distant part of
Russia on a busi ness conm ssion, which would bring himin the end
nmoney and reputation.

But they were struck by the fact that Pul cheria Al exandrovna never
asked them anything on the subject, neither then nor thereafter. On
the contrary, she had her own version of her son's sudden departure;
she told themw th tears how he had conme to say good-bye to her
hinting that she al one knew nany nysterious and inportant facts, and
that Rodya had many very powerful enem es, so that it was necessary
for himto be in hiding. As for his future career, she had no doubt
that it would be brilliant when certain sinister influences could be
renoved. She assured Razum hin that her son would be one day a great
statesman, that his article and brilliant literary talent proved it.
This article she was continually reading, she even read it al oud,
al most took it to bed with her, but scarcely asked where Rodya was,

t hough the subject was obviously avoided by the others, which m ght
have been enough to awaken her suspicions.

They began to be frightened at |ast at Pulcheria Al exandrovna's
strange silence on certain subjects. She did not, for instance,
conmpl ain of getting no letters fromhim though in previous years
she had only lived on the hope of letters from her bel oved Rodya. This
was the cause of great uneasiness to Dounia; the idea occurred to
her that her nother suspected that there was sonmething terrible in her
son's fate and was afraid to ask, for fear of hearing sonething
still nore awful. In any case, Dounia saw clearly that her nother

was not in full possession of her faculties.



It happened once or tw ce, however, that Pul cheria Al exandrovna gave
such a turn to the conversation that it was inpossible to answer her
wi t hout nentioni ng where Rodya was, and on receiving unsatisfactory
and suspici ous answers she becanme at once gl oony and silent, and
this nmood |l asted for a long time. Dounia saw at last that it was
hard to deceive her and cane to the conclusion that it was better to
be absolutely silent on certain points; but it becane nore and nore
evi dent that the poor nother suspected something terrible. Dounia
renenbered her brother's telling her that her nother had overheard her
talking in her sleep on the night after her interviewwth
Svidrigailov and before the fatal day of the confession: had not she
made out sonething fromthat? Sonetines days and even weeks of
gl oony silence and tears woul d be succeeded by a period of
hysterical animation, and the invalid would begin to tal k al nost
i ncessantly of her son, of her hopes of his future.... Her fancies
were sonetines very strange. They hunoured her, pretended to agree
with her (she saw perhaps that they were pretending), but she stil
went on tal ki ng.

Fi ve nonths after Raskol ni kov's confession, he was sentenced.
Razum hin and Sonia saw himin prison as often as it was possible.

At | ast the nonment of separation came. Dounia swore to her brother
that the separation should not be for ever, Razunmihin did the sane.
Razum hin, in his youthful ardour, had firmy resolved to lay the
foundations at |least of a secure livelihood during the next three or
four years, and saving up a certain sum to emgrate to Siberia, a
country rich in every natural resource and in need of workers,
active nmen and capital. There they would settle in the town where
Rodya was and all together would begin a newlife. They all wept at
parting.

Raskol ni kov had been very dreany for a few days before. He asked a
great deal about his nother and was constantly anxi ous about her. He
worried so nuch about her that it al armed Douni a. When he heard

about his nother's illness he becane very gloony. Wth Sonia he was



particularly reserved all the time. Wth the help of the noney left to
her by Svidrigailov, Sonia had | ong ago nmade her preparations to
follow the party of convicts in which he was despatched to Siberi a.

Not a word passed between Raskol ni kov and her on the subject, but both
knew it would be so. At the final |eave-taking he smled strangely

at his sister's and Razum hin's fervent anticipations of their happy
future together when he should come out of prison. He predicted that
their nother's illness would soon have a fatal ending. Sonia and he at
| ast set off.

Two nmonths |ater Dounia was married to Razumihin. It was a quiet and
sorrowful wedding; Porfiry Petrovitch and Zossinov were invited
however. During all this period Razunmi hin wore an air of resolute
determination. Dounia put inplicit faith in his carrying out his plans
and i ndeed she could not but believe in him He displayed a rare
strength of will. Anpbng other things he began attendi ng university
| ectures again in order to take his degree. They were continually
maki ng plans for the future; both counted on settling in Siberia
within five years at least. Till then they rested their hopes on
Soni a.

Pul cheria Al exandrovna was delighted to give her blessing to
Dounia's nmarriage with Razumi hin; but after the nmarriage she becane
even nore nel ancholy and anxi ous. To give her pleasure Razum hin
told her how Raskol ni kov had | ooked after the poor student and his
decrepit father and how a year ago he had been burnt and injured in
rescuing two little children froma fire. These two pi eces of news
excited Pul cheria Al exandrovna's di sordered i magination al nost to
ecstasy. She was continually tal king about them even entering into
conversation with strangers in the street, though Dounia al ways
acconpani ed her. In public conveyances and shops, wherever she could
capture a listener, she would begin the discourse about her son, his
article, how he had hel ped the student, how he had been burnt at the
fire, and so on! Dounia did not know how to restrain her. Apart from

the danger of her norbid excitenent, there was the risk of sone



one's recal ling Raskol ni kov' s name and speaking of the recent trial
Pul cheria Al exandrovna found out the address of the nother of the
two children her son had saved and insisted on going to see her

At | ast her restlessness reached an extrenme point. She woul d
sometines begin to cry suddenly and was often ill and feverishly
delirious. One norning she declared that by her reckoni ng Rodya
ought soon to be hone, that she renmenbered when he said good-bye to
her he said that they nmust expect himback in nine nonths. She began
to prepare for his com ng, began to do up her roomfor him to clean
the furniture, to wash and put up new hangi ngs and so on. Douni a was
anxi ous, but said nothing and hel ped her to arrange the room After
a fatiguing day spent in continual fancies, in joyful day dreans and
tears, Pul cheria Al exandrovna was taken ill in the night and by
nmor ni ng she was feverish and delirious. It was brain fever. She died
within a fortnight. In her deliriumshe dropped words whi ch showed
that she knew a great deal nore about her son's terrible fate than
t hey had supposed.

For a long tine Raskol ni kov did not know of his nother's death,
t hough a regul ar correspondence had been naintained fromthe tine he
reached Siberia. It was carried on by neans of Sonia, who wote
every nonth to the Razum hins and received an answer with unfailing
regularity. At first they found Sonia's letters dry and
unsati sfactory, but later on they cane to the conclusion that the
letters could not be better, for fromthese letters they received a
compl ete picture of their unfortunate brother's life. Sonia's
letters were full of the nost matter of fact detail, the sinplest
and cl earest description of all Raskol ni kov's surroundi ngs as a
convict. There was no word of her own hopes, no conjecture as to the
future, no description of her feelings. Instead of any attenpt to
interpret his state of nind and inner life, she gave the sinple facts-
that is, his own words, an exact account of his health, what he
asked for at their interviews, what conm ssion he gave her and so

on. All these facts she gave with extraordi nary m nuteness. The



pi cture of their unhappy brother stood out at last with great
cl earness and precision. There could be no m stake, because nothing
was given but facts.

But Dounia and husband could get little confort out of the news,
especially at first. Sonia wote that he was constantly sullen and not
ready to talk, that he scarcely seened interested in the news she gave
himfromtheir letters, that he sonetimes asked after his nother and
that when, seeing that he had guessed the truth, she told him at
| ast of her death, she was surprised to find that he did not seem
greatly affected by it, not externally at any rate. She told them
that, although he seened so wapped up in hinself and, as it were,
shut hinself off fromevery one- he took a very direct and sinple view
of his newlife; that he understood his position, expected nothing
better for the tinme, had no ill-founded hopes (as is so comon in
his position) and scarcely seened surprised at anything in his
surroundi ngs, so unlike anything he had known before. She wote that
his health was satisfactory; he did his work w thout shirking or
seeking to do nore; he was al nost indifferent about food, but except
on Sundays and holidays the food was so bad that at |ast he had been
glad to accept sone noney from her, Sonia, to have his own tea every
day. He begged her not to troubl e about anything else, declaring
that all this fuss about himonly annoyed him Sonia wote further
that in prison he shared the same roomw th the rest, that she had not
seen the inside of their barracks, but concluded that they were
crowded, miserable and unhealthy; that he slept on a plank bed with
a rug under himand was unwilling to make any ot her arrangenment. But
that he lived so poorly and roughly, not fromany plan or design
but sinply frominattention and indifference.

Sonia wote sinply that he had at first shown no interest in her
visits, had al nost been vexed with her indeed for coming, unwilling to
talk and rude to her. But that in the end these visits had becone a
habit and al nost a necessity for him so that he was positively

di stressed when she was ill for sone days and could not visit him She



used to see himon holidays at the prison gates or in the
guard-room to which he was brought for a few mnutes to see her. On
wor ki ng days she would go to see himat work either at the workshops
or at the brick kilns, or at the sheds on the banks of the Irtish
About herself, Sonia wote that she had succeeded in maki ng sone
acquai ntances in the town, that she did sewing, and, as there was
scarcely a dressmaker in the town, she was | ooked upon as an
i ndi spensabl e person in many houses. But she did not nmention that
the authorities were, through her, interested in Raskol ni kov; that his
task was |ightened and so on.
At | ast the news cane (Dounia had indeed noticed signs of alarm
and uneasiness in the preceding letters) that he held al oof fromevery
one, that his fellow prisoners did not |ike him that he kept silent
for days at a tine and was becoming very pale. In the last letter
Sonia wote that he had been taken very seriously ill and was in the

convict ward of the hospital

Chapter Two

HE WAS ill a long tine. But it was not the horrors of prison life,
not the hard | abour, the bad food, the shaven head, or the patched
clothes that crushed him Wat did he care for all those trials and
hardshi ps! he was even glad of the hard work. Physically exhausted, he
could at |east reckon on a few hours of quiet sleep. And what was
the food to him the thin cabbage soup with beetles floating in it? In
the past as a student he had often not had even that. H's clothes were
warm and suited to his manner of |life. He did not even feel the
fetters. Was he ashaned of his shaven head and parti-col oured coat?
Bef ore whon®? Before Sonia? Sonia was afraid of him how could he be
ashaned before her? And yet he was ashamed even before Sonia, whom
he tortured because of it with his contenptuous rough nanner. But it

was not his shaven head and his fetters he was ashamed of: his pride



had been stung to the quick. It was wounded pride that made himill.
Oh, how happy he woul d have been if he could have bl amed hinsel f! He
coul d have borne anything then, even shane and di sgrace. But he judged
hi nsel f severely, and his exasperated conscience found no particularly
terrible fault in his past, except a sinple blunder which night happen
to any one. He was ashaned just because he, Raskol ni kov, had so

hopel essly, stupidly cone to grief through sone decree of blind

fate, and rmust hunbl e hinself and subnit to "the idiocy" of a
sentence, if he were anyhow to be at peace.

Vague and obj ectless anxiety in the present, and in the future a
continual sacrifice leading to nothing- that was all that |ay before
him And what confort was it to himthat at the end of eight years
he would only be thirty-two and able to begin a new |life! Wat had
he to live for? Wiat had he to | ook forward to? Wiy shoul d he
strive? To live in order to exist? Wiy, he had been ready a thousand
tinmes before to give up existence for the sake of an idea, for a hope,
even for a fancy. Mere existence had al ways been too little for him
he had al ways wanted nmore. Perhaps it was just because of the strength
of his desires that he had thought hinself a man to whom nore was
permi ssible than to others

And if only fate would have sent hi mrepentance- burning
repentance that would have torn his heart and robbed himof sleep
that repentance, the awful agony of which brings visions of hanging or
drowni ng! Oh, he woul d have been glad of it! Tears and agonies woul d
at |l east have been life. But he did not repent of his crine.

At | east he might have found relief in raging at his stupidity, as
he had raged at the grotesque blunders that had brought himto prison
But now in prison, in freedom he thought over and criticised all
his actions again and by no neans found them so blundering and so
grotesque as they had seened at the fatal tine.

"I'n what way," he asked hinself, "was ny theory stupider than others
that have swarnmed and cl ashed fromthe begi nning of the world? One has

only to look at the thing quite independently, broadly, and



uni nfl uenced by commonpl ace ideas, and nmy idea will by no nmeans seem
So... strange. Oh, sceptics and hal f penny phil osophers, why do you
halt hal f-way!"

"Why does my action strike themas so horrible?" he said to hinself.
"Is it because it was a crine? Wiat is meant by crine? My conscience
is at rest. O course, it was a legal crine, of course, the letter
of the | aw was broken and bl ood was shed. Well, punish nme for the
letter of the law... and that's enough. O course, in that case many
of the benefactors of nmanki nd who snatched power for thenselves
instead of inheriting it ought to have been punished at their first
steps. But those nen succeeded and so they were right, and | didn't,
and so | had no right to have taken that step."

It was only in that that he recognized his crimnality, only in
the fact that he had been unsuccessful and had confessed it.

He suffered too fromthe question: why had he not killed hinself?
Way had he stood | ooking at the river and preferred to confess? Was
the desire to live so strong and was it so hard to overcone it? Had
not Svidrigailov overcone it, although he was afraid of death?

In misery he asked hinmself this question, and coul d not understand
that, at the very time he had been standing |ooking into the river, he
had perhaps been dimy conscious of the fundanental falsity in hinself
and his convictions. He didn't understand that that consci ousness
m ght be the prom se of a future crisis, of a newview of life and
of his future resurrection

He preferred to attribute it to the dead weight of instinct which he
could not step over, again through weakness and neanness. He | ooked at
his fellow prisoners and was amazed to see how they all loved |ife and
prized it. It seened to himthat they |loved and valued life nmore in
prison than in freedom Wat terrible agonies and privations some of
them the tranps for instance, had endured! Could they care so nuch
for a ray of sunshine, for the primeval forest, the cold spring hidden
away in some unseen spot, which the tranp had marked three years

before, and longed to see again, as he mght to see his sweetheart,



dreaning of the green grass round it and the bird singing in the bush?
As he went on he saw still nore inexplicable exanples.

In prison, of course, there was a great deal he did not see and
did not want to see; he lived as it were with downcast eyes. It was
| oat hsone and unbearable for himto | ook. But in the end there was
much that surprised himand he began, as it were involuntarily, to
noti ce nuch that he had not suspected before. \What surprised him
nmost of all was the terrible inpossible gulf that |ay between him
and all the rest. They seened to be a different species, and he | ooked
at themand they at himw th distrust and hostility. He felt and
knew the reasons of his isolation, but he would never have adnmitted
till then that those reasons were so deep and strong. There were
sone Polish exiles, political prisoners, anbng them They sinply
| ooked down upon all the rest as ignorant churls; but Raskol ni kov
could not | ook upon themlike that. He saw that these ignorant nen
were in many respects far wiser than the Poles. There were sone
Russi ans who were just as contenptuous, a former officer and two
sem nari sts. Raskol ni kov saw their m stake as clearly. He was disliked
and avoi ded by every one; they even began to hate himat |ast,- why,
he could not tell. Men who had been far nore guilty despised and
| aughed at his crine.

"You're a gentleman," they used to say. "You shouldn't hack about
with an axe; that's not a gentlenman's work."

The second week in Lent, his turn cane to take the sacrament with
his gang. He went to church and prayed with the others. A quarre
broke out one day, he did not know how. Al fell on himat once in a
fury.

"You're an infidel! You don't believe in God," they shouted. "You
ought to be killed."

He had never talked to them about God nor his belief, but they
wanted to kill himas an infidel. He said nothing. One of the

prisoners rushed at himin a perfect frenzy. Raskol ni kov awaited him

calmy and silently; his eyebrows did not quiver, his face did not



flinch. The guard succeeded in intervening between himand his
assailant, or there would have been bl oodshed.

There was anot her question he could not decide: why were they all so
fond of Sonia? She did not try to win their favour; she rarely net
them sonetimes only she canme to see himat work for a nonment. And yet
everybody knew her, they knew that she had cone out to follow him
knew how and where she lived. She never gave them noney, did them no
particul ar services. Only once at Christmas she sent themall presents
of pies and rolls. But by degrees closer relations sprang up between
them and Sonia. She would wite and post letters for themto their
relations. Relations of the prisoners who visited the town, at their
instructions, left with Sonia presents and noney for them Their w ves
and sweet hearts knew her and used to visit her. And when she visited
Raskol ni kov at work, or met a party of the prisoners on the road, they
all took off their hats to her. "Little nother Sofya Senmyonovna, you

are our dear, good little nother," coarse branded crinmnals said to
that frail little creature. She would snile and bow to them and
every one was delighted when she smiled. They even admired her gait
and turned round to watch her wal king; they admired her too for
being so little, and, in fact, did not know what to adm re her nost
for. They even canme to her for help in their illnesses.

He was in the hospital fromthe mddle of Lent till after Easter
Wien he was better, he renenbered the dreans he had had while he was
feverish and delirious. He dreant that the whole world was condemed
to a terrible new strange plague that had come to Europe fromthe
depths of Asia. All were to be destroyed except a very few chosen.
Sone new sorts of microbes were attacking the bodies of nen, but these
m crobes were endowed with intelligence and will. Men attacked by them
became at once nmad and furious. But never had nen consi dered
thensel ves so intellectual and so conpletely in possession of the
truth as these sufferers, never had they considered their decisions,

their scientific conclusions, their noral convictions so infallible.

Whol e vill ages, whol e towns and peoples went nad fromthe infection



Al'l were excited and did not understand one another. Each thought that
he al one had the truth and was wetched | ooking at the others, beat
hinself on the breast, wept, and wung his hands. They did not know
how to judge and could not agree what to consider evil and what
good; they did not know whomto blane, whomto justify. Men killed
each other in a sort of senseless spite. They gathered together in
arm es agai nst one another, but even on the march the arnies would
begi n attacki ng each other, the ranks woul d be broken and the soldiers
woul d fall on each other, stabbing and cutting, biting and devouring
each other. The alarmbell was ringing all day long in the towns;
men rushed together, but why they were sunmoned and who was
sunmmoni ng them no one knew. The nost ordinary trades were abandoned,
because every one proposed his own ideas, his own inprovenents, and
they could not agree. The |and too was abandoned. Men met in groups,
agreed on sonething, swre to keep together, but at once began on
something quite different fromwhat they had proposed. They accused
one anot her, fought and killed each other. There were confl agrations
and famne. Al nmen and all things were involved in destruction. The
pl ague spread and noved further and further. Only a few nmen could be
saved in the whole world. They were a pure chosen people, destined
to found a new race and a newlife, to renew and purify the earth, but
no one had seen these nmen, no one had heard their words and their
Voi ces.

Raskol ni kov was worried that this sensel ess dream haunted his nenory
so nmiserably, the inpression of this feverish deliriumpersisted so
| ong. The second week after Easter had cone. There were warm bri ght
spring days; in the prison ward the grating wi ndows under which the
sentinel paced were opened. Sonia had only been able to visit him
twice during his illness; each time she had to obtain perm ssion
and it was difficult. But she often used to cone to the hospital yard,
especially in the evening, sonmetinmes only to stand a m nute and | ook
up at the wi ndows of the ward.

One eveni ng, when he was al nost well again, Raskol nikov fell asleep



On waking up he chanced to go to the wi ndow, and at once saw Soni a
in the distance at the hospital gate. She seened to be waiting for
some one. Sonething stabbed himto the heart at that mnute. He
shuddered and noved away fromthe wi ndow. Next day Sonia did not cone,
nor the day after; he noticed that he was expecting her uneasily. At
| ast he was di scharged. On reaching the prison he learnt fromthe
convicts that Sofya Senyonovna was lying ill at hone and was unable to
go out.

He was very uneasy and sent to inquire after her; he soon |earnt
that her illness was not dangerous. Hearing that he was anxi ous
about her, Sonia sent hima pencilled note, telling himthat she was
much better, that she had a slight cold and that she woul d soon
very soon come and see himat his work. His heart throbbed painfully
as he read it.

Again it was a warm bright day. Early in the norning, at six
o' clock, he went off to work on the river bank, where they used to
pound al abaster and where there was a kiln for baking it in a shed.
There were only three of themsent. One of the convicts went with
the guard to the fortress to fetch a tool; the other began getting the
wood ready and laying it in the kiln. Raskol ni kov cane out of the shed
on to the river bank, sat down on a heap of |ogs by the shed and began
gazing at the wide deserted river. Fromthe high bank a broad
| andscape opened before him the sound of singing floated faintly
audi bl e fromthe other bank. In the vast steppe, bathed in sunshine,
he could just see, like black specks, the nomads' tents. There there
was freedom there other men were living, utterly unlike those here;
there tine itself seened to stand still, as though the age of
Abraham and his flocks had not passed. Raskol ni kov sat gazing, his
t hought s passed into day-dreans, into contenpl ation; he thought of
not hi ng, but a vague restl essness excited and troubled him Suddenly
he found Soni a beside him she had come up noiselessly and sat down at
his side. It was still quite early; the norning chill was stil

keen. She wore her poor old burnous and the green shaw ; her face



still showed signs of illness, it was thinner and paler. She gave
hima joyful smile of welconme, but held out her hand with her usua
timdity. She was always tind of holding out her hand to himand
sonetines did not offer it at all, as though afraid he would repel it.
He al ways took her hand as though with repugnance, always seened vexed
to neet her and was sonetines obstinately silent throughout her visit.
Soneti mes she trenbl ed before himand went away deeply grieved. But
now their hands did not part. He stole a rapid glance at her and
dropped his eyes on the ground w t hout speaking. They were al one, no
one had seen them The guard had turned away for the tine.

How it happened he did not know. But all at once sonething seened to
seize himand fling himat her feet. He wept and threw his arns
round her knees. For the first instant she was terribly frightened and
she turned pale. She junped up and | ooked at himtrenbling. But at the
same nonent she understood, and a light of infinite happiness cane
into her eyes. She knew and had no doubt that he | oved her beyond
everything and that at |ast the nonent had cone...

They wanted to speak, but could not; tears stood in their eyes. They
were both pale and thin; but those sick pale faces were bright with
the dawn of a new future, of a full resurrection into a newlife. They
were renewed by | ove; the heart of each held infinite sources of
life for the heart of the other

They resolved to wait and be patient. They had another seven years
to wait, and what terrible suffering and what infinite happiness
before them But he had risen again and he knew it and felt it in
all his being, while she- she only lived in his life.

On the evening of the sane day, when the barracks were | ocked,
Raskol ni kov lay on his plank bed and thought of her. He had even
fancied that day that all the convicts who had been his enenies | ooked
at himdifferently; he had even entered into talk with them and they
answered himin a friendly way. He renmenbered that now, and thought it
was bound to be so. Wasn't everything now bound to be changed?

He t hought of her. He remenbered how continually he had tornented



her and wounded her heart. He renenbered her pale and thin little
face. But these recollections scarcely troubled himnow, he knew
with what infinite |ove he woul d now repay all her sufferings. And
what were all, all the agonies of the past! Everything, even his
crime, his sentence and inprisonnent, seemed to himnowin the first
rush of feeling an external, strange fact with which he had no
concern. But he could not think for |Iong together of anything that
eveni ng, and he could not have anal ysed anyt hi ng consci ously; he was
simply feeling. Life had stepped into the place of theory and
something quite different would work itself out in his mnd.

Under his pillow lay the New Testanent. He took it up
mechani cal ly. The book bel onged to Sonia; it was the one from which
she had read the raising of Lazarus to him At first he was afraid
that she would worry himabout religion, would talk about the gospe
and pester himw th books. But to his great surprise she had not

once approached the subject and had not even offered himthe

Testanment. He had asked her for it hinself not |ong before his illness
and she brought himthe book without a word. Till now he had not
opened it.

He did not open it now, but one thought passed through his m nd:
"Can her convictions not be mne now? Her feelings, her aspirations at
least...."

She too had been greatly agitated that day, and at ni ght she was
taken ill again. But she was so happy- and so unexpectedly happy- that
she was al nost frightened of her happi ness. Seven years, only seven
years! At the beginning of their happiness at sone nonents they were
both ready to | ook on those seven years as though they were seven
days. He did not know that the new |life would not be given himfor
not hi ng, that he would have to pay dearly for it, that it would cost
himgreat striving, great suffering.

But that is the beginning of a new story- the story of the gradua

renewal of a man, the story of his gradual regeneration, of his

passing fromone world into another, of his initiation into a new



unknown life. That might be the subject of a new story, but our

present story is ended.

THE END



