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Jt 
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I 

Petersburg 

October, 1869. A droshky passes slowly down. a street in 
the Haymarket district of St Petersburg.. Before a tall 
tenement building the driver reins in his horse. 

IDs passenger ~gards the building dubious:y. 'Are you 
sure this is the place?·' he asks. 

'Sixty-three S¥edmoi Street, that's what you said.' 
The passen:ger steps out. He is a man in late middle 

age, bearded. and stooped, with a high forehead and 
heavy eyebrows that lend him. an air of sober self-absorp­
tion. He wears a dark suit of somewhat d~mod~ cut. 

'Wait for me,' h.e tells the driver. 
Beneath scarred and peeling exteriors the older houses 

of the Haymarket still retain: some ·of their _original 
elegance, though most have by now become rooming­
houses for clerks and students and working-folk. In the 
spaces between. them, sometimes sharing walls with 
them,. have been ·erected rickety wooden structures of 
two or even three storeys, warrens of rooms and cubicles, 
the homes of the ¥ery poorest. 

No. 6J., one of the ·older dwellings, is ftanked on both 
sides by structures of this kind. Ind.eed, a. web of beams 



z and struts crosses . its face at mid-level,. giving it a 
hemm.ed-in look. Bin:ls .have nested in the crooks of the 
reinforcing, and their droppings stain the fa~de .. 

A band of children who have been climbing the struts 
to lob stones into puddles iln the street, then leaping 
down to retrieve them, pause in their gam.e to inspect 
the stranger. The three yo~ are boys;. th.e fourth, 
who seems to be their leader,. is a girl with fair .hair and 
striking dark eyes. 

''Good afternoon,' he ~calls out. 'Do any of you know 
where Anna Sergey:ema Kolenlana lives?' 

The boys make no response, swing at him unyield­
ingEy. But the girl, after a moment, lets fall her stones. 
'Come,' she says.. Jt 

The third ftoor of No. '63 is a warren of intercoDDectjj 
irng rooms giving off from a landing at the head of the 
staitrs. He foUows the girl. down a dark, book-shaped 
~ that smells of cabbage and boiled beef, past 

an open washroom,, to a grey-painted door which she 
pushes open. 

They are irn a long, low room lit by a .sirngle wirndow 
at h.ead-height. Its gloom. is intensified by a. heavy bro­
·cade O•n the longest wan. A woman dressed .in black rises 
to face him. She is in her middle thirties; she has the 
same dark eyes and scul.pted eyebrows as the chil.d, but 
her hair is black. 

'Forgive me for coming unannounced.,' he says. 'My 
name .. .' He hesitates. 'I believe my son has been a 
l.odger of yours.' 

From ms valise he takes an object and unwraps the 
white napkin around it. It: is a. picture .of a boy, i\ 
.daguerreotype in a silvered frame. 'Perhaps you .. recog-

nize him,' he says. He does not give the picture into her 3 
hands. 

'It is .Pavel Allexandrovich, .Mama,' whispers the child. 
'Yes, he stayed with tJS,.' says the woman. 'I am very 

sorry.' There is an awkward silence. 'He was a lodger 
here since Ap.ril,' she resumes. 'His room is as he left it, 
and aU his belongin.gs, except for some thin.gs that the 
police took. Do you want to se·e?' 

'Yes,' he says hoarsely. 'If there is rent owed, I am of 
course responsible.' 

His son~ room, though really only a cubicle par­
titioned off from th.e rest of the apanmen.t, has its own 
entrance as weU as a wirndow on to the street. The bed 
is neatly made up; for the rest, there is a ·chest of drawers, 
a small table with a mamp, a chair. At th.e foot of the bed 
is a suitcase with the initials P. A. I. embossed on it. He 
recognizes it: a gift of his to Pavel. 

He crosses to· the wirndow and looks out. On the street 
the droshky is still waiting .. 'Will you do something for 
me?' be asks the girt 'Wiill you teU the dri?er he can go 
now, and wiU you pay him?' 

The child takes. th.e money be gives; .her and leaves. 

'I would like to be by myself for a while, if you don't 
mind,' he teUs the woman. 

The first thing he does when she has left is to tum 

back the CO?ers of the bed. The sheets are fresh. He 
kneeJis and puts his n.ose to the piUow; but h.e can. smeU 
nothing but soap and sun. He opens the drawers. They 
have been emptied .. 

He lifts the suitcase on to the bed; Neatly folded on 
top is a white ·cotton. suit. He presses his forehead to it .. 
Faintly the smeU of his son comes to him .. He breathes 
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4 iD deeply, again and apia,. tbinJci.ng: .his ghost, en~ring 
me. 

He draws the chair ro the 'Window and .sits gazing out. 
Dusk is &Ding, deepening. The street is ~empty. Tune 
passes; bis thoughts do .not .move. Ptmdering, he thinks -
that is· the word .. This heavy head, these beavy eyes: lead 
~ inro the soul. 

The woman, Anna ~· and her daughter are 
·having· supper, sitting across the table from each other 
with the bmp between them .. They 6ill silent when be 
enren. 

'Yap know who I am?' he says. 
She looks steadily at him, waiting. 
'You know, I mean, that I am not Isaev?' 
'Yes, we know. We know Pavel'S stllry.' 

""" 

'Don't let me interrupt your meal .. Do you nilitd if I 
leave the suitcase behind for the time being? I will pay 
to· the end of the month .. In fact, let me pay for Novem­
ber too. I womd l&e to keep the room, if i.t isn't 
promised.' 

He gives her the money, twenty roubles. 
'You don't mind if I come now and men in the after• 

noons? Is there someone at home during tb.e day?' 
She hesitates. A look passes between her and the child. 

Already,, he suspects, she is having second thoughts. 
Better if he would take the suitcase away and never come· 
back, so that the srory of the dead lodger could be closed 
and the room freed. Sbe does not want this mournful 
man in her home, casting darkness all about him. But it 
is too late, the money bas been offered and accepted.<-,; 

'Matryosha is at home .io the afternoons,.' she say5'· 
quiedy.. 'I will give you a key.. Could I ask you to use 

your own entrance? The door between the lodger'S room 
and this one doesn't lock, but we don't normaUy use it.' 

'I am sorry. I didn't realize.' 
Matryona. 
For an hour he wanders around the familiar streets of 

the Haymarket quarter. Then be makes his way back 
across Kobshlbin Bridge to the inn whe11e,, under the 
name lsaev, he took a. room earlier .in the day. 

He is not hungry; Fully dressed, he .lies down, folds 
his anns, and. tries to sleep. But his nilitd goes back ro 
No. 63, to his son's room. The curtaitns are open. Moon­
light &Us on the bed .. He is there: he stands by the door, 
hardly breathing, concentrating his gaze on the chair in 
the comer, waiting for the darkness to thicken, to tum 
mto another kind of darkness, a darkness of presence .. 
Silently be fonns hils lips over his son.'s name, three times, 
four times. 

He is trying to cast a speD.. Bu.t over whom:. over a 
ghost or ov:er himself? He thinL ·of Orpheus walking 
backwards step by step, whispering the dead woman~ 
name, coaxing her out of the entraiils of hell;. ·of the wife 
in graveclothes with. the blind, dead eyes following him, 
holding out 6mp h.an.ds before her like a sleepwalker. No 
fture,. no lyre, just the word, the ·one word, over and mter. 
'When death cuts aU other links, there remains still the 
name. Baptism.: the union of a soul with. a name, the name 

will carry into, etermty .. Barely breathing, he forms the 
yllables again: P~WeJ •. 
His head begins to swim .. 'I must go now,' he whispers 
thinks he whispers.;. 'I will come back.' 
will ~»me ,b~~&k: the same promise be made when be 

the boy to school for his first tenn .. Y011 will not be 
rmdpned. And abandoned him." 

5 
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6 He is falling asleep.. He imagines himself plllD!ging 
down along waterfa:U. in.oo a pool, and gives h.Onself over 
_,,the pl11D!ge. 

Jt 

i 

2 

The cemetery 

They meet at the ferry. When he sees the Bowers 
Matryona is canyin:g, he is annoyed. They a:re small and 
white and modest. Whether Pavel.has 1 favourite among 
ftowers he does not know, but roses, whateVer roses 
cost in October,. f1oses scarlet as blood,. a:re the least he 
desenres. 

'I thought we oould plant it,' says the woman, reading 
his thoughts.. 11 brought a trowel. BinJ's-foot: it Bowers 
Jlate.' And now he sees: the roots are indeed wrapped in 
a damp· cloth .. 

They take the Uttle fenyboa:t to Yelagin IsJiand,. which 
he has not visited. in years .. But far two old women in 

... ._........,. they a:re the only passengers. It. is a cold, misty 
As they app·roach, a dog, grey and ·emaciated, begins 

lope up and down the jetty, whining eagerly .. The 
"'l'rvln!ln swings a boathook at it; it rettea.ts to a safe 

Isle of dogs,, he thinks: a:re there packs of them 
among the trees, waiting for the mourners to 

before they begin their digging? 
the gatekeeper's lodge it is Anna Sergeyevna, whom 

thinks ·of as: .the llmtlkzdy, who goes to ask direc-
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8 tions,. while he waits ·outside. Then there is the waDt 
tb:rougll the avenues of me dead. He bas begun to• cry. 
Wiy 801D? he thinks, irritated with himself. Yet the tears 
are wel.oome in their way, a soft veil ofblmdness. between 
himself and the world. 

'Here, Mama!' ca1ls Matryona .. 
They are before one mound of earth among many 

mounds with cross-shaped stakes plutl!ged. into them 
bearing shingles with pamted numbers. He tries to close 
his mind to tbis ·one .number, his number, but not before 
he bas seen the 7s and the 45 and .has thought: Never 

. can I bet on the seven again. 
This is the moment at which he ought to fall on the 

gm:ve. But it is all too sudden,. this particular bed of eart!l:.. 
is too strange, he cannot find any feeling for it in ~ 
heart. He mistrUSts, Cloo, the chain of indifferent band~" 
through which his son's limbs must ruwe passed while be 
was .still in Dresden, itp10rant as a sheep. From the boy 
who still lives in his memory to the name on the death 
certificate to the number on the stake he is .not yet 
prepared to accept the train. of fatality. Prvvisitmlzl, he 
thinks: there are no final numbers, all are provisional,. 
otherwise the play would rome to an end. In a while the 
wheel will roll, the numbers will start moving, and all 
will be well again. 

The mound has the ¥o11mle and even the shape. of a 
recumbent body. k is, in fact, nothing more or less than 
tb.e rolume of fresh ·earth displaced by a wooden chest 
with a tall young man insid.e it. There is something in 
this tha.t does not bear thinllring about, tba.t he thrusts 
away from him. Taking the place of the thought a.w. 
galling memories of what he was doing in Dresden all the't 
time that, .here in Pe.tersburg, the procedUre of storing, 

numbering, encasing,. ttansporting, bucying ·~· follow- 9 
ing its indiflenmt course. Why was there no breath of a 
presentiment in. the Dresden air? .Must multitudes perish 
before the heavens wiH tremble? 

Among images that return. .is one ·of himself in the 
bathroom of the apartment on. Lirchenstrasse,, trimming 
his beard in the mirror. The brass taps on the washbasin 
gleam; the face in the mirror, absorbed in its task,. is the 
face of a strall!ger &om the past. Already I was old, he 
thinks ... Sentence .had been pronounced.; and. the letter of 
sentence, addressed to me, was on its way.. passing from 
hand to hand, ·onlly I did not know it. The jUJ rfyw:r life 
is uuer: that is what the .sentence said .. 

The landlady .is scraping a small hol.e at the foot of 
the mound. 'Please,' he .says, and gestures,. and she mo¥es 
aside. 

Unbuttoning his coat, unbuttoning his jacket,. he 
kneels, then pitches awkwardly forward bill he lies flat 
upon the mound, Ius anns extended o¥er his head. He 
is crying freely,. his nose is streaming .. He rubs' his face 
in the wet earth,. burrows his face into it. 

'When he gets up there is soil in his. beard,. m his hair,. 
in his eyebrows. The child, to whom he has paid no 
attention, stares with. wondering eyes. He brushes his 
face, blOw!; his nose, buttons his clothes:. 'What a Jewish 
performance! he t.hin.ks. But let her see! Let her see one 
is not made of stone~ Let her .see there are no bounds.! 

Something flashes from his eyes toward her; she tum.s 

away in confusion and presses against her mother. Back 
to the nest! A terrible malice streams out of him toward 
the living~ and most of aU toward living children. If there 
were a newborn babe here at this moment, be would 
pluck it &om its moth.er's anns and dash .it against a rock. 
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lO Herod, he thiDks: now I understand Herod! Let breeding 
come to an end! 

He turns his back on th.e pair of them and walks off. 
Soo,n he has left behind. the newer qumer of the grave­
~d and is roaming among the old stones, among the 
l.oog-dead .. 

'When he returns the bird's-foot has been planted. 
"Who is going to take care of it?' he asks sullenly. 
She shrugs. The questi.on is not for her to mswer~ It 

.is his turn now, it is for him to say: I will come every 
day to tend. it, or to· say: God will take care of it, or else 
to say: No one is going to take care of it, it wiD die, let 
it die. 

Jil" 
The little white ftowers toss cheerfuDy in the b~. 
He grips the woman'S ann. 'He is not here, he is ntft 

dead.,' he says, his wice cracking. 
'No,, of course he is no,t dead, Fyodor Mikhailovich.' 

She is matter-of-fact, reassuring. More than. that: she is,. 
at. this moment, motherly,, not only toward h.er daughter 
but toward Pavel too. 

Her hands are small, her fingers slim and. rather clilld­
ish, yet her figure is full. Absurdly, he would like to lay 
his head on her breast and feel those ~g:en stroie his 
hair. 

The innocence of han.ds, ever-renewed. A memory 
comes back: to him: the touch of a band, intimate in the 
dark:. But whose hand? Hands emaging like animals,. 
without shame, without memory,. into th.e .light of day. 

'I must make a note of the number/ he says, avoiding 
her eyes .. 

'I have the number.' 
'Where does .his desire come from? It is acute, fiery:. 

he wants to take this woman. by the arm,. drag her behind 11 

the gatekeeper'S .hut, .lift .her dress, couple wi.th her~ 
He thinks of mourners' at a wake falling on the food 

and drink. A kind of emltation in .it,· a brag ftung in the 
face of death: Us you do not .have! 

They are back at th.e jetty. The pey dog slinks cau­
tiously up to them., Matryona wants· oo stroke it but her 
mother discourages her. There is something 'WfOilg with 
the dog: an O·pen, angry sore runs up its back from the 
base of its tail .. It whimpers softly aD the time, or else 
drops suddenly on its hindquarters and attacks the sore 
with its~. 

I will come again. tomoJTOW, he promises: I will come 
alone, and you and I will speak. In the th.ought of return­
ing,. of crossing the river, finding his way to' his son's 
bed, being alone with him in the mist, there is a. muted 
promise of adventure .. 
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3 

Pavel 

He sits in his son's room with the white suit on his Ia~, 
breathing softly, ttying to lose himself, ttying to evoke a 
spirit that can surely not yet have left these surroun~ .. 

Time passes. From the next room, through the par­
tit.don,. ·come the hushed ¥oioes of the woman au.d clilld 
and the sounds of a table being liid. He puts the suit 
aside, taps on the door;. The voices cease abruptly. He 

enterS. 'I will be leaving now,' he says. 
'As you can see, we are about to haft supper. You are . 

welcome to join us.' 
The food she offers is simple: soup, and potatoeS with 

salt aud butter. 
'How did my son come to lodge with yoU:?' he asks at 

a certain point. Still he is careful to call him my son: if 

he brings forth the name he will begin to shake. 
She hesitates, and h.e understands why. She coulld say. 

He was a nice young maDi we rook to him. But 'fiJIIS is 
the obstacle, the boulder in her path. Until there B'f 
way of circumventing the word in all its starkness,. she 

will not speak it in &ont of him. 

'A previous lodger recommended .him,' she says at last. · I.J 
And that is that. 

She strikes him as dry, dry as a buttertly'S wing~ As if 
between her skin md. her petticoat, between her skin 
and the black stockings she no doubt wears,. there is a 
6lm. of fine wh:iite ash, so that, loosened from. her 
.shoulders, her clothes woulld slip to the floor without 
any coaxing .. 

He would like to see her naked, this; womm in the 
last flowering ·Of her youth. 

Not what ·one would call an educated womm; but will 
one eYer hear Russim spoken more beaudfuDy? Her 
tongue like a bird Buttering in her mouth: soft feathers, 
soft wing-beats .. 

In. the daughter he detects none ·of the mother's so.ft 
dryness. On the contrary,. there is something !liquid about 
her,. something of th.e young doe, ttusdng yet nervous, 
stretching its n.eck to sniff the stranger's hand, tensed to 

.leap away. How can this dark woman have mothered this 
fair clilld? Yet the teUtale signs are all there: tbe fingers, 
small,. almost unformed; the dark eyes, lustrous as those 
of Byzantine saints; the fine, sculpted line ·of the browi 
even the moody air. 

Strange how in a child a feature ·can take its perfect 
form while in the parent it seems a copy! 

The girl raises her eyes for an instan.t, ·encounters his 
gaze exploring her, md turns away in confusion. An 
angry impulse rises iin him. He wan.ts to grip her arm 
and shake her; Look at me, child! he wan.ts to say: Look 

. " at me md learn~ 
His knife drops to the ftoor. GratefuUy he fumbles for 

it. It is as if the sllnn has been fl.ayed &om his face, as if, 
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he is oontinuaJJy thrusting upo·n the two 

of them a hideous bleeding mask. 
Th.e woman speaks again. 'Matryona and Pavel Ala-

andrmrich were good friends,' she says, finoly and care­
fully._ And to the child: 'He gave you lessons, didn't he?' 

'He taught me Freoch and German. Mostly French.' 
Matryona: not the ri,ght name for he~:. An oM woman's 

name,. the name of a Uttll.e oM woman with a fa.ce like a 

prone. 
'I womd Uke you to ha:ft: something of his/ he says. 

'To remember him by.' 
Again the child raises her eyes in that baffled look, 

inspecting him as a dog inspects a sttangex, hardly hear­
ing what he says. \Vhat: is going on? And the answ~r 
·comes: She cannot imagine me as Pavel's &mer. Shels 
trying to see Pavel in me and she cannot. And he dUnks 
further: To her Pavel is not yet: dead. Somewhere in her 
he stilllitves, bt~ealthing the warm, sweet breath of youth. 

. \Vhereas this blackness' of mine, dli.s beard.edn.ess, this 
booiness,. must be as repugnant as death the reaper him­
set[ Death, with his bony hips and his inch-long teeth 
and the rattle of his ankles as he wa.lb. 

He has no wish to· speak about his son. To· hear him 
s.poken of, yes, yes ind.eed, but not to speak.. By arith­
meti.c, this is the tenth day of Pavel being dead. With 
every day that passes, memories of him that may still. be 
floating in the air like autumn leaves are being trodden 
into lth.e mud or caught by the wind and home up into 
the blinding hea¥ens. Only he wants to gather and con­
serve those memories. Everyone else a.dheres to the order 
of death, then mourning, then fo~getting .. -If we do mit 
forget,, they say, the wo·rM wm soon be nothing but a 
huge library. But the ¥ery thought of Pavel being forgot-

ten enrages bbn, turns him into an old. buD, irritable, r J 
glaring,. dangerous. 

He wants to h.ear stories. And the child, miraculously, 
is about to teU one .. 'Pavel Alexandrovich' - she glances 
toward her mother 100 oonfinn that she may utter the 
dead name - 'said he was only going to be in. Petersburg 
a little while longer, then. he was going to France.' 

She halts. He wai.ts impatiently for her to go on. 
'Why did he want to go to France?' she asks, and now 

she is addressing him alone._ 'What is there in France?' 
France? 'He did not want to go to France, he wanted 

to leaw Russia,' he replies. 'When you are young you are 
impatient with ·everything around you. You are impatient 
with your motherland because your motbedand seems 
old and stale to you .. You want new, sights, new ideas. 

, You think: that in Fran.ce or Germany or England you 
will find the future that your own country is too duU to 
provide you with .. ' 

The child is frowning. He says Frtmce, nMJtberilmd, 
but she hears something else, something und.emeath the 
words: rancour. 

'My son had. a scattered. education,' he says, addflessing 
not: the child now but the mother. ''I had 100 move him 
from school to schooL The reason was simple: he would 
not get up in th.e mornings. Nothing womd wake him. 
I make too much of it, perhaps. But you cannot expect 
to matriculate if you do not attend school.' 

What a strange thing to say at a time like this! Never­
theless, turning to the daughter, he pfunges on. 'His 
French was very undependable - you. must have noticed 

Perhaps that is why he wanted to go· to France -
impi'O'Yie his French.' 

used to read. a lot,' says the mother. 'Sometimes 
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rc6 the lamp would be bumin.g in his room all mght.' Her 
voice remains low, even. We didn't mind. He was ~ys 
considerate. We were very fond of Pavel Alexandrovich 
-weren't we?' She gives the clill.d a smile tha.t seems to 

him like a caress. 
W111. She has brought i.t out. 
She frowns. 'What I sOD. don't understand ... ' 
An awkward silence &Ills. He does notbirn:g to, relieve 

i.t. On the contrary, he bristles like a wolf guarding its 
cob. Beware, he thinks:. at your own peril do you utter a 
wmd apinst him! I am his mother and his father,. I am 
e'Wierything to bim, and more! There is something he 
wants to, stand up and shout as weH. But what? And who 

is the enemy he is defying?· "'" 
From the depths of his throat, where he can no longw 4lr 

stifte it, a sound breaks out, a groan .. He ·covers his face 
with his' hands; tears run. over his fingers. 

He hears the woman get up from the table. He waits 
for the clill.d to retire too, but she does not. 

After a while he dries his eyes and blows, hils nose. 'I 
am. sorry,' he whispers to the child., who· is still sitting 
there, head bowed over her empty plate. 

He closes the door of Pwel's room behind. him. Sorry? 
No, the truth is, he is not sorry .. Far from. i.t: he· is itn a 
rage apinst ·everyone who is alive when his child is dead. 
In a .rage most of all against this girl, whom for her very 
meekness he would like to tear limb from limb. 

He lies down on th.e bed, his arms tight across his 
chest,, breathing fast,, trying to expel the demon that is 
taking him over. He knows that he resembles notbirn:g so 
much as a corpse laid ·out,. and that what he calls a den14lQ 
may be notbirn:g but his own soul flailing its win.gs. Buf 
being alive is, at this moment, a kind of nausea. He 

wants to be d.ead. More than that: to be extinguished, 17 
annihilated. 

As for life on ll:he other side, he has: no faith itn it. He 
expects to spend eternity on a river-bank wi.th annies of 
o·ll:her dead souls,, waiting for a barge tha.t will .never 
arrive. The air will be cold and dank,. the black waters 
will lap against th.e bank, hils clothes will 11011: on his back 
and fall about his feet, he will never see .his son again. 

On the cold fingers folded to his chest he counts the 
days again .. Ten. This is what it feels like after ten days. 

Poetry might bring ba.ck his son. He has a sense of 
the poem tbat wo·uld be required, a sense of its music. 
But he is not· a poet: more like a dog that has lost a 
bone,. scmtchlng here, scratching the~~e .. 

He waits till the gl.eam of light under the door has 
gone out, then quiedy leaves the apartment and returns 
to his lodgings .. 

During the night a dream comes to him. He is swimming 
underwater. The Ught iis blue and dim .. He' banks and 
glides easily, gracefully; his hat seems to have gone, but 
in. his black suit he feels lib a mttle,. a. great old turtle in 
its namral element.. Above him th.ere ·· is' a ripple of 
movement, bu.t h.ere at the bottom the watner is still. He 
swims through patches of weed; slack fingers of water· 
grass brush his fins, if that is what they are. 

He knows what .he .is in seallcb ·of. .As he swims .he 
sometimes opens his mouth and gives what he thinks of 
as a cry or call. 'With each cry or call water enters his 
mouth; each syUable .is replaced by a syllable of water. 
He grows mo·re md. more ponderous., till his bl'eastbone 
is brushin,g the silt of the river-bed. 
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Pavel is lying on his back. His eyes are closed. His 
hair, wafted by the current, .is as soft as a baby's. 

From his tarde-throat he gives a last cry, which seems 
to him more like a bark, and plunges roward the boy. 
He wants to kiss the face; but when he toUches his hard 
lips to it, he is not sure he is not biting. 

Thls is when he wakes. 

FoUowing old habit,. he spends the m01'11i11!g at the little 
desk in his room. 'Wh.en. the maid comes to clean, he 
waves her away. But he does not write a word. It is not 
tbat he is paralysed. His heart pumps steadily,, his mind 
is clear~ At any moment he is capable of pi~g up ~ 
pen and. forming letters on the paper. But the writing, 
he fears, would be that of a madman- vileness,. obscenitf, 
page after page of it, untameable. He thinks of the mad­
n.ess as nmning through the artery ofhis right arm down 
lllo the fingertips and the pen and so to. the p~ge. It runs 
in a stream; he need not dip the pen, not once. 'What 
flows on to the paper is neit;her blood. nor ink. but an 

acid, black, with an unpleasing green sheen when the 
ligh.t glances ·off it. On the page it does not dry: if one 
were oo pass a finger over it,, one woulld experience a 
sensation both liquid and electric. A writing that even 

the blind could read .. 
In the afternoon he returns to Svechnoi Street, to 

Pavel's room. He closes the inner door to the apartment 
and p.rops a chair against it. Then he lays the white suit 
out on the bed. By daylight he can see how grimy the 
cuffs are. He sniffs the armpits and the smell co~ 
clearly: .not that of a child but ofanother man, fuU.grown. 
He inhales it again and again. How many breaths befort: 

it fades? lf the suit were shut up in a. glass case, would r9 
the smell be preserved too? 

He takes off his own clothes and puts on the white 
smt. Though the jacket is loose and the trousers too 

long, he does not fed dowuish in it. · 
He lies down and crosses his arms. The posture is 

theattical, but wherever impulse leads he is ready to 
foDow. At the same time he has .no faith in impulse at 
aU. 

He has a vision ·of Petersburg stretched out vast and 
low under th.e pitiless stars. Written in. a scroll across 
the heDeDS is a word in. Hebrew characters .. He cannot 
read the word bu.t knows it is a condemnation, a curse. 

A gate has closed behind his son, a gate bound seven­
fold with bands of iron. To open tbat gate is the labour 
laid upon him. 

Thoughts, feelin,gs, visions. Does he trust them? They 
come from his deepest heart;. hut the~:~e is no more reason 
to trust the heart than to trust reason. 

From somewhere to somewhere I am in retreat, .he 
thinks; when th.e retreat is completed,. what will be lefi: 
of me? 

He thinks of himself as going baclc .into· the egg, or at 
least into something smooth and cool and grey. Perhaps 
it is not just an egg:. perhaps it is the soul, perhaps that 
is how the soullloob. 

There is a. rusdin:g under the bed. A mouse going 
aoout its business? He does not care. He turns over, 

• draws the white jacket over his face,. inhales. 
Since the news came of his son'S death, .something has 

ebbin,g ·OUt of him that he thinks of as fimm.ess. I 
the one who is dead, he ~i or rath.er,. I died but 
death failed to arrive. His sense ·of his own body is 
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;zo that it is sttong, stlll'dy, that it will not jield of its own 
accord. His chest is Uke a bmd with sound staveS. His 
heart will go on beating for a long time. Nevertheless, 
be bas been togged out of human time. The strellll that 
carries him still moves forward, still bas ctirecrlon,. even 
purpose; but that purpose is no longer life. He is being 
carried by dead water, a dead stream. 

He falls asleep. When be wakes it is dark and the 
whole world is silent. He strikes a match, uying: to gather 
lUs fuddled wits. Past midnight. w:befe bas be been? 

He crawls under the .covers, sleeps intermittently. In 
the mornmg, on his way to the washroom, smeBy,. dishev­
elled, be runs .into Anna Se~geyevn&· With her bair under 
a kerclUef, in big boots,. she looks like any DW'kef: 
woman. She regards him with surprise. ''I feB asleep·,td 
was very tired,' he exp·lains. But it is not that. It is the 
white suit,, which be is still wearing. 

'If you don't mind,. I will stay here in Pavel's room till 
I leave,' he goes on. 'It will onlty be for a few days.' 

'We can't discuss it now, I'm in a hurry: she repUes. 
Clearly she does not like the idea. Nor does she give her 
consent. But he bas paid,. there is nothing she can do 

about it. 
AU. morning be si.ts all: the table in his son's room, his 

bead in lUs hands. He caDDot pretend be is writing. His 
mind is nm.ning to the moment of Pavel's death. What 
be amnot bear is the thought that, for the East fraction 
·of the last instanll: of his faU, Pavel knew that nothing 
could save him, that he was dead. He wants to beUeve 
P'avel was proteded from that cenainty,, more terrible 
than annihilation itself, by the burry and confusion~Gf 
the fall, by the mind's way ·of etherizing itself against 
whatever is too ·enormous to· be bome. With allbils heart 

he wants to betie'li"ie this. At the sam.e time he knows .11 

that he wants to believe. in order to etherize himself 
against the knowl.edge that Pavel, f.illing, knew 
everything. 

At moments like this he caDDot distinguish Pavel from 
himself .. They are the same person; and that person is 
no more or less than. a thought, Pavel t:hinking it in him, 
be thinking it in PaveL The thought keeps Pavel alive, 
suspended in his faD .• 

It is from knowing that he is dead that he wants to 
protect his son. As l.ong as I live, he tb:irn.ks, let me be 
the one who knows! By whatever a.ct. of will it takes, let 
me be the thinking animal plunging through the air. 

Sitting at the taMe, hils eyes dosed, his fists clenched, 
he wards the knowledge of death away from Pavel. He 
thinks of himself as the Triton on the Piazza Barberini 
in Rome, holding k> his Ups a conch from which jets a 
constant crysta] fountain. All day and aU night he 
breathes Ufe into the water. The tendons of his neck, 
caught in b~nze, are taut with effort. 
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4 

The white· suit 

November has arrived, and the first snow; The sky~ 
fiD.ed with mirsh-birds m:il.graring south. :~ 

He bas moved into P'avel's room md within days lfas 
become part of the life of the building. The chitdren no 
longer stop their games oo stare when be passes,, though -
they still. lower their voices. They know who he is. Who 
is be? He is misfortune., be is the father of misfortune .. 

Every day he reUs himself he must go back to Yelagin 

Island, to the ,gJNve. But be does not go. 
He writes oo his wife in Dresden. His leners are 

11eassuring but ·empty of feeling. 
He spends his mommgs in the room, mornings of 

utter blankness which come oo bav;e their own insidious 
and deathly pleasure. In the afternoons he wa1lks the 
streets, avoiding the area around Mesbchansbya Street 
and the Vomesensky Prospekt where be m:ilgbt be recog­
nized,, stopping for an. hour at a tea-house,, always the 

same one. <.": 
In Dresden be used to read the Russian newspa:peis. 

But he has lost interest in the world outside. His world 
has contracted; his worM iis within his breast. 

Out ·of considera.tii.on for Anna Sergeyewa he returns z.J 
to the apartment only after dusk. Till called to supper 
he stays quiedy in the room that is and is not his. 

He is sitting on the bed with the white suit on his lap. 
There is no one to see him. Nothing has changed. He 
feels the cord of love that goes from his heart to his .son~s 
as physically as if it were a rope. He feels the rope twist 
and wring his b.eart. He groans aloud .. 'Yes.!' he whispers, 
welcoming th.e pain; he reaches out and gives the rope 
another twist. 

The door behind him opens. Startled, he toms; bent 
and ugly,. tears in his eyes, the suit bunched m his hands. 

'Would you like ~o eat now?' asks the child. 
'Thank you, but I would prefer to be by myself this 

evenmg.' 
Later she is back. 'Would you like some tea? I em 

bring it to you.' 
She brings a teapot and sugar-bowl and cup, bearing 

them solemnly on a tray. 
•Is that Pavel AI.exandrovich's suit?' 
He puts the suit aside, nods. 
She stands at arm's length watching wlille he drinks. 

, Again he is struck by the fine line ·of her temple and 
cheekbone, the dark, tiquid eyest the dark brows, the 
:hair blonde as com. There is a rush of feeling in bimt 
conttadictory, like two waves slapping against each other: 

urge to protect her, an urge to lash out at her because 

is alive. 
Good that I am shut away, he thinks. As I am now, I 

not fit for humankind. 
He waits fur her to say something. He wants her to 

It is an outrageous demand to make on a child, 
he makes the demand nevertheless. He raises his 



4 

The white· suit 

November has arrived, and the first snow; The sky~ 
fiD.ed with mirsh-birds m:il.graring south. :~ 

He bas moved into P'avel's room md within days lfas 
become part of the life of the building. The chitdren no 
longer stop their games oo stare when be passes,, though -
they still. lower their voices. They know who he is. Who 
is be? He is misfortune., be is the father of misfortune .. 

Every day he reUs himself he must go back to Yelagin 

Island, to the ,gJNve. But be does not go. 
He writes oo his wife in Dresden. His leners are 

11eassuring but ·empty of feeling. 
He spends his mommgs in the room, mornings of 

utter blankness which come oo bav;e their own insidious 
and deathly pleasure. In the afternoons he wa1lks the 
streets, avoiding the area around Mesbchansbya Street 
and the Vomesensky Prospekt where be m:ilgbt be recog­
nized,, stopping for an. hour at a tea-house,, always the 

same one. <.": 
In Dresden be used to read the Russian newspa:peis. 

But he has lost interest in the world outside. His world 
has contracted; his worM iis within his breast. 

Out ·of considera.tii.on for Anna Sergeyewa he returns z.J 
to the apartment only after dusk. Till called to supper 
he stays quiedy in the room that is and is not his. 

He is sitting on the bed with the white suit on his lap. 
There is no one to see him. Nothing has changed. He 
feels the cord of love that goes from his heart to his .son~s 
as physically as if it were a rope. He feels the rope twist 
and wring his b.eart. He groans aloud .. 'Yes.!' he whispers, 
welcoming th.e pain; he reaches out and gives the rope 
another twist. 

The door behind him opens. Startled, he toms; bent 
and ugly,. tears in his eyes, the suit bunched m his hands. 

'Would you like ~o eat now?' asks the child. 
'Thank you, but I would prefer to be by myself this 

evenmg.' 
Later she is back. 'Would you like some tea? I em 

bring it to you.' 
She brings a teapot and sugar-bowl and cup, bearing 

them solemnly on a tray. 
•Is that Pavel AI.exandrovich's suit?' 
He puts the suit aside, nods. 
She stands at arm's length watching wlille he drinks. 

, Again he is struck by the fine line ·of her temple and 
cheekbone, the dark, tiquid eyest the dark brows, the 
:hair blonde as com. There is a rush of feeling in bimt 
conttadictory, like two waves slapping against each other: 

urge to protect her, an urge to lash out at her because 

is alive. 
Good that I am shut away, he thinks. As I am now, I 

not fit for humankind. 
He waits fur her to say something. He wants her to 

It is an outrageous demand to make on a child, 
he makes the demand nevertheless. He raises his 



z4 eyes to· her~ Nothing is veied. He stareS at her wi.th what 
can only be nakedness. 

For a moment sbe meets bits gaze.. Then sh.e averts 
her eyes, steps back uncertaiDly, makes a strange, awk,.. 
ward kiind of CUI't:S)). and tllees the room .. 

He is aware, even. as it unfolds, that this is a passage 
he will not forget and may even one day .rework into 
bits writiing. A ·certain shame passes over him, but it is 
superficial and transitory. First in bits writiing and now in 
bits 6fe,, shame seems to· have lost its power, .its place 
taken by a blank and. amoral passivity that Shriob from 
no •extreme. It is a:s' if, out of the comer of an eye, he­
·can see clouds advancing on him with terrifi.c ~~ 
stonnclouds. VVha:teVer sWlds in their path will be swfpt 
away. With dread, bu.t wi.th excitement too, he waits in­
the stonn to break. 

At eleven o'clock by his watch, without announcing 
hOnsel£, he emerges from. his room. The curtain .is drawn 
across the alcove where Martryona and her mother s1ieep, 
bu.t Anna Sergeyema is still up, seated at the table, 
sewing by lamp6ght:. He crosses the room, sits down 
opposite her. 

Her fingers are deft,. ber movements; decisive. In 
Siberia be learnt to sew:, out of necessi.ty, but he cannot 
sew with this fluid gn.ce. In his fingers a needle is a 
curiosity, an arrow from Lilliput.. 

'Surely the light is too poor for such fine work,' he 
murmurs. 

She inclines her head a:s if to say: I hear you, but also: 
\Vlmt do you expect me to• do about it?' 

'Has Matryona been. your -only child.?' 
She gives him a ·direct look. He likes the directness. 

He likes her eyes,. which are not soft at aD.. 

'She bad a brother,. but be died. when. he was very z; 
young~' 

'So you know;' 
'No, I don't know.' 
VI/hat does she mean?' That an infant's death is easier 

to bear? She dOes not explain .. 
'If you will aDow me,. I will buy you a better lamp .. It 

is a pity to ruin your eyesight so early.' 
She inclines her head as if to say: Thank you for the 

thought; I will not hold you to your promise. 
So early: what does he mean? 
He ba:s kn.own for some time that when the words 

that come .next ·come, he will not try to stop· them. ''I 
have a hunger to talk about my son,' h.e says, 'but e¥en 
more of a hunger oo hear others talk about him .. ' 

'He was a fine young man,' she ·offers. 'I am sorry we 
knew him for a shon time only.' And then, a:s itf realizing 
this is not enough: 'He U$ed oo read. to Matryona at 
bedtime. She looked. forward to it aD day .. There was a 
real fondness between them .. ' 

'What did they read?' 
'I caD. to mind The Golden Codewel and Krylov. He 

taught her some French poems too. She can still recite 
one or two.' 

'It's good that you have books in. the house.' He ges­
tures toward a shelf on which there must be twenty or 
thirty volumes .. 'Good for a growing ·child, I mean.' 

'My husband. was a printer. He worked in a ·printer's 
shop. He read a lot,. it was his recreation .. These are only 
a few of .his books. Sometimes the apartment would be 
overflowing, wbitl.e .h.e was alive. 'Ill.ere was no space for 
all of them.' She hesitates. 'We have a book of yours. 
PtKJr Folk. It was one of my husband's favourites.' 
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PtKJr Folk. It was one of my husband's favourites.' 



z6 There is a silence. The lamp begins-to fti.cker~ She 
toms it down and lays asid.e her sewing. The farther 
comers of the room sink into shadow. · 

'I had to ask Pavel Altexandnmch not to invite friends 
oo his_ room in the ev:eninp,' she says. 'I regret that now. 
It was after they kept us awake, talking and drinking bte 
into the nitght. He had some quite rough friends.' 

'Yes, he was democratic in his friendships. He could 
speak oo ordinary people about thinp dose to their 
hearts. Ordinary peop~e bave a hunger for ideas. He 

nev:er spoke down oo, them.' 
. 'He didn't speak down to Mauyosha ·either.' 
The light grows dimmer, the wick begins 00· smoke. A 

sahe of words, be thinks, robbed over the sore piacel. 
But do I want to be healed? i 

'He was a serious person, despite his youth,' be presses 
au. 'He thought about Russia, about the conditions of 
our existence here. He was concerned. about tbinp that 

matter' to ordinary folk.' 
There is a tong pause. Tribute, be thinks: I am paying 

tribute, however lamely; however belatedly, and tryin,g 
to enort tribute &om her toO·. And why not! 

"I have been wondering about some~g you said the 
other day,' she says romiiJ.atively.. 'Why did you teB me 
that story about Pa¥d ~oversleeping?' 

'Why? Because, unimportant as it may seem now, it 
marred his life. Because of his late sleeping I had ro 
remove him from school, from one school after another~ 
That. was why be did no·t matriculate. So in the end he 
found himself here in Petersburg on th.e fringes of stu­
d.ent society, where be had. no real business, where""lle 
did not properly belon;g. It was not jos.t sluggishness. 
Nothing would wake him- shouting, sbaldng, threats, 

pleas. It was like trying to wake a bear, a hibernating z.i 
be 

,, 
ar. 
'I understand that. Some children. nev:er settle down 

at school. But I meant something else. Forgive me for 
saying so, but wba.t struek me when you told the srory 
was how angry wi.th .him you still seemed to be.' 
- 'Of coune I was angry! His mother died, you must 
remember, when he was fifteen. It was not ·easy to bring 
him up alone .. I bad better things to do than to coax a 
boy of that age out of bed. If Pavel had. finished .his 
schooling .like ev:eryone else, .none of this would have 
.happened.' \ 

'This?' 
He waves an arm. impatiently; as: if oo dismiss the 

apartment, th.e ci.ty of Petersburg, ev:en the great dark 
canopy of the night above them. 

She gives him. a qmet,. steady loo.k;. ind. under that 
look it begins to ·come home to bim what he has said. A 
trembling Ol"ena:kes .him, starting in his right hand. He 
gets up and paces across the room, clasping his hands 
behind him. Som.ething is on its way, something whose 
c9'ame he is trying to avoid. He tri.es to sPeak, but his: 
,oice emerges strangled. I am behaving like a. character 

a book, be thitnb .. But even jeering at himself does 
help. His should.ers heave. Soundless]y he begins to 

In a book, th~ wamm would respond to his grief with 
of pity.. Th.iis woman does not. Sh.e sits~ at the 

in the flickering light, her head averted,. her sewing 
lap. It .is late, there is .no one to see them, the 

is sleeping .. 
the .heart, he tells himself! Damn this emotion-
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zB alism! The touchstone is n.ot the heart and how the heart 
feels, but death and how th.e dead boy feels.! 

At this moment the dearest of visions comes to him, 
a vision of Pavel smiling at him, at his peerisbness, his 
tearS, his histrionics,. at what lies behind the histrionics 
too. The smll.e is .not of derision but on the conttary of 
friendliness. and fo.rgjveness. He &unos! he thlnks: He 
kntl'ms IJ1Ul does BOt mind! A wave of gratimde and joy and 
mO¥e passes over him. N(IID there is ·srwe to be II fit! he 
thinh too, but does not care. No longer holding back 
the tearS,. he feels hls way back to the table, buries his 
head in his anus, and tets loose bowl after howi of grief. 

No one strokes his hairr, no one murmurs a consoling 
word. in his ear. But when at last, fumbling for lis 
handkerchief, he mises his head, the girl Mauyona ~ 
s.tandling before him observing him inbmdy .. She wears a 
white nightdress;. her hairr, brushed out, lies over her 
shoo11ders. He cannot fail to notice the bud.dling breasts. 
He tries. to give her a smll.e, but her exp·ression does not 
change. Sbe fmaws too·, he thinks. She knows what is false, 
what .is true; or else by staring deep enough means to 

know. 
He collects himself. Through the last of the tearS his 

gaze locks on to hers. In that instant something passes 
between them from which he Oinches as though pierced 
by a red-hot wire. Th.en her mother's ann enfo.lds her; 
a whispered word passes;, she withdraws to her bed. 

5 

Maximov 

'Good morning. I have rome to daim' (he is surprised 
at bow stead)r his voli.ce is) 'some bel.ongi.ngs of my son~. 
My son was involved in m accident last month, and the 
police took charge of certain items.' 

He unfolds the reoeitpt and passes it across the counter. 
Depending on whether Pavel .gn:e up the ghost before 
or after midnight, :it is dated the day after or the day of 
Pavel's death; it names simply 'letters and other papers.' 

The sergeant inspects the receipt dubiously. 'October 
uth. That's less than a. month ago .. The case won't be 
settled yet.' 

'How long will it take· to settle?' 
'Could be two months,. oould be three months, could 

be a year. It depends on the circumstances .. ' 
'There a1re n:o ci.rcumstances. There is no crime 

involved.' 
Holding the paper at mn~ length, th.e sergeant leaves 

the room. When be returns, his air is markedly more 
surly. 'You are, sir,-?' 

'Isaev. The father.' 
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JO 'Yes, Mr Isaev. If you will take a se•t:, you will be 
attended to in a short while} 

Hils heart sinks. He had hoped simply to be hmded 
Pavel's belongings and walk out of this place. What he 
can least afford is that the police should mm th.eir atten-

tion on. him. 
'I can wait only a short while,' he says briskly. 
'Yes,. sir, rm sure the investigator in charge will see 

you soon. Just take a seat md make yourselcomfo,nable.' 
He consults his wa.tch, sits down on th.e ben.ch,, looks 

around with pretended im.patience. It .is ·early; there is 
only one other person in tbe mte-room, a young man 
itn stained housepainter's overalls. Sitting bolt upright, 
he seems to be asleep;. Hils eyes are closed, hits jaw ha:ng( 
a soft rattle comes from tbe back of his throat. i 

lsaeo. Inside him the ·confusion has not settled. Should 
he Rot drop the Isaev story a.t once, before getting mired 
in it? But how can he explain? 'Sergemt:, tbere has been 
a sli;ght mistalre. 11rlngs are not entirely as th.ey appear 
to be. In a sense I am not Isaev. The Isaev whose name 
I have for reasoRS of my ·own been usmg, reasom I won't 
go itnto here md ROW,. but perfectly good reasom, has 
been dead for some years. Nevertheless, I brought up 
Pavellsaev as my soo and love him as my own Besh and 
blood. In that seme we bear the same name,. or ought 
to. Those few papers he left behind are precious to· me. 
Tha.t is why I am here.' \Vhat if he made this, admission 
Wtprompted, and aU. the while they had. suspected 
noth.itng? What if they had been on the point of giving 
h.itm the papers, and now pulled up short? 'Aha,. what is 
this? Is there more to the case than meets tbe eye?' 

As he sits vacillating between confessing and pressing 
on with the imposture, as he takes out his watch md 

glances at it crossly, trying to seem like an impatient .J r 
.btmmlt· d'tl}fsires in. this stuffY room. with. a stove burning 
in a comer, he has a premonition of an attack, and 
in the same movement recognizes that an attack would 
be a device, and the most childish of devices at that, 
for extricating himself from a fix,. wh.itle somewhere 
to the side £alls the Mgging shadow of a memory: surely 
he has been here before., in this very ante-room or 
one like it, and had an attack or a. fa.in.ting fit! But why 
is it that he recoUects the episode only so dimly? And 
what has th.e reooUection to do with. the smeU of 
fresh . ) pamt. 

7his is too much!' 

His cry ·echoes around the room. The dozing house­
painter gives a start; the desk-sergeant looks: up .in sur­
prise. He tries to cover his confusioR .. 'I mean,' he says, 
lowering his voice, 'I can't wait any lon,ger, I have an 
appointment. As I said . .' ~ 

He bas already stood up· and put on his. coat when the 
sergeant calls him back. 'Councillor Muimov will see 

. ' you now, Sll'. 

In the office into· which he .is ·conducted there is no 
. h.itgb bench. Save for a huge sofa in imitation leather, itt 

is furnished in nondescript government issue. CounciUor 
Muimov, the jru:diciali investigator in .. Pavel's case, is a 
baJid. man with the tu~by fi.gore of a peasant woman, who 
fusses till he is comforialily seated, then opem the bulky 
folder before him on the desk and reads at: length,. mur­
muring to h.itmself, .shaking his head from. time to time. 
'Sad business ... Sad business •.... ' 

At last he looks up. 'My sincerest condolences, Mr 
&aev.' 
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J:Z Isaev:. Tone to make up· his mind! 
'Thank you. I have come to· ask for my son~ papers 

to be returned. I ·am aware that the case has no•t been. 
closed, but I do not see how private papers can be of 
any interest tO your office or of any relevance to- to 

your proceedings.' 
'Yes,. of course, of course! As you say; private papers. 

But teU me: when you talk of papers, what exactly do· 

you. mean? What do the papers consist m?·' 
The man's eyes have a watery gleam;, his lashes are 

pale, l&e a cat~. 
'Haw can I say? They were removed &om my son~ 

room, I haven~ seen them yet. LetterS, papers .... ' .Yr 

''You have not seen them but you believe they can b~, 
of .no interest to us. I can understand that. I can undet!f 
stand that a father should believe his son's papers are a 
personal matter, or at least a family matter. Yes, indeed. 

Nevertheless, there is an investigation in progress - a 
mere formality, perhaps, but called for by the law,. there­
fore not to be dismissed with a snap of the fingers or a 
flourish of the hand, md. the papers are part of that 
. . . ·s , mvesugauon. . o .... 

He puts his fingertips together:, lowers his head, 
a.ppears to sink into deep thought. VVben he looks up 
a:g$n he is no longer smiting, but wears an expression 
of the uanost detennination. 'I believe,' be says,. 'yes, I 
do believe I have a solution that will satisfy both parties. 
Since the case is not closed - indeed, it has barely been 
opened - I cannot return the papers themselves to you. 
But I am going to let you see them. Because I agree~ 
is unf.UI', most unfair, l!lo whisk them off at such a. tragic 

time and keep them from the family.' 

With a sudden, startling gest:ore, like a card-player JJ 
playing an aD.-conquering card, he sweeps. a single leaf 
out of the folder and places it before .him. 

It is a list ·of names, Russian names written in Roman 
script, an beginning with the letter A. 

"There is some mistake. This is .not my son~ hand­
writing.' 

'Not your son's handwriting? Hmm .. ' Maximov takes 
beck the pa:ge and studies it. 'Then have you any idea 
whose handwriting thls might be, Mr Isaev?·' 

'I don't recognize the handwri.ting, bat it is not my 
son's .. ' 

From the bottom of the tile Maximov seEects another 
page and advances it a.cross the desk. 'And thls?' 

He does not need to read it. Haw .stupid! he thinks. 
A ftusb of dizziness overtakes him. His voice seems oo 
come from far away. 'It is a letter from myself. I am not 
Isaev. I simply tool::. the name - ' 

Maximov is waving a hand as if oo ·chase away a fty; 
waving his wonls away, waving for silence; but he masters 
the dizziness and completes his declaration .. 

'I took the name so as not to compli.cate matters - for 
no· other reason. P'avel Alexandrovich lsaev is my stepson,. 
my late wife'S onlly child. But to .me he is my own son. 
He has no one but me in the world .. ' 

Ma.ximov toes the letter from his slack gtasp, and 
peruses it again. It is the last letter he wrote from Dres­
den, a letter in which he chides Pavel for spending too 

much money.. Mortifying to sit here while a stranger 
reads it! Mortifying ever to .have written it! But how is 
one oo know, bvw is .one to .how, which day wiD be the 
last? 

' "Your loving father, Fyodor Mikh.ailovich 
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J4 DostoeVSky," ' murmurs the magistta~ and I.ooks up. 
'So [et me be dear, you are not Isaev at all, you are 
DostoeVSky.' -

'Yes. It has been a. d.eception, a mistake, stupid but 
harmless,, which I regret.' 

'I understand. Nevertheless, you have come here pur­
po~g - but need we use that ugly worn?' Let us use it 
gingerly, so to speak, for th.e rime be~g, for la.ck of a 
better- purporting to be th.e deceased Pavel. Alex.androv­
ich lsaev's father and applying to have his property 
released to you, while in. filet you are not that person at 
aU. It does not look weD, does it?' 

'It was a. mistake, as I say, which I now bitterly reg:rt?t. 

But the deceased is my son, and I am. his guardian in 
law,. properly appointed.' il 

'Hm. I see here he was twenty-ooe, getting on for 
twenty-two, at the time of decease. So, sttictly speaking, 
the writ of guardianship· had. expired.. A man of twenty­
one is, his own master,. is he not? A free person, in law.' 

It is this mockery that finalily rouses him. He :stands up. 
'I did not come here to· discuss my son with stran.gers,' he 
says,, his voice rising. 'If you insist on keeping his papers, 
say so directly, and I will take other steps.' 

'Insist on keeping the papers? Of course not! My dear 
sir, please be seated! Of ·course not! On the oon.ttary, I 
would very· much .like you to examine the papers, for 
your own sake and for ours too. The guidance you could 
,gjve us would. be ap·preciated, deeply a.ppreciated. To 
begin with, let us take tbis item.' He lays before him a 
set of half a dozen. leaves 'Written on both: si.des,. the 
complete list of names of which he has alr·ead.y ~&. 
the first page, the Ns. 'No·t your son's handwriting, iis it?' 

'No.' 

'No, we know that.. Any idea whose handWriting it is?' JS 
'I do not reco.gnize it.' 
'It belongs to a young woman at present resident 

abroad. Her name is not relevmt, though. if I mentioned. 
it I think you would be surprised... She is a friend and 
associate of a .man named. Nechaev, Sergei Gennadevich 
Nechaev. Does the nam.e mean anything to you?' 

'I do not know Nechaev personaHy, and I doubt very 
much that my son knew him. Nechaev is a conspirator 
and an insurrectionist whose designs I repudiate with the 
utmost force.' 

'You do not know hlm personally,. as you say. But you 
have had contact with him .. ' 

'No, I have not had. contact wi.th him. I. attended. 
a public meeting in Switzerland, in Geneva, at which 
nmnerous people spoke, Nechaev among them ... He and 
I have been together in the same room. - that .is the sum. 
of my acquaintance with hlm.' 

'And when was that?' 
'It was in the autumn of 1867. The meeting was OtpD­

ized.. by the League for Peace and Freedom,,. as the body 
calls itsel£ I a.ttended openly, as a. patriotic Russian, to 
hear what might be said. about Russia from an sides. The 
fact that I heard tbis young man Nechaev speak does 
not mean that I stand behind him. On the contrary, I 
repeat,. I reject everything he stands for, and have said 

m.any rimes, .. in public and in printe.' 
'Including the welfare of the people? Doesn't Nechaev 

for the welfare of the people? Isn~t tha.t what he is 
'Striving for?' 

'I fail to understand the force of these questions. 
!llechaev stands first and foremost for the violent over­

of an the institutions of society, .in the name ·Of a 
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36 principle of equality - equal happiness .fur all or, if not 
that,. then equal misery for all. It is not a principle that 
be attempts to justify. In fact be seems to despise justifi­
·adon in. general as a waste of time, as useless inteDec~­
tion. Please don't tty to• associate me with Necba.ev.' 

'Very weD, I accept the reproof. Thcragh. I am sur• 
prised, I might add - I would not have thought o( you 
as a martinet for principles. But to business. The list of 
names you see in &ont of you - do you recognize any 

of them?' 
'I recognize some of them. A handful.' 
'It is a list of people who are to be assassinated, as 

soon as the signal is given, in the name of the P'eople~s 
Vengeance,. wbicb. as you lm.ow is the clandestine orgali­
ization that Nechaev bas brought into being. The v:­
sassinations are meant to precipitate a general uprising and 
to lead to the overthrow of the sta.te. If you tum to the 
end, you will come to an a.ppendix which names entire 
classes of people who· are thereupon, in the ·wah of the 
owrtbrow, to suffer summary execution. They include 
the entire higher judiciary and. all officen of the police 
and officials of the Thitrd Section ·of the rank of captain 
and hi.gher:. The list was foUDd among your so.n's papers.' 

Having delivered this information, Ma:ximov tilts his 
chair back and smiles amicably. 

'And does that mean that my son is an assassin?' 
'Of course not! How ·could he be when no one has 

been assassinated?· Wba.t you have there is, so to speak, 
a draft,. a speculame draft. In fact, my opinion- my 
opinion as a private individual- is that it is, a list such 
as a yoUDg man with a grudge against society mig@t 
concoct: in the space of an afternoon, perhaps as a way 
·of showing off to tbe very young woman to whom he is 

dictating - showing off his power of life and death, .his 3 7 
completely .illusory power. New:ertheless, assassination, 
the plotting of assassination, threa.ts against officialdom 
- these are serious matters, don't you agree?·' 

'Very serious;. Your duty is clear, you don't need my 
advice .. If and wh.en Nechaev returns to his name 
country, you must arrest him. As for my son, what can 
you do? .Arrest .him too?'' 

'Ha ha! You will have your joke, Fyodlor Mikhailovich! 
No, we could not arrest him even if we wanted to, for 
he has gone to a better place.. Bu.t he has left things 
behind. He has !.eft papers, more papers than any self-· 
respecting conspirator ought to. He bas left behind ques­
tions too. Such as: 'Why did he take .his life? Let me ask 
you: 'Why d.oyos think he took his life?' 

The room swims before his eyes .. The investigato.~s 
face looms liJre 1 huge pink balloon. 

'He ·did not take .his life,' he whispers. 'You understand 
........ : ... - bo him ' n ....... ll.l.l.lfi a ut · . 
'Of course n.ot! Of your stepson and the vicissitudes 

of his existence I understand n.ot a whit, nor d.o I pretend 
to. liVhat I hope to understand in 1 material,, .investigative. 
sense, however:, is what drov:e him to his death. Was he 
threatened, for .instance'? Did ·one of his associates 
threaten to disclose him? And did fear of the conse­
quences unsettle him so deeply that he took. his own life?' 
Or did he perhaps not take .his life at all? Is it possibl.e 
that, for reasons .of wh.iich we are stiU i.gnonnt, he was 
found to be a traiitor to the Peop!le's Vengeance and 
murdered .in this particularly unpleasant way? These are 
some .of the questions that run through. my mind. And 

is \"'hY I took this lucky opportunity to speak to y.ou, 
· ll'undn.- Mikhailovich. Because if you d.o not kn.ow him,, 
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38 having been his stepfather and fur so long ms protector,. 
in the absence .of his natural parents, who does?' · 

''Th.en, as well, there is the question of his~ drinking. 
Was he used to heavy drinking, or did. he ·talre to it 
recently,. becaUse of the strains of the conspiratorial fife?' 

'I don't understand. '\Vhy are we talking about 
_~_:,_m.!- ';I' UJ[UUU.Ug. 

'Because on the night of his death he had drunk a 
great deal .. Did you not know that?' 

He shakes his head dumbly. 
'Oearly,. Fyodor Mikhailovich,. there is a great deal 

you do not know. Come, let me be candid with you. As 
soon as I heard you had arrived to claim your stepson's 
papers, stepping, so to speak, into the 6on's den, I waf 
sure, or almost sure, that you had no suspicion of anyif 
thing unrow:ard. For if you had known of a connection 
between your stepson and. Nechaev's criminal gang, you 
would surely not hav:e come here. Or at least you would 
have made it plain from. the outset that it was only the 
letters benveen yourself and your stepson that you were 
claiming~. nothing ~else. Do you follow?' 

'Yes-' 
'And since you are aJr:eady in. possession of your step-

son~s letters to you,. that would have meant you wanted 
only the letters written by you to him. But why - ' 

'Letters., yes .• and eve~g else of a private n.ature. 
Vlhat can be the point of your hounding him now?' 

''\Vhat indeed! . . . So tragic . . . But Slo ~mm oo the 
matter of the papers: you use the expression "of a private 
nature." It occurs Slo m.e that in todays circumstances it 
is hard to know what "o·f a private nature" means any;,c~ 
longer. Of course we must respect the deceased,. we must 
d.efend rights your stepson is no longer in a posirlon 

to dekod, in this case a .right to a certain decent p.rivacy. .J9' 
The prospect that after our decease a stranger will come 
sniffing through our possessions,. ·opening ·drawers, 
breaking seals, .reading intimate letters - such would be 
a painful prospect to any of us, I am sure. On the other 
hand, in certain cases we might .actoa11f prefer a dis­
interested stranger to perform this ugly but necessary 
office ... Would we be easy at the thought ·of our more 
intimate affairs being opened up, when ·emotions are stiU 
raw, to the unsuspecting gaze of a wife or a daughter or 
a sister? Better,, in cen::ain respects, that it be done by a 
stranger, someone who cannot be offend.ed. because we 
are nothing to him, and also because he is hardened, by 
the nature of his profession, to offence .. 

•of course this is, in a sense, idle talk,, for in the end 
it is; the law tha.t disposes, the law ·Of succession: the heirs 
to tbe estate come into possession of the pri.vate papers 
and evecything else. And in a case where one diies without 
naming an heir, rules of consanguinity take over and 
determine what needs to be detennined. 

'So letters between family members;, we agree, ar·e 
pri.vate papers,. to be treated with the ap·p.ropriate discre­
tion. While communications from abroad, communi­
cations of a· sedirlous nature - lists of people marked 
down to be murde11ed,. for instance - are clearly not 
private papers .. But here, now, here is a curious case.' 

He is leafing through some~g in the file, dnunming 
on the desk with his fingernails in an irritating way. 
'Heres a ·curious case,. here's a curious; case,' be repeats 
in a munnu:r:. 'A sSJory..' he announces abruptly. 'What 
sbaii we say ·of a sliory, a work of ficrlon? Is a story a 
private matter, would you say?' 
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'A private mattet,. an. utterly private ~tter, private to 

the writer, till it is given to the world/ 
MaDmov casts him a. quizzical look, then pushes what 

he has been reading across the desk. It is a child'S exercise 
book with ruled pages. He recognizes at once the slanted 
.script with its trailing loops and dashes. Orphan writing, 
he thinks: I will have to learn: to love it. He places a 
protective hand ov:er the page. 

'Read i~' .says his antagonist softly. 
He uies to read but he cannot concentrate; the more 

he tries, the more he sees; only details ,of penmanship. 
His ·eyes are blurred with tears too; he dabs with a 
sl.eeve to prevent them from faDing and blotting the 
page. 'Trackless wasteS of snow,' he .reads,. and. wants !fJ 
correct the clich~.. SomedUng aOOut a man out in th.e 
open, something about the cold. He shakes hls head ald 
doses the book. 

MaDmo:v reaches across and togs it gendy from him. 
He turns the pages till he finds what he wants, then 
pushes it back across the desk. 'Read this ·~' he says, 
'just a page or two. Our hero iis a young man convicted 
of treasooous conspiracy and sent to Siberia .. He escapes 
from prison. and finds his way to the home of a land­
owner, where be .is hidden and fed by a kitchenmaid, a 
peasant girl. They are young,. ·romantic feeliings develop 
between them, and. so forth. One evening the mandowner, 
who, is portrayed as a. gross sensualist, tries to force his 
attentions oo the girl .. This is the passage I suggest you · 
read.' 

Again. he shakes his h.ead .. 
MaDmov takes the book back. 'The young man ~ 

bear the spectacle no lo,nger; He comes out ·of his. hiding.;. 
place and intervenes.' He begins to read aloud .. 

' "Karamzin" - that is the landown.er - "turned upon 41 
him. and hissed, 'Who are you? 'What are you doing 
here?' Then .he took in the tattered grey unifonn and 
the broken leg-shackle .. 'Aha,. one ·of those!' he cried -
TU soon take care ·of you!' He turned and began to 

lumber out of the room." That .is the word used, 
"lumber," I like .it.. The landowner is described as a pug­
faced brute with. hairy ears and short,. fat legs .. ·No wonder 
our young h.ero is offended: age and. ugliness pawing 
maiden beaut¥! He picks up a hatchet from beside the 
stove. "'With all the force at his command,. shuddering 
even as he did .so, he brought the hatch.et down oo the 
man~ pale shill .. Kannnzin~ knees folded beneath him.. 
With a great snort like a beast'S he fell ftat on the scrub-
bed kitchen. ft.oo.r, his anns spread out wide, his fingers 
twitching, then relaxing~ Sergei" - that is our hero'S 
name - "stood trans631ed,, the bloody .ha.tchet m his hand, 
unable to believe what he had done. But Marfa" - that 
is the heroine - "with a presence of mind he did not 
expect,. snadled up a wet rag and pushed it under the 
dead man~ head so that the blood would not spread." A 
nice touch of .realism, don't you think? 

'The rest of the story is sketchy - I won't read on. 
Perhaps, once the obscene Kara:mzin .has been polished 
off, our author's insp!iration begm to dwiindle. Sergei and 
Marfa drag the body off and drop .i.t d.own a disused 

Then they set off together into the night "fuU of 
resolution" - that is the phrase.· It is not deai whither 

intend to ftee. But let me mendon ·one last detail. 
oeraei does·not leave the murder.weapon behind .. No, 

takes it wi.th him. What for, asb Marfa? I quote his 
"Because it is the weapon of the Russian people, 

means of defeo.ce and our means of revenge." The 



'A private mattet,. an. utterly private ~tter, private to 

the writer, till it is given to the world/ 
MaDmov casts him a. quizzical look, then pushes what 

he has been reading across the desk. It is a child'S exercise 
book with ruled pages. He recognizes at once the slanted 
.script with its trailing loops and dashes. Orphan writing, 
he thinks: I will have to learn: to love it. He places a 
protective hand ov:er the page. 

'Read i~' .says his antagonist softly. 
He uies to read but he cannot concentrate; the more 

he tries, the more he sees; only details ,of penmanship. 
His ·eyes are blurred with tears too; he dabs with a 
sl.eeve to prevent them from faDing and blotting the 
page. 'Trackless wasteS of snow,' he .reads,. and. wants !fJ 
correct the clich~.. SomedUng aOOut a man out in th.e 
open, something about the cold. He shakes hls head ald 
doses the book. 

MaDmo:v reaches across and togs it gendy from him. 
He turns the pages till he finds what he wants, then 
pushes it back across the desk. 'Read this ·~' he says, 
'just a page or two. Our hero iis a young man convicted 
of treasooous conspiracy and sent to Siberia .. He escapes 
from prison. and finds his way to the home of a land­
owner, where be .is hidden and fed by a kitchenmaid, a 
peasant girl. They are young,. ·romantic feeliings develop 
between them, and. so forth. One evening the mandowner, 
who, is portrayed as a. gross sensualist, tries to force his 
attentions oo the girl .. This is the passage I suggest you · 
read.' 
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MaDmov takes the book back. 'The young man ~ 

bear the spectacle no lo,nger; He comes out ·of his. hiding.;. 
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' "Karamzin" - that is the landown.er - "turned upon 41 
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the broken leg-shackle .. 'Aha,. one ·of those!' he cried -
TU soon take care ·of you!' He turned and began to 
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bed kitchen. ft.oo.r, his anns spread out wide, his fingers 
twitching, then relaxing~ Sergei" - that is our hero'S 
name - "stood trans631ed,, the bloody .ha.tchet m his hand, 
unable to believe what he had done. But Marfa" - that 
is the heroine - "with a presence of mind he did not 
expect,. snadled up a wet rag and pushed it under the 
dead man~ head so that the blood would not spread." A 
nice touch of .realism, don't you think? 

'The rest of the story is sketchy - I won't read on. 
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Then they set off together into the night "fuU of 
resolution" - that is the phrase.· It is not deai whither 

intend to ftee. But let me mendon ·one last detail. 
oeraei does·not leave the murder.weapon behind .. No, 

takes it wi.th him. What for, asb Marfa? I quote his 
"Because it is the weapon of the Russian people, 

means of defeo.ce and our means of revenge." The 



4Z bloody axe, the people's revenge - the allusii.on could not 
be clearer,. could it?·' 

He stareS at .Muimov in. disbelief. 'I can't beli.eve my 
ears,' be whispers. 'Do you really intend. to construe this 
as evidence against my :son- a story, a fantasy, written 

in the privacy of his room?' 
'Oh dear, no, Fyodor Mikbailovich, you misunder­

staDd me!' .Maximov throws hiMself back in. his chair, 
shaking his head in seeming distress. 'There can be no 
question of hounding your stepson (to use your word) .. 
His ·case is closed, in the sense that matters most. I read 
you his fantasy, as you liike to call it, simply to' indicate 
how deeply he had fallen under the influen.ce ·of tie 
Nechaevites, who luwe led astray heaven kn.ows how 
many of our more impressionable and volatile yow{g 
people, particularly here in Petersburg, many of them 
from good families too. Quite an epidemic,. I would say, 
Nechaevism. An epidemic, or perhaps just a fashion.' 

'Not a fashion. 'What you call Nechaevitsm has always 
existed in Russia, though under other names. Nechaev­
ism is as Russian as brigandage. But I am .not here to 
discuss the Nechaevites. I came for a simple reason -
oo fetch my son~s papers. May I have th.em? If not, may 

I leave?' 
'You may leave, you are free to leav;e. You have been 

abroad and remmed to Russia under a false name. I will 
not ask wbat passport you are canying. But you are free 
100, leave. Hyour creditors discover you are in Petersburg 
they ar:e of course equaUy free to take such steps as they 
may decide on. That is .none of my business, that!£' 
between you and them. I repeat: you are &ee to leave 
this, office. However,. I caution you, I. c::anno~t positively 

conspire with. you to maintain your deception. I tab that 43 
as understood.' 

'At this momen.t no·thing could be less important to 
me than money.. HI am to be harried. for old debts, then. 
so be it.' 

'You have suffered a loss,. you are despondent, that is 
why you take such a. iline. I understaDd. fally. But remem­
ber, you have a. wife and child who depend on you. If 
only for their sake, you cannot affonloo abandon yourself 
to fate. As regards your request for these papers, with 
regret I Dl1lSt say, no, they cannot yet be surrendered to 
you. They are part of a police matter in. which your 
stepson is linked to the Nechaevites .. ' 

'Very weB. B~ut before I leave, may 1 change my mind 
and say one last thing about these Nechaevii~? For I at 
least have seen and beard Nechaev in person,. which is 
more - correct me if I am wrong - than you have.' 

Maximov cocks his head in~gativdy. 'Please 
proceed.' 

'Nechaev is not a Pc>lice matter. Ul.tilmately Nechaev 
is not a matter for the authorities at an,, at least for the 
secular authori.ties.' 

'Go on .. ' 
'You may track down: and imprison Sergei. Nec.baev 

but that will not mean Nechaevism will be stamped out.' 
'I agree .. I agree fiilly. Nechaevism .. is an idea abroad 

in our land; Necba.ev himself is only the embodiment of 
it. Nechaevism will not be extinguished tilll the rimes 
have changed .. Our aims must therefore be more modest 
and. more practilc,al: to check the spread of this idea, and. 
where it has already spread to prevent it from turning 
to action.' 

'Stilll you misunderstand me. Nechaevism is not an 
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44 idea. It despises ideas, it is outside ideas:It is a spirit, 
and. Nechaev himself .is not its embodiment but its host; 
or rather,. he is under possession by it.' 

Mu:imov's expression is inscrutable. He t.ri.es a.gain. 
"When I first saw Sergei Nechaev in Geneva, he st:ra.ek 

me as an unprepossessing,, morose, inteUectoally undis­
tinguished,. and distinctly o·ntinary young m.an .. I do not 
think that first impression was wr011g. Into this unlikely 
vehicle, however, there has entered a spirit. There is 
notbing remarkable about the spirit. It .is a dul, resentful, 
and. murderous spirit. Why has it el~ to reside in 
dtis particular young man?' I don't know. P'erhaps because 
it finds him an eas:v host to go out from and come home. 
to. But it is because of the spirit inside him that Nechaer 
has foUowers .. They foUow the spirit, not the mm.' :;, 
. 'And what name does this spirit have, Fyodor Mikhaif-
·ovicb?'' 

H.e makes an effOrt to visualize Sergei. Necbaev, but 
aU he sees is an ox's head, its, eyes glassy, its tongue 
lolling, its skull cloven open by the butcher~ ue. Around 
i.t is a seething swmm of flies. A name comes to him, 
and m the same inst:mt he utters it: 'Baal.' 

'Interesting. A me.taphor, perhaps, and not entirely 
clear, yet worth bearing in mind. Baal. I must ask. myse)lf,. 
however,, how practical is it to talk: of spirits and spirit­
possession? Is it even p,rac::dcal to talk: about ideas going 
about in the land, as, if ideas had arms and lep? Will 
such talk: assist us in our labours? Will it assist Russia? 
You say we should not m.ock Nechaev up because he is 
possessed by a demon (shaD we caD it a demon?' - spirit 
strikes a false note, I would say). In that case, what sbowl4 
we do? After aU, we are not a contemplative ,order, ~, 
of the investigat:Ne arm.' 

There is a silence. 45 
41 by no means want to· dismiss any of whi:t you say,' 

Maxim.ov resumes. 'You are a m.an of gifts, a man ,of 
special insigh.t, as I knew before I met you. And these 
child conspirators are certainly a difleren.t kettle of fish. 
from their predecessors. They believe they are immortal. 
In that sense i.t is indeed lib fighting demons. And 
iim:placable too. It is in their blood,. so to speak, to wish 
us ill,, our generation.. Something they are hom with. 
Not easy to be a fa.th.er,. is it? I am a &.ther myself, but 
lucldly a father of da~ghrers. I would .not wish to be the 
father of sons in our age. But didn't your own father .•.. 
wasn't there some unpleasantness with your father,. or do 
I misremember?'' 

From behind the white eyelashes Maximov bunches a 
keen Htde peep·, then without waiting proceeds. 

'So I wonder,, in the end, whether the Neehaev 
phenomenon. is, quite as much of an aberration of the 
spirit as you seem to say~ Perhaps it is just the old .matter· 

of fathers and sons after aU, such as we have always 
bad, only deadllier in this particolar generation,. more 
unforgiving. In. that case, perhaps the wisest course 
would be the simplest: oo dig in and ,oudast them - wait 
for them ro ,g10W up .. After all, we .had the Decembrists, 
and then the men o.f '49· The Decembrists are old men 
now, those who are still alive; I'm sure that whatever 
demons were in possession of them took flight years ago .. 
As for Petrashevsky and his frien~ what is your opinion?· 
:Were .Petrashevsky and his friends in the grip of 
demons?' 

Petrashevsky!: Why does he bfin!g up Petrashevsky? 
'I disagree. 'What you call the Nechaev phenomenon 

has a colouring of its own. Neehaev is a man of blood. 
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.¢ The men you do the honour of referring to were ideal­
ists. They faied because, to their credit,, they were not 
schemers enough, md. certainly not men of blood. Petra­
shevsky - since you mention PettaShevsky - from the 
outset denounced the kind .of jesuitism that excuses 
the means in the name of the end. Necbaev is a jesuit, 
a secular Jesuit who quite openly embraces the d.octrine 
of ends to justify the most quical abuse ·of bits foDowers' 

energies.' 
'Then there is something I have missed. Explain to 

me again: why are dreamers, poets, intelligent young 
men like your stepson, drawn to bandits like Necbaev? 
Because,, in your account, isn't that all Necbaev is: a 
bandit with· a smattering ,of education?' Jt 

'I do not know. Perhaps because in young people thefi 
is somethmg that bas not yet gone to sleep, to which the 
spirit in Necbaev calls. Perhaps it is in an of us: some­
thing we think has been dead fur centuries bu.t has only 
l:!een sleeping. I repeat, I do not know .. I am unable to, 

explain the connection between my son and Nechaev. It 
is a surprise to me. I came here only to fetch Pavel's 
papers, whitcb are precious to me in ways you wiD not 
understand. It is the papers I want, nothing else. I ask 
again: will yon .return them to me? They are useless to 
you. They wiD teD you nothing about why intelligent 
young men &II under the sway of evildoers. And they 
wiD tell ytn~least of all because dearly yau do not know 
how to read. All the time you were reading my son~ 
story -let me say this - I noticed how you were holding 
yourself at a distance,. erecting a barrier of ridicule, as 
though the words might meap out from the page and: '\'• 

s~eyou.' 
Something bas begun to take fire within .him while he 

has been speaking, and. he welcomes it. He Jew forward, 47 
gripping the arms of .his chair. 

'What is it that frightens you,. Councillor Maximov? 
When you read. about Karamzin or- Karamzov or what­
ever his name is, when Kara:m.z.in~s skull is cracked open 
.like an egg, what is the truth: do you mffer with him, 
or do you secredy exullt behind the ann that swings the 
axe? You don't answer? Let me teU you then: reading is 
being the arm. and being the axe tmd being the skul; 
reading is givm.g yourself up, not holding yourself at a 
distance and jeering .. HI asked you, I am sure you would 
say that you are hunting Necbaev down so that you can 
put him on trial,, wi.th due process; and . .lawyers for the 
defence and prosecution and so forth, and then lock him 
away for the rest of his; life in a dean, well-lit cell. But 
look into yourr:self. is that your true wish?· Do you not 
truJy want to chop off his bead and stamp your feet .in 
his blood?' 

He sits back, fl.ushed .. 
'You are a very dever man, Fyodor Mikhailovich. But 

you speak of reading as though it were demon­
possession. Meamred by that standard I fear I am a very 
poor reader indeed, duU and earthbound. Yet I wonder 
whether, at this moment, you are .not in a fever. H you 
could see yourself in a mirror I am mre you would 
understand what I mean. Also, we have had a long con­
versation, interesting but long, and I .have numerous 
duties to attend. llo •. ' 

'And I say, the papers you are holding on to so jeal­
ously may as wen be written in Anmaic for an the good 
they win do you. Give them back to me!' 

Maximov chuckles. 'You supply me with the ~gest, 
most benevolent of reasons not to give in to your request, 
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48 Fyodor Mikhailovich, namely that in your present mood 
the spirit o.f Nechaev mitght leap from the page md take 
oomp,fere possession of you. But seriously: you say you 
know bow to read. Wdl you at some future dare read 
these papers for me, all ·O·f them, the Nechaev papers, of 
which. tbis is only a single file among mmy?'' 

''Read them for you?' 
'Yes,. Give me a reading of them.' 
''Why?'' 
'Because you say I cannot read. Give me a demon-

stna.on of how to read. Teach me. Explain oo me these 

ideas that are not ideas.' 
For the first time since the telegram ~ed in Dres­

den,. be laughs: he can feel the stiff lines of his ch.eeks Jt 

breakin;g. The laugh is harsh and without joy. 'I have j 
always been told/ he says, 'that the police constitute the 
,eyes md ears of society:. And now you call on m.e for 
help,! No,, I will not do your reading for you.' 

FoMing his bmds in. bis lap, dosing his eyes, looking 
more nke the Buddha tb.m. ever, ageless, sexless, Maxi­
mov nods. 'Thank you,' be munnurs. 'Now you must 

go.' 
He emerges into a crowded mte-room. How long has 

be been closered with Mu:imov? An hour? Longer? The 
bench is full, there are people lounging against the walls, 
people in the corridors too,, where the smeU of fresh 
paint is stiffing .. All talk ceases; eyes tum on him. without 
sympathy. So mmy seeking justice, each with a story to 
teU!. 

It is nearly noon. He ,cannot bear th.e thought of 
retum:ing to, his room. He wallcs. eastward along :Sadovaya'€ 'i,, 
Street. The sky is low md grey, a cold wind blows; there 
is ice on the ground md the footing is slippery. A gloomy 

day, a day for trudging with the head ~owered. Yet he 49 
cannot stop himseJif, his eyes move restlessly from one 
passing figure oo the next, searching fo,r the set of the 
shoulders, the lilt to the walk, that bel.ong to his lost 
son. By his walk. h.e will recognize him: first the walk, 
then the form. 

He tries to summon up Pavel's face. But the &ce 
that appears to him _instead, and appears with surprising 
vividness, is that of a young mm with heavy brows and 
a. sparse beard and a thin, tight mouth,, the face of the 
young man who sa.t behind Bahmin on the stage at: 
the Peace Congress tw'O· years ago. His skin is: cratered 
with scars that stmd. out livid in the cold .. 'Go away!' he 
says, trying to dismiss the image. But it will .not go. 
'Pavel!' he whispers, conjuring his son in vain. 
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Anna Sergeyevna 

He has not been to the shop before. It is smaller than 
he had imagined, dark and low,. half beneath stteet levef" 
YAEOVLEV GllOCER AND MERCHANT reads the sign. A beUf 
tinkles when he opens the door. His eyes take a while to 

adjust to the gloom. 
He is the only customer;. Behind the counter stands 

an. old. man iD a dirty white apron. He pretends to exam,­
ine the wares: open sacks of buckwhea" O.our:, dried 
beans, horsefeed. Then he approaches the counte~. 
'Some su.gar, please,.' he says. 

'Eh?' says the old man,. clearing hits throat. His spec­
tacles make his eyes seem tiny as buttons. 

'rd like some .sugar.' 
She emerges through a curtained doorway a:t the back 

of the shop. If she is surprised to see him, she does not 
show it. 'I will attend to the customer, Avnm David­
o:vitch,' she says quiedy, and the old man stands aside. 

'I came for some sugar,' he repeats. 
·'Sugar?' There is the faintest smile on her lips. 
'Five kopeks' worth.' 
Deftly she folds a cone of paper, pinches the bottom 

shu" scoops il!l white sugar, weighs i" folds the cone.. s I 
Capable hands. 

'I have just been to the police. I was· trying to get 
Pavel's papers returned. to me.' 

'Yes?' 

'There are ·complications I didn't foresee.' 
'You. will get them back. It takes tim.e.. Everything 

takes time.' 
Though there is no cause to d.o so, he reads into 

this remark a double meaning. If the old man were not 
hoverin,g behind her, .he would reach across the counter 
and take her hand. 

'That is-?' he says. 
'That is five kopeks .. ' 
Taking the cone, he allows hits fingers to brush hers. 

'You have lightened .my day,' he whispers, so softly that 
perhaps not eYen. she hears. He bows, bows to Avram 
Davidovich. 

Does he imagine i" or has he somewhere before seen 
the man. in the sheepskin coat and cap who,. having 
dawdled on the other side of the road watching workmen 
unl!oad bricks, now nuns, like him, in the direction of 
Svechnoi Street?' 

And sugar. W'hy of all things did he ask for sugar? 

He writes a note to Apollon Maykov. 'I a:m in Petersburg 
and have visited the grave,' he writes. 'Thank you for 
taking care of everything. Thank you too for your many 
kindnesses to P. ove.r the years.. I a:m eClemally in your 
debL' He signs the note D. 

It would be easy to· arrange ~ discreet meeting .. But he 
does not want to· ·compromise hits old friend. Maykov, 
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sz ·ever generous,. wi!l understand, he tells himself. I am in 

mourning, and people in mourning shun company:; 
It is a good enough excuse, but it is a lie .. He is not in 

mourning. He has not said fareweU to his son,, he has 
not given his son up. On tb.e contrary, be wmts his son 

returned to life. 
He writes to bis wife: 'He its still here in his room· .. He 

is frightened. He has lost bis. right to stay in this world, 
but the next world its ·cold, as cold as the spaces between 
the stars, and without welcome.' As soon as he has 
finished the letter he ·ream it up. It its nonsense; it is also 
a bettaya.l of what remains between himself and bis son. 

His son. is inside him, a dead baby in an iron box in 
lt:h:e fro~n earlt:h:. He d.oes not know how to resurrect theer 
baby or - what comes to the same thing - Iacb the willf 
to do so. He is paralysed. Even while be is walking 
d.own th.e street, he thinks of himself as paralysed. Every 
gesture of his. bands is made with the slowness ofa frozen 
man. He has no will; or rather,. his will has turned into 

a solid block, a ·stone that exerts all its dumb weight to 

draw him down into stillness and silence. 
He knows what grief is.. This is not grief. This is 

death, -death coming before its time, come no·t to over­
whelm him and devour him. but simply to be with hiim. 
It .is like a dog that has taken up residence with him,, a 
big grey dog, blind and deaf and stupid and immovable. 
When he sleeps, the dog .sleeps;. when he wakes, the dog 
wakes; when he leaves the house, the dog shambles 

behi.Dd hiim. 
His mind dweUs sluggj.shly but insistently on Anna 

Sergeyema. When he thinks of her, be thinks of nimble-\. 
fingen counting coins. Coins, stitches - what do they' 

stand for? 

He remembers; a peasant girl be saw ·once at the gate 53 
of the convent-of St Anne in Tver. She sa.t with a dead 
baby at her breast, shrugging off the people who tried 
to remove the little corpse,. smiling beatificaUy - smiling 
like St Anne, in fact. 

Memories like wisps of smoke. A reed fence in the 
middle of nowh.ere,. grey and brittle,, and a wisp of a 
figure slipping between the .reeds, flat~ without weight~. 
the figure of a boy .in white .. A hamlet on the steppes 

with a stream and two· or three trees and a cow with a 
beD. around its neck and smoke trailing .into the sky. The 
back of beyond, the end of the world. A boy weaving 
through the reeds, back and forth, in. arrested meta­
morphosis, .in purgatorial furm. 

Visions that come and go, swift, ·ephemeral. He its not 
in· control of himself. CarefuDy be pushes paper ~d pen 
to the far end. ·of the table and lays bis h.ead. on his hands. 
HI am. going to faint, he thinks, let me faint at my post. 

Another vision ... A figure at a well bringing a pan oo 
his lips, a traveller on the point of d.eparting; over the 
rim, the eyes already abstracted, elsewhere. A brush of 
hand against band .. Fond touch. 'Goodbye, old friend!' 
And gone. 

'W'hy this ploddin.g chase across empty coUDtty after 
the rumour of a ghost~. the ghost of a. rumour? 

Because 1 am he. Because he is I. Something there 
that I seek to grasp: the moment before extinction when 
the blood still courses, the heart stiU. beats. Heart~ the 
faithful ox that keeps the millwheel tumin.g, that casts 
up not so much as a glance· of puzzliemen.t when the axe 
is raised on hiigh, but takes the blow and folds at the 
knees and expires .. Not oblivion but the moment before 
oblivion,. when I come panting up to you at the rim of 
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54 the well and we look upon each other for a .last time, 

kn.owing we are alive, sharing this one life, our only H.fe. 
All that I am. left to grasp for: the moment of that gaze, 
salutation and. farewell itD ·one, past aD arguing, past aD 

- pleading: 'Hello, old friend. Goodbye, old friend.~ Dry 
eyes. 'Thars turned to crystals. 

I hoM your head between my hands. I kiss your brow; 
I kiss your lips. 

The rule: one look, one only; no glancing back. But I 
look back. 

You stand at the wellside, the wind in your balir, not a 
!mul but a body rarefi.ed,, .raised to its first, second, third, 
fomth,, fifth essence, gazing upon me with aysta1i eyes,. 
smiling with golden lips. "'" 
Fo~r I look back. Fo·mter I am absorbed in your ;} 

gaze. A 6eld of crystal points, dancing, winking, and I 
one of them. Stars in the sky, and 6res on th.e plain 
answering them. Two realms signalling to each other. · 

He 6ills asleep at the table and sleeps through the rest 
of the a&emoon. At suppertime Mattyona taps at the 
door, but he does not waken .. They have supper without 

him. 
Much later,. alter the child's bedtime, he emerges 

dressed for the street. Anna Ser_geyevna, seated with her 
back to him, wms. 'Are you going out then.?' she says. 
Will you have some tea be:fore you go?' 

There is a certain nenuusness, about her. But the hand 
that passes him the cup is steady; 

Sh.e does not invite him to sit down. He drinks his tea 
in siili.ence, standing before .her; 

There is something he wants to say, but he .is afraiik -~-­
_he will.not be able to get it out, or wiU even break down -
31gain in front of ber. He is not in control of himself. 

He puts down the empty cup and lays a hand on her ;; 
shoulder. 'No,' she says, shaking her bead, pushing his 
hand away, 'that is not how I do things .. ' 

Her hair is drawn ba.ck under a .heavy enameDed clasp. 
He loosens the dasp, and lays it on. the table. Now she 
does not resist,. but shakes .her hair till it hangs loose. 

'Everything else will follow, I promise,' he says. He is 
conscious of his age; .in his voice be bears no trace of 
the erotic edge that women would once upon a time 
respond to. Instead there is sometbin:g to which be does 
not care to give a name. A cracked instrument, a voice 
that has undergone its second breaking. 'Everything,' he 
repeats. 

She is searching his face with an earnestness and 
intentness be cannot miistake. Then sh.e P'Uts aside her 
sewing .. SliP'P'ing past his bands, she disa.ppears into the 
curtained al~e .. 

He waits, unsure. Nothing happens .. He follows her 
and parts the curtains. 

Mattyona lies fast as•eep, ber lips open, her faH hair 
spread on the pillow tike a. nimbus ... Anna Sergeyema bas 
half unbuttoned. h.er dress. 'With a wave of the band and 
a cross look in whicb there is ncwertheless a touch of 
amusement, she orders him out. 

He sits down and waits. She emerges in her shift, her 
feet bare ... Th.e veins on her feet stand out blue. Not a 
young woman; .not an innocent surrendering herself~ Yet 
her hands, when be takes th.em, are cold and trembling. 
Sbe will not meet .his eyes. 'Fyodor Mikhailorich,' she 
whispers,. 'I want you to know I have not done this 
before.' 

She wears a. silver cbain around her neck. W'ith his 
finger he follows the loop' of the chain till be comes to 
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56 the little crucifix .. He raises the crucifii to her lips; 
wann1y and without .hesitation she kisses it. But when 
he tries to· kiss her, she averts her head. 'Not now,.' she 
whispers. 

They spend the night together in his son'S room. 'What 
hap·pens between them happens in the dark &om begin­
ning to end. In their lovemaking be is struck above an 
by the beat of her bQdy. It is not at all as he .had expected .. 
It is as if at her ·core she were on fire • .It excites him 
intensely, and it eu:ites him too that they should be 
doing such fiery, daugerous work with the clilld asleep 
in the next room. 

He falls asleep. Sometime in the middle of the ni.ght 
be wakes with her stiD. beside him in the narrow be& 
Though he is exhausted, he tries to arouse her~ She doe, 
not respond; when he forces himself on her, she becom:S 
like a dead thing in his anns. 

.In the act there is nothing he can call pleasure ·or even 
sensation .. It is as though they are making love through 
a. sheet, the grey; tatte11ed sheet of his grief.. At the 
m.o·ment of climax he pl~ back into sleep as into a 
lake. As•he sinks Pavel rises to meet him. His son'S face 
is contoned in despair: his ltmgS are bursting, he knows 
he is dying, he· kn.ows he is past hope, h.e calls to his 
father because that is the last thing left he can do, the 
last thing in the world .. He calls out in a strangled. rush 
of words. This is th.e vision in its ~gly ememity that 
rushes at him out of the vortex of darkness into· which 
he is descending inside the woman's body. It bursts upon 
him, possesses him, speeds on. 

When he wakes again it is light The apartmen~ 
"'"""' empty. 

He passes the day in a fever of impatience. Thinking 

of her, he quiVers with desire UJre a young man. But what 57 
possesses him is not the tight-throated tlorlcear of twenty 
yeus ago. Rather, he feels like a leaf or a seed in the 
grip of a headlong force,. a winged seed drawn up into 

the b.i,ghest windstream, carried dizzily above the oceans. 
Over supper Anna Sergeye\rna is self-possessed and 

distant, confining .her attention to the clilld, listening 
single-mindedly to· the rambling narrative of her day at 
school .. When she needs to address him, she is polite but 
cool. Her ·coolness only inflames him. Can it be that the 
avid glances he steals at the mother's throat, lips, arms 
pass the child entirely by?· 

He waits for the sil!eace. that wiD mean Matryona has 
gone to bed. Instead, at nine o'clock the .light next door 
is extinguished. For half an hour he waits, and another 
half-hour. Then with a shielded can.dl.e,, in his stockinged 
feet, he creeps out. The candle casts huge bobb~ 
shadows ... He sets it down on the floor and crosses to the 
alcove .. 

In the dim light he makes out Anna Sergeyevna on 
the farther side of the bed,. her back to him, her arms 
gracefully above her head like a dancer's, her dark hair 
loose. On the near side, curled with her thumb in her 
mouth and one arm cast loosely over her mother, is 
Matryona. His immediate impression is that she is awake, 
watclUng him,. guarding her mother; but when he bends 
over her, her breathing is deep and even .. 

He whispers. th.e name: 'Anna!' She does not stir. 
He returns to his; room, trying to be calm. There are 

perfectly sound reasons, he tells ~lf, why she might 
prefer to lreep lllo herself tonight. But he .is beyond the 
reach of his own persuadmg, 

A second time he tiptoes across the room .. The two 
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perfectly sound reasons, he tells ~lf, why she might 
prefer to lreep lllo herself tonight. But he .is beyond the 
reach of his own persuadmg, 

A second time he tiptoes across the room .. The two 



;8 ·women have not stirred .. Again he has the uncanDf feel­
ing that Matryona is watching him. He bends closer. 

He is .not mistaken: he .is staring into open, unb&nkiDg 
eyes. .A chill runs through him. She sleeps with her ·eyes 
open, he teU.s b.imself, But it is not ttae. She is awake 
and has been .awake aD. the time; thumb in mouth, she 
has been watching his every .motion with unremitting 
vigilance. As he peers, holding his breath, the comers of 
her .mouth seem to curve &indy upward in a l'ictorious, 
bat-like grin. And the arm too, extended looselY over 
her mother, .is like a wing. 

They have one more night toFther, alter which the gate 
closes. She comes to his room late and without warning~ 
Again, through her,. he passes into darkness and into the 
waters where his son floats among the other drowned. 
'Do not be afraid.,' he wants to whisper, '1 will be with 
you, I wiU divide the bitterness with you.' 

He walres sprawled across her,. his lips to her ear;. 
'Do you know where I have been?' he whispers. 
She eases herself out from under him. 
'Do you know where you took me?' he whispers. 
There is an urge in him to show the boy off to her, 

show him. in the springtime of.his powers, with his Bash~ 
ing eyes and his clear jaw and his handsome mouth. He 
wants to dotbe him again in the white suit, wants the 
clear, deep voice to be heard again from his chest. 'See 
what a t::reaSUte is gone from the world!' he wants to cry 
out: 'See what we ha:ve lost!' 

She has turned her back to bUn. His hand strokes her 
long thigh urgendy, up and down. She .stops him. '1 must 
go,' she says, .and gets up. 

The .next night she does not come, but stays with her 

daugh.ter; He writes her a letter and leave$ .it on the 59 
table. When he gets up in the morning: the apa:nment is 
empty and the letter still there, unopened. 

He visits the shop. She is at the counter; but. as soon 
as she sees him she slips into the hack room,, leaving old 
Yakovlev to attend to him. 

In the evening he is waiting on the street, and follows 
her home .like a footpad. He ~catches her in the en'l:ilJ"WWY. 

'Why are you avoiding me?' 
'I am not:. avoiding you.' 
He ta1res her by the arm. It .is dark,. she .is can.ying a 

basket, she cannot: free henelf. He presses himself ap:inst 
her, ·drawing in. the walnut scent of her hair. He tries to 
kiss her, but she turns away and bis lips brush her ear. 
Nothing in. the pressure of her body answers to him. 
Disgnce, he thinks: this is how one enters disgrace .. 

He stands aside, but. on the stairway catches up with 
h .. 'On rd J h . 'l1.1'1,_,;)J er aga:m.. . e wo . more., e says: ..... aar· 

She turns toWard him .. 1Isn't it obvious? Must .I speD 
it out?' 

'What. is obvious? Nothing is obvious/ 
'You were suffering. You were pleading.' 
He recoils. 'That .is not the truth.!' 
'You were in need. It is .nothing to be ashamed -of. But: 

now it is finished . .It will do you no good to. go Ollt and 
it does me no good either to be used in this way.' 

'Used?' I. am not using you! Nothing could be further 
from. my .mind!' 

'You are using me to get to someone else. Doo.'t be 
upset I am explaining .myself, not accusing yoru. But I 
don't wmt to be dragged in any further. You ha:ve a wife 
of your OWD. You should wait tiD you. are with her ag:ainO' 

A '111ifo of :yMW """"· Why does she drag his wife in?' My 
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6o ~ifo .is too yrAmg!- that is what he wants ro-say- too ,-g 
for , 111l _, mm1l But h.ow can he say it? 

Yet wha.t she says .is U'l.le,. tmer than she kn.ows. When 
he returnS to Dresden, the wife he embraces will be 
changed, will. be infused with. the trace he will bring back 
of this subde, sensu:ally gifted widow. Through his wife 
he will be reaching. ro this woDWl,. just as through this 
woman he reaches - to whom? 

Does he betray what he is: thinking? Wi.th .a. sudden 
angry lllush, she shakes his band. from her sleeve and 
climbs. the stairs, leaving .bim. behlnd. 

He foUows, shuts himself in his room, and tries ro 
calm. himself, The pounding of his heart slows . . Pfi'IJII! he 
whispers over and over, usmg the word as a charm. But" 
what comes to him inexorably is the fonn .not of PlveLr 
bu.t .o.f the other one,· Sergei. Nechaev. 

He ·can no longer deny it: a gap is opening between 
himself and the dead boy. He is angry with Pavel, angry 
at being betrayed. It does not surprise him that Pavd 
should have been drawn into radical circles,. or that he 

. should have breathed no word of it in his letters. But 
Nechaev is a different matter. Nechaev is no :student 
hothead,. no youthful nihilist. He is the Mongol left 
behind in the Russian soul after the greatest .nihilist of 
aD bas withdrawn into· the wastes of Asia. And Pavd, 
·of all people, a foot-soldier in his army! 

He remembers a. pamphlet entided 'Catechism of a 
Revolutionary,' circularted in Geneva as Bakunin's but 
dearly, in its inspiration md. even its wording, Nechaev's. 
'The revolutionary is: a doomed' man,' it began. 'He has 
no interests, no feelings,, no attachments, not even 'l\, 
name. Everything in him. is absorbed .in a siogl.e and total 
passion: revolution. In the depths of his being he bas cot 

all links with the civil order, with law and monlity. He 6r 
continues to exist .in society only in order to destroy it.' 
And later: 'He does not expect the least mercy. Every 
day he is ready to die.' 

. He is ready to· die, he does not expect mercy: easy to 
say the· words, but whs.t child. em comprehend the full­
ness of their meaning?· Not Pavel; perhaps not even 
Nechaev, that uniO¥ed and unlovely young man. 

A memory ofNechaev himself returns, standing alone 
in a comer .of the reception haD in Geneva, glaring, 
wolfing down food.. He shakes his .head,, trying to 
expunge it. 'Pavel! Pavel!' he whispers, calling the absent 
·one .. 

A tap at the door. Ma.tryona's voice: 'Suppertime!' 
At table be makes an. effort to be pleasant. Tomorrow 

is Sunday: be suggests an outing to Pet:nwsky Island, 
where in the aftern.oon there will be a fair and a band.. 
.Ma:ttyona is eager to go; to his surprise, .Anna: Sergeyema 
consents. 

He arranges to meet them a.&er church.. In the morn­
ing,. on his way out, be stumbles over something in tbe 
dark. entryway:: a tramp, lying there asleep· with a musty 
old blanket puUed over him. He curses;. the man. gives a 
whimper and sits up .. 

He arrives at St Gregory's before the service is over. 
As he waits in. the portico, the same tramp appears, 
bleary-eyed, sm.elly .. He turns upon him. 'Are you fOUow­
ing me?' .he d.emands .. 

Though they are not six inches apart,. the tramp pre­
tends not m hear or see .. Angrily he repeats his question. 
Worshippers, filing o·ut, glance ·curiously at. the two of 
them. 

The man sidles off. Half a block away .he stops, leans 
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6z against a wall, feigns a ya:wn .• He has na-gloves; be uses 
th.e blanket,. rolled into a ball, as a muff. 

Anna Sergeyevna and her daughter emerge. It is a 
long walk to the park, allong Vomesensky Prospekt and 
across, the foot of VasiJ!mky Island. Even. befof!e they 
get to· the park be knows h.e has made a mistake, a stupid 
mistake. The bandstand is empty, the fields around the 
skaters' pond bare save for strUtting gulls. 

He apologizes to Anna Sergeyevna. 'There's lots of 
time, it's not yet noon,' she replies cheerfully. 'ShaD we 
go for a walk?'· 

Her good humour surp·rises h.im; he is even more 
surprised when she takes hls arm.. 'With Matryona at her 
other side they stride across the :6elds. A &m.i.lf, he­
thinks: only a fourth required and we will be compl~~ 
As if reading his thoughts, Anna Sergeyevna presses hls 
arm. 

They pass a ·ft.ock of .sheep huddled .in a reed tb:iicket. 
Matryona approaches them with. a handful of grass;, they 
break. and scatter. A peasant boy with a stick emerges 
from the tb:iicket and. scowls at her. For an. instant it 
seems that words will pass. Then the boy thinks better 
of it and Matryona slips back to them. 

The exercise is bringing a glow to her cheeks. She will 
be a beauty yet, he thinks,: she will break hearts. 

He wonders what his wife would think. His indis­
cretions hitherto have been fOllowed by remorse and, on 
the heels of remorse, a vol.uptuous urge to confess. These 
confessions, tortured in expression yet vague .in point of 
deWII, have contUsed and infuriated his wife,, bedevilling 
their marriage far more than the infidelities themselves.'C 

Bu.t in the present case. he feels no guilt. On the?· 
·contrary,. he has an invincible sense of .his ·own rightness. 

He wonders what tb:iis sense ·of rigb.tn:ess oonoealls; but 63 
he does not .reallly want to· know. For the present there 
is something like joy in. his heart. Forgive me, P111el, he 
whispers to himself. But again he does .not ~:~eallly mean it. 

U only I had my life over again, be thinks; if only I 
were youD;g! .And perhaps also: If only I had the use of 
the life, the youth that Pavel threw away! 

And what of the woman at his side? .Does she regret 
the impulse by which she gave herself to him? Had that 
never happened, today's outing mi,ght mark the opening 
of a proper courtship .. For that is surely what a woman 
wants: to be courted, wooed, persuaded, won! Even when 
she surrenders, she wants to give herself up not :fr:ankly 
but in a delicious haze of confusion., I"esisting yet un­
resisting. FaDing, but never an irrevocabi.e falling .. No: 
to falll and then come back from the fall new, remade,. 
virgi.na~ ready to be wooed again and to• fall again. A 
playing with d.eath,, a play of resurrection. 

'What wowd she do if she knew what he was tb:iinldn:g? 
Draw back in outrage? And would that be part of the 
p•ay too? 

He stealls a glance at her, and in that .instant it comes 
home to him: J cof'lld .love this 'WtJ!'I'IUM, More than the tug 
of the body, he feels what he can only ·call kinship with 
her:. He and she are of the same kind,, the same gener­
ation. And all of a sudden the generations fall into place: 
Pavel and Matryona and his wife Anna nmked on the 
one side, be and Anna Sergeyema on the other; The 
children against those who are not children, those old 
enough to recognize .in their lovemaking the first fore­
taste of death. Hence the urgency that night,, hence the 
heat. She in his anns like Jeanne d'Arc in the flames: 
the spirit wresding against its bonds w:hile the body 
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·64 bums away. A struggle with time. Something a child 
would n.erer un.derstand. 

'P·avel said you were in Siberia.' 
Her words startle him. out of his reverie. 
1For ten. years. That is where I met Pavel's mother. In 

Semipi:ladnsk. Her husbmd was in. the customs semce. 
He died when Pavel was seven. She died too, a few years 
ago• - Pavel must have told you.' 

'And. then you marri.ed again.' 
'Yes. \Vhat did Pavel. have to say about that?' 
'Only that your wife .is young/ 
'My wife and Pavel are of much the same age. For a 

while we lived together,. the three of us, in an apartm.entjey. 
on Meshcbanskaya Street It was n.ot a. happy time for .. 
Pavel. ·He fdt a certain. rivalry with my wife. In fact, j( 
when. I told him she and I were engaged, he went. to her 
and wam.ed her quite seriously that I was blO old for 
her. A&erwards he used to refer to himself as. the twp.ba: 
"The orphan would like another slice of toast," "The 
orphan has no money,." and. so .forth .. We pretended it was 
a joke., but it wasn't. It Olade for a troubl.ed .household.' 

11. can imagin.e that.. B.ut one can sympathize with him, 
surely. He must have felt he was losing you .. ' 

'How could he have lost me? From the day I became 
his father I never once &iled him. .Am ·I failin.g him . 
now?' . 

'Of course not, Fyodor Mikhailovich. But children are 
possessive. They have jealous phases, like aU of us. And 
when we are jealous, we make up srories a.gainst our­
selves. We work up our own feelings, we frighten:\. 
ourse.lves.' 

Her words, like a prism, have only to be shift.ed slightly 

in their angie ro reftect a quite different meaning. Is that 65 
what she intends? 

He casts a glance at Mattyona. She is wearing new 
boots with luffy sheepskin fringes .. Stamping her heels 
into the damp grass,. she leaves a trail of indented prints. 
Her brow is knitted in concentration. 

'He said you used him to carry messages.' 
A stab of pain goes: through him. So Pavel remem­

bered that.! 
'Yes,. that is true. The year before we were married, 

on her name-day, I asked him to• take a. present to her 
from me. It was a mistake that I .regretted afterwards, 
regretted deeply. It. was inexcusable. I did n.ot think. Was 
that the worst?'' 

1"he worst?' 
'Did .. Pavel tell you of things that. were worse than 

that? I would 6ke to know, so that wb.en I ask. forgiveness 
I know what I have been guilty of.' 

She glanceS at him. oddly. 'That is .not a fair question, 
Fyodor Mikhailovich. Pavel went through tonely speUs. 
He would talk, I would listen. StOries would come out, 
not always pleasant stories. But perhaps it. was good that 
i.t wis so. Once he had brought the past .into· the open, 
perhaps he could stop brooding about it .. ' 

'Mattyona!' He tu:ms to the child. ''Did .Pa.v~l say any-
thing to you - I . 

But Anna Sergeyevna interrupts .him. 'I am sure .Pavel 
didn't,.' she says; and. then., turning ·on. him. softly but 
furiously: 'You can't ask a child a question like that!' 

They stop and face each other on the bare field. 
Mattyona looks away scowling, h.er lips clamped tight; 
Anna Sergeyevna glares. 

'It is getting cold,' she says. 'Shall we tum back?' , 
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7 

Matryona 

He does nlt)t accompany them. home, but has his e¥ening 
meal at an inn.· In a ba.ck room there is a card game~ 
going on. He warebes for a while,. and drinks, but doesi 
n.ot play. It is late when he returnS to the darkened 
apartment, the ·empty room. 

Alone,. lonely, he allows himself a twinge of tonging, 
not unpl.easant in itself, for Dresden and the ·comfortable 
flegularity of life there, with. a wife who jealously guards 
his privacy and organizes the family day around his 
habits. 

He .is not at home at No. 63. and never wm be. Not 
only is he the most mmsient of sojourners, his excuse 
for staying on as obscure to others as to himself, but he 
feeJis the strain of living at. close quarters with a woman 
of voiJatile moods and a child who may all too easily 
begin to :find his bodily presence offensive. In Maayona 'S 
company he is lreenly aware that his clothes have begun 
to sm.eU, that his skin is dry and fiaky, that the dental 
pia~ he wears click when be talks. His haemorrboil~\, 
too, cause him endless discomfort. The iron ·constitution 
that took him through Siberia is ~~ to cra.ck; and 

this spectacle of decay must be all. the more distasteful 67 
to a child, herself finical. about cleanliness, in whose eyes 
he ha, supplanted a being ofgodlilre strength and beauty. 
When her playmates ask about the funereal visitor who 
refuses to pack his belongings and .leave, wha.t, be won-
ders,. does she reply? 

Yea 'Wm! plemlmg: when be thinks ·of Anna Sergeyevoa's 
words be tlinches. To have been an object of pity all the 
time! He goes down. on his knees, rests his forehead 
against the bed, tries to· find. his way to YeJiagin Island 
and-to Pawl .in his cold pave. Pavel,. at least,. wiD not 
tam on him. On. Pavel he can rely, on Pa:vel and Pavel's 
icy love. 

The father, fad.ed copy of the son. How can he expect 
.a woman wh.o beheld the son in the pride of his days to 
look with favour on the father? 

He remembers the words of a feHow-prisoner in 
Siberia: 'Why are we given old age, bro·thers? So that 
we can grow small. again, small enough to crawl through 
the eye of a needle.' Peasant wisdom. 

He kneels and kneels, but Pavel d.oes not come. Sigh­
ing, be dambers at last into bed. 

He awakes full of surprise. Though it is still dark, he 
feels as if be has rested enough for seven nights. He is 
fresh and invincible; the very tissues of his brain seem 
washed dean. He can barely contain himsel.£. He is like 
a. child at Easter, on fire for the household to walre up 
so· that he can share his joy with them. He wants to wake 
her, the woman, he wants: the two of them to dance 
through the apamnent: 'Christ is risen!' he wants: to caJil 
out, and hear her respond 'Christ is risen!' and clash her 
egg against his. The tw'o of them dancing in a circle 
with their painted cgs,, and Mattyosha as weD, in her 
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68 ni;ghtdress, st:nnbling slee.py-eyed and happy amid their 
lep; and the ghost of the fourth. one too, wearing 
between them, clumsy, big-footed, smiling: clilldren 
oogether, newborn, released from the romb. And over 
the city dawn breaking, and the roosters in the yards 
crowing their welcome of the new day. 

Joy breaking like a dawn'! But onJly for an instant. It is 
not merely that clouds begin w cross this, .new, radiant 
sky. It is as: if, at the moment when the sun comes forth 
in. its glory, another sun appears too, a shadow sun, an 
anti-sun .sliding across .i.ts face. The word fJmt8 crosses 
his mind. in all its dark,, ominous; weight.. The dawning 
sun is there not for itself but to undergo eclipse;. joy 
.shines out only w reveal what the II!Dilihilation of joy will~ 
be Uke. 

In a single hasty mcwement he is out of bed. The next 
few minutes stretch before him like a dark passage down 
which he must scurry. He must dress and get out of the 
apartment before the shame of the fit descends; he must 
find a place out ·Of sight, out of the hearing of decent 
people, where he can manage the episode as best he can. 

He lets himself out. The corridor is in pitt:h darkness. 
Stretcldog out his arms like a blind man, he gropes bis 
way to the head of the stairs and,. holding to' the banister, 
taking ~one step at a time, begins to descend. On the 
seoond.-ftoor landing a wave of terror o~ him,. 
terror without objec::t.. He si.ts down in a comer and. holds 
bis .head. His hands are smelly· from something he has 
touched, but he does, n.ot wipe them .. Let it come, be 
thinks in despair; I h:we done an I can .. 

There is a cry that ·echoes down the ·stairweU, so loud! ·,· 
and so frightful tha.t sleepers are woken by it. As fo.r him, " 
he hears nothing, he is gone, there is no Ianger time. 

When he waJres it is into· darkness so dense that he 69 
can feel it pressing upon his eyeballs.. He .has no idea 
where he is, no' idea whO' he .is. He is a wakefulness, a 
·consciousness, that is all; It is as i:f be has been hom 
a minute ago, hom .into a world of u:nreHeved night. 

Be calm, says this consciousness, addressing itself, 
trying ro quell its own panic: you have been .here before 
- wait, something will come back. 

A body falls verti.cally through space inside him. He 
is that body. There is a rush of air: be is the one who 
feels the rush. There is a throat choked wi.th terror: it .is 
his throat. 

Let it die, he thinks: let it die! 
He tries to move an arm but the arm is trapped under 

his body. Stupidly he tties ro tug it free. There is a bad 
smeU, his dothes are damp ... Like ice funning in water, 
memories begin at las:t to coagulate: who he is, where 
he is; and rogether with memory an urgent d.esire to get 
away from this pEace before he is discovered in an his 
disgrace. 

These attacks are the burden be carries with. him. 
through the world. To no one has he ever confessed how 
much of his time he spends listening for premonitions 
of them, trying to read the signs. Why am I accursed? 
be cries out within himself, pounding the earth with bis 
staff, commanding the rock to yield an answer. But be is 
not Moses, th.e rock does not split. Nor do the trances 
themselves provide illumination. Th.ey are not vis­
itations. Far from it: they are nothing - mouthfuls of bis 
life sucked out of him. as if by a whirlwind that leaves 
behind not even a memory of darkn.ess •. 

He rises and gropes his way down. the llast ffigbt of 
stairs. He is shivering, his whole body is coM .. Dawn .is 
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70 breaking as he emerges .into, the open. It .I.JiS been snow­
ing. Over the fallen snow lies a haze of pulsing scarlet. 
The colour is not in the snow but in his eyes;. he cannot 
get rid of it. An eyelid. twitches so i.rritatingJy· that he 
claps a cold. hand over it. His head aches as though a fist 
were clenching and unclenching inside it. His .ha.t is lost 
somewhere on the stairway. 

Bareheaded, in soiled clothes, he ~ges through the 
snow to· the little Church of the Redeemer near Kameny 
Bridge and shelters there till he is sure Mattyona and 
her mo·ther have gone ·out. Then he returns to· the apart­
ment,. warms water, strips naked, and washes himself. He 
washes his underwear roo, and hangs it in the washroom. 
Fortunate for Pavel, he thinks, that he did n.ot have tGl\!" 
suffer ·t;he. falling si.ckness, fortunate he was not bom of7 

m.e!' Th.en the irony of his words bursts in upon him ani" 
be gnashes his teeth. His h~ad thunders with pairn, the 
red .. haze still colours everything. He lies down in his 
dressing-gown, rocks .himself to sleep. 

An hour ·later he awakes in an angry and Britable 
mood .. Cones of pain seem to go back from his eyes into 
his head .. His skin is like paper and tender to, the touch. 

Naked under his dressing-gown, he pads through 
Anna Sergeyevna's apartm.ent, opening cupboards,. look­
ing through drawers. Everything is in ord.er, neat and 
prim. 

In one drawer, wrapped in scarlet velv:eteen,. h.e finds 
a p!i.cture of a younger Anna Sergeyevna side by side 
'With a man whom he takes to be the printer Kolenkin. 
Dressed in his Sunday best, Kolenkin looks gaunt and 
old and tired. VVhat kind ,of marriage could it have ~ 
for this intense and darkly .handsome y:oung woman? 
And why is the picture stuck away in a drawer?· Putting 

it . back, he deliberately smudges the glass, leaving his 71 
thumbprint over the face of the dead man. 

As a child be used to spy on visitors to, the household 
and. trespass s&rreptiitiiously on their p.riw:c:y. It is a weak­
ness that he has associated till now with a refusal to 

accept limits to what he is permitted to know, with the 
reading of forbidden books, and thus: with his vocation. 
Today, however, he is not inclined to, be charitable to 
himself. He is in thnill to a spirit of petty evil and knows 
it. The t;ruth is, rumma.ging like this through Anna Serg­
c:yema~ possessions while she is out giives him a voluptu­
ous quiver ·of pleasure. 

He closes tb.e last drawer and roams: about resdessly,, 
not sure what next to do. 

He opens P'avel's suitcase and dons the white suit.. 
Hitherto he has wo,m it as a gesture to th.e dead boy, a 
gesture of defiance and love. But n.ow, .looking in the 
mirror, he sees onJy a. seedy imposture and, beyond that, 
something surreptitious and obscene, something that 
belongs behind the .l.ocked. doors and curtained windows 
of rooms wher·e men. in. wigs and skirts bare their rumps 
to be togged. 

It is past midday and his head still aches. He lies down, 
pressing an arm across his eyes as if to ward off a blow. 
Everything spins; he has the sensation of falling into 
endless blackness. \Vhen he comes back he has again lost 
all sense of who be is. He kn:ows th.e word I,. but as he 
stares at it it becomes as enigmatic as a rock in the 
middle of a desert~ 

Just a dream,. he thinks; at any moment I will awake 
and all will be weD again. For an instant .he is aDowed 
to· believe. Then tb.e truth bursts over .him. and over­
whelms him .. 



70 breaking as he emerges .into, the open. It .I.JiS been snow­
ing. Over the fallen snow lies a haze of pulsing scarlet. 
The colour is not in the snow but in his eyes;. he cannot 
get rid of it. An eyelid. twitches so i.rritatingJy· that he 
claps a cold. hand over it. His head aches as though a fist 
were clenching and unclenching inside it. His .ha.t is lost 
somewhere on the stairway. 

Bareheaded, in soiled clothes, he ~ges through the 
snow to· the little Church of the Redeemer near Kameny 
Bridge and shelters there till he is sure Mattyona and 
her mo·ther have gone ·out. Then he returns to· the apart­
ment,. warms water, strips naked, and washes himself. He 
washes his underwear roo, and hangs it in the washroom. 
Fortunate for Pavel, he thinks, that he did n.ot have tGl\!" 
suffer ·t;he. falling si.ckness, fortunate he was not bom of7 

m.e!' Th.en the irony of his words bursts in upon him ani" 
be gnashes his teeth. His h~ad thunders with pairn, the 
red .. haze still colours everything. He lies down in his 
dressing-gown, rocks .himself to sleep. 

An hour ·later he awakes in an angry and Britable 
mood .. Cones of pain seem to go back from his eyes into 
his head .. His skin is like paper and tender to, the touch. 

Naked under his dressing-gown, he pads through 
Anna Sergeyevna's apartm.ent, opening cupboards,. look­
ing through drawers. Everything is in ord.er, neat and 
prim. 

In one drawer, wrapped in scarlet velv:eteen,. h.e finds 
a p!i.cture of a younger Anna Sergeyevna side by side 
'With a man whom he takes to be the printer Kolenkin. 
Dressed in his Sunday best, Kolenkin looks gaunt and 
old and tired. VVhat kind ,of marriage could it have ~ 
for this intense and darkly .handsome y:oung woman? 
And why is the picture stuck away in a drawer?· Putting 

it . back, he deliberately smudges the glass, leaving his 71 
thumbprint over the face of the dead man. 

As a child be used to spy on visitors to, the household 
and. trespass s&rreptiitiiously on their p.riw:c:y. It is a weak­
ness that he has associated till now with a refusal to 

accept limits to what he is permitted to know, with the 
reading of forbidden books, and thus: with his vocation. 
Today, however, he is not inclined to, be charitable to 
himself. He is in thnill to a spirit of petty evil and knows 
it. The t;ruth is, rumma.ging like this through Anna Serg­
c:yema~ possessions while she is out giives him a voluptu­
ous quiver ·of pleasure. 

He closes tb.e last drawer and roams: about resdessly,, 
not sure what next to do. 

He opens P'avel's suitcase and dons the white suit.. 
Hitherto he has wo,m it as a gesture to th.e dead boy, a 
gesture of defiance and love. But n.ow, .looking in the 
mirror, he sees onJy a. seedy imposture and, beyond that, 
something surreptitious and obscene, something that 
belongs behind the .l.ocked. doors and curtained windows 
of rooms wher·e men. in. wigs and skirts bare their rumps 
to be togged. 

It is past midday and his head still aches. He lies down, 
pressing an arm across his eyes as if to ward off a blow. 
Everything spins; he has the sensation of falling into 
endless blackness. \Vhen he comes back he has again lost 
all sense of who be is. He kn:ows th.e word I,. but as he 
stares at it it becomes as enigmatic as a rock in the 
middle of a desert~ 

Just a dream,. he thinks; at any moment I will awake 
and all will be weD again. For an instant .he is aDowed 
to· believe. Then tb.e truth bursts over .him. and over­
whelms him .. 



72 Th.e door creaks and Matryona peers .hr. She .is clearly 
'sed" him: 'Are 'ck)' sh asks &:....,...._;.,. .. surpn to see ·. .you 51 .' e. , ........... ~. 

He makes no effort to reply. 
·'Vlhy are you wearing that suit?'' 
'If I don't,· who will?' 
A ftidrer of impatien.ce crosses her face. 
'Do you know the story of Pavel's suit?' he SIJS. 
She shakes her head .. 
He .sits up and modons her to the foot of the bed. 

'Come here. It is a long story.. but I will teD you. The 
year before last, while I was still abroad, Pavel went to 
stay with Ins aunt in Tver~ Just fur the summer:. Do you 
know where Tver is?' 

'It's .near Moscow.' Yr 

'It's on the way to Moscow; Quite a big town. In Tveriif 
there lived a retired offi.cer, a captain, whose sister kept 
house for him. The sister's name was Maria. Timofey­
evna .. She was a cripple. She was also weak in th.e head. 
A good soul,. but not capable of taking care of herself.' 

He notices how qui.ckly he has fallen .into the rhythms 
of storytelling. Like a p.iston-engine, incapable of any 
odter motion. 

'The captain, Ma.ria.'s brother,. was unfortunately a 
drunkard. When he was drunk. he used to ill-treat her; 
Afterwards he would remember notbi.D;g.' 

'\Vhat dlitd he do to h.er?·' 
'He beat her. That was all. Old-fashioned Russian 

beating. She did not hold it against hlm. Perhaps, in her 
simplicity, she thought that is what the world is: a pl.ace 
where you get beabm.' 

He has her attention. Now he turns the screw. 
'Tha.t .iis how a dog· must see the world, :after all, or a 

horse. \Yhy should .Maria be different? A horse does not 

understand tha.t it .has been hom into· the world to pull 7J 
carts. It thinks it is here to be beaten.. It thinks of a .can 
as a huge object iit iS ded to so that .it caDDot run away 

1.!1 • ' 1,. .. ;,.. .. L--· I WJiWe It IS ~ ugs1leD .• 

'Don't .... ,' she whispers. 
He knows:. she rejects with all her soul the vision of 

the world he is ·offering. She wants to believe in good­
ness. But her beti.ef is tentarlve, without resilience. He 
feels, no mercy towan:ll her. Tbit is R.wssitl! he wants to 
say, forcing the words upon her, rubbing her face .in 
them. In Russia you caDDot afford to be a ddicate flower; 
In. Russia you must be a burdock or a dandelion. 

'One day the captain came visiting.. He was not a 
particuJar friend of Pavel's aunt, but he came anyway and 
brought his sister too. Perhaps be had been drinking. 
Pavel was not at home at the time. 

'A visitor from. Moscow, a young man who wasn,t 
-&miliar with the situation, got into· ·conversation with 
Maria. and began to draw her out Perhaps he was only 
being potire. On the other hand, perhaps he was being 
nUschievous. Maria got excited, her imagination began 
to run away with. her. She confided to this visitor that 
she was betrothed, or, as she said, "promised." "And is 
your fiance from the district?" he inquired .. "Yes, from 
n.earby," she replied,. giving Pavel's aunt a ·coy smile (you 
must think of Maria as a taU, gangling woman. with a 
loud vo.ice, by no means young or pretty) .. 

'To keep up appearances, Pavel's aunt had then to 
pretend to congntula.te her, and to prebmd to congratu­
late the captain too. The captain was of course in a. fury 
widl his sister, and,. as soon as he got her home again, 
belt her without mercy..' 

'Wasn't it true, then?' 



72 Th.e door creaks and Matryona peers .hr. She .is clearly 
'sed" him: 'Are 'ck)' sh asks &:....,...._;.,. .. surpn to see ·. .you 51 .' e. , ........... ~. 

He makes no effort to reply. 
·'Vlhy are you wearing that suit?'' 
'If I don't,· who will?' 
A ftidrer of impatien.ce crosses her face. 
'Do you know the story of Pavel's suit?' he SIJS. 
She shakes her head .. 
He .sits up and modons her to the foot of the bed. 

'Come here. It is a long story.. but I will teD you. The 
year before last, while I was still abroad, Pavel went to 
stay with Ins aunt in Tver~ Just fur the summer:. Do you 
know where Tver is?' 

'It's .near Moscow.' Yr 

'It's on the way to Moscow; Quite a big town. In Tveriif 
there lived a retired offi.cer, a captain, whose sister kept 
house for him. The sister's name was Maria. Timofey­
evna .. She was a cripple. She was also weak in th.e head. 
A good soul,. but not capable of taking care of herself.' 

He notices how qui.ckly he has fallen .into the rhythms 
of storytelling. Like a p.iston-engine, incapable of any 
odter motion. 

'The captain, Ma.ria.'s brother,. was unfortunately a 
drunkard. When he was drunk. he used to ill-treat her; 
Afterwards he would remember notbi.D;g.' 

'\Vhat dlitd he do to h.er?·' 
'He beat her. That was all. Old-fashioned Russian 

beating. She did not hold it against hlm. Perhaps, in her 
simplicity, she thought that is what the world is: a pl.ace 
where you get beabm.' 

He has her attention. Now he turns the screw. 
'Tha.t .iis how a dog· must see the world, :after all, or a 

horse. \Yhy should .Maria be different? A horse does not 

understand tha.t it .has been hom into· the world to pull 7J 
carts. It thinks it is here to be beaten.. It thinks of a .can 
as a huge object iit iS ded to so that .it caDDot run away 

1.!1 • ' 1,. .. ;,.. .. L--· I WJiWe It IS ~ ugs1leD .• 

'Don't .... ,' she whispers. 
He knows:. she rejects with all her soul the vision of 

the world he is ·offering. She wants to believe in good­
ness. But her beti.ef is tentarlve, without resilience. He 
feels, no mercy towan:ll her. Tbit is R.wssitl! he wants to 
say, forcing the words upon her, rubbing her face .in 
them. In Russia you caDDot afford to be a ddicate flower; 
In. Russia you must be a burdock or a dandelion. 

'One day the captain came visiting.. He was not a 
particuJar friend of Pavel's aunt, but he came anyway and 
brought his sister too. Perhaps be had been drinking. 
Pavel was not at home at the time. 

'A visitor from. Moscow, a young man who wasn,t 
-&miliar with the situation, got into· ·conversation with 
Maria. and began to draw her out Perhaps he was only 
being potire. On the other hand, perhaps he was being 
nUschievous. Maria got excited, her imagination began 
to run away with. her. She confided to this visitor that 
she was betrothed, or, as she said, "promised." "And is 
your fiance from the district?" he inquired .. "Yes, from 
n.earby," she replied,. giving Pavel's aunt a ·coy smile (you 
must think of Maria as a taU, gangling woman. with a 
loud vo.ice, by no means young or pretty) .. 

'To keep up appearances, Pavel's aunt had then to 
pretend to congntula.te her, and to prebmd to congratu­
late the captain too. The captain was of course in a. fury 
widl his sister, and,. as soon as he got her home again, 
belt her without mercy..' 

'Wasn't it true, then?' 



74 'No, it wam't true at all, ncept iD her 01ll1D mind. And 
- it ROW ~ - the man she was coRvinced was 
going to marry her was Rone other than PP'd. 'Where 
she got the idea I don't know .. Maybe he gave her a smiJie 
one day, or complimented her on. her boanet ·- Pavel 
had a ldnd heart, that was one ·of the .nicest dUnS$ about 
him, wasa't it? And maybe she went home dreaming 
about him, and in no time dreamed she was in love with 
him and he with her~' 

As he speaks he waunes the child .sidelong. She wrig-
gl.es and for a. moment actoally puts her thumb in her 

mouth. 
'You ·can imagine what fun Tver society had with the 

story of Maria and her phanro·m suitor~ But ROW l.et me~ 
tell you about Pavel. 'When Pavel heard the story, he . y 

went straight out and ordered a smart wmte suit And <II 

the next thing he did was ·to call on the Lebyatkins, 
wearing his white suit and bearing ftowers - roses, I 
betieve. Aad. though Captain Lebyatkin didn.'t at first 
take kindliy to· it, Pavel won him over. To .Maria he 
behaved very considerately,. very politely, like a complete 
pdema.n, though he was not yet twen.ty. The visits 
went oa aD summer, till he left Tver and came back to 
Petenburg. It was a lesson to everyone, a lesson in cb.iv• 
airy. A lesson to me too. That is the kind of boy Pavel 
was. And that is the history ·of the white suit.' 

'And Maria?' 
'Maria? Maria is still .in Tver, as far as I know;' 

'But does She know?' 
'Does she know about Pavel? Probably not'' 
''Why did he k.iH himself?' 
'Do you think he ki:Uied himself?' 
'Mama says he killed himself.' 

'No one kills himself, Matryosha .• You ·can put your 75 
tife in danger but you cannot acmaJly .kill yourself. It is 
more likely that Pavel put himself a:t risk,. to see whether 
·God loved .bim. enough to save him. He asked God a 
question - Will. you. save me? - and God gave him an 
answer. God said: No .. God said: Die.' 

'God killed him?' 
'God said no. God. could have said: Yes, I will save 

you. But he preferred to say no.' 
'Why?' she whispers. 
'He said to God: If you love me, save me. If you are 

there, save me .. But th.ere was only silence. Then he said: 
I know you are there,. I know you hear me. I will ~ger 
my tife that you will save me. And still •God. said nothing. 
Then he said: However much you stay si.llent, I know 
you hear me. I am. going to make my wager- now! And 
he threw down his ~; And· ·God did not appear. God. 
did not intervene .. ' 

'1Nhy?' she whispers again. 
He smiles an ugly, crooked, beanted smile. "Who 

knows? Perhaps God does not like to be tempted. Per­
haps the principle tba.t he should .not be tempted is more 
important to him than the life of one chil.d. Or perhaps 
the reason is simply that God does .not hear very weD. 
God must be very old by now, as old as the world or 
_even older. Perhaps he is hard of hearing and weak of 
'Vision too, like any old. man.' 

She is defeated .. Sh.e has no more questions. Now she 
is, ready, he thinks. He pats the bed beside .him. 

Hanging her head, she slides doser. He folds her 
within the circle of .his arm; he em feel her trembling. 
He strokes her hair,. her temples. At last she gjves way 



74 'No, it wam't true at all, ncept iD her 01ll1D mind. And 
- it ROW ~ - the man she was coRvinced was 
going to marry her was Rone other than PP'd. 'Where 
she got the idea I don't know .. Maybe he gave her a smiJie 
one day, or complimented her on. her boanet ·- Pavel 
had a ldnd heart, that was one ·of the .nicest dUnS$ about 
him, wasa't it? And maybe she went home dreaming 
about him, and in no time dreamed she was in love with 
him and he with her~' 

As he speaks he waunes the child .sidelong. She wrig-
gl.es and for a. moment actoally puts her thumb in her 

mouth. 
'You ·can imagine what fun Tver society had with the 

story of Maria and her phanro·m suitor~ But ROW l.et me~ 
tell you about Pavel. 'When Pavel heard the story, he . y 

went straight out and ordered a smart wmte suit And <II 

the next thing he did was ·to call on the Lebyatkins, 
wearing his white suit and bearing ftowers - roses, I 
betieve. Aad. though Captain Lebyatkin didn.'t at first 
take kindliy to· it, Pavel won him over. To .Maria he 
behaved very considerately,. very politely, like a complete 
pdema.n, though he was not yet twen.ty. The visits 
went oa aD summer, till he left Tver and came back to 
Petenburg. It was a lesson to everyone, a lesson in cb.iv• 
airy. A lesson to me too. That is the kind of boy Pavel 
was. And that is the history ·of the white suit.' 

'And Maria?' 
'Maria? Maria is still .in Tver, as far as I know;' 

'But does She know?' 
'Does she know about Pavel? Probably not'' 
''Why did he k.iH himself?' 
'Do you think he ki:Uied himself?' 
'Mama says he killed himself.' 

'No one kills himself, Matryosha .• You ·can put your 75 
tife in danger but you cannot acmaJly .kill yourself. It is 
more likely that Pavel put himself a:t risk,. to see whether 
·God loved .bim. enough to save him. He asked God a 
question - Will. you. save me? - and God gave him an 
answer. God said: No .. God said: Die.' 

'God killed him?' 
'God said no. God. could have said: Yes, I will save 

you. But he preferred to say no.' 
'Why?' she whispers. 
'He said to God: If you love me, save me. If you are 

there, save me .. But th.ere was only silence. Then he said: 
I know you are there,. I know you hear me. I will ~ger 
my tife that you will save me. And still •God. said nothing. 
Then he said: However much you stay si.llent, I know 
you hear me. I am. going to make my wager- now! And 
he threw down his ~; And· ·God did not appear. God. 
did not intervene .. ' 

'1Nhy?' she whispers again. 
He smiles an ugly, crooked, beanted smile. "Who 

knows? Perhaps God does not like to be tempted. Per­
haps the principle tba.t he should .not be tempted is more 
important to him than the life of one chil.d. Or perhaps 
the reason is simply that God does .not hear very weD. 
God must be very old by now, as old as the world or 
_even older. Perhaps he is hard of hearing and weak of 
'Vision too, like any old. man.' 

She is defeated .. Sh.e has no more questions. Now she 
is, ready, he thinks. He pats the bed beside .him. 

Hanging her head, she slides doser. He folds her 
within the circle of .his arm; he em feel her trembling. 
He strokes her hair,. her temples. At last she gjves way 



-
;6 and, pressing herself~ hhn, balling her fists UDder 

her clUn, sobs freely. 
'I don."t understand,' she sobs. 'Why did. be have to 

die?' 
He would like to be able to say: He did not die,, be is 

here, I am he; but he cannot. 
He thinks of the seed that for a wbile went on living 

in the body after the brea.thing had stopped, not yet 
knowing it would never find .. issue. 

'I know you love him,' he whispers hoarsely. 'He 
knows tbat too. You. have a good heart.' 

If the seed could only have been taken out of tbe body, 
even a single seed, and giwn a home! 

He dunks of a little b9TIIICOtta statUe he saw in tbe S'1'" 

ethnographic museum in Berlin: the Indian god Shiva 
lying on his back, blue and dead, and riding on him the 
figure ·of a. terrible goddess, many-anned., wide-'moutbed, 
swing-eyed,. ecstatic - riding him, drawing the divine 

seed out of him. 
He bas no difficulty in imagining this child in her 

ecstasy. His imagination seems to have no bounds. 
He thinks of a baby,, frozen, dead,. buried in. an iron 

coffin beneath the snow-piled earth, waiting out the 

winter,, waiting for the spring;. 
This is as far as the violation goes: the girl in the 

crook of his arm, the five fingers of his band, white and 
dumb, ;gripping her shoulder. But she might as well be 
sprawled out naked. One of those girls who gjve them­
selves because their natural motion .is to be good, to 
submit~ He thinks of ch:ild-prostitutes he has known, 
here and in. Germany; be thinks of men who search our: ;~. 
such girls because beneatb the garish paint and prowca,-

. rive dothes they detect something that outtages tbem, a 

celU:in inviolahili1y,. 1 certain mai.denliness. S'be is prosti- 77 
tilting .tbe V'irgm, such a man says, reco(pliz.ing the flavour 
of innocence in the gesture with which the gjr1 cups her 
breasts for him, in the movement with whi.ch she spreads 
her thighs. In the tiny room with its; stale odours, she 
gives off a faint~, desperate smell of spring, of flowers, 
that be cannot bear. Deliberately, with teeth clenched, 
he hurts her,. and then hurts her again and again, 
watching her face all the time for something that goes 
beyond mere windn.g, mere bearing of pain: for the 
sudden wide-eyed. l.ook. of a creature that ·hegins to 
understand its. life is in danger. 

The vision, the fitt the rictus ·of the imagination,. 
passes. He soothes her a last rime, withdraws his arm, 
finds a way of being with her as be was before. 

4Are you going to make a shrine?' she says. 
41. hadn't thought of .it.' 
'You can make a shrine in the comer, with a candle. 

Then you can put his picture there ... If you like,. I can 
keep the canc:De lit while you are not here.' 

'A shrine is meant to stand forever,. Matryosha. Your 
mother will want to· l.et this room. when I. am gone.' 

'When are you going?' 
'I am not sure yet~,' he says, evading the trap. And 

then:. 'Mourning for a dead child bas .no end. Is that 
what you want to b.ear me say? I .say it.. It .is true.' 

Whether because she picks up a change in his tone or 
because he has found a raw nen;e, she ftinch:es noticeably. 

4If you were to die your mother would mourn you for 
tbe rest .of her life .. '' .And,. surprising bimse•f,. he adds: 'I 
too.' 

Is it true? No, not yet; hut perhaps it is about to be 
true. 
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78 'Then. may I light a amdl.e fur him:?' -
'Yes, you may.' 
'"'.-d I-- .. humin )' l:'IB , ....,..,.t'' It g .. 
'Yes. Bot why is the ~cmdle so important oo you?'' 
She wriggles uncomfortably. 'So that b.e won't be in 

the dark,,' she says at last~ 
Curious, but that is how he bas sometimes imagined 

it too. A shlp at sea, a stormy night, a boy lost cwerboard. 
Beating about in the waves,. keeping himself somehow 
afloat, the boy shouts in terror: he breathes and shouts, 
breathes and shouts ,after the ship that has been his 
home, that is his hofu.e no longer. There is a lantem. at 
the stem on which he fixes his eyes, a speck of light in 
a wildemess of night and water. As long as I can see that :§!'" 

light,. be tells himself,. I am not lost. 
'Om I light the candl.e now?' she asb. 
'H you like. But we won't put the picture there,, not 

yet.' 
She tights a cmdle and sets it beneath the mirror~ 

Then, with a trUStingness that takes him by surprise, she 
returns to the bed and fests her head ·an his arm. 
Together they reganl the steady candle-:tlame. From the 
street below come the sounds of children at play. His 
fingers dose over her shou.lld.er,, he draws her tight against 
him. He can feel the soft young bones fold, one over 

another, as a bird's wing folds. 

8 

Ivanov 

He enters sleep,, as h.e enters sleep ·each niight, with the 
inrent of finding .his way to Pavel. But on this night he 
is woken - almost at once, it se,ems - by a voice, thin to 
the point of being disembodied, ,caJJing from the street 
below. htm~! the voice caDs, over and. m~"er,, pa.ltiendy. 

The wind in the reeds, that is .all,, he th.inb, and slips 
gratefully back into sleep. Summertime, th.e wind in the 
reeds, a blue sky Reeked with high doud, and he tramp­
ing along a stream, whistling,. a cane in his hand with 
which he idly lash.es the reeds .. A whirr of weavet"-birds. 
He halts,. stands still to tisten. The song of the grass­
hoppers ceases too; there is only the sound of his breath­
ing and the reeds .shakiDg in the wind. haev! calls the 
wind. 

He gives a. stan and is at once wide awake .. It is the 
dead of night, th.e whole house is still. Crossing to 
the window, peering into moonlight and .shadow, he waits 
for the call oo be renewed. At last it comes. It has the 
same piu:h,. the same length, the same mfl:ection as 
the wo:rd that stiiU ~echoes in hi.s ears, but it is not a 
human call at all. It is the unhappy waill of a dog., 
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8o Not PIVel, then, caH.iD!g to be &tched itr- only a thing 
that does not concern him,, a. dog howling fo.r its father. 
WeD, let the dog-father,. whoever he is, ,go out in the· 
coEd and dark and gather .in hils arms his gross,. smelly 
child. Let him be the one to soothe it and sing to it and 
EuU it ~o sleep. 

The dog howls again. No hint of empty plains and 
silver light; a dog, not a wolf, a dog, not his son. There­
fore? Therefore he must throw off this lethargy! Beamse 
it is not hiS son he must not go back to bed but must 
get dressed and answer the call. H he expects hils son. to 
com.e as a thief in the night, and listens only for the caD 
of the thief, he wiD .nev:er see him. If he expects .his son 
to speak in the voice of the unexpected, be will neve£ 
hear him. As long as be expects what be does not expect111r . 
what b.e does not expect will not come. Therefore -
paradoll within paradox, darkness swaddled in darkness 
- he must answer to wba.t: he does not expect. 

From the third floor it had seemed easy to find the 
dog.. But when he 11eacbes street lev:el he .is confused. 
Does the crying come from .l.eft or from .right, from one 
of the buildings across the stteet or &om behlnd the 
buildings or perhaps from a courtyard within one of 
the buildings? .And which b:qilding? And what of the 
cries themselves, which now seem to be not only shorter 
and lower but ofa different timbre altogether - almost 
not the same cries, in fact? 

He searches back and forth before he finds the alley 
used by the nigbtsoil carri.ers. In a branch of this alley he 
a.t: last comes upon the dog. It is tethered to a. ·drainpipe 
by a slim chain; the ·chain has become wrapped around~, 
a ford.eg,, jerking the leg up awkwardly whenever it tight­
ens. At his approach the dog retreats as far as it can,. 

whining. It flattens i.ts ears, prostrates itself, roDs on its 81 
badL A bitch. He bends over it, unwinds the chain. Dogs 
smell. fear, hut ev:en. in the cold he can smell this dog'S 
rank terror. He tiddes it behind the ·ear. Still on its back, 
it timidly licb his wrist. 

Is this what I will be domg for the rest of my days, he 
wonders: peering into the eyes of dogs and beggars? 

The dog giVes a heave and is on its feet. Though he 
is not fond of dogs,. be does not draw ba.ck from this one 
but crouches as its: warm,. wet tongue licb his face, hils 
ears, licks the salt from his beard .. 

He gives it a. last stroke and gets up·. In the moonlight 
be cannot make out: hils wa:tchface. The dog tugs at its 
chain, whining, eager~ Who would chain. a dog outdoors 
on a night like this?' Nevertheless, he does not set it 
loose. Instead he turns abruptly and departs, pursued by 
forlorn howls. 

Why me? he thinks as be hurries away .. Why should I 
bear all the wodd?s bunlens? As for Pavel, if he is to hiVe 
.nothing else, let him at least have .. his death to himself, 
let hils death not be taken from him and turned mto the 
occasion of .his fat:h.er's reformation. 

It is no good. His reasoning - specious, ~contemptible 
...,. does not for one moment take 'him. in. PaveJI'S death 
does not belong to Pavel- that is just a trick of language. 
As long as he .is here, .. Parvel's death is his dea.th. Wherever 
he goes he bears Pavel with him, like a baby blue with 
cold ('Who wiD save the blue baby?' be seems to hear 
within him, plamtive words that: come from he does not 
know where,, in a. peasant's singsong voiceY. 

Pavel will not .speak, will not teD him what to do. 
'Raise up that least thmg and cherish it': if he knew the 
words came from P:a:vel he would obey them without 
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Bz ·question. But they do not~ Tbllt lust thirlgo.• is dte least 
thing dte dog, aband.oned in the cold? Is the dog the 
tbin:g be must release and. take with him and feed and 
cherish, or is it the filthy, drunkeD. beggar in his tattered 
coat under the bridge? A terrible hopelessness; comes 
over hUn which is connected - how,. he does nof know 
- to dt.e fact that he has .no idea what time it :iJs,. but 
whose core is a growing ~certainty that he will never 
ag.rin go out in the night to answer a dog's call, that 
an. opportwlity for leaving hlmself as he is behind and 
becoming what he might yet be has passed. I am I, he 
thlnb despairingly, manaded to myself till the day I die. 
VVhatever it was that wavered toward me, I was unworthy 
of it, and now it has withdrawn. :? 

Yet even in the- instant of closing the doo.r upon him- ri 

self he is aware there is, still. a chance to return. to· the 
alley,, unchain the dog, bring it to the entryway to No. 
63.,. and make some kind of bed fur it at the foot of the 
stairs - though, he lmow:s, once he has brought it so far 
it wiD insist on fOllowing .him further, and, if he chains it 
again, will whine and bark till the whole building is 
roused .. lt is not my :nm,, it isjust 11 dog, he protests. Mat 
.is it .to me? Yet even as he protests he knows the answer: 
Pa¥el will not be Sa¥ed dll he has freed. the dog and 
brought it into his bed, brought the least thing, the beg• 
garmen and the begga:rwomen too, and mu.ch eise he 
does not yet know of; and ·even then there will be no. 
certainty. 

He gives a great groan of despair. Mat 11m l to .do? he 
dUnks .. If I were only in. t:ouch with my heart, might it 
be ,gjven. to me to know? Yet it is not his heart he has:<'\. 
lost touch with but th.e truth. Or - the ·other sid.e of the 
same thought - it is not the truth he has lost touch. with 

at all.: on the •OODtraiJ'Yi truth has been pouring dow:n 8J 
upon him lilre a waterfall,. without moderadon, till now 
he is drowning .in it. And then he thinks; (reverse the 

· thought and. reverse the reversal too: by such jesuitical 
tricks must one think .. nowadays!): Drowning under the 
faDs, what is it tha.t I need?· More water, more :flood, a 
deeper drowning. 

Standing .in the middle of the snow-covered street, .he 
brings his cold hands to his &ce, smells tb.e dog on them, 
touches the ·cold tears on. his .cheeks, tastes; them. Salt, 
.fur those who .need salt. He suspects be will not save the 
dog, not this .night .nor even the next night, if there is 
to be a next night. He is waiting for a sign,. and he 
is betting (the~:~e is no grander word .he dare use) that 
the dog is not the sign, is not a sign at .all, is just a dog 
among mmy dogs howling in the night. But he knows 
U>o that as long as he tries by cunnmg to distinguish 
things that IU'C things &om things that are signs he will 
not be Sa¥ed. That is the logic by whii.ch. he will be 
defeated; and,. feeling its iron hardness, he is at his wits' 
end, like a dog on a chaiD. that breaks the teeth that 
gnaw it. .And beware, beware, he remin.ds himself. the 
dog on the ·clurin, the second dog, is nothing in itself, is 
not. an illuminati.on, merely an animal! likeness! 

With his fists bunched. in his pockets, his; head bowed, 
hls legs stiff as rods, he stands in the middle of the street 
feeling the dog's sp.iittlle turn to ice on .his beard. 

Is it possible that at this moment, .. in the shadowed 
doorway of No·. 63, someone is lurking, watching him? 
Of the body of the watcher he cannot be sure; even the 
patch of ~ghter gloom that he thinks of as the &ce could 
be no more than a fleck on th~ wall. But the longer he 
stares at it, the more intently a &ce seems to· be swing 
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back a.t him. A real face? His imaginatioii. is full of 
bearded men with Bfinering eyes who bide in dark pa.­
sages .. Nevertheless, as he passes into the pitch darkness 
of the ent:tyWay, the sense of another presence beoomes 
so acute that. a chill nms down his back. He halts,. holds 
his breath,. listens. Then he strikes a match. 

In a. comer crouches a man, blinking against the lipt 
Though he has a wooDen scarf wound around his head 
and. mouth and a blanket ·over his shoulders, he recog­
nizes the beggar he confronted in the church portico. 

"Who are you?' he says, his voice cracking. 'Cm.'t you 
leave me alone?' 

The match goes out. He strikes another. 
The man shakes his head :firnUy. A .hand ·emerges from~ 

under the blanket and pushes, the scarf aside. 'You can't 
order me,' he~sa.ys. There is a sme1il of putrid fish .in the 
air. 

The match goes out He starts to climb the stairs. But 
tediously the paradox com.es bade E:tpea the tme yrm tltJ· 
not .a. Very weD;. 'but must every begpt" then be 
treated. as a prodigal son, embraced, welcomed .into the 
home, feasted? Yes, that is what Pascal would say: bet on 
everyone, every beggar,, every mangy dog; only thus will 
you be sure that the One, the true son, the drief in the 
night,. will not slip through the net. And Herod would 
agree:. make sure - slay all the ch:iildren without 
·exception .. 

Betting on all the .numbers - is that still gambling? 
W'ithout the risk, without subjecting onese1if to the voice 
speaJdng from elsewhere in the fall of the dice, wha.t is 
left that is divine? SureJiy God knows that, and will h:avet , 
mercy on the gambler-at-heart! And surely the wife who,. . 
when her husband kneels before her and confesses he 

has gambled away th.m last rouble and. bealS his breast Bs 
and. kisses the hem ·of her dress - the wife who raises 
him and wipes away his tears and without a word departs 
to pawn her wedding-ring and returns with money 
('Here!') so that he can go back to the ,gaming-room for 
the one last bet t:ha.t will redeem all - surely such a 
woman is touched with the divine, a woman who stalres 
on the man who has nodring left, a woman who, when 
even the wedding•ring is pawned and lost, goes out a. 
second time into the night and comes back with the 
money for anoth.er stake! 

Does the woman upstairs, the woman whose name he 
seems for the momen.t to have forgotten, whom he even 
confuses with t:ha.t G11ii4ige p,., his landlady in Dresden,. 
have the touch of this divinity upon her? He does not 
bow the first thing about her, only the last and most 
secret thing: how sh.e ,gj.ves herse1if. From. h.ow a woman 
gj.ve.s herse1if ·can a man guess how she will give herself 
to the god of chance? Is such a woman. marked. by aban­
don, an abandon that does not care where it leads~ to 

pleasure or to pain, that uses the sensual body only as a 
vehicle, and ·only because .we cann.ot liive di.semhodied? 
Is there a fonn of lovemaking she stands for in which 
bodies press agamst and. into and through each other 
into· a darkn.ess in. which nothing can be heard but the 
flapping of bedsheets like wings? 

Memories, of hls nights with her Oood back with 
sudden fullness, and everything that was tangled in him 
grows stt:aight, poin.lling like an arrow to her. Desire in 
all ib luxurioUsness o¥erwhelms hinl .. She,, he thinks: she 
.is the mze, it is she whom I want. Therefore .... 

Therefore, .smiling to himself, he hurries back down 
the stain and gropes hits way to the comer where the 
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86 man, the hireling, the spy, has made his aeft:. 'Come,' 
he says, speaking into tb.e dark, 'I have a bed. for you.' 

'Tbils is my post, I must stay at my post,' replies the 

man pawkily. 
But notbing·can impair his, good spirits now. 'The one 

for whom you are wai.ting will come, even to the third 
floor, I assure you. He will knock at the door and wait 

wi.th patience and refuse to go away.' 
TheR is a long scufffing and a. ~g of paper. 'You 

don't have another light, do you?' says the man. 
He strikes a match. Hastily the man stuffs thin,p into 

a bag and Stands up. 
Stumbling m the dark like two drunkards, they climb 

~ 

tb.e stairrs. At the door ·of his room he whispers to the ~ 
~ to be quiet and takes his hand to guide him. The 
hand is unpleasantly pudgy. 

Inside, he lights the lamp. It is hard to· judge the 
stranger's age. His eyes are youthful; hut in his thin 
gjn@:er hair and freclded sadp there is something tired 
and old, and his way .of holding himself is that of some­

one wom down by years and by disgrace. 
'Ivanov, Pyott Aleundrovich,.' says the man, dn:wing 

his heels together, making a little bow. 'Civil senmt, 
-!---1.'' reun:u. 
He gestures toWUd the bed .. 'Take it.' . 
'You must be wondering: says the man, testing the 

bed,. 'how someone of my backg:l-ound comes to be a 
wader (that is what we caD. it in ·our line: wa.tching;).' 

He lli.es down, stretches out. 
He has a disagreeable presentiment that he has tangl~ 

himself with one of those beggars who, unable to juggle 
or play the violin, feel they must repay alms with the 

story of their life. 'Please keep your voice down,' he says.. 87 
'And take off your shoes.' 

'You are the man: whose son was killed, aren't you?· 
My deepest condolences. I know some of what you are 
feelli.ng. Not all, but some. I have l.ost two clilldren 
myself. Swept away .. M.eningetic fever,. that is the medical 
tenn. My wife has never recovered from th.e blow. They 
could have been saved if we had had the money to pay 
for good docto•n. A tragedy; but who cares? Tragedy is 
all around us nowadays. Tragedy has become the way of 
the world .. ' He sits u.p. 'If you will heed my advice, 
Fyodor Mikhailovich (you don't mind, do you?), if you 
will take a w:ord of advice from someon.e who has been, 
so to speak, through the mill, you will give in to your 
grief~ Cry l&e a woman.. That is the great se:cret of 
womankind, that gives them the advan.ta:ge over fellows 
like us .. They know when. to .let go. and ·cry~ We don't, 
you and I. We bottll.e it u.p inside u.s till it becomes like 
the very devil! And then we go and do something stupid, 
just to be rid of .it for an hour or two. Yes, we do 
something stupid that we regret forever afterwan:ls. 
Women aren't like that becau.se women. have the secret 
·Of tean. We must learn from the fair sex,. ·Fyodor 
Mikhailovich, we mast lemi to cry! See, I'm not ashamed 
to· cry: three yean, next month, since ttagedy struck, and 
rm not ashamed to cry!' 

And indeed, tean are rolling down hls cheeks. He 
wipes them away with his cuff, but mote flow. He seems 
to haVe no trouble in talking while he ~cries. In fact, he 
seems quite cheerful. 'I belli.eve I will grieve for my lost 
babies for the rest of my days/ he says. 

As Ivanov prattles on about hls 'babi.es/ hls attention 
wanden. Is it simp.ly because he is known to be a writer 
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the very devil! And then we go and do something stupid, 
just to be rid of .it for an hour or two. Yes, we do 
something stupid that we regret forever afterwan:ls. 
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88 that people tell him their stt>ries? Do they_ thirnk be bas 
no stories of his ~? He is exhausted, the headache 
has. not gone away. Sitting on the only chair, with birds 
already begjnnmg to chirp outside, he is desperate to 
steep - desperate, in fact, for the bed he has given up•. 
'We can talk. later,' be in.terrupts testily. 'Go to sleep 
now, otherwise what is the point of this .•.. ' He hesitates. 

'Of this charity?' fills in. Ivanov slyly. 'Is that what you 
wanted. to say?'' 

He does not reply .. 
'Because, let me assure you, you need not be ashamed 

of charity,,' the feUow CODti.nues softly, 'indeed not. Just 
as you need not be ashamed of gr;ief. Generous impulses,, 
both of them. They seem to bring us low, these generous "'" 
impulses of ours., but in truth they exalt us. And He sees 
them and. records each one ·of them, He wh.o sees into 
the crevices of our hearts.' 

With a struggle he opeos hils eyelids. lvmov is sitti.Dg 
in the middle of the bed, cross-legged, like an idol. 
Charlatan! .he thinks. He doses his eyes .. 'When h.e wakes, 
lvmov is still there.,. sprawled across the bed, his hands 
fold.ed under his cheek, asleep. His mouth is open:;. from 
his. Ups,. small and pink as a baby's, comes a. delicate 
more. 

Till late in the morning he stays with Ivanov; Ivanov, the 
beginning of the unexpected,, he thinks: let us see now 
wh.ere the unexpected takes us! 

Never before has time passed so sl.gishly, never .bas 
the air been so blank of revelation. 

At last,, bored, he rouses the man. 'Tune to leave, your 
shift is over,' he says .. 

lvan.ov seems oblivious of the irony. He is fresh,. cheer-

ful, well-rested. 'Ouf!' he yawos. 'I must pay a visit to 89· 
the toilet!' And then,, when he comes back: 'You don't 
have a scrap ·of brea:k:fast to share, do you.?' 

He conducts lvan.ov into the apartment.. His breakfast 
is set out on the table, but he .has .no appetite. 'Yours/ 
he says curdy. lvmav's eyes gleam, a dribble of saliva 
nms down his chin. Yet he eats decorously,. and. sips hils 
tea with his Utd.e finger cocked in. the air. When he is 
finished he sits hack and sighs contentedly..· ''How glad I 
am that our paths have crossed:!' he remarb. 'The world 
·can be a cold place, Fyodor Mikba.ilovich, as I am sure 
you. know! I d.o not ·complain, mark you •. We get what 
we deserve, in. a .higher sense. Nevertheless I sometimes 
wonder, do we not also deserve, each ·of us, a refuge, a 
haven, where justice will for a wbil.e relent and pity be 
talren on us? I pose that as a ·qu.estii.on, a plillosophical 
question. Even ifi.t isn't in. Scripture, would it not be .in 
the spirit of Scripture: that we desenre· what we do not 
deserve? What do yo·o think?' 

'No doubt. This is unfortunately not my apa:rtment. 
And now it is time for you to be leaving.' 

'In a moment. Let me make one last obserVation .. It 
was not just idle cha:uer,. you know, wha.t I said last night 
about God seeing mto the crevices ·Of our .hearts. I may 
not be a proper boliy simpleton, but that does. not dis­
qwili.fy me from spea.ldng the truth .. Truth am come, you 
know,. in winding and. mysterious ways.' He taps his 

· forehead memingfully~ 'You never dreamed. - did you? -
when you first ·clapped eyes on me, tha.t one day we 
would be si.tting down together, the II:WO· of us, and 
drinking ·tea in a dvilized fashion. Yet .here we are!' 

c1 am sony, QUt I do nQt follow yo•o, my mind is 
elsew.bere. You leaUy must. leaVe now.' .. 
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90 'Yes,. I must leave, I have my duties tp(i.' He rises, 
tosses the bLmket over his shoulders like a cape, holds 
out a band. 'Goodbye. It .has been a pleasure ·to· converse 
with a. man of cultore.' 

'Goodbye.' 
It is a reJief to be rid of him. But a frowzy, fishy smell 

lingers in hls room. Despite the cold, he has to open the 
window. 

Half an hour later there .is a knock at the apartment 
d.oor. Not that man again! he thinb, and opens the door 
with aD. angry frown. 

BefOre him stands a ,child, a fat girl dressed m I dark 
smock such as novice nuns wear. Her face is round and 
unexpressive, her cheekbones so high that the little eyes :?r 

a:re almost hidden, her hair drawn back tighd.y and gath- ~ 
ered in a brief queue. 

'Are you Pavellsaev's stepfather?·' she ~ in a. surpris­
ingly deep voice. 

He nods. 
She steps inside, dosing the door behind. her; 'I was a 

fri.end ofPavel's,' she announces. He expects condolences 
to foDow. But they do .not come .. Instead she takes up 
position squarely before him with her arms at her sides, 
measuring him, gi~g off an m of stolid, watchful calm, 
the ·calm of a wresder waiting for the bout to begin.. Her 
bosom rises and falls ·evenly. 

'Can I see what he left behind?' she says at last. 
'He left very little .. May I know your name?'' 
'Katri. Even if there is very little, am I see it? 11Us is 

the third time I have ~caUed. The first two tim.es that 
stupid. landlady of .his wouldn't let me in. I hope you~ ( 
won't be the same.' · 

Katri .. A Finnish name. She looks li1re a Finn. too. 

'I am sure she has her reasons. Did you know my son 9':t 
well?' 

She does not answer the question. ''You r:ealize that 
the police killed your stepson,' she says ma.tter-of-facdy. 

Tune stands still. He can hear his heart beating. 
'They killed him and put out a Sto·ry about suicide. 

Don't you believe me? You don't have to, if you don't 

want to/ 
'Why do you say that?' he .says in a dry whisper. 
'\Vhy? Because it's true. Why else?' 
It is not just that she is belligerent: she is beginning 

to gl'OW resdess, too. She has begun to rock rhythmically 
from fOot to fuot,. her arms swinging in time. Despire 
.her squat frame she gives an impression of limberness. 
No wonder Anna Sergeyevna wanted. nothing to do with 

her! 
'No/ He shakes his head ... 'What my son left behind 

is a privare matter,. a family matter. Kindly explain the 
pOint of your visit.' 

'Are there any papers?' 
'There werie papers but they aren't here any more. 

Why do.you ask?·' And then: '&e you one ofNechaev's 

people?' 
The question does not disconcert her. On. the contrary,, 

she smiles, raising her eyebrows, baring her eyes for the 
first time., glaring,. triumphant. Of course she is one 
of Nechaev's! A warrior-woman, and her swaying the 
beginnings of a war-dance, the dance of someone itching 

~o go to war. 
'If I were, would I tell you?' she replies, laughing. 
'Do you kn.ow that the p0tice are keeping watch on 

this house?' 
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92 She stares intendy, swarintg on her toeS; as though 
wilting hlm to see something in her gaze. 

'There iis a man downstairs tlUs very minute,' he 
persists .. 

''\Nhere?' 
'You didn't notice hlm but you can be sure he noticed 

you.· He pretends to be a beggar.' 
Her smiile broadens into· true amusement. 'Do you 

t:hink a police spy would be dever enough to spot me?' 
she says. And she doe!i a surprising thing. Twidring the 
hem. of her dress aside, she gives two little skips, reveal­
in:g sDn.ple black shoes and white cotton stocldngs .. 

She is right, he t:hinks: one could take her for a child; 
but a child in the grip of a devil nevertheless. The devil $!'" 

insi.de her twitching,. skipping, unable to keep still. 
'Stop that!' he says coldly. 'My son didn.'t leave any­

thing for you.' 
'Your son! He wasn't your son!' 
'He is my son and will :dways be. Now please go. I 

have had enough of tlUs conversation.' 
He opens the door and motiions her out. As she &eaves, 

she deliberately knocks against him. It is like being 
bumped by a pig. 

There is no sign ·of lwnov when he goes out .later in 
the afternoon, nor when. he fietums. Shoul<f: be care?' If 
it is Iwnmr's wk to see without being seen, why 
should it be his task to see lwnov? Even if, in th.e present 
charade,. Ivanov is the one pEaying the part of God~ 
angd - an angel only by vinue of being no angd at all 
- why shou&d it be hls rol.e to seek out the angel? Let 
the angel come knocking at my door, he teUs himself,. 
and I wiU not fail, I will give him shelter: that is enough 
for the bargain to hold. Yet ev;en as he says SO· he .is a\Vllre 

that he is lying to himself, that it is in hiis power to deliver 93 
lwnov wholly and absolutely from hiis ·cold watcb:post. 

So he frets and frets till at last there is notlUng for it 
but to go downstairs and search for the man. But the 
man is not downstairs, is not in the street,. is nowhere to 
be found. He sighs with relie£ I have done what I can, 
he thinks. 

But he knows in. hiis heart he has not. There is more 
he could do, much more. 
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9' 

Nechaev 

He ~s m the streets of the Haymarket the next day when 
ahead of him he glimpses the plump, almost spherical "'" 
figure of the same Finmsh ,girl. She ~. not done .. By her 
gde ~. a woman, tall and slim, walling so fast that the 
Finn has to skip to keep up 'With her. 

He qwckens his pace. Though for moments he loses 
sight of them in the crowd, he ~. not far behind when 
they enter a shop. As she enters, the tall woman. casts a 
gbnce up the street. He is struck by the blue of her eyes, 
the pallor of her skin. Her glance passes oV~er him with­
out settlling. 

He· crosses the street and dawdles,. waiting fo.r th.em 
to ·emerge. Five minutes pass, ten minutes. He is getting 
coW d .. 

The brass pl.ate adver:tises Atelier La Fay or La Fee,. 
l\filliner. He pushes open the door; a bell tinkW.es. In a 
narrow, well-lit room, girls m uniform grey smocks sit at 
two long se'Wing-tables. A woman of midille age busdes 
forward to greet him. 
'Mo~eur?' 

'An acquaintance of mine came in a few minutes ago 

- a. young lady .. I thought - ' He glances around the 9S 
shop, dismayed: there m no sign of either the F'mn or 
the other woman.. 'I am sorry, I must have made a 
mistake.' 

The two young seamstresses nearest by are giggling 
at his embarrassment. .As for Madame la Fay, she has 
lost interest. 'It must be students you are thinking of,' 
she says dismissi¥ely.. ''We have notb:in;g to do with the 
students .. ' 

He apologizes again and begins to leave. 
'There!' says a voice behind him. 
He toms. One of the girls is pointing to a smaU door 

on his left. 'Through there!' 
He passes mto an. illeyway walled. ·Off from. the street. 

An iron staircase Eeads to the floor above. He hesitates, 
then ascends .. 

He finds himseWf in a. dark passage smelling of cooking. 
From an upper flloor comes the sound of a scratchy violin 
playing a gypsy tune. He follows the musk up two more 
Bights to a half-open garret door, and. knocks. The Finn­
ish gid comes to the door. Her stolid face shows no sign 
of surprise. 

'May I speak to you?' he says. 
She stands aside. 
The violin is being played by a young man. in black. 

Seeing the stranger, he stops in mid-phrase, casts a q:uick 
glance toW2rd the tall woman, then pjjcks up his cap and, 
without a word, leaves.. _ 

He addresses the Finn .. 'l ·caught sight of you in the 
street and followed .. Could we speak in. private?' 

She sits down on the couch but does .not invite him 
to· sit. Her feet barely reach the ftoor. 'Speak,,' she says .. 

'You mad.e a 1'1emark yesterday about the death. of my 
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playing a gypsy tune. He follows the musk up two more 
Bights to a half-open garret door, and. knocks. The Finn­
ish gid comes to the door. Her stolid face shows no sign 
of surprise. 

'May I speak to you?' he says. 
She stands aside. 
The violin is being played by a young man. in black. 

Seeing the stranger, he stops in mid-phrase, casts a q:uick 
glance toW2rd the tall woman, then pjjcks up his cap and, 
without a word, leaves.. _ 

He addresses the Finn .. 'l ·caught sight of you in the 
street and followed .. Could we speak in. private?' 

She sits down on the couch but does .not invite him 
to· sit. Her feet barely reach the ftoor. 'Speak,,' she says .. 

'You mad.e a 1'1emark yesterday about the death. of my 



!)6 son. I would like to know more. Not in.my spirit of 
vengefi.dness. I am .inquiring fur my own relief .. I mean, 
in order to relieve myself.' 

She regards him qmmcally. 'To relieve yourself?'' 
'I mean. I did not ·come to P·etersb~g to involve myself 

in. d.etectiton,' he ·continues doggedly; 'but now that you 
have said what you said about the manner of his death, 
I cannot ignore it, I cannot push. it away.' · 

He pauses. His head is swimmin:g, he is suddenly 
exhausted. Behind dosed eyes he has a vision of Pavel 
walking towards him. There is a giirl at .his side, a giirl 
he hliiS chosen to be his bride. Pavel is about to speak, 
to introduce the girl; and. he is about to think to hUnself. 
Good, at last aH these years of fathering are at an end, "" 
at l31St he has other hands to fall into! He is about to 
smile at Pave~ .in his smil.e rejoicing but also relief. :Out 
who can the bride be? Can she be this tall young woman 
(nearly as taD as Pavel himself) with the pier·cing blue 
eyes?' 

He tugs hOnsel£ loose from the reverie. His own next 
sentence is already emerging, .in what sounds to him like 
a. drone. 'I have a duty towards hiim that I cannot evade,' 
he is saying. 

That is all. The words ·come. to an end, dry up .. Silence 
falls,. grows longer and longer~ He makes an effort to 
revive the vision of Pa¥el and .his bride, but ·of an people 
it is Ivanov who comes instead, or at least IvanoV's hands: 
pale, plump fingers emerging like grubs from green 
wooUen mittens. As fur the face, it bobs in a sul.pburous 
mist,. not keeping stiU long enough for his ga:ze to fix on 
it. The impression he has, however,. is of a sly, insistent 
smile, as though the man knows something damaging to 
him and wants him to know that he knows. 

He shakes his head, tries to gather his wits. But words 97 
seem to have fled. him. He stands before the Finn like 
an actor who has forgotten his lines. The silence lies 
like a weight upo!n the room .. A weight or a. peace, he 
thinks: what peace there would be if everythiing were to 

faD still, the birds of the air frozen in their flight,. the 
great globe suspended in its orbit! A fit is certainly on 
its way: there· is nothing he can do to bold it back. He 
savours the last of the st:itDness. What a pity the stillness 
cannot last forever~ From far away ·comes a scream that 
must be his own. There will be 11 p~~~b.mg uf teeth - the 
words flash before hiim;. then there is an ·end. 

W'hen he returnS it is 3iS if he has been away in a far 
country and grown old and grey there. B·ut .in fact he is 
in the room as befOre, stiill on his feet, with a hand half­
raised .• And the two wom.en are there too, in the postureS 
he remembers, though the Finn now has a wary air about 
her. 

'May I sit down?' he mumbles, his tongue too large 
fur his mouth. 

The Finn makes space and he sits down. beside her on 
the couch, dizzy,, hanging his head. 'Is something wrong?' 
she asks. 

He makes no reply~ What is it he wants to say, and 
why is he so tired all the time? It is as though a. fog has 
settlled over his brain. If he were a character in a boo~ 
what would he say, a.t a moment like this when e:ither 
the heart speaks or the page remains blank? 

'1. cannot tell you,' he says slowly, 'how sad and alien 
I feeJI in your company. The game you are playing is a 
game I cannot ·enter. "What engages you, what must have 
engaged Pave1. too, does not enpge me. If I must be 
honest, it repels me.' 
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98 Without a word the tall girl ~eaves the room. The 
rusde of her dress and a waft of lavender as she passes 
awake in him an unexpected flutter of desire .. Desire for 
what? For the girl he.rself?' Surely not - or not only. 
For youth, rather, for the fo,rever-lost, the freedom of 
loosened clothes, naked bodies. Even so, h.iis response 
disturbs bim. \Vhy here, why now? Something to do 
with exhaustion, but perhaps to do with Pavd too - with 
fin.ding h.iimself in Pavel's worM, Pavel's- eroti.c surround. 

'I have been shown the lists of people marked down 
for execution,.' he says. 

The Finn observes bim narrowly. 
'The poliice are in. possesswon of those IWsts - I hope 

you reallize that. They took them from Pavel's room.? 
\Vhat I want to ask is: Does each of you simply han a 
certain number of people to kWU, or are there p·articular 
persons marked down as yours, yours alone? And, wf the 
latter,. are you expected to study these persons before­
hand, to familiarize yourselves with their daily lives? Do 
you spy on them at home?'' 

The Finn tries to speak,, but he is beginning to •Come 
to IWfe,, and h.iis voice rises abon hers. 

'If so, if so, don't you necessuily grow more familiar 
with your victims than you want to be?' Don't you 
become like someone called in from the street,. a b~ggar, 
for instance, offered fifty kopeks to dispose of an old, 
blind dog,. who takes the rope and ties the noose and 
strokes the dog to calm it, and murmurs a word or two, 
and as he does so feels a current of feeling begin ~o flow,. 
so that from that instant onward he and the dog are no 
longer strangers, and wha:t should have be·en a mere job 
of work has turned into the blackest betrayal - such a 
betrayal., in fact, that the sound the dog makes as he 

strings it up, when he strings it up, haunts him for days 99 
afterwards - a yelp of surprise: U'by you? Wouldn't it 
deter you, that thought?' 

'While he has been speaking the tall woman has 
returned. She is kneeoog in the far comer of the room 
now, folding sheets, ro·lling up a mattress. The Finn, on 
the other hand, has positinly come to life. Her eyes 
sparkle, she ·cannot wait to speak. StiU he p·resses on. 

'And if a mere dog can do that, what power will the 
men and. women you p.ropose to get rid. of not have to 

haunt you? It seems to me that, however scientifically 
these enemies of the people are selected., you lack a 
means of killing them. without peril to· your soul. For 
instance: who was set down as Pav;el's first victim? Whom 
was he allotted to kiill?' 

'Why do you ask? Why do you want to .know?' 
'Because I intend to go to that person's' house and 

before the doo·r, on my knees, give thanks that Pavel 
never arrived.' 

'So you are happy that Pavel was kiUed?' 
'Pavel is not dead. He would. have died,. but by great 

good fortune he escaped with his life.' 
For the first time the other woman speaks. 'Won't 

you come and sit here,. Fyodor Mikhaitovich?' she says, 
mdicating the table near the window, at which there are 
two chairs. 

'My sister,' explains the Finn. 
'Sisters, but not of the same parents,.' says the other. 

Their laughter ms easy:, familiar. 
Her accent belongs to Petersburg,. her voi.ce is deep. 

A trained voice. He has a feeling he has met her 
before. A singer? From h.iis Open, days? Surely she is too 

young for that. 
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:roo He takes one of the chairs; she sits down opposite 
him.. The table is narrow. Her foot touches IUs.; h.e shifts 
his foot. 

Though she has her back:. to the window,, he now 
understands why she is so heavily powdered. Her skin. is 
pitted with smaDpox scars. 'What a ·shame, he thiinks: not 
a beauty, but a· handsome areatore all the same. . 

Her foot touches his again, rests a;gainst it, instep to• 
instep .. 

A disturbing eXcitement creeps over him .. like chess, 
he thinks: two players across a. small table making their 
deliberate moves. Is it the deliberateness that excites him 
- the opposite foot lifted like a pawn and placed. against 
hiis? And the third person, th.e watcher who does not see, ~ 
the dupe, looking in th.e wron.g place: does she play her 
part llloo? DeJ!iberateness and tawdriness, a tawdriness 
th3t has its mm thrill .. "Where could they have learned 
so much about him,. about his desires? 

A singer,. a conttalto·: a con.ttalto queen. 
'You .. knew my son,' h.e says. 
'He was a foDower~ A mascot.' 
He is familiar with the tenn, and it hurts him. A 

mascot: a hanger-on in student circles, use.ful for running 
errands. 

'But was .he a friend of yours?' 
She shrugs. 'Friendship is effeminate. We don't need 

friendsrup .. ' 
Effemin.ate: strange word for a woman to use! Already 

he has a. feeling he knows more than he wants to know. 
The foot still rests against hiis, bot now there is some­
thing inert about its pressure,. inert and lumpish and 
even threatening .. No .longer a foot but a boot.. Pavel 
woulld. not be playing these games .. The vision of Pavel 

returns, Pavel walilring oowards him.. The girl at his side, :ro:r 
his bride, is obscured. Pavd is smiling, and a glory of a 
k:ind breaks from that smile. My fri'mtl! he thinks. A 
fieree love wrings hiis heart. Arul this, he thinks,, is this 
fJJbat I must bii'Oe m ymw place? 

'If you don't need friendship, God save you,' be 
whiispers. . 

He gets up &om the table and toms hiis back. on the 
women. What does he look like, he wonders? There is 
no mirror. By the time he sits down again., the tears tbat 
had threatened have gone. 

''W'hat did you do with my son?' be asks thicldy. 
The woman .Eeans across the table and fixes him with 

her blue stare. Through the coat of powder, from the 
craters of the ·chin, he spies hairs tha.t the .razor did not 
catch. And the eyebrows are ·toe? thick: O¥er the bridge 
of the nose. A woman woulld have bad the sense to tell 
him to· pluck them. So is the Finn a boy too, a fat little 
boy?' AD at onoe he is revolted by the pair of them. 

Shet or bet is speaking. Nechaev himself - no doubt 
a:bout that. Th.e di~guise is aD at once transparent. The 
memory comes back a.gain with. sudden clarity: in the hall 
of the Peace Congress, during an intermission between 
sessions, Necha.ev all allone in a comer:, wolfing down 
finger-sandwiches,. glaring, challenging the .roomful of 
grownups: Yes, llmgh if yn Jtwe, lim:gb .. at .tbe schoolboy! 
The look on his face that of a boy surprised at stool with 
hiis trousers around .his Jme,es,. vulnerable but defiant. 
Lasgb, lmt one d4y I fJJill get my own b'tM:kl 

He remembers a r:emark made by Princess Obolen­
skaya, Mroczk:owskils mistress: 'He may be the enj'tmt 
terrible of anarclUsm, but really, he should do something 
about those pnnples!' 
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--
:roz 'Given what the police did to your son;'" Nechaev is 

sayin.g, 'I am. surprised you ue not incensed. As the 
Gospels say,. an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth .. ' 

'You wretch, that is not in the Gospels! \Vhat ue you 
saying about Pavel? And why ue you dressed up in this 
ridiculoUs costume?' 

'Surely you don't believe the suicide story. Isaev didn't 
kill himself - that's just a: fiction put out by the police .. 
They can't. use the law against us, so they perpetrate 
these obscene murden. But of course you must have 
your doubts - why else would you be here?'' 

AU the man's affected softness has gone: the voice is 
his own. As he paces ba.ck and forth the blue dress ~ 
swish.es. 'What is undem.eath it, ttousen or bare legs;? 
\Vhat must ilt be like to walk .about with one'S legs nabd 
yet .hidden, brushing ·ea.ch other? 

'Do rou think we are not alii in danger? Do you dUnk 
I 'liJtmt to creep about in disguise in my own ci.ty, th.e city 
where I was hom? Do you. kn.ow -what it is like to be a: 
woman by yourself on the streets of Petersburg?' His 
voice rises, anger taking him over; 'Do you know what 
you have to listen to? Men dog your footsteps whispering 
fi.fth such as you cannot imagine, and you ue helpless 
against it!' He collects himself.. 'Or perhaps you can 
imagine it only too weD. Perhaps what I descri.be is only 
too f.uniliar to you .. ' 

The Finn has taken a bowl of potatoes on her Sap,. 
which sh.e .is peeling. He.r face is peaceful; mo11e than 
ever she looks like a little grandmoth~. 'It's g:etting 
colder,' she remarks. 

Mad, both of them! he thinks. What am. I doing here? 
I must find my way back to Pavel! 

'Kindly .repea.t . . . Kindly repeat wha.t you were saying :co3 
about my son,' he says. 

'Very well, let me teU you about your son. The official 
verdict will be that he killed himself. If you believe that, 
you are truly gullibme, criminally gullible. Weren't you a 
revoruutionary yourself in the old days, or am. I mistaken? 
Surely you must be aware that the struggle has never 
ceased. Or have you made a s.eparate peace? Those in 
the forefront of the strugg•e continue to be hunted down 
and tortured and. kiUed.. I would have expected you to 

know this and write about it. Particularly because people 
wiU never read the truth about your son and others like 
him in our sha:m.eful Russian press.' 

Nechaev's voice becomes lower, more intense. '\Vhat 
happened to your son can happen to me any day,. or to 
other of our co111I3des. You say you know nothing abol!lt 
.it.. But go into the streets, go to the marklets and the 
taverns where the people gather, and. you wiU find that 
the people know. Somehow they know! And when the 
day of j1udgment comes, the people will not forget who 
suffered and died for them, and who did not lift a hand!' 

Christ in his 'W'n!Jth., he thinks: that is who he models 
himself on. The Christ of the Old 'Testam.ent, the Christ 
who scourged the usurers out of the temple. Even the 
costume is right: not a dress but a robe; An imitator; a 

pretender; a blasphemer; 
'Don't th£\eaten me'!' he replies. 'By what right do you 

speak in the name of the people? The people uen't 
vengeful. The people don't spend their tiime scheming 

and plotting.' 
'The people know who their enemies are, and the 

people don't wast:e t:ears on them when they meet their 
end.! As for us, a.t l.east we know what has to be done and 
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pretender; a blasphemer; 
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--1·04 are doing it! Perhaps you used once ro mow,. bot now 
all you can do is mumble and shake your head. and. cry;. 
That is, soft. We aren~t soft, we a:ren~ crying, and we 

aren't wasting our time on dever talk. There 111e things 
that can. be talked about and. things that can\ that just 
have ro be done. We don.'t talk,. we don~ cry, we don't 
endlessly think UB the me bimtl and tm tbe ·Other bimtl, we 
just do.f' 

'ExceOent! You just do. But where do you get your 
instructions? Is it the voice of the people you obey, or 
just your own voice, a llitde disguised so that you need 
not recognize it?' 

'Another clever questio!n! Anodter waste .of time! We ~ 
are sick: and tired of devemess. The days ·Of devemess 
are numbered. Cleverness is one of the things we are 
going ro get rid of The day of ordinary peop.le is arriv­
ing:. OrdUmy people aren't clever. Ordinary people just 
want the job done. And once the job is done, it is 
ordinary people who will decide what is going to be 
what,. and whether any more cleverness is going to 
be aUowed!' 

'And whether clever books and dtat kind. of thing are 
going to be allowed.!' chimes in. th.e Fmn, animated, even 
excited .. 

Is it possible,. be thinks with disgust, that Pavel. could 
have been friends with. people 1ike these, people ever­
eager to wmp· themsellves in.ro frenzies of self-righteous­
ness?' This place is like a. Spanish convent .in the days of 
Loyola: well-hom girls Oa,geUating themse.IYeS, rolling 
about in ecstasies, foaming at the lips; or fasting, praying 
for .hours on end to be taken into the anns of the Savio·ur~ 
Extremists aU of them, sensualists hungering for the 

ecstasy" of death - kimng, dying, no matter which. .And ro; 
Pavel among them!. . 

Upon hlm bursts the thought of Pavel's last moment, 
of the body of a hot-blooded. young man. in the pride of 
life striking the ·earth, of the rush of breath from the 
Jlungs, the cnck: of bones, the surprise, above aU the sur­
prise, that the end. should be real, tha.t there should be 
no second chance. Under the table be wrings hls bands 
iin agony. A body .bitting the earth: dea.th, the measure 
of aU things~ 

'Prove to me ...... ' .he says. 'Prove what you say about 
.Pavel' 

Nechaev leans closer; 'I will take you to the p]lace,' be 
says, enunciating each word slowly. 'I wiU take you ro 
the very place and I wiD open your ·eyes for yoo.' 

In siJlence be gets up and. stumbles to the door. He 
finds the staircase and descends, but then loses the way 
to the alley. He .knocks at ·random on. a d.oor .. There is 
no answer. He knocks at a second door. A ti.red.-looking 
woman in slippers opens it and stands aside for him to 

en.ter .. 'No,' be says, 'I just want to know the way out.' 
'Without a word she closes the door. 

From the end of the passage comes the drone of 
voices. A door stands open.; he enters a room so low­
ceilinged that it feeWs 1ike a birdcage. Three young men 
ar·e lounging iin armchairs, one reading aJloud from a 
newspaper. A sil.en.ce faUs. 'fm lookin;g for the way out,' 
he says. 'Tout droit!' says the reader, waving a. band, ani. 
returns to his newspaper. He is reading an account of a 
skinnish between students and gendannes outside the 
Faculty of Philosophy .. He glances up, sees the intruder 
has not stirred .. 'Tim.t droit, t;out d:roit." he commands; his 
companions laugh. 
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ro6 Then the Finnish girl is at his side. 'Heavens, you are 
poking your nose into the strangest places!' she remarks 
good-bumouredly. Taking IUs ann, she guides him as if 
be were blind first down mother :ffigbt of statir:s, th.en 
along an. unlit passageway cluttered with trunks and 
boxes, to a. barred door which she opens. They are on 
tb.e street .. She holds out a hand to hlm. 'So we have an 
ap•pointment,' she says. 

'No. W'hat appointment do we have?' 
'Be waiting at the comer of Gorokbovaya ·on. the Fon­

tanb this ·evening at ~n o'clock.' 
'I won't be there, I assure you.' 
'Very well, you won't be there. Or perhaps you will .• 

Don't you have family feeling? You. aren't going to betray 
us, are yo·u?'' 

She puts the question jokingly, as if it were not reaiJy 
in his; power to harm them. 

1Because,. you .know,. some people say you wiD betray 
us despite everything/ she goes on. 'They say you are 
treacherous by nature. \Vhart do yon think?·' 

If he had a stick he would hit her. But with only a 
hand, where does one strike such a round, obtuse body? 

'It doesn't help to be aware of one's nature,, does it?' 
she continues reflectively; 'I mean, one's nature meads one 
on,, no matter bow much one thinks about it. '\Nbat's the 
use of han.ging a person if it's in IUs nature? It's like 
bmging a. wolf for ·eating a .lamb. It won't change the 
naru:re of wolves, wiU it?' Or hanging the man who 
betrayed Jesus- that didn't change anything, did it?'' 

'No one hanged hlm,' he retorts irritably. 'He ban.ged 
himself.' 

'The same thing. It doesn't help, does it? I mean, 
whether you hang him or he hangs himself.' 

Something ~rrible is begUming to loom through this ro7 
prattle. 'Who is Jesus?' he asks sofdy.. 

'Jesus?' It is dusk; . they are the only people on this 
·cold, empty back street. She regards him disbelievingly. 
'Don't you knowJ·esus?' 

'When you say I am Judas, who is J·esus?·' 
She smiles. 'It's just a way of speaking,.' she says. And 

then, half to herself: 'They don't understand myt:b:ing.' 
Again she proffers a hand. 'Ten o'clock, on the Fontanb. 
If no one is there to meet you, it means something has 
happened.' 

He refuses the hand, sets off down tb.e street. Behind 
him he hears a word half-whispered. \Vhat is it? Jew? 
J:rl.tW? He suspects it is Jew. Extraordinary: is that where 
th.ey think the word comes from? But why .his fastidious­
ness about touching her? Is it because she may have 
known Pavel, known. him too well- camally, in fact? Do 
they hold their women in common,. Nechaev and the 
others? Hard to imagine this woman as held in common. 
More likely she who would hold men .in common. Even 
PaveL He resists the thought, then yields. He sees the 
Fi.on naked, enthroned on a bed of scarlet ·cushions, her 
bulky legs apart, her anns held wide to ·display her breasts 
and a belly ro·tond, hairless, barely maru:re. And Pavel 
on. his knees, ready to be covered and consumed. 

He shakes himself free. Envious imaginings! A father 
like an old grey rat creeping in afterwards upon the love­
scene to see what is left for hlm. Sitting on the corpse 
in the dark, pricking his ears,. gnawing, listening, gnaw­
ing. Is that why the police-pack hunts. the free youth of 
Petersburg so vengefully, with Maximov, the good father, 
the great rat, at its bead? 

He recalls Pavel.'s behaviour after his marriage to Anya. 
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roB .PPel was nineteen, yet obstinately would ilot accept 
that she, Anna Gri,goryevna., would henceforth. share .hls 
father's bed. For the y;ear they all lived together Pavell 
main.taiu.ed the fiction that An:ya was .simply hls father's 
companion as an old woman may have a companion: 
someone to keep house, older the groceries, attend to 
the lauu.dry. When - perhaps after an evening game of 
cards - he would announ.ce that he was ,gomg to bed,. 
Pa111eE would not allow An:ya to· follow him: he would 
challenge her to rounds ·of cribbage ('just the two of 
us!'), and even when she blushlngly tried to wi:thdraw, 
refuse Clo understand eThis isn't the country, you don't 
have to get up at dawn to milk the cows!'). 

Is it always lilre this between fathers and sons: jokes 
masking the intensest rivalry? .And is that the true reason 
why he is bereft: because the ground of his life, the 
contest with his son, is ,gone, and his days are left empty? 
Not the P·eople's Vengeance but the Vengeance of the 
Sons: .is that what underlies revolution - fathers envying 
their sons their women, sons scheming to rob . their 
fathers' ,cashboxes? He shakes hls head wearily. 

IO 

The .shot t071Jer 

Arriving home, he is met in the pasSageway by Matryona 
in a state of gJ'elt excitement. 'The police have been here, 
Fyodor Mikhailovich, they are looking for a mordererr 

TllDle stops; he stands frozen. 'Why should they come 
here?' The words come from him but h.e seems to hear 
them from afar,. the thin words of someone else. 

'They are looking everywhere, aU through the 
L-!1'din;': ,., 
UWJ. . g. 

From Anna Sergeyevna he gets a fuller story. 'They 
are questioning people about a beggar who has been 
haunting the neighbourhood. I suppose I must hPe seen. 
him, but I can't recalll. ·They say he has been sheltering 
in. this building.' 

He could at this point reveal that Ivanov has spent a 
night in her apartm.ent, but he does not. 'What is he 
accused of?' he asks instead .. 

'The police are being very tight-lipped. Mattyosha 
says he killed somebody, but that is pure gossip.' 

'It's not po5Sible. I know the man, I spo:ke to him at 
l .......... b. H . kill'. ' ~-· e JS not a. er. 

But, as it rums ou.t, it is not just gossip. There has 
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rro indeed. been a crime; the body of the vi~die beggar­
man hUnself, was found in an alley just down th.e stteet. 
Th:i:s; he learns from the concierge, and is shaken .. Ivanov: 
one of those bad-penny faces that tum up at one's death­
bed, or at the graveside; .not on.e to die fi.r:st. 

'Are ~ey sure he didn't snnply perish of cold?' he 
asks. "Why does it have to be murder?' 

'Oh, it's murder all right,' replies the old man, with a 
kno'Wing look. 'What surprises me is that they are going 
to aU th.iis trouble over a nobody .. '' 

Over supper Mattyona wilE speak of nothing but the 
mmder. She is overwrought: her eyes glisten, words 
tumMe out of her~ As for lwn, he has his own s~ory to 
teU, but that must wait till her mother has calmed her 
and put her to bed. 

'When he thinks she is aSleep, he begins to teU Anna 
Sergeyevna of his meeting with Nechaev. He speaks 
sofdy, ·conscious that the whisperings of adults - treach­
erous,. fascinating- can pierce a child's deepest slumbers. 

Anna recognizes Ne:chaev's name,. but seems to have 
only the vaguest idea of who he is. Nevertheless she is 
r:eady to· advise him, and h.er advice is firm .. 'You must 
keep your .appointment. You wiU not be able to rest till 
you know what really happened.' 

'.But I know what hap·pe.ned .. Th.ere is nothing more I 
need to know .. ' 

She makes an impatient gesture. His lack ofzeal makes 
no sense to her: she .sees it only as apathy. How can. he 
make her understand? To make her understand he would 
have to speak in a voice from under the waters, a boy's 
dear beU-vo.ice pleading out of the deep dark. 'Sing to 

me,, dear fath.er!' the voice would have to call, and she 
would have to· hear. Somewhere within himself he would 

have to find not only that voice but the words,, the true l I 1 

words. Here and. now he does not have the words. Per-
haps - he has an in.timation - they may be waiting for 
hUn in one of the old ballads. But the ballad is in no 
book: it is somewhere in the breast ofthe Russian people, 
where he canno·t reach it. Or perhaps in the breast of a 

child. 
'Pavel is not vengeful,,' he says at last,. haltingly .. 'Who­

ever killed hlm, it is past, the cord is cut, he is free of 
that person. I want to be taught by him. I don't want to 

be poisoned by vengendness.' 
There is more he might say, but cannot, now. That 

Pa!vel has no interest in. the retelling of. the story of how 
he feU. That Pavel. is above all lonely,. and in his loneli­
ness needs to be sung to and comforted, to be reassured 
that he will not be abandoned at the bottom of the 
waters. 

A silence :falls between hlmself and the woman. It is 
the first tUne since Sunday they have been alone together. 
She looks tired. Her shoulders .slum.p, her hands are 
slack, there are ~creases at her throat. Older than his 
wife, it comes home to hUn again: not quite of another 
generation, but almost so. He wishes he did not have to 
see it. He has too recently come from Nechaev, youthful., 
demonic in .his energy, as all the lesser demons are 
youthful. 

On an nnpulse he takes her hand. She looks up with 
surprise .. 

'I am not urging you to vengeance,' she says slowly:. 
'Of course you are .right about PaveJI: be did not have a 
vengeful n:atlll'e. But he did have a sense of what was 
right and just. Keep· your appointment. Find out what 
you can. Otherwise you will never have peace .. ' 
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dear beU-vo.ice pleading out of the deep dark. 'Sing to 
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child. 
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ever killed hlm, it is past, the cord is cut, he is free of 
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be poisoned by vengendness.' 
There is more he might say, but cannot, now. That 

Pa!vel has no interest in. the retelling of. the story of how 
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wife, it comes home to hUn again: not quite of another 
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see it. He has too recently come from Nechaev, youthful., 
demonic in .his energy, as all the lesser demons are 
youthful. 
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surprise .. 
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'Of course you are .right about PaveJI: be did not have a 
vengeful n:atlll'e. But he did have a sense of what was 
right and just. Keep· your appointment. Find out what 
you can. Otherwise you will never have peace .. ' 



n:z He is stiU holding her hand. From it he .feels' a. p~res-
sure,. answering hls, that .he 'can. on.ly call kindly. 

'Justice,' he reflects. 'A large wo:rd. Can one 111eaU.y 
draw a tine between justice and vengefulness?' And, when 
she seems uncomprehending: 'Isn't that the ori.ginaliity 
of Nechaev - that he calls himself the People's Ven­
geance,. not the People's Justice? At least he is honest/ 

'Is he.? Is that what the people want to be told.: that it 
is vengeance they are after, not justice? I don't think so .. 
\Vhy should the people take Nechaev seriously? \Vhy 
should anyone take him. seriously- a student, an exci~table 
young man? What power does he have,. after all?' 

'Not the power of life, but the power of death,. cer­
tainly. A dilld can kill as dead as a man can, if the spirit 
is .in him .. Perhaps that again .is Nechaev~s originality: 
that he speab what we dare not even imagine about our 
·children; that he gives a. roice to something dumb and 
brutal that is sweeping through young R:ussia. We close 
our ·ears to it; then he comes with his axe and makes us 
h.ear.' 

Her hand, that has been a liiviing thing, has suddenly 
grown lifel.ess .. A woman of feeling,. he thinks, releasing 
it. Like her daughter. And perhaps as easily hurt. 

He wan.ts to embrace her,. wants to take her in his 
arms and repair wharever is fractured .. He ought to stop 
this talk, which on.ly repels and estranges her. But he 
does not. 

'After all, you will never recnUt people to your cause 
by invoking a spirit that is alien to them, or means 
nothing to them. Nechaev has disciples among th.e young 
because a spirit in them answers to the spirit in him. Of 
cours·e that is not how he explains it. He calls himsdf a 
marerialiist. Bot that is just fashionable jargon. The troth 

is,, he has what the Greeks called a demo,n. It speaks to z 13 
him .. It is the source of his energy.' 

Again he thinks: Now I must stop. But the dry, deathly 
words keep coming .. He knows be has lost touch with 

her. 
tThe same demon must have been in. Pavel, otherwise 

why would Pavel .. have responded to his call?' It's nice to 
think that Pavel was not vengeful. It's. nice to think 
well of the dead .. But it just flatters hlm. Let us not be 
sentimental - in mdinary life he was as vengeful as any 

other young man.' 
She gets to her feet. He believes he knows the words 

she is going to speak, and, if on.ly for fonn~ sak:e, is 
ready to defend himself. Yoa adlyorwseljP~JVefs fotbw, bat 
J Jo not .believe you .lcme him - that is what h.e expects. But 

he is wrong. 
'I know nothing about this anarchist Nechaev, I can 

only accept wha.t you teD me,' she says; 'but as I listen .it 
is, hard to teD wlrich. of you,. you. or Nechaev, desires 
.iit more that Pave& should belong· to th.e party of ven­
geiOce. I am nothing to P'avel, I am certainly not his 
mother, but 1 ow'e it to him - to him and his memory -
to· protest. You and Nechaev should fight your battles 
wilthout dragging him in.' 

'Nechaev is not 10 anarchist. That is the mistake 
people keep making. He is something elise .. ' 

'Anarchist, nibitist, whatever he is, I don't want to hear 
any more of it! I don't want strife and har.tred brought 
into my home! Matryona is excited enough as it is; I 
don't wa:t~t her furth.er infected.' 

'Not 10 anarchist, .. not a. nihilist,' he continues dog­
gedly. 'By givin,g him Jlabels you miss what is unique 
about him. He does not act in the name of ideas. He 
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I 14 acts when h.e feels action sbrrin.g in his bodf. He is a. 
sensuatist. He is an extremist of the senses .. H~ wants to 
live in a body at the .limits of sensation, at th.e limits of 
bodily knowledge. That is why he can say everything .is 
permitted - or why he wouWd say so if he were not so 
indifferent to explaining himself!' 

He pauses. Again he believes he knows what she wants -
to say;. or rather, knows what she wants to say even when 
she herself does not: Andyoul Are you so differmt? 

"Why do you t:bink he choos,es the axe.?, he says. 'If 
yuu drink of the axe, if you drink of what .it means - ' 
He throws up his hands .in. despair. He cannot deoendy 
produce the words. The axe, wnsttument of the people's 
veD!geance, weapon of the people,. crude, heavy, 
unanswerable,. swung with the full weight of the body 
behind .it, the body and the lifie'S-weight of .hatred and 
resentment stored up in that body, swung with dark joy. 

A silence f:aUs between them. 

'Ther:e are people to whom sensation does not ·come 
by natural means/ he says at last, more evenly. 'That is 
how Se.rgei N echaev stru.ck: me from the beginning - as 
a man who could not have a natural connection with a 
woman., fior instance. I wonde.red whether that might not 
underlie his manifold resentments. But perhaps that is 
how it wiU be in the fuwre: sensation will not come by 
the old means any longer. The old means wiU .be used 
up. I mean love. Love will be used up. So other mell[ls 
will have to be found.' 

She speaks .. 'That is enough .. I don't want to talk any 
more ... It is past rune. If you want to go - ' 

He rises, bows, leaves .. 

At ten o,dock he is at the rendezvous on the Fontanka. 

A high wind Mows scuds of rain before it and whips up I IJ 
th.e black waters of the canal. The· lamp-posts along the 
bare embankm.en.t cr'eak in a concert of jangling~ From 
roofs and gutters comes the gurgle of water. 

He takes shelter in a doorway, growing more and more 
testy. If I catch coM, he thinks, it will be the l.ast straw .. 
He catches cold easily; Pavel too, ever since childhood. 
Did Pavel catch cold. while he was living with her? Did 
she nurse him herself,. or was that left to Matryona? He 
imagines Ma:tryona coming into the room with a steam­
ing glass of lemon tea,. stepping .gingerly to keep the 
glass steady; he imagines Pavd, his hair dark against 
the white of the pillow, smiling. 'Thank you,. little sister/ 
says Pavel in a hoarse boys-voice. A boy's life, in aU its' 
ordinariness! 'Witth no one to overhear him, he lowers 
his head and groans like a sick ox. 

Then she is before him,. inspecting him curiously -
not Matryona but the Finn. 'Are you unweU, Fyodor 
iMikhailovich?' 

Embarrassed,, he shakes his head. 
'Then come,' she says .. 
She conducts him, as he feared she wowd, westward 

.along the canal toward Stolyamy Quay and the old shot 
tower. Raising her voice above the wind, she chatters 
amicably. 'You know,. Fyodor Mikhailovich,' she says, 
'you did yourself no credit by- tallan.g abou.t the people 
in the way you did this afternoon. We were dis­
appointed in you - you, with your background. After all, 
you did .go to Siberia for your beliefs. We respect you 
for that:. Even Pavd Alexandrovich respected you. You 
shouldn't: be relapsing now.' 

'Even Pavel?' 
'Yes, even Pavet You suffered in your generation, and 
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n6 .now Pave1! has sacrificed hlmself too. You-- have ·every 
right to hold your head. up with pride.' 

She seems quite able to ·chatter while keeping up a 
rapid trot. As fur him, be has a pain in his side md. is 
breatbiug bard .. 'Slower,.' he pants. 

'And you?' he says a.t last. '\Vhat of you?' 
"What of me?' 

'What of you? Will you be abl.e to hold your .head up 
in the future?• 

Under a crazily swingiDg lamp she stops.. Light md 
shadow play across her face. He was quite wrong to 
dismiss: her as a child playing with disguises. Despite 
her sba:peJ.ess form, he recognizes now a cool, womanly 
quality. 

'I don\ expect to be here long, Fyodor MikhaiJlov.iicl1,'' 
she says .. 'Nor does Sergei Gennadev:ich. Nor do the rest 
of us .. What happened to Pavel can happen to any of us 
at any time.. So don't make jokes.. H you .mah jokes 
about us, remember you are jo&g about Pave]! too.' 

For the seooud time this day he has an urge to bit her. 
And. :iit is: dear that she senses his anger: in fact, she pokes 
out her chin as if daring him to strilre. Why is he so 
irascible? \Vhat is coming ove.r him?. Is he naming .into, 
one of those old men with n.o control over their ltiemper? 
Or is it worse than that: now that his succession is extinct, 
has h.e beoom.e not only oM but a ghost, an mgry, aban­
doned spirit? 

The tower on Stolyamy Quay has stood since Peten­
burg was built, but has long been. disused .. Though there 
is a painted sign warning off trespassers, it has become 
a reso.n for the more daring boys of the neighbourhood, 
who, via a spiral of iron hoops set in the wall,, climb up 

to the fomaoe-chamber a h\UI.Clred feet above ground I 17 
.level,. and even higher,. to the top of the brick chimney. 

The great ruUII-st:Udded doors are bolted. and locked, 
but the small back d.oor has long ago been kicked in by 
vandals. In the shadow of this doorway a man is waitirig 
for them. He munnurs a greeting to· the Finn:; she follows 
him. in. 

Inside, the air smells of ordure and mouldering 
masonry. From the dark comes a sofi: stream of obscenit­
ies. The man. strikes a. match and lights a lamp. Almost 
under their feet are three people huddled together in a 
bed of sacking .. He looks away. 

The man with the lamp is Nechaev, wearing a grena­
d:iier officer's tong Mack cloak. His face is unnaturally 
pale. Has he forgotten. to wash ·Off the powder? 

'Heights make me dizzy, so I'll wait d.own here,' says 
the Fmn .. 'He will show you the place .. '. 

A spiral staircase winds up the inner wall. of the tower. 
Holding the lamp on high,. Necha.ev begins to climb. In 
the enclosed space their footsteps clatter loudly. 

'They took your stepson up this way,' says Nechaev. 
'They probabEy got .bim drunk beforehand, to make their 
task easier.' 

Pavel. Here. 
Up· and up they go•. The weD of the tower beneath 

them is swallowed in darkness. He counts backwards to 
the day ofPavd's death, reaches twenty,, loses track, starts 

again, loses track again .. Can it be that so 1NimJ days ago 
Pavel climbed these very stairs? Why is it that he cannot 
count them? The steps,. the days - they have something 
to do with each other; Each step another day subtracted 
from Pavel's sum. A counting up and a counting down 
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;r 18 proceeding at the same time - is th:a:t what is confusing 
him.? 

They reach the bead of the stairs and emerge on. oo a 
broad steeE deck. His guide swings the lantern aro·und. 
'This way..' he says. He glimpses rusty machinery. 

They emerge high above the quay, on a platform. on 
the outside of the tower bounded by a waist-high railing .. 
To o{le side a pulley mechanism and chain-hoist are set 
into the wall. 

At once the wind begins to tug at them. He takes ·off 
his hat and grips the r:ailing.,. trying not to look. down. A 
meitaphor, he tdls himself, that is aD it is - another 
word for a lapse of consciousness, a not-being-here, an 
absence .. Nothing new. The epileptic knows it aU.: the 
approach to the edge, th.e glance downward,. the turc:h 
of the soul, the thinking that thinks itself crazily over 
and over like a bell pealing in the head: Trme sbsll btRJe 
tm est~, then sb'llll be nD .death. 

He grips the rail tighter, shakes his head to chase 
away the dizziness. Meitaphors - what nonsense! There 
.is death, only death. Death is a. metaphor for nothing .. 
Death is death. I showd never have agreed. to come. 
Now for the .rest of my life I will have this befo.r·e my 
eyes like ghost-vision: the roofs of St Pe~rsburg glinting 
in the min, the row of tiny .Wamps along the ·quayside .. 

Through clenched ~eth he repeats the words ®o .him­
self: 1.sbtmlt:l nDt· btru.e ttmt.e. But the 1tOtS are beginning to 
collapse., just as happened with Ivanov. lsboold oot be here 
tb;erefore 1 sbtmld .be hen. J 'WiiJ see nothing .else .therefore 
1 'WiiJ see llll. What siclmess .is this, what s:iclmess of 
reasoning? 

His guide has .left the lan~m .inside .. He is in.~nsely 
aware of the youthful body beside his, no doubt strong 

with a wiry, untiring kind of strength. At any moment II9· 

he oowd grasp him about the waist and tip him over the 
edge into the void. But who is be on. this platfonn, who 

is him? 
Slowly he toms oo face the younger man. 'Hit is indeed 

the ttuth that Pavel was brought here to be killed,.' he 
says, 'I will forgiv;e you for bringing me.. :B:ut if this is 
some monstrous trick, if it was you yourself who pushed 
him, I warn you, you will not be forgiven .. ' 

They are not tw'elve inches apart. The moon is 
obscured, they are W.ashed by gus.ts of .min,. yet he 
is convinced th:a:t Nechaev does .not flinch. from him. In 
all likelihood his opponent has already pW.ayed the game 
through from beginning to end,. in aU its variations: 
nothing he can say wiD surpris·e him. Or else he is a devil 
who shrugs off ·curses like water. 

N echaev speaks.. 'You should be ashamed to talk like 
that. Pavel lsaev was a comrade of ours. We were his 
f.unily when he had no farmily. You went abroad and left 
him behind. You lost touch with him, you became a 
stranger to him .. Now you appear from nowhere and 
make wild accusations against the only l'eal kiln he had 
in the world.' He draws the cloak ri,ghter about his 
throat. 'Do you know-what you remind me of? Of a 
distant relative turning up at the graveside with his 
carpet-bag, come out of nowhere to claim an inheritance 
from someone he has never laid eyes on .. You are fourth 
cousin, fifth cousin. to Pavel Alexandrovich,. not father, 

not even stepfather.' 
It is a painful blow. Roughly he tries to push past 

Nechaev, but hls antagonist blocks the doo·rway. 'Don't 
shut your ears oo wha.t I am saying, Fyodor .Mikhailovich! 
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:uo You lost Isaev and- we saved bhn.. How can-you beHeve 

we could have caused his' d.eath?' 
'Swear .it on. your immortall. soul!.' 
Even as he spealcs, he hears the melodramatic .ring to 

the words. In fact the whole scene - two men on a 
moonlli.t -platform. high. abo:ve the streets st:ruggling 
against the elements., shouting over the wind, den.ounc­
ing ·each other - is false, melodramatic. But where are 
true words to be found, words oo which Pavel will ,gjve 
his slow smile, nod his appraal? 

'I wll not swear by what I do not believe in,' says 
Nechaev stiffty. 'But reason should persuade you I am 
telling the truth .. ' 

'And what of Ivanov? Must reason teD me you are 
innocent of Ivanov's death. llloo?'' 

'Vlho is Ivanov?' 
'Ivanov was the name empl.oyed by the wretched man 

whose job it was oo wa.tch the building whe.r·e I live. 
Whe.r·e Pavel lived. 'Where your woman-friend ·caUed on 
me.'' 

'Ah, the police spy! The one you. made friends with! 
VVha.t happened oo him?'' 

'He was found dead yesterday;' 
'So? We lose one, they .lose one.' 
1Dey lose one? Are you equating Pavel with Ivanov? 

Is that how your acooun.ting works?' 
Nechaev shakes his head. 'Don't bring in personalities, 

it just confuses the issue. CoUaborators have many ·enem­
ies. They are detested by the people. This Ivanov's death 
doesn't surprise me in the least.' 

'I too was no friend of Ivanov's, nor do I like the work 
he did .. But those are _not grounds for murdering him! 
As for the people, what nonsense! The people did not do 

it. The people don't plot murders. Nor do they hide :u.1 

their tracks.' 
'The peop~e know who their enemies are,. and the 

people don't waste tears when their enemies die!' 
'Ivanov wasn't an enemy of the people., he was a man 

with no money in his pocket and a family oo feed, like 
tens of thousands of others.. If he wasn't one of the 
people, who are the people?' 

-,You know very well that his heart wasn' with the 
people .. Calling him one of the people .is just talk. The 
people- are made up· of peasants and. workers .. Ivanov had 
no ties with the peopl.e: he wasn't even recruited from 
them.. He was an absolutely roodess person, and a 
dnm:kard too, easy prey, easily turned against the people. 
I'm surprised at you,. a clever man, f:allling inoo a simple 
ttap like that.' 

'Clever or not, I don ~t accept such monstrous reason­
ing! \Vhy have you brought me to this place? You said 
that you were g:oill;g oo give me pr·oof that Pavel was 
murdered. 'Where is the proof? Being here is not proof.' 

'Of course it is not proof. But this is the place where 
the murder happened, a. murder that was in fact an 
exiecution, directed by the state. I have brought you here 
so that you can see for yourself. Now you have had your 
·chance to see; if you still refuse to believe, then so much 
the worse for you.' 

He grips the railing, stares down then into the plum­
meting darkness. Between ben and then an eternity of 
time, so much time that it is impossible for the mind to 

grasp it. Between .ben and there Havel. was alive, mo~e 
alive than ever before. We live most intensely while we 
are faDing - a. truth that wrings the heart! 
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-· 
uz 'If you won't believe, you won't believe,' Nechaev 

repeats. 
Believe: another word .. VVhat does it mean, to believe? 

I believe in the body on the pavement below. I believe in 
the Mood and the bones .. To gather up the broken body 
and embra.ce it: that is what it means to be.tie¥e .. To 
betieve and to love - the same thing. 

'I believe in the resurrection,' he .says. The words 
come without premeditation .. The crazy, ranting ~tone .is 
gone from his voice. Speaking the words, hearin,g them,, 
he feels; a quick joy, not so much at the words themselves 
as at the way they have come, spoken out of him as if 
by another; Psvel! he dUnks .. 

'''\Nhat?' Nechaev leans closer. 
'I believe in the resurrection of the body and in life 

eternal'' 
'That isn't what I asked.' The wind gusts so strongly 

that the younger man has to shout. His cloak Ba.ps about 
rum; he grips tighter to steady h.imsd£ 

'Ne¥ertheless, that is what I .say!'' 

Though it is past midnight when he gets home, Anna 
Sergeyevn.a has waited up.. Surprised at ber concern, 
grateful too, he tells her of the meeting on the quay, 
tells her of Nechaevs words on the tower. Then he asks 
her to repeat again the story of the night of Pav;el's death. 
Is she quite sure, for instance, that Pa¥el died on the 
quay? 

'That is what I was told,,' she answers. 'VVhat else was 
I oo bel!iel'e? Pavel went out in the evening without 
mentioning where he was going. The next morning there 
was a .message: he had had an accident, I should come 
to the hospital.' 

'But how did tb.ey know ro infonn yoU:?' :UJ 
'Th.ere were papers in his pockets.' 
'And?' 
'I went to the hospital and identified him .. Then I .let 

Mr Maykov kn.ow.' 
'But what explanation did they give you?' 
'They .did not give me an explanation, I had to give 

them an explanation. I had to go to the potice and answer 
questions: wbo he was, where his f.unily lived, when I 
had last seen him, how long he had lived with us, who 
his friends were - on and on! AU they would tell me was 
that he was alrea.dy dead wben he was found,. and that it 
had happened on :Stoly:amy Quay. That was the message 
I sent Mr Maykov. I don't know what be then told you,' 

'He used the word. misstl:omtan:. No doubt he .had 
spoken to the po.tice .. Mismlvmtfln is the word they use 
for suicide. It was a telegram, so he could not elaborate.' 

'That is what I understood. I mean, that is what I 
understood had .happened. I have never understood why 
be did. it, if he ·did it. He gave us no warning .. There was 
no hint that it was coming.' 

'One last question.. '\Nhat was he was wearing that 
nigbt? Was he wearing anything sttange?' 

'When he went out?'' 
'No, wben you saw him . . . afterwards.' 
'I don't know:. I can't remember. There was a sheet. I 

don't want oo talk about it. But he was, quite peaceful. 
I want you to kn.ow that .. ' 

He thanks h.er,, from his heart. So the exchange ends. 
But in his own room he cannot sleep .. He remembers 
MaylroVs belated. llld~gram (why had he taken so long?). 
Anya had been the one oo open it;. Anya it was wbo came 
oo his study and pron.ounced. the wonls tha.t e¥eD tonight 
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I 24 beat in his head .like dull bells, each pealing..,rith its full 
and fin:d weight: 'Fedya, P11Vel is detJd!' 

He had taken the telegram in his hands, read .it him­
self, staring stupidly at the )'lellow sheet, trying to ma:ke 
the French. say something other than what it said .. Dead. 
Gon.e forever from a world of tight into the prison of 
the past .. With no return .. And the funeral :dready taken 
care of.. The account settled, th.e account with tife .. The 
booi closed .. Dead matter, as the printers say. 

MismJ:mtflre: Maykov's code-word. Suicide. And now 
Nechaev wants to teU him oltherwise! His inclination,. 
his wholehearted inclination,. is to disbelieve Nechaev, 
to let the official story stand. Bo.t why? Because he detests 
Nechaev - his person, his doctrines? Because he wants :? 

to keep· Pavel,, even in retrospect, ·out of his clutches?' Or 
is his motil!le shabbier: ·to dodge as long as possible the 
impera.tive that he seek justice for his son? 

For he recognizes an inertia in himself of which Pavel's 
death is only the immediate cause .. He is growing ·old,. 
becoming day by day what he will at the last undoubtedly 
be: an old man in a comer with. nothing to do bot p!ick 
over the pages of his losses .. 

I am the one who died and was buried, he ~ 
Pavd the one who tires and will :dways tive. 'What I am 
struggling to do now is to understand what fonn this .is 
in which I hallie returned &om the grave. 

He reca.Us a fellow-convict in Siberia., a tall, stooped, 
grey man who had violated his twelve-year-old daughter 
and then strangled her. He had been found after the 
event sittin.g by the side of a duckpond with the lifeless 
body in. his anns. He had yielded without a struggle, 
insisting only on carrying the dead child home himsdf 
and laying her oot on a taMe - doing all of this with,. it 

was reported, the greatest tenderness. Shunned by the u; 
other prisoners.,. he spoke to no one. In the evenings he 
would sit ·on his buDk wearing a. quiet smile, his lips 
moving as he read the Gospels to him.sellf. In time one 
mitght have expected the ostracism to relax, his contrition 
to be accepted. Bot .in fact he continued to• be shunned., 
not so much fo.r a crime committed twenty years ago as 
for that smile, in. wh:itch there was something so sly and 
so mad that it chilled the blood. Th.e same smile,. they 
said one to another,. as when be did the deed: nothing 
in his heart has changed. 

Why does it- recur now, this image of a man at the 
water's edge with a dead child in his arms? A child lal'led 
too much, a ·child become the object ·of such intimacy 
that it dare not be aUowed. to live. Murderous tenderness, 
tender murderoosn.ess. Love tomed inside out like a 
glOl'le to reveal its ugly stitching. And what is lal'le 
stitched from?' He ·caDs up the image of the man again, 
looks intently into the face, concentrating not on the 
·eyes, closed in a trance, but on the mouth, which i:s 
working lightly. Not rape but rapine - is that it? Fathers 
devouring childr,en, raising them weU in order to eat 
them like delicacies afterwards. Delilt11tessm. 

Does that explain Nechaev's vengefulness: that his eyes 
have been opened. to the fathers naked, the band of 
fathers, their appetites bared? '\Nhat sort of man must 
he be, the dder Nechaev, father Gennady? When one 
day the news comes, as it undoubte<Dy will, that his son 
is no more, will he sit in a comer and weep·, or will he 
secretly smiEe? 

He shakes his bead as if to rid it of a pl~goe of devils. 
'What is it that is corrupting the integrity of his grieving, 
that insists it is nothing but a lugubrious disguise? Some-
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r z6 where inside him troth. has lost its way. As j.f .in the 
labyrinth of rus brain, but also in the labyrinth of·fDs 
body - veins, bones, intestines, Org3DS - a tiny child is 
wa.Jidering, searching for the l.igh~ searching to ·emerge. 
How can he find th,e child lost within himsel.f, aUow him 
a voice to sing IDs sad song? 

Pipmg tm a brmr. An old story comes back to hlm·of a 
youth killed, mutilated, scattered, whose thigh-bone, 
when th.e wind blows, pipes a lament and names his 
munlerer:s.. One by one, in. facr, the old stories are 
coming back, stories he heard from his grandmother and 
did not kn.ow the meaning of, but stored up unwittingly 
like bones for the fu~e. A great ossuary of stories from 
before history began, built up· and tended by the people. 
Let Pavel find his way to my thigh-bone and pipe to me 
from there.! Flzther, why hllf:le Jot~ left me m the dark forest? 
Fflth,er, wbm wiD yeu cume to :tllf:le me! 

The candle before the icon is nothing but a pool of 
wax; the spray of flowers droops.. Having put up the 
shrine, the gid has forgotten or abandoned it. Does she 
guess that Pavel has ceased to speak to him, that .he has: 
lost his way too, that the only voices he hears now are 
devil-voices? 

He scratches the wick erecr, lights it, goes down on 
.his knees. Th.e Virgin~s eyes are locked on her babe,, who 
stares out of the picture at him, raising a tiny admonitory 
finger .. 

jir 

:iff 

II 

The walk 

In the week that has passeid since their last intimacy, there 
has grown up between Anna Sergeyevna and himself a 
barrier of awkward formality. Her bearing toward him 
has become so ·constrained that he is sure the child, who 
watches and .istens aU the time, must concl.ude she wants 
him gone from the bouse. 

For whose salre are they keeping up this appearance 
of distance? Not for their own, surely. It can only be for 
the eyes of the children,, the two, children,. the present 
one and the absent one. 

Yet he hungers to have her in his: arms again. Nor 
does he believe she iis .indifferent to him. On hiis own he 
feels like a dog chasing its tail in. tighter and, tighter 
circles. With her in the saving dark,. he has an intimation 
that his limbs wiU be ~oosened and tb.e spirit released, 
the spirit that: at present seems knotted. to his body at 
shoulders, hips,. and knees. 

At the core of his hunger is a desire that on. the first 
night diid not fully know itself but now seems to have 
becomes centted on her smelt As if she and. he were 
animals, he is drawn by something .he picks up in the air 
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I28 around he.r: the smeU of autumn,. and o~ walnuts in 
pa:rtlicular. He has begun to understand how animals live, 
and young children too, attracted or repefted by mists, 
auras,. atmospheres. He sees hlmsdf sprawled over her 
like a lion, rooting with. his muzzle in the hair of 
her neck, burying his nose in her armpit, rubbing his 
face in. her ·crotch. 

Th.e~e is no lock on the door. It is not inconceivabie 
that the child will wander into the room at a time like 
this and glimpse him in a s:tat!e of - he approaches the 
word with distaste, but .it is: the only right word - lust. 
And so many children are sleepwalkers too.: she could 
get up in the night and stray into his room without even 
waking .. Are they passed down &om mother to daughter, 
these intimate smells? Loving the mother, is one destined 
to long for the daughter too? Wandering thoughts, 
wandering desires.! They wiD have to be buried with him, 
hidden. forever from aU except one. For Pavel is within 
him now, and Pavel never sleeps. He can only pray that 
a weakness that would once IJ.:av;e disgusted the boy will 
now brin.g a smile to his lips,. a smile amused and oolerant. 

Perhaps Nechaev ooo, once he has cross.ed the dark 
riv;er inoo, death, will cease t!o be such a wolf and learn 
to smile again. 

So he is waiting opposit!e Yakovlev's shop the next 
evening when Anna Sergeyevna emerges. He crosses: the 
street, savouring her surprise as she sees him. •shall we 
take a. walk?' he proposes .. 

She draws the dark shawl tighter under her chin. •1 
don't know; Matryosha will be expecting me/ 

Nevertheless they do waJ!k. The wind has drop·ped, 
the air is crisp and cold. TheJ:~e .is a pleasing bustle about 

them. in the streets. No one pays them any attention. :u9 
They might be any married couple. 

She is carrying a basket, which he takes from her. He 
likes the way she walks, with .long strides, arms folded 
under her breasts. 

'1 will have to be leaving soon,' be says. 
She makes n.o .reply. 
The question of his wife ties delicately between them. 

In aUuding to his d.eparture he feels mre a chess-player 
offering a pawn whlch,. whether accepted O£ refused, 
must lead into deeper complicatious .. Are affairs between 
men and women always like this,, the one plotting, the 
other plotted against? Is plotting an eiement of the 
pleasure: to be the obj1ect: of another's intrigue, to be 
shepherded into a ,comer and softly pressed oo capitulate? 
As she walks by his side, is she too, in her way,. plotting 
against him? 

41 am waiting only for the investigation to nm its 
course. I need. not even stay for the ruling. AU I want is 
the papers .. The rest is immaterial.'' 

'And then you will go back to Germany?' 
'Yes .. ' 
They have reached the embankment. Crossing the 

street, he c:alres her ann. Side by side they ~ean against 
the rail by the wa.terside. 

'I don't know whether to hate this city for what it did 
SJo Pavel/ he says, 'or to feel even more tightly bound to 
it. Because it ws Pavers home now. H.e will never leave it, 
never travel a:s he wanted. to .. ' 

'VVhat nonsense, Fyodor Mikbailovich,' she replies 
with a sidelong smile. 'Pavel is wi.th you. You are his 
home. He is in your heart, he travels with you wherever 
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IJO you go .. Anyone can see that.' And she touches rus breast 
lighdy with her gloved hand. 

He fe~ls. his heart leap as thou,gh her fingertip had 
brushed the organ itself. Coquetty - is that what it is, 
or does the gesture spring from her own heart? It would 
be the most na.tnral thing in the world to take he.r in his 

- . 

arms .. He can feel his gaze positi"¥ely devour her shapely 
mouth,. on which a smile stiU lingers .. And beneath. that 
gaze she does not ffinch .. Not a young womm .. Not a 
cbikl. Gazing back at him over the body of Pavel, the 
two of them throwing out their challenges. The fficker 
of a thought: If only .he were 'IUJ.t here! Then the thought 
vanishes around a corner. 

From a street-seller they buy .titde fish-pasties for their ,. 
supper:. Marttyona opens the doo.r,, but when she sees who 
is with her mother, turns h.e.r back._ At table she is in ·a 
firetful mood,. insisting that her mother pay attention to 
.a long, confused story of a squabMe between bersdf 
md a classmate at .school. When he intervenes to make 
the mildest of pleas for the other girl,. Matryona snorts 
and does not deign to answ,er. 

She has sensed somethin,g., he knows, and is trying to 
redaim. her .mother. And why not? It is her right. Yet if 
only she were not here! This time he does not suppress the 
thought.. If the child were away .he would not waste 
another wo~d. He would snuff out the light, md in the 
dark he and she would find each other again. They would 
have the big bed to themsdves, the widow-bed, the bed 
widowed of a mans body for - how long did she say? -
four years? 

He has a vision of Anna Sergeyevna that is ·crude in 
its sensuality .. Her petticoat is pushed high up, so that 
beneath it her breasts are bared.. He lies between her 

legs: her lon,g ~e thl.ghs ¢p him. Her &.ce is a"¥erted, .I 3 I 
her eyes closed, .she is breathing heavily. Though the 
man coupling with her is himself, he sees all of this 
somehow from beside the bed. It is her thighs that domi-
nate the vision: hi:s hands curve around them,. he presses 

them against his lllmks. 
'Come, finish the food on your pla~e,.' she urges her 

daughter. 
'I'm not hungry,, my lthroat is sore,.' Matryona whines. 

She toyS with her food a moment lonFr' then pushes it 

aside. 
He rises. 'Good rught, MatryoSha. I hope you feel 

better wmorrow;' The child does not bother w reply. 

He retires, leaving her in possession or the field. 
He recognizes the source of the vision: a postcard he 

bought .in Paris years ago and destroyed together with 
the rest of his e11otica when he married Anya. A girl 
with long dark hair lying underneath a mustachloed man. -
GYPSY LOVE, read the caption in florid capitals. But the 
legs of the girl in the picture were plump, her flesh 
flaccid., her face,. turned toward the man (who held him­
self up stiffly on his arms), devoid or expression. The 
thighs of Anna S·ergeyevna, of the Anna Sergeyevna of 
his memory, are leaner, stronger; th.ere is something 
purposeful in their grip which he links with the fact that 
she is not a child but a fuHgrown, avid woman. Fullgrown 
and therefore open (that is the word that insists itself) 
w death. A body ready for experience because it knows 
it wiB not live furever. The thought is arousing but 
disturbing too. To those thighs it does not matter who 
is gripped between them;. beheld from somewhere above 
and to the side of the bed, the man in th.e pictnre both 

is and is not himself. 
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IJ2 There is a letter on his bed, propped against .the piU.ow. 
For a. wild instant he t:hinks it is from Pavel, spiirimed in10o 

the .room.. But the handwri.ting is a child~. 'I tried to 
draw Pavel Aleskandrovich,' it reads (the name 
misspeiled), 'but I could not do it right. If you want to 
put it on the shrine you can .. Marttyona.' On the reverse 
is a pen.cil-'drawing, somewhat smudged,. ofa young nian 
with. a high forehead and fuU lips. The drawing Is: crude,. 
the chilld knows nothlng about shading; ne¥ertheless, 
m the mouth and particularly in th.e bold .Star•e,. she has 
unmistakably captured .Pavel. 

'Yes,' he whispers, 'I will put it on the shrine.'· He 
brings the image to his li.ps,. then. stands it against th.e 
candJie-holder and lights a .new candle. 

He is still gazing into the flame when, an hour later, 
Anna Sergeyevn:a. taps at the door. 'I have your laundry,' 
she says .• 

'Come in. Sit down.' 
No, I can't. Maayosha. is restless- I don~t think she 

is well .. ' Nevertheless she .sits down on the bed. 
'They are keeping us good, these children of ours,' he 

remarks. 
'Keeping us: good?' 
'Seeing to our morals. Keeping us apart.' 
It is a relief not to have the dining-table between 

them .. Th.e candlelight, wo,. brings a comforting softness .. 
'.1 am sony you have to leave,' she says, 'but perhaps 

it will be better for you 10o get away from this sad dty. 
Better for your finnily too .. They must he missing you. 
And you must he mis:sing them.' 

'I wm be a different person. My wife will not know 
me. Or she will think she knows me, and be wrong. A 
difti,cult time for e¥eryone, I fo.resee .. I shaH he dtinkiing 

--~ 

of you. But as whom?'- that is the question. Anna is my ·rJJ 

wife~ name wo.' 
'It was my name before it was hers.' Her reply ils sharp, 

without playfulness. Again it is borne home to him: if 
he loves this woman,. then in part it is because she is not 
young. She has crossed a line that his wife has yet oo 
·oo~e to. She may or may not be dearer, but she is nearer. 

The erotic tug returnS, even snonger than before. A 

week ago they were in each other's arms in this same 
bed. Can it be th.at at this moment sh.e is not t:binking 

of that? 
He leans across and lays. a .hand on her tbigh. With 

the laundry on her IDap,. she bows her bead. He shifts 
closer. Between thumb and forefinger be grips her bared 
neck,. draws her face wward his. She raises her eyes: for 
an instant be bas the impression be is looking into the 

eyes of a cat, wary,. passionate, greedy. 
'I must go; sh.e murmurs. Wriggling loose, she is 

gone. 
He wants her acutely. More: he wants her not in this 

narrow chitd's-bed but in the widow-bed in the next 
room. He imagines her as she lies th.e.re now beside her 

daughter, her ·eyes open and glistening. She belo~gs, be 
realizes. for the first time, to a type .he has: .never written 
into his books. The women he is used l!lo are not without 
an intensity of th.eir own,. but it is an inlllensity all of 
skin and nerves. Th.eir sensations are intense,. electric, 
immediate, of the surface. Whereas with her he goes 

into a body that Meeds, a visceral! body whose sensations 

occur deep within .itself. 
Is rut a feature that can be translated to, or cultivamed 

in, other women? In his wife? Is there a. quality of sen-
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r J4 sation he has been freed to find elsewhere _now that he 
has found it in her.? -

Mat treachery! 

If he were more confident of his French he would 
cbmme.l this disturbin,g Qcitement into a book of the 
.kio.d one 'cannot publish in Russia- something that could 
be :tinisbed off in a hurry, in. two or three weeks,. even 
witihou.t -a copyist - ten. signatures, three hundred pages. 
A book of the night, in which. every excess would be 
represented and no bounds respected. A book that would 
ne11er be linked to him.. The manuscript mailed from 
Dresden to Paillant in Paris, to be printed clandestinely 
and sold under the Counter on the Left Bank. Mt'IINJin 
of 11 Rutsitm Nobfemtm. A book tha.t she, Anna S·ergeyevna, 
its true begetter, would never see. With a chapter in ,.. 
which the noble memoirist reads aloud to the young 
daughter of his mistress a story of the seduction of a 
young girl in which he himself emerges mor:e and more 
dearly as having been the seducer; A story :fuU of intimate 
deta:U and innuendo whi.ch by no means seduces the 
daughter but on the contr.uy frightens her and disturbs 
her sleep, and ma:lres her so doubtfi:d of her own purity 
that three days later she gives herself up to· him. in 
despair, in the most shameful of ways, in a way of wluich 
no child could conceive wer:e the history of her own 
seduction and surrender and the manner of its doin.g not 
deeply impressed on her beforehand. 

Imaginary memoirs. Memories of the imagination. 
Is that the answer to his question to luimself?· Is that 

what she is setting him free to do: to write a book of 
evil? And to what end? To liberate himself from evil or 
to cut himself off from good? 

Not once in this long :r:everie, it OCCUrs to him (the 

whole house has faU.en into silence by n.ow), .has he given IJS 
a thought to Pavel. And now, here he returns,. whinittg, 
pal.e, searching for a_ place to lay his head! Poor cbild.! 
The festival of the senses that would have been his 
inheritance stolen away from him! Lying in PaveJi's bed, 
he cannot r:ef:ram from a quiver of dark triumph. 

Usually he has the apartment to himself in. the mornings. 
But today Mattyona., ftushed, coughing drily, heaving for 
breath, stays away from school. With her iin the apart­
ment, he is less than ever able to give his attention to 
writing. He fin.ds himself listening for the pad of her 
bare feet iin the next r·oom; there ar:e moments when. he 
can. swear he feels her eyes boring .into Iris back. 

At noon the concierge brings a message. He recog­
nizes the grey paper and red seal at: once .. The end of 
waiting:. he is instructed to call at the office of Judicial 
Investigator Councillor P; P. Maximov in. connection 
with the matter of P; A. lsaev. 

From Svechnoi Street he goes to the railway station 
to make a r:esenr:a.tion,. and from there to· the police 
station. The ante-room is packed; he gives in his name 
at. the desk arid waits. At the first suoke of four the desk­
sergeant puts down. ms pen, stretches, douses the light, 
and begins to shepherd the remaining peti.tioners out. 

'What is this?' he protests. 
'Friday, early closing,.' says the sergeant .. 'Come back 

m the morning.' 
At six o'clock he is waiti.ng outside Vakovlev's. Seeing 

mm there, Anna Sergeyevna is alann.ed .. 'Mattyosha- ?' 

she asks. 
'She was sleeping when I left. I stopped at a pharmacy 
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:CJ6 and got something for her ·cough.' He brings out a 
brown bottle. ~ 

'Thank you.' 

'I have been summoned again by the police m ·COnnec­
tion wi.th Pavels papers. I am hoping that the business 
will be setded once and fOr aU tomorrow;' 

Th.ey walk for a wlille in silence. Anna Sergeyevna 
seems preoccupied. At last she speab. 'Is the11e a pan:icu,. 
Jar reason why you must have those papers?'' 

'I am. surprised that you ask.. 'What else ·of himself has 
Pavel left: behind? Nothing is more important to me 
than those papers. They .are IUs word to me.' And then,. 
mer a pause: 'Did you bow he was writing a story?'' 

'He wrote stories .. Yes, I bew;' ~ 
'The one I am thinking of was about an escaped 

convict.' 

'I don't bow that one .. He would sometimes read what 
he was writing to Matryosha and me, to see what We 
thought. But not a story about a convict.' 

'I didn't realize there were other stories.' 
'Oh yes,. there were stories. Poems too - but he was 

shy about showing those to us. The police must have 
taken them when they took everything else. They were 
in IUs room a long time, searching. I didn't ~Dell you .. 
They even Iift:ed the floorboards and looked under 
them. They took ev;ery scrap of paper.' 

'Is that how Pavel occupied himself, then - with 
writing?' 

She glances. at him oddly. 'How els;e did you think?'' 
He bites ba.ck a quick reply. 

'\Vith a writer for a father, what do you expect?' she 
goes on. 

'Writing does not go· in families.' 

not. I am no judge. But he need not .have I 3 7 
to write for a living. Perhaps it was simply a 

reaching hls father.' 
makes a: gesture of exasperation. J 'Would btnJe lw:ed 

r71Jitbtmt .stories! he thinks. Instead he says: 'One does 
have to earn the love of one's fath.e.r.' 

She hesitates befo.r,e she speaks again. 'There is some­
! should warn you of, Fyodor Mikhailovich. Pavel 

made a certain cult of hls father - of Afl.ex:ander Isaev, I 
mean. I would not mention it if I did not expeCII: you will 
find traces of it in hls papers. You must be tolerant.. 
Children like to romanticize their parents. Even 
Matryona-' 

'Romanticize Isaev? Isaev was a drunka.rd,. a nobodyt a 
bad husband. His wife, Pavel~ own mother,. could not 
abide him by th.e end. She would have left hlm. had he 
not died first. How d.oes one roman.ticize a person li1re 
that?' 

'By seeing him throu;gh a haze, of course. It was. hard 
for Pavel to see you through a haze. You were, if I may 
say so, too immediate to him.' 

'That was because I wu the one who had to bring 
hUn up day by day. I made him my son when everyone 
else had left him behind.' 

'Don't exaggerate. His own parents didn't leave him 
behind,. they died .. Besides, if you had. the right to choose 
him as a son, why had he no right to ~choose a father for 
hlmself?., 

'Because he could do better than lsaev! It has become 
a sickness of this age of ours, young people turning their 
backs on their parents,. their homes, their upbringing, 
because they are no longer to their liking! Nothing wiU 
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IJB satisfY them, it -seems, but to be sons and daughters of 
Stenb Razin or Bab.nin!' ~ 

'You're being silly. Pavel didn't nm away &om. home. 
You ran. away &om him.' 

An angry silence falls .. When they reach Gorokhowya 
Street he excuses himself and leaves her. 

Walking uP' and down the embankment, he broods 
on what she has said. Without a doubt he has anowed 
something shameful about himself to emezge, and he 
resents her for having been witness to it. At the same 
time h.e is ashamed of such petti.Dess. He is ·caught .in a 
familiar moral tangle - so familiar, in &ct,. that it no 
longer disturbs him, and should therefore be an the more 
shameful. But something else .is troubling him too, tike ~ 
the point of a. nail just beginning to come through a 
shoe,. that he cannot or does not care to define .. 

There is still tension in. the air when he rebl.ms to the 
apanm.ent. Matryona is out ·of bed. She .is wearing her 
motherk ooat over her nightdress but her feet are bare .. 
'rm bored!' she whines, over and over. She P'iys him no 
attention. Though she joins them at table, she will. not 
eat. There is a sour smeU about her, she wheezes, ·every 
now and again she has a 6t -of harsh coughing. 'You 
shouldn't be uP', my dear,' he remarks mildly.. 'You can't 
tell me what to do, you're not my father!' she reto·rts. 

'Matryosha!' her mother reproves her. 'WeD, he isn't!' 
she repeats, and faDs into· P'ouring silence. 

After h.e has retired, Anna Sergeyema taps at .his door 
and comes in .. He rises cautiously. 'How is she?' 

'I gave her some of the medicine you bought~ and 
she seems to be more restful. She shouldn't be getti.Dg 
out of bed,. but she is wilfW and I can't .stop her. I came 

apologize for what I said. Also to ask about your plans 1 J9 
for tomorrow.' 

'There is no need to apologjze. I was the one at fault. 
I have made a reserva.rion on the evening train. But it 
can be changed .. ' 

'Vlhy? You will get your papers tomorrow. Why 
should anything be d1anged? Why stay longer than 
necessar:y? You don't want to become the eternal lodger, 
after an. Isn't that the name of a book?·' 

'The eternal lodger? No,. not that I know of. All 
arrangements can be changed, including tomorrow's. 
Nothing is final .. But m this case it .is not in my hands 
to dlange them.' 

'In whose hands then?' 
'In yours.' 
'In my hands? Certainly not! Your arrangements are 

in. your hands alone,. I have no part in them .. We should 
say goo4bye now; I won't see you in the morning .. I b:Pe 
tt) get UP' early, it's market day. You can. Eeave the key m 
the door.' 

So the moment has ·come. He takes a deep breath. His 
mind is quiftl bllank. Out of that blankness he begins to 
speak, surrendering to the words that come, going where 
they take him.. 

'On the ferry, when you took me tt> see Pavel's grave/ 
he says, 'I watcb.ed you and Mattyosha standing at the 
rail staring inro the mist - you remember the mist that 
day- and I said ro myself, "She will bring him back. She 
is" ' - he takes another breath - ' "she is a conductress 
of souls." That was not the word that came to me at the 
time, but I know now it .is the right word .. ' 

She regards him without expression. He takes her 
hand between. his. 
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140 · 'I want to have him. beck,.' he says. 'You DlUSit help 
I want to kiss him on the lips.' -

As he speaks the words .he hears how mad they are. 
He seems to move into and out of madness like a fiy at 
an open window. 

She has grown tense,. ready to fiee.. He grips her 
tighter, holding her back 

'That is the truth. That .is how I think of you. Pavel 
did not arrive here by cha:nce. Somewhere it was wriuen 
that &om here he was to· be condUcted .. . . nuo the 
night.' 

He believes a:nd does not believe what he is sayin,g .. A 
fragment of memory comes bad: to him, of a painting 
he has seen in a gallery somewhere:~ a woma:n in dark, 
severe dress standing at a window, a child at .her side,. 
both of them gazing up inlt'o a. starry sky. More vividly 
tha:n the picture itself he remembers the gilded curlicues 
of the frame. 

Her hand liies lifeless between his. 
'You have it in your power,' he continues, still• follow­

ing the words like beacons, seeing where they wm take 
him .. 'You cam bring him back. For one minute. For just 
one minute .. ' 

He remembers how dry she seemed when he :first met 
her. Like a mummy: dry bones wrapped in ·cerements 
that will &D to dust at a touch. \Vhen she speaks, the 
voice creaks from her t:hroa.t. 'You love him so much.,' 
she says:: 'you wiJI certainly see him again.' 

He lets go her hand .. Like a. chain of bones., she with­
draws it. Don't hu'lllflll,r me! he wants to say. 

'You are am. artist, a master,' she says. 'It is for you, 
not for me, to bring him back to liife.' 

Master. It is a word he associates with metal- with 

'tempering ·of swords, the casti.n;g .of beDs .. A master L4I 

clrsmith, a foundry-master. Master of.life: strange term. 
he is prepared to reflect on it. He will give a home 

any word, no matter how stra:nge, no matter how 
if there is a chance it is an anagram fo.r Pavel. 

'I tm far from being a master,' he says.. vrhere is a 
crack running tbrougJ:t me. What can one do with 
a cracked bell? A c:radred beD cannot be mended.' 

What he says is true .. Yet at the sa:me time he recaUs 
that one of the bells ·of the Cathedral of the 'llinity in 
Sergjyev is cracked,. and has been from. before Catherine's 
time. It has .never been. removed and mel!Oed down ... It 
sounds over the town. every day. The people call it St 
Sergius~s wooden leg. 

Now there is exasperation m her voice .. 'I feel. for you, 
Fyodor Mikhailovich,.' she says, 'but you .must remember 
you are n~t the first parent to lose a clilld. Pavel bad 
twenty-two years of tife. Think of all the clilldren. who 
are taken m infancy.' 

'So-?' 
'So recognize that it is the rule, not the eEeption, to 

suffer loss. And ask yourself. are you in. moumiog for 
Pavel or. for you.rselfil·' 

Loss. An i.cy distance instals itself between him a:nd 
her; 'I have not lost him, he is not lost,' he says througJ:t 
cl.enched reetb.. 

She shrugs. ''If .he is not lost then you must know 
where he is .. He is certa:inly not in this room .. ' 

He gla:nces around the room. That bunching of 
shadows in the comer - might it not be the trace of the 
breath of the shadow of the gJ:tost of him? 'One does 
not five m a place a:nd leave nothing of oneself behind,' 
he whispers .. 
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r42 'No, of course one does not leave nothing behind. 
That is what I told you this afternoon. But what he left 
is .not in. this room. He has gone from here, this is not 
where you will find him. Speak to Mattyona. Make your 
peace with her before you. leave .. She and your son were 
very d~. H he has left a mark behind,. it is on her.' 

'And on you?' 
'I was very fond of him, Fyodor Mikhailorich. He was 

a good and generous young man. As your son, he did 
not have an. easy life. He was lonely, he was unsure of 
himself, he had to struggle to find his way. I could see 
all of that. But I am not of .his generation. He could not 
speak to me as he could to .Mattyona. He and sh.e could 
be children together.' She pauses. 'I used to get the ,. 
feeling- let me mention it now, since we are ~ing frank 
with each other - tha.t the child in Pavel was put down 
too early,. before he had had enough time to play.. I don't 
know wh.ether it occurred to you. P'erhaps not. But I am 
still surprised at your anger against him for something 
as trivial as sleeping late.' 

'Why surprised?' 
'Be~use I expected more sympathy from you - from 

an artist. Some children ·dream at niight, othen wait for 
the morning to do their dreaming. You should think 
twice about waking a dreaming child. When Pavel was 
with. Matryona the child in him .. had a chance to come 
out .. I am glad now that .it could happen - glad he did 
not miss it.' 

An .image of Pavel comes back to him as he was at 
seven, in his grey checked coat and ear-muffs and boots 
too large for him, galloping about in the snow, shouting 
crazii.y. There is something else looming too in the 
comer of the picture, something he thrusts away; 

'Pavel and I first laid eyes on each other in Semi- I4J' 
pa]latinsk when he was already seven yean old,' he says. 
'He did not ·talre to me. I was the stranger he and his 
mother were oomiDg to· live with. I was the man who 
was taking his mother away from him.' 

His mother the widow. A widow's son. Wiidowson. 
What he has been thrusting away, what comes back 

insistendy as he udks, is what he can only .can a troD, a 
misshapen lime ·creature, red-haired., r·ed-bearded,. no 
taller than a chlld o.f three or four. Pavel is, still running 
and shouting in the snow, his knees knocking together 
coltishly. As for the troD, he stands to one side looking 
on. He is wearing a rust-coloured j1erkin open at- the 
neck; he (or it) does not seem to feeE the cold. 

' ... difficult for a child .... ' She is saying some~g 
he can only half attend to. Who is this troD-creature? 
He peen more closely into the face. With a shock it 

comes home to him. The cratered skin, the scars swelling 
hard and livid in the cold., the thin beard fP"'wing out of 
the pock-marks- it is Nechaev again, Nechaev fP"'WD 
small, Nechaev in Siberia haunting the beginnings of his 
son! 'What does th.e vision mean? He groans softly to 
bimse.lf, and at on.ce Anna Sergeyema cuts herself short. 
'I am sorry,' be apo·logizes. But he has offended her. 'I 
am sure you have pa.cking to do,' she says,, and, over his 

apologies, departs. 
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12 

Isaev 

He is conducted into the same office as before. But 
the official behind the desk is not Maximov. \Nithout -
inttoducin.g himself this man gestures towards: a. ·chair. 
'Your name?' he says. 

He gi.ves his name .. 'I thou.ght I was going to see 
Councillor Maximov.' · 

'We will come to that. Occupation?' 
'Write.r.' 

'Writer? What kind of writer?' 
'I wri.te boob.' 
''What .kind of books?'' 
'Stories .. Stmy-boo.ks.' 
'For children?' 

'No, not particularly :for children. But I would hope 
that chiJdr,en can read them.' 

'Nothing indecent?' 

Nothing indecent? He ponders. 'Nothing that could 
offend a ~child,' he responds at last. 

'Good .. '· 

'.But the heart has its dark places,' he adds reluctantly. 
'One does not always know .. ' 

-~ 

the first time the man raises his ·eyes from his :r45 
'What do you mean by that?' He .is youn.g(lr than 

ilu:Dnov. Mu:imov'S assistant?' 
'Nothing. Nothing; .. ' 
The man lays down his pen. 'Let us get to the subject 

the deceased Ivanov. You were acquainted with 
Ivanov?' 

'I don't understand. I thought I was summoned here 
in connection with my son's papers/ 

'All in good tim.e. Ivanov. When. did you first hav:e 
contact with lilin?' 

'I first spoke to him about a week ago .. He was loitering 
at the door of th.e house where I am at present staying.' 

'Sixty-three Svedm.oi Street.' 
'Sixty-three Svedm.oi Street. It was particularlf cold, 

and I offered him shelter. He spent the mgbt in my 
room. The next day I .heard there bad been a murder 
and he was suspected .. Only bter - ' 

'Ivanov was suspected? Suspected of murder? Do I 
understand you thought Ivanov was a murdl.erer? Why 
did. you think so?' 

'Plea.Se aUow me to finish! There was a rumour to that 
effect going around th.e building, or else· the child who 
repeated the rumour to me misunde.ntood everything, I 
don't know which. Does it matter, when the fact is the 
man is dead? I was surprised and appaUed that someone 
like that should have been kiUed. He was ·quite harmJiess.' 

'But he was not wha.t he seemed to be, was he?' 
'Do you mean a. be,g;gar?' 
''He was not a beggar,, was he?t 
'In a manner of speaking, no, he wasn'!t, but in another 

manner of speaking, yes, he was.' 
'You are not being dear. Are you damming that you 
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x46 were unaware of Ivano~s' responsibilities? _Is- that why 
you were surprised?' 

'I was surprised that anyone should have put his 
immortal soul .itn peril by killing a harmless .nonentity.' 

The official regards him sardonically. 'A nonentity­
is that your Christian word on him?' 

At dUs moment .Maximov himself enters in. a great 
hurry. Under his arm is a p·ile of folders tied with p.mk 
ribboDis. He drops these on the desk,. takes out a handker­
·chlef, and wipes his brow; 'So hot in here!' he murmurs; 
and then, to his colleague: 'Thank you. You have 
finished?' 

Wiithout a word the man gathers up his papers and 
lea111es. Sighing, moppmg hls face, Maximov takes over -,r 

the chair:. 'So sorry, Fyodor Mikhailovich. Now: the 
ma.tter ofyour stepson's papers .. I am a.fraid W'e are gomg 
oo .have lio keep back one item, namely the list of 
people to be, as our friends say, liquidared, whi·ch - I am 
sure you will agree- should not go· into circula.tion,. since 
it wiU only ·cause alarm .. Besides, it will m due •COurse 

form part of the case against Nechaev. As fur the Jest ·of 
the papers, they are yours,. we have finished with th.em, 
we have, so· to speak, extracted their honey from them. 

'Howe111er,. before I pass them over to you for good, 
ther·e is one thing further I woumd like to say,. if you wiU 
do me the honour of hearing me out .. 

'If I thought of myself merely as a functionary whose 
path of duty you have happened to cross, I would return 
these papers to you without mol'e ado. But in the pr·esent 
case I am not a mere functionary .. I am also, if you wiU 
permit me to use the word,. a weU-wisher, someone with 
your best interests at heart~ And as such I have a severe 
l'eservarion about handing them over. Let me stalte th.at 

reservation. It is that painful discoveries lie in store for 147 
you - painful and unnecessary discoveries. If it were 
possible that you coul.d bring yourself oo accept my 
humble guidance,. I coulld .itndicate particullar pages it 
would be better for you not to· dweU mi. But of course, 
knowing you as I do, that is, in the way one knows a 
writer from his books, that is to say, in an intimate yet 
limilted way, I expect that my efforts would have only the 
contrary effect- of whetting your curiosity:. Tb.erefore let 
me say only the foUowing: do not blame me for having 

. read these papers - mat is after an the responsibility laid 
on me by the Crown - and do not be angry with me for 
having correctly foreseen (if indeed I have) your response 
to them. Unless there is a surprising tum of events, you 
and I will have no further dealings. There is n.o reason 
why you should not tell yourself tha.t I have ceased oo 
exist, in the same way that a character in a book. can be 
said to cease to exist as soon as the book is closed. For 
my part, you may be assured my lips are sealed. No one 
will hear a word from me about dUs sad ep·isode.' 

So saying, .Maxim.ov,. usmg only the middle finger of 
his right band, prods the folder across th.e desk, the 
surprisingly dUck folder that holds Pavel's papers. 

He rises, takes the folder, makes his bow,. and is prepar­
ing to leave when Mmmov speaks again; .. ''If I may detain 
you a moment longer in a somewhat different regard: you 
have not by any chance had contact wi.th the Nechaev 
gang here in P·etersburg,, have you?' 

Ivanov! Nechaev! So that is the reason why he has 
been called in! Pavel, me papers, Maxi:mov's dance of 
compuncriousness - nothing but a side-issu.e, a lure! 

'I do not see the bearing of your ·question," he replies 
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:c48 stiffly. 'I do not see by what right you ask .or expect me 
to answer/ 

'By no right at am Set your mind at rest - you are 
accused of nothing. Shn.ply a question .. As fo,r iits bearing, 
I woulld not have thought that so difficult to work. out. 
Having discussed your stepson with me, I reasoned, per­
haps you would now find it easier to discuss Necha.ev. 
For iin. our conversation the other day it seemed to me 
that what you chose to, say sometimes had a double 
meaning. A wo.rd had. another wo.rd. hidden benea.th iit, 
so to speak. What do you t:b.ink? Was I wrong?' 

'\Vf.Uch words? What lay beneath them?' 
''That is for you to say;' 
'You are wrong . .I do not speak in riddles. Every word ~ 

I use m.eans what it says., Pavel is Pavel, not Necha~' 
'With that he turns and takes his depa:rtu:re; nor does 

MuimoiV ,call him back.. 
Through the winding streets of the Moskovsbya: 

quarter h.e bears the folder to Svecbnoi Stteet, to No. 
63, up the stairs to the thin:!! Boor, to his room, and 
doses the door. 

He unties the ribbon. His heart · is hammering 
unp,(easandy .. That there is: somethiing unsavoury m his 
haste he cannot deny. It is as .if he has been conveyed 
back: to boyhood, to the long, sweaty afternoons iin his 
friend Alben's bedroom poring over books filched from 
Albert's uncle's shelves. The sam.e terror of bein.g caught 
red.-.handed (a terror delicious in itselt), the sam.e pas­
sionate engrossment.. 

He remembers Albert showing him two ft:ies in the 
act of copullating, the .male riding on the female's back:. 
Albert held the Oies in his cupped hand. 'Watch,' he 
said. He pinched one of the mal.e's wings between his 

~ps and tugged lighdy. The wing came off. The I49' 
fly paid no attention. He tore off th.e second wing. 
The fly, with its strange, bald back, went on with its 
business. With an ,expression of distaste,, Albert Bung the 

couple to the .~und and. croshed it. 
He could imagine staring into the fly's eyes while its 

wings were being tom off: he was sure it. would not 
blink; perhaps it would not even se,e him. It was as 
though, for the duration of the act, its soul! went into 
th.e female. Th.e thought had. made hlm shudder;, it had 
made him want to annihilate every By on euth. 

A childish response to, an act he did not understand, an 
act he feared because everyone around him, whispering, 
grinning, seem.ed to hint that he too,, one day, would be 
required to perform it. 'I won't, I won't!' the child wants 

to pant. 'Won't what?' fieply tbe watchers, all of a sudden 
wide-eyed, nonplussed - 'Goodness, what is this strange 

child talking about?'' 
The folder co.ntalins a. leather-bound diary, five school 

exercise books, twen.ty or twenty-five loose pages pinned 
to,gether, a packet of letters tied with string, and some 
printed pamphlets: feuilletons of teXts by Blanqui and 
Ishutin, an essay by Pilsarev. The odd item is acero's 
De Officiis, extracts with French translation. He pages 
through it .. On th.e last page, in a handwritin.g he does 
not recognize, he comes upon two inscriptions: Salus 
populi mpremil .lex esto, and below it, in lighter ink, Tillis 

pater qwdisftlius. 
A message,. messages; but from whom to whom? 
He takes up the di.ary and,. without reading, mflles 

through it like a deck of cards. The second half is empty. 
St.illl, the body ·of writing in it is substantial. He glances 
at the first date. 2:9 June 1866, Pavel's name-day. The 
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:r so diary must have been a gift. A gift froJD -whom.? He 
cann.ot recall .. I 866 stands out only as the year of Anya, 
the year when he mel!: and feU in love with his wife-11:0-
be. 1866 was a year in which Pavel was ignored. 

As .if ooucbing a h011: dish, alert, ready OO· .reooil, he 
~gins ~· read the first entry. A recital, and a somewhat 
laboured one at thai!:, of how Pavel spent the day. The 
work: ·of a novice diarist. No accusations, no d.enun:ci­
ati.ons. 'With relief he closes the book. \\i'hen I am in 
Dresden, he promises himself, when I have time, I will 
read the whole of it. 

As fo!r the letters, all are from. himself. He opens the 
most recent, the last before Pavel's death. 'I am sending 
ApoUon Grigorevich fifty roubles,' he reads. 'It is all we ~ 
can afford at present. Please d.o not press A. G. for more. 
You must learn to live 'Within your means.' 

His last words to Pavel, and what petty-mind.ed words! 
And thls is what Maximov saw!' No wonder be warned 
against reading! How ignominious! He would like to 
bum the letter,. to erase :it from history. 

He searches out the story from which Maximov read 
aloud to· him. Maximov was .right: as a character, Sergei, 
its young hero, deponed to Siberia for leading a student 
uprising, is a failure. But the stmy goes on longer than 
Muimov had led him to· believe. For days after the 
wicked landowner has been slain, Sergei and his .Marfa 
flee the soldiers, sheltering in barns and byres, abetted 
by peasants who hide them and feed them and meet their 
pursuerrs' questions with blank stupidity. At first they 
sleep· side by side in chaste ,comradeship; but love grows 
up benveen them, a love rendered not without feeling,, 
nOll: without oonvictioo.~ Pavel is dearly working up to a 
scen.e of passion .. There is a page,, heavily crossed out, in 

which Sergei .confesses to Marta, in ardent juvenile :r 51 
fashion,. that she has become more to him than a com­
panion in the struggle, that she has captured his heart; 
in .lits place there is a. much more interesting sequence in 
which he ·confides to he.r the story of his' londy childhood 
without brotherrs and sisters, his youthful clumsiness with 
women. The sequence ends with Mar&. stmmlering her 
own confession of love. C:Vou may . .. . You may ... ' she 
says. 

He turns the leaves back. 'I have no pare.nts,' says 
Sergei to Marfa. 'My father, my real father, was a noble­
man exiled to Siberia for his revolutionary sympathies. 
He died when I was seven. My mother marri.ed a second 
rime. Her new husband diid not like me. As soon as I 
was old enough,, he packed me off to cadet schooL I was 

the smallest boy in. my class; that was where I learned to 

fight for my rights. Later they moved back: to Petersburg,. 
set up house, and sent for me. Then my mother died, 
and I was left alone with my stepfather,, a· gloomy mm 
who addressed bafiely a word to me from one day to 

the next. I was lonely;. my only friends were among the 
semmts; it was from th.em that I got to know the suffer­
ings of the people.' 

Not untrue,. not whoWiy untrue, yet how subdy twisted, 
all of it! 'He did not &~e me' - ! One could be sorry for 
th.e friendless Sel"en-year-old and sincerely wish. to pro­
tect him, but how ,could one love him when. he was so 
suspicious, so unsmiling, when he clung to his mother 
Hke a leech and grudged every minute she spent away 
from him, when haifa dozen times in a swngl.e night they 
would hear from the next room that high, insistent Htde 
voice calling to IUs mother to come and. kill the mosquito 
that was biting him?' 
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IJ:Z He lays aside the manuscript. A nobleman For a father 
indeed! Poor child! The ttuth duller than tha.t, the full 
troth duU.est of all.· But who except the recordmg angel 
would care to write the full, dull ttutb? Did be himself 
write with as much dedication at the age of twenty-two? 

Th.ere. is something overwhebningly important he 
wants to say that the boy will! now never be able to hear. 
H you are blessed with the power to write, he wants ll!o 
say, bear in mind the somce of that power. You wri.te 
bectlflSe your chlldbood was l.oncly, bectlflSe yo·u were not 
loved. (Yet that is not the foil story, he also wants to say -
you were laved, you 'WIIIIItJ have hem laved, .it 'IJJIIS yw.r ebeice 
to· be t.mltlved. What confusio,n! An ape on a harmonium 
would do better.!) We do not write out of plenty,. he 
wants to say- we write out of mguish, out of lack. Surely 
in your heart you must know that! As for your so-called 
true fatb.er and his revolutionary sympathies, what non­
sense.! Isaev was a clerk,. a pen-pusher. H he had lived, if 
you had. followed him, you too would ruwe become 
nothing but a clerk, and you would not ruwe left this 
story behind .. (Yes, yes, he hears the child~ high voice -
Ina I w·O'IIId .be tdivel) 

Young men in white p·la:ying the French game, croquet, 
croiztpUtte, game of the little cross, and you on the green­
sward among them, alive:! Poor boy! On the streets' of 
P·etersburg, in the tum of a head here, the gesture of a 
hand there, I see you, and each time my heart lifts as 
a wave does. Nowhere and everywhere, tom and sca.t­
te.red like Orpheus. Young in diys, chryserJS, golden,. 
blessed. 

The task left to me: to· ,girther the hoard, put to•gether 
the scattered parts .. Poet,. lyr·e-player;. enchan.ter, lord of 
resurrection,. that is what I am called to be. And the 

truth? Stiff shoulders humped over th.e writing-table, IJJ 
and the a·che of a heart sJ!ow to move. A tortoise heart. 

I came too late to raise the coffin-lid, to· kiss your 
smooth cold brow:. If my lips, tender .as the fingertips of 
the blind, had been abie to brush you just· once,. you 
would not have quit tlUs existence bi.tter agamst me .. But 
bearing the n31111e Isaev you have departed, and I, old 
man, old pilgrim., 31111 left to follow behind, pursuing a 
shade, violet upon grey, an echo. 

Still, I 31111 here and father Isaev is' not. If, drowning, 
you reach for Isaev:, you will! grasp only a phantom hand .. 
In the town ball of Sennpalatinsk, in dusty fil!es in a box 
on. the back stairs, his sipture is still perhaps to be 
read; otherwise no trace o.fhim save in this remembe~g, 
in the remembering of the man_who embraced his widow 
and his child. 
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I3 

The disguise 

The file on Pavel is dosed .. There is nothing U> keep 
him in. Petersburg. The train leaves at eight o'clock; by _ 
Tuesday he em be wiith .his wife and child in Dresden. -~ 
But as the hour approaches it becomes more and more 
inconceivable that he will remove the pict:ures .from the 
shrine, blow out the ~candle, and give up Pavel 'ii• room to 
a stranger. 

Yet if he does not leave U>night, when will he leave? 
'The eternal ~odger' - where did Anna Se~evna pick 
up the phrase? How long can he go on waiting for a 
ghost?' Unless he· puts himsdf on another footing with 
the woman, another footing entirely. But what then of 
hls wife? 

His mind is in a whirl, he does not know what he 
wants, afi he knows is that: ,fight o'clock hangs O¥er him 
like a. sentence of death. He searches out the concierge 
and after lengthy ~ggling secures a messenger to take 
his ticket to' the station and have the reservation changed 
to t:h.e next day. 

Returning, he is startled to find hls door open and 
someone in the room: a woman standing wiit:h her ba.ck 

to him, inspecting the shrine. For a ,goilty moment he ISS 
dunb it is his wife,, come to Petersburg to track him 
down. Then he recognizes who it is, and a cry of protest 
rises in his throat: Sergei Nechaev, in the same blue dress 
and. bonnet as before! 

At that moment Matryona enters fro~ the apartment. 
Before he can speak she seizes the ini.tiative. 'You 
shouldn't sneak in ~on people like that!' sh.e exclaims. 

'But what are the two, of you doing in my room?' 
'We have just as much right- ' she besins vehemently. 

Then Nechaev in.terrupts. 
'Someone led. the police to us,' he says. He steps closer. 

'I hope not you •. ' 
Beneath the scent of lavender he can smeU rank male 

sweat. The powder around Nechaev's throat is: streaked;· 
stubble is breaking through. 

'That :is a contemptible accusation to rnake, quite con­
temptible. I repeat: what are you doing in. my room?' 
He turns to Matryona. 'And you - you are sick, you 
should be in bec:U' 

Ignoring his words, she togs Pavel'S suitcase out. 'I 
said he could have Pavd Alexandrovich's soi.t,' she says; 
and then, before he ,can object: 'Yes, he can! Pavel bought 
it wiith his own mo!ney, and Pavel was his friend~' 

She unbuckles the suitcase, brings out th.e white suit. 
'There!' she says defiandf .. 

Nechaev gives the suit a quick glance,, spreads it out 
on the bed, and begins to unbutton his dress. 

'Please explain - ' 
'There is no time~ I .need a shirt too.' 
He togs his arms ~out of the sleeves. The dress drops 

around his ankles and he stands before them in grubby 
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I J6 COtton underwear and hJack patent-leather boots.. He 
wears no stoc.l:ings; his legs are lean and ~ 

Not in the least embarrassed, Matryona begins to help 
him ·on. with Pavel'S dothes .. He wants to pro~ but 
wha.t ·can he say to the young when they shut th.eir .ears,, 
close ranks against the old?' 

''What has become of your Finnish friend? lsn.'t she 
w:iith. you.?' 

Nechaev slips on the jacket. It is too long and the 
shoulden are too wide. Not as well built as Pave~ not 
as handsome .. He :feels a. desolate pride in his son .. The 
wroog one taken! 

'I had to leave her/ says Nechaev. 'It was important 
to get away quickly.' 

'In ·oth.er words you abandoned her.' And then, before 
Nechaev ·can respond: Wash your face. You look lile a 
clown.' 

Mattyona slips away, comes back with a. wet rag .. 
Nechaev wipes his faoe ... 'Your forehead too,' she says. 
''He11e."' She takes the rag from him and wipes ·off the 
powder that has caked in hls eyebrows. 

Little sister. Was sh.e l&e dus with Pavel too? Some­
thing gnaws at his heart: envy; 

'Do you really expect to escape the police dressed like 
a bo6daymaker in the middle of winter?' 

Nechaev does not rise to the gibe. 'I need money,' h.e 
says. 

'You won't get any from me.' 

Nechaev turns to the child. 'Have you got any money?' 
She dash.es from the room .. They hear a chair being 

dragged across the floor:; she returns with a jar fuU of 
·coins. She poUI'S them out on the bed and begins. to 

C::ount. 'Not enough,' Nechaev mutters, but waits never- IJ7 
tbeless. 'Fwe roubles and fifteen kopeks,.' sh.e announces. 

'I need more.' 
'Then go into the streets and beg for it. You won't get 

it from me. Go and beg for alms in the name of the 
people.' 

They glare at each other. 
'Why won't you give him money?' says Mattyona. 

'He's Pavel's fri.end!' 
'I don't have money to give.' 
'That .isn~t true! You told. Mama you had lots of money. 

Why don't you :gjve him half? Pavei.Ale:androvich would 
have given bim half.' 

Pavel and Jesus! 'I said nothing of the kind. I don't 
have lots of money;' 

'Come, give it to me!' Nechaev grips. his ann; his eyes 
gliner. Again he smells, the young man's feu; Fierce but 
fri,ghtened: poor feUo:w! Then, deliberately, he closes the 
door on pity. 'Cenainly not.' 

"Why are you so rrun?' Matryona. bursts out,. uttering 
the word with all the contempt at her command .. 

'I am not mean .. ' 
'Of course you are mean.! You were mean to Pavel and 

now you are mean to his friends! You have lots of money 
but you keep· it all for yourself.' She turns to Nechaev:. 
'They pay him thousands of roubLes to write books and 
he keeps it aU for hlmsel.f!. It's true! Pa:vel told me!' 

"What nonsense! .P'avel knew nothing about money 
matters.' 

'It's true! Pave&. looked in your desk!. He looked in 
your account books!.' 

'Damn Pave[! Pavel doesn't know how to• read a ledger, 
he sees only what he wants to see! I have been ~g 
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zsB debts for years that you can~t even imagine!' He toms to 

Nechaev. 'This is a ridiculous conversation .. ...,I don.'t have 
money to give you. I think you should leave at onoeO' 

But Nechaev is no longer in a hurry. He .is even. snill,. 
ing. 'Not a ridiculous conversation at all,' be says. 'On 
the ·contrary, most instructive .. I have always had a· sus­
picion about fathers, that their real sin, the one they 
never confess,. is greed. They want everything for them,. 
selves .. They won't hand ewer the moneybags, even when 
.iit's time. The moneybags are aU that matter to them; 
they couldn't care less what happens as a ·consequence. I 
didn't believe what your stepson told me beca.use I had 
beard you were a gambler and 1 thought gamblers didn.'t 
care abou.t money. But there is a second side to gambliin.g,. 
isn't there? I should have seen that. You must be the 
kind who gambles because he is never satisfied, who is 
always greedy for more.' 

.It is a ~ud.iicrous charge. He thinks of Anya. in Dresd.en 
scrimping Clo keep the child fed and clothed. He thinks 
of his own. turned collars, of the holes in his socks. He 
thinks of the letters he has written year after year,, uer­
cises in self-abasement e\Tiery one of them, to Strakho~ 

and Kraewky and Lyubimov, Clo SteUovSky in particular,. 
begging for advances. Dostoifvski l~fiVtm- preposterous! 
He fee.ls in. his pocket 3jnd brings out his last roubles. 
'This,' be exclaims, thrusting them beneath .Necha.m 
nose, 'this is all I have!' 

Necha.ev regards the ou.t-thrust hand cooUy, then in a 
single swooping movement snatches the money, all save 
a coin that falls and .roDs under the bed. Matryona ~es 
aft,er it. · 

He tries to take his money back, even tussles with the 
younger man. But .Nechaev holds him off easily, in 

movement spiriting the money into· bis pocket. I S9 
. . ,. N·-..:L- 'In • • • Wilt • • • walit, f:\;WSev murmurs. your 

Fyodor M.ikhai]cw:i.cb, in your heart, for your son's 
I know you want to give i:t to me.' And he takes 

step back, smoothing the suit as if to show off its 

llendQUJ'. 
What a poseur'! What a hypocrite! The People's 
ir~ indeed! Yet he cannot deny that a certain 

is creeping into his; own heart, a gaiety he recog­
the gaiety of th.e spendthrift husband. Of course 

they are something to be ashamed of, these reckless 
bouts of his. Of course, when he comes home stripped 
bare and confesses to his wife and bows his head and 
endures her reproaches and. vows be will never lapse 
apin, he is sincere. But at the bottom of his heart, 
beneath the sincerity,. where only God can see, he knows 
he is right and she is wrong. Money is there ro be spent, 
and what fonn of spending is purer than gambling? 

Mauyona is holding out her hand. In the palm is a 
single :fi:fty-kopek coin. She seems unsure to whom it 
should go. He nudges· the hand roward Necbaev. 'Give 
it to· him,. he needs it.' Nechaev poclrets the coin. 

Good. Done. Now it is his tum to take up the position 
of penniless virtue, Necbaev's tum to bow his head and 
be scolded. But what has he to say? Nothin.g, nothing at 

aU. 
Nor does Nechaev care to wait. He is bundling up the 

blue dress. 'Find somewhere to bide this.,' he instrUcts 
Matryona - 'not in the apartment- somewhere else.' He 
\bands· her the hat and wig too, tucks the cuffs. of his 
trousers into his trim litde boots,. dons his coat, pats 
his bead distrae~nedty. 'Wasted too much time,' he mut­
~ners. 'Have you-?' He snatches a for cap from the chair 
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r6o and makes for the door~ Then he reme!_DDers some­
thing and toms back.. 'You are an interesting man, 
Fyodor Mikhailovich. If you had a daughter of the right 
age I wouldn't mind marrying· her. She would be an 
e:x:oeptional girl, I am sure.. B.ut as for your stepson, he 
was another story, .not l&e yon at all. I'm n.ot sure I 
would have mown what to do with him. He didn't have 
- you .know:- what it ~es. That's my opinion,. for what 
it's worth .. ' 

'And what does it ~?' 

'He was a. bit too much of a. saint. You are right to 
bum candles for him.' 

lNhile he speaks, he has been. idly waving a hand over 
the candle, making the flame dance. Now he puts a ~ 
finger directly into the :ftame and holds it then:.. The 
se,conds pass: one,. two,. three, four;. five. The look on his 
face does not change. He conlld be in a trance. 

He removes his hand. 'That's what he didn't have .. B.it 
of a sissy,, in fact.' 

He puts an ann around Matiyona, gives. her a hug~ 
She r'esponds 'Without reserve,, pressing her Monde head 
against his breast, retumin.g his embrace. 

'Wa:ch.s~tm, 'IDilthstlm! whispers Nechaev meaningfuUy, 
and, over her head, wags the burned finger at him. Then 
he is go,ne. 

It ~es a moment to make sense of the strange syl.­
l.ables. Even. after be has recognized the word he faills to 
understand. Vigilant: vigilant about what? 

Matryona is at the window, craning down. over the 
street. There are quick tears in. her eyes., but she is too 
excited to be sad. 'WID he be safe, do you think?' she 
asks.;. and then,. 'Without waiting for an answer: 'Shall I 

with him? He can. pretend he is blind and I am leading r6r 

'But it is just a passing idea. 
He stands dose behind her. It is almost dark;. snow is 

·.·beginning to faD; soon her mother will. be home. 

'Do you like him.?' be asks. 

'Mm.' 
'He leads a busy 6fe, doesn't he?' 

'Mm.' 
She barely hears him. "What an unequal contesd How 

can he compete with: these young men who' come from 
nowhere and vanish .into nowhere breathing adventure 
and mystery? Busy lives indeed: she is the one who 

shou.lld be '11JilthSII'm. 
'Why do yon like him so much, Matryosha?' 
'Because he .is Pave& Ale:x:androvich's best friend.' 
'Is that true?' he objects mildly. '1 think I am Pavel 

Ale:x:andrarich's best friend. I 'Will go on. being IUs friend 
when everyone else has forgotten him. I am .his friend for 

life.' 
:She mms away from. the window and regards him 

oddly, on the point of saying something .. But what? 'You 
are only Pavel Alexandrovich's stepfather'? Or something 
quite different: ''Do not use that voice when you speak 
to me'? 

Pushing the hair away from her face in what he has 
come to recognize as a :gesture of embarrassment, she 
tries to duck. under his arm. He stops. her bodily, barring 
her way. 'I haVe to· ... .' she whispers - 'I have to· hide the 

clothes.' 
He gives her a moment longer to feel her powerless-

ness. Then he stands aside. 'Throw them down the 
privy,' he says. 'No one will look there.' 

Sh 
__ ___:_,_~ h 'D :>' sb · 'In :>' e WDilMes er nose. own. e says. . .... 
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162 'Yes, do as I say. Or give them. to .me and go back. to 

bed .. I'll do it for you.' 
For Nechaev, no. But for you ... 
He wraps the clothes .in a. rowel and steal.s downstairs 

to the privy .. But then he has second thoogh.ts. Oothes 
among the hmnaB filth:. what if he is underestimating 
th.e nightsoil collectors? 

He .notices the concierge peering at him from his 
lodge and turns pwposefully toWard the street. Then he 
realizes he has come without his coat. Climbing the stairs 
again, he is all at once face to fa.ce with Amalia I<arlovna, 
the old woman from th.e first floor. She holds out a 
p·late of cinnamon cakes as .if to welcome him. 'Good 
afternoon, sir,' she s:rys ce11emoniously. He mutters a 
greeting and brushes past. 

'W'hat is he sean:hing for? .For a hole, a crevice, into 
which. the bundle that is so suddenly and obstinately bis 
can disa.ppear and be forgotten .. 'Without cause or reasQn, 
he .has become like a. girl with a stillborn baby,. or a 
murderer with a bloody axe .. Anger against Nechaev rises 
in him again. Why 11111 I risking myrelffor you, he wants 
to cry,. you. 'Who are 110tbmg to .me? But too late, it seems. 
At the instant he accepted the bundle from Matryona's 
hands, a shift took place; there is no way back to hefo.re. 

At the end of the corridor,. where one of the rooms 
stands empty,. lies a heap of plaster and rubble .. He scrat,_ 
ches at it halfheartedly with the toe of bis hoot. A work­
man stops his trowelling and, through the open door; 
regards him mistrustfully. 

At least there is no Iva:nav to follow him aroWJd. But 
perhaps Ivanov has be·en .repla.ced by now. Who would 
the new spy he? Is this ¥ery workman paid to keep an 
eye on him? Is the concierge? 

stuffs the bundle under his jacket and makes for I6'J 
street again. The wind is like a wan of ice. At the 

· first comer he rums, then tlU'IlS again. He is in the same 
blind alley where he . found the dog. There is no dog 
today. Did the dog die the night he abandoned it? 

He sets the bundle down in a comer~ Th.e curls, pinned 
tt> the hat, flap .in the wind, both comical ~and sinister. 
Where ·did Nechaev ,get the curls - from one of his 
sisters? How puny little sisterS does he have, all itching 

to mip off their maiden locks fur him? 
Removing the pins,. he uies in vain to tear the hat in 

twO,. then crumples it and stuffs it up the drainpipe to 
which the dog had been tied. He tries to do the same 

with the dress, but the pipe is too narrow. 
He can feel eyes boring into .his back. He turns. From 

a second-floor window two children are staring down at 
him, and behind them a shadowy third person, taUer. 

He uies to pull the hat out of the pipe but cannot 
reach it. He curses his stupidity. With the pipe blocked, 
the gutter wiD. averflow. Someone wiD investigate,. and 
th.e hat will be found. Who would push a hat up· a pipe 

- who hut a guilty soul? 
He remembers Ivanav again- Ivanov:, called Ivanov 

so often that the name has settled on him like a hat. 
Ivanov was murdered. But Ivanov w:as not wearing a 
hat, or not a woman's hat. So the hat cannot be traced 
to Ivanov. On the other hand, might .it not he Ivanov's 
murderer's .hat? How easy for a woman to murder a man: 
lure him down an alley, accept his ·embrace against a 
wall,. and then,. at the dlimax of the act,. search his ribs 
and sink a hatpin into his heart - a hatpiln, that leaves 

no blood and only a pinprick of :a wound. 
He goes down on bis knees in the co.mer where he 
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:c&J tossed tbe hatpjns, but it .is too dark to find them. He 
needs a cmdJ!e. But what candle would st1y aiDe in this 
wind? 

He .is so tired tbat he finds it hard to get to .his feet. 
Is he sick.? Has he picked up so~ &om Matryona? 
Or is another fit on its way? .Is that what it ponends, 
this uuer exhaustion? 

On. aU. fours, raising hls head, srUf:lmg the air lih a 
wild animal, he tries to concentrate his attenti.oo o,n the 
horizon inside himself.. But if what is taking him. over is 
a fit, it is takiing over hls senses too. l:fis senses are as 
duU as his hands. 

14 

The police 

He has left his key behind,. so bas to knock at the door. 
Alma Sergeyevna opens itt and stares in surprise. 'Have 
you missed your train?'' she asks. Th.en sh.e takes .in 
his wild appearance - the sbaking bands, the moitsture 
dripping from his beard. 'Is something wrong? Are you 
ill?' 

'Not ill, no. I have put off my departure .. I will explam 
,.._ ...... ;_ 1 I' e¥ .... 1 .......... g ater; 
There is someone else in the room,. at .Matryonas 

bedsitde: a doctor e:videndy, young,, cleanshaven in the 
Gennan fashion. In bis band be has the brown bottle 
from the pbarma.cy, which he sniffs., then corks dis­
approvingly. He soaps bis bag shut, draws the curtain to 

across the alcove. 'I was saying that your daughter bas 
an inflammation of the bronchi,' he says, addressing him. 
'Her lungs are sound. There is also - ' 

He interrupts .. ''Not my daughter:. I am only a. lodger 
bere.' 
~th an impatient shrug the doctor turns back to 

Anna Sergeyevna. ''There is also - I cannot n~glect to say 
this - a oertai:n. hysterical element present.'' 
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166 '\Vha.t does that mean?' 
'h means that as long as she is iin her present excited 

state we cannot expect her to recover properly. Her 
e:~citement is part of what is wrong with .her~ She must 
be calmed down. Once tha.t has been achiered,. she ·can be 
back. in school within days. She is physicilly healthy, 
th.ere is· nothing wrong with her constitution. So as a 
ttealtm.ent I recommend quiet above all, peace md quiiet. 
She should stay m bed and take only light meills. Avoid 
giving her nillk in any of its fo.rms. I am leaviing behiind 
an embrocation for her chest and a sleepin.g-draught for 
use as required, as a calmative. Give her only a child's 
dose, miind you - half a teaspoon.' 

As soon as the doctor has left he tries to explain 
himself; But Anna. Sergeyevna is in no mood to .listen. 
'Ma.ttyosha says you hav:e been shouting at her!' she 
iinterrupts him in a tense whlsper. 'I won't have that!' 

'It's not true! I have .nev:er shouted at her!' Despite the 
whispering he is sure that Matryona, behind the curtain, 
overhears them and is gloating. He takes Anna. Sergey­
evna by tbe arm, draws: her into his room, doses the 
door. 'You heard what the doctor said - she is over­
excited.. Surely you ~cannot beJJev:e every word she says 
in that state. Has she told you the entire story of what 
happened here this momin.g?'' 

'She says: a friend of Pavel'S called and you were very 
rude to him. Is that what you are referring to?' 

'Yes-' 
'Then let me finish. 'What goes on between you and 

Pav:el's friends is none of my business. But you also lost 
your temper with Ma:ttyosha and were rough. wi.th her; 
That I won't stand for.' 

'Th.e friend she refers to· is Nechaev, Nechaev bimseU~~ 

no one else. Did. she mention that? Nechaev, a fugitive 167 
from justice, was helle today, m your apartment. Can you 
blame me for being •COOSS with her for letting him m and 
tben taking sides wi.th him - that actor, that hypocrite -. ,, 
agamstme. 

'Nevertheless, you have no right to lose your temper 
with beri How is she to know that Nechaev is a bad 
person?' How am. I to know? You say he .is an actor. 'What 
about you? \Nhar.t about your own behaviour? Do you 
act from the beart all tbe time? I don.~t dunk so.' 

'You can't mean tbat. I do act from tbe heart. Once 
upon a time I may not have, but now I do - now above 

all. That is the troth.' 
'Now? 'W'hy all of a sudden now? Why should I believe 

you? Why should you believe yourself?' 
'Because I do not want Pavel to be ashamed of me.' 

'Pavel? Pavel has nothing to do wirth it.' 
•1 don't want Pavel to be ashamed ·of his father, now 

that be sees ev:erything. That is what has changed: there 
is a measure to all things now, induding the ttutb, and 
that measure .is Pavel. As for losing my temper with 
Mauyona., I am sorry,. I regRlt it and will apologize to 
her. As you must know, however' - he spreads his arms 
wide - 'Matryona does not like me.' 

'She does not understand what you at'e doing here,, 
tbat is all. She und.erstood why Pavel should be living 
with. us - we have had students before - but an older 
lodger is not the same tbing. And. I am. beginning to find 
it difficult too. I am not tr)"in:g to eject you, Fyodor 
Mikhailovich, bu.t I must admit, when you announced 
you were leaving today,, I was reliev:ed. Fo·r four years 
Matryona and I have lived a very quiet,, ~ev:en life together. 
Our lodgers ha:Ye nev:er been allowed to disturb tbat. 
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r68 Now, ever siDce -pave~ died, there has been. nothing but 
tunnoil. It is not good for a child. Matryona would not 
be sick today if the· atmosphere at home were not so 
unprec:fict~ble. What the doctor said is true: she is 
excited, and excitemeat makes a child vulnerable.' 

He is waiting fur her to ·come to what is surelY the 
heart of the matter: that Mattyona is aware of what is 
passiag between her mother and himself and is in a 
frenzy of possessive jealousy. But that, it seems, she is 
not yet prepared to bring .into the open .. 

'I am sony about the confusion, sony about every­
thing. It was impossible for me to leave tonight as I _had 
pilanned - I won't go into the reasons, they are not 
important. I will be here for another day or two at most, 
till my friends help me with money .. Then I will pay 
what I owe and be gone.' 

'To Dresden?' 
'To Dresden or to other lodging$ - I can't say yet.' 
'Very well, Fyodor Mikhailorich. But as for money, let 

ns wipe the slate clean between the two of ns right: now~ 
I don't want to belong to a long list of people you are 
in debt to.' 

There is something about her anger he does not 
understand .. She has never .spolren so woundingly before. 

He sits down at once to 'Write to Maykov. 'You will. be 
surprised to hear, dear Apollon Grigorevich, that ·I am 
still in Petersburg. This is the last time, I hope,. that I 
will need to· appeal to your kindness. The fact is, I find 
myself in. such straits that, short of pawning my coat, I 
have no means of paying for my lodging, to say nothing 
of returning to my &miiy. Twa hundred roobles will see 
me through.' 

To his wife he writes: 'I stupidly allowed a friend of 

to prevail on me for a loan. Maykov will again z69 
to come to the ~e. As soon as my obtigations 

settled I wiH telegraph.' 
So the blame is smfted again to Fedya's generous heart. 

the trUth is, Fedya's heart is not gen.erous. Fedya's 

heart-
There is a loud knoddng at the door of the apartment. 

Before Anna Sergeyevna can open i.t, he is: at her side. 
'It must be the po6ce,' he whispers, 'onlly they would 
come at this hour. Let me try to deal with them. Stay 
with Maayona. It is best that they d.o• n.ot: question her.' 

He opens the door~ BefOre him stands the Fmnish girl, 
ftaDked by tvro blue-uniformed policemen, one of them 

an officer. 
'Is this the man?' the officer asks. 
The girl nods. 
He stands aside and they enter, pushing the girl before 

them. He is shocked by the change .in her .appearance. 
Her face is a pasty white, she moves 61lre a doll whose 
limbs are pulled by sttings. 

'Can we go· to my room?' be .says. 'There is a sick 
child here who shouldn't be distorbed.' 

The officer strides across the room ·aDd whips open 
the curtain. Anna Sergeyewa is revealed, bending pro­
tectively over her daughter. She whirls a~~ound,, eyes blaz­
ing. 'Leave us alone!' she hisses. Slowly he draws the 

curtain to. 
He ushers them .into his own .room. There is some-

thing familiar about the way the Finn shufBes. Then he 
sees: her ankles ar:e shadded. 

The officer inspects the shrine and th.e photograph. 

'\Vbo is this?' 
'My son.' 
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I.70 There is something WlOD!g,. something has changed 
about the shrine. His blood runs cold when be recopizes 
what it is. 

The questioning begins .. 
'Has a man named Sergei Gennadevich Nechaev been 

here today?' 

'A person whom I suspect to be Nechaev,. but wh.o 
does' .not go tmder that name, has been here, yes.' 

'What name does he go under?' 
'Under a woman's name. He was disguised as .a, woman. 

He was wearing a dark coat owr a. dark-blue dr:ess.' 
'And why did this person call on you?' 
'To ask for money.' 
'Fo.r no other reason?' 

'For no other reason that I am aware of. I am no 
friend Of ms, I 

'Did you give him money?'' 

'I refused .. However, he took what I had, and I did .not 
stop him.' 

'You are saying that he robbed you?·' 
'He took the money against my wishes. I did not think 

it prudent to try to recover it. Call that robbery if yo·u 
wish.' 

'How much was it?' 
'About thirty roubles.' 
'What else happened?' 

He risks a glance at the Finn. Her lips quiver sound­
less~. \Vhatever they have done to her in the time she 
has been m their hands has changed her demeanour 
entirely. She stands like a beast in the slaughterhouse 
waitin,g for th.e axe to fall .. 

We spoke about my son. Necha.ev was a friend of my 
son~, of a. kind. That is how he came to know this h.ouse. 

My son used to l~ge here. Otherwise he would not I.7 I 
have come.' 

'"What do you mean - "otherwise he would not have 
come"? Are you sayin.g he expected to see your son?' 

'No. None ·of my son's. friends expects to see him 
again. I mean that Nechaev came not because he 
expected sympathy from me but because of that past 
friendship.' 

'Yes, we know all about your son'S culpable associ­
ations.' 

He shrugs. 'P,erbaps not culpable. Perhaps not associ­
ations - perhaps only friendships. But let it rest there. It 
is a question that will never come to triat' 

'Do you know where Nechaev went from here?' 
'I have no idea.' 
'Show me your papers.' 
He hands over his passport - his ·own, not Isaev'S. The 

officer pockets it and puts on his cap. 'You will report 
to the station on Sadovaya Street tomorrow morning to 
make a full declaration. You will report to the same 
station each day before noon, seven days a week, tmtil 
further notice. You will not leave Petersburg~. Is that 
dear?' 

'And at whose expense am I to r'emain here?' 
'That is not my concern:.' 
He signals to his companion to remove their prisoner. 

But at the front d.oor the Finn, who has up to this 
point not uttered a. word, balks. 'I'm hun.gry!' she says 
p~aintively, and when her guard grasps her and tries to 
force her·out,. plants her feet and holds on to the door:. 
jamb: 'I'm htmgry,.I want something to eat!' 

There is somethlng wailing and desperate about her 
cry. Though Anna Sergeyevna is .nearer to her, it is an. 
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172 appeal unmistakably addressed. to the clill4, who has 
quietly crept out of bed and, thumb in mouth, stands 
watching. 

'Let m.e!' says Ma:tryona, and in a flash has darted to 
the cupboard. She retums with a wedge of.rye bread and 
a ·encumber;. she has brought her .titde purse too .• 'You 
•can have aU of it!' she says excitedly; and thrusts food 
and m.oney together into th.e Finn~ hands. Then she 
takes a step back and, bobbing her head, drops an. odd, 
old-fashioned cmt:sy. 

'No money!' the guard objects fiercely, and malres her 
·lt:ab the purse back. 

Not a word of thanb from the Finn, who after her 
moment~ rebellion has relapsed into passm.ty; As 
though,. he thinks, the spark .has been beaten o•nt of her. ~ 
Have they indeed been beating her- or worse.? .And does 
Matryona Somehow know it?' Is that the source of her 
pity? Yet how can a child know such things? 

As soon as they are gone he returns to his l1JOID, blows 
out the candle, sets icon, piCitii.U!es, candle on the ftoor, 
and removes the three-barred flag that has been spread 
D¥er the dressing-table .. Then he returns to the apart­
ment. A:nua Sergeyevna .is sitting at Mattyona'S bedsid.e, 
sewing .. He tosses the flag on to the bed. '.If I speak to 

your daughter I am sure to lose my temper again,' h.e 
says, 'so perhaps you can ask on my behaJlf h.ow this 
comes to he in. my room .. ' 

'VVhat are you talking about? \Vhat is this?' 
'Ask her.' 
'It's a. flag,' says Matryona sullenly. 
Anna. Sergeyevna spreads the-flag out on the bed .. It is 

ove.r a metre in. length and evidently well-used, fo.r the 
·colours - whl.te, red, bla.ck in equal vertical bars - are 

weathered and faded. 'Where em they have been flying 173 
it - from the roof ·of Madame la Fay's estalb.tishment? 

"Who does this belong to?' asks Anna Sergeyevna. 
He waits for the clilld to answer. 
'The peopl.e. It's the peop)e'S ftag,' she says at last, 

reluctmtly. 
'That's enough,'' says Anna Sergeyevna. She gives her 

daughter a kiss on the forehead. 'Time to sleep·.' She 

draws the curtain shut. 
FIVe minutes later she is in his room, bringing with 

her the flag, fol.ded small. 'Explain yourself,' she says. 
''What you have th.ere is the flag of the People's Ven­

geance. It is the flag of insurrection. If you want me to 
tell you what the colours stand for,. I will. teB you. Or 
ask Matryona herself, I'm. sure she knows. I can think of 
no act more provocative and more incriminating than to 

display it. Mattyona spread it out iin: my room in my 
absence, where the police could see it. I d.on't understand 
what has got into her. Has she gone mad?' 

'Don't use that word about her! She had. no idea the 
police were coming. As for tbis flag,. if it causes so much 
ttouble I wiD take it away at once and bum it.' 

':Bmn it?' He stands astonished. How simp)e! Why 
did he not bum the blue dress? 

'But let me teU you,' she adds, 'that is to be the end 
of the matter, the absolute end. You are dra~g 
Matryona iin:to affairs that are no concem of a. child\.' 

'I could not agree wi.th you more. But it is not I who 
am drawing her in .. It is Necbaev.' 

'That makes no difference. If you were not here there 

wouJld be no Nechae:v.' 
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IS 

The cellar 

It has snowed heavily during the night. Emerging into 
the open, he is dazzled by the sodden whiteness.. He 
halts and crouches. ·overt:aken by a sensation of spinning 
not &om left to right but &om above to below .. H h.e 
tries; to move, he feels, he will. pitch forwan:l and tumble. 

This can only be the p·relude to a fit. .In spells. of 
dizziness and palpitations of the heart, in. exhaustion 
and irritability, a fit has been. announcing icself for days 
withou.t miving; Unless the entire state in which he lives 
can be ·caUed. a fit. 

Standing at the entrance ~o No. 63, preoccupied with 
what is happening inside him, he hears nothing till. his 
arm is grip·ped tight. 'With a start he opens his ·qes. He 
is fa.oe to face with Nechaev. 

Nechaev grins, showing his teeth .. His carbundes are 
livid from the cold He tries to tug hlmself free, but his 
captor only holds him doser. 

'This is foolhardy,' he says .. 'You. should ha:ve left Pet-· 
ersburg while you could. You wiU certainly be caught.' 

With on.e hand grippill!g his; upper arm and the o·ther 

hls wrist, Nechaev toms him. Side by side,. like a reluc- 175 
tant dog and its master, they walk down Svedmoi Street. 

'But perhaps what you secretly want is to be caught.' 
Nechaev wears a black cap whose Oaps shake as he 

shakes his bead. He speaks in a patient, sing-song tone. 
'You are. always attributing perverse mod:ves to people, 
Fyodor Mikhailorich.. People are .not like that .. Think 
about it: why should I want to be caught and lOcked 
away? Besides, who is going to look twice at a couple 
like us, father and son out for a walk?' And he turns 

upon him a distinctly good-humoured smile. 
They have reached the end of Sveclmoi;. with a light 

pressure Nechaev guides him to th.e ri,ght.. 
·'Have you any idea what your friend is going through?' 
'My friend? You mean the Finnish. girl? She wm not 

break, I have confidence in her/ 
'You would not say so if you had seen. her/ 
'You ha.¥e seen her?' 
v:rhe police brought her to the apartment to point me 

out.' 
'Never mind, I have no fear for her, sh.e is brave, she 

will do her duty; Did she have a chance to speak to your 
landlady's little girl?' 

'To Matryona.? "W'hy should she?' 
'No reason, no reason. She likes ·children .. She is a 

child herself. very simp·le, very straight.' 
'I was question.ed by the police. I wiU be questioned 

again. I concealed nothing. I wiR oon.ceal nothing. I am 
. p l . ' wammg you., you cannot use ave agamst me. 

'I don't need to use Pavel. against you. .. I can. use you 
against yourself' 

They are in Sadovaya Street, in the heart of the Hay-



IS 
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1.76 market. He digS in his heels and stops. 'You gave 
a list ·of people you wanted killed,' he sayS: 

'We .have talked abou.t the list already - don't you 
remember?' It was one of many lists. Many co,pies of 

' 1'.:.:~ I• \ many Wtl&. 

'Tha.t is not my question . .I want to know - ' 

Nechaev throws ba.ck his head and laughs. A gust of 
vapour leaves ~ mouth. 'You want to know whether 

. incl. ud d'l'· you are e . 

'I want to know whether that was why Pavel feU out 
with you - because he saw I was marked. down, and 
refused.'' 

'VVhat a preposterous idea, Fyodor Mikhailovi.ch! Of 
course you are not on any ilist! You are much too valuable 
a person. Anyhow, between ourselves,. it makes no differ­
ence what names go on the lists .. What matters is that 
they should know reprisals are on their way, and quake 
in their boots. The people understand something like 
that, and approve. The peopl.e aren't interested in indi­
vidual cases. From time immemorial the people have 
suffered; n.ow the people demand that they shouJ!d have a 
tum to suffer. So don't worry. Your time hasn.'t oom.e .. In 
fact,, we would be happy to .have the collaboration of 
persons like yourself.' 

'P'ersons like me? lYhat persons are like me? Do you . 
·apect me to write pamphlets for you?' 

'Of ·course not. Your Went is not for pamphlets, 
you are too sincere for tha.t .. Come, let us walk.. I want 
to take you somewhere.. I want to sink a seed in yoUf' 
soul .. ' 

Nechaev takes his arm,. and they resume their walk: · 
down Sadovaya. Street. Two officers in the olive-green 

lfeatcoats ofth.e Dragoons approach. Nechaevyields the 177 
cheerfolly raising a hand in sal11te. The officers nod. 

'I have read your .book Crime tmd Amishment,' he 
resumes .. 'It was that that gave me th.e idea .. It is an 
excellent book. I have n.ever read anything like it. There 
were times when it frightened me. Raskolnikov"s iUness 
and so forth. You must have heard it praised by many 
people .. Still, I am telling }rou - ' He claps 1 hand to his 
breast, then, as though tearing out his heart, lings the 
hand forward. The oddity of .his oWD. gesture seems to 

strike him, for he blushes. 

It is the first uncalcolated act he has seen from 
Nechaev, and it surprises' him .. A virgin heart, he thinks, 
bewildermg itself in its stirrings. Like that creature of 
Doctor Frankenstein's, ,coming to life.. He feels a first 
touch of pity for this stiff, unprepossessing young man. 

They are deep in. the Haymarket now; Through 
narrow streets jammed with hucksters' tables and bar­
rows, through a thron.g of smelly humani.ty, N~chaev 
oondncts him. 

In 1 doorway they halt. From his pocket Necbaev 
draws a blue woollen :scar£ 'I must ask you to submit to 
being blindfolded,' he says. 

'Where are you taking me?' 

'There is something I want to show you.' 
'But where are you taking me?' 
'To where I at present live, among the people. It will 

be easier for both of us. You will be able to report in 
good conscience that you do not know where to find 
me .. ' 

"With the blindfold on, he is able to famt back. into the 
luxury of dizziness. Nechaev leads lum;. h.e is knocked 
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I78 and josded by passers-by;. once he Joses his. footmg 
has to be heJped up. . -

Th.ey tom off tbe street into a ~d .. From 
tarvem ·comes singing, the tinkting of a guitar;. shouts of 
merriment~ There is a sm.eU of drains and fish-offal. 

His hand is guided to a rail 'Mind your step,' says 
Necbaev's voice. 'Its so dark here, it wouldn.'it: help to 
take the blindfold off anyway.' 

He shufBes down th.e sreps like an old man. Th.e air 
is dank and still. From somewhere comes the slow drip 
of water; It is li1re going into a cave. 

'Here,' says Necbaev. '.Mind your head.' 
They .halt. He removes the blindfold .. They are at the 

foot ·of an unlit wooden stairc:ase. B·efore them is a closed 
door; Necbaev raps four times,. then three. They wait. 
There is no sound but th.e dripping of water~ Nechaev 
repeats the code .. No response. 'We'D have to wait,' he 

''C , says.. ome. 

He taps on. the door a.t th.e other side of the stairc:ase, 
pushes it open,. and stands aside. 

They are in a ceUar roo·m .so low that he has to• stoop, 
.lit ·only by a small papered window at head-bei.ght. The 
ftoo.r is of bare stone; ev;en as he stands he can feel 
the cold creeping through hls boots. Pipes .run along th.e 
angle of the ftoor; There is a smell of damp plaster, damp 
brick. Though it cannot he so, sheets of water ·seem to 
he descending the walls. 

Across the far end of the cel!l.ar a rope has been 
spanned, over which hangs washing as damp and grey as 
the room itself. Under the dothesline is a bed, on which 
sit three ·children in identical. postures,. their hacks to the 
wall, their knees drawn up to their chins, th.eir arms 
dasped around their knees.. Th.eir feet are hare; they 

wHnen smocks. The eldest is a girl. Her hair is greasy I79 
unkempt; mucus covers her upper lip, which she 
at languidly. Of the others, one i:s a mere toddler. 

is no movement,. no sound &om any of them. 
Through rheumy, incurious eyes they pze back at the 
mtniders. 

Nechaev lights a candle and sets it in a niche in the 
waD. 

'This. is where you. nve?' 
'No .. But tha.t is not important.• He begjns to pace 

back and forth.. Again he has the impression of caged 
energy .. He imagines P'avel side by side with him. Pavel 
was not driven like this. It is no .longer so hard to see 
why Pavel aoce.pred him as his leader. 

'Let me tell you why I have brought you here, Fyodor 
Mik:hailovich,' Nechaev begins. 'In. the room. next door 
we have a printing press- a hand press. Dlegal, of course. 
The idiot who has the key is unfortunately out, though 
he promised to be here. I am offering you the use of this 
press before you leave Petersburg. Whate¥er you choose 
to say we can distribute in a matter ·of hoots, in thousands 
of copies. At a time like this, when we are on the brink of 
great t:hin,gs, a contribution &om. you can have an 
·enormous effect.. Yours is a respected name, particularly 
among the students. If you are prepared to write, under 
your own name, the story of how your stepson lost his 
life, the smdents wiD be bound to come ou.t in. the streets 
in just outrage .. ' He ·ceases his pacing and faces him 
squa:reJly. 'I am sony Pavellsaev is dead .. He was a good 
comrade. But we cannot look only to th.e past. We must 
u5e his death to light a 8ame. He would agree with me. 
He wouJ!d urge you to put your anger to good use.' 

.As he says these words,. he seems Slo .realize he has 
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:r8o gone roo far. :Lamely he corrects himself;_ 'Your 
and your gnef, I mean. So that he will nol have died for 
notbingO' 

Liigbt a flame: it is too .much.! He toms to go. But 
Nechaev grips him, holds him back. 'You em~t: leave yet!' 
he .says tlirough grit:t:ed teeth.. 'How em you abandon 
Russia and return to a contemptible bourgeois existence? 
How em you ignore a specta:de lib this' - he waves a 
hand over the oeDar - 'a spectacle that can be multiplied 
a thousandfold, a millionfuJid across this oountty? 'What 
has beeome of you? Is there no spark left: in you? Don't 
you se•e what is before your ·eyes?' 

He turns and looks across the damp eella:r-room .. 'What 
does he see? Three cold, f.uni.shed cbildren. waiting for.,. 
th.e angel. of death. 'I see as weD as you do,' h.e says. 
'Better.' 

'No!. You dUnk yc)u see but you don't! Seeing is not 
just .a matter of the eyes, it is a matter of eorrect under­
standin,g. AU you see are the miserable material circum,.. 
stanees of this ·eellar, in which not even a rat or a 
·cockroach should be ·condemned to live.. You see the 
pathos of thre·e starving children;. if you wait, you will 
see their mother roo, wh.o to bring home a crust of bread 
has to seD herself on the streets .. You see how the poorest 
of ·our Mack poor of Petersbur:g have to live. But that is 
not seeing, that is only d·et:ail! You. fail to recognize the 
form th.at determine the lives to which these people are 
eondemn.ed! Forces: that is what you are blind to!' 

'With a finger he ttaees a line from the ftoor at his feet 
(he. bends to touch th.e ftoor; his fingertip comes away 
wet) ·out through the dim window into the heavens. 

'The lines end her·e,. but. where do you think they 
begin? They begin in the minisllries and the exchequers 

'the stock ocbanges and the m~t banks. They zB:r 
in the chancelleries of Europe. The lines of force 
there and radiate out in eveq direction and end 

eeUars like this, in the5e poor underground lives. If 
wrote tb11t you would ttuly awaken the WOI"ld. But 

I h • b'' ·-· gh 'if' ..L-• oourse - e pves a . 1tter aau · - · · you wrote U1li.L 

you would not be allowed to· publish. They will let you 
write stories of ~· mute sufferings of the poor to your 
heart's content,. and applaud you for them, but as for the 
real truth~ they would never let you publish .it! That is 
why I am offering yoo the press. Make a start! nil them 
about your stepson and 'Why be was sacrificed.' 

Sacrificed. P·erbaps his mind bas been wandering, per­
haps he is just tired, but he does not understand how or 
for whom Pavel was sacrificed .. Nor is he moved by this 
vehemence about lines. And he is in. no mood to be 
harangued. 'I see what I see;' he says ool.dlly. 'I. don't: see 

my lines.' • 
'Then you might as well still be b6ndfolded! Must I 

give you a lesson? You are appalled by the h:itdeous faee 
of hunger and sickness and poverty; But hunger and 
sickness .and poverty are not the enemy.. They are only 
ways in which md forces manifest themselves in the 
wor1d. Hunger is not a. force - it is a. medium, as water 

is a medium. The poor live in their hunger as fish live 
in water. The real foroes have their origin in the centreS 
·of power, in the coUusilon of interests that takes plaee 
there. You toM me you were :frightened that your name 
nnght be on our fists. I assure you again, I ·swear to you, 
it is not. Our lists name only the spiders and blood­
suckers who sit at t:h.e eentreS of the webs. Once the 
spiders and their webs are desti'O)'ed, children like these 
will be freed. All .over Russia children wiD be able to 
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. 
::r8z emerge &om their ceBan. There will be food and 

and housing, proper housing, for everyoDe. And 
will be work to do - so much work! The first work 
be to raze the banks to the ground, and ·the 
ochanps, and the gov:emment ministries, raze them 
thoroughly that they will. never be rebuilt.' 

The Children, who at first had seemed to be listening, 
have lost interest. The smaUest has slid sideways and 
faUen asleep in his sister's lap. The sister younger than 
.Martryona, but also, it strikes hlm, dWier, more acqui­
escent. Has she already begun to say yes to men? 

Something about their si11ent watching seems odd too. 
Nechaev has not spok1en to them since they arrived, or 
given any sign ol so much as kno~g their names. ::fr 

Specimens of urban pov;en:y - are they more to him than 
that? Mast I give yos a lessrm? He remembers Princess 
Obolensbya's malicious remark: that young Nechaev 
had wan.EJed ~· be a schoolmaster, but had. failed the 
qualifying examinations, md had then. turned to revolu­
tion in revenge against his examiners. Is Nechaev just 
another pedagogue . ~ heart, 1ilte his mentor Jea:n:­
Jaoques? 

And the tines .. He is still not sure what Nechaev means 
by lines. He does not need to be told that bankers hoard 
money,. that covetousness makes ·the bean shrivel .. But 
Necha.ev is insisting on something else ... What? S~gs: of 
numbers passing thro~gh the windoW-paper and stril:ing 
these chlldren in their ·empty bellies? 

His head is spinning again .. Give Jflll. alemm. He draws 
a deep' breath. 'Do you ha¥e five roubles.?' he asb .. 

Nedtaev feels distractedly in his pocbt. 
'This little girl' - he nods toward. the chiild - •If you 

were to give her a good. wash. and cut her hair and put 

dress on her, I could direct you to an esublishment rBJ 
tonight, this very night, she could earn you a 

rou.bles on your five-rouble investmeDt.. And if 
fed. her properly and kept her dean and didn't over­
her or allow her to get sick,. she coUld go on earning 
five. roubles a .night for another five years at least. 

'What-?' 
'Hear me out. There are enough children .in the cellars 
ofP~, and enough. gendemen on. th.e streets with 
money in their pockets and a. taste for ·young ft.esh, to 
bring prosperity to· aiD. the poor folk of the city.. All that 
is required is a cool head. On the backs of their children 
tl'te cellar-folk could. be raised into the tigb.t of day.' 

'What is the point of this depraved parable?' 
'1 don't speak in parables. Like you, I am. outraged by 

the suffering of innocents .. I do not mistake you, Sergei 
. Gerutadevich.. For a long while I was n.ot prepared to 

believe that my son could have been a foUower of yours. 
Now I begin to understand what be saw in you. You 
were bom with the spirit of justice in you, and it is not 
yet stifted. I am sore that if this, child, this little girl here, 
were to be enticed into an aD.ey by one of our Petersburg 
libertines,. and. if you. were to come upon them. - if you 
had been keepilng a guardian eye on her,. for instance -
you would not hesita.te to plunge a knife in.to the man's 
back. to save her. Or, if it is too late to save her, at least 
to revenge her. 

'This is not a. parable: i.t is a story about children and 
their uses. With the aid of a child the st~~eets of Peters­
burg could be rid of a bloodsucker, perhaps e¥en. a blood­
sucking bauker. And in due course the dead man's wife 
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I£14 and children might be turned out on the st:J:Ieets roo, thus 
bringing about a :further measure of leveding.' 

'You s:win:e!' 

'No,, you misplace me in the story. I am .not the swme, I 
am no·t the man who is stuck like a. swine in the alley;. 
I say again: not a parable but a story. Stories can be 
about ~other people: you are not obliged to find a place 
for yourself in them. But if the spirit of justice does not 

permit you to ignore the suffering of innocent children, 
even in stories, there are many other ways of punishing 
the spid.ers who prey upon them .. One does not .have to 

be a child, for instan.ce, to lead a man into a dark alley;. 
One need only shave o.ff O!De's beard and. powder one's 
face and put on a dress and be careful to .. h1iJ!8' the :? 

shadows .. ' 

Now Nechaev smiles, or rather bares his teeth .. '1lUs 
is all ~out of one of your books! It is all pan of yoU.r 
petverse make-believ:e!' 

'.Perhaps. But I still haft a question to ask. If you are 

free today to, dress up and be whom you wish and. fo.Uow 
the promptings ·of the spirit of justice (a spiri.t stiD, I 
believe, resident in your bean), what will be the state 

of affa:irs tomorrow, onee the tempest of the people's 
vengeance has done its work and everyone has been 
leYeUed? Will you still be free to be whom you 'Wish.? 
Will ·each of us be &ee to, be whom we wish, at last?' 

'Th.ere will be no more .need for that.' 
'No· .need for dressing up?' Not even on C8ii'IJNal days?'' 

'This is a stupid conversation. There will be no need 
for carnival. days/ 

'No camival days? No holidays?' 
'Th.ere will be days of recreation .. People will have a 

choice of resting or going into the country to help with rBs 
the harvest.' 

'Yes, I have heard or"harvest days. No doubt we will 
sing while we work. But I return to my question. What 
of me, what of my place in your utopia? Shall. I still be 
allowed. to dress up like a woman, if the spirit takes me, 
or like a young dandy in a. white suit, or will I be allowed 
only one name, one ad.dress, one age, one parentage?' 

'That is not for me to say. The people will give you 
their answer. The people will teD you what you are 
allowed.' 

'But what do ym• say, Sergei Gennadevich? For if you 
are not one of the people, who are you and. what future 
do you have? Shall I still have the &eedom to pass myself 
o,ff as whomever l wish - as a. young man, for instance, 
who spends his idle hours dictating lists .of people he 
doesn't like and .inventing bloodthirsty punishments for 
them,. or as the storekeeper whose job it is to order 
sawdust for the basket under the guillodne? Shall I be 
as &ee as that? Or should l bear in mind what I heard 
you say in Geneva: that we have had enough 
Copemicuses, that if another Copemilcus were to arise 
he should hwe his eyes gouged out?' 

'You. are raving •. You a,e not Copernicus . .' 
'You are right, I am not Copernicus. 'When I look up 

into the heavens I see only the SW'S that watched over 
, us when we were bom. and. will walllch over us when we 

die, no matter how we disguise ourselves,, no matter how 
deep the ce.Uars in which we hide.' 

'I am: not. biding, I hwe simply merged with the invis­
ible people of this city and with the conditions that 
produced me. Except that you cannot see those oon­
dirtions.' 
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r86 'May I be frank? You are speaking nonsense. I may 
not see lines and numbers in the sky, but lim not blind.' _ 

'None so blind as he wh.o· will not see! You see children 
starving in a cellar; you refuse to see what d.e~es 
the oon.d.iJuoos of those ~childrenl: lives .. How 'ca:n. you caD 
that seeing? But of course, you and the people wh.o pay 
you have a. stake in starving, hollow-eyed chiil.dren. That 
iis what you and they like to read about: soulfnl, hollow­
eyed children with piping little voices. Well, let me tell 
you the truth about hunger. \Vhen they look at you, 
do you. know what these hollow-eyed children see? Ask 
them! I'U teD you .. They see fat cheeks and a jU:i:cy tongue. 
These innocents would fall upon you like rats and chew 
you up if they did not know you were s::rong ·enough to _ 
beat them off. But you prefer not to recognize that. You "'' 
prefer to see three little angels on a brief visit to· earth. 

'The more I talk to you, Fyodor Mikhailovich, the 
less I understand how you cou11d have wrinen. about 
Raskolnikov. Raskolnikov was at least alive, until he came 
down with the fever or whatever it was. Do you kn.ow 
how you sttike me now? As an old, blinlrered horse going 
round and round in a cird.e, rolling out the same old 
story day after day. \Vhat right have you to talk. to me 
about dressing up? You ·couldn 1. dress up to save your 
life .. You are nothing but a dry old man, a dry oM. work­
horse near the end of .its life .. Isn't it rime you tried to 
share the ,eXistence of th.e oppressed instead of sitting at 
home and writing about them and counting your money? 
:B.ut I see you are beginning to fidget. I suppose you want 
to hurry home and get this cellar and. these children 
down in a notebook before the .memory fades. You sicken 
me!' 

He pauses, comes closer, peers. 'Do I go too far, 

Fyodor Mikh.ailovich?'' he continues more sofdy. 'Am I r87 
overstepping the bounds ·of decency, uncovering what 
should not be uncovered - that we have .seen timJagh ytm, 
aD of us, your stepson too? Why so silent? Has the knife 
come too close to the bone?' He b~p the scarf out of 
his pocket. 'ShaD we put ·on the blindfold ~?' 

Close to the bone? Yes, perhaps. Not the accusation 
itself but the voice he hears behind it: Pavell:. Pavel 
complaining to his friend, and his friend storing up the 

words like poison. 
Dispiritedly he pushes the scarf asi.de. 'Why are you 

trying to provoke me?·' he says .. 'You didn't bring me 
here to show me your press, or to show me starring 
children. Those are just preteXts. 'What do you reaDy 

, want from me? Do you want to put me in such a rage 
that I will stamp off and betray you to th.e police? \Vhy 
haven't you quit P'etenburg? Iustead of making your 
escape like a sensible person, you behave like Jesus out­
side Jerusalem, waiting for the arrival o.f an ass to carry 
you into the hands of your persecutors .. Are you hoping 
I will play the part of the ass? You fancy yourself the 
prince in hiding, the prince and the martyr, waiting to 

be calied. You want to steal Easter from Jesus .. This is 
the second rime you tempt me, and I am not tempted.' 

'Stop changing the subject! We are talking about 
Russia, not aboutJesus. And stop trying to put the blame 
on me .. If you betray me it will only be because you hate 
me.' 

'I don't hate you. I have no cause.' 
'Yes you do! You want to strike back at me because I 

open people's eyes to· what you are reaDy like, you and 

your generation.' 
'And what are we reaDy like, I and my generation?' 
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I 88 'I will tell you. Your day is over; Only,. instead 
passing quietly from the scene, you wmt -to drag the 
wh.ole world down with you. You resent i:t that the reins 
are passing into the hands of younger and sttonger men 
who are going to make a better world. That is what you 
are reaDy like. And don't reD me the story that you were 
a revolutionary who wen.t to Siberia for your beUefs .. I 
know for a. fact that even .. in .Siberia you wer·e treared like 
one of the gentry. You didn't share the suft'erings of the 
people at all,. it was just a sham., You old .men make me 
sick! The day I get to be thirty-five, PU put a buUet 
through my brains, I swear!' 

Th.ese last words come out w:ith such pendant force 
that he cannot hide a smUe; Nechaev himself colours in 
confusion. -

'I hope you have· a chance to be a father before then, 
so that you w:ill know what iit is like to drink from this 
cup.' 

'I w:iU never be a father,' mutters Necbaev. 
'How do you know? You can't be sure. AU a man can 

do i:s sow the seed; after that it has a life ·of its own.' 
Necha.ev shakes biis bead. decisiivelf. What does .he 

mean? That he does n.ot sow his seed? That be i:s -rowed 
to be a virgin: like Jesus? 

'You can't be sure,' ne r·epeats softly. ''Seed becomes 
so·n, prin.ce beoomes king .. VVhen one day you sit on. the 
throne (if you haven't Mown out your brains by then),. 
and the land is full of princelin.gs, hiding in ceDars and 
attics, plotting against :)rou, what w:iU you do? Send out 
soldiers' to chop off their heads:?' 

Nechaev glowers. 'You are trying to make me angry 
with your siUy parables. I know about your own fa.ther, 
Pavel Isaev told me - what a petty tyrant .be was, bow 

--~ 

enrvone hated him,, tiD his own peasants tilled .him. You ;rf19 
that because you and your father hated each. other, 

the hlstory of the world has to consist of nothing but 
fathers and sons a.t war With each ·other~ You don.\. under­
stand the meaning of revolution. Revolution. i:s the end 
of everything ·old, including fathers 311d sons. It is the 
·end of successions and. dynasties. And it keeps renewing 
itself, if it is true revo!lution. With each generatioa. the 
old revolution is overturned and history starts spin. 
nat is the new iidea,. the truly new idea. Year One. 
Ctwte blimt!Je. When. everything is reinvenred, everything 
erased and reborn: law, morality, the family, everything. 
When aU prisoners are set free,, aU crimes forgiven. The 
idea .is so tremendous that you cannot und.erstand it, you 
and your generation.. Or rather, you understand itt only 
too wen, and want to stiflle it in the cradle.' 

'And money? When you forgive the crimes, will you 
redistribute the money?·' 

'We w:iU do ·more than that. Every so ·often, when 
people least expect it, we will declare tb.e existing money 
:wOrthless and print fresh money. That was the mistake 
the French made - to allow the old money to go on. 
ciradating. The Fren.ch did not have a ttue revolution 
because they did. n.ot have the courage to push it aU the 
way through. They got rid of the aristoc1"81ts but they 
didn't eli.mi:nate the old way of tbi.nkiing. In our schools 
we will reach the peopl~'s way of thinking, that has been 
repressed all this tim.e. ~veryone w:iU go· to school again, 
even. the professors. The peasants will be the reachers 
and the professors will be the students. In our schools 
we w:iU make new men and new women. Everyone will 
be reborn with a new heart.' 

'And God? What will God think of that?'' 
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r90 The young·man gives a laugh. of the ~­
ation. 'God? God will be envious.' 

'So you. believe?' 
'Of course we believe! What would be the point 

wise?· - one might as weD set a torch to everything, 
the world to ash. No.;. we will go to God and stand 
his throne and call him. off.. And be will com.e! He 
have no choice, be wiU have to listen. Then. we will 
be together on the same footing at last.' 

'And the angels?'' 
'The angels will stand around us in ·circles; singing 

their hosannas. The angels will be in transpons .. They 
will be freed as well, to wal!k on the earth. like common 
men.' 

'And the souls of the dead?·' 
'You ask so many questions! The souls of the dead tooti 

Fyodor Mikbailovicb, ifyou like. We shal have the souls 
of the dead ~g the earth again - Pavel Isaev too, if 
y;ou like. There are no bounds to what can be done.' 

'What a charlatan! Yet h.e .no longer mows; wh.ere the 
mastery lies- whether he is playing with Necbaev or 
Nechaev with him .. AU barriers seem to be crumbiJing at 
·once: the barrier on ~, the barrier on laugh.ter; If 
Anna Sergeyevna were here - the thought comes unbid­
den - he would be able to speak the words to her that 
have been lacking aU this time. 

He takes a step furward and with what seems to• him 
the strength of a gian.t fulds Nechaev to his breast. 
Enlbracing the boy, trapping his arms at his sides,. breath~ 
ing in the sour sm.eD of his arbuncalar :8esh, sobbing, 
la.ughlng, he kisses him on the left cheek. and on the 
righ.t. Hip to hlp, breast to breast, he stands locked<~ 
against him. 

There is a clatter of footsteps o:n the stairs. Nechaev 19r 
~stroggles free. 'So they are here!' he exclaims. His eyes 
' gleam: with triumph. . 

He turns. In the doorway stands a woman dressed in 
black, with an. incon.gru.ous litde white hat. In the dim 
light, through his tears,, it is hard to reU her age. 

Necbaev seems disappointed. 'Ah!' he says .• 'Excuse 
us! Come in!' 

But the woman stays where she is. Under her arm she 
bears something wrapped in a white cloth. The children's 
noses are keener than his. All together, without a word, 
they slither down from the bed and. slip past the two 

men. The gid tugs the cloth loose and the smell of fresh 
bread fiUs the room. Without a wol'd she bceaks off 
lumps and gives them. into her brothers' hands. Pressed 
against their mother's skirts, their ·ey;es blank and vacant, 
they stand chewing. Like animals, he thinks: they know · 
where it ·comes from and do .not care. 

" 
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161 

The printing press 

He bows to the woman. From beneath the silly hat a 
rather timi.d, girlish, freclded face peers out.. He feel!s 
a. quick Bicker of sexual interest, but it dies down.. He 
should wear a black tie, or a black hand around his arm 
.in the IWim manner, then .his standing would be dearer 
- to himself too. Not a fuU Dian. any longer: half a man. 
Or on hiis Jlapel a medal with Pavel's image. The bener 
half taken,. the half tha:t was to come. 

'I must go,' he says 

Nechaev gives him a scornfuJllook. 'Go,' he says .. 'No 
one is slt!opping you.' And then, to the woman: 'He thinks 
I don't .know where he is going.' 

Th.e remark strikes him as ,gratuitous. 'Where do you 
think I llll going?' 

'Do, you wantc me to spell it out? Isn't this your chance 
for revenge?·' 

R.e:D~ge: after what has just P'assed, the word iis like a 
pig's bladder thumped into his face. Nechaevk word, 
Nech~M world - a world of vengeance. 'What has it to 
do with him?· Yet the ugJly word has not been. thrust 
at him without reason. Something comes back to him: 

Nechaen behmour when they first met - the flurry of z93 
skins against the back of .bis chair, the pressure of bis 
foot under the table,, the way he used his body, shameless 
yet gauche .. Does the boy have any dear idea. of what he 
wmts, or does be simply try ~g to see where ·it 
wiD lead? He .is .like me, l 'IDIII like him, h.e :drinks - ·tmly l 
.tlitl BOt b110e tbe m1,.11ge. And then: 1s tbllt is 'IDby Pluel 
fol/t.ttDed him: be&mlse· be 'lDIII trying to lNm ~? 1s tbllt 
'IDby .be climbed tbe to'IDer .m the night? 

More and more it is becoming dear: Necbaev "Will not 
be satisfied till be is, in the hands of the police, till he 
has tasted that too. So that his courage and bis resolution 
can be put to the test. And he wiD. come through - no 
doubt of that. He will not break. No matter bow he is 
beaten or starved, he will. never give in, not even fall 
siick. He will lose all his teeth and smile. He will drag 
his broken limbs around, roaring, strong as a Ilion. -

'Do you 'IDtmt me to take revell!ge? Do you 'IDIII'It me 
to go out and betray you? Is that wha.t it is meant to 
achieve, aD this clmrade of mazes and blindfolds?' 

Nechaev lau;ghs excitedly, and be knows that they 
understand each other~ 'Why should I want that?' be 
replies in a soft, mischievous voice, giving the girl a 
sitdelong glance as if drawing her ilu~o the j,olre. 'rm not 
a youth who has .lost his way, like ·your stepson .. If you 
are going to the police,. be frank about: it. Don't senti­
mentalize me, don't pretend you are not my enemy. I 
know about your sentimentaH~. You do it to women 
too, I'm sure. Women and little girls.' He turns to the 
girl. 'You. know all about it,. don't you? How men. of that 
type drop tears when they hurt you.,. to lubricate their 
·consciences ~d gi¥e themselves thriDs.' 

For someone ·Of his .age, extraordinary how much he 



161 

The printing press 

He bows to the woman. From beneath the silly hat a 
rather timi.d, girlish, freclded face peers out.. He feel!s 
a. quick Bicker of sexual interest, but it dies down.. He 
should wear a black tie, or a black hand around his arm 
.in the IWim manner, then .his standing would be dearer 
- to himself too. Not a fuU Dian. any longer: half a man. 
Or on hiis Jlapel a medal with Pavel's image. The bener 
half taken,. the half tha:t was to come. 

'I must go,' he says 

Nechaev gives him a scornfuJllook. 'Go,' he says .. 'No 
one is slt!opping you.' And then, to the woman: 'He thinks 
I don't .know where he is going.' 

Th.e remark strikes him as ,gratuitous. 'Where do you 
think I llll going?' 

'Do, you wantc me to spell it out? Isn't this your chance 
for revenge?·' 

R.e:D~ge: after what has just P'assed, the word iis like a 
pig's bladder thumped into his face. Nechaevk word, 
Nech~M world - a world of vengeance. 'What has it to 
do with him?· Yet the ugJly word has not been. thrust 
at him without reason. Something comes back to him: 

Nechaen behmour when they first met - the flurry of z93 
skins against the back of .bis chair, the pressure of bis 
foot under the table,, the way he used his body, shameless 
yet gauche .. Does the boy have any dear idea. of what he 
wmts, or does be simply try ~g to see where ·it 
wiD lead? He .is .like me, l 'IDIII like him, h.e :drinks - ·tmly l 
.tlitl BOt b110e tbe m1,.11ge. And then: 1s tbllt is 'IDby Pluel 
fol/t.ttDed him: be&mlse· be 'lDIII trying to lNm ~? 1s tbllt 
'IDby .be climbed tbe to'IDer .m the night? 

More and more it is becoming dear: Necbaev "Will not 
be satisfied till be is, in the hands of the police, till he 
has tasted that too. So that his courage and bis resolution 
can be put to the test. And he wiD. come through - no 
doubt of that. He will not break. No matter bow he is 
beaten or starved, he will. never give in, not even fall 
siick. He will lose all his teeth and smile. He will drag 
his broken limbs around, roaring, strong as a Ilion. -

'Do you 'IDtmt me to take revell!ge? Do you 'IDIII'It me 
to go out and betray you? Is that wha.t it is meant to 
achieve, aD this clmrade of mazes and blindfolds?' 

Nechaev lau;ghs excitedly, and be knows that they 
understand each other~ 'Why should I want that?' be 
replies in a soft, mischievous voice, giving the girl a 
sitdelong glance as if drawing her ilu~o the j,olre. 'rm not 
a youth who has .lost his way, like ·your stepson .. If you 
are going to the police,. be frank about: it. Don't senti­
mentalize me, don't pretend you are not my enemy. I 
know about your sentimentaH~. You do it to women 
too, I'm sure. Women and little girls.' He turns to the 
girl. 'You. know all about it,. don't you? How men. of that 
type drop tears when they hurt you.,. to lubricate their 
·consciences ~d gi¥e themselves thriDs.' 

For someone ·Of his .age, extraordinary how much he 



194 has pi.cbd up! More even than. a woman o£.the streets, 
because he has his own shrewdness. He knows about the 
world. Pavcl could have done wirh more of tha.t. There 
was more real life in. rhe filthy, waddling old bear in his 
story- what was his name? Karamzin? -than in the 
priggish h.ero he so painfully constructed. Slaughtered 
too soon - a bad mistake .. 

'I have no intention ·Of betraying you/ he says. wearily~ 
'Go home to your father. You have a father somewhere 
in lvarn.O¥O, if I remember; Go to him, kneel,. ask him to 
hide you .. He will do it There are no limits to wha.t a 
father will. do .. ' 

There is a. wild sn9rt ·of laughter fi:om Nechaev. He 
can .no longer remain still: he stalks across the ceUar, _ 
pushing the chiJdren out of .his way.. 'My father.! W'hat -~ 
do you know about my father?· I'm not a ninny ilike your 
stepson! .I don't cling to peopEe who oppress me! .I left 
my father's .house when I was sixteen and l'w ne¥er been 
back Do you know why? Because he beat me. I said, 
"Beat me once more and you will never see me again." 
So he beat me and he never saw me again .. From that 
day he ·ceased to be my father; I am my own father now. 
I have m3{de myself over .. I don\ need any father to hlde 
me. H I need to hide~ the people will hide me. 

'You say there are no Wnits to what a father will do. 
Do you know that my father shows my letters to the 
police? I write to my sisters and he steals the lette.rs and 
copies. them fur the police 11nd they PIIJ him. Those are 
his hmi.ts. It shows how desperate the police are~ paying 
(or that land of thing, dutchin.g at straws. Because there 
is nothling I have done that they can. prove- notluing!' 

Desperate. Desperate to be betrayed, desperate to find 
a father to betray him .. 

'They may not be able to prove an)!'thiD!g, but they 195 
know and you know and. I know tba.t you are not inno­
cent. You have gone further than drawing up lists, haven't 
you? There is blood ·on your hands, isn't there? I'm 
not asking you to confess. Nevertheless, in the most 

hypothetical ·of senses, why Jo. JOII Jo it!' 
'Hypothetically? Because ifyou do not kill you are not 

taken. seriously. It is the only proof of seriousness that 
OOUDts.' 

'But why be taken seriously? 'Why not be young and 
carefree as long as you can? There is time ·enough after­
wards to be serious. And spare a thought for those weaker 
fellows of yours who made the .mistake of tating you 
seriously. Think of your Fmn:ish friend and of what she 
.ils going through. at this very moment as a consequence.' 

'Stop harping on my so-called Finnish friend! She has 
been looked after, she isn't suffering any more! .And don't 
tell me to wait to be old before I am talren seriously. I 
have seen what happens when you grow old .. 'When I am 
old I won't be myself any longer/ 

It is an insight he could have imagmed coming from 
Pavel, never from Nechaev. What a waste!. 'I wish,' he 
says, 'I could have heard you and Pavel together;.' What 
he does not say is: Like two s:wonls, two naked swords. 

But how de¥er ·of Nechaev to have forewarned .him 
against pity! For that is just what he is on the point of 
feeling: pity for a child alone in the sea, fighting and 
drowning. So is he wrong to detect something a little 
too studied in Nechaev's sombre look (for he has,. surpris­
ingly, fallen silent)., .in his ruminative gaze - more than 
studied, in fa.ct: sly? But when was .it last that wonls 
could be trusb:d to travel 6:om heart to heart? An age 
of acting, dUs, an age of disguise· .. Pavel too much of a 
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:c¢ child, and too old-fashioned, to prosper in it. Pavd5 
hero and .heroine oonversing in the funny;- stammering, 
oM-fashioned language of the heart. 'I wish . . .. I 
wish ...• '- 'You may ... You may .... ' Yet Pavel at least 
uied to project himself into another breast. Impossible 
to imagine Sergei Nechaev as a writer. An egoist amd 
worse. A poor lover too~ for sure. Without feeling, with­
out sympathy. Immature in his feelings, stalled,. like a 
midget. A man. of the future, of the next century, with 
a monstrous head and. monstrous appetites but .nothing 
·else. Lonely, lone. His proper place a throne in a bare 
room. The throne of ideas .. A pope of ideas, dull ideas. 
God save the faithful then, God save the ruled!' 

His thoughts are interrupted. by a clatter on th.e stairs. _ 
Nechaev dans to the door, listens, then goes out. There -~ 
is a furious wbispering, th.e sound of a key in a lock,, 
silence. 

Still wearing her litd.e white hat,. the woman has sat 
down on the edge of th.e bed with. the youngest dilld at 
her breast. Meeting his eye, she colours, then lifts her 
chin defiandy. 'Mr Ishutin says you may be able to· help 
us,' sh.e says. 

'Mr Ishutin?' 
'Mr Ishutin. Your fiiend .. ' 
''\N'hy shouJ!d he ~e said that? He knows my 

situation.' 
We're being put out beca.ose of the .rent. I'l"e paid 

this; month's rent, but I can't pay the back rent llloo, it's 
too much .. ' 

The ·child stops sw:king and begins to wriggle... She 
lets him go; he slithers off her lap and leal"eS the room. 
They hear .him relieving himself under the stairs, moan..:. 
ing softly as he does so. 

'He's been sick for weeks,' she complailns. 19.7 
'Show me your breasts.' 
She slips a second button and exposes both breasm. 

The nipples stand out in the cold. Liftiag them up 
between her 6ngers,. she softly manipulates them. A bead 

of milk appears. 
He has :five roubles that he has borrowed from Anna 

Sergeyevna. He .gjves her two. She tabs the coins with­
out a. word and wraps them in a ban.dkercbief. 

Nechaev comes back. 'So Sonya has been telling you 
of her troubl.es,.' he says. 'I thought your landlady might 
do something for them. She'S a generous woman, isn't 

she? That was what lsaev said.' 
'It's out of the question. How can I bring - ?' 
The girl- can h.er name really be SOny&? - Joob away 

in embarrassment. H.er dress,. which is of a cheap floral 
material quite inappropriate to winter, bu.uons all the 
way do1m. the front. She has begun. to shiver. 

'We'U uik about that later/ says Necbaev. 'I want to 

show you the press.' 
'I am not intereSted in your press.' 
But Nechaev has him by the arm and is half-steering, 

half-dragging bim to the door. Api:n be is surprised by 
his own passivity; It is as though be is; in. a moral mmce. 
'What would Pavel think, to see him beilng used thus by 
his murderer? Or .is it in fact Pavel who is leading him?' 

He recognizes the p-ess at once,. the same old­
fashioned Albioo-of-Birmiugbam model th.at his brother 
kept for running off handbills and advertisements. No 
question of thousands of copies - twO hundred an hour 

at most. 
1"be source of every writer's power,' says Nechaev, 

giving the machine a slap. 'Your statement wiD be distri-
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The girl- can h.er name really be SOny&? - Joob away 

in embarrassment. H.er dress,. which is of a cheap floral 
material quite inappropriate to winter, bu.uons all the 
way do1m. the front. She has begun. to shiver. 

'We'U uik about that later/ says Necbaev. 'I want to 

show you the press.' 
'I am not intereSted in your press.' 
But Nechaev has him by the arm and is half-steering, 

half-dragging bim to the door. Api:n be is surprised by 
his own passivity; It is as though be is; in. a moral mmce. 
'What would Pavel think, to see him beilng used thus by 
his murderer? Or .is it in fact Pavel who is leading him?' 

He recognizes the p-ess at once,. the same old­
fashioned Albioo-of-Birmiugbam model th.at his brother 
kept for running off handbills and advertisements. No 
question of thousands of copies - twO hundred an hour 

at most. 
1"be source of every writer's power,' says Nechaev, 

giving the machine a slap. 'Your statement wiD be distri-



I¢ bated to• the ceUs tonight and on. the streets tomorrow. 
Or, if you prefer, we can hold it up till )'011 are across 
the border. H ever you a:re ·cued with it, you can say .it 
was a. forgery; It won't matter by then - it will have had 
its effect' 

There is another man in the room,. older than Nechaev 
-a spare,. dark-haired mm widla saDow oomplezi.on. and 
rather lustreless dark eyes, stooped over the composing 
table wi.th .his chin on his hands. He pays no atteRdon 
to• them;. n.or does Nechaev in.ttoduce him. 

'My statement?' he says. 
'Yes, your statement. Whatever statement you choose 

to make. You can write it here and now,. it will. save time .. ' 
'And what ifl choose to teD the truth?' 
'Wha.tever you write we will. distribute, .I promise.' 
'The truth may be more thm a hand-press can cope 

with .. ' 
'Leave him alone.' The voice comes from the other 

man,. soU po.ring over the text in. front .of him. 'He's a 
writer, he doesn't work like that~' 

'How does he work then?' 
'Writers have their own roles. They can't work with 

people l.ooking over their shoulders.' 
'Then they should learn new rules. Privacy is a l.uxury 

we can do without .. People don't need privacy.' 
Now that he has an audience,. Nechaev has gone back 

to his old manner. As for .him, .. h.e is sick and dred of 
these caUow p·rovocadons. ''I must go,.' he says again. 

'.If you don't write, we'll have to write for you.' 
'\\i'hat do· you say? Write for me?' 
'Yes.'' 
'And .sign my name?' 
'Sign your name too- we'D have no alternative.' 

'No one will accept that. No one will believe you.' I99 
'Stodents will believe - you have quite a following 

among the students, .as I told you .• Particularly if they 
don't have to read a fat book to get the messap. Stodents 
wiD believe anything.'' 

'Come on, Sergei Gennadevicht' says the other man. 
His tone is not amused at all. There are rings under his 
eyes; he has 6t a ci.garette and is smoking nervously. 
"\Vhat have you got against boob? What have you got 
against stodents?'' 

'What can't be said in. one page isn't worth saying. 
Besides, why should some people m.t around in luxury 
reading boob, when. other people can't read at all? Do 
you think Sonya next door has rime to read boob? And 
students chatter too much. They sit around arguing and 
dissipating their energy.. A university is a place where 
they teach you to· argue so that you'D never actu:ally do 
anything. It's like th.e Jews cutting ·O·ff Samson~ hair. 
Arguing is just a trap .. They think that by talking they 
will make the world better. They don't understand that 
things have to get worse before they em pt better.' 

His comrade yawns.; his indifference. seems to goad 
Nechaev. 'It~ true! That is why they.lurve to· be provoked! 
If you leave them t!o themselves they will always slide 
back into chanering and debating,, and e¥erything wiH 
nm down. Yom stepson was like that,. Fyodor Mik:hail­
orich: always talking. People wh.o are suffering don't 
need to talk, they n.eed to act. Our task is to make them 
act. If we can p·rovoke them to act,. the battlle is half won. 
They may be smashed, there may be new repression, but 
that wiH just create more suffering and more outtap 
and more desire fo.r action. That~ how things work. 
Besides, if some are suffering, what justice is there rill 



I¢ bated to• the ceUs tonight and on. the streets tomorrow. 
Or, if you prefer, we can hold it up till )'011 are across 
the border. H ever you a:re ·cued with it, you can say .it 
was a. forgery; It won't matter by then - it will have had 
its effect' 

There is another man in the room,. older than Nechaev 
-a spare,. dark-haired mm widla saDow oomplezi.on. and 
rather lustreless dark eyes, stooped over the composing 
table wi.th .his chin on his hands. He pays no atteRdon 
to• them;. n.or does Nechaev in.ttoduce him. 

'My statement?' he says. 
'Yes, your statement. Whatever statement you choose 

to make. You can write it here and now,. it will. save time .. ' 
'And what ifl choose to teD the truth?' 
'Wha.tever you write we will. distribute, .I promise.' 
'The truth may be more thm a hand-press can cope 

with .. ' 
'Leave him alone.' The voice comes from the other 

man,. soU po.ring over the text in. front .of him. 'He's a 
writer, he doesn't work like that~' 

'How does he work then?' 
'Writers have their own roles. They can't work with 

people l.ooking over their shoulders.' 
'Then they should learn new rules. Privacy is a l.uxury 

we can do without .. People don't need privacy.' 
Now that he has an audience,. Nechaev has gone back 

to his old manner. As for .him, .. h.e is sick and dred of 
these caUow p·rovocadons. ''I must go,.' he says again. 

'.If you don't write, we'll have to write for you.' 
'\\i'hat do· you say? Write for me?' 
'Yes.'' 
'And .sign my name?' 
'Sign your name too- we'D have no alternative.' 

'No one will accept that. No one will believe you.' I99 
'Stodents will believe - you have quite a following 

among the students, .as I told you .• Particularly if they 
don't have to read a fat book to get the messap. Stodents 
wiD believe anything.'' 

'Come on, Sergei Gennadevicht' says the other man. 
His tone is not amused at all. There are rings under his 
eyes; he has 6t a ci.garette and is smoking nervously. 
"\Vhat have you got against boob? What have you got 
against stodents?'' 

'What can't be said in. one page isn't worth saying. 
Besides, why should some people m.t around in luxury 
reading boob, when. other people can't read at all? Do 
you think Sonya next door has rime to read boob? And 
students chatter too much. They sit around arguing and 
dissipating their energy.. A university is a place where 
they teach you to· argue so that you'D never actu:ally do 
anything. It's like th.e Jews cutting ·O·ff Samson~ hair. 
Arguing is just a trap .. They think that by talking they 
will make the world better. They don't understand that 
things have to get worse before they em pt better.' 

His comrade yawns.; his indifference. seems to goad 
Nechaev. 'It~ true! That is why they.lurve to· be provoked! 
If you leave them t!o themselves they will always slide 
back into chanering and debating,, and e¥erything wiH 
nm down. Yom stepson was like that,. Fyodor Mik:hail­
orich: always talking. People wh.o are suffering don't 
need to talk, they n.eed to act. Our task is to make them 
act. If we can p·rovoke them to act,. the battlle is half won. 
They may be smashed, there may be new repression, but 
that wiH just create more suffering and more outtap 
and more desire fo.r action. That~ how things work. 
Besides, if some are suffering, what justice is there rill 



zoo all are suffering?' And things will accelerate toO· You wiD. 
be surprised at how fast history can move once we get 
it moving~ The cycles wiD grow shorter and shorter. H 
we a.ct today; the future will. be upon us before we lm.ow 
it.' 

'So forgery is permitted.. EverydUDg is permitted .. ' 
''Why not? There'S nothing new in that. Everyt:IUng is 

pemri.tted foc the sake of the future - even believers say 
so. I wouldn't be surprised if i.t's in the Bible .. ' 

'It certain:ly isn't. Only the Jesuits say so, and thq will 
not be forgiven .. Nor wiD you.' 

'Not be forgiven? Who w:iiU know? We are talking 
about a pamphlet, Fyodor MikhailO'Yich. Who Cllles who 
actuaUy writes a pamphlet?' Words are like the wind,. ~ 
here toda:y; gone tomorrow:; No one owns words. We are 

talking about crowds .. Surely :You have been in a crowd. 
A crowd isn't interested in fine points of authorship .. A 
crowd has no intellect, only passions .. Or do you mean 
something else?' 

'I mean that if you knowin,gly bring down suffering 
on ~ose wretched chlldr·en nex11: door, in the IWD:e of 
the futul'~, you will not be fo~ven, ever.' 

''Know:iingly? 'What does that mean? You keep talkin.g 
aboo.t the insides .of people'S minds.. , Hisoory isn't 
thoughts, history isn't made in people's minds. Hisoory 
is made in the streets. And don.'t tell me I am. ta.lking 
tl:mtl,ghts right now. That is; just another clever debating 
trick, the kind of thing they .confuse students w:iith. I'm 
not taUri:n.g thoughts, and ·even if I am, it doesn't matter. 
I ·can dunk one thing at one minute and another thing 
at another and it won't matter a pin as long as I m. The 

-people .a. Besides, ~u are wrong! You don't .know your 
theology! Haven't you heard of the pilgrimage of the 

Modter of God? On the day after the last day, when zo·1 
everything has been d.ecided, when the gates of hell have 
been sealed, the Mother of God wiD leave her throne in 
heaven and make a pilgrimage to heU to· plead for the 
damned. She w:iill knee& and she will r·efuse oo rise till 
God has relented and ·everyone has been forgiven, even 
tb.e atheist, even. the blasphemer. So you are wrong, you 
are contradicted out of your own books.' And Nechaev 
casts him. a blazing look of triumph. 

Forgiveness of .aU. He has only oo think of it and his 
head spins. And •the:Y .sbllll be aitetl, fother lind son. Because 
it oomes~from the foul mouth of a. bjasphemer, shall it 
therefore not be the troth? Who shall p~:~escribe where 
she may make her home, the Mother of God? lf·Christ 
is hidden, why should he not hide here in. these ceDars?. 
Why should he not be here at dUs moment,, .in the child 
at the breast of the woman nexlt d.oor, in the titde girl 
w:iith the dull, know:iing eyes,. in Sergei Nechaev himself? 

'You are tempting God. If you gambl.e ·on God's mercy 
you will certainly be lost .. Don't even think the thought 
- pay heed to me! - or you will falL.' 

His voice is so· thick that he can barely pronounce the 
words. For the first time Nechaev's comrade ~ooks up, 
inspecting him with interest. 

As if sensing his weakness, Necha.ev pounces, worrying 
him like a dog. 'Eighteen centuries have passed since 
God's age, nearly nineteen! We are on the brink of a 
new age where we are free to think any thought. There 
is nothing we can't think! Surely you know dtat. You 
must know it - it's wha.t Raskolnikov said in your own 
book before he feU ill.!' 

'You are mad, you don't know how to read,' he mut­
ters. But he h31S .lost, md he knows it.. He has lost because, 
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.zo:z in this deba.te, he does not believe himself. And he does 
not believe hDnself because he b.as lost. Everything is 
coUapsing: logic, reason .. He stares at Nechaev and sees 
only a crys~ winking in the light of the desert, .self­
enclosed,. impregnable .. 

'Be ca:i-eful,t says Nechaev, wagging a ~ger meaning­
fuUy. 'Be' careful what words you use about me. I am. of 
Russia.: when. you say I am mad, you say Russia is mad .. ' 

'Bravo!' says his comrade, and claps his hands in 
languid mockery. 

He tries a last time to rouse himself. 'No, that\; not 
true, that's just sophisuy. You are only part of Russia, 
·only part of Russias madness. I am the one' - he lays a 
hand on his breast, th.en, struck by the aflected!ness ·Of 
the gesture, lets it drop again - 'I am the one who car• ~ 
ries the madness. My fate, my burden, not yours. You 
are too much of a child to begin to bear the wei.gh.t.' 

'll'aiVO again!' says the man, and claps: 'He has got 
~L c;: ......... ·ll you mere, ...n.&5 ... 1. 

'So I ~ll make a bargain with you,' he pushes ·on. 'I 
wiD write foe your press aftec aU. I wiD tell the truth, the 
whole truth. in one page, as you. require. My condition 
i.s that you print it as it stands,, without changing a word,. 
and send it out.' 

'Done!' Nechaev positively glows with triumph .. '.I like 
bargains! Give him pen and paper!' 

Th.e oth.er man lays a board over the composing table 
and sets ou.t paper. 

He writes: 'On the night of October 1 z th,. in the year 
of our Lord r869, my stepson Pavel Alexandrovich Isaev 
feU to his death from the shot tower on Stoly:am:y Quay~ 
A rumour has been circula.ted that his death was brou,ght 
about by the Third Section. of the· Imperial P·o6ce. This 

mmour is a wilful fabrication. I believe that my stepson zoJ 
was murdered by his false friend Se~gei Gennadevich 

Nechaev. 
'May God have mercy on his soul. 
'F. M. DostoeVSky~ 
'Novem~ 18th, 1869.' 
Trembling ligh.dy, he bands over the paper to Nechaev. 
'Excelent!' says Nechaev, and passes ilt ro the other 

man. 'The truth, as seen by a btind man .. ' 
''Print it.' 
'Set it,' Nechaev commands the other. 
The other gjves him. a. steady inter~~Qgrative look. 'Is it 

true?' 
'T'I'f#b? Wbat is the t.riiJh?' Nechaev screams in a voice 

that makes the whol.e ·cellar ring. 'Set it'! We have wasted 
enough timeP 

In this moment it becomes dear that he b.as fallen into 

a. trap·. 
'Let me change something,' he says. He takes the 

paper back, crumples it, thrusts it into· his pocket. 
Nechaev ·makes no attempt to stop him. 'Too late, no 
recanting,' he says. 'You wrote it, before a witness. We'D 
print it as I promised, word fur word.' 

A trap, a devilish trap. He i.s not after all, as he had 
th.ought, a figure from the wings inconveniendy intrud..; 
ing mto a quarrel between his stepson and Sergei 
Nechaev the anarchist. P'avel's death was merely the bait 
to lure him from Dresden to Pe~rsburg. He has been 

· the quany aU the time. He has been lur·ed out of hiding, 
and now Nechaev has pounced and. has him by the 

throat. 
He glares; but Nechaev does .not give an inch. 
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17 

The poison 

The sun rides low in .a pale,. dear sky. Emerging from_ 
the warren of alleys on to Vomesensky Prospe.kt, he has-~ 
to d.ose his eyes; the tumbling dizziness is back, so that 
be almost longs for the ,comfort of a blindfold and a 
guiding hand. 

He is tired of the maelsttom of Petersburg. Dresden 
beckons like an atoU of peace - Dresden, .his wife, his 
boob and papers, and the hundred small ·comfO,ns that 
make up, home, not l·east among them the pleasure of 
fresh underwear; And this when,. without a passport, he 
cannot leave! 'Pavel.!' he whispers, repeating the charm. 
But .he has lost touch with Pavel and with the logi.c that 
teUs him why, because Pavel died here, he is tied to 
Petersburg.. What holds him is no longer the memory 
of Pavd, nor even Anna Sergeyema, but the pit that has 
been dug fOr him by Pavel's betrayer. Turning not left 
towards Svechnoi Street but right in the direction of 

Sadovaya Street and the police station, he hopes testily 
that Nechaev is on his taU, spying on him. 

Th.e waiting-room is as crowded as befOre. He takes 

his pJiace in the line; after twenty minu~ be reaches the 205 

desk. 'Dostoevsky,, reporting as required,' he says. 
'Required by whom?' The clerk at the desk is a young 

man, not even in po!lice umfonn. 
He throws up his hands in irritation. 'How can I be 

expected to know? I am required to repon here,. now I 
am reporting.' 

7ake a seat, someone will attend to you.' 
His exasperation boils over. 'I don.~ need to be 

attended to, .it is enough that I am here! You .have seen 
me in the tlesh, wha.t more do y;ou require? .And how 
em I take a seat when there are no seats?'' 

The clerk is clearly taken aback by his vehemence; 
other people in. the room are watching him curiously 
too. 

'Write my name down and be finished.:!' he demands. 
'I am\: just write down a name,' rep.Iiies the clerk 

reasonably. 'How do I know it is your name? Show me 
your passpon.' 

He cannot restrain his anger. 'You confi.scate my pass­
port and now you d.emand that I p.roduce it! What 
insanity! Let me see Councillor Muim:ov!' 

But if he expects the clerk to be overawed by Max:i:m­
ov's name, he is mistaken. 'Councillor Maximov is not 
available. Best if you. take a seat and calm down. Someone 
will attend to you.' 

'And when will. that be?' 
'How can I say? You are not the only person with 

ttoubles/ He gestures toward the crowded room. 'In any 
event, if you have a complaint, the correct procedure is 
to submit it in writing. We can't get mo9ing until we 
have· something in writing - something to get our teeth 
into, so to speak. You sound like a cultured person. 
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desk. 'Dostoevsky,, reporting as required,' he says. 
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ov's name, he is mistaken. 'Councillor Maximov is not 
available. Best if you. take a seat and calm down. Someone 
will attend to you.' 
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'How can I say? You are not the only person with 

ttoubles/ He gestures toward the crowded room. 'In any 
event, if you have a complaint, the correct procedure is 
to submit it in writing. We can't get mo9ing until we 
have· something in writing - something to get our teeth 
into, so to speak. You sound like a cultured person. 



zo6 Surely you appieciate that .. ' And he turns tQ. the next in 
the line. -

There is no doubt in his mind that, if he ·could see 
Muimov now, he wouJ:d tt:ade Necbaev for his passport. 
H he hesitated at aU, it would only be because he is 
convinced that to be betrayed - and betrayed by him,. 
Dostoevsky- is exactly what Necbaev w:ants. Or is it 
worse, is there a further twist? Is it possible that behind 
the all too many insinuations Necbaev has l.et fall about 
his, Dostoevsky's, pobm.bial for treachecy Ues an inbmt 

· to• ·confuse and inhibit him? At every tum, he feels., he 
has been outplayed, and outplayed, perhaps:, because 
h.e w:ants to be outplayed - outplayed by a player who, 
from the day he met him or even before then, .recognized 
the pleasure he took in yielding - in being plotted 
against,. ensnared, seduced - and harnessed tha.t lknow­
led.ge to his own ends. How else can he explain thls 
stupid passivity of his, the half-drugged state of his con--. , sctence. 

Was it the same with Pavel? Was Pavel in his. deepest 
being a. son of his stepfather, seducible by th.e voluptuous 
promise of being seduced? 

Nechaev spoke ·Of financiers as spiders, but at this 
moment he feels like nothing so much as a ly in 
Necha.ev's web. He can. think of only one spider bigger 
than Nechaev: the spider Ma:ximmr sitting at his desk, 
smacking his lips, looking ahead to his next prey. He 
hopes that he wiU make a meal! of Nechaev,. will. swallow 
him whole and crush his bones and spit out. the dcy 
remnants. 

So, after all his self-congrabdarion, be has sunk. llio the 
petbiest vengefulness .. How ll_ftuch lower can he fall? He 
recalls .Maximmr~ remark: bi.essed, in an age like this,. 

the father of daughters. If there must be sons,. better to zo7 
father them at a distance, like a frog or a fish. 

He pictures the spider Maximav at home, his three 
daughters fussing about him, stroking him with their 
claws,. hissing softly, and against him too• feels the acutest 

resentment. 

He has been hoping for a speedy answer from ApoUon 
Maykov; but the ·concierge is adamant that there has 

been no message. 
'Are you sure my tetter was delivered?·' 
'Don't ask me, ask the boy who took it .. ' 
He tries to find the boy, but no one knows where he is. 
Should he write again? If the first appeal! reached 

Maykov and was ignored, will a second appeal! not seem 
abject? He is not yet a beggar. Yet the unpi.easant truth 
is, be is living from day to day on Anna Sergeyevna's 
charity. Nor can he expect his presence in. Petersburg to 

remain unremarked much longer. The news will get 
around,. if it has .not already, and when it does, any of 
half a dozen creditors could initiate proceedings to have 
hlm restrained. His pennilessness would no·t protect him: 
a creditor might easilly reckon that, in the last resort, his 
wife or hls wiife~s &m.illy or even his. writer-colleagues 
would raise tb.e money to save him from disgrace. 

AU the more reason, then, to get out of Petersburg! 
He must recover hi:s passport; if tha.t fails., he must risk 
travelling on lsaev's. papers a.gain. 

He has p1omitsed Anna Sergeyevna to look in on the 
sick child.;. He finds the curtain across the alcove open 
and Mattyona sitting up in bed. 

'How are you feeling?' he asks. 
She gives no reply, absorbed in her own thoughts. 
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:zo8 He oomes nearer, pu.ts a hand to her fore~ead .. There 
are h.ectic spots on her ·cheeks, her brea~g is shallow, 
but there is no fever. 

'Fyodor Mikhailovich,' she says, speaking slowly and 
without looking at him, 'does it .hurt to die?' 

He is surprised at lthe direction her brooding has 
taken .. 'My dear Matryosha,' he says,. 'you are not going 
to die! Lie down, have a nap,. and you wiU wa~.e up 
feetin.g better. In just a few days you wi.U be back at 
sch.oo.S - you heanl what the doctor said.' 

But even while he speaks she is shaking her head. 'I 
don't mean me,' she says.. 'Does it hurt - you know -
when a person dies?' 

Now he knows she is serious. 'At the moment?' 
'Yes .. Not when you are completely dead, but just 

before that.; 

'\Vhen you mow you are dead?' 

~-· . 
He is overcome with gratiru.de. For days she has; been 

dosing herself o·ff to him,. retreating into obtuseness and 
childishness, indulging her resentments, refusing him the 
precious memory of Pavel she bears within her. Now 
she has become herself again. 

'Animals don't find it hard .. to die,' he says gendy. 
'Perhaps we should take our lesson from them. Perhaps 
that is why they are with us here on eanli- to show 
us that living and dying are not as hard as we think.' 

He pauses, then tries again ... 

'\Vhat frightens us most about dying isn't the pain. It 
is the fear th.at we must Ieave behind those who ~ov:e us 
and trav:el alone. But that is not so,. it is simply not so. 
'When we die, we carry our loved ones with us in our 
breast. So Pavel carried you with him when he died, and 

he carried me, and your mother. He still carries aD of 209 
us. Pavel is not alone.' 

Still, 'th s1 ,.....,;,,.,.1. .bs cted . sh · 'I t . WJ. . a • u66a...&,, a tra m, • e says: wasn t 
.:L.!-1..!i-. f p I' u.wuuug o ·ave . 

He is unsettled, he does not understand;. but a moment 
more has to pass before he can appreciate how compre­
hensively he does not understand. 

'Who are you thinking of then?' 
'Of the girl who was here on Saturday.' 
tl don't know which girl you mean.' 

'Sergei Gmudm.ch's friend.' 
'The Finnish girl? You mean because the police 

brought her? You mustn.'t lie here wort;Yin!g about that!' 
He takes her band in his and pats it .reassuringly. 
'Nobody is going to· die! The police don.'t kill people! 
They will send her ba.ck to Karelia,. that is all.. At worst 
they will keep her in prison for a while.' 

She withdraws her hand and mms her face to· the waD. 
It begins to ·dawn. on him that even now, perhaps, he 
does not undentand; that she may. not be asking to be 
reassured, to be relieved of childish fears - may, in &.ct, 
in. a roundabout way; be trying to teD him something he 
does not know. 

'Are you afraid she .is going to ·be executed? Is that 
what you are afraid. of? Because of something yeu know 
she has done?' 

She shakes her head. 
'Then you must teD me. I can't guess any further.' 
~They have aD. taJren a vow they will n.ever be captured. 

They vow they will kill themselves first.' 
'It's easy to take vows, Mattyosha, much harder to 

keep them, particularly when your fri.ends have deserted 
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-
zzo you and you are all by yoursel£ Life is precious, she is 

ri,pt to hold on to it, yo•u. mustn't blame nerO' 
She l'lllDinates again for a while,. fiddling abstractedly 

with. the bedsheets. When she speab, she does so in. a 
mwmur, and With h.er head bent, so that he can barely 
·cau:h the wonls: 'I gave her poison.' 

·'Yoo. gave her what?' 

She brushes her hair asilde, and he sees what sh.e has 
been. hiding: the slightest of smiles. 

'Poison:,' she says, just as softly .. 'Does poison hurt?'' 
'And how did you do that?' he asks, marking time 

while his mind races. 
'When I gave her the bread .. No one saw it.' 
He remembers the scene that had affected him so )1-

strangelf: the old-fashioned cunsy, the offering of food 
to th.e prisoner. 

'Did she know?' he whispers, his mouth dry. 
''Yes.'' 

'Are you sure? Are y:ou sure she knew wha.t .it was?·' 
She nods. And, recaHing now how wooden, how 

ungrateful the Fmn seemed. at that moment, .he cannot 
doubt her. 

''But how did you lay your hands on poison?' 
'Sergei Gennadevich left it for her;' 
'What ·else did he leave?' 
'The Sag/ 
'The Oa.g and what else?' 

'Some other things. He asked me to look afte.r them .. ' 
'Show me.' 

The ·child clambers out of bed, kneels, gropes among 
the bedsprings, and comes up with a canvas-wrap·ped 
paroeL He opens it on the bed .. An American pist:ol and 

cartridges. Some leaflets. A little cotton purse with a ztt 

long drawstring .. 
'The poison is in there,' says Matryona.. 
He loosens the dnwstring and pours th.e contents out: 

three glass capsules' containing a fine green powder .. 
'This is what you gave her?' 
She nods. 'She was supposed to have one around 

her neck, but she didn't.' Deftly she slips the drawstring 
around her own n.eck, so that the purse hangs between 
her breasts like a medallion. 'ff she had had it they 
wouldn't have caught her.' 

'So you gave her one of these.' 
'She wanred it for her vow. She would do anything for 

Sergei. Gennadevich.'' 
'Perhaps. That is wha.t Sergei Gennadevich says, at 

any rate. Still, if you had not given her the poison it 
wouJid have been easier for her .not oo keep the promise 
oo Sergei Gennadevich that is so particularly hard to 
t......... ouldn'' .... ,. """"""t"-W· ·tltr 

She wrinkles her nose in an expression he has come 
to· recognize: she is being pushed into a ·comer and does 
not like it .. Nevertheless, he goes on. 

'Don't you think that Sergei Gennadevich deals out 
death rather too freely? Do you remember the beggar 
who was killed? Sergei Gennadevich did. that,. or told 
someone else to do it, and that person obeyed, j:ust as 
you have obey:ed.' 

She wrinkles her nose again. 'W'hy? Why did he want 

to kill bini?' 
'To send a message into the wodd, I suppose - that 

·he, Sergei Gennad.evich Nechaev, is a man not to be 
triled with. Or to test whether ·the person he ordered 
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uz to do the killing woul~ obey him. I don't ~ow. I 
see into his heart, and l DO longer want te .. ' 

Matryona t:hinb awhile. 'l didn't JiJre him,' sh.e says at 
last. 'He stank of fish.' 

He gives her an unblinking stare, which she candidly 
returns .. 

, ... _ l!J __ s . 1'":'·---.l·---'ch' Dlllt you. JJ.I[C ergei ~. ' 
''Yes.' 

'What he means to ask, what he cumot bring himself 
oo ask,. :is: Do you love him? Would you too do anything 
for him?· But she understu.ds his meaning perfectly weD,. 
and has given him his answer .. So that there is reaDy only 
one question left to ask: 'More than PaveJI?' 

She hesitates. He can see her weighing them,. th.e two :J~t 
loves, on.e in the right hand, one in the .left,. liJre apples. 
No,' she says at last wiith. what he can only caD tp:ace, 'I 
still .like Pave] best/ 

'Because they couldn't be more different, could they, 
the two of them. Like chalk and cheese.' 

'·Chalk and cheese?' S·he finds the idea fwmy. 
1ust a saying. A horse and a. wolf. A deer and a wol!£' 
She ·considers the new similitude dubious]y.. 'They 

botld&e fun - 6ked fun/ she objects, slipping up on the 
verb. 

He shakes his head. No, yo·u make a mistdre there. 
There is no fun. in Sergei Gennaderich. Th.e:l!e .is cer­
tainly a spirit of a kind in him,. but iit is not a .. spirit of 
fun.' He bends closer, brushes the wing ·of hair back 
from her face,. touches he.r cheek. 'Listen, Matryosha. 
You cannot hide these from your mother.' He gestures 
towards the instruments of death. 'I wiD get rid of them 
fOr you as I got rid of the dress. No matter what Necha.ev 

says, you can't .keep them. It is too dangerous. Do you ZIJ 

understand?' 
Her lips pait, the ~comers of her mou.th quiver. She is 

going to cry, he thinks .. But it is not like that at all. 
When she raises her eyes, he is enveloped in a glance 
that is at once shameless and derisive. She draws away 
from his hand, rossing her hair. 'No!' he says. The smile 
she wears is taunting, provocative. Then. the speD passes 
and she is a child as before, confused, ashamed. 

It is impossible that what he has just seen has tto.ly 
taken place. '\N'hat be has seen comes .not from. the world 
he Jmows but from another existence. It is as though for 
the first time he has been present and oooscious during 
1 seizure; so that for the first time his eyes have been 
open to where he is when. he is seized .. In fact, he must 
wonder whether seizure is any longer the right word, 
whether the' word has not an along been possession -
whether everything that for the past twenty years has 
gone under the name of seizure has not been a mere 
presentiment of what .is now happening, the quaking 
and dancing of the body a .long-drawn-out prelude to 
1 q~ of the soul. 

The death of innocence. Never in his life has he felt 
more alone. He is like a traveUer on. a vast plain. Over­
head the storm-douds gather; lightnitng flashes on the 
horizon; darkness multiplies,. fold upon fold. There is no 
sheJlter; if once he had. a destination,. he has long since 
•ost it; the longer the clouds mass, the heavier they grow. 
Let it IIIJ break! he prays: what is the use of delaying? 

It is six o'clock and the streets are stiU thronged when he 
hastens out bearing his parcel. He foUows Gurok:hovaya 
Street to the Fontanb Canal, and joitns the press -of 
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z I4 people crossing the bridge. Midway he srops and leans 
over the ledge. -

The water is frozen. over by now, aU bat a m:gged 
charmiel in the centre. \Vhart a clutter there must be 
under the ice on the canal-bed! With the spring thaw 
one oould tm:wl a veritable harvest of guilty secrets here: 
knives,. axes, bloodstained dothing. Worse too. Ea:sy to 
kin the spirit, harder to dispose of what is left after that. 
The burial service a:nd its incantations directed, if the 
truth be told, not at the soul bat at the obstina.~e \body, 
conjuring it not to arise and return. 

Thus, gingerly, lib a man probing his own wound, he 
readmits Pavel to his thoughts.. Under his blanket of 
earth and snow on YeJagin Islod, Pave~ Wllppeased, ~ 
still stubbornly exists. Pave~ tenses himself against the 
cold, against the aeons he must outlast tiU the day of 
the resurrection when tombs shaiJ be riven. open. md 
graves yawn, gritting his teeth as a bare skull does, en.dur• 
ing what he must endure till the sun will shine on. him 
again md he em slacken his tensed limbs. Poor child! 

A. young couple have paused beside him, the 01810 with 
his arm around the woman's shomders. He edges away 
from them. Beneath the bridge the· black water courses 
sluggishly, lapping around a broken crate festoon.ed with 
icicles. On the ledge he ·cradles: the c:anv:as parce], tied 
with suing. The girl glmces at him, gimces away. At 
that instant he gives the parcel a nudge. 

It faDs ·on to the ice just to one side of the clwmel 
md fies there in :full view ·of everyone. 

He cannot believe what has happened. He is directly 
over the channel, yet he has got it wrong! Is it a trick of 
paraUU:? Do some objects not faD vertically? 

•Now you're in ttoubl.e.!' says a voice to his left,, start-

ling him. A nmn. in a workman's arp·, old,. greybearded, 2 I 5 
winks broadly. VVhat a. devil's-face! Won't be safe to step. 
on. for another week at least,. Pd say. 'What do you think 
you're going to do now?' 

Tune for a fit, he th.ilnks. Then my cup will. be full. 
He sees himself oonvullsing and foaming at. the mouth, a 
crowd gathering around, and the greybeard pointing, for 
the benefit of aU, oo where the pistol ties on the ice. A 
fi.t, like a bolt from,heaven to strike the sinner down. 
But the bolt does .not oome. 'Mind your own business!' 
he mutters, md .hurries away. 
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.18 

The diary 

This is th.e third time he has sat down to read PllVel's 
pape.rs. 'W'hat ma1res the reading so diffi.cult he cannot 
say, but .his attention keeps wandering from the sense ·of 1r 

t:h.e words to the words themselves,. to the letters on the 
paper;. ltio the trace in ink of the hand's mO¥emenltS, 
the shadings left by the pressure of the fingers .. There 
are moments when he closes .his eyes and touches his 
lips to the page. Dear: every scratch on the paper dear 
to me, be teUs himself. 

But there is more to h.iis relllCbmce than that. There 
is something ugly in thiis intrusion on Pavel, and ind.eed 
something obscene in. the idea ·of the N~~&blll# of a. ch.iild. 

Pavel's Siberian story has been spoilt for him, perhaps 
forever, by Maximov's .ridicu.lle .. He cannot pretend that 
the writing itself is not juvenile and deriva.tive .. Yet it 
would t:aJre so; little to breathe tire into it! He itt:hes to 
take hiis pen to it, to aoss out the long passages of 
sentiment m:d doctrine and a:dd the tifegi~g touches it 
cries out for:. Young Sergei is a self-righteous prig who 
needs to be distanced, seen more humoroudy, particu­
larly in hiis soJlemn diSciptining of his body. 'W'hat draws 

the peasant girl to him em surely not be the promise of .z17 
connubial life (a diet of dry bread and. tllllmips,, as fir as 
he can see, and bare boards to sleep on) but his air of 
h.oMing himself ready for a myswious destiny. where 
does that come from?' From Chemyshevsk:y, certainly, 
but beyond Chemyshevsk:y from the Gospels,, from jesus 
- from an imitatidn of jesus as ·obtuse and perverted in 
its way as that of the atheist Nechaev, gathering together 
a band of discip~es and leading them. out on errands ·of 
d.eath. A piper 'With a troop of s'Wine dancing at his heels. 
'She will do anything for him,' said .Ma:tryona of the 
swine-girl Katri .. Do anything, endure any humiliation, 
endure death. AU shame burnt away,. aU self-respect. 
'W'bat went on between Nechaev and his women in the 
room. ai:Jov;e Madame la Fay's? And Matryona- was she 
being groomed for th.e harem too? 

He closes Pavel's manuscript and pushes it aside. Once . 
be begins to write· on it he will ·Certainliy tom. it into an 
abomination. 

Then there is the diary. Paging through it,. be notices 
for the first tim.e a trail of pencil-DUll'ks,, neat little ticks 
that are not in P'avel's hand and can. therefore only be in 
Max:imov's. For whom are they intended? Probably for 
a copyist; yet in. his present state he cannot but take 
them as directives to• himsel£ 

'Saw A. roday,' reads the ticked. en.ay fo,r November 
n, 1868, almost eu:cdy a year ago·. NO¥ember 14= a 
·cryptic 'A., November 10: 'A. at Antonov's.' Each refer­
ence to 'A.' from there onward has a ticlc: beside it. 

He turns the pages back. ~e earliest 'A.' is on june 
6,. save for .May 14-t where there is an ·entry, 'Long talk 
to - - ,' 'With a tii.clc: and a question-mark beside it. 

September 14-J 18fl9, a month before h.iis death: 'Out-
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2:r8 line of a story (idea from A).. A locked ga~,. ·outside 
which we stand,-hammering on it, crying ~ be let in. 
Every few days it is opened a crack and a giard beckons 
one of us in. The chosen. on.e is stripped of e~~erytbmg 
he owns, e~~en his clothes. He becomes a senant,. learns 
to bow, to keep his voice down. As serv;mts they select 
those th.ey consider the most docile, the easiest to tame. 
To the strong they bar entry:; 

'Theme: spread of the spirit among the semmts. First 
muttering, ~en anger, rebelliousness, at last a joining of 
hands, swearing of an oath of vengeance .. Closes w:iith a 
faithful] oM retaiiter, white~haired,. grandfatherly,. coming 
with a ·candelabrum "to do his biit" (as he says)., setting 
fire to the curta!ins .. ' 

An. idea for a faMe, an allegory, not for a story. No 
fife of its own, no centre. No spirit.. 

July 6·, 1869: 'In the mail, ten roubles from the Snit­
kina, fo,r .my name-day (late), with orders not to mentli.on 
it to The Master.' 

'The Snitkina':. Anya, his w:iife. 'The Master':. himsdf .. 
Is this what Maximov meant when he warned against 
hurtful piSSages? H so,. then Muiimov should know this 
is a pygmy arrow. There is more he can bear, much 
more. 

He leafs back further to the early days. 
MarCh 26, 1867: 'Bumped in.to F. M. in the stteet last 

night. He furtive (had he been with a whore?), so I had 
to pretend to be drunker than I was.. He "guided my 
steps home" (loves to p.lay the father forgiving the 
prodigal son), laid me out on the sofa like a corpse whiile 
he and th.e Snitkina had a long whispered fiigh.t.. I had 
lost my shoes; (perhaps I gave them away). It ended with 
E M. in .his shlrtslee¥es aymg to wash my feet. AD v~ 

embarrassing. This morning told the S .. I mfllt have my 119 
own lodgings, can't sh.e twist his arm, use her wiles. But 

shes too frightened of him.' 
Painful? Yes, painful indeed~ he will concede that to 

.Maximov. Yet :ifanything is going to persuade him to stop 
reading, it will be not pain but fear. Fear, for instance, 
that his trust in. his wife will be undermined. Fears,. too, 

for his trust in Pavel 
For whom were these mischievous pages intended?· 

Did Pavel wri.te them for his father'S ·eyes and then die 
so as to leave his accusations unanswerable? Of course 
not: what madness to think so! More like a woman writ­
ing to a lover with the familiar phantom figure of her 
husband reading ·over her shoulder. Every word double: 
to the one, passilon and the promise of surrender;. to the 
other, a plea, a reproach. Split writing, from a split heart. 
Would Maximov have appreciated that? 

july z, 1867, three months later: 1Liberatlion of the 
serf! Free at last!. Saw ·offR M. and. bride a.t the railway 
station. Then immedia.te11y gave notice at th.ese impossible 
lodgings he has put me in (uam: cup, uwn napkin-ring,, 
and a 10:30 curfew). V. G. has promised I can stay with 
him till I find. another place. Must persuade old Maykov 
to let me have the money to pay my rent directly.' 

He tomS the pages back and forth distractedly. For­
,gj.veness: is there no word of forgiveness, however 
oblique, hClWCWer disguised? Impossible to live out his 
days with a. ,chiJd inside him whose last word is not of 

forgiveness. 
.Inside the lead casket a silver caslret. Inside the silver 

casket a gold casket. Inside the gold ,caslret the body of 
a young man clothed in white w:iith his hands crossed on 
his breast. BetWeen the fingers a telegfa:Dl· He peers at 
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z zo the tel.egram till his eyes .swim, looking fur th.e word. of 
for!Pveness that is not there. The telegram ~-Written in 
Hebrew, in Syriac, in symbols he has ne¥er seen befo.re. 

There is a tap at the d.oo·r. It is Anna Sergeyevn:a, ini 
her street clothes. 'I must thank .you for looking after 
Matryosha .. Has she been any trouble?' 

It takes him a moment to ooUect himself, ro remember 
that:. she knows nothing about the abominable uses 
Neclmev has put the dilld ro. 

'No trouble at aU. How does she seem ro you.?' 
'She's asleep, I don't want ro wake her .. ' 
Sh.e notices the papers spread out on the bed .• 
'I see you are reading Pavel's papers after all. I won't 

interrupt} 
No, don't go yet. It .is not a. pleasant business.' 
'Fyodor Mikbailovich, let me plead with you again, 

do!n'it read things not mean.t for your eyes. You will only 
hurt yoursell£' 

'I wish I ooold foUow your advice .. Unfononately that 
is not why I am here - to save myself from hurt. I 
have been going through Pavel's diary, and I came oo an 
incident that I remember aU too· well, from the }"Cal' 

before last. IDuminating, to see it .now through another's 
eyes.. Pavel came home in the middle of the night 
incapable - he had been. drinking. I had oo undress hlm, 
and I was struck by someth.ing I had never noticed before 
- how smaU his toenails were,, as though they had not 
.8'-"0WD since .he was a c:hild.. .B.road,, :O!eshy feet - ms 
fath.er's, I suppose -with tiny .nails. He had .lost his shoes 
or .Biven them away; his feet were Jilre blocks of ice.' 

Pavel tramping the cold streets after midnight in ms 
socks. A lost angel, ·an imperfect angel,. one of God's 

c::astotis. His feet the feet of a walker, a treader upon our zz1 
~t mother; ·of a peasant, not a dancer. 

Then on the sofa, his head lolling,. vomit aU over his 

clothes. 
'I gave him an old pair of boots, and watched him go 

off in the mo1'0:i11!g, very grumpily, with the boots in his 
hand. And that was tha.t, I thought. An awkward age, 
though, eighteen, nin:eteen, awkward for eyeryone, when 
they are £uUgrown but can't leave the .nest yet. Feathered 
but unable OO· fly. Always eating, always hungry. They 
.remind me of pelicans: pngling creatures, ungainliest ·of 
birds, till they spread those great wings of theirs and 
leave the ground. 

'Unfortunately, that .is not how Pavel remembered the 
oight. In his account there is nothing about birds or 
angels. Nothing about parental care either. Parental· 

love.' 
'Fyodor Mikbailovich, you do no good by laceJ1lting 

yourself Jilre dris. If you aren.'t prepared to bum these 
papers., at least lock th.em away for a while and rome 
back to them once you have made your peace with Pavel. 
Listen to me and do what I. tell you,. for your own sake.' 

'Thank you,. my dear Anna. I. hear your words, they 
go to my heart. But when I talk about saving myself 
from. hurt, when I talk: about why I am here, I do not 
. mean here in this apartment or in Pe.tersburg. I. mean 
that I am not he11e in. Russia in this time of ours to live 
a life free ·of pam. I am required oo live - what shall I 
call it? - a Russian life: a life inside Russia, or with Russia 
inside me, and whate¥er Russia means. It is not a fate I 

can evade. 
''Which does .not mean that I claim some great import-

ance for it. It is not a. life that will bear much scrutiny. 
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'Fyodor Mikbailovich, you do no good by laceJ1lting 
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'Thank you,. my dear Anna. I. hear your words, they 
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from. hurt, when I talk: about why I am here, I do not 
. mean here in this apartment or in Pe.tersburg. I. mean 
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can evade. 
''Which does .not mean that I claim some great import-

ance for it. It is not a. life that will bear much scrutiny. 



:z:zz In fact, it is notso much a life as a price ·or a currency. 
h :i:s something I pay with. in order ro write-" Thalt is what 
Pavel did not unders~tmd: that I pay roo.' 

She frowns. He can see now where Mattyona gets 
the maaaerism .. Little pallien.ce with the tearing out of 
enltra.ils.. WeD, aD honour to her for that!' Too much 
telring out of en~ m. Russia .. 

Nevertheless, I PllJ too: .he would ,say it again if she 
would suffer hearing ilt.. He would say it again., and say 
more .. I pay and I seD: tha.t is my life. SeD my 6fe, seU 
the lives of those around me. SeD everyone. A Yakovlev 
trading in lives. The Finn was right after aD: a Judas, 
not a Jesus. SeD you, sell your daughter, sell all th.ose I 
love .. Sold Pavel alive and will now sell the Pavel! inside 
me,. if I can find a way.. Hope to find a way of selling F 

Sergei Nechaev too. 

A life without honour; hleachery without limi.t; con­
fession without end. 

She breaks his ltra.in of thought~ 'Are you still planning 
to leave?' 

'Yes,, of course.' 

'I ask because there has: been an inquiry about the 
roo.m. 'Where will you go?' 

'To Maybw in the first place .. ' 
'I thought you said you couldn't go to him.' 
'He wiU lend me money, I'm sure of that. rn tell him I 

need it to get back to Dl"esd.en. Thea rn find somewhere 
else to stay.' 

''Why not just go back to• Dresden.? Won't that solve 
all your problems?' 

'The police still .bave my m?assporlt. There are other 
·considem:llions too.' 

'Because surely you. have done all you caB1 sureJy you ZlJ 

are wasting your time in Petersburg .. ' 
Has she not heard what he bas said? Or is she ~g 

to provoke him? He stands up, gathers the papers 
together, turns to face her. 'No, my dear Aona, I am not 
wasting my time at all I have every reason to remain 
here. No one .in th.e world has more reason. As in your 
heart I am sure you must know.' 

She shakes her head. 'I don't know,' she murmurs; but 
in the voice of someone ready to be contm:dicted. 

'There was a time when I was sure you. would conduct 
me to Pavel. I pictured the two of us in a boat,. you at 
the Pf'OW pilo1ing us through the mist. The picture was 
as vivid as life itself. 1 put an my trust in you .. ' 

She shakes her bead again .. 
'I may have been wrong in the details, but the feeling 

was not wrong. From the first I bad a. feeling about you.' 
If she were going ~ stop him, she would stop· him 

now. But she does not. She seems to drink in. his wonls 
as a plant drinks water .. And why not? 

'We made it .cfiffiadt for ourselves, rushing into ... 
what we rushed into,' he goes on. 

'I was to blame too,' she says. 'But I don't want to talk 
about·that now.' 

'Nor L Let me only say, over the past week I have 
come to realize how much. fidelity means to ~ to both 
of us. We have bad to recover our fide.li.ty. I am right, 
am I not?' 

He examines her .keenly; but she is waiting for him ro 
say more, waiting to be sure that he knows what fidelity 
means. 

'I mean, on your side, fidelity to your daughter. And 
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z.z4 on my side,. fidelity to my' son. We cannot love unrll. we 
have their blessing. Am'I right?' --

Though he Jmows she agrees, she will not: yet say the 
word .. Against: that soft resistance he presses on. 'I would 
like to have a child with. you .. ' 

She colours .. 'What nonsense! You .have a wife and 
child already!.' 

'They are of a different family. You are of Pavel'S 
f.unily, you and Mattyona, both of you. I am of Pavel.'s 
fanilly too .. ' 

'I don't Jmow what you mean.' 
·'In. your heart you do.' 
'In my heart I don't.! \Vhat are you proposing? That 

I bring up a child whose father .tives abroad and sends 
me an allowance in the mail? Preposterous!' 

''Why? You looked after P·avel.' 
'Pavel was a lodger, not a. clilld!' 
'You don't have to decide at once.' 
'But I 'Will decide at once! No! That is my decision!' 
'Mat if you are already pregnant?' 
She bridles .. 'That is none of your business!' 
'And what if I were .not to go back tO Dresden.? \Vhat 

if I wer:e to stay here and send the allowance ~o Dresden 
instead?·' 

'Here? In my .spare room? In Petersburg? I thought 
the reason you can't stay in Petersburg is that you wi.U 
be thrown in jail by your creditors.' 

'I can wi.pe out ·my debts.. .It requires only a single 
success .. ' 

She laughs. She may be angry but she is not offended. 
He can say anything to her. What a contrast to Anya!' 
Wi.th Anya there would be tears,. slammed doors; it 

would take a week. of pleading to get back in her good :zz; 
books. 

'Fyodor Mikbailovich,' she says, 'you wiD wake up 
tomorrow and remember nothing of this. It was just an 
idea that popped into your bead. You have given it no 
thought at all.' 

'You are ~ght. That is how it came to ·me. That .is 
why I trust it.' 

She does not give berself into bis arms, but she does 
not fight him .off·eit:her~ 'Bigamy:!' she says sofdy,-scom­
fi.illy, and agairn. ·quivers with. laugbter~ Then, in. a more 
deliberate tone: 'Would you like me to come to you 
tonight?' 

vrhere is n.othlng on earth I want mo·re.' 
'Let us see.' 
At midnight sbe is back. 'I can't stay,' she says;. but in 

the same movement sbe is shutting the door behind her. 
They malre love as though under sentence of death, 

self-absorbed, purposeful. There are moments wben be 
cannot say which of them is. which, which t:he man, wbich 
t:he woman, when. t:hey are like skeletons, assemblages of 
bone and ligament pressed one into the other,. mouth to 
mouth, eye to eye; ribs interlocked,. leg-bones .inter-
twined. · 

Afterwards sbe lies against him in the narrow bed, her 
head on bis chest, one long leg thrown easily over 'bis .. 
His head is spinning gendy. 'So was that. meant to bring 
about the birth oflthe saviour?' she murmurs. And, when 
he does not understand: 'A real river of seed. You must 
have wanted to make sure. The bed is soaked.' 

The blasphemy interests bim. Ea.ch time he finds 
something new and surprising in her .. Inconceivable, if 



z.z4 on my side,. fidelity to my' son. We cannot love unrll. we 
have their blessing. Am'I right?' --

Though he Jmows she agrees, she will not: yet say the 
word .. Against: that soft resistance he presses on. 'I would 
like to have a child with. you .. ' 

She colours .. 'What nonsense! You .have a wife and 
child already!.' 

'They are of a different family. You are of Pavel'S 
f.unily, you and Mattyona, both of you. I am of Pavel.'s 
fanilly too .. ' 

'I don't Jmow what you mean.' 
·'In. your heart you do.' 
'In my heart I don't.! \Vhat are you proposing? That 

I bring up a child whose father .tives abroad and sends 
me an allowance in the mail? Preposterous!' 

''Why? You looked after P·avel.' 
'Pavel was a lodger, not a. clilld!' 
'You don't have to decide at once.' 
'But I 'Will decide at once! No! That is my decision!' 
'Mat if you are already pregnant?' 
She bridles .. 'That is none of your business!' 
'And what if I were .not to go back tO Dresden.? \Vhat 

if I wer:e to stay here and send the allowance ~o Dresden 
instead?·' 

'Here? In my .spare room? In Petersburg? I thought 
the reason you can't stay in Petersburg is that you wi.U 
be thrown in jail by your creditors.' 

'I can wi.pe out ·my debts.. .It requires only a single 
success .. ' 

She laughs. She may be angry but she is not offended. 
He can say anything to her. What a contrast to Anya!' 
Wi.th Anya there would be tears,. slammed doors; it 

would take a week. of pleading to get back in her good :zz; 
books. 

'Fyodor Mikbailovich,' she says, 'you wiD wake up 
tomorrow and remember nothing of this. It was just an 
idea that popped into your bead. You have given it no 
thought at all.' 

'You are ~ght. That is how it came to ·me. That .is 
why I trust it.' 

She does not give berself into bis arms, but she does 
not fight him .off·eit:her~ 'Bigamy:!' she says sofdy,-scom­
fi.illy, and agairn. ·quivers with. laugbter~ Then, in. a more 
deliberate tone: 'Would you like me to come to you 
tonight?' 

vrhere is n.othlng on earth I want mo·re.' 
'Let us see.' 
At midnight sbe is back. 'I can't stay,' she says;. but in 

the same movement sbe is shutting the door behind her. 
They malre love as though under sentence of death, 

self-absorbed, purposeful. There are moments wben be 
cannot say which of them is. which, which t:he man, wbich 
t:he woman, when. t:hey are like skeletons, assemblages of 
bone and ligament pressed one into the other,. mouth to 
mouth, eye to eye; ribs interlocked,. leg-bones .inter-
twined. · 

Afterwards sbe lies against him in the narrow bed, her 
head on bis chest, one long leg thrown easily over 'bis .. 
His head is spinning gendy. 'So was that. meant to bring 
about the birth oflthe saviour?' she murmurs. And, when 
he does not understand: 'A real river of seed. You must 
have wanted to make sure. The bed is soaked.' 

The blasphemy interests bim. Ea.ch time he finds 
something new and surprising in her .. Inconceivable, if 



:z.z6 he does leave Petenburg,, that he will not come back. 
Inconceivable that he will not see her again. -· 

"Why do you say saviour?' 
'Isn't that what he is meant to do: to save you,, to· save 

both of us?' 
'VVh:y so sure it is he?' 
''Oh, a woman knows .. ' 

'\Vhat would Matryosha think?'' 
'Mab"J't!Sha? A little brother? There is nothing she 

would like more. She could mother him to h.er hem's 
content.' 

In appearance his question is about Martryoshar; but it 
is only the deflected fonn of another question,, one that 
he does not ask because he already knows the answer. 
Pavel would not welcome a brother. Pavel would take 
him by his foot and dash his brains out against the wall. 
To Pavel no saviour but a pretender, a usurper,. a sly little 
devil clothed in ch~bby baby-fl.esh. And wh.o could swear 
he w:as wrong? 

'Does a woman al'Wai}'S know?'' 
'Do you mean, do I kn.ow whether I am p11egnmt? 

Don't worry, it won't ha.ppen .. ' And then: ·'I'm going to 
fall asleep if I stay any lon~r:.' ~She throws the bedclothes 
aside and clambers over him. By moonlight she 6nds her 
clothes and begins to dress. 

He feels a pang of a kind. M.emories of old feelin~ 
stir;. the young man in him, not yet dead, tties to make 
himself heard, the corpse within him not :Fet buried .. He 
is within inches of falling into a Iove from which no 
reserve of prudence wiD save him. The falling sickness 
again,. or a version of it. 

The impulse is strong,. but it passes .. Strong but not 

strong enough .. Never again strong enough, unless it can :zz 7 
6nd a crotch somewhere. 

'Come here for a moment,' he whispers. 
She silts down on the bed; he takes her hand. 
'Can I make a su:ggestiton? I don't think .it is a good 

idea that MatryoSha should be involved with Sergei 
Nechaev and his friends.' 

She withdraws her hand. 'Of coune not. But why say 
so· .now?' Her voice is cold and. flat. 

'Because I don.'t think she should be left alone when 

he can come caUing.' 
CWhat are you proposing?' 
'Can't she spend her days downstairs at Amalia Karlov-

na's till you ~t home?' 
'That is a great: d.eal to ask of an old woman, to look 

after a sick child. P'anicoh.riy when she and Mauyosha 
don't get on. Why .isn~t it enough to tell Mauyosha not 

to open the door to strangers?' 
'Because you are not aware of the extent.oifNechaev's 

power over her;.' 
She ~ts up. 'I don't like this,' she saJS·· 'I don't see 

why we need to· discuss my daughter in the middle of 

th.e night:.' 
The atmosphere between them is suddenly as, icy as .it 

has ever been. 
'Can't: I so much as mention her name without you 

g$ing irritable?' he asks despairingly. 'Do you think I 
would bring the matter up if I didn't have her welfare at 

hem?' 
She makes no reply. The door opens and closes. 
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19 

The fires 

The plunge &om renewed intimaq to renewed ·esttange­
m.ent leaves him baftled. and gloomy. He veers between 
a. longing to make his peace with this difficult,, touchy 
woman and an exasperated urge to wash his hands not 
only of an un:rewarding affair but of a city of mourning 
and inttigue with which h.e no longer feels a. Hvin.g con­
nection. 

He is tumbling. P1111el! he whispers, trying to recover 
himself. But Pavel has Jlet go his hand, Pavel will not 
save him. 

AU morning he shucs himself up, sitting with his arms 
kx:ked mcound his knees, his head bowed. He is' not 
alone. But the presence. he feels .in the room is not that 
·of his son .. It is that of a thousand petty demons, swarm.­
ing in the air like locuscs .let ·out of a jar. 

When a.t last he rouses himself, it is to take down the 
two pictures of Pavel, the daguerreotype he brought with 
him from Dresden and the sketch Matryona drew, to 

wrap them together face to face and pack them away. 
He goes out to make his daily report to the poUc::e. 

'When he returns., Anna Sergeyema is home, hours 

,... 

earlier than usual, and in a state of some agi.tation. 'We :z:z9 
had to dose the shop,' she says. 'There have been battles 
going on all day between students and. the police. In 
the Petrogradsbya district mainly, but on this side of the 
river roo .. All the businesses have dosed - it's roo danger-
ous to be out on the stteeltS .. Yakovlev's nephew was 

coming back from market in the cart and someone threw 
a ·cobblestone at him,. for no reason at all. It hit him on · 
the wrist;. he .is in great pain, he ·can't move his fingers, 
he thinks a bone is broken .. He says that working-men 
have begun to join in .. And the students' are setting fires 
epin.' 

'Can we go and see?' c::aUs Mattyona &om her bed. 
'Of course not! It'S dangerous. 'Besides, there'S a bit­

terly cold wind.' 
She gives no si.gn. of .remembering what ·passed the 

night before. 
He goes out again, stops at a tea-bouse. In the news­

papers there is nothing about battles in. the streets. But 
there is an announcement that, because of 'widespread 
indiscipline among the stUdent body,' the university is to 
be closed untU :further notice. 

It is after four o'dock. Despite the icy wind he walks 
eastward along the river~ All the bridges are barred; gen­
darmes in sky-blue uniforms and plumed hellmets stand 
on guard with fixed bayonets. On the far bank fires glow 
against the twilight. 

He follows the river till he is .in sight of the first gntted 
and smouldering warehouses. It has begun. to snow; the 
:snowftakes tum to nothing the instant they touch the 
.charred timbers. 

He does not expect Anna Sergeyevna to come to him 
a.gain. But she does, and with as 6.tde explanation as 
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there is an announcement that, because of 'widespread 
indiscipline among the stUdent body,' the university is to 
be closed untU :further notice. 

It is after four o'dock. Despite the icy wind he walks 
eastward along the river~ All the bridges are barred; gen­
darmes in sky-blue uniforms and plumed hellmets stand 
on guard with fixed bayonets. On the far bank fires glow 
against the twilight. 

He follows the river till he is .in sight of the first gntted 
and smouldering warehouses. It has begun. to snow; the 
:snowftakes tum to nothing the instant they touch the 
.charred timbers. 

He does not expect Anna Sergeyevna to come to him 
a.gain. But she does, and with as 6.tde explanation as 



zJo before. Given that Matryona. is in the n~. room, her 
lovemakin.g surprises him by its recklessness. Her cries 
and parings are only half-stifled; they are not and have 
never been sounds of animal pleasure, be begins ro 
realize, bu.t a means she uses to work herself inro an 
erotiic trance. 

At first her intensity carries itself over to him .. There 
is a long passage in which be again loses aH sense of who 
he is,, who she is. About them is an incandescent sphere of 
pleasure; inside the sphere they float J.ike twins, gyratiing 
sl.owly. 

He bas never known a. woman give herself so un­
reservedly to the erotic. Nevertbdess, as she reaches a 
pitch of frenzy be begins to retreat from her .. Something ~ 
in h.er seems to be changing. Sensations that on their · 
first .night together were takiing place deep· within .her 
body seem to be migrating toward the surface. She is, in 
fact, growing 'dectric' in the manner of so many other 
wom.en h.e has known. 

She has insisted that the ·candle on the dressing-table 
remain lit ... .As she approaches her climax her dark eyes 
.search his face more and more intendy, ·even when her 
·eyelids tremble and she begins ro shudder. 

At one point she whispers a. word that he only half­
catches. "\\Vhat?' he demands. But she mdy tosses her 
head from side to side and grits her teeth. 

Half-catches. Nevertheless be knows what it is: devil. 
It is a word he himself uses, though he cannot believe 
in. the same sense as she. Tb·e devil: the instant. at the 
onset ·Of the climax when the soul is twisted out of 
the body and begins its downward spiral into oblivion. 
And, Hinging her head from sid.e to side, clenching her 

j1aw,. grunting, it is not hard to see her too· as possessed :z 3 I 

by the devil. 
A second time, and with. even more ferocity,. she 

throws herself into coupling with him. But the weH is 
dry,. and soon they both know it. '1 can't!' she gasps,. and 
is still. Hands raised, palms open, she lies as if in surren­
d.er~ '1 can't go on!'' 'I'ears begin to roll down her cbeeb. 

The candle burns brighdy. He takes her timp body in 
his anns. The tears continue to stream and she does 

nothing to stop them. 
''What is wrong?' 
'I haveni: the strength to go on. I have done aU I can, 

I am exhausted. Please leave us alone now.'' 

'Us?' 
'Yes, we, us, both of us. We are suffocating under your 

weight. We can.'t bfleathe.' 
'You should have said so earlier. I understood things 

quite differendy;' 
'I am not blaming you. I have been trying to. take 

·everything upon myself,. but I can't any more. I have 
been on my feet aU day, I got no sleep last n.i.ght, I am 

exhausted.' 
'You think I have been using you?' 
'Not using me in that way. But you use me as a route 

to my child.' 
'To Mauyona! \Vhat nonsenset You can't believe that!' 

'It's the truth,. dear for anyone to see! You use me as 
a route to her, and I cannot bear i.t!' She sits up in th·e 
bed,. crosseS her arms over her naked breasts,. rocb back 
and forth miserably.. 'You are .in the grip of sometbin:g 
quite beyond me. You seem to be here but you are not 
reaHy here. I was ready to help you because ·of ... ' She 
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.z JZ heaves her shoulders helplessly; 'But now _I can't. any 
longer:.' _ 

'Because of Pavel?' 
'Yes, because of Pavel, because of what you said. I was 

readf to try .. But now it is costiDg me too much. It .is 
wearing me down. I would never have gone so far if I 
weren't afraid you would use .Mattyosha in the same 
way.' 

He raises a hand to her lips. 'Keep your wice down. 
Tha.t is a. terrible accusation to make. What has sh.e been 
sayin,g to' you? I would not lay a finger on her, I swear.' 

'Swear by whom? By what? What do you believe in. 
that you. ·can swear by? Anyway, it has nothing to d.o with 
.14ymg fmgen, as you well know .. And don~t teD. me to be ~ 

quiet.' She tosses the bedclothes aside and searches for 
her gown. 'I must be by myself or I will go .mad.' 

An hour later, just as he :iis falling asleep, she .is back 
in his bed, hot-skimted, gripping herself to him, winding 
her legs around his. 'Don't pay a.ttention to, what I said,' 
she says. 'There are times when I am not myself,. you 
must ,~ used to that.' 

He wakes up once mo.re during the night Though 
the curtaiins are drawn, the .room. is, as brigb.t as if under 
a full moon .. -He gets up and looks out of the window. 
Flames leap into the night .sky less than a mil.e away. The 
fire a.cross the river rages so hugely that he can S\f'ear .he 
feels its heat. 

He returns to the bed and to, Anna ... This is h.ow be 
and she are when Mattyona 6nds them in the mo·ming: 
her .mother, wild-haired, fast asleep in the crook o,f his 
arm,. snoring lig~dy; and he,. in the act of opening 
his eyes on the grave child at th.e door. 

An. apparition that could very weD be a dream. But he z JJ 
knows it is not. She sees all, she knows all. 
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10 

,Stavrogin 

A cloud of smoke hangs over the city .. Ash falls from the 
sky; in pla.ces. the very sn.ow is grey~ 

All morning he sits alone .in the room. He kn.aws now 
why h.e has not gone back to Yelagin Island. It is because 
he fears to· see the soU tossed aside,. the grave yawnmg, 
the body gone. A corpse imp·roperly buried; buri.ed n.ow 
within him, in his b11east, no longer weeping but hissing 
madness, whispering to him to fall .. 

He .is sick. and he knaws the name of his sickness. 
Necha.ev,. voice of the age, calls it vengefulness,. but a 
truer name, .less grand, would. be resenbnent. 

There is a choice before him .. He can cry out in the 
midst of this shameful fall,. beat his arms .like wings, call 
upon God or his wife to sa¥e him. Or he can pe himself 
to it, refuse the chlorofonn of teiTOr or unconsciousness, 
wallich md listen instead fur the moment which may or 
~ay not arrive - it is not in his power to force .it -
wh.en from being a body plunging into darkness he shall 
become a body within whose co~e a pll.mge into darkness 
is taking place, a body which contains its mm falling and 
its own darkness. 

:J1I" 

If to anyone it is prescribed to live through the mad- z JS 
ness of our times, he told Anna Sergeyevna, it is to him. 
Not to· emerge from. the fall unscathed, but to achieve 
what his son did no·t: to wrestle with the whistling dark­
ness, to absorb it, to make it his medium;. to tum the 
filling into a ftymg, even if a flying as d.ow and old and 
clumsy as a turtle's .. To live where Pavel died .• To live .in 
Russia and hear the voices of Russia munnuring within 
him. To hold it an within him: Russia, Pavel, death. 

That is what he said. But was it tb.e truth. or just a 
boast? The answer d.oes not matter, as ~ong as he does 
not Hinch ... Nor does; it matter that he speaks in figures, 
making his own sordid and contemptible .infirmity into 
the emblematic sickness of the age. The madness is in 
him and he is in th.e madness; they think each other; 
what they call each other, whether madness or epilepsy 
or vengeance or the spirit of the age, is of no conse­
quence. This is not a lodging-house of madness in which 
he is living, nor is Pe~burg a dty of madness. He is 
the mad one; and the one who admits be is the mad one 
is mad too. Nothing he says is true, nothing is false, 
nothing is to be trusted,. nothing to be dismissed .. There 
is nothing to hold to, nothing to do but fall. 

He unpacks the wri.ting-case, sets out his materials. 
No Eonger a maner ·of listening fur th.e lost clilld calling 
from the dark stream,. no longer a maner of being faithful 
to· Pavel when an ~e given him up. Not a matter of 
fid.efity at all. On the contrary, a ma11:11:er of betrayal­
betrayal of ID¥e first of an, and then of Pavel. and the 
mother and child and everyone else. Perumitm: every­
thing and everyone to be turned to another use, to be 
gripped to him and fall with him. 

He remembers MaDmov's assistant and the question 



10 

,Stavrogin 

A cloud of smoke hangs over the city .. Ash falls from the 
sky; in pla.ces. the very sn.ow is grey~ 

All morning he sits alone .in the room. He kn.aws now 
why h.e has not gone back to Yelagin Island. It is because 
he fears to· see the soU tossed aside,. the grave yawnmg, 
the body gone. A corpse imp·roperly buried; buri.ed n.ow 
within him, in his b11east, no longer weeping but hissing 
madness, whispering to him to fall .. 

He .is sick. and he knaws the name of his sickness. 
Necha.ev,. voice of the age, calls it vengefulness,. but a 
truer name, .less grand, would. be resenbnent. 

There is a choice before him .. He can cry out in the 
midst of this shameful fall,. beat his arms .like wings, call 
upon God or his wife to sa¥e him. Or he can pe himself 
to it, refuse the chlorofonn of teiTOr or unconsciousness, 
wallich md listen instead fur the moment which may or 
~ay not arrive - it is not in his power to force .it -
wh.en from being a body plunging into darkness he shall 
become a body within whose co~e a pll.mge into darkness 
is taking place, a body which contains its mm falling and 
its own darkness. 

:J1I" 

If to anyone it is prescribed to live through the mad- z JS 
ness of our times, he told Anna Sergeyevna, it is to him. 
Not to· emerge from. the fall unscathed, but to achieve 
what his son did no·t: to wrestle with the whistling dark­
ness, to absorb it, to make it his medium;. to tum the 
filling into a ftymg, even if a flying as d.ow and old and 
clumsy as a turtle's .. To live where Pavel died .• To live .in 
Russia and hear the voices of Russia munnuring within 
him. To hold it an within him: Russia, Pavel, death. 

That is what he said. But was it tb.e truth. or just a 
boast? The answer d.oes not matter, as ~ong as he does 
not Hinch ... Nor does; it matter that he speaks in figures, 
making his own sordid and contemptible .infirmity into 
the emblematic sickness of the age. The madness is in 
him and he is in th.e madness; they think each other; 
what they call each other, whether madness or epilepsy 
or vengeance or the spirit of the age, is of no conse­
quence. This is not a lodging-house of madness in which 
he is living, nor is Pe~burg a dty of madness. He is 
the mad one; and the one who admits be is the mad one 
is mad too. Nothing he says is true, nothing is false, 
nothing is to be trusted,. nothing to be dismissed .. There 
is nothing to hold to, nothing to do but fall. 

He unpacks the wri.ting-case, sets out his materials. 
No Eonger a maner ·of listening fur th.e lost clilld calling 
from the dark stream,. no longer a maner of being faithful 
to· Pavel when an ~e given him up. Not a matter of 
fid.efity at all. On the contrary, a ma11:11:er of betrayal­
betrayal of ID¥e first of an, and then of Pavel. and the 
mother and child and everyone else. Perumitm: every­
thing and everyone to be turned to another use, to be 
gripped to him and fall with him. 

He remembers MaDmov's assistant and the question 



zJ6 he asked: 'W'hat kind of book do you write?~ He knows 
now the auswer be should have given: 'I write Jle"ei'SiODS 
of the truth .. I choose the crooked. road and tab clilldren 
m.to dark:. places. I follow the dance of the pen.' 

In the mirror on the dressing-table he catches a. quick: 
glimpse of .himself bunched. ·over the table. In the grey 
light,. without his glasses, he could mistalre bimself fur a 
stranger;. the dark: beanJ could be a veil or a curtain of 
bees .. 

He moves the dwr so as not to face the mirror. But 
the sense of 5omeone in the .room besides bimself per­
sists: :if not of a fidl person th.en of a sticl::,..figure,, 1 

scarecrow draped in an. old suit, with a stuffed sugar-
sack fur 1 head and a kerchief across the mouth.. ~~ 

He is distracted, and :iirrita.ted with himself fur being -~ 
d:istracmd .. The very spirit of :irritation keeps the scare­

crow perverseJy alive; iits mute m.d.ifference to his irri­
tation. doubles his irritation. 

He paces around the room, changes the position. of 
the table a second rime. He bends towards the mirror, 
examines his face, examines' the very pores of his skin .. 
He cannot write, he cannot think. 

He ·cannot think, therefore wbmi He has not forgotten 
the thief in the night. H h.e is to be saved, it will be by the 
thief in the night, for whom he must unw.werin,gly be 
on watch. Yet the thief will. not come till the householder 
has fo·rgotten him and fallen asleep. The householder 
may not watch and wake without. cease, otherwise the 
parable will not be ful:611.ed .. Th.e householder must sleep·; 
and ifhe must sleep, how can God condemn his smeeping?· 
God. must save him, God has no other way. Yet to trap 
·God thus in a net of reason is a provocation aru:~·· a 
blasphemy. 

He is iD the old labyrinth. It is the story of his gamb- z J 7 
6ng in another guise. He pm:bles because God does not 
speak. He gambles oo make God speak.. But oo make 
God speak in the wm of a cant is blasphemy. Only 
when God is silent does God speak. When ·God seems 
to speak God does not speak. 

For hours he sits It the table. The pen does not move. 
lntei'Dlittently the stick-figure remms, the crumpled, 
·old-man travesty of hlmsdf. He .is blocked,. he is in 

prison. 
Therefore? Therefo,re what? 
He doses his eyes, ma1res himself confront the figure, 

malres the image grow clearer. Across the face there is 
still a veil, which he seems powerless to remove. Only 
the figure itself ·CaD do that; and it will not do· so· before 
it is asked. To ask, he must know its name. What is the· 
name? Is it Ivanov? Is this lwnov come back,. Ivanov 
th.e obscure, the fOrgotten? What was. Ivanov's true 
name? Or is it PaYel?· ·Who was the lod,ger who had this 
room before him? Who was P. A. I., owner of the suit­
case? Did the P. stand. for Pavel? Was Pavel Pavel's true 
name? H Pavel is c::a:lled by a false name, will he ever 
come? 

Once Pavel was the lost one. Now he himself is lost, 
so lost that he does not even know how to call for help. 

H he let the pen fiill, wffiJ}d the figure across the tabLe 
take it up and write? 

He thinb .of what Anna Sergeyevna said: You .~~n .m 
mtJfll'flmg for yrmnelf. • 

The teats that Bow down his cheeks are of the utmost 
clarity,. almost saldess to the taste. If there .is a purging 
going on, what is beiDg purged is stta.Dgely pure. 

Ultimately it will not be given him oo bring the dead. 
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238 boy ba.ck to life. Ul.tima~ly,. if he wants to meet him, he 
will have· to meet him in death. -

There is the suitcase .. There is the white su:iit. Some­
where the white su:iit still exists. Is there a way, st:arring 
at the feet, of building up the body within the su:iit till at 
last the fa.ce is revealed,. Pen if it is the ox-face of Baal? 

The head of the figure across the table is slightly too 
large, lUger than a human head ought to be. In fact, in 
all its proportions there is som.eth.ing subtly wrong with 
the figure, something ·excessive. 

He wonders whether he is not touched with a fever 
himself. A. pity he cann.ot caD in. Matryona from. next 
door to feel his brow. 

From the figure he feels n.oth.ing, nothing at all. Or 
rather, he feels around it a field. of indifference ttemend,.. 
ous in its; force, like a cloak of darb:ess. Is that why be 
cannot find the name - not because the name is hidden 
but because the figure is .indifferent to aU names, aU 
words, anything that might be said about it? 

The force is so strong that he feels it pressing ou.t 
upon him, wave upon silent wave. 

The third testing. His words to· Anna Sergeyevna: I 
was sent to .live a Russian tife .. Is this how Russia mani­
fests itself - in this force, this darb:ess, this indifference 
to names? 

Or .is th.e name that is dark to him the .name of tbe 
other boy, th.e one he repudiates: Nechaev? Is that what 
he must learn: that in God's eyes there is no difference 
between the two of th.em, Pavel Isaev and Sergei 
Nechaev, sparrows of equal weight? Is he going to have 
to giw: up his last faith in .Pavel'S innocence and acknow­
ledge him in truth as Necha.~s ·comrade and follower,, a 
restless young man. who responded without reserve to 

all. that Necbaev offered: not just the adventure of con- z.J9 
.spiracy but the soul-in8ating ecstasies ·of death-dealing 
too? As Nechaev ha.tes the fathers and makes implacable 
war on them, so must Pavel be allowed to follow him? 

As he asks the question,, as he allows Pavel his first 
taste of batted and bloodlust, he feels, something stir in 
himself too: the beginnings of a fury that answers Pavel, 
answers Nechaev, answers all of them. Fathers and sons: 

foes: foes ro the dea.th. 
So he sits paralysed. Either Pavel remains within him, 

a child waDed up in the crypt of his grief,. weeping 
without cease, or he lets Pavel loose in aU. his m:ge a.gainst 
th.e rule of the fathers. Lets his own rage loose too, like 
a genie from a botd.e, against the impi.ety and thankless-

ness of the sons. 
This is aJ1 he can see: a choice that is no choice. He 

cannot think, he cannot write, he cannot mourn except 
to and for himself. Until Pavel, the true Pavel, visits him 
unevoked and of his &ee will, he is a prisoner in his own 
breast. And there is no certainty that P'avel has not 
already come in the mgbt, already spoken. 

To Pavel it is given to speak once only. Nonetheless, 
he cannot accept that be wm not be fo~given fur having 
been deaf or as1leep or stupid when the word was spoken. 
What he listens fo.r, therefore, is Pavel's second word. 
He befipes absolutely that he does not deserve a second 
word, that there will be no second word. But be believes 
absolutely that a. second word will come. 

He knows be is in peril of gambling on the second 
,chance. As soon as b.e lays his stake on. the second chance, 
be will have lost. He must do what he cannot do: resign 
himself to what will come, speech or silence. 
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z40 He fea:rs that Pavel bas spoken. He believes _diat P'avel 
wiD speak. Both. Chalk and cheese. 

Tb.is is the spirit in which he sits at Pavel's table,, his 
ejes fixed on the phantasm opposite him whose attention 
is DO· less implacable than his own, whom it has been 
given to him to brmg into being. 

Not Nechaev - he knows that now~ Greater than 
Necha:ev. Not Pavel either .. Perhaps Pavel as he might 
hDe been one day, grown whoDy beyond boyhood to 
become the kiind of cold:-faced, handsome man whom no 
love can. touch, even the adoration of a girl-child 'WbD 
'WiJJ de tmytbmg for him. 

It is a version that disturbs him .. It is not the truth, or 
not yet the troth. But from thls vision of Pavel grown 
beyond childhood and beyond love - grown not in a 
human manner but in. the manner of an insect that 
cbanges shape entirely at each stage of its evolution - he 
feels a chill ooming. Con&onting it is like descending 
into t.b.e waters of the Nde and. coming &ce to &.ce with 
something huge and cold and grey that may once have 
been born of woman but with the passing of ages; has 
retreated into stone, that _does not belong in his world, 
that willl baffle and ovenvhe!lm all his powers. of ~con­
·cepti.on .. 

Christ on Calvary overwhellms him too. But the figure 
before him is not that of Christ. In it he detects no love,. 
only the cold and massive indifference of stone. 

This presence, so grey and without feature - is t.bis 
what he must father, give blood to, flesh, life? Or does 
he misunderstand, and has he misunderstood from the 
beginning? .Is he required, rather, to put aside all that he 
hlmself is,, aU he has become, down to his very features, 
and become as a babe again? Is the thing before him the 

one that does the fathering, and must he give himself to 24' 
being fathered by itr' 

If that is what must be, if that is the troth and the way 
to the resurrection, .he will do it. He will put aside 
everything. FoU.owin:g this shade he will go naked as a 
babe into the jaws of h.eU. 

An image comes to him that for the past month he 
has :Oinched from: Pavel, naked and. broken. and bloody, 
in the morgue;, the seed in his body d.ead roo, or dying. 

.Nothing .is private .any more. As unbtinkmgly as he 
·can he gazes upon tb.e body-parts without which there 
can be no fatherhood. And his mind goes again to the 
museum in Ber.lin., to th.e goddess-fiend drawing out 
the seed from the corpse, saving it. 

Thus at last the time arrives and the hand that holds 
the pen. begins to move. But the words it fonns are not 
words ofsalw.tion. Instead they tell of fties, or of a single 
black fl.y, buzzing against a closed windowpane. High 
summer in Petersburg, hot and clammy; from. the street 
below,. noise, music .. In the room a child wi.tb. brown eyes 
and straight fair hair lying naked beside a man, her sllin 
feet barely reaching to his ankles, b.er face pressed against 
the curve of .his shoulder, where she snu.ggles and roots 

like a baby. 
Who is the man?' The body is as perfectly formed as 

a god's. But it gives o.ff such marmoreaJi coldness that it 
is impossible a child .in its grasp could not be chilled to 

the bone. As for the face,. the face will not be seen. 
He sits with the pen in his hand, .holding himself back 

from a descent int:o representations that have no place 
in the world, on the point of topplmg, end.osed within 
a moment in which aU creation lies open. at hls feet, the 
moment before he loosens his grip and begins to fall. 
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Zip lit i:s a moment of which he i:s becoming a connoisseur, 
a vuLuptwuy .. For which he wiD. be damned.. -

ResdessEy he gets up. From the suitcase he takes 
Pavel.'s diary and turns to the first empty page, the page 
that the child did not wri~ on because by then he was 
dead. On this page he begins,. a second time, to write. 

In .hi:s wri.ting he .is in the same rooni, sitting at the 
table much as he is sitting now. But the room .is P'IVel'S 
and Pavel's alone. And be i:s not himself any longer, not 
a man in the forty-ninth year of hi:s life .. Instead. he is 
young again., with all the arrogant strength of youth. He 
is wearing a white suit, perfecdy tailored. He is, to a 
degr,ee, Pavellsaev, though. Pavellsaev is not the name 
be is going to give himself. 

In the blood of this young man, this version of Pavel, 
is a sense of triumph. He has passed through the gates 
of death and returned; nothing can touch him any mare. 
He .is not a god but he is no longer human either; He 
is, in. some sense, beyond the hmnan, beyond man. 
There is .nothing he is not capa.Me o£ 

Through this young man the building,. with its stale­
smelting corridors and blind co.mers, begins to write 
itself, this building in Petersburg, in Russia. 

He heads the page, in neat capitals, THE APARTMENT, 

and writes: 

He sleeps late,. rarely rising before noon, when the 
apartment has grown so hot that the bedsheets are 
soaked with his sweat. Then he stumbles to the 
littlle washroom on the .landing and splashes wa.ter 
over .hi:s face and brushes bis teeth with bis finger 
and stumbles back to the apartment. There, 
unshaven, straggle-hamred~,, he eats, the breakfast .his 

landlady has set •out for him (the butter by now z4 J 
melted, gnats floating in the milk); and then shaves 
and puts on ~ underwear' yesterday's 
shirt, and the white suit (the troUser'-CreaSCS sharp 
as a knife from being pressed under the mattreSS 
all •ght), and wets hi:s bamr· and slicks it down; and. 
then, having prepared. for the day,. loses interest, 
loses motive power. sits down again at the table 
still cluttered with the breakfast t:hinp and falls 
into a reverie, or sprawls about, pjcldng his nails 
with a knife, waiting for something to happen, for 
the child to rome home from school .• 

Or else wanders around the apartment opening 

drawerst fingering things. 
He comes upo!n a locket with pictureS of his 

landlady and her dead husband. He spits, on the 
glass and shines it with his handkerchief~ Brighdy 

the ·couple star·e at each other across their tiny 

prison. 
He buries his face in her underclothes,. smelling 

&indy of lavender. 
He is enroUed as a student at the university but 

he attends no lectUJt;S. He joins a. ~k, a. circle 
whose members experiment with free love. One 
afternoon he brinp a girl back. to bis room. It 
occurs to him that he ought to lock the door, but 
be does not. He and the girl make love; they fall 

asleep~ 
A noise wakes him .. He knows they are being 

watched. 
He touches the gi.d and sh.e i:s awake. The two 

of them are naked, beautiful, in the pride of their 
youth. They make love a second time. 
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1:44 Throughout, he is aware of the door ope!_!Jl: •cracks 
and the ·child watcbiag. His pleasure is acute; it 
communicates itself ro the gir11; never before have 
they experienced such dark sweetness. 

When. he takes the girl home afterwards, h.e 
leaves the bed umnade so that the child, 
explo·ring, am familiarize herself with the smeDs 
·of love. 

Evety Wednesday aftem.oon from then on, for 
the rest of the summer, he ~gs the girl to his 
room, always. the same girl .. Each rime, when they 
depart,, the apartment seems to be empty; each 
time, he knows, the child has crept in, has watched 
or listened, is now biding somewhere. 

'Do that ap.in,' the girl will whisper. 
'Do what?' 
7hat!' she whispers.,, flushed with desire. 
'First say the words/ he says, and makes her say 

them .. 'Louder,' he says .. Saying the words oc:ites 
the •gj.rl unbearably; 

He remembers Svit.dri:pi!lov: 'Women like to· be 
humiliated..' 

He thinks of aU of this as, erelllit:g a t~~ne in the 
child, as one creates a taste for um18itnral foods, 
oysten or sweetbreads. 

He asks himself why he does it. The answer he 
gives .himself is: Histo.ry is, ·coming to an end; the 
old account-books will soon be thrown in. the fire; 
in this dead. time between old and. new, aU things 
are permitted. He does n.ot believe his aqswer 
particularly, does .not disbelieve it. It serves. 

Or be says to himself: It is the fault of the 
Petersburg summer - these long, hot, stuffy 

afternoons with Hies buzzing against the 1:4 5 
windowpanes, these evenings thick with the hum 
of mosquitoes. Let me last through th.e summer, 
and through the winter too; then when spring 
comes I wi.lll go away to Switzerland, to the 
mountains, and beoome a different person. 

He takes his meals with his landlady and her 
daughter. One Wednesday evening, pretending 
high spirits,, he leans across the table and ruffles 
the chi.ld's hair. She draws away. He realizes he has 
not washed his hands, and she has pi.cked up the 
after .. smell of lcwemakmg. Colouring, covered in 
confusion, she bends over her plate.,, will not meet 
his eye .. 

He writes all of this in a dear, careful script, crossing 
out not a wolld.. In the act of writing he experiences, 
today, an exceptional sensual pleasure - m the feel of the 
pen, snug in the ~crook of his thumb, but even more in 
the feel of his hand be.in.g tugged back lightly from its 
course across the page by the stri.ct, \llliWI')'in.g shape of 
the letters, the discipline of the alphabet~. 

Anya, Anna Snitkina, was his secretary before she was 
his wife. He hlll.'led her to bring his manuscripts into 
order, then married her .. A fairy-girl of a. kind, called in 
to spin the tangle of his writing into a single golden 
thread. H he writes, so dearly today, it is because he is 
no longer writin;g for her eyes. He is writing for himself. 
He is writing for eternity. He is writing for the dead .. 

Yet. at the same time that he sits here so calm:Jy, he is 
a man caught in a whirlwind. Torrents of paper, frag­
men1:5 of an old life tom loose by the roar of the upward 
spiral, 'tly all about him. High above the ·earth he is 
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246 borne, bufle~ by currents, before the grip of the wind 
slaclrens, and for a moment, befo11e he starts to fall, he is 
allowed utter stillness and clarity, the wodd opening 
below him tike a map of itself. 

Letters from the whirlwind. Scattered leaves, which 
he gathers up; a scattered body, wbich he reassembles. 

There is a tap at the door: Martryona, in her nightdress, 
for an instant looking stard.ingly .like her mother; 'Can I 

• "'' sh ' hn ... lr.. ' come mr ·, e says m a ..... 1 vo1ce. 
'Is your throat stiU sore?' 
'Afro •. ' 
She sits down on the bed .. Evea at this distance .he can 

hear how ttoubled her breathing is .. 
'\Nhy is she here? Does she want to make peace?' Is 

she too being worn down? "" 
'Pavel. used to sit like t:hart when he was writing,' she 

says .. '.I thought you were Pavel wh.en I came in.' 
'I am in the middle of something,' he says. 'Do you 

mind if I go on?' 
She sii.ts quietly behind bim and watches while he 

writes .. The air in the room. is electric: even the dust­
motes seem to be suspended .. 

'Do you like your name?' he says quietly, after a while. 
'My own. name?' 
'Yes. Marttyona.' 
'No, l hate it. My father chose it.. I don't know why I 

have to have iL It was my grandmother's name .. She died 
before I was born.' 

'I have another name fur you ... Dusha .. ' He writes the 
name at the head of the page, shows it to her; 'Do you 
l:m. __ .•· ')' 
DIU:' J.t. 

She does not answer. 

'What really happened to· Pavel?' he says .. 'Do you 247 
know?' 

'I think . . . I think he gave himself up.' 
'Gave himsemf up fur what?' 
'For the future. So that he could be one of the 

martyrs.' 
'Martyrs? What is a martyr?' 
She hesitates. 'Someone who gives himself up. For me 

future.' 
'Was that Finnish girl a martyr too?' 
She nods. 
He wonders wh.ether Pavel bad grown used to speak­

ing in formulas too, by me end. For the first. rime it 
occurs to bim that Pavel might be better d.ead. Now that 
he has thought the thought, he faces it squarely, not 
disowning it. 

A war: the old against the young, the young against. 
the old. 

'You must go now,' he says. 'I hlwe work to do.' 
He heads th.e next page THE CHILD, and writes: 

One day a tetter arrives for him,. his name and 
address wrinen out in slow, nea.t block letters. The 
child toes it from the concier:ge and leaves it 
propped against the mirror in his room. 

'That letter - do you want to know who sent 
it?' he .remarks casually when he and she are next 
alone together .. And he tells her tb.e story of Maria 
Lebyatkin, of how Maria. disgraced her brother 
Captain. Lebya.tkin and became the laughing-stock 
of T\rer by daiming that an admifler,. whose 
identity she coyly refused to disdose, was asking 
for her hand. 
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:z4B 'Is the letter_from Maria?'' asks tbe child.. 
C't:ll' • d will b :I• v•llt m you ·. ear. _ 
'But why did they laugh It her? Why shouldn't 

someone want to many her?' . 
'Because Maria was simple, and simple peo·pl.e 

should not many for fear th.ey will bear .simple 
cbildren, and tbe simple children-will then have 
simple children themselves, and. so forth, till the 
whole land is full of simple people. Like an 
ep:idemi.c.' 

'An epidemic?' 
'Yes. Do you want .me to go on?· It all happened 

last summer while I was visiting my aunt. I .heard. 
the story of Maria and her phantom admirer and 
decided to do ~thing about it. First of all I 
had a white suit made, so that I would look gallant 
enough. for the part.' 

'This suit?' 
'Yes,. this suit. By the time it was ready, ~everyo~ne 

knew what was up - in Tver news travels fast.. I 
put ·on the suit and with. a bunch of Bowers went 
calling on the Lebyatkins. The captain was 

mystified,, but his sister wasn~t. She had never lost 
~er wth. From then. on I called every day.. Once 
I took her for a walk in the forest, just the two of 
us. That was the day before I set off for 
Petersburg/ 

'So were you her admiiter all the rime?' 
'No, that~ not bow it was .. The admirer was just 

a dream she had. Simple people can't rell the 
difference benveen dreams and the real thing. 
They believe in dreams. She thought I was the 
dream. Because I beha:ved, you know, like a dream.'' 

::!t 

<I 

'And will you go back and see her?' 249 
'I don't drink so. In fact, certainly not. And if 

she comes l.oo~king for me, you must be sure not 
to let her in .. Say I have changed .. l.odgings. Say you 
don't know my address .• Or give her a false 
address. Make ·one up. You'D .recognize her at once. 
She ·is tall and bony and her teeth sti.ck out:, and she 
smiles an the time. In fact she~ a kind of witch.' 

'Is that what she says in the letter - tha~ she is 
coming here?' 

'Yes.' 
'But why-?' 
'Why did I do it?' For a joke .. Smnmer in the 

country is so boring -you have no· idea how 
bo~g.'. 

It takes him no more than ten minutes to wri.te the scene, 
with not a word blotted. In a final version it would ha:ve 
to· be fuller, but for ptUent purposes this is enough. He 
gets up·, leaving th.e two pages open on the table. 

It ils an assaullt upon the innocence of a child .. It .is an 
act for which he ·can expect no forgiveness. 'With it he 
bas crossed the weshold. Now God must speak, now 
God dare no longer remain silent. To ·corrupt a cbild is 
to force God. The device he has made arches and springs 
shut like a trap, a trap to· catt:h God. 

He knows what he .is doing .. At th.e same time, in this 
contest of cunning between himself and God,. he is out­
side himself, perhaps outside his soul. Somewhere be 
stands and watch.es while he and God· circle each other. 
And time stands still and watches too. Time is suspended,, 
everything is suspended before the &11. 

1 bfRJe IMt , place m my soul, be thinks. 
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2 so He pic::b up his hat and leaves, his lodgings. Qe does 
not recognize the hat, has .no idea whose shaes he .is 
wearing. In fact, be recognizes nothing of himself. If he_ 
were to lookin a mirror now, he would not be surprised 
if another face were to loom up, staring back. blindly at 
him. 

He has, betrayed everyone; nor does he see that his 
betrayals ·could go deeper. If he ever wanted· to know 
whether betrayal tasted more like 'Vinegar or like gall,, 
now .is the rime • 

. But there is no taste a:t all m .his mouth, just as there 
is .DO weight 00. his heart. His heart, in fact, feels quite 
empty. He had not known beforehand it would be .like 
this. But how oou:ld be have known? Not torment but a 
dull absence of tonnent. Like a soldier shot on the battle,.. 
fiel~ bleeding, seeing the blood, feeling no pam, 
wondering: Am I dead already? 

It seems to him a great price to pay. They fHJY .him 11m 
tf ,_,. for 'IDritmg INJola, said. ·the clilld, repea~g the 
dead child. What they failed to say was that .he had to· 
give up his sou11. in return. 

Now he begins to taste it.. It tastes like gall. 
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