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CRI ME AND PUNI SHVENT
by Fyodor Dost oevsky

transl ated by Constance Garnett

PART ONE

Chapter One

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

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

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

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



creep down the stairs like a cat and slip out unseen

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

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

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

he had scarcely tasted food.



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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

nmore polite.

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

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

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

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

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

"Step in, nmy good sir."



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

sell your pledge at once."



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Hand it over," he said roughly.

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

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

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

The ol d woman cane back.

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

watch. Here it is.

"What! only a rouble and fifteen copecks now "



"Just so."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

recall sonme such lines as these

"Hs wife a year he fondly | oved



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

O suddenly waki ng up agai n:

"Wal ki ng al ong the crowded row

He net the one he used to know. "

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

some agitation.

Chapter Two

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

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

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



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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The young man did not answer a word.

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



