








PORTRAIT OF L. N. TOLSTOI

by Ilya Repin



o, T ZSEBEPDEIE U5 W) : www. ertongbook.



LEV TOLSTOI
DESURRECTION

o forel

GGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG
OOOOOOO



TRANSLATED FROM THE RUSSIAN
BY LouisE MAUDE

"Epitep By L. KOLESNIKOV

ILLustRATED BY O. PASTERNAK

Desienep BY V. Noskov



CONTENTS

Part ONE
Part Two
PArT THREE .

Page

. 255
. 466







1

) AT 0

St. Matt., Ch. XVIII, V. 21. Then came Peter
to him and said, Lord, how oft shall my
brother sin against me, and 1 forgive him?
Till seven times?

22. Jesus saith unto him, “I say not unto
thee, Until seven times: but Until seventy
times seven.” .

St, Matt., Ch. ViI, V. 3. And why beholdest
thou the mote that is in thy brother’s eye, but
considérest not the beam that is in thine own
eye?

St. John, Ch. VIII, V. 7. He that is with-
out sin among you, let him first cast a stone
at her.

St Luke, Ch. VI, V. 40. The disciple is not
above his master: but every one that is per-
fect shall be as his master.

* T #

hough hundreds of thousands had done their very

best to disfigure the small piece of land on which

they were crowded together, paving the ground with

stones, scraping away every sprouting blade of grass,

lopping off the branches of trees, driving away birds and

beasts, filling the air with the smoke of coal and oil—
still spring was spring, even in the town.

The sun shone warm, the air was balmy, the grass,

where it did not get scraped away, revived and sprang
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up everywhere: between the paving-stones as well as on
the narrow strips of lawn on the boulevards. The birches,
the poplars, and the bird-cherry trees were unfolding their
gummy and fragrant leaves, the swelling buds were
bursting on the lime-trees; jackdaws, sparrows, and
pigeons, filled with the joy of spring, were getting their
nests ready; flies warmed by the sunshine were buzzing -
along the walls. All were glad: the plants, the birds, the
insects, and the children. But men, grown-up men and
‘wiomen, did not leave off cheating and tormenting them-
selves and each other. It was not this spring morning
they thought sacred and important, mot the beauty of
God’s world, given to benefit all creatures—a beauty
which inclines the heart to peace, harmony, and love—
but only their own devices for getting the upper hand
- of each other.

Thus, in the gubernia prison office, it was not the fact
that men and animals had been granted the grace and
gladness of spring that was considered sacred and im-
portant, but that a notice, duly stamped and registered,
had come the day before, ordering that on this, the 28th
day of April, at 9 a.m., three persons now detained in the
prison, one man and two women (one of these women, as
the chief criminal, to be conducted separately), were to
be delivered to the Court-house. So now, on the 28th of
April, at eight o’clock in the morning, the chief warder
entered the dark stinking corridor of the women’s part of
the prison. He was followed by a woman, with curly
grey hair, and a look of suffering on her face. She was
wearing 1a uniform with gold braid on the sleeves, and a
belt piped in blue,

‘The warder, rattling the iron padlock, opened the door
of the cell—from which there came a whiff of air fouler
even than that in the corridor—called out, “Maslova! to
the Court,” and closed the door again. .

Even into the prison yard the breeze had brought the
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fresh, vivifying air from the fields. But in the corridor
the germ-ridden air had a stink of excretion, tar, and
putrefaction that overwhelmed and depressed - anyone
who happened to find himself there for the first time.
Even the woman warder felt this, though she was used
to bad air. She had just come in from outside, and en- -
tering the corridor she at once felt weary and sleepy.
From inside the cell came the sound of bustle and
women’s voices and the patter of bare feet on the floor.

“Now then, hurry up!” called out the warder, and in a
minute or two a middle-sized young woman with a very
* full bust came briskly out of the door and went up to the
jailer. She had on a grey cloak over a white jacket and
skirt. On her feet she wore linen stockings and prison
shoes; and round her head was tied a white kerchief, from
under which a few rings of black hair were brushed over
the forehead with evident intent. The woman’s face was
of that whiteness peculiar to people who have lived long
in confinement, and which puts one in mind of shoots that
spring up from potatoes kept in a cellar. Her small broad
hands, and the full neck which showed from under the
broad collar of her cloak, were of the same hue. Her black
sparkling eyes, one with a slight squint, appeared in strik-
ing contrast to the dull pallor of her face. She carried
herself very straight, expanding ber full bosom. With her
head slightly thrown back, she stood in the corridor look-
ing straight into the eyes of the jailer, ready to comply
with any order.

The warder was about to lock the door when a wrin-
kled, stern-looking old woman put out her grey head and
began speaking to Maslova. But the warder closed the
door, pushing the old woman’s head with it. A woman’s
laugh was heard from the cell, and Maslova smiled, turn-
ing towards the little grilled opening in the cell door. The
old woman pressed her face to the hole from the other
side, ‘and said in a hoarse voice:
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“Now mind, and when they begin questioning you, Just
go on repeating the same thing and stick to it; say noth-
ing that is not wanted.”

“Well, it could not be worse than it is now, anyhow:
I only wish it were settled one way or another.”

“Of course, it will be settled only one way,” said the
chief warder, with the facetious air of a superior. “Now
then, get alongl!”

The old woman’s eyes vanished from the opening, and
Maslova stepped out into the middle of the corridor. The
chief warder in front, they descended the stone stairs:
passed the still fouler, noisy cells of the men’s ward, fol- ,
lowed by eyes looking out of every one of the holes in the
doors; and entered the office, where two soldiers were
waiting to escort her. A clerk sitting there gave one of
the soldiers a paper reeking of tobacco, and pointing to
the prisoner, remarked, “Take her.”

The soldier, a peasant from Nizhni Novgorod, with a
red, pock-marked face, put the paper into the cuff of his
coat, winked, with a glance towards the prisoner, to his
companion, a high-cheekboned Chuvash, and then the
prisoner and the soldiers went to the front entrance, out
of the prison yard, and through the town up the middle
of the cobblestone street.

Cabmen, tradespeople, cooks, workmen, the govern-
ment clerks stopped and {ooked curiously at the prisoner.
Some shook their head and thought, “This is what evil
conduct-—conduct unlike ours—Ileads to.” The children
stopped and gazed at the robber with frightened looks; but
the thought that the soldiers were preventing her from
doing more harm quieted their fears. A peasant who had
sold his charcoal and had had some tea in the town, came
up, and, after crossing himself, gave her a kopek. The
prisoner blushed and muttered something. .

Feeling the looks directed towards her, she gave, with-
out turning her head, a sidelong glance to everybody
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who was gazing at her: the attention she attracted pleased
her. The comparatively fresh air also gladdened ber,
but her feet had become unused {o walking, and finding
it painful to step on the rough stones in the ill-made pris-
on shoes, she picked her way and stepped as lightly as
possible. Passing by a corn-dealer’s shop, in front of
which a few pigeons were strutting about unmolested by
anyone, the prisoner almost touched a grey-blue bird with
her foot; it fluttered up and flew close to her ear, fanning
her with its wings. She smiled, and then sighed deeply
-as she remembered her position.

The story of the prisoner Maslova’s life was a very
common one.

Maslova’s mother was. the unmarried daughter of a vil-
lage woman employed on a dairy farm belonging to two
maiden ladies who were landowners. This unmarried wom-
an had a baby every year, and, as often happens among
the village people, each one of these undesired babies, af-
ter being carefully baptized, was neglected by its mother,
whom it hindered at her work, and was left to starve.
Five children had died in this way. They had all been
baptized and then not sufficiently fed, and just allowed
to die. The sixth baby, whose father was a Gypsy tramp,
would have shared the same fate, had it not so happened
that one of the maiden ladies came into the farmyard to
scold the dairymaids for sending up cream that smelt of
the cow. The young woman was lying in the cowshed
with a fine, healthy, new-born baby. The old maiden lady
scolded the maids again for allowing the woman (who
had just been confined) to lie in the cowshed, and was
about to go away; but seeing the baby, her heart was
touched, and she offered to stand godmother to the little
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girl. Pity for her little goddaughter induced her to give
milk and a little money to the mother, so that she should
feed the baby; and the child lived. The old ladies spoke of
her as “the saved one.” :

When the child was three years old her mother fell ill
and died, and the maiden ladies took the child from the
old grandmother, to whom she was only a burden.

The little black-eyed girl grew to be extremely pretty,
and so full of spirits that the ladies found her very enter-
taining. :

The younger of the ladies, Sophia Ivanovna, who had
stood godmother to the girl, had the kinder heart of the
two sisters; Maria Ivanovna, the elder, was rather hard.
Sophia Ivanovna dressed the little girl in nice clothes
and taught her to read and write, meaning to educate her
like a lady. Maria Ivanovna thought the child should be
brought up to work, and trained to be a good servant. She
was exacting; she punished, and, when in a bad temper,
even struck the little girl. Growing up under these two
different influences, the girl turned out half-servant, half
young lady. They called her Katyusha, which sounds less
refined than Katenka, but is not quite so common as Kat-
ka. She used to sew, tidy up the rooms, polish the metal
cases of the icons with chalk, and do other light work,
and sometimes she sat and read to the ladjes.

Though she had more than one offer she would not mar-
ry. She felt that life as the wife of any of the working men
who were courting her would be too hard for her, spoilt
as she was by an easy life.

She lived in this way till she was sixteen, when the
nephew of the old ladies, a rich young prince and a uni-
versity student, came to stay with his aunts; and Katyu-
sha, not daring to acknowledge it even to herself, fell in
love with him,

Two years later this same nephew stayed four days with
his aunts before proceeding to join his regiment, and the
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night before he left he seduced Katyusha, and, after giv-
ing her a one hundred ruble note, went away. Five
months later she knew for certain that she was pregnant.

After that, everything - seemed repugnant to her, her
only thought being how to escape from the shame await-
ing her; and she not only began to serve the ladies in a
half-hearted and negligent way, but once, without kriow-
ing how it happened, she was very rude to them, though
she repented afterwards, and asked them to let her leave.
They let her go, very dissatisfied with her. Then she got
a housemaid’s place in a police-officer’s house, but stayed
there only three months, for the police-officer, a man of
fifty, began to molest her, and once, when he was in a
specially enterprising mood, she fired up, called him
“fool” and “old devil,” and pushed him away so vigorously
that he fell. She was turned out for her rudeness. It was
useless to look for another situation, for the time of her
confinement was drawing near, so she went to the house
of a village midwife and illicit retailer of spirits. The con-
finement was easy; but the midwife, who had a case of
fever in the village, infected Katyusha, and her baby boy
had to be sent to the Foundling Hospital, where, accord-
ing to the old woman who took him there, he died at
once.

When Katyusha went to the midwife she had a hun-
dred and twenty-seven rubles in all, twenty-seven she had
earned, and the hundred given her by her seducer. When
she left she had but six rubles; she did not know how
to keep money, but spent it on herself and gave to all
who asked. The midwife took forty rubles for two months’
keep and attendance, twenty-five went to get the baby
into the Foundling Hospital, and forty the midwife bor-
rowed to buy a cow with. Some twenty rubles went just
for clothes, sweets, and extras. Having nothing left to
live on, Katyusha had to look out for a place again, and
found one in the house of a forester. The forester was a
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married man, but he, too, begdn to beset her from the
first day. She disliked him and tried to avoid him. But he,
besides being her master who could send her wherever he
liked, was more experienced and cunning, and managed
to violate her. His wife found it out, and catching Katyu-
sha and her husband in a room all by themselves began
beating her. Katyusha defended herself and they had a
fight, and Katyusha was turned out of the house without
being paid her ‘wages. Then she went to live with her
aunt in town. Her uncle, a bookbinder, had once been
-comfortably off, but he had lost all his customers and
taken to drink, and spent all he could lay hands on at the
public house.

The aunt kept a small laundry and managed to sup-
port herself, her children and her wretched husband. She
offered Katyusha a place as a laundress; but, seeing
what a life of misery and hardship her aunt’s laundresses
led, Katyusha hesitated, and applied to a registry office.
A place was found for her with a lady who lived with her
two sons, pupils at a gymnasium. A week after Katyusha
had entered the house, the elder, a big fellow with mous-
taches, threw up his studies and gave her no peace, con-
tinually following her about. His mother laid all the
blame on Katyusha, and gave her notice.

It so happened that after many fruitless attempts to
find a situation Katyusha again went to the registry of-
fice, and there met a woman with bracelets on her bare,
plump arms and rings on most of her fingers. Hearing
that Katyusha was badly in want of a place, the woman
gave her her address and invited her to come to her house.
Katyusha went. The woman received her very kindly,
set cake and sweet wine before her, then wrote a nole
and gave it to a servant to take to somebody. In the eve-
ning a tall man, with long grey hair and white beard, en-
tered the room and sat down at once near Katyusha, smil-
ing and gazing at her with glistening eyes. He began jok-
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