
  
    
      
    
  


		
			Crime and Punishment

			By Fy­o­dor Dos­to­evsky.

			Trans­lat­ed by Con­stance Gar­nett.

			[image: ]
		
	
		
			
				Imprint

				[image: The Standard Ebooks logo.]
			
			This ebook is the prod­uct of many hours of hard work by vol­un­teers for Stan­dard Ebooks, and builds on the hard work of oth­er lit­er­a­ture lovers made pos­si­ble by the pub­lic do­main.

			This par­tic­u­lar ebook is based on a tran­scrip­tion from Project Guten­berg and on dig­i­tal scans from the In­ter­net Ar­chive.

			The source text and art­work in this ebook are be­lieved to be in the Unit­ed States pub­lic do­main; that is, they are be­lieved to be free of copy­right re­stric­tions in the Unit­ed States. They may still be copy­right­ed in oth­er coun­tries, so users lo­cat­ed out­side of the Unit­ed States must check their lo­cal laws be­fore us­ing this ebook. The cre­ators of, and con­trib­u­tors to, this ebook ded­i­cate their con­tri­bu­tions to the world­wide pub­lic do­main via the terms in the CC0 1.0 Uni­ver­sal Pub­lic Do­main Ded­i­ca­tion. For full li­cense in­for­ma­tion, see the Un­copy­right at the end of this ebook.

			Stan­dard Ebooks is a vol­un­teer-driv­en project that pro­duces ebook edi­tions of pub­lic do­main lit­er­a­ture us­ing mod­ern ty­pog­ra­phy, tech­nol­o­gy, and ed­i­to­ri­al stan­dards, and dis­trib­utes them free of cost. You can down­load this and oth­er ebooks care­ful­ly pro­duced for true book lovers at stan­dard­e­books.org.

		
	
		
			Translator’s Preface

			A few words about Dosto­evsky him­self may help the Eng­lish read­er to un­der­stand his work.

			Dosto­evsky was the son of a doc­tor. His par­ents were very hard­work­ing and deeply re­li­gious people, but so poor that they lived with their five chil­dren in only two rooms. The fath­er and moth­er spent their even­ings in read­ing aloud to their chil­dren, gen­er­ally from books of a ser­i­ous char­ac­ter.

			Though al­ways sickly and del­ic­ate Dosto­evsky came out third in the fi­nal ex­am­in­a­tion of the Peters­burg school of En­gin­eer­ing. There he had already be­gun his first work, Poor Folk.

			This story was pub­lished by the poet Nekrassov in his re­view and was re­ceived with ac­clam­a­tions. The shy, un­known youth found him­self in­stantly some­thing of a celebrity. A bril­liant and suc­cess­ful ca­reer seemed to open be­fore him, but those hopes were soon dashed. In 1849 he was ar­res­ted.

			Though neither by tem­pera­ment nor con­vic­tion a re­volu­tion­ist, Dosto­evsky was one of a little group of young men who met to­geth­er to read Four­i­er and Proud­hon. He was ac­cused of “tak­ing part in con­ver­sa­tions against the cen­sor­ship, of read­ing a let­ter from Byel­in­sky to Go­gol, and of know­ing of the in­ten­tion to set up a print­ing press.” Un­der Nich­olas I (that “stern and just man,” as Maurice Bar­ing calls him) this was enough, and he was con­demned to death. After eight months’ im­pris­on­ment he was with twenty-one oth­ers taken out to the Semy­onovsky Square to be shot. Writ­ing to his broth­er Mi­hail, Dosto­evsky says: “They snapped words over our heads, and they made us put on the white shirts worn by per­sons con­demned to death. Thereupon we were bound in threes to stakes, to suf­fer ex­e­cu­tion. Be­ing the third in the row, I con­cluded I had only a few minutes of life be­fore me. I thought of you and your dear ones and I con­trived to kiss Plest­cheiev and Dour­ov, who were next to me, and to bid them farewell. Sud­denly the troops beat a tat­too, we were un­bound, brought back upon the scaf­fold, and in­formed that his Majesty had spared us our lives.” The sen­tence was com­muted to hard la­bour.

			One of the pris­on­ers, Grigoryev, went mad as soon as he was un­tied, and nev­er re­gained his san­ity.

			The in­tense suf­fer­ing of this ex­per­i­ence left a last­ing stamp on Dosto­evsky’s mind. Though his re­li­gious tem­per led him in the end to ac­cept every suf­fer­ing with resig­na­tion and to re­gard it as a bless­ing in his own case, he con­stantly re­curs to the sub­ject in his writ­ings. He de­scribes the aw­ful agony of the con­demned man and in­sists on the cruelty of in­flict­ing such tor­ture. Then fol­lowed four years of pen­al ser­vitude, spent in the com­pany of com­mon crim­in­als in Siber­ia, where he began the Dead House, and some years of ser­vice in a dis­cip­lin­ary bat­talion.

			He had shown signs of some ob­scure nervous dis­ease be­fore his ar­rest and this now de­veloped in­to vi­ol­ent at­tacks of epi­lepsy, from which he suffered for the rest of his life. The fits oc­curred three or four times a year and were more fre­quent in peri­ods of great strain. In 1859 he was al­lowed to re­turn to Rus­sia. He star­ted a journ­al—Vremya, which was for­bid­den by the Cen­sor­ship through a mis­un­der­stand­ing. In 1864 he lost his first wife and his broth­er Mi­hail. He was in ter­rible poverty, yet he took upon him­self the pay­ment of his broth­er’s debts. He star­ted an­oth­er journ­al—The Epoch, which with­in a few months was also pro­hib­ited. He was weighed down by debt, his broth­er’s fam­ily was de­pend­ent on him, he was forced to write at heart­break­ing speed, and is said nev­er to have cor­rec­ted his work. The later years of his life were much softened by the ten­der­ness and de­vo­tion of his second wife.

			In June 1880 he made his fam­ous speech at the un­veil­ing of the monu­ment to Pushkin in Mo­scow and he was re­ceived with ex­traordin­ary demon­stra­tions of love and hon­our.

			A few months later Dosto­evsky died. He was fol­lowed to the grave by a vast mul­ti­tude of mourn­ers, who “gave the hap­less man the fu­ner­al of a king.” He is still prob­ably the most widely read writer in Rus­sia.

			In the words of a Rus­si­an crit­ic, who seeks to ex­plain the feel­ing in­spired by Dosto­evsky: “He was one of ourselves, a man of our blood and our bone, but one who has suffered and has seen so much more deeply than we have his in­sight im­presses us as wis­dom … that wis­dom of the heart which we seek that we may learn from it how to live. All his oth­er gifts came to him from nature, this he won for him­self and through it he be­came great.”
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			I

			On an ex­cep­tion­ally hot even­ing early in Ju­ly a young man came out of the gar­ret in which he lodged in S—— Place and walked slowly, as though in hes­it­a­tion, to­wards K—— bridge.

			He had suc­cess­fully avoided meet­ing his land­lady on the stair­case. His gar­ret was un­der the roof of a high, five-stor­ied house and was more like a cup­board than a room. The land­lady who provided him with gar­ret, din­ners, and at­tend­ance, lived on the floor be­low, and every time he went out he was ob­liged to pass her kit­chen, the door of which in­vari­ably stood open. And each time he passed, the young man had a sick, frightened feel­ing, which made him scowl and feel ashamed. He was hope­lessly in debt to his land­lady, and was afraid of meet­ing her.

			This was not be­cause he was cow­ardly and ab­ject, quite the con­trary; but for some time past he had been in an over­strained ir­rit­able con­di­tion, ver­ging on hy­po­chon­dria. He had be­come so com­pletely ab­sorbed in him­self, and isol­ated from his fel­lows that he dreaded meet­ing, not only his land­lady, but any­one at all. He was crushed by poverty, but the anxi­et­ies of his po­s­i­tion had of late ceased to weigh upon him. He had giv­en up at­tend­ing to mat­ters of prac­tic­al im­port­ance; he had lost all de­sire to do so. Noth­ing that any land­lady 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 com­plaints, 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.

			This even­ing, how­ever, on com­ing out in­to the street, he be­came acutely aware of his fears.

			“I want to at­tempt a thing like that and am frightened by these trifles,” he thought, with an odd smile. “Hm … yes, all is in a man’s hands and he lets it all slip from cow­ardice, that’s an ax­iom. It would be in­ter­est­ing to know what it is men are most afraid of. Tak­ing a new step, ut­ter­ing a new word is what they fear most. … But I am talk­ing too much. It’s be­cause I chat­ter that I do noth­ing. Or per­haps it is that I chat­ter be­cause I do noth­ing. I’ve learned to chat­ter this last month, ly­ing for days to­geth­er in my den think­ing … of Jack the Gi­ant-killer. Why am I go­ing there now? Am I cap­able of that? Is that ser­i­ous? It is not ser­i­ous at all. It’s simply a fantasy to amuse my­self; 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 spe­cial Peters­burg stench, so fa­mil­i­ar to all who are un­able to get out of town in sum­mer—all worked pain­fully upon the young man’s already over­wrought nerves. The in­suf­fer­able stench from the pot­houses, which are par­tic­u­larly nu­mer­ous in that part of the town, and the drunk­en men whom he met con­tinu­ally, al­though it was a work­ing day, com­pleted the re­volt­ing misery of the pic­ture. An ex­pres­sion of the pro­found­est dis­gust gleamed for a mo­ment in the young man’s re­fined face. He was, by the way, ex­cep­tion­ally hand­some, above the av­er­age in height, slim, well-built, with beau­ti­ful dark eyes and dark brown hair. Soon he sank in­to deep thought, or more ac­cur­ately speak­ing in­to a com­plete blank­ness of mind; he walked along not ob­serving what was about him and not caring to ob­serve it. From time to time, he would mut­ter some­thing, from the habit of talk­ing to him­self, to which he had just con­fessed. At these mo­ments he would be­come con­scious that his ideas were some­times 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 ac­cus­tomed to shab­bi­ness would have been ashamed to be seen in the street in such rags. In that quarter of the town, how­ever, scarcely any short­com­ing in dress would have cre­ated sur­prise. Ow­ing to the prox­im­ity of the Hay Mar­ket, the num­ber of es­tab­lish­ments of bad char­ac­ter, the pre­pon­der­ance of the trad­ing and work­ing class pop­u­la­tion 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 ac­cu­mu­lated bit­ter­ness and con­tempt in the young man’s heart, that, in spite of all the fas­ti­di­ous­ness of youth, he minded his rags least of all in the street. It was a dif­fer­ent mat­ter when he met with ac­quaint­ances or with former fel­low stu­dents, whom, in­deed, he dis­liked meet­ing at any time. And yet when a drunk­en man who, for some un­known reas­on, was be­ing taken some­where in a huge wag­on dragged by a heavy dray horse, sud­denly shouted at him as he drove past: “Hey there, Ger­man hat­ter” bawl­ing at the top of his voice and point­ing at him—the young man stopped sud­denly and clutched trem­u­lously at his hat. It was a tall round hat from Zi­m­mer­man’s, but com­pletely worn out, rusty with age, all torn and be­spattered, brim­less and bent on one side in a most un­seemly fash­ion. Not shame, how­ever, but quite an­oth­er feel­ing akin to ter­ror had over­taken him.

			“I knew it,” he muttered in con­fu­sion, “I thought so! That’s the worst of all! Why, a stu­pid thing like this, the most trivi­al de­tail might spoil the whole plan. Yes, my hat is too no­tice­able. … It looks ab­surd and that makes it no­tice­able. … With my rags I 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 re­membered. … What mat­ters is that people would re­mem­ber it, and that would give them a clue. For this busi­ness one should be as little con­spicu­ous as pos­sible. … Trifles, trifles are what mat­ter! Why, it’s just such trifles that al­ways ru­in everything. …”

			He had not far to go; he knew in­deed how many steps it was from the gate of his lodging house: ex­actly sev­en hun­dred and thirty. He had coun­ted them once when he had been lost in dreams. At the time he had put no faith in those dreams and was only tan­tal­ising him­self by their hideous but dar­ing reck­less­ness. Now, a month later, he had be­gun to look upon them dif­fer­ently, and, in spite of the mono­logues in which he jeered at his own im­pot­ence and in­de­cision, he had in­vol­un­tar­ily come to re­gard this “hideous” dream as an ex­ploit to be at­temp­ted, al­though he still did not real­ise this him­self. He was pos­it­ively go­ing now for a “re­hears­al” of his pro­ject, and at every step his ex­cite­ment grew more and more vi­ol­ent.

			With a sink­ing heart and a nervous tremor, he went up to a huge house which on one side looked on to the canal, and on the oth­er in­to the street. This house was let out in tiny tene­ments and was in­hab­ited by work­ing people of all kinds—tail­ors, lock­smiths, cooks, Ger­mans of sorts, girls pick­ing up a liv­ing as best they could, petty clerks, etc. There was a con­tinu­al com­ing and go­ing through the two gates and in the two court­yards of the house. Three or four door­keep­ers were em­ployed on the build­ing. The young man was very glad to meet 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 fa­mil­i­ar with it already, and knew his way, and he liked all these sur­round­ings: in such dark­ness even the most in­quis­it­ive eyes were not to be dreaded.

			“If I am so scared now, what would it be if it some­how came to pass that I were really go­ing to do it?” he could not help ask­ing him­self as he reached the fourth storey. There his pro­gress was barred by some port­ers who were en­gaged in mov­ing fur­niture out of a flat. He knew that the flat had been oc­cu­pied by a Ger­man clerk in the civil ser­vice, and his fam­ily. This Ger­man was mov­ing out then, and so the fourth floor on this stair­case would be un­ten­an­ted ex­cept by the old wo­man. “That’s a good thing any­way,” he thought to him­self, as he rang the bell of the old wo­man’s flat. The bell gave a faint tinkle as though it were made of tin and not of cop­per. The little flats in such houses al­ways have bells that ring like that. He had for­got­ten the note of that bell, and now its pe­cu­li­ar tinkle seemed to re­mind him of some­thing and to bring it clearly be­fore him. … He star­ted, his nerves were ter­ribly over­strained by now. In a little while, the door was opened a tiny crack: the old wo­man eyed her vis­it­or with evid­ent dis­trust through the crack, and noth­ing could be seen but her little eyes, glit­ter­ing in the dark­ness. But, see­ing a num­ber of people on the land­ing, she grew bolder, and opened the door wide. The young man stepped in­to the dark entry, which was par­ti­tioned off from the tiny kit­chen. The old wo­man stood fa­cing him in si­lence and look­ing in­quir­ingly at him. She was a di­min­ut­ive, withered up old wo­man of sixty, with sharp ma­lig­nant eyes and a sharp little nose. Her col­our­less, some­what grizzled hair was thickly smeared with oil, and she wore no ker­chief over it. Round her thin long neck, which looked like a hen’s leg, was knot­ted some sort of flan­nel rag, and, in spite of the heat, there hung flap­ping on her shoulders, a mangy fur cape, yel­low with age. The old wo­man coughed and groaned at every in­stant. The young man must have looked at her with a rather pe­cu­li­ar ex­pres­sion, for a gleam of mis­trust came in­to her eyes again.

			“Raskolnikov, a stu­dent, I came here a month ago,” the young man made haste to mut­ter, with a half bow, re­mem­ber­ing that he ought to be more po­lite.

			“I re­mem­ber, my good sir, I re­mem­ber quite well your com­ing here,” the old wo­man said dis­tinctly, still keep­ing her in­quir­ing eyes on his face.

			“And here … I am again on the same er­rand,” Raskolnikov con­tin­ued, a little dis­con­cer­ted and sur­prised at the old wo­man’s mis­trust. “Per­haps she is al­ways like that though, only I did not no­tice it the oth­er time,” he thought with an un­easy feel­ing.

			The old wo­man 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, my good sir.”

			The little room in­to which the young man walked, with yel­low pa­per on the walls, gerani­ums and muslin cur­tains in the win­dows, was brightly lighted up at that mo­ment by the set­ting sun.

			“So the sun will shine like this then too!” flashed as it were by chance through Raskolnikov’s mind, and with a rap­id glance he scanned everything in the room, try­ing as far as pos­sible to no­tice and re­mem­ber its ar­range­ment. But there was noth­ing spe­cial in the room. The fur­niture, all very old and of yel­low wood, con­sisted of a sofa with a huge bent wooden back, an oval table in front of the sofa, a dress­ing-table with a look­ing-glass fixed on it between the win­dows, chairs along the walls and two or three half­penny prints in yel­low frames, rep­res­ent­ing Ger­man dam­sels with birds in their hands—that was all. In the corner a light was burn­ing be­fore a small icon. Everything was very clean; the floor and the fur­niture were brightly pol­ished; everything shone.

			“Liza­veta’s work,” thought the young man. There was not a speck of dust to be seen in the whole flat.

			“It’s in the houses of spite­ful old wid­ows that one finds such clean­li­ness,” Raskolnikov thought again, and he stole a curi­ous glance at the cot­ton cur­tain over the door lead­ing in­to an­oth­er tiny room, in which stood the old wo­man’s bed and chest of draw­ers and in­to which he had nev­er looked be­fore. These two rooms made up the whole flat.

			“What do you want?” the old wo­man said severely, com­ing in­to the room and, as be­fore, stand­ing in front of him so as to look him straight in the face.

			“I’ve brought some­thing to pawn here,” and he drew out of his pock­et an old-fash­ioned flat sil­ver watch, on the back of which was en­graved a globe; the chain was of steel.

			“But the time is up for your last pledge. The month was up the day be­fore yes­ter­day.”

			“I will bring you the in­terest for an­oth­er month; wait a little.”

			“But that’s for me to do as I please, my good sir, to wait or to sell your pledge at once.”

			“How much will you give me for the watch, Alyona Ivan­ovna?”

			“You come with such trifles, my good sir, it’s scarcely worth any­thing. I gave you two roubles last time for your ring and one could buy it quite new at a jew­el­er’s for a rouble and a half.”

			“Give me four roubles for it, I shall re­deem it, it was my fath­er’s. I shall be get­ting some money soon.”

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

			“A rouble and a half!” cried the young man.

			“Please your­self”—and the old wo­man handed him back the watch. The young man took it, and was so angry that he was on the point of go­ing away; but checked him­self at once, re­mem­ber­ing that there was nowhere else he could go, and that he had had an­oth­er ob­ject also in com­ing.

			“Hand it over,” he said roughly.

			The old wo­man fumbled in her pock­et for her keys, and dis­ap­peared be­hind the cur­tain in­to the oth­er room. The young man, left stand­ing alone in the middle of the room, listened in­quis­it­ively, think­ing. He could hear her un­lock­ing the chest of draw­ers.

			“It must be the top draw­er,” he re­flec­ted. “So she car­ries the keys in a pock­et on the right. All in one bunch on a steel ring. … And there’s one key there, three times as big as all the oth­ers, with deep notches; that can’t be the key of the chest of draw­ers … then there must be some oth­er chest or strong­box … that’s worth know­ing. Strong­boxes al­ways have keys like that … but how de­grad­ing it all is.”

			The old wo­man came back.

			“Here, sir: as we say ten ko­pecks the rouble a month, so I must take fif­teen ko­pecks from a rouble and a half for the month in ad­vance. But for the two roubles I lent you be­fore, you owe me now twenty ko­pecks on the same reck­on­ing in ad­vance. That makes thirty-five ko­pecks al­to­geth­er. So I must give you a rouble and fif­teen ko­pecks for the watch. Here it is.”

			“What! only a rouble and fif­teen ko­pecks now!”

			“Just so.”

			The young man did not dis­pute it and took the money. He looked 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 him­self quite know what.

			“I may be bring­ing you some­thing else in a day or two, Alyona Ivan­ovna—a valu­able thing—sil­ver—a ci­gar­ette-box, as soon as I get it back from a friend …” he broke off in con­fu­sion.

			“Well, we will talk about it then, sir.”

			“Good­bye—are you al­ways at home alone, your sis­ter is not here with you?” He asked her as cas­u­ally as pos­sible as he went out in­to the pas­sage.

			“What busi­ness is she of yours, my good sir?”

			“Oh, noth­ing par­tic­u­lar, I simply asked. You are too quick. … Good day, Alyona Ivan­ovna.”

			Raskolnikov went out in com­plete con­fu­sion. This con­fu­sion be­came more and more in­tense. As he went down the stairs, he even stopped short, two or three times, as though sud­denly struck by some thought. When he was in the street he cried out, “Oh, God, how loath­some it all is! and can I, can I pos­sibly. … No, it’s non­sense, it’s rub­bish!” he ad­ded res­ol­utely. “And how could such an at­ro­cious thing come in­to my head? What filthy things my heart is cap­able of. Yes, filthy above all, dis­gust­ing, loath­some, loath­some!—and for a whole month I’ve been. …” But no words, no ex­clam­a­tions, could ex­press his agit­a­tion. The feel­ing of in­tense re­pul­sion, which had be­gun to op­press and tor­ture his heart while he was on his way to the old wo­man, had by now reached such a pitch and had taken such a def­in­ite form that he did not know what to do with him­self to es­cape from his wretched­ness. He walked along the pave­ment like a drunk­en man, re­gard­less of the pass­ersby, 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 lead­ing from the pave­ment to the base­ment. At that in­stant two drunk­en men came out at the door, and ab­us­ing and sup­port­ing one an­oth­er, they moun­ted the steps. Without stop­ping to think, Raskolnikov went down the steps at once. Till that mo­ment he had nev­er been in­to a tav­ern, but now he felt giddy and was tor­men­ted 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 be­came clear.

			“All that’s non­sense,” he said hope­fully, “and there is noth­ing in it all to worry about! It’s simply phys­ic­al de­range­ment. Just a glass of beer, a piece of dry bread—and in one mo­ment the brain is stronger, the mind 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 look­ing cheer­ful as though he were sud­denly set free from a ter­rible bur­den: and he gazed round in a friendly way at the people in the room. But even at that mo­ment he had a dim fore­bod­ing that this hap­pi­er frame of mind was also not nor­mal.

			There were few people at the time in the tav­ern. Be­sides the two drunk­en men he had met on the steps, a group con­sist­ing of about five men and a girl with a con­cer­tina had gone out at the same time. Their de­par­ture left the room quiet and rather empty. The per­sons still in the tav­ern were a man who ap­peared to be an ar­tis­an, drunk, but not ex­tremely so, sit­ting be­fore a pot of beer, and his com­pan­ion, a huge, stout man with a grey beard, in a short full-skir­ted coat. He was very drunk: and had dropped asleep on the bench; every now and then, he began as though in his sleep, crack­ing his fin­gers, with his arms wide apart and the up­per part of his body bound­ing about on the bench, while he hummed some mean­ing­less re­frain, try­ing to re­call some such lines as these:

			
				
					“His wife a year he fondly loved
					

					His wife a—a year he—fondly loved.”
				

			

			Or sud­denly wak­ing up again:

			
				
					“Walk­ing along the crowded row
					

					He met the one he used to know.”
				

			

			But no one shared his en­joy­ment: his si­lent com­pan­ion looked with pos­it­ive hos­til­ity and mis­trust at all these mani­fest­a­tions. There was an­oth­er man in the room who looked some­what like a re­tired gov­ern­ment clerk. He was sit­ting apart, now and then sip­ping from his pot and look­ing round at the com­pany. He, too, ap­peared to be in some agit­a­tion.

		
	
		
			II

			Raskolnikov was not used to crowds, and, as we said be­fore, he avoided so­ci­ety of every sort, more es­pe­cially of late. But now all at once he felt a de­sire to be with oth­er people. Some­thing new seemed to be tak­ing place with­in him, and with it he felt a sort of thirst for com­pany. He was so weary after a whole month of con­cen­trated wretched­ness and gloomy ex­cite­ment that he longed to rest, if only for a mo­ment, in some oth­er world, whatever it might be; and, in spite of the filthi­ness of the sur­round­ings, he was glad now to stay in the tav­ern.

			The mas­ter of the es­tab­lish­ment was in an­oth­er room, but he fre­quently came down some steps in­to the main room, his jaunty, tarred boots with red turnover tops com­ing in­to view each time be­fore the rest of his per­son. He wore a full coat and a hor­ribly greasy black sat­in waist­coat, with no cravat, and his whole face seemed smeared with oil like an iron lock. At the counter stood a boy of about four­teen, and there was an­oth­er boy some­what young­er who handed whatever was wanted. On the counter lay some sliced cu­cum­ber, some pieces of dried black bread, and some fish, chopped up small, all smelling very bad. It was in­suf­fer­ably close, and so heavy with the fumes of spir­its that five minutes in such an at­mo­sphere might well make a man drunk.

			There are chance meet­ings with strangers that in­terest us from the first mo­ment, be­fore a word is spoken. Such was the im­pres­sion made on Raskolnikov by the per­son sit­ting a little dis­tance from him, who looked like a re­tired clerk. The young man of­ten re­called this im­pres­sion af­ter­wards, and even ascribed it to presen­ti­ment. He looked 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 looked as though he were used to their com­pany, and weary of it, show­ing a shade of con­des­cend­ing con­tempt for them as per­sons of sta­tion and cul­ture in­feri­or to his own, with whom it would be use­less for him to con­verse. He was a man over fifty, bald and grizzled, of me­di­um height, and stoutly built. His face, bloated from con­tinu­al drink­ing, was of a yel­low, even green­ish, tinge, with swollen eye­lids out of which keen red­dish eyes gleamed like little chinks. But there was some­thing very strange in him; there was a light in his eyes as though of in­tense feel­ing—per­haps there were even thought and in­tel­li­gence, but at the same time there was a gleam of some­thing like mad­ness. He was wear­ing an old and hope­lessly ragged black dress coat, with all its but­tons miss­ing ex­cept one, and that one he had buttoned, evid­ently cling­ing to this last trace of re­spect­ab­il­ity. A crumpled shirt front, covered with spots and stains, pro­truded from his can­vas waist­coat. Like a clerk, he wore no beard, nor mous­tache, but had been so long un­shaven that his chin looked like a stiff grey­ish brush. And there was some­thing re­spect­able and like an of­fi­cial about his man­ner too. But he was rest­less; he ruffled up his hair and from time to time let his head drop in­to his hands de­jec­tedly rest­ing his ragged el­bows on the stained and sticky table. At last he looked straight at Raskolnikov, and said loudly and res­ol­utely:

			“May I ven­ture, hon­oured sir, to en­gage you in po­lite con­ver­sa­tion? For­asmuch as, though your ex­ter­i­or would not com­mand re­spect, my ex­per­i­ence ad­mon­ishes me that you are a man of edu­ca­tion and not ac­cus­tomed to drink­ing. I have al­ways re­spec­ted edu­ca­tion when in con­junc­tion with genu­ine sen­ti­ments, and I am be­sides a tit­u­lar coun­sel­lor in rank. Marme­ladov—such is my name; tit­u­lar coun­sel­lor. I make bold to in­quire—have you been in the ser­vice?”

			“No, I am study­ing,” answered the young man, some­what sur­prised at the grandi­loquent style of the speak­er and also at be­ing so dir­ectly ad­dressed. In spite of the mo­ment­ary de­sire he had just been feel­ing for com­pany of any sort, on be­ing ac­tu­ally spoken to he felt im­me­di­ately his ha­bitu­al ir­rit­able and un­easy aver­sion for any stranger who ap­proached or at­temp­ted to ap­proach him.

			“A stu­dent then, or formerly a stu­dent,” cried the clerk. “Just what I thought! I’m a man of ex­per­i­ence, im­mense ex­per­i­ence, sir,” and he tapped his fore­head with his fin­gers in self-ap­prov­al. “You’ve been a stu­dent or have at­ten­ded some learned in­sti­tu­tion! … But al­low me. …” He got up, staggered, took up his jug and glass, and sat down be­side the young man, fa­cing him a 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 Raskolnikov as greed­ily as though he too had not spoken to a soul for a month.

			“Hon­oured sir,” he began al­most with solem­nity, “poverty is not a vice, that’s a true say­ing. Yet I know too that drunk­en­ness is not a vir­tue, and that that’s even truer. But beg­gary, hon­oured sir, beg­gary is a vice. 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 hu­man so­ci­ety with a stick, he is swept out with a broom, so as to make it as hu­mi­li­at­ing as pos­sible; and quite right, too, for­asmuch as in beg­gary I am ready to be the first to hu­mi­li­ate my­self. Hence the pot­house! Hon­oured sir, a month ago Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov gave my wife a beat­ing, and my wife is a very dif­fer­ent mat­ter from me! Do you un­der­stand? Al­low me to ask you an­oth­er ques­tion out of simple curi­os­ity: have you ever spent a night on a hay barge, on the Neva?”

			“No, I have not happened to,” answered Raskolnikov. “What do you mean?”

			“Well, I’ve just come from one and it’s the fifth night I’ve slept so. …” He filled his glass, emp­tied it and paused. Bits of hay were in fact cling­ing to his clothes and stick­ing to his hair. It seemed quite prob­able that he had not un­dressed or washed for the last five days. His hands, par­tic­u­larly, were filthy. They were fat and red, with black nails.

			His con­ver­sa­tion seemed to ex­cite a gen­er­al though lan­guid in­terest. The boys at the counter fell to snig­ger­ing. The innkeep­er came down from the up­per room, ap­par­ently on pur­pose to listen to the “funny fel­low” and sat down at a little dis­tance, yawn­ing lazily, but with dig­nity. Evid­ently Marme­ladov was a fa­mil­i­ar fig­ure here, and he had most likely ac­quired his weak­ness for high-flown speeches from the habit of fre­quently en­ter­ing in­to con­ver­sa­tion with strangers of all sorts in the tav­ern. This habit de­vel­ops in­to a ne­ces­sity in some drunk­ards, and es­pe­cially in those who are looked after sharply and kept in or­der at home. Hence in the com­pany of oth­er drink­ers they try to jus­ti­fy them­selves 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?”

			“Why am I not at my duty, hon­oured sir,” Marme­ladov went on, ad­dress­ing him­self ex­clus­ively to Raskolnikov, as though it had been he who put that ques­tion to him. “Why am I not at my duty? Does not my heart ache to think what a use­less worm I am? A month ago when Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov beat my wife with his own hands, and I lay drunk, didn’t I suf­fer? Ex­cuse me, young man, has it ever happened to you … hm … well, to pe­ti­tion hope­lessly for a loan?”

			“Yes, it has. But what do you mean by hope­lessly?”

			“Hope­lessly in the fullest sense, when you know be­fore­hand that you will get noth­ing by it. You know, for in­stance, be­fore­hand with pos­it­ive cer­tainty that this man, this most reput­able and ex­em­plary cit­izen, will on no con­sid­er­a­tion give you money; and in­deed I ask you why should he? For he knows of course that I shan’t pay it back. From com­pas­sion? But Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov who keeps up with mod­ern ideas ex­plained the oth­er day that com­pas­sion is for­bid­den nowadays by sci­ence it­self, and that that’s what is done now in Eng­land, where there is polit­ic­al eco­nomy. Why, I ask you, should he give it to me? And yet though I know be­fore­hand that he won’t, I set off to him and …”

			“Why do you go?” put in Raskolnikov.

			“Well, when one has no one, nowhere else one can go! For every man must have some­where to go. Since there are times when one ab­so­lutely must go some­where! When my own daugh­ter first went out with a yel­low tick­et, then I had to go … (for my daugh­ter has a yel­low pass­port),” he ad­ded in par­en­thes­is, look­ing with a cer­tain un­eas­i­ness at the young man. “No mat­ter, sir, no mat­ter!” he went on hur­riedly and with ap­par­ent com­pos­ure when both the boys at the counter guf­fawed and even the innkeep­er smiled—“No mat­ter, I am not con­foun­ded by the wag­ging of their heads; for every­one knows everything about it already, and all that is secret is made open. And I ac­cept it all, not with con­tempt, but with hu­mil­ity. So be it! So be it! ‘Be­hold the man!’ Ex­cuse me, young man, can you. … No, to put it more strongly and more dis­tinctly; not can you but dare you, look­ing upon me, as­sert that I am not 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 room to sub­side. “Well, so be it, I am a pig, but she is a lady! I have the semb­lance of a beast, but Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, my spouse, is a per­son of edu­ca­tion and an of­ficer’s daugh­ter. Gran­ted, gran­ted, I am a scoun­drel, but she is a wo­man of a noble heart, full of sen­ti­ments, re­fined by edu­ca­tion. And yet … oh, if only she felt for me! Hon­oured sir, hon­oured sir, you know every man ought to have at least one place where people feel for him! But Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, though she is mag­nan­im­ous, she is un­just. … And yet, al­though I real­ise that when she pulls my hair she only does it out of pity—for I re­peat without be­ing ashamed, she pulls my hair, young man,” he de­clared with re­doubled dig­nity, hear­ing the snig­ger­ing again—“but, my God, if she would but once. … But no, no! It’s all in vain and it’s no use talk­ing! No use talk­ing! For more than once, my wish did come true and more than once she has felt for me but … such is my fate and I am a beast by nature!”

			“Rather!” as­sen­ted the innkeep­er yawn­ing. Marme­ladov struck his fist res­ol­utely on the table.

			“Such is my fate! Do you know, sir, do you know, I have sold her very stock­ings for drink? Not her shoes—that would be more or less in the or­der of things, but her stock­ings, her stock­ings I have sold for drink! Her mo­hair shawl I sold for drink, a present to her long ago, her own prop­erty, not mine; and we live in a cold room and she caught cold this winter and has be­gun cough­ing and spit­ting blood too. We have three little chil­dren and Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna is at work from morn­ing till night; she is scrub­bing and clean­ing and wash­ing the chil­dren, for she’s been used to clean­li­ness from a child. But her chest is weak and she has a tend­ency to con­sump­tion and I feel it! Do you sup­pose I don’t feel it? And the more I drink the more I feel it. That’s why I drink too. I try to find sym­pathy and feel­ing in drink. … I drink so that I may suf­fer twice as much!” 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 I seem to read some trouble of mind. When you came in I read it, and that was why I ad­dressed you at once. For in un­fold­ing to you the story of my life, I do not wish to make my­self a laugh­ing­stock be­fore these idle listen­ers, who in­deed know all about it already, but I am look­ing for a man of feel­ing and edu­ca­tion. Know then that my wife was edu­cated in a high-class school for the daugh­ters of no­ble­men, and on leav­ing she danced the shawl dance be­fore the gov­ernor and oth­er per­son­ages for which she was presen­ted with a gold medal and a cer­ti­fic­ate of mer­it. The medal … well, the medal of course was sold—long ago, hm … but the cer­ti­fic­ate of mer­it is in her trunk still and not long ago she showed it to our land­lady. And al­though she is most con­tinu­ally on bad terms with the land­lady, yet she wanted to tell someone or oth­er of her past hon­ours and of the happy days that are gone. I don’t con­demn her for it, I don’t blame her, for the one thing left her is re­col­lec­tion of the past, and all the rest is dust and ashes. Yes, yes, she is a lady of spir­it, proud and de­term­ined. She scrubs the floors her­self and has noth­ing but black bread to eat, but won’t al­low her­self to be treated with dis­respect. That’s why she would not over­look Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov’s rude­ness to her, and so when he gave her a beat­ing for it, she took to her bed more from the hurt to her feel­ings than from the blows. She was a wid­ow when I mar­ried her, with three chil­dren, one smal­ler than the oth­er. She mar­ried her first hus­band, an in­fantry of­ficer, for love, and ran away with him from her fath­er’s house. She was ex­ceed­ingly fond of her hus­band; but he gave way to cards, got in­to trouble and with that he died. He used to beat her at the end: and al­though she paid him back, of which I have au­then­t­ic doc­u­ment­ary evid­ence, to this day she speaks of him with tears and she throws him up to me; and I am glad, I am glad that, though only in ima­gin­a­tion, she should think of her­self as hav­ing once been happy. … And she was left at his death with three chil­dren in a wild and re­mote dis­trict where I happened to be at the time; and she was left in such hope­less poverty that, al­though I have seen many ups and downs of all sort, I don’t feel equal to de­scrib­ing it even. Her re­la­tions had all thrown her off. And she was proud, too, ex­cess­ively proud. … And then, hon­oured sir, and then, I, be­ing at the time a wid­ower, with a daugh­ter of four­teen left me by my first wife, offered her my hand, for I could not bear the sight of such suf­fer­ing. You can judge the ex­tremity of her calam­it­ies, that she, a wo­man of edu­ca­tion and cul­ture and dis­tin­guished fam­ily, should have con­sen­ted to be my wife. But she did! Weep­ing and sob­bing and wringing her hands, she mar­ried me! For she had nowhere to turn! Do you un­der­stand, sir, do you un­der­stand what it means when you have ab­so­lutely nowhere to turn? No, that you don’t un­der­stand yet. … And for a whole year, I per­formed my du­ties con­scien­tiously and faith­fully, and did not touch this” (he tapped the jug with his fin­ger), “for I have feel­ings. But even so, I could not please her; and then I lost my place too, and that through no fault of mine but through changes in the of­fice; and then I did touch it! … It will be a year and a half ago soon since we found ourselves at last after many wan­der­ings and nu­mer­ous calam­it­ies in this mag­ni­fi­cent cap­it­al, ad­orned with in­nu­mer­able monu­ments. Here I ob­tained a situ­ation. … I ob­tained it and I lost it again. Do you un­der­stand? This time it was through my own fault I lost it: for my weak­ness had come out. … We have now part of a room at Amalia Fy­o­dorovna Lip­pevech­sel’s; and what we live upon and what we pay our rent with, I could not say. There are a lot of people liv­ing there be­sides ourselves. Dirt and dis­order, a per­fect Bed­lam … hm … yes … And mean­while my daugh­ter by my first wife has grown up; and what my daugh­ter has had to put up with from her step­moth­er whilst she was grow­ing up, I won’t speak of. For, though Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna is full of gen­er­ous feel­ings, she is a spir­ited lady, ir­rit­able and short-tempered. … Yes. But it’s no use go­ing over that! So­nia, as you may well fancy, has had no edu­ca­tion. I did make an ef­fort four years ago to give her a course of geo­graphy and uni­ver­sal his­tory, but as I was not very well up in those sub­jects my­self and we had no suit­able books, and what books we had … hm, any­way we have not even those now, so all our in­struc­tion came to an end. We stopped at Cyr­us of Per­sia. Since she has at­tained years of ma­tur­ity, she has read oth­er books of ro­mantic tend­ency and of late she had read with great in­terest a book she got through Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov, Lewes’ Physiology—do you know it?—and even re­coun­ted ex­tracts from it to us: and that’s the whole of her edu­ca­tion. And now may I ven­ture to ad­dress you, hon­oured sir, on my own ac­count with a private ques­tion. Do you sup­pose that a re­spect­able poor girl can earn much by hon­est work? Not fif­teen farthings a day can she earn, if she is re­spect­able and has no spe­cial tal­ent and that without put­ting her work down for an in­stant! And what’s more, Ivan Ivan­itch Klop­stock the civil coun­sel­lor—have you heard of him?—has not to this day paid her for the half-dozen lin­en shirts she made him and drove her roughly away, stamp­ing and re­vil­ing her, on the pre­text that the shirt col­lars were not made like the pat­tern and were put in askew. And there are the little ones hungry. … And Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna walk­ing up and down and wringing her hands, her cheeks flushed red, as they al­ways are in that dis­ease: ‘Here you live with us,’ says she, ‘you eat and drink and are kept warm and you do noth­ing to help.’ And much she gets to eat and drink when there is not a crust for the little ones for three days! I was ly­ing at the time … well, what of it! I was ly­ing drunk and I heard my So­nia speak­ing (she is a gentle creature with a soft little voice … fair hair and such a pale, thin little face). She said: ‘Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, am I really to do a thing like that?’ And Darya Frantsovna, a wo­man of evil char­ac­ter and very well known to the po­lice, had two or three times tried to get at her through the land­lady. ‘And why not?’ said Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna with a jeer, ‘you are some­thing mighty pre­cious to be so care­ful of!’ But don’t blame her, don’t blame her, hon­oured sir, don’t blame her! She was not her­self when she spoke, but driv­en to dis­trac­tion by her ill­ness and the cry­ing of the hungry chil­dren; and it was said more to wound her than any­thing else. … For that’s Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s char­ac­ter, and when chil­dren cry, even from hun­ger, she falls to beat­ing them at once. At six o’clock I saw So­nia get up, put on her ker­chief and her cape, and go out of the room and about nine o’clock she came back. She walked straight up to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna and she laid thirty roubles on the table be­fore her in si­lence. She did not ut­ter a word, she did not even look at her, she simply picked up our big green drap de dames shawl (we have a shawl, made of drap de dames), put it over her head and face and lay down on the bed with her face to the wall; only her little shoulders and her body kept shud­der­ing. … And I went on ly­ing there, just as be­fore. … And then I saw, young man, I saw Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, in the same si­lence go up to So­nia’s little bed; she was on her knees all the even­ing kiss­ing So­nia’s feet, and would not get up, and then they both fell asleep in each oth­er’s arms … to­geth­er, to­geth­er … yes … and I … lay drunk.”

			Marme­ladov stopped short, as though his voice had failed him. Then he hur­riedly filled his glass, drank, and cleared his throat.

			“Since then, sir,” he went on after a brief pause—“Since then, ow­ing to an un­for­tu­nate oc­cur­rence and through in­form­a­tion giv­en by evil-in­ten­tioned per­sons—in all which Darya Frantsovna took a lead­ing part on the pre­text that she had been treated with want of re­spect—since then my daugh­ter Sofya Semy­onovna has been forced to take a yel­low tick­et, and ow­ing to that she is un­able to go on liv­ing with us. For our land­lady, Amalia Fy­o­dorovna would not hear of it (though she had backed up Darya Frantsovna be­fore) and Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov too … hm. … All the trouble between him and Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna was on So­nia’s ac­count. At first he was for mak­ing up to So­nia him­self and then all of a sud­den he stood on his dig­nity: ‘how,’ said he, ‘can a highly edu­cated man like me live in the same rooms with a girl like that?’ And Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna would not let it pass, she stood up for her … and so that’s how it happened. And So­nia comes to us now, mostly after dark; she com­forts Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna and gives her all she can. … She has a room at the Ka­per­naumovs’ the tail­ors, she lodges with them; Ka­per­naumov is a lame man with a cleft pal­ate and all of his nu­mer­ous fam­ily have cleft pal­ates too. And his wife, too, has a cleft pal­ate. They all live in one room, but So­nia has her own, par­ti­tioned off. … Hm … yes … very poor people and all with cleft pal­ates … yes. Then I got up in the morn­ing, and put on my rags, lif­ted up my hands to heav­en and set off to his ex­cel­lency Ivan Afan­asyvitch. His ex­cel­lency Ivan Afan­asyvitch, do you know him? No? Well, then, it’s a man of God you don’t know. He is wax … wax be­fore the face of the Lord; even as wax melteth! … His eyes were dim when he heard my story. ‘Marme­ladov, once already you have de­ceived my ex­pect­a­tions … I’ll take you once more on my own re­spons­ib­il­ity’—that’s what he said, ‘re­mem­ber,’ he said, ‘and now you can go.’ I kissed the dust at his feet—in thought only, for in real­ity he would not have al­lowed me to do it, be­ing a states­man and a man of mod­ern polit­ic­al and en­lightened ideas. I re­turned home, and when I an­nounced that I’d been taken back in­to the ser­vice and should re­ceive a salary, heav­ens, what a to-do there was! …”

			Marme­ladov stopped again in vi­ol­ent ex­cite­ment. At that mo­ment a whole party of rev­el­lers already drunk came in from the street, and the sounds of a hired con­cer­tina and the cracked pip­ing voice of a child of sev­en singing “The Ham­let” were heard in the entry. The room was filled with noise. The tav­ern-keep­er and the boys were busy with the new­comers. Marme­ladov pay­ing no at­ten­tion to the new ar­rivals con­tin­ued his story. He ap­peared by now to be ex­tremely weak, but as he be­came more and more drunk, he be­came more and more talk­at­ive. The re­col­lec­tion of his re­cent suc­cess in get­ting the situ­ation seemed to re­vive him, and was pos­it­ively re­flec­ted in a sort of ra­di­ance on his face. Raskolnikov listened at­tent­ively.

			“That was five weeks ago, sir. Yes. … As soon as Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna and So­nia heard of it, mercy on us, it was as though I stepped in­to the king­dom of Heav­en. It used to be: you can lie like a beast, noth­ing but ab­use. Now they were walk­ing on tip­toe, hush­ing the chil­dren. ‘Semy­on Za­har­ovitch is tired with his work at the of­fice, he is rest­ing, shh!’ They made me cof­fee be­fore I went to work and boiled cream for me! They began to get real cream for me, do you hear that? And how they man­aged to get to­geth­er the money for a de­cent out­fit—el­ev­en roubles, fifty ko­pecks, I can’t guess. Boots, cot­ton shirt­fronts—most mag­ni­fi­cent, a uni­form, they got up all in splen­did style, for el­ev­en roubles and a half. The first morn­ing I came back from the of­fice I found Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had cooked two courses for din­ner—soup and salt meat with horseradish—which we had nev­er dreamed of till then. She had not any dresses … none at all, but she got her­self up as though she were go­ing on a vis­it; and not that she’d any­thing to do it with, she smartened her­self up with noth­ing at all, she’d done her hair nicely, put on a clean col­lar of some sort, cuffs, and there she was, quite a dif­fer­ent per­son, she was young­er and bet­ter look­ing. So­nia, my little darling, had only helped with money ‘for the time,’ she said, ‘it won’t do for me to come and see you too of­ten. After dark maybe when no one can see.’ Do you hear, do you hear? I lay down for a nap after din­ner and what do you think: though Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had quar­relled to the last de­gree with our land­lady Amalia Fy­o­dorovna only a week be­fore, she could not res­ist then ask­ing her in to cof­fee. For two hours they were sit­ting, whis­per­ing to­geth­er. ‘Semy­on Za­har­ovitch is in the ser­vice again, now, and re­ceiv­ing a salary,’ says she, ‘and he went him­self to his ex­cel­lency and his ex­cel­lency him­self came out to him, made all the oth­ers wait and led Semy­on Za­har­ovitch by the hand be­fore every­body in­to his study.’ Do you hear, do you hear? ‘To be sure,’ says he, ‘Semy­on Za­har­ovitch, re­mem­ber­ing your past ser­vices,’ says he, ‘and in spite of your propensity to that fool­ish weak­ness, since you prom­ise now and since moreover we’ve got on badly without you,’ (do you hear, do you hear;) ‘and so,’ says he, ‘I rely now on your word as a gen­tle­man.’ And all that, let me tell you, she has simply made up for her­self, and not simply out of wan­ton­ness, for the sake of brag­ging; no, she be­lieves it all her­self, she amuses her­self with her own fan­cies, upon my word she does! And I don’t blame her for it, no, I don’t blame her! … Six days ago when I brought her my first earn­ings in full—twenty-three roubles forty ko­pecks al­to­geth­er—she called me her pop­pet: ‘pop­pet,’ said she, ‘my little pop­pet.’ And when we were by ourselves, you un­der­stand? You would not think me a beauty, you would not think much of me as a hus­band, would you? … Well, she pinched my cheek, ‘my little pop­pet,’ said she.”

			Marme­ladov broke off, tried to smile, but sud­denly his chin began to twitch. He con­trolled him­self how­ever. The tav­ern, the de­graded ap­pear­ance of the man, the five nights in the hay barge, and the pot of spir­its, and yet this poignant love for his wife and chil­dren be­wildered his listen­er. Raskolnikov listened in­tently but with a sick sen­sa­tion. He felt vexed that he had come here.

			“Hon­oured sir, hon­oured sir,” cried Marme­ladov re­cov­er­ing him­self—“Oh, sir, per­haps all this seems a laugh­ing mat­ter to you, as it does to oth­ers, and per­haps I am only wor­ry­ing you with the stu­pid­ity of all the trivi­al de­tails of my home life, but it is not a laugh­ing mat­ter to me. For I can feel it all. … And the whole of that heav­enly day of my life and the whole of that even­ing I passed in fleet­ing dreams of how I would ar­range it all, and how I would dress all the chil­dren, and how I should give her rest, and how I should res­cue my own daugh­ter from dis­hon­our and re­store her to the bos­om of her fam­ily. … And a great deal more. … Quite ex­cus­able, sir. Well, then, sir” (Marme­ladov sud­denly gave a sort of start, raised his head and gazed in­tently at his listen­er) “well, on the very next day after all those dreams, that is to say, ex­actly five days ago, in the even­ing, by a cun­ning trick, like a thief in the night, I stole from Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna the key of her box, took out what was left of my earn­ings, how much it was I have for­got­ten, and now look at me, all of you! It’s the fifth day since I left home, and they are look­ing for me there and it’s the end of my em­ploy­ment, and my uni­form is ly­ing in a tav­ern on the Egyp­tian bridge. I ex­changed it for the gar­ments I have on … and it’s the end of everything!”

			Marme­ladov struck his fore­head with his fist, clenched his teeth, closed his eyes and leaned heav­ily with his el­bow on the table. But a minute later his face sud­denly changed and with a cer­tain as­sumed sly­ness and af­fect­a­tion of bravado, he glanced at Raskolnikov, laughed and said:

			“This morn­ing I went to see So­nia, I went to ask her for a pick-me-up! He-he-he!”

			“You don’t say she gave it to you?” cried one of the new­comers; he shouted the words and went off in­to a guf­faw.

			“This very quart was bought with her money,” Marme­ladov de­clared, ad­dress­ing him­self ex­clus­ively to Raskolnikov. “Thirty ko­pecks she gave me with her own hands, her last, all she had, as I saw. … She said noth­ing, she only looked at me without a word. … Not on earth, but up yon­der … they grieve over men, they weep, but they don’t blame them, they don’t blame them! But it hurts more, it hurts more when they don’t blame! Thirty ko­pecks yes! And maybe she needs them now, eh? What do you think, my dear sir? For now she’s got to keep up her ap­pear­ance. It costs money, that smart­ness, that spe­cial smart­ness, you know? Do you un­der­stand? And there’s po­matum, too, you see, she must have things; pet­ti­coats, starched ones, shoes, too, real jaunty ones to show off her foot when she has to step over a puddle. Do you un­der­stand, sir, do you un­der­stand what all that smart­ness means? And here I, her own fath­er, here I took thirty ko­pecks of that money for a drink! And I am drink­ing it! And I have already drunk it! Come, who will have pity on a man like me, eh? Are you sorry for me, sir, or not? Tell me, sir, are you sorry or not? He-he-he!”

			He would have filled his glass, but there was no drink left. The pot was empty.

			“What are you to be pit­ied for?” shouted the tav­ern-keep­er who was again near them.

			Shouts of laughter and even oaths fol­lowed. The laughter and the oaths came from those who were listen­ing and also from those who had heard noth­ing but were simply look­ing at the fig­ure of the dis­charged gov­ern­ment clerk.

			“To be pit­ied! Why am I to be pit­ied?” Marme­ladov sud­denly de­claimed, stand­ing up with his arm out­stretched, as though he had been only wait­ing for that ques­tion.

			“Why am I to be pit­ied, you say? Yes! there’s noth­ing to pity me for! I ought to be cru­ci­fied, cru­ci­fied on a cross, not pit­ied! Cru­ci­fy me, oh judge, cru­ci­fy me but pity me! And then I will go of my­self to be cru­ci­fied, for it’s not mer­ry­mak­ing I seek but tears and tribu­la­tion! … Do you sup­pose, you that sell, that this pint of yours has been sweet to me? It was tribu­la­tion I sought at the bot­tom of it, tears and tribu­la­tion, and have found it, and I have tasted it; but He will pity us Who has had pity on all men, Who has un­der­stood all men and all things, He is the One, He too is the judge. He will come in that day and He will ask: ‘Where is the daugh­ter who gave her­self for her cross, con­sumptive step­moth­er and for the little chil­dren of an­oth­er? Where is the daugh­ter who had pity upon the filthy drunk­ard, her earthly fath­er, un­dis­mayed by his beast­li­ness?’ And He will say, ‘Come to me! I have already for­giv­en thee once. … I have for­giv­en thee once. … Thy sins which are many are for­giv­en thee for thou hast loved much. …’ And he will for­give my So­nia, He will for­give, I know it … I felt it in my heart when I was with her just now! And He will judge and will for­give all, the good and the evil, the wise and the meek. … And when He has done with all of them, then He will sum­mon us. ‘You too come forth,’ He will say, ‘Come forth ye drunk­ards, come forth, ye weak ones, come forth, ye chil­dren of shame!’ And we shall all come forth, without shame and shall stand be­fore him. And He will say un­to us, ‘Ye are swine, made in the Im­age of the Beast and with his mark; but come ye also!’ And the wise ones and those of un­der­stand­ing will say, ‘Oh Lord, why dost Thou re­ceive these men?’ And He will say, ‘This is why I re­ceive them, oh ye wise, this is why I re­ceive them, oh ye of un­der­stand­ing, that not one of them be­lieved him­self to be worthy of this.’ And He will hold out His hands to us and we shall fall down be­fore him … and we shall weep … and we shall un­der­stand all things! Then we shall un­der­stand all! … and all will un­der­stand, Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna even … she will un­der­stand. … Lord, Thy king­dom come!” And he sank down on the bench ex­hausted, and help­less, look­ing at no one, ap­par­ently ob­li­vi­ous of his sur­round­ings and plunged in deep thought. His words had cre­ated a cer­tain im­pres­sion; there was a mo­ment of si­lence; but soon laughter and oaths were heard again.

			“That’s his no­tion!”

			“Talked him­self silly!”

			“A fine clerk he is!”

			And so on, and so on.

			“Let us go, sir,” said Marme­ladov all at once, rais­ing his head and ad­dress­ing Raskolnikov—“come along with me … Kozel’s house, look­ing in­to the yard. I’m go­ing to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna—time I did.”

			Raskolnikov had for some time been want­ing to go and he had meant to help him. Marme­ladov was much un­stead­i­er on his legs than in his speech and leaned heav­ily on the young man. They had two or three hun­dred paces to go. The drunk­en man was more and more over­come by dis­may and con­fu­sion as they drew near­er the house.

			“It’s not Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna I am afraid of now,” he muttered in agit­a­tion—“and that she will be­gin pulling my hair. What does my hair mat­ter! Both­er my hair! That’s what I say! In­deed it will be bet­ter if she does be­gin pulling it, that’s not what I am afraid of … it’s her eyes I am afraid of … yes, her eyes … the red on her cheeks, too, fright­ens me … and her breath­ing too. … Have you no­ticed how people in that dis­ease breathe … when they are ex­cited? I am frightened of the chil­dren’s cry­ing, too. … For if So­nia has not taken them food … I don’t know what’s happened! I don’t know! But blows I am not afraid of. … Know, sir, that such blows are not a pain to me, but even an en­joy­ment. In fact I can’t get on without it. … It’s bet­ter so. Let her strike me, it re­lieves her heart … it’s bet­ter so … There is the house. The house of Kozel, the cab­in­et­maker … a Ger­man, well-to-do. Lead the way!”

			They went in from the yard and up to the fourth storey. The stair­case got dark­er and dark­er as they went up. It was nearly el­ev­en o’clock and al­though in sum­mer in Peters­burg there is no real night, yet it was quite dark at the top of the stairs.

			A grimy little door at the very top of the stairs stood ajar. A very poor-look­ing room about ten paces long was lighted up by a candle-end; the whole of it was vis­ible from the en­trance. It was all in dis­order, littered up with rags of all sorts, es­pe­cially chil­dren’s gar­ments. Across the fur­thest corner was stretched a ragged sheet. Be­hind it prob­ably was the bed. There was noth­ing in the room ex­cept two chairs and a sofa covered with Amer­ic­an leath­er, full of holes, be­fore which stood an old deal kit­chen-table, un­painted and un­covered. At the edge of the table stood a smol­der­ing tal­low-candle in an iron can­dle­stick. It ap­peared that the fam­ily had a room to them­selves, not part of a room, but their room was prac­tic­ally a pas­sage. The door lead­ing to the oth­er rooms, or rather cup­boards, in­to which Amalia Lip­pevech­sel’s flat was di­vided stood half open, and there was shout­ing, up­roar and laughter with­in. People seemed to be play­ing cards and drink­ing tea there. Words of the most un­ce­re­mo­ni­ous kind flew out from time to time.

			Raskolnikov re­cog­nised Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna at once. She was a rather tall, slim and grace­ful wo­man, ter­ribly ema­ci­ated, with mag­ni­fi­cent dark brown hair and with a hec­tic flush in her cheeks. She was pa­cing up and down in her little room, press­ing her hands against her chest; her lips were parched and her breath­ing came in nervous broken gasps. Her eyes glittered as in fever and looked about with a harsh im­mov­able stare. And that con­sumptive and ex­cited face with the last flick­er­ing light of the candle-end play­ing upon it made a sick­en­ing im­pres­sion. She seemed to Raskolnikov about thirty years old and was cer­tainly a strange wife for Marme­ladov. … She had not heard them and did not no­tice them com­ing in. She seemed to be lost in thought, hear­ing and see­ing noth­ing. The room was close, but she had not opened the win­dow; a stench rose from the stair­case, but the door on to the stairs was not closed. From the in­ner rooms clouds of to­bacco smoke floated in, she kept cough­ing, but did not close the door. The young­est child, a girl of six, was asleep, sit­ting curled up on the floor with her head on the sofa. A boy a year older stood cry­ing and shak­ing in the corner, prob­ably he had just had a beat­ing. Be­side him stood a girl of nine years old, tall and thin, wear­ing a thin and ragged chemise with an an­cient cashmere pe­lisse flung over her bare shoulders, long out­grown and barely reach­ing her knees. Her arm, as thin as a stick, was round her broth­er’s neck. She was try­ing to com­fort him, whis­per­ing some­thing to him, and do­ing all she could to keep him from whim­per­ing again. At the same time her large dark eyes, which looked lar­ger still from the thin­ness of her frightened face, were watch­ing her moth­er with alarm. Marme­ladov did not enter the door, but dropped on his knees in the very door­way, push­ing Raskolnikov in front of him. The wo­man see­ing a stranger stopped in­dif­fer­ently fa­cing him, com­ing to her­self for a mo­ment and ap­par­ently won­der­ing what he had come for. But evid­ently she de­cided that he was go­ing in­to the next room, as he had to pass through hers to get there. Tak­ing no fur­ther no­tice of him, she walked to­wards the out­er door to close it and uttered a sud­den scream on see­ing her hus­band on his knees in the door­way.

			“Ah!” she cried out in a frenzy, “he has come back! The crim­in­al! the mon­ster! … And where is the money? What’s in your pock­et, show me! And your clothes are all dif­fer­ent! Where are your clothes? Where is the money! Speak!”

			And she fell to search­ing him. Marme­ladov sub­missively and obed­i­ently held up both arms to fa­cil­it­ate the search. Not a farth­ing was there.

			“Where is the money?” she cried—“Mercy on us, can he have drunk it all? There were twelve sil­ver roubles left in the chest!” and in a fury she seized him by the hair and dragged him in­to the room. Marme­ladov seconded her ef­forts by meekly crawl­ing along on his knees.

			“And this is a con­sol­a­tion to me! This does not hurt me, but is a pos­it­ive con-so-la-tion, ho-nou-red sir,” he called out, shaken to and fro by his hair and even once strik­ing the ground with his fore­head. The child asleep on the floor woke up, and began to cry. The boy in the corner los­ing all con­trol began trem­bling and scream­ing and rushed to his sis­ter in vi­ol­ent ter­ror, al­most in a fit. The eld­est girl was shak­ing like a leaf.

			“He’s drunk it! he’s drunk it all,” the poor wo­man screamed in des­pair—“and his clothes are gone! And they are hungry, hungry!”—and wringing her hands she poin­ted to the chil­dren. “Oh, ac­cursed life! And you, are you not ashamed?”—she pounced all at once upon Raskolnikov—“from the tav­ern! Have you been drink­ing with him? You have been drink­ing with him, too! Go away!”

			The young man was hasten­ing away without ut­ter­ing a word. The in­ner door was thrown wide open and in­quis­it­ive faces were peer­ing in at it. Coarse laugh­ing faces with pipes and ci­gar­ettes and heads wear­ing caps thrust them­selves in at the door­way. Fur­ther in could be seen fig­ures in dress­ing gowns flung open, in cos­tumes of un­seemly scanti­ness, some of them with cards in their hands. They were par­tic­u­larly di­ver­ted, when Marme­ladov, dragged about by his hair, shouted that it was a con­sol­a­tion to him. They even began to come in­to the room; at last a sin­is­ter shrill out­cry was heard: this came from Amalia Lip­pevech­sel her­self push­ing her way amongst them and try­ing to re­store or­der after her own fash­ion and for the hun­dredth time to fright­en the poor wo­man by or­der­ing her with coarse ab­use to clear out of the room next day. As he went out, Raskolnikov had time to put his hand in­to his pock­et, to snatch up the cop­pers he had re­ceived in ex­change for his rouble in the tav­ern and to lay them un­noticed on the win­dow. Af­ter­wards on the stairs, he changed his mind and would have gone back.

			“What a stu­pid thing I’ve done,” he thought to him­self, “they have So­nia and I want it my­self.” But re­flect­ing that it would be im­possible to take it back now and that in any case he would not have taken it, he dis­missed it with a wave of his hand and went back to his lodging. “So­nia wants po­matum too,” he said as he walked along the street, and he laughed ma­lig­nantly—“such smart­ness costs money. … Hm! And maybe So­nia her­self will be bank­rupt today, for there is al­ways a risk, hunt­ing big game … dig­ging for gold … then they would all be without a crust to­mor­row ex­cept for my money. Hur­rah for So­nia! What a mine they’ve dug there! And they’re mak­ing the most of it! Yes, they are mak­ing the most of it! They’ve wept over it and grown used to it. Man grows used to everything, the scoun­drel!”

			He sank in­to thought.

			“And what if I am wrong,” he cried sud­denly after a mo­ment’s thought. “What if man is not really a scoun­drel, man in gen­er­al, I mean, the whole race of man­kind—then all the rest is pre­ju­dice, simply ar­ti­fi­cial ter­rors and there are no bar­ri­ers and it’s all as it should be.”

		
	
		
			III

			He waked up late next day after a broken sleep. But his sleep had not re­freshed him; he waked up bili­ous, ir­rit­able, ill-tempered, and looked with hatred at his room. It was a tiny cup­board of a room about six paces in length. It had a poverty-stricken ap­pear­ance with its dusty yel­low pa­per peel­ing off the walls, and it was so low-pitched that a man of more than av­er­age height was ill at ease in it and felt every mo­ment that he would knock his head against the ceil­ing. The fur­niture was in keep­ing with the room: there were three old chairs, rather rick­ety; a painted table in the corner on which lay a few ma­nu­scripts and books; the dust that lay thick upon them showed that they had been long un­touched. A big clumsy sofa oc­cu­pied al­most the whole of one wall and half the floor space of the room; it was once covered with chintz, but was now in rags and served Raskolnikov as a bed. Of­ten he went to sleep on it, as he was, without un­dress­ing, without sheets, wrapped in his old stu­dent’s over­coat, with his head on one little pil­low, un­der which he heaped up all the lin­en he had, clean and dirty, by way of a bol­ster. A little table stood in front of the sofa.

			It would have been dif­fi­cult to sink to a lower ebb of dis­order, but to Raskolnikov in his present state of mind this was pos­it­ively agree­able. He had got com­pletely away from every­one, like a tor­toise in its shell, and even the sight of a ser­vant girl who had to wait upon him and looked some­times in­to his room made him writhe with nervous ir­rit­a­tion. He was in the con­di­tion that over­takes some mono­ma­ni­acs en­tirely con­cen­trated upon one thing. His land­lady had for the last fort­night giv­en up send­ing him in meals, and he had not yet thought of ex­pos­tu­lat­ing with her, though he went without his din­ner. Nastasya, the cook and only ser­vant, was rather pleased at the lodger’s mood and had en­tirely giv­en up sweep­ing and do­ing his room, only once a week or so she would stray in­to his room with a broom. She waked him up that day.

			“Get up, why are you asleep?” she called to him. “It’s past nine, I have brought you some tea; will you have a cup? I should think you’re fairly starving?”

			Raskolnikov opened his eyes, star­ted and re­cog­nised Nastasya.

			“From the land­lady, eh?” he asked, slowly and with a sickly face sit­ting up on the sofa.

			“From the land­lady, in­deed!”

			She set be­fore him her own cracked teapot full of weak and stale tea and laid two yel­low lumps of sug­ar by the side of it.

			“Here, Nastasya, take it please,” he said, fum­bling in his pock­et (for he had slept in his clothes) and tak­ing out a hand­ful of cop­pers—“run and buy me a loaf. And get me a little saus­age, the cheapest, at the pork-butcher’s.”

			“The loaf I’ll fetch you this very minute, but wouldn’t you rather have some cab­bage soup in­stead of saus­age? It’s cap­it­al soup, yes­ter­day’s. I saved it for you yes­ter­day, but you came in late. It’s fine soup.”

			When the soup had been brought, and he had be­gun upon it, Nastasya sat down be­side him on the sofa and began chat­ting. She was a coun­try peas­ant-wo­man and a very talk­at­ive one.

			“Praskovya Pavlovna means to com­plain to the po­lice about you,” she said.

			He scowled.

			“To the po­lice? What does she want?”

			“You don’t pay her money and you won’t turn out of the room. That’s what she wants, to be sure.”

			“The dev­il, that’s the last straw,” he muttered, grind­ing his teeth, “no, that would not suit me … just now. She is a fool,” he ad­ded aloud. “I’ll go and talk to her today.”

			“Fool she is and no mis­take, just as I am. But why, if you are so clev­er, do you lie here like a sack and have noth­ing to show for it? One time you used to go out, you say, to teach chil­dren. But why is it you do noth­ing now?”

			“I am do­ing …” Raskolnikov began sul­lenly and re­luct­antly.

			“What are you do­ing?”

			“Work …”

			“What sort of work?”

			“I am think­ing,” he answered ser­i­ously after a pause.

			Nastasya was over­come with a fit of laughter. She was giv­en to laughter and when any­thing amused her, she laughed in­aud­ibly, quiv­er­ing and shak­ing all over till she felt ill.

			“And have you made much money by your think­ing?” she man­aged to ar­tic­u­late at last.

			“One can’t go out to give les­sons without boots. And I’m sick of it.”

			“Don’t quar­rel with your bread and but­ter.”

			“They pay so little for les­sons. What’s the use of a few cop­pers?” he answered, re­luct­antly, as though reply­ing to his own thought.

			“And you want to get a for­tune all at once?”

			He looked at her strangely.

			“Yes, I want a for­tune,” he answered firmly, after a brief pause.

			“Don’t be in such a hurry, you quite fright­en me! Shall I get you the loaf or not?”

			“As you please.”

			“Ah, I for­got! A let­ter came for you yes­ter­day when you were out.”

			“A let­ter? for me! from whom?”

			“I can’t say. I gave three ko­pecks of my own to the post­man for it. Will you pay me back?”

			“Then bring it to me, for God’s sake, bring it,” cried Raskolnikov greatly ex­cited—“good God!”

			A minute later the let­ter was brought him. That was it: from his moth­er, from the province of R——. He turned pale when he took it. It was a long while since he had re­ceived a let­ter, but an­oth­er feel­ing also sud­denly stabbed his heart.

			“Nastasya, leave me alone, for good­ness’ sake; here are your three ko­pecks, but for good­ness’ sake, make haste and go!”

			The let­ter was quiv­er­ing in his hand; he did not want to open it in her pres­ence; he wanted to be left alone with this let­ter. When Nastasya had gone out, he lif­ted it quickly to his lips and kissed it; then he gazed in­tently at the ad­dress, the small, slop­ing hand­writ­ing, so dear and fa­mil­i­ar, of the moth­er who had once taught him to read and write. He delayed; he seemed al­most afraid of some­thing. At last he opened it; it was a thick heavy let­ter, weigh­ing over two ounces, two large sheets of note pa­per were covered with very small hand­writ­ing.

			
				“My dear Rodya,” wrote his moth­er—“it’s two months since I last had a talk with you by let­ter which has dis­tressed me and even kept me awake at night, think­ing. But I am sure you will not blame me for my in­ev­it­able si­lence. You know how I love you; you are all we have to look to, Dounia and I, you are our all, our one hope, our one stay. What a grief it was to me when I heard that you had giv­en up the uni­ver­sity some months ago, for want of means to keep your­self and that you had lost your les­sons and your oth­er work! How could I help you out of my hun­dred and twenty roubles a year pen­sion? The fif­teen roubles I sent you four months ago I bor­rowed, as you know, on se­cur­ity of my pen­sion, from Vassily Ivan­ovitch Vahrush­in a mer­chant of this town. He is a kind­hearted man and was a friend of your fath­er’s too. But hav­ing giv­en him the right to re­ceive the pen­sion, I had to wait till the debt was paid off and that is only just done, so that I’ve been un­able to send you any­thing all this time. But now, thank God, I be­lieve I shall be able to send you some­thing more and in fact we may con­grat­u­late ourselves on our good for­tune now, of which I hasten to in­form you. In the first place, would you have guessed, dear Rodya, that your sis­ter has been liv­ing with me for the last six weeks and we shall not be sep­ar­ated in the fu­ture. Thank God, her suf­fer­ings are over, but I will tell you everything in or­der, so that you may know just how everything has happened and all that we have hitherto con­cealed from you. When you wrote to me two months ago that you had heard that Dounia had a great deal to put up with in the Svid­rig­raïlovs’ house, when you wrote that and asked me to tell you all about it—what could I write in an­swer to you? If I had writ­ten the whole truth to you, I dare say you would have thrown up everything and have come to us, even if you had to walk all the way, for I know your char­ac­ter and your feel­ings, and you would not let your sis­ter be in­sul­ted. I was in des­pair my­self, but what could I do? And, be­sides, I did not know the whole truth my­self then. What made it all so dif­fi­cult was that Dounia re­ceived a hun­dred roubles in ad­vance when she took the place as gov­erness in their fam­ily, on con­di­tion of part of her salary be­ing de­duc­ted every month, and so it was im­possible to throw up the situ­ation without re­pay­ing the debt. This sum (now I can ex­plain it all to you, my pre­cious Rodya) she took chiefly in or­der to send you sixty roubles, which you needed so ter­ribly then and which you re­ceived from us last year. We de­ceived you then, writ­ing that this money came from Dounia’s sav­ings, but that was not so, and now I tell you all about it, be­cause, thank God, things have sud­denly changed for the bet­ter, and that you may know how Dounia loves you and what a heart she has. At first in­deed Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov treated her very rudely and used to make dis­respect­ful and jeer­ing re­marks at table. … But I don’t want to go in­to all those pain­ful de­tails, so as not to worry you for noth­ing when it is now all over. In short, in spite of the kind and gen­er­ous be­ha­viour of Marfa Pet­ro­vna, Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov’s wife, and all the rest of the house­hold, Dounia had a very hard time, es­pe­cially when Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov, re­lapsing in­to his old re­gi­ment­al habits, was un­der the in­flu­ence of Bac­chus. And how do you think it was all ex­plained later on? Would you be­lieve that the crazy fel­low had con­ceived a pas­sion for Dounia from the be­gin­ning, but had con­cealed it un­der a show of rude­ness and con­tempt. Pos­sibly he was ashamed and hor­ri­fied him­self at his own flighty hopes, con­sid­er­ing his years and his be­ing the fath­er of a fam­ily; and that made him angry with Dounia. And pos­sibly, too, he hoped by his rude and sneer­ing be­ha­viour to hide the truth from oth­ers. But at last he lost all con­trol and had the face to make Dounia an open and shame­ful pro­pos­al, prom­ising her all sorts of in­duce­ments and of­fer­ing, be­sides, to throw up everything and take her to an­oth­er es­tate of his, or even abroad. You can ima­gine all she went through! To leave her situ­ation at once was im­possible not only on ac­count of the money debt, but also to spare the feel­ings of Marfa Pet­ro­vna, whose sus­pi­cions would have been aroused: and then Dounia would have been the cause of a rup­ture in the fam­ily. And it would have meant a ter­rible scan­dal for Dounia too; that would have been in­ev­it­able. There were vari­ous oth­er reas­ons ow­ing to which Dounia could not hope to es­cape from that aw­ful house for an­oth­er six weeks. You know Dounia, of course; you know how clev­er she is and what a strong will she has. Dounia can en­dure a great deal and even in the most dif­fi­cult cases she has the forti­tude to main­tain her firm­ness. She did not even write to me about everything for fear of up­set­ting me, al­though we were con­stantly in com­mu­nic­a­tion. It all ended very un­ex­pec­tedly. Marfa Pet­ro­vna ac­ci­dent­ally over­heard her hus­band im­plor­ing Dounia in the garden, and, put­ting quite a wrong in­ter­pret­a­tion on the po­s­i­tion, threw the blame upon her, be­liev­ing her to be the cause of it all. An aw­ful scene took place between them on the spot in the garden; Marfa Pet­ro­vna went so far as to strike Dounia, re­fused to hear any­thing and was shout­ing at her for a whole hour and then gave or­ders that Dounia should be packed off at once to me in a plain peas­ant’s cart, in­to which they flung all her things, her lin­en and her clothes, all pell-mell, without fold­ing it up and pack­ing it. And a heavy shower of rain came on, too, and Dounia, in­sul­ted and put to shame, had to drive with a peas­ant in an open cart all the sev­en­teen versts in­to town. Only think now what an­swer could I have sent to the let­ter I re­ceived from you two months ago and what could I have writ­ten? I was in des­pair; I dared not write to you the truth be­cause you would have been very un­happy, mor­ti­fied and in­dig­nant, and yet what could you do? You could only per­haps ru­in your­self, and, be­sides, Dounia would not al­low it; and fill up my let­ter with trifles when my heart was so full of sor­row, I could not. For a whole month the town was full of gos­sip about this scan­dal, and it came to such a pass that Dounia and I dared not even go to church on ac­count of the con­temp­tu­ous looks, whis­pers, and even re­marks made aloud about us. All our ac­quaint­ances avoided us, nobody even bowed to us in the street, and I learnt that some shop­men and clerks were in­tend­ing to in­sult us in a shame­ful way, smear­ing the gates of our house with pitch, so that the land­lord began to tell us we must leave. All this was set go­ing by Marfa Pet­ro­vna who man­aged to slander Dounia and throw dirt at her in every fam­ily. She knows every­one in the neigh­bour­hood, and that month she was con­tinu­ally com­ing in­to the town, and as she is rather talk­at­ive and fond of gos­sip­ing about her fam­ily af­fairs and par­tic­u­larly of com­plain­ing to all and each of her hus­band—which is not at all right—so in a short time she had spread her story not only in the town, but over the whole sur­round­ing dis­trict. It made me ill, but Dounia bore it bet­ter than I did, and if only you could have seen how she en­dured it all and tried to com­fort me and cheer me up! She is an an­gel! But by God’s mercy, our suf­fer­ings were cut short: Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov re­turned to his senses and re­pen­ted and, prob­ably feel­ing sorry for Dounia, he laid be­fore Marfa Pet­ro­vna a com­plete and un­mis­tak­able proof of Dounia’s in­no­cence, in the form of a let­ter Dounia had been forced to write and give to him, be­fore Marfa Pet­ro­vna came upon them in the garden. This let­ter, which re­mained in Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov’s hands after her de­par­ture, she had writ­ten to re­fuse per­son­al ex­plan­a­tions and secret in­ter­views, for which he was en­treat­ing her. In that let­ter she re­proached him with great heat and in­dig­na­tion for the base­ness of his be­ha­viour in re­gard to Marfa Pet­ro­vna, re­mind­ing him that he was the fath­er and head of a fam­ily and telling him how in­fam­ous it was of him to tor­ment and make un­happy a de­fence­less girl, un­happy enough already. In­deed, dear Rodya, the let­ter was so nobly and touch­ingly writ­ten that I sobbed when I read it and to this day I can­not read it without tears. Moreover, the evid­ence of the ser­vants, too, cleared Dounia’s repu­ta­tion; they had seen and known a great deal more than Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov had him­self sup­posed—as in­deed is al­ways the case with ser­vants. Marfa Pet­ro­vna was com­pletely taken aback, and ‘again crushed’ as she said her­self to us, but she was com­pletely con­vinced of Dounia’s in­no­cence. The very next day, be­ing Sunday, she went straight to the Cathed­ral, knelt down and prayed with tears to Our Lady to give her strength to bear this new tri­al and to do her duty. Then she came straight from the Cathed­ral to us, told us the whole story, wept bit­terly and, fully pen­it­ent, she em­braced Dounia and be­sought her to for­give her. The same morn­ing without any delay, she went round to all the houses in the town and every­where, shed­ding tears, she as­ser­ted in the most flat­ter­ing terms Dounia’s in­no­cence and the no­bil­ity of her feel­ings and her be­ha­vi­or. What was more, she showed and read to every­one the let­ter in Dounia’s own hand­writ­ing to Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov and even al­lowed them to take cop­ies of it—which I must say I think was su­per­flu­ous. In this way she was busy for sev­er­al days in driv­ing about the whole town, be­cause some people had taken of­fence through pre­ced­ence hav­ing been giv­en to oth­ers. And there­fore they had to take turns, so that in every house she was ex­pec­ted be­fore she ar­rived, and every­one knew that on such and such a day Marfa Pet­ro­vna would be read­ing the let­ter in such and such a place and people as­sembled for every read­ing of it, even many who had heard it sev­er­al times already both in their own houses and in oth­er people’s. In my opin­ion a great deal, a very great deal of all this was un­ne­ces­sary; but that’s Marfa Pet­ro­vna’s char­ac­ter. Any­way she suc­ceeded in com­pletely rees­tab­lish­ing Dounia’s repu­ta­tion and the whole ig­no­miny of this af­fair res­ted as an in­delible dis­grace upon her hus­band, as the only per­son to blame, so that I really began to feel sorry for him; it was really treat­ing the crazy fel­low too harshly. Dounia was at once asked to give les­sons in sev­er­al fam­il­ies, but she re­fused. All of a sud­den every­one began to treat her with marked re­spect and all this did much to bring about the event by which, one may say, our whole for­tunes are now trans­formed. You must know, dear Rodya, that Dounia has a suit­or and that she has already con­sen­ted to marry him. I hasten to tell you all about the mat­ter, and though it has been ar­ranged without ask­ing your con­sent, I think you will not be ag­grieved with me or with your sis­ter on that ac­count, for you will see that we could not wait and put off our de­cision till we heard from you. And you could not have judged all the facts without be­ing on the spot. This was how it happened. He is already of the rank of a coun­sel­lor, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch Luzh­in, and is dis­tantly re­lated to Marfa Pet­ro­vna, who has been very act­ive in bring­ing the match about. It began with his ex­press­ing through her his de­sire to make our ac­quaint­ance. He was prop­erly re­ceived, drank cof­fee with us and the very next day he sent us a let­ter in which he very cour­teously made an of­fer and begged for a speedy and de­cided an­swer. He is a very busy man and is in a great hurry to get to Peters­burg, so that every mo­ment is pre­cious to him. At first, of course, we were greatly sur­prised, as it had all happened so quickly and un­ex­pec­tedly. We thought and talked it over the whole day. He is a well-to-do man, to be de­pended upon, he has two posts in the gov­ern­ment and has already made his for­tune. It is true that he is forty-five years old, but he is of a fairly pre­pos­sess­ing ap­pear­ance and might still be thought at­tract­ive by wo­men, and he is al­to­geth­er a very re­spect­able and present­able man, only he seems a little mor­ose and some­what con­ceited. But pos­sibly that may only be the im­pres­sion he makes at first sight. And be­ware, dear Rodya, when he comes to Peters­burg, as he shortly will do, be­ware of judging him too hast­ily and severely, as your way is, if there is any­thing you do not like in him at first sight. I give you this warn­ing, al­though I feel sure that he will make a fa­vour­able im­pres­sion upon you. Moreover, in or­der to un­der­stand any man one must be de­lib­er­ate and care­ful to avoid form­ing pre­ju­dices and mis­taken ideas, which are very dif­fi­cult to cor­rect and get over af­ter­wards. And Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, judging by many in­dic­a­tions, is a thor­oughly es­tim­able man. At his first vis­it, in­deed, he told us that he was a prac­tic­al man, but still he shares, as he ex­pressed it, many of the con­vic­tions ‘of our most rising gen­er­a­tion’ and he is an op­pon­ent of all pre­ju­dices. He said a good deal more, for he seems a little con­ceited and likes to be listened to, but this is scarcely a vice. I, of course, un­der­stood very little of it, but Dounia ex­plained to me that, though he is not a man of great edu­ca­tion, he is clev­er and seems to be good-natured. You know your sis­ter’s char­ac­ter, Rodya. She is a res­ol­ute, sens­ible, pa­tient and gen­er­ous girl, but she has a pas­sion­ate heart, as I know very well. Of course, there is no great love either on his side, or on hers, but Dounia is a clev­er girl and has the heart of an an­gel, and will make it her duty to make her hus­band happy who on his side will make her hap­pi­ness his care. Of that we have no good reas­on to doubt, though it must be ad­mit­ted the mat­ter has been ar­ranged in great haste. Be­sides he is a man of great prudence and he will see, to be sure, of him­self, that his own hap­pi­ness will be the more se­cure, the hap­pi­er Dounia is with him. And as for some de­fects of char­ac­ter, for some habits and even cer­tain dif­fer­ences of opin­ion—which in­deed are in­ev­it­able even in the hap­pi­est mar­riages—Dounia has said that, as re­gards all that, she re­lies on her­self, that there is noth­ing to be un­easy about, and that she is ready to put up with a great deal, if only their fu­ture re­la­tion­ship can be an hon­our­able and straight­for­ward one. He struck me, for in­stance, at first, as rather ab­rupt, but that may well come from his be­ing an out­spoken man, and that is no doubt how it is. For in­stance, at his second vis­it, after he had re­ceived Dounia’s con­sent, in the course of con­ver­sa­tion, he de­clared that be­fore mak­ing Dounia’s ac­quaint­ance, he had made up his mind to marry a girl of good repu­ta­tion, without dowry and, above all, one who had ex­per­i­enced poverty, be­cause, as he ex­plained, a man ought not to be in­debted to his wife, but that it is bet­ter for a wife to look upon her hus­band as her be­ne­fact­or. I must add that he ex­pressed it more nicely and po­litely than I have done, for I have for­got­ten his ac­tu­al phrases and only re­mem­ber the mean­ing. And, be­sides, it was ob­vi­ously not said of design, but slipped out in the heat of con­ver­sa­tion, so that he tried af­ter­wards to cor­rect him­self and smooth it over, but all the same it did strike me as some­what rude, and I said so af­ter­wards to Dounia. But Dounia was vexed, and answered that ‘words are not deeds,’ and that, of course, is per­fectly true. Dounia did not sleep all night be­fore she made up her mind, and, think­ing that I was asleep, she got out of bed and was walk­ing up and down the room all night; at last she knelt down be­fore the icon and prayed long and fer­vently and in the morn­ing she told me that she had de­cided.

				“I have men­tioned already that Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch is just set­ting off for Peters­burg, where he has a great deal of busi­ness, and he wants to open a leg­al bur­eau. He has been oc­cu­pied for many years in con­duct­ing civil and com­mer­cial lit­ig­a­tion, and only the oth­er day he won an im­port­ant case. He has to be in Peters­burg be­cause he has an im­port­ant case be­fore the Sen­ate. So, Rodya dear, he may be of the greatest use to you, in every way in­deed, and Dounia and I have agreed that from this very day you could def­in­itely enter upon your ca­reer and might con­sider that your fu­ture is marked out and as­sured for you. Oh, if only this comes to pass! This would be such a be­ne­fit that we could only look upon it as a provid­en­tial bless­ing. Dounia is dream­ing of noth­ing else. We have even ven­tured already to drop a few words on the sub­ject to Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. He was cau­tious in his an­swer, and said that, of course, as he could not get on without a sec­ret­ary, it would be bet­ter to be pay­ing a salary to a re­la­tion than to a stranger, if only the former were fit­ted for the du­ties (as though there could be doubt of your be­ing fit­ted!) but then he ex­pressed doubts wheth­er your stud­ies at the uni­ver­sity would leave you time for work at his of­fice. The mat­ter dropped for the time, but Dounia is think­ing of noth­ing else now. She has been in a sort of fever for the last few days, and has already made a reg­u­lar plan for your be­com­ing in the end an as­so­ci­ate and even a part­ner in Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch’s busi­ness, which might well be, see­ing that you are a stu­dent of law. I am in com­plete agree­ment with her, Rodya, and share all her plans and hopes, and think there is every prob­ab­il­ity of real­ising them. And in spite of Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch’s evas­ive­ness, very nat­ur­al at present (since he does not know you), Dounia is firmly per­suaded that she will gain everything by her good in­flu­ence over her fu­ture hus­band; this she is reck­on­ing upon. Of course we are care­ful not to talk of any of these more re­mote plans to Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, es­pe­cially of your be­com­ing his part­ner. He is a prac­tic­al man and might take this very coldly, it might all seem to him simply a day­dream. Nor has either Dounia or I breathed a word to him of the great hopes we have of his help­ing us to pay for your uni­ver­sity stud­ies; we have not spoken of it in the first place, be­cause it will come to pass of it­self, later on, and he will no doubt without wast­ing words of­fer to do it of him­self, (as though he could re­fuse Dounia that) the more read­ily since you may by your own ef­forts be­come his right hand in the of­fice, and re­ceive this as­sist­ance not as a char­ity, but as a salary earned by your own work. Dounia wants to ar­range it all like this and I quite agree with her. And we have not spoken of our plans for an­oth­er reas­on, that is, be­cause I par­tic­u­larly wanted you to feel on an equal foot­ing when you first meet him. When Dounia spoke to him with en­thu­si­asm about you, he answered that one could nev­er judge of a man without see­ing him close, for one­self, and that he looked for­ward to form­ing his own opin­ion when he makes your ac­quaint­ance. Do you know, my pre­cious Rodya, I think that per­haps for some reas­ons (noth­ing to do with Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch though, simply for my own per­son­al, per­haps old-wo­man­ish, fan­cies) I should do bet­ter to go on liv­ing by my­self, apart, than with them, after the wed­ding. I am con­vinced that he will be gen­er­ous and del­ic­ate enough to in­vite me and to urge me to re­main with my daugh­ter for the fu­ture, and if he has said noth­ing about it hitherto, it is simply be­cause it has been taken for gran­ted; but I shall re­fuse. I have no­ticed more than once in my life that hus­bands don’t quite get on with their moth­ers-in-law, and I don’t want to be the least bit in any­one’s way, and for my own sake, too, would rather be quite in­de­pend­ent, so long as I have a crust of bread of my own, and such chil­dren as you and Dounia. If pos­sible, I would settle some­where near you, for the most joy­ful piece of news, dear Rodya, I have kept for the end of my let­ter: know then, my dear boy, that we may, per­haps, be all to­geth­er in a very short time and may em­brace one an­oth­er again after a sep­ar­a­tion of al­most three years! It is settled for cer­tain that Dounia and I are to set off for Peters­burg, ex­actly when I don’t know, but very, very soon, pos­sibly in a week. It all de­pends on Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch who will let us know when he has had time to look round him in Peters­burg. To suit his own ar­range­ments he is anxious to have the ce­re­mony as soon as pos­sible, even be­fore the fast of Our Lady, if it could be man­aged, or if that is too soon to be ready, im­me­di­ately after. Oh, with what hap­pi­ness I shall press you to my heart! Dounia is all ex­cite­ment at the joy­ful thought of see­ing you, she said one day in joke that she would be ready to marry Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch for that alone. She is an an­gel! She is not writ­ing any­thing to you now, and has only told me to write that she has so much, so much to tell you that she is not go­ing to take up her pen now, for a few lines would tell you noth­ing, and it would only mean up­set­ting her­self; she bids me send you her love and in­nu­mer­able kisses. But al­though we shall be meet­ing so soon, per­haps I shall send you as much money as I can in a day or two. Now that every­one has heard that Dounia is to marry Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, my cred­it has sud­denly im­proved and I know that Afan­asy Ivan­ovitch will trust me now even to sev­enty-five roubles on the se­cur­ity of my pen­sion, so that per­haps I shall be able to send you twenty-five or even thirty roubles. I would send you more, but I am un­easy about our trav­el­ling ex­penses; for though Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch has been so kind as to un­der­take part of the ex­penses of the jour­ney, that is to say, he has taken upon him­self the con­vey­ance of our bags and big trunk (which will be con­veyed through some ac­quaint­ances of his), we must reck­on upon some ex­pense on our ar­rival in Peters­burg, where we can’t be left without a half­penny, at least for the first few days. But we have cal­cu­lated it all, Dounia and I, to the last penny, and we see that the jour­ney will not cost very much. It is only ninety versts from us to the rail­way and we have come to an agree­ment with a driver we know, so as to be in read­i­ness; and from there Dounia and I can travel quite com­fort­ably third class. So that I may very likely be able to send to you not twenty-five, but thirty roubles. But enough; I have covered two sheets already and there is no space left for more; our whole his­tory, but so many events have happened! And now, my pre­cious Rodya, I em­brace you and send you a moth­er’s bless­ing till we meet. Love Dounia your sis­ter, Rodya; love her as she loves you and un­der­stand that she loves you bey­ond everything, more than her­self. She is an an­gel and you, Rodya, you are everything to us—our one hope, our one con­sol­a­tion. If only you are happy, we shall be happy. Do you still say your pray­ers, Rodya, and be­lieve in the mercy of our Cre­at­or and our Re­deem­er? I am afraid in my heart that you may have been vis­ited by the new spir­it of in­fi­del­ity that is abroad today; If it is so, I pray for you. Re­mem­ber, dear boy, how in your child­hood, when your fath­er was liv­ing, you used to lisp your pray­ers at my knee, and how happy we all were in those days. Good­bye, till we meet then—I em­brace you warmly, warmly, with many kisses.

				
					“Yours till death,

					Pulcher­ia Raskolnikov.”

				
			

			Al­most from the first, while he read the let­ter, Raskolnikov’s face was wet with tears; but when he fin­ished it, his face was pale and dis­tor­ted and a bit­ter, wrath­ful and ma­lig­nant smile was on his lips. He laid his head down on his thread­bare dirty pil­low and pondered, pondered a long time. His heart was beat­ing vi­ol­ently, and his brain was in a tur­moil. At last he felt cramped and stifled in the little yel­low room that was like a cup­board or a box. His eyes and his mind craved for space. He took up his hat and went out, this time without dread of meet­ing any­one; he had for­got­ten his dread. He turned in the dir­ec­tion of the Vassilyevsky Os­trov, walk­ing along Vassilyevsky Pro­spect, as though hasten­ing on some busi­ness, but he walked, as his habit was, without no­ti­cing his way, mut­ter­ing and even speak­ing aloud to him­self, to the as­ton­ish­ment of the pass­ersby. Many of them took him to be drunk.

		
	
		
			IV

			His moth­er’s let­ter had been a tor­ture to him, but as re­gards the chief fact in it, he had felt not one mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion, even whilst he was read­ing the let­ter. The es­sen­tial ques­tion was settled, and ir­re­voc­ably settled, in his mind: “Nev­er such a mar­riage while I am alive and Mr. Luzh­in be damned!” “The thing is per­fectly clear,” he muttered to him­self, with a ma­lig­nant smile an­ti­cip­at­ing the tri­umph of his de­cision. “No, moth­er, no, Dounia, you won’t de­ceive me! and then they apo­lo­gise for not ask­ing my ad­vice and for tak­ing the de­cision without me! I dare say! They ima­gine it is ar­ranged now and can’t be broken off; but we will see wheth­er it can or not! A mag­ni­fi­cent ex­cuse: ‘Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch is such a busy man that even his wed­ding has to be in post-haste, al­most by ex­press.’ No, Dounia, I see it all and I know what you want to say to me; and I know too what you were think­ing about, when you walked up and down all night, and what your pray­ers were like be­fore the Holy Moth­er of Kazan who stands in moth­er’s bed­room. Bit­ter is the as­cent to Gol­gotha. … Hm … so it is fi­nally settled; you have de­term­ined to marry a sens­ible busi­ness man, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, one who has a for­tune (has already made his for­tune, that is so much more sol­id and im­press­ive), a man who holds two gov­ern­ment posts and who shares the ideas of our most rising gen­er­a­tion, as moth­er writes, and who seems to be kind, as Dounia her­self ob­serves. That seems beats everything! And that very Dounia for that very ‘seems’ is mar­ry­ing him! Splen­did! splen­did!

			“… But I should like to know why moth­er has writ­ten to me about ‘our most rising gen­er­a­tion’? Simply as a de­script­ive touch, or with the idea of pre­pos­sess­ing me in fa­vour of Mr. Luzh­in? Oh, the cun­ning of them! I should like to know one thing more: how far they were open with one an­oth­er that day and night and all this time since? Was it all put in­to words, or did both un­der­stand that they had the same thing at heart and in their minds, so that there was no need to speak of it aloud, and bet­ter not to speak of it. Most likely it was partly like that, from moth­er’s let­ter it’s evid­ent: he struck her as rude a little, and moth­er in her sim­pli­city took her ob­ser­va­tions to Dounia. And she was sure to be vexed and ‘answered her an­grily.’ I should think so! Who would not be angered when it was quite clear without any na­ive ques­tions and when it was un­der­stood that it was use­less to dis­cuss it. And why does she write to me, ‘love Dounia, Rodya, and she loves you more than her­self’? Has she a secret con­science-prick at sac­ri­fi­cing her daugh­ter to her son? ‘You are our one com­fort, you are everything to us.’ Oh, moth­er!”

			His bit­ter­ness grew more and more in­tense, and if he had happened to meet Mr. Luzh­in at the mo­ment, he might have murdered him.

			“Hm … yes, that’s true,” he con­tin­ued, pur­su­ing the whirl­ing ideas that chased each oth­er in his brain, “it is true that ‘it needs time and care to get to know a man,’ but there is no mis­take about Mr. Luzh­in. The chief thing is he is ‘a man of busi­ness and seems kind,’ that was some­thing, wasn’t it, to send the bags and big box for them! A kind man, no doubt after that! But his bride and her moth­er are to drive in a peas­ant’s cart covered with sack­ing (I know, I have been driv­en in it). No mat­ter! It is only ninety versts and then they can ‘travel very com­fort­ably, third class,’ for a thou­sand versts! Quite right, too. One must cut one’s coat ac­cord­ing to one’s cloth, but what about you, Mr. Luzh­in? She is your bride. … And you must be aware that her moth­er has to raise money on her pen­sion for the jour­ney. To be sure it’s a mat­ter of busi­ness, a part­ner­ship for mu­tu­al be­ne­fit, with equal shares and ex­penses;—food and drink provided, but pay for your to­bacco. The busi­ness man has got the bet­ter of them, too. The lug­gage will cost less than their fares and very likely go for noth­ing. How is it that they don’t both see all that, or is it that they don’t want to see? And they are pleased, pleased! And to think that this is only the first blos­som­ing, and that the real fruits are to come! But what really mat­ters is not the stingi­ness, is not the mean­ness, but the tone of the whole thing. For that will be the tone after mar­riage, it’s a fore­taste of it. And moth­er too, why should she be so lav­ish? What will she have by the time she gets to Peters­burg? Three sil­ver roubles or two ‘pa­per ones’ as she says … that old wo­man … hm. What does she ex­pect to live upon in Peters­burg af­ter­wards? She has her reas­ons already for guess­ing that she could not live with Dounia after the mar­riage, even for the first few months. The good man has no doubt let slip some­thing on that sub­ject also, though moth­er would deny it: ‘I shall re­fuse,’ says she. On whom is she reck­on­ing then? Is she count­ing on what is left of her hun­dred and twenty roubles of pen­sion when Afan­asy Ivan­ovitch’s debt is paid? She knits wool­len shawls and em­broid­ers cuffs, ru­in­ing her old eyes. And all her shawls don’t add more than twenty roubles a year to her hun­dred and twenty, I know that. So she is build­ing all her hopes all the time on Mr. Luzh­in’s gen­er­os­ity; ‘he will of­fer it of him­self, he will press it on me.’ You may wait a long time for that! That’s how it al­ways is with these Schiller­esque noble hearts; till the last mo­ment every goose is a swan with them, till the last mo­ment, they hope for the best and will see noth­ing wrong, and al­though they have an ink­ling of the oth­er side of the pic­ture, yet they won’t face the truth till they are forced to; the very thought of it makes them shiver; they thrust the truth away with both hands, un­til the man they deck out in false col­ours puts a fool’s cap on them with his own hands. I should like to know wheth­er Mr. Luzh­in has any or­ders of mer­it; I bet he has the Anna in his but­ton­hole and that he puts it on when he goes to dine with con­tract­ors or mer­chants. He will be sure to have it for his wed­ding, too! Enough of him, con­found him!

			“Well, … moth­er I don’t won­der at, it’s like her, God bless her, but how could Dounia? Dounia darling, as though I did not know you! You were nearly twenty when I saw you last: I un­der­stood you then. Moth­er writes that ‘Dounia can put up with a great deal.’ I know that very well. I knew that two years and a half ago, and for the last two and a half years I have been think­ing about it, think­ing of just that, that ‘Dounia can put up with a great deal.’ If she could put up with Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov and all the rest of it, she cer­tainly can put up with a great deal. And now moth­er and she have taken it in­to their heads that she can put up with Mr. Luzh­in, who pro­pounds the the­ory of the su­peri­or­ity of wives raised from des­ti­tu­tion and ow­ing everything to their hus­band’s bounty—who pro­pounds it, too, al­most at the first in­ter­view. Gran­ted that he ‘let it slip,’ though he is a sens­ible man, (yet maybe it was not a slip at all, but he meant to make him­self clear as soon as pos­sible) but Dounia, Dounia? She un­der­stands the man, of course, but she will have to live with the man. Why! she’d live on black bread and wa­ter, she would not sell her soul, she would not barter her mor­al free­dom for com­fort; she would not barter it for all Schleswig-Hol­stein, much less Mr. Luzh­in’s money. No, Dounia was not that sort when I knew her and … she is still the same, of course! Yes, there’s no deny­ing, the Svid­rig­aïlovs are a bit­ter pill! It’s a bit­ter thing to spend one’s life a gov­erness in the provinces for two hun­dred roubles, but I know she would rather be a nig­ger on a plant­a­tion or a Lett with a Ger­man mas­ter than de­grade her soul, and her mor­al dig­nity, by bind­ing her­self forever to a man whom she does not re­spect and with whom she has noth­ing in com­mon—for her own ad­vant­age. And if Mr. Luzh­in had been of un­al­loyed gold, or one huge dia­mond, she would nev­er have con­sen­ted to be­come his leg­al con­cu­bine. Why is she con­sent­ing then? What’s the point of it? What’s the an­swer? It’s clear enough: for her­self, for her com­fort, to save her life she would not sell her­self, but for someone else she is do­ing it! For one she loves, for one she ad­ores, she will sell her­self! That’s what it all amounts to; for her broth­er, for her moth­er, she will sell her­self! She will sell everything! In such cases, ‘we over­come our mor­al feel­ing if ne­ces­sary,’ free­dom, peace, con­science even, all, all are brought in­to the mar­ket. Let my life go, if only my dear ones may be happy! More than that, we be­come ca­su­ists, we learn to be Je­suit­ic­al and for a time maybe we can soothe ourselves, we can per­suade ourselves that it is one’s duty for a good ob­ject. That’s just like us, it’s as clear as day­light. It’s clear that Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch Raskolnikov is the cent­ral fig­ure in the busi­ness, and no one else. Oh, yes, she can en­sure his hap­pi­ness, keep him in the uni­ver­sity, make him a part­ner in the of­fice, make his whole fu­ture se­cure; per­haps he may even be a rich man later on, pros­per­ous, re­spec­ted, and may even end his life a fam­ous man! But my moth­er? It’s all Rodya, pre­cious Rodya, her first born! For such a son who would not sac­ri­fice such a daugh­ter! Oh, lov­ing, over-par­tial hearts! Why, for his sake we would not shrink even from So­nia’s fate. So­nia, So­nia Marme­ladov, the etern­al vic­tim so long as the world lasts. Have you taken the meas­ure of your sac­ri­fice, both of you? Is it right? Can you bear it? Is it any use? Is there sense in it? And let me tell you, Dounia, So­nia’s life is no worse than life with Mr. Luzh­in. ‘There can be no ques­tion of love,’ moth­er writes. And what if there can be no re­spect either, if on the con­trary there is aver­sion, con­tempt, re­pul­sion, what then? So you will have to ‘keep up your ap­pear­ance,’ too. Is not that so? Do you un­der­stand what that smart­ness means? Do you un­der­stand that the Luzh­in smart­ness is just the same thing as So­nia’s and may be worse, viler, baser, be­cause in your case, Dounia, it’s a bar­gain for lux­ur­ies, after all, but with So­nia it’s simply a ques­tion of star­va­tion. It has to be paid for, it has to be paid for, Dounia, this smart­ness. And what if it’s more than you can bear af­ter­wards, if you re­gret it? The bit­ter­ness, the misery, the curses, the tears hid­den from all the world, for you are not a Marfa Pet­ro­vna. And how will your moth­er feel then? Even now she is un­easy, she is wor­ried, but then, when she sees it all clearly? And I? Yes, in­deed, what have you taken me for? I won’t have your sac­ri­fice, Dounia, I won’t have it, moth­er! It shall not be, so long as I am alive, it shall not, it shall not! I won’t ac­cept it!”

			He sud­denly paused in his re­flec­tion and stood still.

			“It shall not be? But what are you go­ing to do to pre­vent it? You’ll for­bid it? And what right have you? What can you prom­ise them on your side to give you such a right? Your whole life, your whole fu­ture, you will de­vote to them when you have fin­ished your stud­ies and ob­tained a post? Yes, we have heard all that be­fore, and that’s all words, but now? Now some­thing must be done, now, do you un­der­stand that? And what are you do­ing now? You are liv­ing upon them. They bor­row on their hun­dred roubles pen­sion. They bor­row from the Svid­rig­aïlovs. How are you go­ing to save them from Svid­rig­aïlovs, from Afan­asy Ivan­ovitch Vahrush­in, oh, fu­ture mil­lion­aire Zeus who would ar­range their lives for them? In an­oth­er ten years? In an­oth­er ten years, moth­er will be blind with knit­ting shawls, maybe with weep­ing too. She will be worn to a shad­ow with fast­ing; and my sis­ter? Ima­gine for a mo­ment what may have be­come of your sis­ter in ten years? What may hap­pen to her dur­ing those ten years? Can you fancy?”

			So he tor­tured him­self, fret­ting him­self with such ques­tions, and find­ing a kind of en­joy­ment in it. And yet all these ques­tions were not new ones sud­denly con­front­ing him, they were old fa­mil­i­ar aches. It was long since they had first be­gun to grip and rend his heart. Long, long ago his present an­guish had its first be­gin­nings; it had waxed and gathered strength, it had ma­tured and con­cen­trated, un­til it had taken the form of a fear­ful, fren­zied and fant­ast­ic ques­tion, which tor­tured his heart and mind, clam­our­ing in­sist­ently for an an­swer. Now his moth­er’s let­ter had burst on him like a thun­der­clap. It was clear that he must not now suf­fer pass­ively, wor­ry­ing him­self over un­solved ques­tions, but that he must do some­thing, do it at once, and do it quickly. Any­way he must de­cide on some­thing, or else …

			“Or throw up life al­to­geth­er!” he cried sud­denly, in a frenzy—“ac­cept one’s lot humbly as it is, once for all and stifle everything in one­self, giv­ing up all claim to activ­ity, life and love!”

			“Do you un­der­stand, sir, do you un­der­stand what it means when you have ab­so­lutely nowhere to turn?” Marme­ladov’s ques­tion came sud­denly in­to his mind, “for every man must have some­where to turn. …”

			He gave a sud­den start; an­oth­er thought, that he had had yes­ter­day, slipped back in­to his mind. But he did not start at the thought re­cur­ring to him, for he knew, he had felt be­fore­hand, that it must come back, he was ex­pect­ing it; be­sides it was not only yes­ter­day’s thought. The dif­fer­ence was that a month ago, yes­ter­day even, the thought was a mere dream: but now … now it ap­peared not a dream at all, it had taken a new men­acing and quite un­fa­mil­i­ar shape, and he sud­denly be­came aware of this him­self. … He felt a ham­mer­ing in his head, and there was a dark­ness be­fore his eyes.

			He looked round hur­riedly, he was search­ing for some­thing. He wanted to sit down and was look­ing for a seat; he was walk­ing along the K—— Boulevard. There was a seat about a hun­dred paces in front of him. He walked to­wards it as fast he could; but on the way he met with a little ad­ven­ture which ab­sorbed all his at­ten­tion. Look­ing for the seat, he had no­ticed a wo­man walk­ing some twenty paces in front of him, but at first he took no more no­tice of her than of oth­er ob­jects that crossed his path. It had happened to him many times go­ing home not to no­tice the road by which he was go­ing, and he was ac­cus­tomed to walk like that. But there was at first sight some­thing so strange about the wo­man in front of him, that gradu­ally his at­ten­tion was riv­eted upon her, at first re­luct­antly and, as it were, re­sent­fully, and then more and more in­tently. He felt a sud­den de­sire to find out what it was that was so strange about the wo­man. In the first place, she ap­peared to be a girl quite young, and she was walk­ing in the great heat bare­headed and with no para­sol or gloves, wav­ing her arms about in an ab­surd way. She had on a dress of some light silky ma­ter­i­al, but put on strangely awry, not prop­erly hooked up, and torn open at the top of the skirt, close to the waist: a great piece was rent and hanging loose. A little ker­chief was flung about her bare throat, but lay slant­ing on one side. The girl was walk­ing un­stead­ily, too, stum­bling and stag­ger­ing from side to side. She drew Raskolnikov’s whole at­ten­tion at last. He over­took the girl at the seat, but, on reach­ing it, she dropped down on it, in the corner; she let her head sink on the back of the seat and closed her eyes, ap­par­ently in ex­treme ex­haus­tion. Look­ing at her closely, he saw at once that she was com­pletely drunk. It was a strange and shock­ing sight. He could hardly be­lieve that he was not mis­taken. He saw be­fore him the face of a quite young, fair-haired girl—six­teen, per­haps not more than fif­teen, years old, pretty little face, but flushed and heavy look­ing and, as it were, swollen. The girl seemed hardly to know what she was do­ing; she crossed one leg over the oth­er, lift­ing it in­dec­or­ously, and showed every sign of be­ing un­con­scious that she was in the street.

			Raskolnikov did not sit down, but he felt un­will­ing to leave her, and stood fa­cing her in per­plex­ity. This boulevard was nev­er much fre­quen­ted; and now, at two o’clock, in the stifling heat, it was quite deser­ted. And yet on the fur­ther side of the boulevard, about fif­teen paces away, a gen­tle­man was stand­ing on the edge of the pave­ment. He, too, would ap­par­ently have liked to ap­proach the girl with some ob­ject of his own. He, too, had prob­ably seen her in the dis­tance and had fol­lowed her, but found Raskolnikov in his way. He looked an­grily at him, though he tried to es­cape his no­tice, and stood im­pa­tiently bid­ing his time, till the un­wel­come man in rags should have moved away. His in­ten­tions were un­mis­tak­able. The gen­tle­man was a plump, thickly-set man, about thirty, fash­ion­ably dressed, with a high col­our, red lips and mous­taches. Raskolnikov felt furi­ous; he had a sud­den long­ing to in­sult this fat dandy in some way. He left the girl for a mo­ment and walked to­wards the gen­tle­man.

			“Hey! You Svid­rig­aïlov! What do you want here?” he shouted, clench­ing his fists and laugh­ing, splut­ter­ing with rage.

			“What do you mean?” the gen­tle­man asked sternly, scowl­ing in haughty as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Get away, that’s what I mean.”

			“How dare you, you low fel­low!”

			He raised his cane. Raskolnikov rushed at him with his fists, without re­flect­ing that the stout gen­tle­man was a match for two men like him­self. But at that in­stant someone seized him from be­hind, and a po­lice con­stable stood between them.

			“That’s enough, gen­tle­men, no fight­ing, please, in a pub­lic place. What do you want? Who are you?” he asked Raskolnikov sternly, no­ti­cing his rags.

			Raskolnikov looked at him in­tently. He had a straight­for­ward, sens­ible, sol­dierly face, with grey mous­taches and whiskers.

			“You are just the man I want,” Raskolnikov cried, catch­ing at his arm. “I am a stu­dent, Raskolnikov. … You may as well know that too,” he ad­ded, ad­dress­ing the gen­tle­man, “come along, I have some­thing to show you.”

			And tak­ing the po­lice­man by the hand he drew him to­wards the seat.

			“Look here, hope­lessly drunk, and she has just come down the boulevard. There is no telling who and what she is, she does not look like a pro­fes­sion­al. It’s more likely she has been giv­en drink and de­ceived some­where … for the first time … you un­der­stand? and they’ve put her out in­to the street like that. Look at the way her dress is torn, and the way it has been put on: she has been dressed by some­body, she has not dressed her­self, and dressed by un­prac­tised hands, by a man’s hands; that’s evid­ent. And now look there: I don’t know that dandy with whom I was go­ing to fight, I see him for the first time, but he, too, has seen her on the road, just now, drunk, not know­ing what she is do­ing, and now he is very eager to get hold of her, to get her away some­where while she is in this state … that’s cer­tain, be­lieve me, I am not wrong. I saw him my­self watch­ing her and fol­low­ing her, but I pre­ven­ted him, and he is just wait­ing for me to go away. Now he has walked away a little, and is stand­ing still, pre­tend­ing to make a ci­gar­ette. … Think how can we keep her out of his hands, and how are we to get her home?”

			The po­lice­man saw it all in a flash. The stout gen­tle­man was easy to un­der­stand, he turned to con­sider the girl. The po­lice­man bent over to ex­am­ine her more closely, and his face worked with genu­ine com­pas­sion.

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

			“Here,” said Raskolnikov feel­ing in his pock­et and find­ing twenty ko­pecks, “here, call a cab and tell him to drive her to her ad­dress. The only thing is to find out her ad­dress!”

			“Missy, missy!” the po­lice­man began again, tak­ing the money. “I’ll fetch you a cab and take you home my­self. Where shall I take you, eh? Where do you live?”

			“Go away! They won’t let me alone,” the girl muttered, and once more waved her hand.

			“Ach, ach, how shock­ing! It’s shame­ful, missy, it’s a shame!” He shook his head again, shocked, sym­path­et­ic and in­dig­nant.

			“It’s a dif­fi­cult job,” the po­lice­man said to Raskolnikov, and as he did so, he looked him up and down in a rap­id glance. He, too, must have seemed a strange fig­ure to him: dressed in rags and hand­ing him money!

			“Did you meet her far from here?” he asked him.

			“I tell you she was walk­ing in front of me, stag­ger­ing, just here, in the boulevard. She only just reached the seat and sank down on it.”

			“Ah, the shame­ful things that are done in the world nowadays, God have mercy on us! An in­no­cent creature like that, drunk already! She has been de­ceived, that’s a sure thing. See how her dress has been torn too. … Ah, the vice one sees nowadays! And as likely as not she be­longs to gen­tle­folk too, poor ones maybe. … There are many like that nowadays. She looks re­fined, too, as though she were a lady,” and he bent over her once more.

			Per­haps he had daugh­ters grow­ing up like that, “look­ing like ladies and re­fined” with pre­ten­sions to gen­til­ity and smart­ness. …

			“The chief thing is,” Raskolnikov per­sisted, “to keep her out of this scoun­drel’s hands! Why should he out­rage her! It’s as clear as day what he is after; ah, the brute, he is not mov­ing off!”

			Raskolnikov spoke aloud and poin­ted to him. The gen­tle­man heard him, and seemed about to fly in­to a rage again, but thought bet­ter of it, and con­fined him­self to a con­temp­tu­ous look. He then walked slowly an­oth­er ten paces away and again hal­ted.

			“Keep her out of his hands we can,” said the con­stable thought­fully, “if only she’d tell us where to take her, but as it is. … Missy, hey, missy!” he bent over her once more.

			She opened her eyes fully all of a sud­den, looked at him in­tently, as though real­ising some­thing, got up from the seat and walked away in the dir­ec­tion from which she had come. “Oh shame­ful wretches, they won’t let me alone!” she said, wav­ing her hand again. She walked quickly, though stag­ger­ing as be­fore. The dandy fol­lowed her, but along an­oth­er av­en­ue, keep­ing his eye on her.

			“Don’t be anxious, I won’t let him have her,” the po­lice­man said res­ol­utely, and he set off after them.

			“Ah, the vice one sees nowadays!” he re­peated aloud, sigh­ing.

			At that mo­ment some­thing seemed to sting Raskolnikov; in an in­stant a com­plete re­vul­sion of feel­ing came over him.

			“Hey, here!” he shouted after the po­lice­man.

			The lat­ter turned round.

			“Let them be! What is it to do with you? Let her go! Let him amuse him­self.” He poin­ted at the dandy, “What is it to do with you?”

			The po­lice­man was be­wildered, and stared at him open-eyed. Raskolnikov laughed.

			“Well!” ejac­u­lated the po­lice­man, with a ges­ture of con­tempt, and he walked after the dandy and the girl, prob­ably tak­ing Raskolnikov for a mad­man or some­thing even worse.

			“He has car­ried off my twenty ko­pecks,” Raskolnikov mur­mured an­grily when he was left alone. “Well, let him take as much from the oth­er fel­low to al­low him to have the girl and so let it end. And why did I want to in­ter­fere? Is it for me to help? Have I any right to help? Let them de­vour each oth­er alive—what is to me? How did I dare to give him twenty ko­pecks? Were they mine?”

			In spite of those strange words he felt very wretched. He sat down on the deser­ted seat. His thoughts strayed aim­lessly. … He found it hard to fix his mind on any­thing at that mo­ment. He longed to for­get him­self al­to­geth­er, to for­get everything, and then to wake up and be­gin life anew. …

			“Poor girl!” he said, look­ing at the empty corner where she had sat—“She will come to her­self and weep, and then her moth­er will find out. … She will give her a beat­ing, a hor­rible, shame­ful beat­ing and then maybe, turn her out of doors. … And even if she does not, the Darya Frantsovnas will get wind of it, and the girl will soon be slip­ping out on the sly here and there. Then there will be the hos­pit­al dir­ectly (that’s al­ways the luck of those girls with re­spect­able moth­ers, who go wrong on the sly) and then … again the hos­pit­al … drink … the tav­erns … and more hos­pit­al, in two or three years—a wreck, and her life over at eight­een or nine­teen. … Have not I seen cases like that? And how have they been brought to it? Why, they’ve all come to it like that. Ugh! But what does it mat­ter? That’s as it should be, they tell us. A cer­tain per­cent­age, they tell us, must every year go … that way … to the dev­il, I sup­pose, so that the rest may re­main chaste, and not be in­terfered with. A per­cent­age! What splen­did words they have; they are so sci­entif­ic, so con­sol­at­ory. … Once you’ve said ‘per­cent­age’ there’s noth­ing more to worry about. If we had any oth­er word … maybe we might feel more un­easy. … But what if Dounia were one of the per­cent­age! Of an­oth­er one if not that one?

			“But where am I go­ing?” he thought sud­denly. “Strange, I came out for some­thing. As soon as I had read the let­ter I came out. … I was go­ing to Vassilyevsky Os­trov, to Ra­zu­mi­h­in. That’s what it was … now I re­mem­ber. What for, though? And what put the idea of go­ing to Ra­zu­mi­h­in in­to my head just now? That’s curi­ous.”

			He wondered at him­self. Ra­zu­mi­h­in was one of his old com­rades at the uni­ver­sity. It was re­mark­able that Raskolnikov had hardly any friends at the uni­ver­sity; he kept aloof from every­one, went to see no one, and did not wel­come any­one who came to see him, and in­deed every­one soon gave him up. He took no part in the stu­dents’ gath­er­ings, amuse­ments or con­ver­sa­tions. He worked with great in­tens­ity without spar­ing him­self, and he was re­spec­ted for this, but no one liked him. He was very poor, and there was a sort of haughty pride and re­serve about him, as though he were keep­ing some­thing to him­self. He seemed to some of his com­rades to look down upon them all as chil­dren, as though he were su­per­i­or in de­vel­op­ment, know­ledge and con­vic­tions, as though their be­liefs and in­terests were be­neath him.

			With Ra­zu­mi­h­in he had got on, or, at least, he was more un­re­served and com­mu­nic­at­ive with him. In­deed it was im­possible to be on any oth­er terms with Ra­zu­mi­h­in. He was an ex­cep­tion­ally good-hu­moured and can­did youth, good-natured to the point of sim­pli­city, though both depth and dig­nity lay con­cealed un­der that sim­pli­city. The bet­ter of his com­rades un­der­stood this, and all were fond of him. He was ex­tremely in­tel­li­gent, though he was cer­tainly rather a sim­pleton at times. He was of strik­ing ap­pear­ance—tall, thin, black-haired and al­ways badly shaved. He was some­times up­roari­ous and was re­puted to be of great phys­ic­al strength. One night, when out in a fest­ive com­pany, he had with one blow laid a gi­gant­ic po­lice­man on his back. There was no lim­it to his drink­ing powers, but he could ab­stain from drink al­to­geth­er; he some­times went too far in his pranks; but he could do without pranks al­to­geth­er. An­oth­er thing strik­ing about Ra­zu­mi­h­in, no fail­ure dis­tressed him, and it seemed as though no un­fa­vour­able cir­cum­stances could crush him. He could lodge any­where, and bear the ex­tremes of cold and hun­ger. He was very poor, and kept him­self en­tirely on what he could earn by work of one sort or an­oth­er. He knew of no end of re­sources by which to earn money. He spent one whole winter without light­ing his stove, and used to de­clare that he liked it bet­ter, be­cause one slept more soundly in the cold. For the present he, too, had been ob­liged to give up the uni­ver­sity, but it was only for a time, and he was work­ing with all his might to save enough to re­turn to his stud­ies again. Raskolnikov had not been to see him for the last four months, and Ra­zu­mi­h­in did not even know his ad­dress. About two months be­fore, they had met in the street, but Raskolnikov had turned away and even crossed to the oth­er side that he might not be ob­served. And though Ra­zu­mi­h­in no­ticed him, he passed him by, as he did not want to an­noy him.

		
	
		
			V

			“Of course, I’ve been mean­ing lately to go to Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s to ask for work, to ask him to get me les­sons or some­thing …” Raskolnikov thought, “but what help can he be to me now? Sup­pose he gets me les­sons, sup­pose he shares his last farth­ing with me, if he has any farthings, so that I could get some boots and make my­self tidy enough to give les­sons … hm … Well and what then? What shall I do with the few cop­pers I earn? That’s not what I want now. It’s really ab­surd for me to go to Ra­zu­mi­h­in. …”

			The ques­tion why he was now go­ing to Ra­zu­mi­h­in agit­ated him even more than he was him­self aware; he kept un­eas­ily seek­ing for some sin­is­ter sig­ni­fic­ance in this ap­par­ently or­din­ary ac­tion.

			“Could I have ex­pec­ted to set it all straight and to find a way out by means of Ra­zu­mi­h­in alone?” he asked him­self in per­plex­ity.

			He pondered and rubbed his fore­head, and, strange to say, after long mus­ing, sud­denly, as if it were spon­tan­eously and by chance, a fant­ast­ic thought came in­to his head.

			“Hm … to Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s,” he said all at once, calmly, as though he had reached a fi­nal de­term­in­a­tion. “I shall go to Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s of course, but … not now. I shall go to him … on the next day after It, when It will be over and everything will be­gin afresh. …”

			And sud­denly he real­ised what he was think­ing.

			“After It,” he shouted, jump­ing up from the seat, “but is It really go­ing to hap­pen? Is it pos­sible it really will hap­pen?” He left the seat, and went off al­most at a run; he meant to turn back, home­wards, but the thought of go­ing home sud­denly filled him with in­tense loath­ing; in that hole, in that aw­ful little cup­board of his, all this had for a month past been grow­ing up in him; and he walked on at ran­dom.

			His nervous shud­der had passed in­to a fever that made him feel shiv­er­ing; in spite of the heat he felt cold. With a kind of ef­fort he began al­most un­con­sciously, from some in­ner crav­ing, to stare at all the ob­jects be­fore him, as though look­ing for some­thing to dis­tract his at­ten­tion; but he did not suc­ceed, and kept drop­ping every mo­ment in­to brood­ing. When with a start he lif­ted his head again and looked round, he for­got at once what he had just been think­ing about and even where he was go­ing. In this way he walked right across Vassilyevsky Os­trov, came out on to the Less­er Neva, crossed the bridge and turned to­wards the is­lands. The green­ness and fresh­ness were at first rest­ful to his weary eyes after the dust of the town and the huge houses that hemmed him in and weighed upon him. Here there were no tav­erns, no stifling close­ness, no stench. But soon these new pleas­ant sen­sa­tions passed in­to mor­bid ir­rit­ab­il­ity. Some­times he stood still be­fore a brightly painted sum­mer villa stand­ing among green fo­liage, he gazed through the fence, he saw in the dis­tance smartly dressed wo­men on the ver­andahs and bal­conies, and chil­dren run­ning in the gar­dens. The flowers es­pe­cially caught his at­ten­tion; he gazed at them longer than at any­thing. He was met, too, by lux­uri­ous car­riages and by men and wo­men on horse­back; he watched them with curi­ous eyes and for­got about them be­fore they had van­ished from his sight. Once he stood still and coun­ted his money; he found he had thirty ko­pecks. “Twenty to the po­lice­man, three to Nastasya for the let­ter, so I must have giv­en forty-sev­en or fifty to the Marme­ladovs yes­ter­day,” he thought, reck­on­ing it up for some un­known reas­on, but he soon for­got with what ob­ject he had taken the money out of his pock­et. He re­called it on passing an eat­ing-house or tav­ern, and felt that he was hungry. … Go­ing in­to the tav­ern he drank a glass of vodka and ate a pie of some sort. He fin­ished eat­ing it as he walked away. It was a long while since he had taken vodka and it had an ef­fect upon him at once, though he only drank a wine­glass­ful. His legs felt sud­denly heavy and a great drowsi­ness came upon him. He turned home­wards, but reach­ing Pet­rovsky Os­trov he stopped com­pletely ex­hausted, turned off the road in­to the bushes, sank down upon the grass and in­stantly fell asleep.

			In a mor­bid con­di­tion of the brain, dreams of­ten have a sin­gu­lar ac­tu­al­ity, vivid­ness, and ex­traordin­ary semb­lance of real­ity. At times mon­strous im­ages are cre­ated, but the set­ting and the whole pic­ture are so truth-like and filled with de­tails so del­ic­ate, so un­ex­pec­tedly, but so artist­ic­ally con­sist­ent, that the dream­er, were he an artist like Pushkin or Turgenev even, could nev­er have in­ven­ted them in the wak­ing state. Such sick dreams al­ways re­main long in the memory and make a power­ful im­pres­sion on the over­wrought and de­ranged nervous sys­tem.

			Raskolnikov had a fear­ful dream. He dreamt he was back in his child­hood in the little town of his birth. He was a child about sev­en years old, walk­ing in­to the coun­try with his fath­er on the even­ing of a hol­i­day. It was a grey and heavy day, the coun­try was ex­actly as he re­membered it; in­deed he re­called it far more vividly in his dream than he had done in memory. The little town stood on a level flat as bare as the hand, not even a wil­low near it; only in the far dis­tance, a copse lay, a dark blur on the very edge of the ho­ri­zon. A few paces bey­ond the last mar­ket garden stood a tav­ern, a big tav­ern, which had al­ways aroused in him a feel­ing of aver­sion, even of fear, when he walked by it with his fath­er. There was al­ways a crowd there, al­ways shout­ing, laughter and ab­use, hideous hoarse singing and of­ten fight­ing. Drunk­en and hor­rible-look­ing fig­ures were hanging about the tav­ern. He used to cling close to his fath­er, trem­bling all over when he met them. Near the tav­ern the road be­came a dusty track, the dust of which was al­ways black. It was a wind­ing road, and about a hun­dred paces fur­ther on, it turned to the right to the grave­yard. In the middle of the grave­yard stood a stone church with a green cu­pola where he used to go to mass two or three times a year with his fath­er and moth­er, when a ser­vice was held in memory of his grand­moth­er, who had long been dead, and whom he had nev­er seen. On these oc­ca­sions they used to take on a white dish tied up in a table nap­kin a spe­cial sort of rice pud­ding with rais­ins stuck in it in the shape of a cross. He loved that church, the old-fash­ioned, un­adorned icons and the old priest with the shak­ing head. Near his grand­moth­er’s grave, which was marked by a stone, was the little grave of his young­er broth­er who had died at six months old. He did not re­mem­ber him at all, but he had been told about his little broth­er, and whenev­er he vis­ited the grave­yard he used re­li­giously and rev­er­ently to cross him­self and to bow down and kiss the little grave. And now he dreamt that he was walk­ing with his fath­er past the tav­ern on the way to the grave­yard; he was hold­ing his fath­er’s hand and look­ing with dread at the tav­ern. A pe­cu­li­ar cir­cum­stance at­trac­ted his at­ten­tion: there seemed to be some kind of fest­iv­ity go­ing on, there were crowds of gaily dressed townspeople, peas­ant wo­men, their hus­bands, and rif­fraff of all sorts, all singing and all more or less drunk. Near the en­trance of the tav­ern stood a cart, but a strange cart. It was one of those big carts usu­ally drawn by heavy carthorses and laden with casks of wine or oth­er heavy goods. He al­ways liked look­ing at those great carthorses, with their long manes, thick legs, and slow even pace, draw­ing along a per­fect moun­tain with no ap­pear­ance of ef­fort, as though it were easi­er go­ing with a load than without it. But now, strange to say, in the shafts of such a cart he saw a thin little sor­rel beast, one of those peas­ants’ nags which he had of­ten seen strain­ing their ut­most un­der a heavy load of wood or hay, es­pe­cially when the wheels were stuck in the mud or in a rut. And the peas­ants would beat them so cruelly, some­times even about the nose and eyes, and he felt so sorry, so sorry for them that he al­most cried, and his moth­er al­ways used to take him away from the win­dow. All of a sud­den there was a great up­roar of shout­ing, singing and the balalaika, and from the tav­ern a num­ber of big and very drunk­en peas­ants came out, wear­ing red and blue shirts and coats thrown over their shoulders.

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

			But at once there was an out­break of laughter and ex­clam­a­tions in the crowd.

			“Take us all with a beast like that!”

			“Why, Mikolka, are you crazy to put a nag like that in such a cart?”

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

			“Get in, I’ll take you all,” Mikolka shouted again, leap­ing first in­to the cart, seiz­ing the reins and stand­ing straight up in front. “The bay has gone with Matvey,” he shouted from the cart—“and this brute, mates, is just break­ing my heart, I feel as if I could kill her. She’s just eat­ing her head off. Get in, I tell you! I’ll make her gal­lop! She’ll gal­lop!” and he picked up the whip, pre­par­ing him­self with rel­ish to flog the little mare.

			“Get in! Come along!” The crowd laughed. “D’you hear, she’ll gal­lop!”

			“Gal­lop in­deed! She has not had a gal­lop in her for the last ten years!”

			“She’ll jog along!”

			“Don’t you mind her, mates, bring a whip each of you, get ready!”

			“All right! Give it to her!”

			They all clambered in­to Mikolka’s cart, laugh­ing and mak­ing jokes. Six men got in and there was still room for more. They hauled in a fat, rosy-cheeked wo­man. She was dressed in red cot­ton, in a poin­ted, beaded he­ad­dress and thick leath­er shoes; she was crack­ing nuts and laugh­ing. The crowd round them was laugh­ing too and in­deed, how could they help laugh­ing? That wretched nag was to drag all the cart­load of them at a gal­lop! Two young fel­lows in the cart were just get­ting whips ready to help Mikolka. With the cry of “now,” the mare tugged with all her might, but far from gal­lop­ing, could scarcely move for­ward; she struggled with her legs, gasp­ing and shrink­ing from the blows of the three whips which were showered upon her like hail. The laughter in the cart and in the crowd was re­doubled, but Mikolka flew in­to a rage and furi­ously thrashed the mare, as though he sup­posed she really could gal­lop.

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

			“Get in, all get in,” cried Mikolka, “she will draw you all. I’ll beat her to death!” And he thrashed and thrashed at the mare, be­side him­self with fury.

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

			“Come along, come along!” said his fath­er. “They are drunk­en and fool­ish, they are in fun; come away, don’t look!” and he tried to draw him away, but he tore him­self away from his hand, and, be­side him­self with hor­ror, ran to the horse. The poor beast was in a bad way. She was gasp­ing, stand­ing still, then tug­ging again and al­most fall­ing.

			“Beat her to death,” cried Mikolka, “it’s come to that. I’ll do for her!”

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

			“Did any­one ever see the like? A wretched nag like that pulling such a cart­load,” said an­oth­er.

			“You’ll kill her,” shouted the third.

			“Don’t meddle! It’s my prop­erty, I’ll do what I choose. Get in, more of you! Get in, all of you! I will have her go at a gal­lop! …”

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

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

			“Hit her in the face, in the eyes, in the eyes,” cried Mikolka.

			“Give us a song, mates,” shouted someone in the cart and every­one in the cart joined in a ri­ot­ous song, jingling a tam­bour­ine and whist­ling. The wo­man went on crack­ing nuts and laugh­ing.

			… He ran be­side the mare, ran in front of her, saw her be­ing whipped across the eyes, right in the eyes! He was cry­ing, he felt chok­ing, his tears were stream­ing. One of the men gave him a cut with the whip across the face, he did not feel it. Wringing his hands and scream­ing, he rushed up to the grey-headed old man with the grey beard, who was shak­ing his head in dis­ap­prov­al. One wo­man seized him by the hand and would have taken him away, but he tore him­self from her and ran back to the mare. She was al­most at the last gasp, but began kick­ing once more.

			“I’ll teach you to kick,” Mikolka shouted fe­ro­ciously. He threw down the whip, bent for­ward and picked up from the bot­tom of the cart a long, thick shaft, he took hold of one end with both hands and with an ef­fort bran­dished it over the mare.

			“He’ll crush her,” was shouted round him. “He’ll kill her!”

			“It’s my prop­erty,” shouted Mikolka and brought the shaft down with a swinging blow. There was a sound of a heavy thud.

			“Thrash her, thrash her! Why have you stopped?” shouted voices in the crowd.

			And Mikolka swung the shaft a second time and it fell a second time on the spine of the luck­less mare. She sank back on her haunches, but lurched for­ward and tugged for­ward with all her force, tugged first on one side and then on the oth­er, try­ing to move the cart. But the six whips were at­tack­ing her in all dir­ec­tions, and the shaft was raised again and fell upon her a third time, then a fourth, with heavy meas­ured blows. Mikolka was in a fury that he could not kill her at one blow.

			“She’s a tough one,” was shouted in the crowd.

			“She’ll fall in a minute, mates, there will soon be an end of her,” said an ad­mir­ing spec­tat­or in the crowd.

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

			“I’ll show you! Stand off,” Mikolka screamed frantic­ally; he threw down the shaft, stooped down in the cart and picked up an iron crow­bar. “Look out,” he shouted, and with all his might he dealt a stun­ning blow at the poor mare. The blow fell; the mare staggered, sank back, tried to pull, but the bar fell again with a swinging blow on her back and she fell on the ground like a log.

			“Fin­ish her off,” shouted Mikolka and he leapt be­side him­self, out of the cart. Sev­er­al young men, also flushed with drink, seized any­thing they could come across—whips, sticks, poles, and ran to the dy­ing mare. Mikolka stood on one side and began deal­ing ran­dom blows with the crow­bar. The mare stretched out her head, drew a long breath and died.

			“You butchered her,” someone shouted in the crowd.

			“Why wouldn’t she gal­lop then?”

			“My prop­erty!” shouted Mikolka, with blood­shot eyes, bran­dish­ing the bar in his hands. He stood as though re­gret­ting that he had noth­ing more to beat.

			“No mis­take about it, you are not a Chris­ti­an,” many voices were shout­ing in the crowd.

			But the poor boy, be­side him­self, made his way, scream­ing, through the crowd to the sor­rel nag, put his arms round her bleed­ing dead head and kissed it, kissed the eyes and kissed the lips. … Then he jumped up and flew in a frenzy with his little fists out at Mikolka. At that in­stant his fath­er, who had been run­ning after him, snatched him up and car­ried him out of the crowd.

			“Come along, come! Let us go home,” he said to him.

			“Fath­er! Why did they … kill … the poor horse!” he sobbed, but his voice broke and the words came in shrieks from his pant­ing chest.

			“They are drunk. … They are bru­tal … it’s not our busi­ness!” said his fath­er. He put his arms round his fath­er but he felt choked, choked. He tried to draw a breath, to cry out—and woke up.

			He waked up, gasp­ing for breath, his hair soaked with per­spir­a­tion, and stood up in ter­ror.

			“Thank God, that was only a dream,” he said, sit­ting down un­der a tree and draw­ing deep breaths. “But what is it? Is it some fever com­ing on? Such a hideous dream!”

			He felt ut­terly broken: dark­ness and con­fu­sion were in his soul. He res­ted his el­bows on his knees and leaned his head on his hands.

			“Good God!” he cried, “can it be, can it be, that I shall really take an axe, that I shall strike her on the head, split her skull open … that I shall tread in the sticky warm blood, break the lock, steal and tremble; hide, all spattered in the blood … with the axe. … Good God, can it be?”

			He was shak­ing like a leaf as he said this.

			“But why am I go­ing on like this?” he con­tin­ued, sit­ting up again, as it were in pro­found amazement. “I knew that I could nev­er bring my­self to it, so what have I been tor­tur­ing my­self for till now? Yes­ter­day, yes­ter­day, when I went to make that … ex­per­i­ment, yes­ter­day I real­ised com­pletely that I could nev­er bear to do it. … Why am I go­ing over it again, then? Why am I hes­it­at­ing? As I came down the stairs yes­ter­day, I said my­self that it was base, loath­some, vile, vile … the very thought of it made me feel sick and filled me with hor­ror.

			“No, I couldn’t do it, I couldn’t do it! Gran­ted, gran­ted that there is no flaw in all that reas­on­ing, that all that I have con­cluded this last month is clear as day, true as arith­met­ic. … My God! Any­way I couldn’t bring my­self to it! I couldn’t do it, I couldn’t do it! Why, why then am I still … ?”

			He rose to his feet, looked round in won­der as though sur­prised at find­ing him­self in this place, and went to­wards the bridge. He was pale, his eyes glowed, he was ex­hausted in every limb, but he seemed sud­denly to breathe more eas­ily. He felt he had cast off that fear­ful bur­den that had so long been weigh­ing upon him, and all at once there was a sense of re­lief and peace in his soul. “Lord,” he prayed, “show me my path—I re­nounce that ac­cursed … dream of mine.”

			Cross­ing the bridge, he gazed quietly and calmly at the Neva, at the glow­ing red sun set­ting in the glow­ing sky. In spite of his weak­ness he was not con­scious of fa­tigue. It was as though an abs­cess that had been form­ing for a month past in his heart had sud­denly broken. Free­dom, free­dom! He was free from that spell, that sor­cery, that ob­ses­sion!

			Later on, when he re­called that time and all that happened to him dur­ing those days, minute by minute, point by point, he was su­per­sti­tiously im­pressed by one cir­cum­stance, which, though in it­self not very ex­cep­tion­al, al­ways seemed to him af­ter­wards the pre­destined turn­ing-point of his fate. He could nev­er un­der­stand and ex­plain to him­self why, when he was tired and worn out, when it would have been more con­veni­ent for him to go home by the shortest and most dir­ect way, he had re­turned by the Hay Mar­ket where he had no need to go. It was ob­vi­ously and quite un­ne­ces­sar­ily out of his way, though not much so. It is true that it happened to him dozens of times to re­turn home without no­ti­cing what streets he passed through. But why, he was al­ways ask­ing him­self, why had such an im­port­ant, such a de­cis­ive and at the same time such an ab­so­lutely chance meet­ing happened in the Hay Mar­ket (where he had moreover no reas­on to go) at the very hour, the very minute of his life when he was just in the very mood and in the very cir­cum­stances in which that meet­ing was able to ex­ert the gravest and most de­cis­ive in­flu­ence on his whole des­tiny? As though it had been ly­ing in wait for him on pur­pose!

			It was about nine o’clock when he crossed the Hay Mar­ket. At the tables and the bar­rows, at the booths and the shops, all the mar­ket people were clos­ing their es­tab­lish­ments or clear­ing away and pack­ing up their wares and, like their cus­tom­ers, were go­ing home. Rag pick­ers and cost­er­mon­gers of all kinds were crowding round the tav­erns in the dirty and stink­ing court­yards of the Hay Mar­ket. Raskolnikov par­tic­u­larly liked this place and the neigh­bour­ing al­leys, when he wandered aim­lessly in the streets. Here his rags did not at­tract con­temp­tu­ous at­ten­tion, and one could walk about in any at­tire without scan­dal­ising people. At the corner of an al­ley a huck­ster and his wife had two tables set out with tapes, thread, cot­ton handker­chiefs, etc. They, too, had got up to go home, but were linger­ing in con­ver­sa­tion with a friend, who had just come up to them. This friend was Liza­veta Ivan­ovna, or, as every­one called her, Liza­veta, the young­er sis­ter of the old pawn­broker, Alyona Ivan­ovna, whom Raskolnikov had vis­ited the pre­vi­ous day to pawn his watch and make his ex­per­i­ment. … He already knew all about Liza­veta and she knew him a little too. She was a single wo­man of about thirty-five, tall, clumsy, tim­id, sub­missive and al­most idi­ot­ic. She was a com­plete slave and went in fear and trem­bling of her sis­ter, who made her work day and night, and even beat her. She was stand­ing with a bundle be­fore the huck­ster and his wife, listen­ing earn­estly and doubt­fully. They were talk­ing of some­thing with spe­cial warmth. The mo­ment Raskolnikov caught sight of her, he was over­come by a strange sen­sa­tion as it were of in­tense as­ton­ish­ment, though there was noth­ing as­ton­ish­ing about this meet­ing.

			“You could make up your mind for your­self, Liza­veta Ivan­ovna,” the huck­ster was say­ing aloud. “Come round to­mor­row about sev­en. They will be here too.”

			“To­mor­row?” said Liza­veta slowly and thought­fully, as though un­able to make up her mind.

			“Upon my word, what a fright you are in of Alyona Ivan­ovna,” gabbled the huck­ster’s wife, a lively little wo­man. “I look at you, you are like some little babe. And she is not your own sis­ter either—noth­ing but a step­sister and what a hand she keeps over you!”

			“But this time don’t say a word to Alyona Ivan­ovna,” her hus­band in­ter­rup­ted; “that’s my ad­vice, but come round to us without ask­ing. It will be worth your while. Later on your sis­ter her­self may have a no­tion.”

			“Am I to come?”

			“About sev­en o’clock to­mor­row. And they will be here. You will be able to de­cide for your­self.”

			“And we’ll have a cup of tea,” ad­ded his wife.

			“All right, I’ll come,” said Liza­veta, still pon­der­ing, and she began slowly mov­ing away.

			Raskolnikov had just passed and heard no more. He passed softly, un­noticed, try­ing not to miss a word. His first amazement was fol­lowed by a thrill of hor­ror, like a shiver run­ning down his spine. He had learnt, he had sud­denly quite un­ex­pec­tedly learnt, that the next day at sev­en o’clock Liza­veta, the old wo­man’s sis­ter and only com­pan­ion, would be away from home and that there­fore at sev­en o’clock pre­cisely the old wo­man would be left alone.

			He was only a few steps from his lodging. He went in like a man con­demned to death. He thought of noth­ing and was in­cap­able of think­ing; but he felt sud­denly in his whole be­ing that he had no more free­dom of thought, no will, and that everything was sud­denly and ir­re­voc­ably de­cided.

			Cer­tainly, if he had to wait whole years for a suit­able op­por­tun­ity, he could not reck­on on a more cer­tain step to­wards the suc­cess of the plan than that which had just presen­ted it­self. In any case, it would have been dif­fi­cult to find out be­fore­hand and with cer­tainty, with great­er ex­act­ness and less risk, and without dan­ger­ous in­quir­ies and in­vest­ig­a­tions, that next day at a cer­tain time an old wo­man, on whose life an at­tempt was con­tem­plated, would be at home and en­tirely alone.

		
	
		
			VI

			Later on Raskolnikov happened to find out why the huck­ster and his wife had in­vited Liza­veta. It was a very or­din­ary mat­ter and there was noth­ing ex­cep­tion­al about it. A fam­ily who had come to the town and been re­duced to poverty were selling their house­hold goods and clothes, all wo­men’s things. As the things would have fetched little in the mar­ket, they were look­ing for a deal­er. This was Liza­veta’s busi­ness. She un­der­took such jobs and was fre­quently em­ployed, as she was very hon­est and al­ways fixed a fair price and stuck to it. She spoke as a rule little and, as we have said already, she was very sub­missive and tim­id.

			But Raskolnikov had be­come su­per­sti­tious of late. The traces of su­per­sti­tion re­mained in him long after, and were al­most in­erad­ic­able. And in all this he was al­ways af­ter­wards dis­posed to see some­thing strange and mys­ter­i­ous, as it were, the pres­ence of some pe­cu­li­ar in­flu­ences and co­in­cid­ences. In the pre­vi­ous winter a stu­dent he knew called Pokorev, who had left for Harkov, had chanced in con­ver­sa­tion to give him the ad­dress of Alyona Ivan­ovna, the old pawn­broker, in case he might want to pawn any­thing. For a long while he did not go to her, for he had les­sons and man­aged to get along some­how. Six weeks ago he had re­membered the ad­dress; he had two art­icles that could be pawned: his fath­er’s old sil­ver watch and a little gold ring with three red stones, a present from his sis­ter at part­ing. He de­cided to take the ring. When he found the old wo­man he had felt an in­sur­mount­able re­pul­sion for her at the first glance, though he knew noth­ing spe­cial about her. He got two roubles from her and went in­to a miser­able little tav­ern on his way home. He asked for tea, sat down and sank in­to deep thought. A strange idea was peck­ing at his brain like a chick­en in the egg, and very, very much ab­sorbed him.

			Al­most be­side him at the next table there was sit­ting a stu­dent, whom he did not know and had nev­er seen, and with him a young of­ficer. They had played a game of bil­liards and began drink­ing tea. All at once he heard the stu­dent men­tion to the of­ficer the pawn­broker Alyona Ivan­ovna and give him her ad­dress. This of it­self seemed strange to Raskolnikov; he had just come from her and here at once he heard her name. Of course it was a chance, but he could not shake off a very ex­traordin­ary im­pres­sion, and here someone seemed to be speak­ing ex­pressly for him; the stu­dent began telling his friend vari­ous de­tails about Alyona Ivan­ovna.

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

			And he began de­scrib­ing how spite­ful and un­cer­tain she was, how if you were only a day late with your in­terest the pledge was lost; how she gave a quarter of the value of an art­icle and took five and even sev­en per­cent a month on it and so on. The stu­dent chattered on, say­ing that she had a sis­ter Liza­veta, whom the wretched little creature was con­tinu­ally beat­ing, and kept in com­plete bond­age like a small child, though Liza­veta was at least six feet high.

			“There’s a phe­nomen­on for you,” cried the stu­dent and he laughed.

			They began talk­ing about Liza­veta. The stu­dent spoke about her with a pe­cu­li­ar rel­ish and was con­tinu­ally laugh­ing and the of­ficer listened with great in­terest and asked him to send Liza­veta to do some mend­ing for him. Raskolnikov did not miss a word and learned everything about her. Liza­veta was young­er than the old wo­man and was her half-sis­ter, be­ing the child of a dif­fer­ent moth­er. She was thirty-five. She worked day and night for her sis­ter, and be­sides do­ing the cook­ing and the wash­ing, she did sew­ing and worked as a char­wo­man and gave her sis­ter all she earned. She did not dare to ac­cept an or­der or job of any kind without her sis­ter’s per­mis­sion. The old wo­man had already made her will, and Liza­veta knew of it, and by this will she would not get a farth­ing; noth­ing but the mov­ables, chairs and so on; all the money was left to a mon­as­tery in the province of N——, that pray­ers might be said for her in per­petu­ity. Liza­veta was of lower rank than her sis­ter, un­mar­ried and aw­fully un­couth in ap­pear­ance, re­mark­ably tall with long feet that looked as if they were bent out­wards. She al­ways wore battered goat­skin shoes, and was clean in her per­son. What the stu­dent ex­pressed most sur­prise and amuse­ment about was the fact that Liza­veta was con­tinu­ally with child.

			“But you say she is hideous?” ob­served the of­ficer.

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

			“You seem to find her at­tract­ive your­self,” laughed the of­ficer.

			“From her queer­ness. No, I’ll tell you what. I could kill that damned old wo­man and make off with her money, I as­sure you, without the faintest con­science-prick,” the stu­dent ad­ded with warmth. The of­ficer laughed again while Raskolnikov shuddered. How strange it was!

			“Listen, I want to ask you a ser­i­ous ques­tion,” the stu­dent said hotly. “I was jok­ing of course, but look here; on one side we have a stu­pid, sense­less, worth­less, spite­ful, ail­ing, hor­rid old wo­man, not simply use­less but do­ing ac­tu­al mis­chief, who has not an idea what she is liv­ing for her­self, and who will die in a day or two in any case. You un­der­stand? You un­der­stand?”

			“Yes, yes, I un­der­stand,” answered the of­ficer, watch­ing his ex­cited com­pan­ion at­tent­ively.

			“Well, listen then. On the oth­er side, fresh young lives thrown away for want of help and by thou­sands, on every side! A hun­dred thou­sand good deeds could be done and helped, on that old wo­man’s money which will be bur­ied in a mon­as­tery! Hun­dreds, thou­sands per­haps, might be set on the right path; dozens of fam­il­ies saved from des­ti­tu­tion, from ru­in, from vice, from the Lock hos­pit­als—and all with her money. Kill her, take her money and with the help of it de­vote one­self to the ser­vice of hu­man­ity and the good of all. What do you think, would not one tiny crime be wiped out by thou­sands of good deeds? For one life thou­sands would be saved from cor­rup­tion and de­cay. One death, and a hun­dred lives in ex­change—it’s simple arith­met­ic! Be­sides, what value has the life of that sickly, stu­pid, ill-natured old wo­man in the bal­ance of ex­ist­ence! No more than the life of a louse, of a black-beetle, less in fact be­cause the old wo­man is do­ing harm. She is wear­ing out the lives of oth­ers; the oth­er day she bit Liza­veta’s fin­ger out of spite; it al­most had to be am­pu­tated.”

			“Of course she does not de­serve to live,” re­marked the of­ficer, “but there it is, it’s nature.”

			“Oh, well, broth­er, but we have to cor­rect and dir­ect nature, and, but for that, we should drown in an ocean of pre­ju­dice. But for that, there would nev­er have been a single great man. They talk of duty, con­science—I don’t want to say any­thing against duty and con­science;—but the point is, what do we mean by them? Stay, I have an­oth­er ques­tion to ask you. Listen!”

			“No, you stay, I’ll ask you a ques­tion. Listen!”

			“Well?”

			“You are talk­ing and speech­i­fy­ing away, but tell me, would you kill the old wo­man your­self?”

			“Of course not! I was only ar­guing the justice of it. … It’s noth­ing to do with me. …”

			“But I think, if you would not do it your­self, there’s no justice about it. … Let us have an­oth­er game.”

			Raskolnikov was vi­ol­ently agit­ated. Of course, it was all or­din­ary youth­ful talk and thought, such as he had of­ten heard be­fore in dif­fer­ent forms and on dif­fer­ent themes. But why had he happened to hear such a dis­cus­sion and such ideas at the very mo­ment when his own brain was just con­ceiv­ing … the very same ideas? And why, just at the mo­ment when he had brought away the em­bryo of his idea from the old wo­man had he dropped at once upon a con­ver­sa­tion about her? This co­in­cid­ence al­ways seemed strange to him. This trivi­al talk in a tav­ern had an im­mense in­flu­ence on him in his later ac­tion; as though there had really been in it some­thing pre­or­dained, some guid­ing hint. …

			

			On re­turn­ing from the Hay Mar­ket he flung him­self on the sofa and sat for a whole hour without stir­ring. Mean­while it got dark; he had no candle and, in­deed, it did not oc­cur to him to light up. He could nev­er re­col­lect wheth­er he had been think­ing about any­thing at that time. At last he was con­scious of his former fever and shiv­er­ing, and he real­ised with re­lief that he could lie down on the sofa. Soon heavy, leaden sleep came over him, as it were crush­ing him.

			He slept an ex­traordin­ar­ily long time and without dream­ing. Nastasya, com­ing in­to his room at ten o’clock the next morn­ing, had dif­fi­culty in rous­ing him. She brought him in tea and bread. The tea was again the second brew and again in her own teapot.

			“My good­ness, how he sleeps!” she cried in­dig­nantly. “And he is al­ways asleep.”

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

			“Go­ing to sleep again,” cried Nastasya. “Are you ill, eh?”

			He made no reply.

			“Do you want some tea?”

			“Af­ter­wards,” he said with an ef­fort, clos­ing his eyes again and turn­ing to the wall.

			Nastasya stood over him.

			“Per­haps he really is ill,” she said, turned and went out. She came in again at two o’clock with soup. He was ly­ing as be­fore. The tea stood un­touched. Nastasya felt pos­it­ively of­fen­ded and began wrath­fully rous­ing him.

			“Why are you ly­ing like a log?” she shouted, look­ing at him with re­pul­sion.

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

			“Are you ill or not?” asked Nastasya and again re­ceived no an­swer. “You’d bet­ter go out and get a breath of air,” she said after a pause. “Will you eat it or not?”

			“Af­ter­wards,” he said weakly. “You can go.”

			And he mo­tioned her out.

			She re­mained a little longer, looked at him with com­pas­sion and went out.

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

			He ate a little, three or four spoon­fuls, without ap­pet­ite, as it were mech­an­ic­ally. His head ached less. After his meal he stretched him­self on the sofa again, but now he could not sleep; he lay without stir­ring, with his face in the pil­low. He was haunted by day­dreams and such strange day­dreams; in one, that kept re­cur­ring, he fan­cied that he was in Africa, in Egypt, in some sort of oas­is. The cara­van was rest­ing, the camels were peace­fully ly­ing down; the palms stood all around in a com­plete circle; all the party were at din­ner. But he was drink­ing wa­ter from a spring which flowed gurg­ling close by. And it was so cool, it was won­der­ful, won­der­ful, blue, cold wa­ter run­ning among the par­ti­col­oured stones and over the clean sand which glistened here and there like gold. … Sud­denly he heard a clock strike. He star­ted, roused him­self, raised his head, looked out of the win­dow, and see­ing how late it was, sud­denly jumped up wide awake as though someone had pulled him off the sofa. He crept on tip­toe to the door, stealth­ily opened it and began listen­ing on the stair­case. His heart beat ter­ribly. But all was quiet on the stairs as if every­one was asleep. … It seemed to him strange and mon­strous that he could have slept in such for­get­ful­ness from the pre­vi­ous day and had done noth­ing, had pre­pared noth­ing yet. … And mean­while per­haps it had struck six. And his drowsi­ness and stu­pefac­tion were fol­lowed by an ex­traordin­ary, fe­ver­ish, as it were dis­trac­ted haste. But the pre­par­a­tions to be made were few. He con­cen­trated all his en­er­gies on think­ing of everything and for­get­ting noth­ing; and his heart kept beat­ing and thump­ing so that he could hardly breathe. First he had to make a noose and sew it in­to his over­coat—a work of a mo­ment. He rum­maged un­der his pil­low and picked out amongst the lin­en stuffed away un­der it, a worn out, old un­washed shirt. From its rags he tore a long strip, a couple of inches wide and about six­teen inches long. He fol­ded this strip in two, took off his wide, strong sum­mer over­coat of some stout cot­ton ma­ter­i­al (his only out­er gar­ment) and began sew­ing the two ends of the rag on the in­side, un­der the left arm­hole. His hands shook as he sewed, but he did it suc­cess­fully so that noth­ing showed out­side when he put the coat on again. The needle and thread he had got ready long be­fore and they lay on his table in a piece of pa­per. As for the noose, it was a very in­geni­ous device of his own; the noose was in­ten­ded for the axe. It was im­possible for him to carry the axe through the street in his hands. And if hid­den un­der his coat he would still have had to sup­port it with his hand, which would have been no­tice­able. Now he had only to put the head of the axe in the noose, and it would hang quietly un­der his arm on the in­side. Put­ting his hand in his coat pock­et, he could hold the end of the handle all the way, so that it did not swing; and as the coat was very full, a reg­u­lar sack in fact, it could not be seen from out­side that he was hold­ing some­thing with the hand that was in the pock­et. This noose, too, he had de­signed a fort­night be­fore.

			When he had fin­ished with this, he thrust his hand in­to a little open­ing between his sofa and the floor, fumbled in the left corner and drew out the pledge, which he had got ready long be­fore and hid­den there. This pledge was, how­ever, only a smoothly planed piece of wood the size and thick­ness of a sil­ver ci­gar­ette case. He picked up this piece of wood in one of his wan­der­ings in a court­yard where there was some sort of a work­shop. Af­ter­wards he had ad­ded to the wood a thin smooth piece of iron, which he had also picked up at the same time in the street. Put­ting the iron which was a little the smal­ler on the piece of wood, he fastened them very firmly, cross­ing and re-cross­ing the thread round them; then wrapped them care­fully and dain­tily in clean white pa­per and tied up the par­cel so that it would be very dif­fi­cult to un­tie it. This was in or­der to di­vert the at­ten­tion of the old wo­man for a time, while she was try­ing to undo the knot, and so to gain a mo­ment. The iron strip was ad­ded to give weight, so that the wo­man might not guess the first minute that the “thing” was made of wood. All this had been stored by him be­fore­hand un­der the sofa. He had only just got the pledge out when he heard someone sud­denly about in the yard.

			“It struck six long ago.”

			“Long ago! My God!”

			He rushed to the door, listened, caught up his hat and began to des­cend his thir­teen steps cau­tiously, noise­lessly, like a cat. He had still the most im­port­ant thing to do—to steal the axe from the kit­chen. That the deed must be done with an axe he had de­cided long ago. He had also a pock­et prun­ing-knife, but he could not rely on the knife and still less on his own strength, and so re­solved fi­nally on the axe. We may note in passing, one pe­cu­li­ar­ity in re­gard to all the fi­nal res­ol­u­tions taken by him in the mat­ter; they had one strange char­ac­ter­ist­ic: the more fi­nal they were, the more hideous and the more ab­surd they at once be­came in his eyes. In spite of all his ag­on­ising in­ward struggle, he nev­er for a single in­stant all that time could be­lieve in the car­ry­ing out of his plans.

			And, in­deed, if it had ever happened that everything to the least point could have been con­sidered and fi­nally settled, and no un­cer­tainty of any kind had re­mained, he would, it seems, have re­nounced it all as some­thing ab­surd, mon­strous and im­possible. But a whole mass of un­settled points and un­cer­tain­ties re­mained. As for get­ting the axe, that tri­fling busi­ness cost him no anxi­ety, for noth­ing could be easi­er. Nastasya was con­tinu­ally out of the house, es­pe­cially in the even­ings; she would run in to the neigh­bours or to a shop, and al­ways left the door ajar. It was the one thing the land­lady was al­ways scold­ing her about. And so, when the time came, he would only have to go quietly in­to the kit­chen and to take the axe, and an hour later (when everything was over) go in and put it back again. But these were doubt­ful points. Sup­pos­ing he re­turned an hour later to put it back, and Nastasya had come back and was on the spot. He would of course have to go by and wait till she went out again. But sup­pos­ing she were in the mean­time to miss the axe, look for it, make an out­cry—that would mean sus­pi­cion or at least grounds for sus­pi­cion.

			But those were all trifles which he had not even be­gun to con­sider, and in­deed he had no time. He was think­ing of the chief point, and put off tri­fling de­tails, un­til he could be­lieve in it all. But that seemed ut­terly un­at­tain­able. So it seemed to him­self at least. He could not ima­gine, for in­stance, that he would some­time leave off think­ing, get up and simply go there. … Even his late ex­per­i­ment (i.e. his vis­it with the ob­ject of a fi­nal sur­vey of the place) was simply an at­tempt at an ex­per­i­ment, far from be­ing the real thing, as though one should say “come, let us go and try it—why dream about it!”—and at once he had broken down and had run away curs­ing, in a frenzy with him­self. Mean­while it would seem, as re­gards the mor­al ques­tion, that his ana­lys­is was com­plete; his ca­su­istry had be­come keen as a razor, and he could not find ra­tion­al ob­jec­tions in him­self. But in the last re­sort he simply ceased to be­lieve in him­self, and dog­gedly, slav­ishly sought ar­gu­ments in all dir­ec­tions, fum­bling for them, as though someone were for­cing and draw­ing him to it.

			At first—long be­fore in­deed—he had been much oc­cu­pied with one ques­tion; why al­most all crimes are so badly con­cealed and so eas­ily de­tec­ted, and why al­most all crim­in­als leave such ob­vi­ous traces? He had come gradu­ally to many dif­fer­ent and curi­ous con­clu­sions, and in his opin­ion the chief reas­on lay not so much in the ma­ter­i­al im­possib­il­ity of con­ceal­ing the crime, as in the crim­in­al him­self. Al­most every crim­in­al is sub­ject to a fail­ure of will and reas­on­ing power by a child­ish and phe­nom­en­al heed­less­ness, at the very in­stant when prudence and cau­tion are most es­sen­tial. It was his con­vic­tion that this ec­lipse of reas­on and fail­ure of will power at­tacked a man like a dis­ease, de­veloped gradu­ally and reached its highest point just be­fore the per­pet­ra­tion of the crime, con­tin­ued with equal vi­ol­ence at the mo­ment of the crime and for longer or short­er time after, ac­cord­ing to the in­di­vidu­al case, and then passed off like any oth­er dis­ease. The ques­tion wheth­er the dis­ease gives rise to the crime, or wheth­er the crime from its own pe­cu­li­ar nature is al­ways ac­com­pan­ied by some­thing of the nature of dis­ease, he did not yet feel able to de­cide.

			When he reached these con­clu­sions, he de­cided that in his own case there could not be such a mor­bid re­ac­tion, that his reas­on and will would re­main un­im­paired at the time of car­ry­ing out his design, for the simple reas­on that his design was “not a crime. …” We will omit all the pro­cess by means of which he ar­rived at this last con­clu­sion; we have run too far ahead already. … We may add only that the prac­tic­al, purely ma­ter­i­al dif­fi­culties of the af­fair oc­cu­pied a sec­ond­ary po­s­i­tion in his mind. “One has but to keep all one’s will­power and reas­on to deal with them, and they will all be over­come at the time when once one has fa­mil­i­ar­ised one­self with the minutest de­tails of the busi­ness. …” But this pre­par­a­tion had nev­er been be­gun. His fi­nal de­cisions were what he came to trust least, and when the hour struck, it all came to pass quite dif­fer­ently, as it were ac­ci­dent­ally and un­ex­pec­tedly.

			One tri­fling cir­cum­stance up­set his cal­cu­la­tions, be­fore he had even left the stair­case. When he reached the land­lady’s kit­chen, the door of which was open as usu­al, he glanced cau­tiously in to see wheth­er, in Nastasya’s ab­sence, the land­lady her­self was there, or if not, wheth­er the door to her own room was closed, so that she might not peep out when he went in for the axe. But what was his amazement when he sud­denly saw that Nastasya was not only at home in the kit­chen, but was oc­cu­pied there, tak­ing lin­en out of a bas­ket and hanging it on a line. See­ing him, she left off hanging the clothes, turned to him and stared at him all the time he was passing. He turned away his eyes, and walked past as though he no­ticed noth­ing. But it was the end of everything; he had not the axe! He was over­whelmed.

			“What made me think,” he re­flec­ted, as he went un­der the gate­way, “what made me think that she would be sure not to be at home at that mo­ment! Why, why, why did I as­sume this so cer­tainly?”

			He was crushed and even hu­mi­li­ated. He could have laughed at him­self in his an­ger. … A dull an­im­al rage boiled with­in him.

			He stood hes­it­at­ing in the gate­way. To go in­to the street, to go a walk for ap­pear­ance’ sake was re­volt­ing; to go back to his room, even more re­volt­ing. “And what a chance I have lost for ever!” he muttered, stand­ing aim­lessly in the gate­way, just op­pos­ite the port­er’s little dark room, which was also open. Sud­denly he star­ted. From the port­er’s room, two paces away from him, some­thing shin­ing un­der the bench to the right caught his eye. … He looked about him—nobody. He ap­proached the room on tip­toe, went down two steps in­to it and in a faint voice called the port­er. “Yes, not at home! Some­where near though, in the yard, for the door is wide open.” He dashed to the axe (it was an axe) and pulled it out from un­der the bench, where it lay between two chunks of wood; at once, be­fore go­ing out, he made it fast in the noose, he thrust both hands in­to his pock­ets and went out of the room; no one had no­ticed him! “When reas­on fails, the dev­il helps!” he thought with a strange grin. This chance raised his spir­its ex­traordin­ar­ily.

			He walked along quietly and sed­ately, without hurry, to avoid awaken­ing sus­pi­cion. He scarcely looked at the pass­ersby, tried to es­cape look­ing at their faces at all, and to be as little no­tice­able as pos­sible. Sud­denly he thought of his hat. “Good heav­ens! I had the money the day be­fore yes­ter­day and did not get a cap to wear in­stead!” A curse rose from the bot­tom of his soul.

			Glan­cing out of the corner of his eye in­to a shop, he saw by a clock on the wall that it was ten minutes past sev­en. He had to make haste and at the same time to go some­way round, so as to ap­proach the house from the oth­er side. …

			When he had happened to ima­gine all this be­fore­hand, he had some­times thought that he would be very much afraid. But he was not very much afraid now, was not afraid at all, in­deed. His mind was even oc­cu­pied by ir­rel­ev­ant mat­ters, but by noth­ing for long. As he passed the Yusupov garden, he was deeply ab­sorbed in con­sid­er­ing the build­ing of great foun­tains, and of their re­fresh­ing ef­fect on the at­mo­sphere in all the squares. By de­grees he passed to the con­vic­tion that if the sum­mer garden were ex­ten­ded to the field of Mars, and per­haps joined to the garden of the Mi­hail­ovsky Palace, it would be a splen­did thing and a great be­ne­fit to the town. Then he was in­ter­ested by the ques­tion why in all great towns men are not simply driv­en by ne­ces­sity, but in some pe­cu­li­ar way in­clined to live in those parts of the town where there are no gar­dens nor foun­tains; where there is most dirt and smell and all sorts of nas­ti­ness. Then his own walks through the Hay Mar­ket came back to his mind, and for a mo­ment he waked up to real­ity. “What non­sense!” he thought, “bet­ter think of noth­ing at all!”

			“So prob­ably men led to ex­e­cu­tion clutch men­tally at every ob­ject that meets them on the way,” flashed through his mind, but simply flashed, like light­ning; he made haste to dis­miss this thought. … And by now he was near; here was the house, here was the gate. Sud­denly a clock some­where struck once. “What! can it be half-past sev­en? Im­possible, it must be fast!”

			Luck­ily for him, everything went well again at the gates. At that very mo­ment, as though ex­pressly for his be­ne­fit, a huge wag­on of hay had just driv­en in at the gate, com­pletely screen­ing him as he passed un­der the gate­way, and the wag­on had scarcely had time to drive through in­to the yard, be­fore he had slipped in a flash to the right. On the oth­er side of the wag­on he could hear shout­ing and quar­rel­ling; but no one no­ticed him and no one met him. Many win­dows look­ing in­to that huge quad­rangu­lar yard were open at that mo­ment, but he did not raise his head—he had not the strength to. The stair­case lead­ing to the old wo­man’s room was close by, just on the right of the gate­way. He was already on the stairs. …

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

			And there was the fourth storey, here was the door, here was the flat op­pos­ite, the empty one. The flat un­der­neath the old wo­man’s was ap­par­ently empty also; the vis­it­ing card nailed on the door had been torn off—they had gone away! … He was out of breath. For one in­stant the thought floated through his mind, “Shall I go back?” But he made no an­swer and began listen­ing at the old wo­man’s door, a dead si­lence. Then he listened again on the stair­case, listened long and in­tently … then looked about him for the last time, pulled him­self to­geth­er, drew him­self up, and once more tried the axe in the noose. “Am I very pale?” he wondered. “Am I not evid­ently agit­ated? She is mis­trust­ful. … Had I bet­ter wait a little longer … till my heart leaves off thump­ing?”

			But his heart did not leave off. On the con­trary, as though to spite him, it throbbed more and more vi­ol­ently. He could stand it no longer, he slowly put out his hand to the bell and rang. Half a minute later he rang again, more loudly.

			No an­swer. To go on ringing was use­less and out of place. The old wo­man was, of course, at home, but she was sus­pi­cious and alone. He had some know­ledge of her habits … and once more he put his ear to the door. Either his senses were pe­cu­li­arly keen (which it is dif­fi­cult to sup­pose), or the sound was really very dis­tinct. Any­way, he sud­denly heard some­thing like the cau­tious touch of a hand on the lock and the rustle of a skirt at the very door. Someone was stand­ing stealth­ily close to the lock and just as he was do­ing on the out­side was secretly listen­ing with­in, and seemed to have her ear to the door. … He moved a little on pur­pose and muttered some­thing aloud that he might not have the ap­pear­ance of hid­ing, then rang a third time, but quietly, soberly, and without im­pa­tience, Re­call­ing it af­ter­wards, that mo­ment stood out in his mind vividly, dis­tinctly, forever; he could not make out how he had had such cun­ning, for his mind was as it were clouded at mo­ments and he was al­most un­con­scious of his body. … An in­stant later he heard the latch un­fastened.

		
	
		
			VII

			The door was as be­fore opened a tiny crack, and again two sharp and sus­pi­cious eyes stared at him out of the dark­ness. Then Raskolnikov lost his head and nearly made a great mis­take.

			Fear­ing the old wo­man would be frightened by their be­ing alone, and not hop­ing that the sight of him would dis­arm her sus­pi­cions, he took hold of the door and drew it to­wards him to pre­vent the old wo­man from at­tempt­ing to shut it again. See­ing this she did not pull the door back, but she did not let go the handle so that he al­most dragged her out with it on to the stairs. See­ing that she was stand­ing in the door­way not al­low­ing him to pass, he ad­vanced straight upon her. She stepped back in alarm, tried to say some­thing, but seemed un­able to speak and stared with open eyes at him.

			“Good even­ing, Alyona Ivan­ovna,” he began, try­ing to speak eas­ily, but his voice would not obey him, it broke and shook. “I have come … I have brought some­thing … but we’d bet­ter come in … to the light. …”

			And leav­ing her, he passed straight in­to the room un­in­vited. The old wo­man ran after him; her tongue was un­loosed.

			“Good heav­ens! What it is? Who is it? What do you want?”

			“Why, Alyona Ivan­ovna, you know me … Raskolnikov … here, I brought you the pledge I prom­ised the oth­er day …” And he held out the pledge.

			The old wo­man glanced for a mo­ment at the pledge, but at once stared in the eyes of her un­in­vited vis­it­or. She looked in­tently, ma­li­ciously and mis­trust­fully. A minute passed; he even fan­cied some­thing like a sneer in her eyes, as though she had already guessed everything. He felt that he was los­ing his head, that he was al­most frightened, so frightened that if she were to look like that and not say a word for an­oth­er half minute, he thought he would have run away from her.

			“Why do you look at me as though you did not know me?” he said sud­denly, also with malice. “Take it if you like, if not I’ll go else­where, I am in a hurry.”

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

			“But why, my good sir, all of a minute. … What is it?” she asked, look­ing at the pledge.

			“The sil­ver ci­gar­ette case; I spoke of it last time, you know.”

			She held out her hand.

			“But how pale you are, to be sure … and your hands are trem­bling too? Have you been bathing, or what?”

			“Fever,” he answered ab­ruptly. “You can’t help get­ting pale … if you’ve noth­ing to eat,” he ad­ded, with dif­fi­culty ar­tic­u­lat­ing the words.

			His strength was fail­ing him again. But his an­swer soun­ded like the truth; the old wo­man took the pledge.

			“What is it?” she asked once more, scan­ning Raskolnikov in­tently, and weigh­ing the pledge in her hand.

			“A thing … ci­gar­ette case. … Sil­ver. … Look at it.”

			“It does not seem some­how like sil­ver. … How he has wrapped it up!”

			Try­ing to un­tie the string and turn­ing to the win­dow, to the light (all her win­dows were shut, in spite of the stifling heat), she left him al­to­geth­er for some seconds and stood with her back to him. He un­buttoned his coat and freed the axe from the noose, but did not yet take it out al­to­geth­er, simply hold­ing it in his right hand un­der the coat. His hands were fear­fully weak, he felt them every mo­ment grow­ing more numb and more wooden. He was afraid he would let the axe slip and fall. … A sud­den gid­di­ness came over him.

			“But what has he tied it up like this for?” the old wo­man cried with vex­a­tion and moved to­wards him.

			He had not a minute more to lose. He pulled the axe quite out, swung it with both arms, scarcely con­scious of him­self, and al­most without ef­fort, al­most mech­an­ic­ally, brought the blunt side down on her head. He seemed not to use his own strength in this. But as soon as he had once brought the axe down, his strength re­turned to him.

			The old wo­man was as al­ways bare­headed. Her thin, light hair, streaked with grey, thickly smeared with grease, was plaited in a rat’s tail and fastened by a broken horn comb which stood out on the nape of her neck. As she was so short, the blow fell on the very top of her skull. She cried out, but very faintly, and sud­denly sank all of a heap on the floor, rais­ing her hands to her head. In one hand she still held “the pledge.” Then he dealt her an­oth­er and an­oth­er blow with the blunt side and on the same spot. The blood gushed as from an over­turned glass, the body fell back. He stepped back, let it fall, and at once bent over her face; she was dead. Her eyes seemed to be start­ing out of their sock­ets, the brow and the whole face were drawn and con­tor­ted con­vuls­ively.

			He laid the axe on the ground near the dead body and felt at once in her pock­et (try­ing to avoid the stream­ing body)—the same right-hand pock­et from which she had taken the key on his last vis­it. He was in full pos­ses­sion of his fac­ulties, free from con­fu­sion or gid­di­ness, but his hands were still trem­bling. He re­membered af­ter­wards that he had been par­tic­u­larly col­lec­ted and care­ful, try­ing all the time not to get smeared with blood. … He pulled out the keys at once, they were all, as be­fore, in one bunch on a steel ring. He ran at once in­to the bed­room with them. It was a very small room with a whole shrine of holy im­ages. Against the oth­er wall stood a big bed, very clean and covered with a silk patch­work wad­ded quilt. Against a third wall was a chest of draw­ers. Strange to say, so soon as he began to fit the keys in­to the chest, so soon as he heard their jingling, a con­vuls­ive shud­der passed over him. He sud­denly felt temp­ted again to give it all up and go away. But that was only for an in­stant; it was too late to go back. He pos­it­ively smiled at him­self, when sud­denly an­oth­er ter­ri­fy­ing idea oc­curred to his mind. He sud­denly fan­cied that the old wo­man might be still alive and might re­cov­er her senses. Leav­ing the keys in the chest, he ran back to the body, snatched up the axe and lif­ted it once more over the old wo­man, but did not bring it down. There was no doubt that she was dead. Bend­ing down and ex­amin­ing her again more closely, he saw clearly that the skull was broken and even battered in on one side. He was about to feel it with his fin­ger, but drew back his hand and in­deed it was evid­ent without that. Mean­while there was a per­fect pool of blood. All at once he no­ticed a string on her neck; he tugged at it, but the string was strong and did not snap and be­sides, it was soaked with blood. He tried to pull it out from the front of the dress, but some­thing held it and pre­ven­ted its com­ing. In his im­pa­tience he raised the axe again to cut the string from above on the body, but did not dare, and with dif­fi­culty, smear­ing his hand and the axe in the blood, after two minutes’ hur­ried ef­fort, he cut the string and took it off without touch­ing the body with the axe; he was not mis­taken—it was a purse. On the string were two crosses, one of Cyprus wood and one of cop­per, and an im­age in sil­ver fili­gree, and with them a small greasy chamois leath­er purse with a steel rim and ring. The purse was stuffed very full; Raskolnikov thrust it in his pock­et without look­ing at it, flung the crosses on the old wo­man’s body and rushed back in­to the bed­room, this time tak­ing the axe with him.

			He was in ter­rible haste, he snatched the keys, and began try­ing them again. But he was un­suc­cess­ful. They would not fit in the locks. It was not so much that his hands were shak­ing, but that he kept mak­ing mis­takes; though he saw for in­stance that a key was not the right one and would not fit, still he tried to put it in. Sud­denly he re­membered and real­ised that the big key with the deep notches, which was hanging there with the small keys could not pos­sibly be­long to the chest of draw­ers (on his last vis­it this had struck him), but to some strong box, and that everything per­haps was hid­den in that box. He left the chest of draw­ers, and at once felt un­der the bed­stead, know­ing that old wo­men usu­ally keep boxes un­der their beds. And so it was; there was a good-sized box un­der the bed, at least a yard in length, with an arched lid covered with red leath­er and stud­ded with steel nails. The notched key fit­ted at once and un­locked it. At the top, un­der a white sheet, was a coat of red bro­cade lined with hare­skin; un­der it was a silk dress, then a shawl and it seemed as though there was noth­ing be­low but clothes. The first thing he did was to wipe his blood­stained hands on the red bro­cade. “It’s red, and on red blood will be less no­tice­able,” the thought passed through his mind; then he sud­denly came to him­self. “Good God, am I go­ing out of my senses?” he thought with ter­ror.

			But no soon­er did he touch the clothes than a gold watch slipped from un­der the fur coat. He made haste to turn them all over. There turned out to be vari­ous art­icles made of gold among the clothes—prob­ably all pledges, un­re­deemed or wait­ing to be re­deemed—brace­lets, chains, ear­rings, pins and such things. Some were in cases, oth­ers simply wrapped in news­pa­per, care­fully and ex­actly fol­ded, and tied round with tape. Without any delay, he began filling up the pock­ets of his trousers and over­coat without ex­amin­ing or un­do­ing the par­cels and cases; but he had not time to take many. …

			He sud­denly heard steps in the room where the old wo­man lay. He stopped short and was still as death. But all was quiet, so it must have been his fancy. All at once he heard dis­tinctly a faint cry, as though someone had uttered a low broken moan. Then again dead si­lence for a minute or two. He sat squat­ting on his heels by the box and waited hold­ing his breath. Sud­denly he jumped up, seized the axe and ran out of the bed­room.

			In the middle of the room stood Liza­veta with a big bundle in her arms. She was gaz­ing in stu­pefac­tion at her murdered sis­ter, white as a sheet and seem­ing not to have the strength to cry out. See­ing him run out of the bed­room, she began faintly quiv­er­ing all over, like a leaf, a shud­der ran down her face; she lif­ted her hand, opened her mouth, but still did not scream. She began slowly back­ing away from him in­to the corner, star­ing in­tently, per­sist­ently at him, but still uttered no sound, as though she could not get breath to scream. He rushed at her with the axe; her mouth twitched piteously, as one sees ba­bies’ mouths, when they be­gin to be frightened, stare in­tently at what fright­ens them and are on the point of scream­ing. And this hap­less Liza­veta was so simple and had been so thor­oughly crushed and scared that she did not even raise a hand to guard her face, though that was the most ne­ces­sary and nat­ur­al ac­tion at the mo­ment, for the axe was raised over her face. She only put up her empty left hand, but not to her face, slowly hold­ing it out be­fore her as though mo­tion­ing him away. The axe fell with the sharp edge just on the skull and split at one blow all the top of the head. She fell heav­ily at once. Raskolnikov com­pletely lost his head, snatch­ing up her bundle, dropped it again and ran in­to the entry.

			Fear gained more and more mas­tery over him, es­pe­cially after this second, quite un­ex­pec­ted murder. He longed to run away from the place as fast as pos­sible. And if at that mo­ment he had been cap­able of see­ing and reas­on­ing more cor­rectly, if he had been able to real­ise all the dif­fi­culties of his po­s­i­tion, the hope­less­ness, the hideous­ness and the ab­surdity of it, if he could have un­der­stood how many obstacles and, per­haps, crimes he had still to over­come or to com­mit, to get out of that place and to make his way home, it is very pos­sible that he would have flung up everything, and would have gone to give him­self up, and not from fear, but from simple hor­ror and loath­ing of what he had done. The feel­ing of loath­ing es­pe­cially surged up with­in him and grew stronger every minute. He would not now have gone to the box or even in­to the room for any­thing in the world.

			But a sort of blank­ness, even dream­i­ness, had be­gun by de­grees to take pos­ses­sion of him; at mo­ments he for­got him­self, or rather, for­got what was of im­port­ance, and caught at trifles. Glan­cing, how­ever, in­to the kit­chen and see­ing a buck­et half full of wa­ter on a bench, he be­thought him of wash­ing his hands and the axe. His hands were sticky with blood. He dropped the axe with the blade in the wa­ter, snatched a piece of soap that lay in a broken sau­cer on the win­dow, and began wash­ing his hands in the buck­et. When they were clean, he took out the axe, washed the blade and spent a long time, about three minutes, wash­ing the wood where there were spots of blood rub­bing them with soap. Then he wiped it all with some lin­en that was hanging to dry on a line in the kit­chen and then he was a long while at­tent­ively ex­amin­ing the axe at the win­dow. There was no trace left on it, only the wood was still damp. He care­fully hung the axe in the noose un­der his coat. Then as far as was pos­sible, in the dim light in the kit­chen, he looked over his over­coat, his trousers and his boots. At the first glance there seemed to be noth­ing but stains on the boots. He wet­ted the rag and rubbed the boots. But he knew he was not look­ing thor­oughly, that there might be some­thing quite no­tice­able that he was over­look­ing. He stood in the middle of the room, lost in thought. Dark ag­on­ising ideas rose in his mind—the idea that he was mad and that at that mo­ment he was in­cap­able of reas­on­ing, of pro­tect­ing him­self, that he ought per­haps to be do­ing some­thing ut­terly dif­fer­ent from what he was now do­ing. “Good God!” he muttered, “I must fly, fly,” and he rushed in­to the entry. But here a shock of ter­ror awaited him such as he had nev­er known be­fore.

			He stood and gazed and could not be­lieve his eyes: the door, the out­er door from the stairs, at which he had not long be­fore waited and rung, was stand­ing un­fastened and at least six inches open. No lock, no bolt, all the time, all that time! The old wo­man had not shut it after him per­haps as a pre­cau­tion. But, good God! Why, he had seen Liza­veta af­ter­wards! And how could he, how could he have failed to re­flect that she must have come in some­how! She could not have come through the wall!

			He dashed to the door and fastened the latch.

			“But no, the wrong thing again! I must get away, get away. …”

			He un­fastened the latch, opened the door and began listen­ing on the stair­case.

			He listened a long time. Some­where far away, it might be in the gate­way, two voices were loudly and shrilly shout­ing, quar­rel­ling and scold­ing. “What are they about?” He waited pa­tiently. At last all was still, as though sud­denly cut off; they had sep­ar­ated. He was mean­ing to go out, but sud­denly, on the floor be­low, a door was nois­ily opened and someone began go­ing down­stairs hum­ming a tune. “How is it they all make such a noise?” flashed through his mind. Once more he closed the door and waited. At last all was still, not a soul stir­ring. He was just tak­ing a step to­wards the stairs when he heard fresh foot­steps.

			The steps soun­ded very far off, at the very bot­tom of the stairs, but he re­membered quite clearly and dis­tinctly that from the first sound he began for some reas­on to sus­pect that this was someone com­ing there, to the fourth floor, to the old wo­man. Why? Were the sounds some­how pe­cu­li­ar, sig­ni­fic­ant? The steps were heavy, even and un­hur­ried. Now he had passed the first floor, now he was mount­ing high­er, it was grow­ing more and more dis­tinct! He could hear his heavy breath­ing. And now the third storey had been reached. Com­ing here! And it seemed to him all at once that he was turned to stone, that it was like a dream in which one is be­ing pur­sued, nearly caught and will be killed, and is rooted to the spot and can­not even move one’s arms.

			At last when the un­known was mount­ing to the fourth floor, he sud­denly star­ted, and suc­ceeded in slip­ping neatly and quickly back in­to the flat and clos­ing the door be­hind him. Then he took the hook and softly, noise­lessly, fixed it in the catch. In­stinct helped him. When he had done this, he crouched hold­ing his breath, by the door. The un­known vis­it­or was by now also at the door. They were now stand­ing op­pos­ite one an­oth­er, as he had just be­fore been stand­ing with the old wo­man, when the door di­vided them and he was listen­ing.

			The vis­it­or panted sev­er­al times. “He must be a big, fat man,” thought Raskolnikov, squeez­ing the axe in his hand. It seemed like a dream in­deed. The vis­it­or took hold of the bell and rang it loudly.

			As soon as the tin bell tinkled, Raskolnikov seemed to be aware of some­thing mov­ing in the room. For some seconds he listened quite ser­i­ously. The un­known rang again, waited and sud­denly tugged vi­ol­ently and im­pa­tiently at the handle of the door. Raskolnikov gazed in hor­ror at the hook shak­ing in its fasten­ing, and in blank ter­ror ex­pec­ted every minute that the fasten­ing would be pulled out. It cer­tainly did seem pos­sible, so vi­ol­ently was he shak­ing it. He was temp­ted to hold the fasten­ing, but he might be aware of it. A gid­di­ness came over him again. “I shall fall down!” flashed through his mind, but the un­known began to speak and he re­covered him­self at once.

			“What’s up? Are they asleep or murdered? D-damn them!” he bawled in a thick voice, “Hey, Alyona Ivan­ovna, old witch! Liza­veta Ivan­ovna, hey, my beauty! open the door! Oh, damn them! Are they asleep or what?”

			And again, en­raged, he tugged with all his might a dozen times at the bell. He must cer­tainly be a man of au­thor­ity and an in­tim­ate ac­quaint­ance.

			At this mo­ment light hur­ried steps were heard not far off, on the stairs. Someone else was ap­proach­ing. Raskolnikov had not heard them at first.

			“You don’t say there’s no one at home,” the new­comer cried in a cheer­ful, ringing voice, ad­dress­ing the first vis­it­or, who still went on pulling the bell. “Good even­ing, Koch.”

			“From his voice he must be quite young,” thought Raskolnikov.

			“Who the dev­il can tell? I’ve al­most broken the lock,” answered Koch. “But how do you come to know me?”

			“Why! The day be­fore yes­ter­day I beat you three times run­ning at bil­liards at Gam­brinus’.”

			“Oh!”

			“So they are not at home? That’s queer. It’s aw­fully stu­pid though. Where could the old wo­man have gone? I’ve come on busi­ness.”

			“Yes; and I have busi­ness with her, too.”

			“Well, what can we do? Go back, I sup­pose, Aie—aie! And I was hop­ing to get some money!” cried the young man.

			“We must give it up, of course, but what did she fix this time for? The old witch fixed the time for me to come her­self. It’s out of my way. And where the dev­il she can have got to, I can’t make out. She sits here from year’s end to year’s end, the old hag; her legs are bad and yet here all of a sud­den she is out for a walk!”

			“Hadn’t we bet­ter ask the port­er?”

			“What?”

			“Where she’s gone and when she’ll be back.”

			“Hm. … Damn it all! … We might ask. … But you know she nev­er does go any­where.”

			And he once more tugged at the door-handle.

			“Damn it all. There’s noth­ing to be done, we must go!”

			“Stay!” cried the young man sud­denly. “Do you see how the door shakes if you pull it?”

			“Well?”

			“That shows it’s not locked, but fastened with the hook! Do you hear how the hook clanks?”

			“Well?”

			“Why, don’t you see? That proves that one of them is at home. If they were all out, they would have locked the door from the out­side with the key and not with the hook from in­side. There, do you hear how the hook is clank­ing? To fasten the hook on the in­side they must be at home, don’t you see. So there they are sit­ting in­side and don’t open the door!”

			“Well! And so they must be!” cried Koch, as­ton­ished. “What are they about in there?” And he began furi­ously shak­ing the door.

			“Stay!” cried the young man again. “Don’t pull at it! There must be some­thing wrong. … Here, you’ve been ringing and pulling at the door and still they don’t open! So either they’ve both fain­ted or …”

			“What?”

			“I tell you what. Let’s go fetch the port­er, let him wake them up.”

			“All right.”

			Both were go­ing down.

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

			“What for?”

			“Well, you’d bet­ter.”

			“All right.”

			“I’m study­ing the law you see! It’s evid­ent, e-vi-dent there’s some­thing wrong here!” the young man cried hotly, and he ran down­stairs.

			Koch re­mained. Once more he softly touched the bell which gave one tinkle, then gently, as though re­flect­ing and look­ing about him, began touch­ing the door-handle pulling it and let­ting it go to make sure once more that it was only fastened by the hook. Then puff­ing and pant­ing he bent down and began look­ing at the key­hole: but the key was in the lock on the in­side and so noth­ing could be seen.

			Raskolnikov stood keep­ing tight hold of the axe. He was in a sort of de­li­ri­um. He was even mak­ing ready to fight when they should come in. While they were knock­ing and talk­ing to­geth­er, the idea sev­er­al times oc­curred to him to end it all at once and shout to them through the door. Now and then he was temp­ted to swear at them, to jeer at them, while they could not open the door! “Only make haste!” was the thought that flashed through his mind.

			“But what the dev­il is he about? …” Time was passing, one minute, and an­oth­er—no one came. Koch began to be rest­less.

			“What the dev­il?” he cried sud­denly and in im­pa­tience desert­ing his sen­try duty, he, too, went down, hur­ry­ing and thump­ing with his heavy boots on the stairs. The steps died away.

			“Good heav­ens! What am I to do?”

			Raskolnikov un­fastened the hook, opened the door—there was no sound. Ab­ruptly, without any thought at all, he went out, clos­ing the door as thor­oughly as he could, and went down­stairs.

			He had gone down three flights when he sud­denly heard a loud voice be­low—where could he go! There was nowhere to hide. He was just go­ing back to the flat.

			“Hey there! Catch the brute!”

			Some­body dashed out of a flat be­low, shout­ing, and rather fell than ran down the stairs, bawl­ing at the top of his voice.

			“Mitka! Mitka! Mitka! Mitka! Mitka! Blast him!”

			The shout ended in a shriek; the last sounds came from the yard; all was still. But at the same in­stant sev­er­al men talk­ing loud and fast began nois­ily mount­ing the stairs. There were three or four of them. He dis­tin­guished the ringing voice of the young man. “Hey!”

			Filled with des­pair he went straight to meet them, feel­ing “come what must!” If they stopped him—all was lost; if they let him pass—all was lost too; they would re­mem­ber him. They were ap­proach­ing; they were only a flight from him—and sud­denly de­liv­er­ance! A few steps from him on the right, there was an empty flat with the door wide open, the flat on the second floor where the paint­ers had been at work, and which, as though for his be­ne­fit, they had just left. It was they, no doubt, who had just run down, shout­ing. The floor had only just been painted, in the middle of the room stood a pail and a broken pot with paint and brushes. In one in­stant he had whisked in at the open door and hid­den be­hind the wall and only in the nick of time; they had already reached the land­ing. Then they turned and went on up to the fourth floor, talk­ing loudly. He waited, went out on tip­toe and ran down the stairs.

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

			He knew, he knew per­fectly well that at that mo­ment they were at the flat, that they were greatly as­ton­ished at find­ing it un­locked, as the door had just been fastened, that by now they were look­ing at the bod­ies, that be­fore an­oth­er minute had passed they would guess and com­pletely real­ise that the mur­der­er had just been there, and had suc­ceeded in hid­ing some­where, slip­ping by them and es­cap­ing. They would guess most likely that he had been in the empty flat, while they were go­ing up­stairs. And mean­while he dared not quick­en his pace much, though the next turn­ing was still nearly a hun­dred yards away. “Should he slip through some gate­way and wait some­where in an un­known street? No, hope­less! Should he fling away the axe? Should he take a cab? Hope­less, hope­less!”

			At last he reached the turn­ing. He turned down it more dead than alive. Here he was half way to safety, and he un­der­stood it; it was less risky be­cause there was a great crowd of people, and he was lost in it like a grain of sand. But all he had suffered had so weakened him that he could scarcely move. Per­spir­a­tion ran down him in drops, his neck was all wet. “My word, he has been go­ing it!” someone shouted at him when he came out on the canal bank.

			He was only dimly con­scious of him­self now, and the farther he went the worse it was. He re­membered how­ever, that on com­ing out on to the canal bank, he was alarmed at find­ing few people there and so be­ing more con­spicu­ous, and he had thought of turn­ing back. Though he was al­most fall­ing from fa­tigue, he went a long way round so as to get home from quite a dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tion.

			He was not fully con­scious when he passed through the gate­way of his house! He was already on the stair­case be­fore he re­col­lec­ted the axe. And yet he had a very grave prob­lem be­fore him, to put it back and to es­cape ob­ser­va­tion as far as pos­sible in do­ing so. He was of course in­cap­able of re­flect­ing that it might per­haps be far bet­ter not to re­store the axe at all, but to drop it later on in some­body’s yard. But it all happened for­tu­nately, the door of the port­er’s room was closed but not locked, so that it seemed most likely that the port­er was at home. But he had so com­pletely lost all power of re­flec­tion that he walked straight to the door and opened it. If the port­er had asked him, “What do you want?” he would per­haps have simply handed him the axe. But again the port­er was not at home, and he suc­ceeded in put­ting the axe back un­der the bench, and even cov­er­ing it with the chunk of wood as be­fore. He met no one, not a soul, af­ter­wards on the way to his room; the land­lady’s door was shut. When he was in his room, he flung him­self on the sofa just as he was—he did not sleep, but sank in­to blank for­get­ful­ness. If any­one had come in­to his room then, he would have jumped up at once and screamed. Scraps and shreds of thoughts were simply swarm­ing in his brain, but he could not catch at one, he could not rest on one, in spite of all his ef­forts. …
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			So he lay a very long while. Now and then he seemed to wake up, and at such mo­ments he no­ticed that it was far in­to the night, but it did not oc­cur to him to get up. At last he no­ticed that it was be­gin­ning to get light. He was ly­ing on his back, still dazed from his re­cent ob­li­vi­on. Fear­ful, des­pair­ing cries rose shrilly from the street, sounds which he heard every night, in­deed, un­der his win­dow after two o’clock. They woke him up now.

			“Ah! the drunk­en men are com­ing out of the tav­erns,” he thought, “it’s past two o’clock,” and at once he leaped up, as though someone had pulled him from the sofa.

			“What! Past two o’clock!”

			He sat down on the sofa—and in­stantly re­col­lec­ted everything! All at once, in one flash, he re­col­lec­ted everything.

			For the first mo­ment he thought he was go­ing mad. A dread­ful chill came over him; but the chill was from the fever that had be­gun long be­fore in his sleep. Now he was sud­denly taken with vi­ol­ent shiv­er­ing, so that his teeth chattered and all his limbs were shak­ing. He opened the door and began listen­ing—everything in the house was asleep. With amazement he gazed at him­self and everything in the room around him, won­der­ing how he could have come in the night be­fore without fasten­ing the door, and have flung him­self on the sofa without un­dress­ing, without even tak­ing his hat off. It had fallen off and was ly­ing on the floor near his pil­low.

			“If any­one had come in, what would he have thought? That I’m drunk but …”

			He rushed to the win­dow. There was light enough, and he began hur­riedly look­ing him­self all over from head to foot, all his clothes; were there no traces? But there was no do­ing it like that; shiv­er­ing with cold, he began tak­ing off everything and look­ing over again. He turned everything over to the last threads and rags, and mis­trust­ing him­self, went through his search three times.

			But there seemed to be noth­ing, no trace, ex­cept in one place, where some thick drops of con­gealed blood were cling­ing to the frayed edge of his trousers. He picked up a big clasp­knife and cut off the frayed threads. There seemed to be noth­ing more.

			Sud­denly he re­membered that the purse and the things he had taken out of the old wo­man’s box were still in his pock­ets! He had not thought till then of tak­ing them out and hid­ing them! He had not even thought of them while he was ex­amin­ing his clothes! What next? In­stantly he rushed to take them out and fling them on the table. When he had pulled out everything, and turned the pock­et in­side out to be sure there was noth­ing left, he car­ried the whole heap to the corner. The pa­per had come off the bot­tom of the wall and hung there in tat­ters. He began stuff­ing all the things in­to the hole un­der the pa­per: “They’re in! All out of sight, and the purse too!” he thought glee­fully, get­ting up and gaz­ing blankly at the hole which bulged out more than ever. Sud­denly he shuddered all over with hor­ror; “My God!” he whispered in des­pair: “what’s the mat­ter with me? Is that hid­den? Is that the way to hide things?”

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

			“But now, now, what am I glad of?” he thought, “Is that hid­ing things? My reas­on’s desert­ing me—simply!”

			He sat down on the sofa in ex­haus­tion and was at once shaken by an­oth­er un­bear­able fit of shiv­er­ing. Mech­an­ic­ally he drew from a chair be­side him his old stu­dent’s winter coat, which was still warm though al­most in rags, covered him­self up with it and once more sank in­to drowsi­ness and de­li­ri­um. He lost con­scious­ness.

			Not more than five minutes had passed when he jumped up a second time, and at once pounced in a frenzy on his clothes again.

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

			He pulled off the noose, hur­riedly cut it to pieces and threw the bits among his lin­en un­der the pil­low.

			“Pieces of torn lin­en couldn’t rouse sus­pi­cion, whatever happened; I think not, I think not, any­way!” he re­peated, stand­ing in the middle of the room, and with pain­ful con­cen­tra­tion he fell to gaz­ing about him again, at the floor and every­where, try­ing to make sure he had not for­got­ten any­thing. The con­vic­tion that all his fac­ulties, even memory, and the simplest power of re­flec­tion were fail­ing him, began to be an in­suf­fer­able tor­ture.

			“Surely it isn’t be­gin­ning already! Surely it isn’t my pun­ish­ment com­ing upon me? It is!”

			The frayed rags he had cut off his trousers were ac­tu­ally ly­ing on the floor in the middle of the room, where any­one com­ing in would see them!

			“What is the mat­ter with me!” he cried again, like one dis­traught.

			Then a strange idea entered his head; that, per­haps, all his clothes were covered with blood, that, per­haps, there were a great many stains, but that he did not see them, did not no­tice them be­cause his per­cep­tions were fail­ing, were go­ing to pieces … his reas­on was clouded. … Sud­denly he re­membered that there had been blood on the purse too. “Ah! Then there must be blood on the pock­et too, for I put the wet purse in my pock­et!”

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

			“So my reas­on has not quite deser­ted me, so I still have some sense and memory, since I guessed it of my­self,” he thought tri­umphantly, with a deep sigh of re­lief; “it’s simply the weak­ness of fever, a mo­ment’s de­li­ri­um,” and he tore the whole lin­ing out of the left pock­et of his trousers. At that in­stant the sun­light fell on his left boot; on the sock which poked out from the boot, he fan­cied there were traces! He flung off his boots; “traces in­deed! The tip of the sock was soaked with blood;” he must have un­war­ily stepped in­to that pool. … “But what am I to do with this now? Where am I to put the sock and rags and pock­et?”

			He gathered them all up in his hands and stood in the middle of the room.

			“In the stove? But they would ran­sack the stove first of all. Burn them? But what can I burn them with? There are no matches even. No, bet­ter go out and throw it all away some­where. Yes, bet­ter throw it away,” he re­peated, sit­ting down on the sofa again, “and at once, this minute, without linger­ing …”

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

			And for a long while, for some hours, he was haunted by the im­pulse to “go off some­where at once, this mo­ment, and fling it all away, so that it may be out of sight and done with, at once, at once!” Sev­er­al times he tried to rise from the sofa, but could not.

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

			“Open, do, are you dead or alive? He keeps sleep­ing here!” shouted Nastasya, banging with her fist on the door. “For whole days to­geth­er he’s snor­ing here like a dog! A dog he is too. Open, I tell you. It’s past ten.”

			“Maybe he’s not at home,” said a man’s voice.

			“Ha! that’s the port­er’s voice. … What does he want?”

			He jumped up and sat on the sofa. The beat­ing of his heart was a pos­it­ive pain.

			“Then who can have latched the door?” re­tor­ted Nastasya. “He’s taken to bolt­ing him­self in! As if he were worth steal­ing! Open, you stu­pid, wake up!”

			“What do they want? Why the port­er? All’s dis­covered. Res­ist or open? Come what may! …”

			He half rose, stooped for­ward and un­latched the door.

			His room was so small that he could undo the latch without leav­ing the bed. Yes; the port­er and Nastasya were stand­ing there.

			Nastasya stared at him in a strange way. He glanced with a de­fi­ant and des­per­ate air at the port­er, who without a word held out a grey fol­ded pa­per sealed with bottle-wax.

			“A no­tice from the of­fice,” he an­nounced, as he gave him the pa­per.

			“From what of­fice?”

			“A sum­mons to the po­lice of­fice, of course. You know which of­fice.”

			“To the po­lice? … What for? …”

			“How can I tell? You’re sent for, so you go.”

			The man looked at him at­tent­ively, looked round the room and turned to go away.

			“He’s down­right ill!” ob­served Nastasya, not tak­ing her eyes off him. The port­er turned his head for a mo­ment. “He’s been in a fever since yes­ter­day,” she ad­ded.

			Raskolnikov made no re­sponse and held the pa­per in his hands, without open­ing it. “Don’t you get up then,” Nastasya went on com­pas­sion­ately, see­ing that he was let­ting his feet down from the sofa. “You’re ill, and so don’t go; there’s no such hurry. What have you got there?”

			He looked; in his right hand he held the shreds he had cut from his trousers, the sock, and the rags of the pock­et. So he had been asleep with them in his hand. Af­ter­wards re­flect­ing upon it, he re­membered that half wak­ing up in his fever, he had grasped all this tightly in his hand and so fallen asleep again.

			“Look at the rags he’s col­lec­ted and sleeps with them, as though he has got hold of a treas­ure …”

			And Nastasya went off in­to her hys­ter­ic­al giggle.

			In­stantly he thrust them all un­der his great coat and fixed his eyes in­tently upon her. Far as he was from be­ing cap­able of ra­tion­al re­flec­tion at that mo­ment, he felt that no one would be­have like that with a per­son who was go­ing to be ar­res­ted. “But … the po­lice?”

			“You’d bet­ter have some tea! Yes? I’ll bring it, there’s some left.”

			“No … I’m go­ing; I’ll go at once,” he muttered, get­ting on to his feet.

			“Why, you’ll nev­er get down­stairs!”

			“Yes, I’ll go.”

			“As you please.”

			She fol­lowed the port­er out.

			At once he rushed to the light to ex­am­ine the sock and the rags.

			“There are stains, but not very no­tice­able; all covered with dirt, and rubbed and already dis­col­oured. No one who had no sus­pi­cion could dis­tin­guish any­thing. Nastasya from a dis­tance could not have no­ticed, thank God!” Then with a tremor he broke the seal of the no­tice and began read­ing; he was a long while read­ing, be­fore he un­der­stood. It was an or­din­ary sum­mons from the dis­trict po­lice-sta­tion to ap­pear that day at half-past nine at the of­fice of the dis­trict su­per­in­tend­ent.

			“But when has such a thing happened? I nev­er have any­thing to do with the po­lice! And why just today?” he thought in ag­on­ising be­wil­der­ment. “Good God, only get it over soon!”

			He was fling­ing him­self on his knees to pray, but broke in­to laughter—not at the idea of pray­er, but at him­self.

			He began, hur­riedly dress­ing. “If I’m lost, I am lost, I don’t care! Shall I put the sock on?” he sud­denly wondered, “it will get dusti­er still and the traces will be gone.”

			But no soon­er had he put it on than he pulled it off again in loath­ing and hor­ror. He pulled it off, but re­flect­ing that he had no oth­er socks, he picked it up and put it on again—and again he laughed.

			“That’s all con­ven­tion­al, that’s all re­l­at­ive, merely a way of look­ing at it,” he thought in a flash, but only on the top sur­face of his mind, while he was shud­der­ing all over, “there, I’ve got it on! I have fin­ished by get­ting it on!”

			But his laughter was quickly fol­lowed by des­pair.

			“No, it’s too much for me …” he thought. His legs shook. “From fear,” he muttered. His head swam and ached with fever. “It’s a trick! They want to de­coy me there and con­found me over everything,” he mused, as he went out on to the stairs—“the worst of it is I’m al­most light­headed … I may blurt out some­thing stu­pid …”

			On the stairs he re­membered that he was leav­ing all the things just as they were in the hole in the wall, “and very likely, it’s on pur­pose to search when I’m out,” he thought, and stopped short. But he was pos­sessed by such des­pair, such cyn­icism of misery, if one may so call it, that with a wave of his hand he went on. “Only to get it over!”

			In the street the heat was in­suf­fer­able again; not a drop of rain had fallen all those days. Again dust, bricks and mor­tar, again the stench from the shops and pot­houses, again the drunk­en men, the Finnish ped­lars and half-broken-down cabs. The sun shone straight in his eyes, so that it hurt him to look out of them, and he felt his head go­ing round—as a man in a fever is apt to feel when he comes out in­to the street on a bright sunny day.

			When he reached the turn­ing in­to the street, in an agony of trep­id­a­tion he looked down it … at the house … and at once aver­ted his eyes.

			“If they ques­tion me, per­haps I’ll simply tell,” he thought, as he drew near the po­lice-sta­tion.

			The po­lice-sta­tion was about a quarter of a mile off. It had lately been moved to new rooms on the fourth floor of a new house. He had been once for a mo­ment in the old of­fice but long ago. Turn­ing in at the gate­way, he saw on the right a flight of stairs which a peas­ant was mount­ing with a book in his hand. “A house-port­er, no doubt; so then, the of­fice is here,” and he began as­cend­ing the stairs on the chance. He did not want to ask ques­tions of any­one.

			“I’ll go in, fall on my knees, and con­fess everything …” he thought, as he reached the fourth floor.

			The stair­case was steep, nar­row and all sloppy with dirty wa­ter. The kit­chens of the flats opened on to the stairs and stood open al­most the whole day. So there was a fear­ful smell and heat. The stair­case was crowded with port­ers go­ing up and down with their books un­der their arms, po­lice­men, and per­sons of all sorts and both sexes. The door of the of­fice, too, stood wide open. Peas­ants stood wait­ing with­in. There, too, the heat was stifling and there was a sick­en­ing smell of fresh paint and stale oil from the newly dec­or­ated rooms.

			After wait­ing a little, he de­cided to move for­ward in­to the next room. All the rooms were small and low-pitched. A fear­ful im­pa­tience drew him on and on. No one paid at­ten­tion to him. In the second room some clerks sat writ­ing, dressed hardly bet­ter than he was, and rather a queer-look­ing set. He went up to one of them.

			“What is it?”

			He showed the no­tice he had re­ceived.

			“You are a stu­dent?” the man asked, glan­cing at the no­tice.

			“Yes, formerly a stu­dent.”

			The clerk looked at him, but without the slight­est in­terest. He was a par­tic­u­larly un­kempt per­son with the look of a fixed idea in his eye.

			“There would be no get­ting any­thing out of him, be­cause he has no in­terest in any­thing,” thought Raskolnikov.

			“Go in there to the head clerk,” said the clerk, point­ing to­wards the fur­thest room.

			He went in­to that room—the fourth in or­der; it was a small room and packed full of people, rather bet­ter dressed than in the out­er rooms. Among them were two ladies. One, poorly dressed in mourn­ing, sat at the table op­pos­ite the chief clerk, writ­ing some­thing at his dic­ta­tion. The oth­er, a very stout, bux­om wo­man with a purplish-red, blotchy face, ex­cess­ively smartly dressed with a brooch on her bos­om as big as a sau­cer, was stand­ing on one side, ap­par­ently wait­ing for some­thing. Raskolnikov thrust his no­tice upon the head clerk. The lat­ter glanced at it, said: “Wait a minute,” and went on at­tend­ing to the lady in mourn­ing.

			He breathed more freely. “It can’t be that!”

			By de­grees he began to re­gain con­fid­ence, he kept ur­ging him­self to have cour­age and be calm.

			“Some fool­ish­ness, some tri­fling care­less­ness, and I may be­tray my­self! Hm … it’s a pity there’s no air here,” he ad­ded, “it’s stifling. … It makes one’s head diz­zi­er than ever … and one’s mind too …”

			He was con­scious of a ter­rible in­ner tur­moil. He was afraid of los­ing his self-con­trol; he tried to catch at some­thing and fix his mind on it, some­thing quite ir­rel­ev­ant, but he could not suc­ceed in this at all. Yet the head clerk greatly in­ter­ested him, he kept hop­ing to see through him and guess some­thing from his face.

			He was a very young man, about two and twenty, with a dark mo­bile face that looked older than his years. He was fash­ion­ably dressed and fop­pish, with his hair par­ted in the middle, well combed and po­maded, and wore a num­ber of rings on his well-scrubbed fin­gers and a gold chain on his waist­coat. He said a couple of words in French to a for­eign­er who was in the room, and said them fairly cor­rectly.

			“Lu­ise Ivan­ovna, you can sit down,” he said cas­u­ally to the gaily-dressed, purple-faced lady, who was still stand­ing as though not ven­tur­ing to sit down, though there was a chair be­side her.

			“Ich danke,” said the lat­ter, and softly, with a rustle of silk she sank in­to the chair. Her light blue dress trimmed with white lace floated about the table like an air-bal­loon and filled al­most half the room. She smelt of scent. But she was ob­vi­ously em­bar­rassed at filling half the room and smelling so strongly of scent; and though her smile was im­pudent as well as cringing, it be­trayed evid­ent un­eas­i­ness.

			The lady in mourn­ing had done at last, and got up. All at once, with some noise, an of­ficer walked in very jauntily, with a pe­cu­li­ar swing of his shoulders at each step. He tossed his cock­aded cap on the table and sat down in an easy-chair. The small lady pos­it­ively skipped from her seat on see­ing him, and fell to curtsy­ing in a sort of ec­stasy; but the of­ficer took not the smal­lest no­tice of her, and she did not ven­ture to sit down again in his pres­ence. He was the as­sist­ant su­per­in­tend­ent. He had a red­dish mous­tache that stood out ho­ri­zont­ally on each side of his face, and ex­tremely small fea­tures, ex­press­ive of noth­ing much ex­cept a cer­tain in­solence. He looked askance and rather in­dig­nantly at Raskolnikov; he was so very badly dressed, and in spite of his hu­mi­li­at­ing po­s­i­tion, his bear­ing was by no means in keep­ing with his clothes. Raskolnikov had un­war­ily fixed a very long and dir­ect look on him, so that he felt pos­it­ively af­fron­ted.

			“What do you want?” he shouted, ap­par­ently as­ton­ished that such a ragged fel­low was not an­ni­hil­ated by the majesty of his glance.

			“I was summoned … by a no­tice …” Raskolnikov faltered.

			“For the re­cov­ery of money due, from the stu­dent,” the head clerk in­terfered hur­riedly, tear­ing him­self from his pa­pers. “Here!” and he flung Raskolnikov a doc­u­ment and poin­ted out the place. “Read that!”

			“Money? What money?” thought Raskolnikov, “but … then … it’s cer­tainly not that.”

			And he trembled with joy. He felt sud­den in­tense in­des­crib­able re­lief. A load was lif­ted from his back.

			“And pray, what time were you dir­ec­ted to ap­pear, sir?” shouted the as­sist­ant su­per­in­tend­ent, seem­ing for some un­known reas­on more and more ag­grieved. “You are told to come at nine, and now it’s twelve!”

			“The no­tice was only brought me a quarter of an hour ago,” Raskolnikov answered loudly over his shoulder. To his own sur­prise he, too, grew sud­denly angry and found a cer­tain pleas­ure in it. “And it’s enough that I have come here ill with fever.”

			“Kindly re­frain from shout­ing!”

			“I’m not shout­ing, I’m speak­ing very quietly, it’s you who are shout­ing at me. I’m a stu­dent, and al­low no one to shout at me.”

			The as­sist­ant su­per­in­tend­ent was so furi­ous that for the first minute he could only splut­ter in­ar­tic­u­lately. He leaped up from his seat.

			“Be si­lent! You are in a gov­ern­ment of­fice. Don’t be im­pudent, sir!”

			“You’re in a gov­ern­ment of­fice, too,” cried Raskolnikov, “and you’re smoking a ci­gar­ette as well as shout­ing, so you are show­ing dis­respect to all of us.”

			He felt an in­des­crib­able sat­is­fac­tion at hav­ing said this.

			The head clerk looked at him with a smile. The angry as­sist­ant su­per­in­tend­ent was ob­vi­ously dis­con­cer­ted.

			“That’s not your busi­ness!” he shouted at last with un­nat­ur­al loud­ness. “Kindly make the de­clar­a­tion de­man­ded of you. Show him. Al­ex­an­dr Grig­or­ievitch. There is a com­plaint against you! You don’t pay your debts! You’re a fine bird!”

			But Raskolnikov was not listen­ing now; he had eagerly clutched at the pa­per, in haste to find an ex­plan­a­tion. He read it once, and a second time, and still did not un­der­stand.

			“What is this?” he asked the head clerk.

			“It is for the re­cov­ery of money on an I.O.U., a writ. You must either pay it, with all ex­penses, costs and so on, or give a writ­ten de­clar­a­tion when you can pay it, and at the same time an un­der­tak­ing not to leave the cap­it­al without pay­ment, and nor to sell or con­ceal your prop­erty. The cred­it­or is at liberty to sell your prop­erty, and pro­ceed against you ac­cord­ing to the law.”

			“But I … am not in debt to any­one!”

			“That’s not our busi­ness. Here, an I.O.U. for a hun­dred and fif­teen roubles, leg­ally at­tested, and due for pay­ment, has been brought us for re­cov­ery, giv­en by you to the wid­ow of the as­sessor Za­rnit­syn, nine months ago, and paid over by the wid­ow Za­rnit­syn to one Mr. Tchebarov. We there­fore sum­mon you, hereupon.”

			“But she is my land­lady!”

			“And what if she is your land­lady?”

			The head clerk looked at him with a con­des­cend­ing smile of com­pas­sion, and at the same time with a cer­tain tri­umph, as at a novice un­der fire for the first time—as though he would say: “Well, how do you feel now?” But what did he care now for an I.O.U., for a writ of re­cov­ery! Was that worth wor­ry­ing about now, was it worth at­ten­tion even! He stood, he read, he listened, he answered, he even asked ques­tions him­self, but all mech­an­ic­ally. The tri­umphant sense of se­cur­ity, of de­liv­er­ance from over­whelm­ing danger, that was what filled his whole soul that mo­ment without thought for the fu­ture, without ana­lys­is, without sup­pos­i­tions or sur­mises, without doubts and without ques­tion­ing. It was an in­stant of full, dir­ect, purely in­stinct­ive joy. But at that very mo­ment some­thing like a thun­der­storm took place in the of­fice. The as­sist­ant su­per­in­tend­ent, still shaken by Raskolnikov’s dis­respect, still fum­ing and ob­vi­ously anxious to keep up his wounded dig­nity, pounced on the un­for­tu­nate smart lady, who had been gaz­ing at him ever since he came in with an ex­ceed­ingly silly smile.

			“You shame­ful hussy!” he shouted sud­denly at the top of his voice. (The lady in mourn­ing had left the of­fice.) “What was go­ing on at your house last night? Eh! A dis­grace again, you’re a scan­dal to the whole street. Fight­ing and drink­ing again. Do you want the house of cor­rec­tion? Why, I have warned you ten times over that I would not let you off the el­ev­enth! And here you are again, again, you … you … !”

			The pa­per fell out of Raskolnikov’s hands, and he looked wildly at the smart lady who was so un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously treated. But he soon saw what it meant, and at once began to find pos­it­ive amuse­ment in the scan­dal. He listened with pleas­ure, so that he longed to laugh and laugh … all his nerves were on edge.

			“Ilya Pet­ro­vitch!” the head clerk was be­gin­ning anxiously, but stopped short, for he knew from ex­per­i­ence that the en­raged as­sist­ant could not be stopped ex­cept by force.

			As for the smart lady, at first she pos­it­ively trembled be­fore the storm. But, strange to say, the more nu­mer­ous and vi­ol­ent the terms of ab­use be­came, the more ami­able she looked, and the more se­duct­ive the smiles she lav­ished on the ter­rible as­sist­ant. She moved un­eas­ily, and curt­sied in­cess­antly, wait­ing im­pa­tiently for a chance of put­ting in her word: and at last she found it.

			“There was no sort of noise or fight­ing in my house, Mr. Cap­tain,” she pattered all at once, like peas drop­ping, speak­ing Rus­si­an con­fid­ently, though with a strong Ger­man ac­cent, “and no sort of scan­dal, and his hon­our came drunk, and it’s the whole truth I am telling, Mr. Cap­tain, and I am not to blame. … Mine is an hon­our­able house, Mr. Cap­tain, and hon­our­able be­ha­viour, Mr. Cap­tain, and I al­ways, al­ways dis­like any scan­dal my­self. But he came quite tipsy, and asked for three bottles again, and then he lif­ted up one leg, and began play­ing the pi­ano­forte with one foot, and that is not at all right in an hon­our­able house, and he ganz broke the pi­ano, and it was very bad man­ners in­deed and I said so. And he took up a bottle and began hit­ting every­one with it. And then I called the port­er, and Karl came, and he took Karl and hit him in the eye; and he hit Hen­ri­ette in the eye, too, and gave me five slaps on the cheek. And it was so un­gen­tle­manly in an hon­our­able house, Mr. Cap­tain, and I screamed. And he opened the win­dow over the canal, and stood in the win­dow, squeal­ing like a little pig; it was a dis­grace. The idea of squeal­ing like a little pig at the win­dow in­to the street! Fie upon him! And Karl pulled him away from the win­dow by his coat, and it is true, Mr. Cap­tain, he tore sein rock. And then he shouted that man muss pay him fif­teen roubles dam­ages. And I did pay him, Mr. Cap­tain, five roubles for sein rock. And he is an un­gen­tle­manly vis­it­or and caused all the scan­dal. ‘I will show you up,’ he said, ‘for I can write to all the pa­pers about you.’ ”

			“Then he was an au­thor?”

			“Yes, Mr. Cap­tain, and what an un­gen­tle­manly vis­it­or in an hon­our­able house. …”

			“Now then! Enough! I have told you already …”

			“Ilya Pet­ro­vitch!” the head clerk re­peated sig­ni­fic­antly.

			The as­sist­ant glanced rap­idly at him; the head clerk slightly shook his head.

			“… So I tell you this, most re­spect­able Lu­ise Ivan­ovna, and I tell it you for the last time,” the as­sist­ant went on. “If there is a scan­dal in your hon­our­able house once again, I will put you your­self in the lockup, as it is called in po­lite so­ci­ety. Do you hear? So a lit­er­ary man, an au­thor took five roubles for his coat­tail in an ‘hon­our­able house’? A nice set, these au­thors!”

			And he cast a con­temp­tu­ous glance at Raskolnikov. “There was a scan­dal the oth­er day in a res­taur­ant, too. An au­thor had eaten his din­ner and would not pay; ‘I’ll write a satire on you,’ says he. And there was an­oth­er of them on a steam­er last week used the most dis­grace­ful lan­guage to the re­spect­able fam­ily of a civil coun­cil­lor, his wife and daugh­ter. And there was one of them turned out of a con­fec­tion­er’s shop the oth­er day. They are like that, au­thors, lit­er­ary men, stu­dents, town-cri­ers. … Pfoo! You get along! I shall look in upon you my­self one day. Then you had bet­ter be care­ful! Do you hear?”

			With hur­ried de­fer­ence, Lu­ise Ivan­ovna fell to curtsy­ing in all dir­ec­tions, and so curt­sied her­self to the door. But at the door, she stumbled back­wards against a good-look­ing of­ficer with a fresh, open face and splen­did thick fair whiskers. This was the su­per­in­tend­ent of the dis­trict him­self, Nikodim Fomitch. Lu­ise Ivan­ovna made haste to curtsy al­most to the ground, and with min­cing little steps, she fluttered out of the of­fice.

			“Again thun­der and light­ning—a hur­ricane!” said Nikodim Fomitch to Ilya Pet­ro­vitch in a civil and friendly tone. “You are aroused again, you are fum­ing again! I heard it on the stairs!”

			“Well, what then!” Ilya Pet­ro­vitch drawled with gen­tle­manly non­chal­ance; and he walked with some pa­pers to an­oth­er table, with a jaunty swing of his shoulders at each step. “Here, if you will kindly look: an au­thor, or a stu­dent, has been one at least, does not pay his debts, has giv­en an I.O.U., won’t clear out of his room, and com­plaints are con­stantly be­ing lodged against him, and here he has been pleased to make a protest against my smoking in his pres­ence! He be­haves like a cad him­self, and just look at him, please. Here’s the gen­tle­man, and very at­tract­ive he is!”

			“Poverty is not a vice, my friend, but we know you go off like powder, you can’t bear a slight, I daresay you took of­fence at some­thing and went too far your­self,” con­tin­ued Nikodim Fomitch, turn­ing af­fably to Raskolnikov. “But you were wrong there; he is a cap­it­al fel­low, I as­sure you, but ex­plos­ive, ex­plos­ive! He gets hot, fires up, boils over, and no stop­ping him! And then it’s all over! And at the bot­tom he’s a heart of gold! His nick­name in the re­gi­ment was the ‘Ex­plos­ive Lieu­ten­ant.’ …”

			“And what a re­gi­ment it was, too,” cried Ilya Pet­ro­vitch, much grat­i­fied at this agree­able banter, though still sulky.

			Raskolnikov had a sud­den de­sire to say some­thing ex­cep­tion­ally pleas­ant to them all. “Ex­cuse me, Cap­tain,” he began eas­ily, sud­denly ad­dress­ing Nikodim Fomitch, “will you enter in­to my po­s­i­tion? … I am ready to ask par­don, if I have been ill-mannered. I am a poor stu­dent, sick and shattered” (“shattered” was the word he used) “by poverty. I am not study­ing, be­cause I can­not keep my­self now, but I shall get money. … I have a moth­er and sis­ter in the province of X——. They will send it to me, and I will pay. My land­lady is a good-hearted wo­man, but she is so ex­as­per­ated at my hav­ing lost my les­sons, and not pay­ing her for the last four months, that she does not even send up my din­ner … and I don’t un­der­stand this I.O.U. at all. She is ask­ing me to pay her on this I.O.U. How am I to pay her? Judge for yourselves! …”

			“But that is not our busi­ness, you know,” the head clerk was ob­serving.

			“Yes, yes. I per­fectly agree with you. But al­low me to ex­plain …” Raskolnikov put in again, still ad­dress­ing Nikodim Fomitch, but try­ing his best to ad­dress Ilya Pet­ro­vitch also, though the lat­ter per­sist­ently ap­peared to be rum­ma­ging among his pa­pers and to be con­temp­tu­ously ob­li­vi­ous of him. “Al­low me to ex­plain that I have been liv­ing with her for nearly three years and at first … at first … for why should I not con­fess it, at the very be­gin­ning I prom­ised to marry her daugh­ter, it was a verbal prom­ise, freely giv­en … she was a girl … in­deed, I liked her, though I was not in love with her … a youth­ful af­fair in fact … that is, I mean to say, that my land­lady gave me cred­it freely in those days, and I led a life of … I was very heed­less …”

			“Nobody asks you for these per­son­al de­tails, sir, we’ve no time to waste,” Ilya Pet­ro­vitch in­ter­posed roughly and with a note of tri­umph; but Raskolnikov stopped him hotly, though he sud­denly found it ex­ceed­ingly dif­fi­cult to speak.

			“But ex­cuse me, ex­cuse me. It is for me to ex­plain … how it all happened … In my turn … though I agree with you … it is un­ne­ces­sary. But a year ago, the girl died of typhus. I re­mained lodging there as be­fore, and when my land­lady moved in­to her present quar­ters, she said to me … and in a friendly way … that she had com­plete trust in me, but still, would I not give her an I.O.U. for one hun­dred and fif­teen roubles, all the debt I owed her. She said if only I gave her that, she would trust me again, as much as I liked, and that she would nev­er, nev­er—those were her own words—make use of that I.O.U. till I could pay of my­self … and now, when I have lost my les­sons and have noth­ing to eat, she takes ac­tion against me. What am I to say to that?”

			“All these af­fect­ing de­tails are no busi­ness of ours.” Ilya Pet­ro­vitch in­ter­rup­ted rudely. “You must give a writ­ten un­der­tak­ing but as for your love af­fairs and all these tra­gic events, we have noth­ing to do with that.”

			“Come now … you are harsh,” muttered Nikodim Fomitch, sit­ting down at the table and also be­gin­ning to write. He looked a little ashamed.

			“Write!” said the head clerk to Raskolnikov.

			“Write what?” the lat­ter asked, gruffly.

			“I will dic­tate to you.”

			Raskolnikov fan­cied that the head clerk treated him more cas­u­ally and con­temp­tu­ously after his speech, but strange to say he sud­denly felt com­pletely in­dif­fer­ent to any­one’s opin­ion, and this re­vul­sion took place in a flash, in one in­stant. If he had cared to think a little, he would have been amazed in­deed that he could have talked to them like that a minute be­fore, for­cing his feel­ings upon them. And where had those feel­ings come from? Now if the whole room had been filled, not with po­lice of­ficers, but with those nearest and dearest to him, he would not have found one hu­man word for them, so empty was his heart. A gloomy sen­sa­tion of ag­on­ising, ever­last­ing solitude and re­mote­ness, took con­scious form in his soul. It was not the mean­ness of his sen­ti­ment­al ef­fu­sions be­fore Ilya Pet­ro­vitch, nor the mean­ness of the lat­ter’s tri­umph over him that had caused this sud­den re­vul­sion in his heart. Oh, what had he to do now with his own base­ness, with all these petty van­it­ies, of­ficers, Ger­man wo­men, debts, po­lice-of­fices? If he had been sen­tenced to be burnt at that mo­ment, he would not have stirred, would hardly have heard the sen­tence to the end. Some­thing was hap­pen­ing to him en­tirely new, sud­den and un­known. It was not that he un­der­stood, but he felt clearly with all the in­tens­ity of sen­sa­tion that he could nev­er more ap­peal to these people in the po­lice-of­fice with sen­ti­ment­al ef­fu­sions like his re­cent out­burst, or with any­thing whatever; and that if they had been his own broth­ers and sis­ters and not po­lice-of­ficers, it would have been ut­terly out of the ques­tion to ap­peal to them in any cir­cum­stance of life. He had nev­er ex­per­i­enced such a strange and aw­ful sen­sa­tion. And what was most ag­on­ising—it was more a sen­sa­tion than a con­cep­tion or idea, a dir­ect sen­sa­tion, the most ag­on­ising of all the sen­sa­tions he had known in his life.

			The head clerk began dic­tat­ing to him the usu­al form of de­clar­a­tion, that he could not pay, that he un­der­took to do so at a fu­ture date, that he would not leave the town, nor sell his prop­erty, and so on.

			“But you can’t write, you can hardly hold the pen,” ob­served the head clerk, look­ing with curi­os­ity at Raskolnikov. “Are you ill?”

			“Yes, I am giddy. Go on!”

			“That’s all. Sign it.”

			The head clerk took the pa­per, and turned to at­tend to oth­ers.

			Raskolnikov gave back the pen; but in­stead of get­ting up and go­ing away, he put his el­bows on the table and pressed his head in his hands. He felt as if a nail were be­ing driv­en in­to his skull. A strange idea sud­denly oc­curred to him, to get up at once, to go up to Nikodim Fomitch, and tell him everything that had happened yes­ter­day, and then to go with him to his lodgings and to show him the things in the hole in the corner. The im­pulse was so strong that he got up from his seat to carry it out. “Hadn’t I bet­ter think a minute?” flashed through his mind. “No, bet­ter cast off the bur­den without think­ing.” But all at once he stood still, rooted to the spot. Nikodim Fomitch was talk­ing eagerly with Ilya Pet­ro­vitch, and the words reached him:

			“It’s im­possible, they’ll both be re­leased. To be­gin with, the whole story con­tra­dicts it­self. Why should they have called the port­er, if it had been their do­ing? To in­form against them­selves? Or as a blind? No, that would be too cun­ning! Be­sides, Pestryakov, the stu­dent, was seen at the gate by both the port­ers and a wo­man as he went in. He was walk­ing with three friends, who left him only at the gate, and he asked the port­ers to dir­ect him, in the pres­ence of the friends. Now, would he have asked his way if he had been go­ing with such an ob­ject? As for Koch, he spent half an hour at the sil­ver­smith’s be­low, be­fore he went up to the old wo­man and he left him at ex­actly a quarter to eight. Now just con­sider …”

			“But ex­cuse me, how do you ex­plain this con­tra­dic­tion? They state them­selves that they knocked and the door was locked; yet three minutes later when they went up with the port­er, it turned out the door was un­fastened.”

			“That’s just it; the mur­der­er must have been there and bolted him­self in; and they’d have caught him for a cer­tainty if Koch had not been an ass and gone to look for the port­er too. He must have seized the in­ter­val to get down­stairs and slip by them some­how. Koch keeps cross­ing him­self and say­ing: ‘If I had been there, he would have jumped out and killed me with his axe.’ He is go­ing to have a thanks­giv­ing ser­vice—ha, ha!”

			“And no one saw the mur­der­er?”

			“They might well not see him; the house is a reg­u­lar Noah’s Ark,” said the head clerk, who was listen­ing.

			“It’s clear, quite clear,” Nikodim Fomitch re­peated warmly.

			“No, it is any­thing but clear,” Ilya Pet­ro­vitch main­tained.

			Raskolnikov picked up his hat and walked to­wards the door, but he did not reach it. …

			When he re­covered con­scious­ness, he found him­self sit­ting in a chair, sup­por­ted by someone on the right side, while someone else was stand­ing on the left, hold­ing a yel­low­ish glass filled with yel­low wa­ter, and Nikodim Fomitch stand­ing be­fore him, look­ing in­tently at him. He got up from the chair.

			“What’s this? Are you ill?” Nikodim Fomitch asked, rather sharply.

			“He could hardly hold his pen when he was sign­ing,” said the head clerk, set­tling back in his place, and tak­ing up his work again.

			“Have you been ill long?” cried Ilya Pet­ro­vitch from his place, where he, too, was look­ing through pa­pers. He had, of course, come to look at the sick man when he fain­ted, but re­tired at once when he re­covered.

			“Since yes­ter­day,” muttered Raskolnikov in reply.

			“Did you go out yes­ter­day?”

			“Yes.”

			“Though you were ill?”

			“Yes.”

			“At what time?”

			“About sev­en.”

			“And where did you go, may I ask?”

			“Along the street.”

			“Short and clear.”

			Raskolnikov, white as a handker­chief, had answered sharply, jerkily, without drop­ping his black fe­ver­ish eyes be­fore Ilya Pet­ro­vitch’s stare.

			“He can scarcely stand up­right. And you …” Nikodim Fomitch was be­gin­ning.

			“No mat­ter,” Ilya Pet­ro­vitch pro­nounced rather pe­cu­li­arly.

			Nikodim Fomitch would have made some fur­ther protest, but glan­cing at the head clerk who was look­ing very hard at him, he did not speak. There was a sud­den si­lence. It was strange.

			“Very well, then,” con­cluded Ilya Pet­ro­vitch, “we will not de­tain you.”

			Raskolnikov went out. He caught the sound of eager con­ver­sa­tion on his de­par­ture, and above the rest rose the ques­tion­ing voice of Nikodim Fomitch. In the street, his faint­ness passed off com­pletely.

			“A search—there will be a search at once,” he re­peated to him­self, hur­ry­ing home. “The brutes! they sus­pect.”

			His former ter­ror mastered him com­pletely again.

		
	
		
			II

			“And what if there has been a search already? What if I find them in my room?”

			But here was his room. Noth­ing and no one in it. No one had peeped in. Even Nastasya had not touched it. But heav­ens! how could he have left all those things in the hole?

			He rushed to the corner, slipped his hand un­der the pa­per, pulled the things out and lined his pock­ets with them. There were eight art­icles in all: two little boxes with ear­rings or some­thing of the sort, he hardly looked to see; then four small leath­er cases. There was a chain, too, merely wrapped in news­pa­per and some­thing else in news­pa­per, that looked like a dec­or­a­tion. … He put them all in the dif­fer­ent pock­ets of his over­coat, and the re­main­ing pock­et of his trousers, try­ing to con­ceal them as much as pos­sible. He took the purse, too. Then he went out of his room, leav­ing the door open. He walked quickly and res­ol­utely, and though he felt shattered, he had his senses about him. He was afraid of pur­suit, he was afraid that in an­oth­er half-hour, an­oth­er quarter of an hour per­haps, in­struc­tions would be is­sued for his pur­suit, and so at all costs, he must hide all traces be­fore then. He must clear everything up while he still had some strength, some reas­on­ing power left him. … Where was he to go?

			That had long been settled: “Fling them in­to the canal, and all traces hid­den in the wa­ter, the thing would be at an end.” So he had de­cided in the night of his de­li­ri­um when sev­er­al times he had had the im­pulse to get up and go away, to make haste, and get rid of it all. But to get rid of it, turned out to be a very dif­fi­cult task. He wandered along the bank of the Eka­ter­in­in­sky Canal for half an hour or more and looked sev­er­al times at the steps run­ning down to the wa­ter, but he could not think of car­ry­ing out his plan; either rafts stood at the steps’ edge, and wo­men were wash­ing clothes on them, or boats were moored there, and people were swarm­ing every­where. Moreover he could be seen and no­ticed from the banks on all sides; it would look sus­pi­cious for a man to go down on pur­pose, stop, and throw some­thing in­to the wa­ter. And what if the boxes were to float in­stead of sink­ing? And of course they would. Even as it was, every­one he met seemed to stare and look round, as if they had noth­ing to do but to watch him. “Why is it, or can it be my fancy?” he thought.

			At last the thought struck him that it might be bet­ter to go to the Neva. There were not so many people there, he would be less ob­served, and it would be more con­veni­ent in every way, above all it was fur­ther off. He wondered how he could have been wan­der­ing for a good half-hour, wor­ried and anxious in this dan­ger­ous past without think­ing of it be­fore. And that half-hour he had lost over an ir­ra­tion­al plan, simply be­cause he had thought of it in de­li­ri­um! He had be­come ex­tremely ab­sent and for­get­ful and he was aware of it. He cer­tainly must make haste.

			He walked to­wards the Neva along V—— Pro­spect, but on the way an­oth­er idea struck him. “Why to the Neva? Would it not be bet­ter to go some­where far off, to the Is­lands again, and there hide the things in some sol­it­ary place, in a wood or un­der a bush, and mark the spot per­haps?” And though he felt in­cap­able of clear judg­ment, the idea seemed to him a sound one. But he was not destined to go there. For com­ing out of V—— Pro­spect to­wards the square, he saw on the left a pas­sage lead­ing between two blank walls to a court­yard. On the right hand, the blank un­white­washed wall of a four-stor­ied house stretched far in­to the court; on the left, a wooden hoard­ing ran par­al­lel with it for twenty paces in­to the court, and then turned sharply to the left. Here was a deser­ted fenced-off place where rub­bish of dif­fer­ent sorts was ly­ing. At the end of the court, the corner of a low, smutty, stone shed, ap­par­ently part of some work­shop, peeped from be­hind the hoard­ing. It was prob­ably a car­riage build­er’s or car­penter’s shed; the whole place from the en­trance was black with coal dust. Here would be the place to throw it, he thought. Not see­ing any­one in the yard, he slipped in, and at once saw near the gate a sink, such as is of­ten put in yards where there are many work­men or cab­drivers; and on the hoard­ing above had been scribbled in chalk the time-hon­oured wit­ti­cism, “Stand­ing here strictly for­bid­den.” This was all the bet­ter, for there would be noth­ing sus­pi­cious about his go­ing in. “Here I could throw it all in a heap and get away!”

			Look­ing round once more, with his hand already in his pock­et, he no­ticed against the out­er wall, between the en­trance and the sink, a big un­hewn stone, weigh­ing per­haps sixty pounds. The oth­er side of the wall was a street. He could hear pass­ersby, al­ways nu­mer­ous in that part, but he could not be seen from the en­trance, un­less someone came in from the street, which might well hap­pen in­deed, so there was need of haste.

			He bent down over the stone, seized the top of it firmly in both hands, and us­ing all his strength turned it over. Un­der the stone was a small hol­low in the ground, and he im­me­di­ately emp­tied his pock­et in­to it. The purse lay at the top, and yet the hol­low was not filled up. Then he seized the stone again and with one twist turned it back, so that it was in the same po­s­i­tion again, though it stood a very little high­er. But he scraped the earth about it and pressed it at the edges with his foot. Noth­ing could be no­ticed.

			Then he went out, and turned in­to the square. Again an in­tense, al­most un­bear­able joy over­whelmed him for an in­stant, as it had in the po­lice-of­fice. “I have bur­ied my tracks! And who, who can think of look­ing un­der that stone? It has been ly­ing there most likely ever since the house was built, and will lie as many years more. And if it were found, who would think of me? It is all over! No clue!” And he laughed. Yes, he re­membered that he began laugh­ing a thin, nervous noise­less laugh, and went on laugh­ing all the time he was cross­ing the square. But when he reached the K—— Boulevard where two days be­fore he had come upon that girl, his laughter sud­denly ceased. Oth­er ideas crept in­to his mind. He felt all at once that it would be loath­some to pass that seat on which after the girl was gone, he had sat and pondered, and that it would be hate­ful, too, to meet that whiskered po­lice­man to whom he had giv­en the twenty ko­pecks: “Damn him!”

			He walked, look­ing about him an­grily and dis­trac­tedly. All his ideas now seemed to be circ­ling round some single point, and he felt that there really was such a point, and that now, now, he was left fa­cing that point—and for the first time, in­deed, dur­ing the last two months.

			“Damn it all!” he thought sud­denly, in a fit of un­gov­ern­able fury. “If it has be­gun, then it has be­gun. Hang the new life! Good Lord, how stu­pid it is! … And what lies I told today! How despic­ably I fawned upon that wretched Ilya Pet­ro­vitch! But that is all folly! What do I care for them all, and my fawn­ing upon them! It is not that at all! It is not that at all!”

			Sud­denly he stopped; a new ut­terly un­ex­pec­ted and ex­ceed­ingly simple ques­tion per­plexed and bit­terly con­foun­ded him.

			“If it all has really been done de­lib­er­ately and not idi­ot­ic­ally, if I really had a cer­tain and def­in­ite ob­ject, how is it I did not even glance in­to the purse and don’t know what I had there, for which I have un­der­gone these ag­on­ies, and have de­lib­er­ately un­der­taken this base, filthy de­grad­ing busi­ness? And here I wanted at once to throw in­to the wa­ter the purse to­geth­er with all the things which I had not seen either … how’s that?”

			Yes, that was so, that was all so. Yet he had known it all be­fore, and it was not a new ques­tion for him, even when it was de­cided in the night without hes­it­a­tion and con­sid­er­a­tion, as though so it must be, as though it could not pos­sibly be oth­er­wise. … Yes, he had known it all, and un­der­stood it all; it surely had all been settled even yes­ter­day at the mo­ment when he was bend­ing over the box and pulling the jew­el-cases out of it. … Yes, so it was.

			“It is be­cause I am very ill,” he de­cided grimly at last, “I have been wor­ry­ing and fret­ting my­self, and I don’t know what I am do­ing. … Yes­ter­day and the day be­fore yes­ter­day and all this time I have been wor­ry­ing my­self. … I shall get well and I shall not worry. … But what if I don’t get well at all? Good God, how sick I am of it all!”

			He walked on without rest­ing. He had a ter­rible long­ing for some dis­trac­tion, but he did not know what to do, what to at­tempt. A new over­whelm­ing sen­sa­tion was gain­ing more and more mas­tery over him every mo­ment; this was an im­meas­ur­able, al­most phys­ic­al, re­pul­sion for everything sur­round­ing him, an ob­stin­ate, ma­lig­nant feel­ing of hatred. All who met him were loath­some to him—he loathed their faces, their move­ments, their ges­tures. If any­one had ad­dressed him, he felt that he might have spat at him or bit­ten him. …

			He stopped sud­denly, on com­ing out on the bank of the Little Neva, near the bridge to Vassilyevsky Os­trov. “Why, he lives here, in that house,” he thought, “why, I have not come to Ra­zu­mi­h­in of my own ac­cord! Here it’s the same thing over again. … Very in­ter­est­ing to know, though; have I come on pur­pose or have I simply walked here by chance? Nev­er mind, I said the day be­fore yes­ter­day that I would go and see him the day after; well, and so I will! Be­sides I really can­not go fur­ther now.”

			He went up to Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s room on the fifth floor.

			The lat­ter was at home in his gar­ret, busily writ­ing at the mo­ment, and he opened the door him­self. It was four months since they had seen each oth­er. Ra­zu­mi­h­in was sit­ting in a ragged dress­ing-gown, with slip­pers on his bare feet, un­kempt, un­shaven and un­washed. His face showed sur­prise.

			“Is it you?” he cried. He looked his com­rade up and down; then after a brief pause, he whistled. “As hard up as all that! Why, broth­er, you’ve cut me out!” he ad­ded, look­ing at Raskolnikov’s rags. “Come sit down, you are tired, I’ll be bound.”

			And when he had sunk down on the Amer­ic­an leath­er sofa, which was in even worse con­di­tion than his own, Ra­zu­mi­h­in saw at once that his vis­it­or was ill.

			“Why, you are ser­i­ously ill, do you know that?” He began feel­ing his pulse. Raskolnikov pulled away his hand.

			“Nev­er mind,” he said, “I have come for this: I have no les­sons. … I wanted, … but I don’t really want les­sons. …”

			“But I say! You are de­li­ri­ous, you know!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in ob­served, watch­ing him care­fully.

			“No, I am not.”

			Raskolnikov got up from the sofa. As he had moun­ted the stairs to Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s, he had not real­ised that he would be meet­ing his friend face to face. Now, in a flash, he knew, that what he was least of all dis­posed for at that mo­ment was to be face to face with any­one in the wide world. His spleen rose with­in him. He al­most choked with rage at him­self as soon as he crossed Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s threshold.

			“Good­bye,” he said ab­ruptly, and walked to the door.

			“Stop, stop! You queer fish.”

			“I don’t want to,” said the oth­er, again pulling away his hand.

			“Then why the dev­il have you come? Are you mad, or what? Why, this is … al­most in­sult­ing! I won’t let you go like that.”

			“Well, then, I came to you be­cause I know no one but you who could help … to be­gin … be­cause you are kinder than any­one—cleverer, I mean, and can judge … and now I see that I want noth­ing. Do you hear? Noth­ing at all … no one’s ser­vices … no one’s sym­pathy. I am by my­self … alone. Come, that’s enough. Leave me alone.”

			“Stay a minute, you sweep! You are a per­fect mad­man. As you like for all I care. I have no les­sons, do you see, and I don’t care about that, but there’s a book­seller, Her­uvimov—and he takes the place of a les­son. I would not ex­change him for five les­sons. He’s do­ing pub­lish­ing of a kind, and is­su­ing nat­ur­al sci­ence manu­als and what a cir­cu­la­tion they have! The very titles are worth the money! You al­ways main­tained that I was a fool, but by Jove, my boy, there are great­er fools than I am! Now he is set­ting up for be­ing ad­vanced, not that he has an ink­ling of any­thing, but, of course, I en­cour­age him. Here are two sig­na­tures of the Ger­man text—in my opin­ion, the crudest char­lat­an­ism; it dis­cusses the ques­tion, ‘Is wo­man a hu­man be­ing?’ And, of course, tri­umphantly proves that she is. Her­uvimov is go­ing to bring out this work as a con­tri­bu­tion to the wo­man ques­tion; I am trans­lat­ing it; he will ex­pand these two and a half sig­na­tures in­to six, we shall make up a gor­geous title half a page long and bring it out at half a rouble. It will do! He pays me six roubles the sig­na­ture, it works out to about fif­teen roubles for the job, and I’ve had six already in ad­vance. When we have fin­ished this, we are go­ing to be­gin a trans­la­tion about whales, and then some of the dullest scan­dals out of the second part of Les Con­fes­sions we have marked for trans­la­tion; some­body has told Her­uvimov, that Rousseau was a kind of Radishchev. You may be sure I don’t con­tra­dict him, hang him! Well, would you like to do the second sig­na­ture of ‘Is wo­man a hu­man be­ing?’ If you would, take the Ger­man and pens and pa­per—all those are provided, and take three roubles; for as I have had six roubles in ad­vance on the whole thing, three roubles come to you for your share. And when you have fin­ished the sig­na­ture there will be an­oth­er three roubles for you. And please don’t think I am do­ing you a ser­vice; quite the con­trary, as soon as you came in, I saw how you could help me; to be­gin with, I am weak in spelling, and secondly, I am some­times ut­terly adrift in Ger­man, so that I make it up as I go along for the most part. The only com­fort is, that it’s bound to be a change for the bet­ter. Though who can tell, maybe it’s some­times for the worse. Will you take it?”

			Raskolnikov took the Ger­man sheets in si­lence, took the three roubles and without a word went out. Ra­zu­mi­h­in gazed after him in as­ton­ish­ment. But when Raskolnikov was in the next street, he turned back, moun­ted the stairs to Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s again and lay­ing on the table the Ger­man art­icle and the three roubles, went out again, still without ut­ter­ing a word.

			“Are you rav­ing, or what?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in shouted, roused to fury at last. “What farce is this? You’ll drive me crazy too … what did you come to see me for, damn you?”

			“I don’t want … trans­la­tion,” muttered Raskolnikov from the stairs.

			“Then what the dev­il do you want?” shouted Ra­zu­mi­h­in from above. Raskolnikov con­tin­ued des­cend­ing the stair­case in si­lence.

			“Hey, there! Where are you liv­ing?”

			No an­swer.

			“Well, con­found you then!”

			But Raskolnikov was already step­ping in­to the street. On the Nikolaevsky Bridge he was roused to full con­scious­ness again by an un­pleas­ant in­cid­ent. A coach­man, after shout­ing at him two or three times, gave him a vi­ol­ent lash on the back with his whip, for hav­ing al­most fallen un­der his horses’ hoofs. The lash so in­furi­ated him that he dashed away to the rail­ing (for some un­known reas­on he had been walk­ing in the very middle of the bridge in the traffic). He an­grily clenched and ground his teeth. He heard laughter, of course.

			“Serves him right!”

			“A pick­pock­et I dare say.”

			“Pre­tend­ing to be drunk, for sure, and get­ting un­der the wheels on pur­pose; and you have to an­swer for him.”

			“It’s a reg­u­lar pro­fes­sion, that’s what it is.”

			But while he stood at the rail­ing, still look­ing angry and be­wildered after the re­treat­ing car­riage, and rub­bing his back, he sud­denly felt someone thrust money in­to his hand. He looked. It was an eld­erly wo­man in a ker­chief and goat­skin shoes, with a girl, prob­ably her daugh­ter, wear­ing a hat, and car­ry­ing a green para­sol.

			“Take it, my good man, in Christ’s name.”

			He took it and they passed on. It was a piece of twenty ko­pecks. From his dress and ap­pear­ance they might well have taken him for a beg­gar ask­ing alms in the streets, and the gift of the twenty ko­pecks he doubt­less owed to the blow, which made them feel sorry for him.

			He closed his hand on the twenty ko­pecks, walked on for ten paces, and turned fa­cing the Neva, look­ing to­wards the palace. The sky was without a cloud and the wa­ter was al­most bright blue, which is so rare in the Neva. The cu­pola of the cathed­ral, which is seen at its best from the bridge about twenty paces from the chapel, glittered in the sun­light, and in the pure air every or­na­ment on it could be clearly dis­tin­guished. The pain from the lash went off, and Raskolnikov for­got about it; one un­easy and not quite def­in­ite idea oc­cu­pied him now com­pletely. He stood still, and gazed long and in­tently in­to the dis­tance; this spot was es­pe­cially fa­mil­i­ar to him. When he was at­tend­ing the uni­ver­sity, he had hun­dreds of times—gen­er­ally on his way home—stood still on this spot, gazed at this truly mag­ni­fi­cent spec­tacle and al­most al­ways mar­velled at a vague and mys­ter­i­ous emo­tion it roused in him. It left him strangely cold; this gor­geous pic­ture was for him blank and life­less. He wondered every time at his sombre and en­ig­mat­ic im­pres­sion and, mis­trust­ing him­self, put off find­ing the ex­plan­a­tion of it. He vividly re­called those old doubts and per­plex­it­ies, and it seemed to him that it was no mere chance that he re­called them now. It struck him as strange and grot­esque, that he should have stopped at the same spot as be­fore, as though he ac­tu­ally ima­gined he could think the same thoughts, be in­ter­ested in the same the­or­ies and pic­tures that had in­ter­ested him … so short a time ago. He felt it al­most amus­ing, and yet it wrung his heart. Deep down, hid­den far away out of sight all that seemed to him now—all his old past, his old thoughts, his old prob­lems and the­or­ies, his old im­pres­sions and that pic­ture and him­self and all, all. … He felt as though he were fly­ing up­wards, and everything were van­ish­ing from his sight. Mak­ing an un­con­scious move­ment with his hand, he sud­denly be­came aware of the piece of money in his fist. He opened his hand, stared at the coin, and with a sweep of his arm flung it in­to the wa­ter; then he turned and went home. It seemed to him, he had cut him­self off from every­one and from everything at that mo­ment.

			Even­ing was com­ing on when he reached home, so that he must have been walk­ing about six hours. How and where he came back he did not re­mem­ber. Un­dress­ing, and quiv­er­ing like an over­driv­en horse, he lay down on the sofa, drew his great­coat over him, and at once sank in­to ob­li­vi­on. …

			It was dusk when he was waked up by a fear­ful scream. Good God, what a scream! Such un­nat­ur­al sounds, such howl­ing, wail­ing, grind­ing, tears, blows and curses he had nev­er heard.

			He could nev­er have ima­gined such bru­tal­ity, such frenzy. In ter­ror he sat up in bed, al­most swoon­ing with agony. But the fight­ing, wail­ing and curs­ing grew louder and louder. And then to his in­tense amazement he caught the voice of his land­lady. She was howl­ing, shriek­ing and wail­ing, rap­idly, hur­riedly, in­co­her­ently, so that he could not make out what she was talk­ing about; she was be­seech­ing, no doubt, not to be beaten, for she was be­ing mer­ci­lessly beaten on the stairs. The voice of her as­sail­ant was so hor­rible from spite and rage that it was al­most a croak; but he, too, was say­ing some­thing, and just as quickly and in­dis­tinctly, hur­ry­ing and splut­ter­ing. All at once Raskolnikov trembled; he re­cog­nised the voice—it was the voice of Ilya Pet­ro­vitch. Ilya Pet­ro­vitch here and beat­ing the land­lady! He is kick­ing her, banging her head against the steps—that’s clear, that can be told from the sounds, from the cries and the thuds. How is it, is the world topsy-turvy? He could hear people run­ning in crowds from all the storeys and all the stair­cases; he heard voices, ex­clam­a­tions, knock­ing, doors banging. “But why, why, and how could it be?” he re­peated, think­ing ser­i­ously that he had gone mad. But no, he heard too dis­tinctly! And they would come to him then next, “for no doubt … it’s all about that … about yes­ter­day. … Good God!” He would have fastened his door with the latch, but he could not lift his hand … be­sides, it would be use­less. Ter­ror gripped his heart like ice, tor­tured him and numbed him. … But at last all this up­roar, after con­tinu­ing about ten minutes, began gradu­ally to sub­side. The land­lady was moan­ing and groan­ing; Ilya Pet­ro­vitch was still ut­ter­ing threats and curses. … But at last he, too, seemed to be si­lent, and now he could not be heard. “Can he have gone away? Good Lord!” Yes, and now the land­lady is go­ing too, still weep­ing and moan­ing … and then her door slammed. … Now the crowd was go­ing from the stairs to their rooms, ex­claim­ing, dis­put­ing, call­ing to one an­oth­er, rais­ing their voices to a shout, drop­ping them to a whis­per. There must have been num­bers of them—al­most all the in­mates of the block. “But, good God, how could it be! And why, why had he come here!”

			Raskolnikov sank worn out on the sofa, but could not close his eyes. He lay for half an hour in such an­guish, such an in­tol­er­able sen­sa­tion of in­fin­ite ter­ror as he had nev­er ex­per­i­enced be­fore. Sud­denly a bright light flashed in­to his room. Nastasya came in with a candle and a plate of soup. Look­ing at him care­fully and as­cer­tain­ing that he was not asleep, she set the candle on the table and began to lay out what she had brought—bread, salt, a plate, a spoon.

			“You’ve eaten noth­ing since yes­ter­day, I war­rant. You’ve been trudging about all day, and you’re shak­ing with fever.”

			“Nastasya … what were they beat­ing the land­lady for?”

			She looked in­tently at him.

			“Who beat the land­lady?”

			“Just now … half an hour ago, Ilya Pet­ro­vitch, the as­sist­ant su­per­in­tend­ent, on the stairs. … Why was he ill-treat­ing her like that, and … why was he here?”

			Nastasya scru­tin­ised him, si­lent and frown­ing, and her scru­tiny las­ted a long time. He felt un­easy, even frightened at her search­ing eyes.

			“Nastasya, why don’t you speak?” he said tim­idly at last in a weak voice.

			“It’s the blood,” she answered at last softly, as though speak­ing to her­self.

			“Blood? What blood?” he muttered, grow­ing white and turn­ing to­wards the wall.

			Nastasya still looked at him without speak­ing.

			“Nobody has been beat­ing the land­lady,” she de­clared at last in a firm, res­ol­ute voice.

			He gazed at her, hardly able to breathe.

			“I heard it my­self. … I was not asleep … I was sit­ting up,” he said still more tim­idly. “I listened a long while. The as­sist­ant su­per­in­tend­ent came. … Every­one ran out on to the stairs from all the flats.”

			“No one has been here. That’s the blood cry­ing in your ears. When there’s no out­let for it and it gets clot­ted, you be­gin fancy­ing things. … Will you eat some­thing?”

			He made no an­swer. Nastasya still stood over him, watch­ing him.

			“Give me some­thing to drink … Nastasya.”

			She went down­stairs and re­turned with a white earth­en­ware jug of wa­ter. He re­membered only swal­low­ing one sip of the cold wa­ter and spill­ing some on his neck. Then fol­lowed for­get­ful­ness.

		
	
		
			III

			He was not com­pletely un­con­scious, how­ever, all the time he was ill; he was in a fe­ver­ish state, some­times de­li­ri­ous, some­times half con­scious. He re­membered a great deal af­ter­wards. Some­times it seemed as though there were a num­ber of people round him; they wanted to take him away some­where, there was a great deal of squab­bling and dis­cuss­ing about him. Then he would be alone in the room; they had all gone away afraid of him, and only now and then opened the door a crack to look at him; they threatened him, plot­ted some­thing to­geth­er, laughed, and mocked at him. He re­membered Nastasya of­ten at his bed­side; he dis­tin­guished an­oth­er per­son, too, whom he seemed to know very well, though he could not re­mem­ber who he was, and this fret­ted him, even made him cry. Some­times he fan­cied he had been ly­ing there a month; at oth­er times it all seemed part of the same day. But of that—of that he had no re­col­lec­tion, and yet every minute he felt that he had for­got­ten some­thing he ought to re­mem­ber. He wor­ried and tor­men­ted him­self try­ing to re­mem­ber, moaned, flew in­to a rage, or sank in­to aw­ful, in­tol­er­able ter­ror. Then he struggled to get up, would have run away, but someone al­ways pre­ven­ted him by force, and he sank back in­to im­pot­ence and for­get­ful­ness. At last he re­turned to com­plete con­scious­ness.

			It happened at ten o’clock in the morn­ing. On fine days the sun shone in­to the room at that hour, throw­ing a streak of light on the right wall and the corner near the door. Nastasya was stand­ing be­side him with an­oth­er per­son, a com­plete stranger, who was look­ing at him very in­quis­it­ively. He was a young man with a beard, wear­ing a full, short-waisted coat, and looked like a mes­sen­ger. The land­lady was peep­ing in at the half-opened door. Raskolnikov sat up.

			“Who is this, Nastasya?” he asked, point­ing to the young man.

			“I say, he’s him­self again!” she said.

			“He is him­self,” echoed the man.

			Con­clud­ing that he had re­turned to his senses, the land­lady closed the door and dis­ap­peared. She was al­ways shy and dreaded con­ver­sa­tions or dis­cus­sions. She was a wo­man of forty, not at all bad-look­ing, fat and bux­om, with black eyes and eye­brows, good-natured from fat­ness and lazi­ness, and ab­surdly bash­ful.

			“Who … are you?” he went on, ad­dress­ing the man. But at that mo­ment the door was flung open, and, stoop­ing a little, as he was so tall, Ra­zu­mi­h­in came in.

			“What a cab­in it is!” he cried. “I am al­ways knock­ing my head. You call this a lodging! So you are con­scious, broth­er? I’ve just heard the news from Pashen­ka.”

			“He has just come to,” said Nastasya.

			“Just come to,” echoed the man again, with a smile.

			“And who are you?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in asked, sud­denly ad­dress­ing him. “My name is Vra­zu­mi­h­in, at your ser­vice; not Ra­zu­mi­h­in, as I am al­ways called, but Vra­zu­mi­h­in, a stu­dent and gen­tle­man; and he is my friend. And who are you?”

			“I am the mes­sen­ger from our of­fice, from the mer­chant Sh­el­o­paev, and I’ve come on busi­ness.”

			“Please sit down.” Ra­zu­mi­h­in seated him­self on the oth­er side of the table. “It’s a good thing you’ve come to, broth­er,” he went on to Raskolnikov. “For the last four days you have scarcely eaten or drunk any­thing. We had to give you tea in spoon­fuls. I brought Zossimov to see you twice. You re­mem­ber Zossimov? He ex­amined you care­fully and said at once it was noth­ing ser­i­ous—some­thing seemed to have gone to your head. Some nervous non­sense, the res­ult of bad feed­ing, he says you have not had enough beer and radish, but it’s noth­ing much, it will pass and you will be all right. Zossimov is a first-rate fel­low! He is mak­ing quite a name. Come, I won’t keep you,” he said, ad­dress­ing the man again. “Will you ex­plain what you want? You must know, Rodya, this is the second time they have sent from the of­fice; but it was an­oth­er man last time, and I talked to him. Who was it came be­fore?”

			“That was the day be­fore yes­ter­day, I ven­ture to say, if you please, sir. That was Alexey Semy­onovitch; he is in our of­fice, too.”

			“He was more in­tel­li­gent than you, don’t you think so?”

			“Yes, in­deed, sir, he is of more weight than I am.”

			“Quite so; go on.”

			“At your mamma’s re­quest, through Afan­asy Ivan­ovitch Vahrush­in, of whom I pre­sume you have heard more than once, a re­mit­tance is sent to you from our of­fice,” the man began, ad­dress­ing Raskolnikov. “If you are in an in­tel­li­gible con­di­tion, I’ve thirty-five roubles to re­mit to you, as Semy­on Semy­onovitch has re­ceived from Afan­asy Ivan­ovitch at your mamma’s re­quest in­struc­tions to that ef­fect, as on pre­vi­ous oc­ca­sions. Do you know him, sir?”

			“Yes, I re­mem­ber … Vahrush­in,” Raskolnikov said dream­ily.

			“You hear, he knows Vahrush­in,” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in. “He is in ‘an in­tel­li­gible con­di­tion’! And I see you are an in­tel­li­gent man too. Well, it’s al­ways pleas­ant to hear words of wis­dom.”

			“That’s the gen­tle­man, Vahrush­in, Afan­asy Ivan­ovitch. And at the re­quest of your mamma, who has sent you a re­mit­tance once be­fore in the same man­ner through him, he did not re­fuse this time also, and sent in­struc­tions to Semy­on Semy­onovitch some days since to hand you thirty-five roubles in the hope of bet­ter to come.”

			“That ‘hop­ing for bet­ter to come’ is the best thing you’ve said, though ‘your mamma’ is not bad either. Come then, what do you say? Is he fully con­scious, eh?”

			“That’s all right. If only he can sign this little pa­per.”

			“He can scrawl his name. Have you got the book?”

			“Yes, here’s the book.”

			“Give it to me. Here, Rodya, sit up. I’ll hold you. Take the pen and scribble ‘Raskolnikov’ for him. For just now, broth­er, money is sweeter to us than treacle.”

			“I don’t want it,” said Raskolnikov, push­ing away the pen.

			“Not want it?”

			“I won’t sign it.”

			“How the dev­il can you do without sign­ing it?”

			“I don’t want … the money.”

			“Don’t want the money! Come, broth­er, that’s non­sense, I bear wit­ness. Don’t trouble, please, it’s only that he is on his travels again. But that’s pretty com­mon with him at all times though. … You are a man of judg­ment and we will take him in hand, that is, more simply, take his hand and he will sign it. Here.”

			“But I can come an­oth­er time.”

			“No, no. Why should we trouble you? You are a man of judg­ment. … Now, Rodya, don’t keep your vis­it­or, you see he is wait­ing,” and he made ready to hold Raskolnikov’s hand in earn­est.

			“Stop, I’ll do it alone,” said the lat­ter, tak­ing the pen and sign­ing his name.

			The mes­sen­ger took out the money and went away.

			“Bravo! And now, broth­er, are you hungry?”

			“Yes,” answered Raskolnikov.

			“Is there any soup?”

			“Some of yes­ter­day’s,” answered Nastasya, who was still stand­ing there.

			“With pota­toes and rice in it?”

			“Yes.”

			“I know it by heart. Bring soup and give us some tea.”

			“Very well.”

			Raskolnikov looked at all this with pro­found as­ton­ish­ment and a dull, un­reas­on­ing ter­ror. He made up his mind to keep quiet and see what would hap­pen. “I be­lieve I am not wan­der­ing. I be­lieve it’s real­ity,” he thought.

			In a couple of minutes Nastasya re­turned with the soup, and an­nounced that the tea would be ready dir­ectly. With the soup she brought two spoons, two plates, salt, pep­per, mus­tard for the beef, and so on. The table was set as it had not been for a long time. The cloth was clean.

			“It would not be amiss, Nastasya, if Praskovya Pavlovna were to send us up a couple of bottles of beer. We could empty them.”

			“Well, you are a cool hand,” muttered Nastasya, and she de­par­ted to carry out his or­ders.

			Raskolnikov still gazed wildly with strained at­ten­tion. Mean­while Ra­zu­mi­h­in sat down on the sofa be­side him, as clum­sily as a bear put his left arm round Raskolnikov’s head, al­though he was able to sit up, and with his right hand gave him a spoon­ful of soup, blow­ing on it that it might not burn him. But the soup was only just warm. Raskolnikov swal­lowed one spoon­ful greed­ily, then a second, then a third. But after giv­ing him a few more spoon­fuls of soup, Ra­zu­mi­h­in sud­denly stopped, and said that he must ask Zossimov wheth­er he ought to have more.

			Nastasya came in with two bottles of beer.

			“And will you have tea?”

			“Yes.”

			“Cut along, Nastasya, and bring some tea, for tea we may ven­ture on without the fac­ulty. But here is the beer!” He moved back to his chair, pulled the soup and meat in front of him, and began eat­ing as though he had not touched food for three days.

			“I must tell you, Rodya, I dine like this here every day now,” he mumbled with his mouth full of beef, “and it’s all Pashen­ka, your dear little land­lady, who sees to that; she loves to do any­thing for me. I don’t ask for it, but, of course, I don’t ob­ject. And here’s Nastasya with the tea. She is a quick girl. Nastasya, my dear, won’t you have some beer?”

			“Get along with your non­sense!”

			“A cup of tea, then?”

			“A cup of tea, maybe.”

			“Pour it out. Stay, I’ll pour it out my­self. Sit down.”

			He poured out two cups, left his din­ner, and sat on the sofa again. As be­fore, he put his left arm round the sick man’s head, raised him up and gave him tea in spoon­fuls, again blow­ing each spoon­ful stead­ily and earn­estly, as though this pro­cess was the prin­cip­al and most ef­fect­ive means to­wards his friend’s re­cov­ery. Raskolnikov said noth­ing and made no res­ist­ance, though he felt quite strong enough to sit up on the sofa without sup­port and could not merely have held a cup or a spoon, but even per­haps could have walked about. But from some queer, al­most an­im­al, cun­ning he con­ceived the idea of hid­ing his strength and ly­ing low for a time, pre­tend­ing if ne­ces­sary not to be yet in full pos­ses­sion of his fac­ulties, and mean­while listen­ing to find out what was go­ing on. Yet he could not over­come his sense of re­pug­nance. After sip­ping a dozen spoon­fuls of tea, he sud­denly re­leased his head, pushed the spoon away ca­pri­ciously, and sank back on the pil­low. There were ac­tu­ally real pil­lows un­der his head now, down pil­lows in clean cases, he ob­served that, too, and took note of it.

			“Pashen­ka must give us some rasp­berry jam today to make him some rasp­berry tea,” said Ra­zu­mi­h­in, go­ing back to his chair and at­tack­ing his soup and beer again.

			“And where is she to get rasp­ber­ries for you?” asked Nastasya, bal­an­cing a sau­cer on her five out­spread fin­gers and sip­ping tea through a lump of sug­ar.

			“She’ll get it at the shop, my dear. You see, Rodya, all sorts of things have been hap­pen­ing while you have been laid up. When you de­camped in that ras­cally way without leav­ing your ad­dress, I felt so angry that I re­solved to find you out and pun­ish you. I set to work that very day. How I ran about mak­ing in­quir­ies for you! This lodging of yours I had for­got­ten, though I nev­er re­membered it, in­deed, be­cause I did not know it; and as for your old lodgings, I could only re­mem­ber it was at the Five Corners, Har­lam­ov’s house. I kept try­ing to find that Har­lam­ov’s house, and af­ter­wards it turned out that it was not Har­lam­ov’s, but Buch’s. How one muddles up sound some­times! So I lost my tem­per, and I went on the chance to the ad­dress bur­eau next day, and only fancy, in two minutes they looked you up! Your name is down there.”

			“My name!”

			“I should think so; and yet a Gen­er­al Kobelev they could not find while I was there. Well, it’s a long story. But as soon as I did land on this place, I soon got to know all your af­fairs—all, all, broth­er, I know everything; Nastasya here will tell you. I made the ac­quaint­ance of Nikodim Fomitch and Ilya Pet­ro­vitch, and the house-port­er and Mr. Zamet­ov, Al­ex­an­dr Grig­or­ievitch, the head clerk in the po­lice of­fice, and, last, but not least, of Pashen­ka; Nastasya here knows. …”

			“He’s got round her,” Nastasya mur­mured, smil­ing slyly.

			“Why don’t you put the sug­ar in your tea, Nastasya Niki­forovna?”

			“You are a one!” Nastasya cried sud­denly, go­ing off in­to a giggle. “I am not Niki­forovna, but Pet­ro­vna,” she ad­ded sud­denly, re­cov­er­ing from her mirth.

			“I’ll make a note of it. Well, broth­er, to make a long story short, I was go­ing in for a reg­u­lar ex­plo­sion here to up­root all ma­lig­nant in­flu­ences in the loc­al­ity, but Pashen­ka won the day. I had not ex­pec­ted, broth­er, to find her so … pre­pos­sess­ing. Eh, what do you think?”

			Raskolnikov did not speak, but he still kept his eyes fixed upon him, full of alarm.

			“And all that could be wished, in­deed, in every re­spect,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in went on, not at all em­bar­rassed by his si­lence.

			“Ah, the sly dog!” Nastasya shrieked again. This con­ver­sa­tion af­forded her un­speak­able de­light.

			“It’s a pity, broth­er, that you did not set to work in the right way at first. You ought to have ap­proached her dif­fer­ently. She is, so to speak, a most un­ac­count­able char­ac­ter. But we will talk about her char­ac­ter later. … How could you let things come to such a pass that she gave up send­ing you your din­ner? And that I.O.U.? You must have been mad to sign an I.O.U. And that prom­ise of mar­riage when her daugh­ter, Nat­a­lya Yegorovna, was alive? … I know all about it! But I see that’s a del­ic­ate mat­ter and I am an ass; for­give me. But, talk­ing of fool­ish­ness, do you know Praskovya Pavlovna is not nearly so fool­ish as you would think at first sight?”

			“No,” mumbled Raskolnikov, look­ing away, but feel­ing that it was bet­ter to keep up the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“She isn’t, is she?” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in, de­lighted to get an an­swer out of him. “But she is not very clev­er either, eh? She is es­sen­tially, es­sen­tially an un­ac­count­able char­ac­ter! I am some­times quite at a loss, I as­sure you. … She must be forty; she says she is thirty-six, and of course she has every right to say so. But I swear I judge her in­tel­lec­tu­ally, simply from the meta­phys­ic­al point of view; there is a sort of sym­bol­ism sprung up between us, a sort of al­gebra or what­not! I don’t un­der­stand it! Well, that’s all non­sense. Only, see­ing that you are not a stu­dent now and have lost your les­sons and your clothes, and that through the young lady’s death she has no need to treat you as a re­la­tion, she sud­denly took fright; and as you hid in your den and dropped all your old re­la­tions with her, she planned to get rid of you. And she’s been cher­ish­ing that design a long time, but was sorry to lose the I.O.U., for you as­sured her your­self that your moth­er would pay.”

			“It was base of me to say that. … My moth­er her­self is al­most a beg­gar … and I told a lie to keep my lodging … and be fed,” Raskolnikov said loudly and dis­tinctly.

			“Yes, you did very sens­ibly. But the worst of it is that at that point Mr. Tchebarov turns up, a busi­ness man. Pashen­ka would nev­er have thought of do­ing any­thing on her own ac­count, she is too re­tir­ing; but the busi­ness man is by no means re­tir­ing, and first thing he puts the ques­tion, ‘Is there any hope of real­ising the I.O.U.?’ An­swer: there is, be­cause he has a moth­er who would save her Rodya with her hun­dred and twenty-five roubles pen­sion, if she has to starve her­self; and a sis­ter, too, who would go in­to bond­age for his sake. That’s what he was build­ing upon. … Why do you start? I know all the ins and outs of your af­fairs now, my dear boy—it’s not for noth­ing that you were so open with Pashen­ka when you were her pro­spect­ive son-in-law, and I say all this as a friend. … But I tell you what it is; an hon­est and sens­it­ive man is open; and a busi­ness man ‘listens and goes on eat­ing’ you up. Well, then she gave the I.O.U. by way of pay­ment to this Tchebarov, and without hes­it­a­tion he made a form­al de­mand for pay­ment. When I heard of all this I wanted to blow him up, too, to clear my con­science, but by that time har­mony reigned between me and Pashen­ka, and I in­sisted on stop­ping the whole af­fair, en­ga­ging that you would pay. I went se­cur­ity for you, broth­er. Do you un­der­stand? We called Tchebarov, flung him ten roubles and got the I.O.U. back from him, and here I have the hon­our of present­ing it to you. She trusts your word now. Here, take it, you see I have torn it.”

			Ra­zu­mi­h­in put the note on the table. Raskolnikov looked at him and turned to the wall without ut­ter­ing a word. Even Ra­zu­mi­h­in felt a twinge.

			“I see, broth­er,” he said a mo­ment later, “that I have been play­ing the fool again. I thought I should amuse you with my chat­ter, and I be­lieve I have only made you cross.”

			“Was it you I did not re­cog­nise when I was de­li­ri­ous?” Raskolnikov asked, after a mo­ment’s pause without turn­ing his head.

			“Yes, and you flew in­to a rage about it, es­pe­cially when I brought Zamet­ov one day.”

			“Zamet­ov? The head clerk? What for?” Raskolnikov turned round quickly and fixed his eyes on Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“What’s the mat­ter with you? … What are you up­set about? He wanted to make your ac­quaint­ance be­cause I talked to him a lot about you. … How could I have found out so much ex­cept from him? He is a cap­it­al fel­low, broth­er, first-rate … in his own way, of course. Now we are friends—see each oth­er al­most every day. I have moved in­to this part, you know. I have only just moved. I’ve been with him to Lu­ise Ivan­ovna once or twice. … Do you re­mem­ber Lu­ise, Lu­ise Ivan­ovna?”

			“Did I say any­thing in de­li­ri­um?”

			“I should think so! You were be­side your­self.”

			“What did I rave about?”

			“What next? What did you rave about? What people do rave about. … Well, broth­er, now I must not lose time. To work.” He got up from the table and took up his cap.

			“What did I rave about?”

			“How he keeps on! Are you afraid of hav­ing let out some secret? Don’t worry your­self; you said noth­ing about a count­ess. But you said a lot about a bull­dog, and about ear­rings and chains, and about Krestovsky Is­land, and some port­er, and Nikodim Fomitch and Ilya Pet­ro­vitch, the as­sist­ant su­per­in­tend­ent. And an­oth­er thing that was of spe­cial in­terest to you was your own sock. You whined, ‘Give me my sock.’ Zamet­ov hunted all about your room for your socks, and with his own scen­ted, ring-be­decked fin­gers he gave you the rag. And only then were you com­for­ted, and for the next twenty-four hours you held the wretched thing in your hand; we could not get it from you. It is most likely some­where un­der your quilt at this mo­ment. And then you asked so piteously for fringe for your trousers. We tried to find out what sort of fringe, but we could not make it out. Now to busi­ness! Here are thirty-five roubles; I take ten of them, and shall give you an ac­count of them in an hour or two. I will let Zossimov know at the same time, though he ought to have been here long ago, for it is nearly twelve. And you, Nastasya, look in pretty of­ten while I am away, to see wheth­er he wants a drink or any­thing else. And I will tell Pashen­ka what is wanted my­self. Good­bye!”

			“He calls her Pashen­ka! Ah, he’s a deep one!” said Nastasya as he went out; then she opened the door and stood listen­ing, but could not res­ist run­ning down­stairs after him. She was very eager to hear what he would say to the land­lady. She was evid­ently quite fas­cin­ated by Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			No soon­er had she left the room than the sick man flung off the bed­clothes and leapt out of bed like a mad­man. With burn­ing, twitch­ing im­pa­tience he had waited for them to be gone so that he might set to work. But to what work? Now, as though to spite him, it eluded him.

			“Good God, only tell me one thing: do they know of it yet or not? What if they know it and are only pre­tend­ing, mock­ing me while I am laid up, and then they will come in and tell me that it’s been dis­covered long ago and that they have only … What am I to do now? That’s what I’ve for­got­ten, as though on pur­pose; for­got­ten it all at once, I re­membered a minute ago.”

			He stood in the middle of the room and gazed in miser­able be­wil­der­ment about him; he walked to the door, opened it, listened; but that was not what he wanted. Sud­denly, as though re­call­ing some­thing, he rushed to the corner where there was a hole un­der the pa­per, began ex­amin­ing it, put his hand in­to the hole, fumbled—but that was not it. He went to the stove, opened it and began rum­ma­ging in the ashes; the frayed edges of his trousers and the rags cut off his pock­et were ly­ing there just as he had thrown them. No one had looked, then! Then he re­membered the sock about which Ra­zu­mi­h­in had just been telling him. Yes, there it lay on the sofa un­der the quilt, but it was so covered with dust and grime that Zamet­ov could not have seen any­thing on it.

			“Bah, Zamet­ov! The po­lice of­fice! And why am I sent for to the po­lice of­fice? Where’s the no­tice? Bah! I am mix­ing it up; that was then. I looked at my sock then, too, but now … now I have been ill. But what did Zamet­ov come for? Why did Ra­zu­mi­h­in bring him?” he muttered, help­lessly sit­ting on the sofa again. “What does it mean? Am I still in de­li­ri­um, or is it real? I be­lieve it is real. … Ah, I re­mem­ber; I must es­cape! Make haste to es­cape. Yes, I must, I must es­cape! Yes … but where? And where are my clothes? I’ve no boots. They’ve taken them away! They’ve hid­den them! I un­der­stand! Ah, here is my coat—they passed that over! And here is money on the table, thank God! And here’s the I.O.U. … I’ll take the money and go and take an­oth­er lodging. They won’t find me! … Yes, but the ad­dress bur­eau? They’ll find me, Ra­zu­mi­h­in will find me. Bet­ter es­cape al­to­geth­er … far away … to Amer­ica, and let them do their worst! And take the I.O.U. … it would be of use there. … What else shall I take? They think I am ill! They don’t know that I can walk, ha-ha-ha! I could see by their eyes that they know all about it! If only I could get down­stairs! And what if they have set a watch there—po­lice­men! What’s this tea? Ah, and here is beer left, half a bottle, cold!”

			He snatched up the bottle, which still con­tained a glass­ful of beer, and gulped it down with rel­ish, as though quench­ing a flame in his breast. But in an­oth­er minute the beer had gone to his head, and a faint and even pleas­ant shiver ran down his spine. He lay down and pulled the quilt over him. His sick and in­co­her­ent thoughts grew more and more dis­con­nec­ted, and soon a light, pleas­ant drowsi­ness came upon him. With a sense of com­fort he nestled his head in­to the pil­low, wrapped more closely about him the soft, wad­ded quilt which had re­placed the old, ragged great­coat, sighed softly and sank in­to a deep, sound, re­fresh­ing sleep.

			He woke up, hear­ing someone come in. He opened his eyes and saw Ra­zu­mi­h­in stand­ing in the door­way, un­cer­tain wheth­er to come in or not. Raskolnikov sat up quickly on the sofa and gazed at him, as though try­ing to re­call some­thing.

			“Ah, you are not asleep! Here I am! Nastasya, bring in the par­cel!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in shouted down the stairs. “You shall have the ac­count dir­ectly.”

			“What time is it?” asked Raskolnikov, look­ing round un­eas­ily.

			“Yes, you had a fine sleep, broth­er, it’s al­most even­ing, it will be six o’clock dir­ectly. You have slept more than six hours.”

			“Good heav­ens! Have I?”

			“And why not? It will do you good. What’s the hurry? A tryst, is it? We’ve all time be­fore us. I’ve been wait­ing for the last three hours for you; I’ve been up twice and found you asleep. I’ve called on Zossimov twice; not at home, only fancy! But no mat­ter, he will turn up. And I’ve been out on my own busi­ness, too. You know I’ve been mov­ing today, mov­ing with my uncle. I have an uncle liv­ing with me now. But that’s no mat­ter, to busi­ness. Give me the par­cel, Nastasya. We will open it dir­ectly. And how do you feel now, broth­er?”

			“I am quite well, I am not ill. Ra­zu­mi­h­in, have you been here long?”

			“I tell you I’ve been wait­ing for the last three hours.”

			“No, be­fore.”

			“How do you mean?”

			“How long have you been com­ing here?”

			“Why I told you all about it this morn­ing. Don’t you re­mem­ber?”

			Raskolnikov pondered. The morn­ing seemed like a dream to him. He could not re­mem­ber alone, and looked in­quir­ingly at Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“Hm!” said the lat­ter, “he has for­got­ten. I fan­cied then that you were not quite your­self. Now you are bet­ter for your sleep. … You really look much bet­ter. First-rate! Well, to busi­ness. Look here, my dear boy.”

			He began un­ty­ing the bundle, which evid­ently in­ter­ested him.

			“Be­lieve me, broth­er, this is some­thing spe­cially near my heart. For we must make a man of you. Let’s be­gin from the top. Do you see this cap?” he said, tak­ing out of the bundle a fairly good though cheap and or­din­ary cap. “Let me try it on.”

			“Presently, af­ter­wards,” said Raskolnikov, wav­ing it off pet­tishly.

			“Come, Rodya, my boy, don’t op­pose it, af­ter­wards will be too late; and I shan’t sleep all night, for I bought it by guess, without meas­ure. Just right!” he cried tri­umphantly, fit­ting it on, “just your size! A prop­er head-cov­er­ing is the first thing in dress and a re­com­mend­a­tion in its own way. Tol­styakov, a friend of mine, is al­ways ob­liged to take off his pud­ding basin when he goes in­to any pub­lic place where oth­er people wear their hats or caps. People think he does it from slav­ish po­lite­ness, but it’s simply be­cause he is ashamed of his bird’s nest; he is such a boast­ful fel­low! Look, Nastasya, here are two spe­ci­mens of headgear: this Palmer­ston”—he took from the corner Raskolnikov’s old, battered hat, which for some un­known reas­on, he called a Palmer­ston—“or this jew­el! Guess the price, Rodya, what do you sup­pose I paid for it, Nastasya!” he said, turn­ing to her, see­ing that Raskolnikov did not speak.

			“Twenty ko­pecks, no more, I dare say,” answered Nastasya.

			“Twenty ko­pecks, silly!” he cried, of­fen­ded. “Why, nowadays you would cost more than that—eighty ko­pecks! And that only be­cause it has been worn. And it’s bought on con­di­tion that when’s it’s worn out, they will give you an­oth­er next year. Yes, on my word! Well, now let us pass to the United States of Amer­ica, as they called them at school. I as­sure you I am proud of these breeches,” and he ex­hib­ited to Raskolnikov a pair of light, sum­mer trousers of grey wool­len ma­ter­i­al. “No holes, no spots, and quite re­spect­able, al­though a little worn; and a waist­coat to match, quite in the fash­ion. And its be­ing worn really is an im­prove­ment, it’s softer, smooth­er. … You see, Rodya, to my think­ing, the great thing for get­ting on in the world is al­ways to keep to the sea­sons; if you don’t in­sist on hav­ing as­paragus in Janu­ary, you keep your money in your purse; and it’s the same with this pur­chase. It’s sum­mer now, so I’ve been buy­ing sum­mer things—warm­er ma­ter­i­als will be wanted for au­tumn, so you will have to throw these away in any case … es­pe­cially as they will be done for by then from their own lack of co­her­ence if not your high­er stand­ard of lux­ury. Come, price them! What do you say? Two roubles twenty-five ko­pecks! And re­mem­ber the con­di­tion: if you wear these out, you will have an­oth­er suit for noth­ing! They only do busi­ness on that sys­tem at Fedy­aev’s; if you’ve bought a thing once, you are sat­is­fied for life, for you will nev­er go there again of your own free will. Now for the boots. What do you say? You see that they are a bit worn, but they’ll last a couple of months, for it’s for­eign work and for­eign leath­er; the sec­ret­ary of the Eng­lish Em­bassy sold them last week—he had only worn them six days, but he was very short of cash. Price—a rouble and a half. A bar­gain?”

			“But per­haps they won’t fit,” ob­served Nastasya.

			“Not fit? Just look!” and he pulled out of his pock­et Raskolnikov’s old, broken boot, stiffly coated with dry mud. “I did not go empty-handed—they took the size from this mon­ster. We all did our best. And as to your lin­en, your land­lady has seen to that. Here, to be­gin with are three shirts, hempen but with a fash­ion­able front. … Well now then, eighty ko­pecks the cap, two roubles twenty-five ko­pecks the suit—to­geth­er three roubles five ko­pecks—a rouble and a half for the boots—for, you see, they are very good—and that makes four roubles fifty-five ko­pecks; five roubles for the un­der­clothes—they were bought in the lot—which makes ex­actly nine roubles fifty-five ko­pecks. Forty-five ko­pecks change in cop­pers. Will you take it? And so, Rodya, you are set up with a com­plete new rig-out, for your over­coat will serve, and even has a style of its own. That comes from get­ting one’s clothes from Sharm­er’s! As for your socks and oth­er things, I leave them to you; we’ve twenty-five roubles left. And as for Pashen­ka and pay­ing for your lodging, don’t you worry. I tell you she’ll trust you for any­thing. And now, broth­er, let me change your lin­en, for I daresay you will throw off your ill­ness with your shirt.”

			“Let me be! I don’t want to!” Raskolnikov waved him off. He had listened with dis­gust to Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s ef­forts to be play­ful about his pur­chases.

			“Come, broth­er, don’t tell me I’ve been trudging around for noth­ing,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in in­sisted. “Nastasya, don’t be bash­ful, but help me—that’s it,” and in spite of Raskolnikov’s res­ist­ance he changed his lin­en. The lat­ter sank back on the pil­lows and for a minute or two said noth­ing.

			“It will be long be­fore I get rid of them,” he thought. “What money was all that bought with?” he asked at last, gaz­ing at the wall.

			“Money? Why, your own, what the mes­sen­ger brought from Vahrush­in, your moth­er sent it. Have you for­got­ten that, too?”

			“I re­mem­ber now,” said Raskolnikov after a long, sul­len si­lence. Ra­zu­mi­h­in looked at him, frown­ing and un­easy.

			The door opened and a tall, stout man whose ap­pear­ance seemed fa­mil­i­ar to Raskolnikov came in.

		
	
		
			IV

			Zossimov was a tall, fat man with a puffy, col­our­less, clean-shaven face and straight flax­en hair. He wore spec­tacles, and a big gold ring on his fat fin­ger. He was twenty-sev­en. He had on a light grey fash­ion­able loose coat, light sum­mer trousers, and everything about him loose, fash­ion­able and spick and span; his lin­en was ir­re­proach­able, his watch-chain was massive. In man­ner he was slow and, as it were, non­chal­ant, and at the same time stu­di­ously free and easy; he made ef­forts to con­ceal his self-im­port­ance, but it was ap­par­ent at every in­stant. All his ac­quaint­ances found him te­di­ous, but said he was clev­er at his work.

			“I’ve been to you twice today, broth­er. You see, he’s come to him­self,” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“I see, I see; and how do we feel now, eh?” said Zossimov to Raskolnikov, watch­ing him care­fully and, sit­ting down at the foot of the sofa, he settled him­self as com­fort­ably as he could.

			“He is still de­pressed,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in went on. “We’ve just changed his lin­en and he al­most cried.”

			“That’s very nat­ur­al; you might have put it off if he did not wish it. … His pulse is first-rate. Is your head still aching, eh?”

			“I am well, I am per­fectly well!” Raskolnikov de­clared pos­it­ively and ir­rit­ably. He raised him­self on the sofa and looked at them with glit­ter­ing eyes, but sank back on to the pil­low at once and turned to the wall. Zossimov watched him in­tently.

			“Very good. … Go­ing on all right,” he said lazily. “Has he eaten any­thing?”

			They told him, and asked what he might have.

			“He may have any­thing … soup, tea … mush­rooms and cu­cum­bers, of course, you must not give him; he’d bet­ter not have meat either, and … but no need to tell you that!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in and he looked at each oth­er. “No more medi­cine or any­thing. I’ll look at him again to­mor­row. Per­haps, today even … but nev­er mind …”

			“To­mor­row even­ing I shall take him for a walk,” said Ra­zu­mi­h­in. “We are go­ing to the Yusupov garden and then to the Pal­ais de Cristal.”

			“I would not dis­turb him to­mor­row at all, but I don’t know … a little, maybe … but we’ll see.”

			“Ach, what a nuis­ance! I’ve got a house­warm­ing party to­night; it’s only a step from here. Couldn’t he come? He could lie on the sofa. You are com­ing?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in said to Zossimov. “Don’t for­get, you prom­ised.”

			“All right, only rather later. What are you go­ing to do?”

			“Oh, noth­ing—tea, vodka, her­rings. There will be a pie … just our friends.”

			“And who?”

			“All neigh­bours here, al­most all new friends, ex­cept my old uncle, and he is new too—he only ar­rived in Peters­burg yes­ter­day to see to some busi­ness of his. We meet once in five years.”

			“What is he?”

			“He’s been stag­nat­ing all his life as a dis­trict post­mas­ter; gets a little pen­sion. He is sixty-five—not worth talk­ing about. … But I am fond of him. Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, the head of the In­vest­ig­a­tion De­part­ment here … But you know him.”

			“Is he a re­la­tion of yours, too?”

			“A very dis­tant one. But why are you scowl­ing? Be­cause you quar­relled once, won’t you come then?”

			“I don’t care a damn for him.”

			“So much the bet­ter. Well, there will be some stu­dents, a teach­er, a gov­ern­ment clerk, a mu­si­cian, an of­ficer and Zamet­ov.”

			“Do tell me, please, what you or he”—Zossimov nod­ded at Raskolnikov—“can have in com­mon with this Zamet­ov?”

			“Oh, you par­tic­u­lar gen­tle­man! Prin­ciples! You are worked by prin­ciples, as it were by springs; you won’t ven­ture to turn round on your own ac­count. If a man is a nice fel­low, that’s the only prin­ciple I go upon. Zamet­ov is a de­light­ful per­son.”

			“Though he does take bribes.”

			“Well, he does! and what of it? I don’t care if he does take bribes,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in cried with un­nat­ur­al ir­rit­ab­il­ity. “I don’t praise him for tak­ing bribes. I only say he is a nice man in his own way! But if one looks at men in all ways—are there many good ones left? Why, I am sure I shouldn’t be worth a baked onion my­self … per­haps with you thrown in.”

			“That’s too little; I’d give two for you.”

			“And I wouldn’t give more than one for you. No more of your jokes! Zamet­ov is no more than a boy. I can pull his hair and one must draw him not re­pel him. You’ll nev­er im­prove a man by re­pelling him, es­pe­cially a boy. One has to be twice as care­ful with a boy. Oh, you pro­gress­ive dullards! You don’t un­der­stand. You harm yourselves run­ning an­oth­er man down. … But if you want to know, we really have some­thing in com­mon.”

			“I should like to know what.”

			“Why, it’s all about a house-paint­er. … We are get­ting him out of a mess! Though in­deed there’s noth­ing to fear now. The mat­ter is ab­so­lutely self-evid­ent. We only put on steam.”

			“A paint­er?”

			“Why, haven’t I told you about it? I only told you the be­gin­ning then about the murder of the old pawn­broker-wo­man. Well, the paint­er is mixed up in it …”

			“Oh, I heard about that murder be­fore and was rather in­ter­ested in it … partly … for one reas­on. … I read about it in the pa­pers, too. …”

			“Liza­veta was murdered, too,” Nastasya blur­ted out, sud­denly ad­dress­ing Raskolnikov. She re­mained in the room all the time, stand­ing by the door listen­ing.

			“Liza­veta,” mur­mured Raskolnikov hardly aud­ibly.

			“Liza­veta, who sold old clothes. Didn’t you know her? She used to come here. She men­ded a shirt for you, too.”

			Raskolnikov turned to the wall where in the dirty, yel­low pa­per he picked out one clumsy, white flower with brown lines on it and began ex­amin­ing how many petals there were in it, how many scal­lops in the petals and how many lines on them. He felt his arms and legs as life­less as though they had been cut off. He did not at­tempt to move, but stared ob­stin­ately at the flower.

			“But what about the paint­er?” Zossimov in­ter­rup­ted Nastasya’s chat­ter with marked dis­pleas­ure. She sighed and was si­lent.

			“Why, he was ac­cused of the murder,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in went on hotly.

			“Was there evid­ence against him then?”

			“Evid­ence, in­deed! Evid­ence that was no evid­ence, and that’s what we have to prove. It was just as they pitched on those fel­lows, Koch and Pestryakov, at first. Foo! how stu­pidly it’s all done, it makes one sick, though it’s not one’s busi­ness! Pestryakov may be com­ing to­night. … By the way, Rodya, you’ve heard about the busi­ness already; it happened be­fore you were ill, the day be­fore you fain­ted at the po­lice of­fice while they were talk­ing about it.”

			Zossimov looked curi­ously at Raskolnikov. He did not stir.

			“But I say, Ra­zu­mi­h­in, I won­der at you. What a busy­body you are!” Zossimov ob­served.

			“Maybe I am, but we will get him off any­way,” shouted Ra­zu­mi­h­in, bring­ing his fist down on the table. “What’s the most of­fens­ive is not their ly­ing—one can al­ways for­give ly­ing—ly­ing is a de­light­ful thing, for it leads to truth—what is of­fens­ive is that they lie and wor­ship their own ly­ing. … I re­spect Por­firy, but … What threw them out at first? The door was locked, and when they came back with the port­er it was open. So it fol­lowed that Koch and Pestryakov were the mur­der­ers—that was their lo­gic!”

			“But don’t ex­cite your­self; they simply de­tained them, they could not help that. … And, by the way, I’ve met that man Koch. He used to buy un­re­deemed pledges from the old wo­man? Eh?”

			“Yes, he is a swind­ler. He buys up bad debts, too. He makes a pro­fes­sion of it. But enough of him! Do you know what makes me angry? It’s their sick­en­ing rot­ten, pet­ri­fied routine. … And this case might be the means of in­tro­du­cing a new meth­od. One can show from the psy­cho­lo­gic­al data alone how to get on the track of the real man. ‘We have facts,’ they say. But facts are not everything—at least half the busi­ness lies in how you in­ter­pret them!”

			“Can you in­ter­pret them, then?”

			“Any­way, one can’t hold one’s tongue when one has a feel­ing, a tan­gible feel­ing, that one might be a help if only. … Eh! Do you know the de­tails of the case?”

			“I am wait­ing to hear about the paint­er.”

			“Oh, yes! Well, here’s the story. Early on the third day after the murder, when they were still dand­ling Koch and Pestryakov—though they ac­coun­ted for every step they took and it was as plain as a pikestaff—an un­ex­pec­ted fact turned up. A peas­ant called Dushkin, who keeps a dram-shop fa­cing the house, brought to the po­lice of­fice a jew­eller’s case con­tain­ing some gold ear­rings, and told a long ri­gamar­ole. ‘The day be­fore yes­ter­day, just after eight o’clock’—mark the day and the hour!—‘a jour­ney­man house-paint­er, Nikolay, who had been in to see me already that day, brought me this box of gold ear­rings and stones, and asked me to give him two roubles for them. When I asked him where he got them, he said that he picked them up in the street. I did not ask him any­thing more.’ I am telling you Dushkin’s story. ‘I gave him a note’—a rouble that is—‘for I thought if he did not pawn it with me he would with an­oth­er. It would all come to the same thing—he’d spend it on drink, so the thing had bet­ter be with me. The fur­ther you hide it the quick­er you will find it, and if any­thing turns up, if I hear any ru­mours, I’ll take it to the po­lice.’ Of course, that’s all tara­diddle; he lies like a horse, for I know this Dushkin, he is a pawn­broker and a re­ceiv­er of stolen goods, and he did not cheat Nikolay out of a thirty-rouble trinket in or­der to give it to the po­lice. He was simply afraid. But no mat­ter, to re­turn to Dushkin’s story. ‘I’ve known this peas­ant, Nikolay De­mentyev, from a child; he comes from the same province and dis­trict of Za­raïsk, we are both Ryazan men. And though Nikolay is not a drunk­ard, he drinks, and I knew he had a job in that house, paint­ing work with Dmitri, who comes from the same vil­lage, too. As soon as he got the rouble he changed it, had a couple of glasses, took his change and went out. But I did not see Dmitri with him then. And the next day I heard that someone had murdered Alyona Ivan­ovna and her sis­ter, Liza­veta Ivan­ovna, with an axe. I knew them, and I felt sus­pi­cious about the ear­rings at once, for I knew the murdered wo­man lent money on pledges. I went to the house, and began to make care­ful in­quir­ies without say­ing a word to any­one. First of all I asked, “Is Nikolay here?” Dmitri told me that Nikolay had gone off on the spree; he had come home at day­break drunk, stayed in the house about ten minutes, and went out again. Dmitri didn’t see him again and is fin­ish­ing the job alone. And their job is on the same stair­case as the murder, on the second floor. When I heard all that I did not say a word to any­one’—that’s Dushkin’s tale—‘but I found out what I could about the murder, and went home feel­ing as sus­pi­cious as ever. And at eight o’clock this morn­ing’—that was the third day, you un­der­stand—‘I saw Nikolay com­ing in, not sober, though not to say very drunk—he could un­der­stand what was said to him. He sat down on the bench and did not speak. There was only one stranger in the bar and a man I knew asleep on a bench and our two boys. “Have you seen Dmitri?” said I. “No, I haven’t,” said he. “And you’ve not been here either?” “Not since the day be­fore yes­ter­day,” said he. “And where did you sleep last night?” “In Peski, with the Ko­lo­mensky men.” “And where did you get those ear­rings?” I asked. “I found them in the street,” and the way he said it was a bit queer; he did not look at me. “Did you hear what happened that very even­ing, at that very hour, on that same stair­case?” said I. “No,” said he, “I had not heard,” and all the while he was listen­ing, his eyes were star­ing out of his head and he turned as white as chalk. I told him all about it and he took his hat and began get­ting up. I wanted to keep him. “Wait a bit, Nikolay,” said I, “won’t you have a drink?” And I signed to the boy to hold the door, and I came out from be­hind the bar; but he dar­ted out and down the street to the turn­ing at a run. I have not seen him since. Then my doubts were at an end—it was his do­ing, as clear as could be. …’ ”

			“I should think so,” said Zossimov.

			“Wait! Hear the end. Of course they sought high and low for Nikolay; they de­tained Dushkin and searched his house; Dmitri, too, was ar­res­ted; the Ko­lo­mensky men also were turned in­side out. And the day be­fore yes­ter­day they ar­res­ted Nikolay in a tav­ern at the end of the town. He had gone there, taken the sil­ver cross off his neck and asked for a dram for it. They gave it to him. A few minutes af­ter­wards the wo­man went to the cow­shed, and through a crack in the wall she saw in the stable ad­join­ing he had made a noose of his sash from the beam, stood on a block of wood, and was try­ing to put his neck in the noose. The wo­man screeched her hard­est; people ran in. ‘So that’s what you are up to!’ ‘Take me,’ he says, ‘to such-and-such a po­lice of­ficer; I’ll con­fess everything.’ Well, they took him to that po­lice sta­tion—that is here—with a suit­able es­cort. So they asked him this and that, how old he is, ‘twenty-two,’ and so on. At the ques­tion, ‘When you were work­ing with Dmitri, didn’t you see any­one on the stair­case at such-and-such a time?’—an­swer: ‘To be sure folks may have gone up and down, but I did not no­tice them.’ ‘And didn’t you hear any­thing, any noise, and so on?’ ‘We heard noth­ing spe­cial.’ ‘And did you hear, Nikolay, that on the same day Wid­ow So-and-so and her sis­ter were murdered and robbed?’ ‘I nev­er knew a thing about it. The first I heard of it was from Afan­asy Pavlovitch the day be­fore yes­ter­day.’ ‘And where did you find the ear­rings?’ ‘I found them on the pave­ment.’ ‘Why didn’t you go to work with Dmitri the oth­er day?’ ‘Be­cause I was drink­ing.’ ‘And where were you drink­ing?’ ‘Oh, in such-and-such a place.’ ‘Why did you run away from Dushkin’s?’ ‘Be­cause I was aw­fully frightened.’ ‘What were you frightened of?’ ‘That I should be ac­cused.’ ‘How could you be frightened, if you felt free from guilt?’ Now, Zossimov, you may not be­lieve me, that ques­tion was put lit­er­ally in those words. I know it for a fact, it was re­peated to me ex­actly! What do you say to that?”

			“Well, any­way, there’s the evid­ence.”

			“I am not talk­ing of the evid­ence now, I am talk­ing about that ques­tion, of their own idea of them­selves. Well, so they squeezed and squeezed him and he con­fessed: ‘I did not find it in the street, but in the flat where I was paint­ing with Dmitri.’ ‘And how was that?’ ‘Why, Dmitri and I were paint­ing there all day, and we were just get­ting ready to go, and Dmitri took a brush and painted my face, and he ran off and I after him. I ran after him, shout­ing my hard­est, and at the bot­tom of the stairs I ran right against the port­er and some gen­tle­men—and how many gen­tle­men were there I don’t re­mem­ber. And the port­er swore at me, and the oth­er port­er swore, too, and the port­er’s wife came out, and swore at us, too; and a gen­tle­man came in­to the entry with a lady, and he swore at us, too, for Dmitri and I lay right across the way. I got hold of Dmitri’s hair and knocked him down and began beat­ing him. And Dmitri, too, caught me by the hair and began beat­ing me. But we did it all not for tem­per but in a friendly way, for sport. And then Dmitri es­caped and ran in­to the street, and I ran after him; but I did not catch him, and went back to the flat alone; I had to clear up my things. I began put­ting them to­geth­er, ex­pect­ing Dmitri to come, and there in the pas­sage, in the corner by the door, I stepped on the box. I saw it ly­ing there wrapped up in pa­per. I took off the pa­per, saw some little hooks, un­did them, and in the box were the ear­rings. …’ ”

			“Be­hind the door? Ly­ing be­hind the door? Be­hind the door?” Raskolnikov cried sud­denly, star­ing with a blank look of ter­ror at Ra­zu­mi­h­in, and he slowly sat up on the sofa, lean­ing on his hand.

			“Yes … why? What’s the mat­ter? What’s wrong?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in, too, got up from his seat.

			“Noth­ing,” Raskolnikov answered faintly, turn­ing to the wall. All were si­lent for a while.

			“He must have waked from a dream,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in said at last, look­ing in­quir­ingly at Zossimov. The lat­ter slightly shook his head.

			“Well, go on,” said Zossimov. “What next?”

			“What next? As soon as he saw the ear­rings, for­get­ting Dmitri and everything, he took up his cap and ran to Dushkin and, as we know, got a rouble from him. He told a lie say­ing he found them in the street, and went off drink­ing. He keeps re­peat­ing his old story about the murder: ‘I know noth­ing of it, nev­er heard of it till the day be­fore yes­ter­day.’ ‘And why didn’t you come to the po­lice till now?’ ‘I was frightened.’ ‘And why did you try to hang your­self?’ ‘From anxi­ety.’ ‘What anxi­ety?’ ‘That I should be ac­cused of it.’ Well, that’s the whole story. And now what do you sup­pose they de­duced from that?”

			“Why, there’s no sup­pos­ing. There’s a clue, such as it is, a fact. You wouldn’t have your paint­er set free?”

			“Now they’ve simply taken him for the mur­der­er. They haven’t a shad­ow of doubt.”

			“That’s non­sense. You are ex­cited. But what about the ear­rings? You must ad­mit that, if on the very same day and hour ear­rings from the old wo­man’s box have come in­to Nikolay’s hands, they must have come there some­how. That’s a good deal in such a case.”

			“How did they get there? How did they get there?” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in. “How can you, a doc­tor, whose duty it is to study man and who has more op­por­tun­ity than any­one else for study­ing hu­man nature—how can you fail to see the char­ac­ter of the man in the whole story? Don’t you see at once that the an­swers he has giv­en in the ex­am­in­a­tion are the holy truth? They came in­to his hand pre­cisely as he has told us—he stepped on the box and picked it up.”

			“The holy truth! But didn’t he own him­self that he told a lie at first?”

			“Listen to me, listen at­tent­ively. The port­er and Koch and Pestryakov and the oth­er port­er and the wife of the first port­er and the wo­man who was sit­ting in the port­er’s lodge and the man Kry­ukov, who had just got out of a cab at that minute and went in at the entry with a lady on his arm, that is eight or ten wit­nesses, agree that Nikolay had Dmitri on the ground, was ly­ing on him beat­ing him, while Dmitri hung on to his hair, beat­ing him, too. They lay right across the way, block­ing the thor­ough­fare. They were sworn at on all sides while they ‘like chil­dren’ (the very words of the wit­nesses) were fall­ing over one an­oth­er, squeal­ing, fight­ing and laugh­ing with the fun­ni­est faces, and, chas­ing one an­oth­er like chil­dren, they ran in­to the street. Now take care­ful note. The bod­ies up­stairs were warm, you un­der­stand, warm when they found them! If they, or Nikolay alone, had murdered them and broken open the boxes, or simply taken part in the rob­bery, al­low me to ask you one ques­tion: do their state of mind, their squeals and giggles and child­ish scuff­ling at the gate fit in with axes, blood­shed, fiendish cun­ning, rob­bery? They’d just killed them, not five or ten minutes be­fore, for the bod­ies were still warm, and at once, leav­ing the flat open, know­ing that people would go there at once, fling­ing away their booty, they rolled about like chil­dren, laugh­ing and at­tract­ing gen­er­al at­ten­tion. And there are a dozen wit­nesses to swear to that!”

			“Of course it is strange! It’s im­possible, in­deed, but …”

			“No, broth­er, no buts. And if the ear­rings be­ing found in Nikolay’s hands at the very day and hour of the murder con­sti­tutes an im­port­ant piece of cir­cum­stan­tial evid­ence against him—al­though the ex­plan­a­tion giv­en by him ac­counts for it, and there­fore it does not tell ser­i­ously against him—one must take in­to con­sid­er­a­tion the facts which prove him in­no­cent, es­pe­cially as they are facts that can­not be denied. And do you sup­pose, from the char­ac­ter of our leg­al sys­tem, that they will ac­cept, or that they are in a po­s­i­tion to ac­cept, this fact—rest­ing simply on a psy­cho­lo­gic­al im­possib­il­ity—as ir­re­fut­able and con­clus­ively break­ing down the cir­cum­stan­tial evid­ence for the pro­sec­u­tion? No, they won’t ac­cept it, they cer­tainly won’t, be­cause they found the jew­el-case and the man tried to hang him­self, ‘which he could not have done if he hadn’t felt guilty.’ That’s the point, that’s what ex­cites me, you must un­der­stand!”

			“Oh, I see you are ex­cited! Wait a bit. I for­got to ask you; what proof is there that the box came from the old wo­man?”

			“That’s been proved,” said Ra­zu­mi­h­in with ap­par­ent re­luct­ance, frown­ing. “Koch re­cog­nised the jew­el-case and gave the name of the own­er, who proved con­clus­ively that it was his.”

			“That’s bad. Now an­oth­er point. Did any­one see Nikolay at the time that Koch and Pestryakov were go­ing up­stairs at first, and is there no evid­ence about that?”

			“Nobody did see him,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in answered with vex­a­tion. “That’s the worst of it. Even Koch and Pestryakov did not no­tice them on their way up­stairs, though, in­deed, their evid­ence could not have been worth much. They said they saw the flat was open, and that there must be work go­ing on in it, but they took no spe­cial no­tice and could not re­mem­ber wheth­er there ac­tu­ally were men at work in it.”

			“Hm! … So the only evid­ence for the de­fence is that they were beat­ing one an­oth­er and laugh­ing. That con­sti­tutes a strong pre­sump­tion, but … How do you ex­plain the facts your­self?”

			“How do I ex­plain them? What is there to ex­plain? It’s clear. At any rate, the dir­ec­tion in which ex­plan­a­tion is to be sought is clear, and the jew­el-case points to it. The real mur­der­er dropped those ear­rings. The mur­der­er was up­stairs, locked in, when Koch and Pestryakov knocked at the door. Koch, like an ass, did not stay at the door; so the mur­der­er popped out and ran down, too; for he had no oth­er way of es­cape. He hid from Koch, Pestryakov and the port­er in the flat when Nikolay and Dmitri had just run out of it. He stopped there while the port­er and oth­ers were go­ing up­stairs, waited till they were out of hear­ing, and then went calmly down­stairs at the very minute when Dmitri and Nikolay ran out in­to the street and there was no one in the entry; pos­sibly he was seen, but not no­ticed. There are lots of people go­ing in and out. He must have dropped the ear­rings out of his pock­et when he stood be­hind the door, and did not no­tice he dropped them, be­cause he had oth­er things to think of. The jew­el-case is a con­clus­ive proof that he did stand there. … That’s how I ex­plain it.”

			“Too clev­er! No, my boy, you’re too clev­er. That beats everything.”

			“But, why, why?”

			“Why, be­cause everything fits too well … it’s too me­lo­dra­mat­ic.”

			“A-ach!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in was ex­claim­ing, but at that mo­ment the door opened and a per­son­age came in who was a stranger to all present.

		
	
		
			V

			This was a gen­tle­man no longer young, of a stiff and portly ap­pear­ance, and a cau­tious and sour coun­ten­ance. He began by stop­ping short in the door­way, star­ing about him with of­fens­ive and un­dis­guised as­ton­ish­ment, as though ask­ing him­self what sort of place he had come to. Mis­trust­fully and with an af­fect­a­tion of be­ing alarmed and al­most af­fron­ted, he scanned Raskolnikov’s low and nar­row “cab­in.” With the same amazement he stared at Raskolnikov, who lay un­dressed, dishevelled, un­washed, on his miser­able dirty sofa, look­ing fix­edly at him. Then with the same de­lib­er­a­tion he scru­tin­ised the un­couth, un­kempt fig­ure and un­shaven face of Ra­zu­mi­h­in, who looked him boldly and in­quir­ingly in the face without rising from his seat. A con­strained si­lence las­ted for a couple of minutes, and then, as might be ex­pec­ted, some scene-shift­ing took place. Re­flect­ing, prob­ably from cer­tain fairly un­mis­tak­able signs, that he would get noth­ing in this “cab­in” by at­tempt­ing to over­awe them, the gen­tle­man softened some­what, and civilly, though with some sever­ity, em­phas­ising every syl­lable of his ques­tion, ad­dressed Zossimov:

			“Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch Raskolnikov, a stu­dent, or formerly a stu­dent?”

			Zossimov made a slight move­ment, and would have answered, had not Ra­zu­mi­h­in an­ti­cip­ated him.

			“Here he is ly­ing on the sofa! What do you want?”

			This fa­mil­i­ar “what do you want” seemed to cut the ground from the feet of the pom­pous gen­tle­man. He was turn­ing to Ra­zu­mi­h­in, but checked him­self in time and turned to Zossimov again.

			“This is Raskolnikov,” mumbled Zossimov, nod­ding to­wards him. Then he gave a pro­longed yawn, open­ing his mouth as wide as pos­sible. Then he lazily put his hand in­to his waist­coat-pock­et, pulled out a huge gold watch in a round hunter’s case, opened it, looked at it and as slowly and lazily pro­ceeded to put it back.

			Raskolnikov him­self lay without speak­ing, on his back, gaz­ing per­sist­ently, though without un­der­stand­ing, at the stranger. Now that his face was turned away from the strange flower on the pa­per, it was ex­tremely pale and wore a look of an­guish, as though he had just un­der­gone an ag­on­ising op­er­a­tion or just been taken from the rack. But the new­comer gradu­ally began to arouse his at­ten­tion, then his won­der, then sus­pi­cion and even alarm. When Zossimov said “This is Raskolnikov” he jumped up quickly, sat on the sofa and with an al­most de­fi­ant, but weak and break­ing, voice ar­tic­u­lated:

			“Yes, I am Raskolnikov! What do you want?”

			The vis­it­or scru­tin­ised him and pro­nounced im­press­ively:

			“Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch Luzh­in. I be­lieve I have reas­on to hope that my name is not wholly un­known to you?”

			But Raskolnikov, who had ex­pec­ted some­thing quite dif­fer­ent, gazed blankly and dream­ily at him, mak­ing no reply, as though he heard the name of Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch for the first time.

			“Is it pos­sible that you can up to the present have re­ceived no in­form­a­tion?” asked Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, some­what dis­con­cer­ted.

			In reply Raskolnikov sank lan­guidly back on the pil­low, put his hands be­hind his head and gazed at the ceil­ing. A look of dis­may came in­to Luzh­in’s face. Zossimov and Ra­zu­mi­h­in stared at him more in­quis­it­ively than ever, and at last he showed un­mis­tak­able signs of em­bar­rass­ment.

			“I had pre­sumed and cal­cu­lated,” he faltered, “that a let­ter pos­ted more than ten days, if not a fort­night ago …”

			“I say, why are you stand­ing in the door­way?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in in­ter­rup­ted sud­denly. “If you’ve some­thing to say, sit down. Nastasya and you are so crowded. Nastasya, make room. Here’s a chair, thread your way in!”

			He moved his chair back from the table, made a little space between the table and his knees, and waited in a rather cramped po­s­i­tion for the vis­it­or to “thread his way in.” The minute was so chosen that it was im­possible to re­fuse, and the vis­it­or squeezed his way through, hur­ry­ing and stum­bling. Reach­ing the chair, he sat down, look­ing sus­pi­ciously at Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“No need to be nervous,” the lat­ter blur­ted out. “Rodya has been ill for the last five days and de­li­ri­ous for three, but now he is re­cov­er­ing and has got an ap­pet­ite. This is his doc­tor, who has just had a look at him. I am a com­rade of Rodya’s, like him, formerly a stu­dent, and now I am nurs­ing him; so don’t you take any no­tice of us, but go on with your busi­ness.”

			“Thank you. But shall I not dis­turb the in­val­id by my pres­ence and con­ver­sa­tion?” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch asked of Zossimov.

			“N-no,” mumbled Zossimov; “you may amuse him.” He yawned again.

			“He has been con­scious a long time, since the morn­ing,” went on Ra­zu­mi­h­in, whose fa­mili­ar­ity seemed so much like un­af­fected good-nature that Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch began to be more cheer­ful, partly, per­haps, be­cause this shabby and im­pudent per­son had in­tro­duced him­self as a stu­dent.

			“Your mamma,” began Luzh­in.

			“Hm!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in cleared his throat loudly. Luzh­in looked at him in­quir­ingly.

			“That’s all right, go on.”

			Luzh­in shrugged his shoulders.

			“Your mamma had com­menced a let­ter to you while I was so­journ­ing in her neigh­bour­hood. On my ar­rival here I pur­posely al­lowed a few days to elapse be­fore com­ing to see you, in or­der that I might be fully as­sured that you were in full pos­ses­sion of the tid­ings; but now, to my as­ton­ish­ment …”

			“I know, I know!” Raskolnikov cried sud­denly with im­pa­tient vex­a­tion. “So you are the fiancé? I know, and that’s enough!”

			There was no doubt about Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch’s be­ing of­fen­ded this time, but he said noth­ing. He made a vi­ol­ent ef­fort to un­der­stand what it all meant. There was a mo­ment’s si­lence.

			Mean­while Raskolnikov, who had turned a little to­wards him when he answered, began sud­denly star­ing at him again with marked curi­os­ity, as though he had not had a good look at him yet, or as though some­thing new had struck him; he rose from his pil­low on pur­pose to stare at him. There cer­tainly was some­thing pe­cu­li­ar in Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch’s whole ap­pear­ance, some­thing which seemed to jus­ti­fy the title of “fiancé” so un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously ap­plied to him. In the first place, it was evid­ent, far too much so in­deed, that Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch had made eager use of his few days in the cap­it­al to get him­self up and rig him­self out in ex­pect­a­tion of his be­trothed—a per­fectly in­no­cent and per­miss­ible pro­ceed­ing, in­deed. Even his own, per­haps too com­pla­cent, con­scious­ness of the agree­able im­prove­ment in his ap­pear­ance might have been for­giv­en in such cir­cum­stances, see­ing that Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch had taken up the role of fiancé. All his clothes were fresh from the tail­or’s and were all right, ex­cept for be­ing too new and too dis­tinctly ap­pro­pri­ate. Even the styl­ish new round hat had the same sig­ni­fic­ance. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch treated it too re­spect­fully and held it too care­fully in his hands. The ex­quis­ite pair of lav­ender gloves, real Louv­ain, told the same tale, if only from the fact of his not wear­ing them, but car­ry­ing them in his hand for show. Light and youth­ful col­ours pre­dom­in­ated in Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch’s at­tire. He wore a charm­ing sum­mer jack­et of a fawn shade, light thin trousers, a waist­coat of the same, new and fine lin­en, a cravat of the light­est cam­bric with pink stripes on it, and the best of it was, this all suited Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. His very fresh and even hand­some face looked young­er than his forty-five years at all times. His dark, mut­ton-chop whiskers made an agree­able set­ting on both sides, grow­ing thickly upon his shin­ing, clean-shaven chin. Even his hair, touched here and there with grey, though it had been combed and curled at a hairdress­er’s, did not give him a stu­pid ap­pear­ance, as curled hair usu­ally does, by in­ev­it­ably sug­gest­ing a Ger­man on his wed­ding-day. If there really was some­thing un­pleas­ing and re­puls­ive in his rather good-look­ing and im­pos­ing coun­ten­ance, it was due to quite oth­er causes. After scan­ning Mr. Luzh­in un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously, Raskolnikov smiled ma­lig­nantly, sank back on the pil­low and stared at the ceil­ing as be­fore.

			But Mr. Luzh­in hardened his heart and seemed to de­term­ine to take no no­tice of their oddit­ies.

			“I feel the greatest re­gret at find­ing you in this situ­ation,” he began, again break­ing the si­lence with an ef­fort. “If I had been aware of your ill­ness I should have come earli­er. But you know what busi­ness is. I have, too, a very im­port­ant leg­al af­fair in the Sen­ate, not to men­tion oth­er pre­oc­cu­pa­tions which you may well con­jec­ture. I am ex­pect­ing your mamma and sis­ter any minute.”

			Raskolnikov made a move­ment and seemed about to speak; his face showed some ex­cite­ment. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch paused, waited, but as noth­ing fol­lowed, he went on:

			“… Any minute. I have found a lodging for them on their ar­rival.”

			“Where?” asked Raskolnikov weakly.

			“Very near here, in Bakaleyev’s house.”

			“That’s in Voskre­sensky,” put in Ra­zu­mi­h­in. “There are two storeys of rooms, let by a mer­chant called Yush­in; I’ve been there.”

			“Yes, rooms …”

			“A dis­gust­ing place—filthy, stink­ing and, what’s more, of doubt­ful char­ac­ter. Things have happened there, and there are all sorts of queer people liv­ing there. And I went there about a scan­dal­ous busi­ness. It’s cheap, though …”

			“I could not, of course, find out so much about it, for I am a stranger in Peters­burg my­self,” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch replied huffily. “How­ever, the two rooms are ex­ceed­ingly clean, and as it is for so short a time … I have already taken a per­man­ent, that is, our fu­ture flat,” he said, ad­dress­ing Raskolnikov, “and I am hav­ing it done up. And mean­while I am my­self cramped for room in a lodging with my friend An­drey Semy­onovitch Le­bezi­at­nikov, in the flat of Ma­dame Lip­pevech­sel; it was he who told me of Bakaleyev’s house, too …”

			“Le­bezi­at­nikov?” said Raskolnikov slowly, as if re­call­ing some­thing.

			“Yes, An­drey Semy­onovitch Le­bezi­at­nikov, a clerk in the Min­istry. Do you know him?”

			“Yes … no,” Raskolnikov answered.

			“Ex­cuse me, I fan­cied so from your in­quiry. I was once his guard­i­an. … A very nice young man and ad­vanced. I like to meet young people: one learns new things from them.” Luzh­in looked round hope­fully at them all.

			“How do you mean?” asked Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“In the most ser­i­ous and es­sen­tial mat­ters,” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch replied, as though de­lighted at the ques­tion. “You see, it’s ten years since I vis­ited Peters­burg. All the nov­el­ties, re­forms, ideas have reached us in the provinces, but to see it all more clearly one must be in Peters­burg. And it’s my no­tion that you ob­serve and learn most by watch­ing the young­er gen­er­a­tion. And I con­fess I am de­lighted …”

			“At what?”

			“Your ques­tion is a wide one. I may be mis­taken, but I fancy I find clear­er views, more, so to say, cri­ti­cism, more prac­tic­al­ity …”

			“That’s true,” Zossimov let drop.

			“Non­sense! There’s no prac­tic­al­ity.” Ra­zu­mi­h­in flew at him. “Prac­tic­al­ity is a dif­fi­cult thing to find; it does not drop down from heav­en. And for the last two hun­dred years we have been di­vorced from all prac­tic­al life. Ideas, if you like, are fer­ment­ing,” he said to Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, “and de­sire for good ex­ists, though it’s in a child­ish form, and hon­esty you may find, al­though there are crowds of brig­ands. Any­way, there’s no prac­tic­al­ity. Prac­tic­al­ity goes well shod.”

			“I don’t agree with you,” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch replied, with evid­ent en­joy­ment. “Of course, people do get car­ried away and make mis­takes, but one must have in­dul­gence; those mis­takes are merely evid­ence of en­thu­si­asm for the cause and of ab­nor­mal ex­tern­al en­vir­on­ment. If little has been done, the time has been but short; of means I will not speak. It’s my per­son­al view, if you care to know, that some­thing has been ac­com­plished already. New valu­able ideas, new valu­able works are cir­cu­lat­ing in the place of our old dreamy and ro­mantic au­thors. Lit­er­at­ure is tak­ing a ma­turer form, many in­jur­i­ous pre­ju­dices have been rooted up and turned in­to ri­dicule. … In a word, we have cut ourselves off ir­re­voc­ably from the past, and that, to my think­ing, is a great thing …”

			“He’s learnt it by heart to show off!” Raskolnikov pro­nounced sud­denly.

			“What?” asked Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, not catch­ing his words; but he re­ceived no reply.

			“That’s all true,” Zossimov hastened to in­ter­pose.

			“Isn’t it so?” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch went on, glan­cing af­fably at Zossimov. “You must ad­mit,” he went on, ad­dress­ing Ra­zu­mi­h­in with a shade of tri­umph and su­per­cili­ous­ness—he al­most ad­ded “young man”—“that there is an ad­vance, or, as they say now, pro­gress in the name of sci­ence and eco­nom­ic truth …”

			“A com­mon­place.”

			“No, not a com­mon­place! Hitherto, for in­stance, if I were told, ‘love thy neigh­bour,’ what came of it?” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch went on, per­haps with ex­cess­ive haste. “It came to my tear­ing my coat in half to share with my neigh­bour and we both were left half na­ked. As a Rus­si­an pro­verb has it, ‘Catch sev­er­al hares and you won’t catch one.’ Sci­ence now tells us, love your­self be­fore all men, for everything in the world rests on self-in­terest. You love your­self and man­age your own af­fairs prop­erly and your coat re­mains whole. Eco­nom­ic truth adds that the bet­ter private af­fairs are or­gan­ised in so­ci­ety—the more whole coats, so to say—the firmer are its found­a­tions and the bet­ter is the com­mon wel­fare or­gan­ised too. There­fore, in ac­quir­ing wealth solely and ex­clus­ively for my­self, I am ac­quir­ing, so to speak, for all, and help­ing to bring to pass my neigh­bour’s get­ting a little more than a torn coat; and that not from private, per­son­al lib­er­al­ity, but as a con­sequence of the gen­er­al ad­vance. The idea is simple, but un­hap­pily it has been a long time reach­ing us, be­ing hindered by ideal­ism and sen­ti­ment­al­ity. And yet it would seem to want very little wit to per­ceive it …”

			“Ex­cuse me, I’ve very little wit my­self,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in cut in sharply, “and so let us drop it. I began this dis­cus­sion with an ob­ject, but I’ve grown so sick dur­ing the last three years of this chat­ter­ing to amuse one­self, of this in­cess­ant flow of com­mon­places, al­ways the same, that, by Jove, I blush even when oth­er people talk like that. You are in a hurry, no doubt, to ex­hib­it your ac­quire­ments; and I don’t blame you, that’s quite par­don­able. I only wanted to find out what sort of man you are, for so many un­scru­pu­lous people have got hold of the pro­gress­ive cause of late and have so dis­tor­ted in their own in­terests everything they touched, that the whole cause has been dragged in the mire. That’s enough!”

			“Ex­cuse me, sir,” said Luzh­in, af­fron­ted, and speak­ing with ex­cess­ive dig­nity. “Do you mean to sug­gest so un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously that I too …”

			“Oh, my dear sir … how could I? … Come, that’s enough,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in con­cluded, and he turned ab­ruptly to Zossimov to con­tin­ue their pre­vi­ous con­ver­sa­tion.

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch had the good sense to ac­cept the dis­avow­al. He made up his mind to take leave in an­oth­er minute or two.

			“I trust our ac­quaint­ance,” he said, ad­dress­ing Raskolnikov, “may, upon your re­cov­ery and in view of the cir­cum­stances of which you are aware, be­come closer … Above all, I hope for your re­turn to health …”

			Raskolnikov did not even turn his head. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch began get­ting up from his chair.

			“One of her cus­tom­ers must have killed her,” Zossimov de­clared pos­it­ively.

			“Not a doubt of it,” replied Ra­zu­mi­h­in. “Por­firy doesn’t give his opin­ion, but is ex­amin­ing all who have left pledges with her there.”

			“Ex­amin­ing them?” Raskolnikov asked aloud.

			“Yes. What then?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“How does he get hold of them?” asked Zossimov.

			“Koch has giv­en the names of some of them, oth­er names are on the wrap­pers of the pledges and some have come for­ward of them­selves.”

			“It must have been a cun­ning and prac­tised ruf­fi­an! The bold­ness of it! The cool­ness!”

			“That’s just what it wasn’t!” in­ter­posed Ra­zu­mi­h­in. “That’s what throws you all off the scent. But I main­tain that he is not cun­ning, not prac­tised, and prob­ably this was his first crime! The sup­pos­i­tion that it was a cal­cu­lated crime and a cun­ning crim­in­al doesn’t work. Sup­pose him to have been in­ex­per­i­enced, and it’s clear that it was only a chance that saved him—and chance may do any­thing. Why, he did not fore­see obstacles, per­haps! And how did he set to work? He took jew­els worth ten or twenty roubles, stuff­ing his pock­ets with them, ran­sacked the old wo­man’s trunks, her rags—and they found fif­teen hun­dred roubles, be­sides notes, in a box in the top draw­er of the chest! He did not know how to rob; he could only murder. It was his first crime, I as­sure you, his first crime; he lost his head. And he got off more by luck than good coun­sel!”

			“You are talk­ing of the murder of the old pawn­broker, I be­lieve?” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch put in, ad­dress­ing Zossimov. He was stand­ing, hat and gloves in hand, but be­fore de­part­ing he felt dis­posed to throw off a few more in­tel­lec­tu­al phrases. He was evid­ently anxious to make a fa­vour­able im­pres­sion and his van­ity over­came his prudence.

			“Yes. You’ve heard of it?”

			“Oh, yes, be­ing in the neigh­bour­hood.”

			“Do you know the de­tails?”

			“I can’t say that; but an­oth­er cir­cum­stance in­terests me in the case—the whole ques­tion, so to say. Not to speak of the fact that crime has been greatly on the in­crease among the lower classes dur­ing the last five years, not to speak of the cases of rob­bery and ar­son every­where, what strikes me as the strangest thing is that in the high­er classes, too, crime is in­creas­ing pro­por­tion­ately. In one place one hears of a stu­dent’s rob­bing the mail on the high road; in an­oth­er place people of good so­cial po­s­i­tion forge false bank­notes; in Mo­scow of late a whole gang has been cap­tured who used to forge lot­tery tick­ets, and one of the ringlead­ers was a lec­turer in uni­ver­sal his­tory; then our sec­ret­ary abroad was murdered from some ob­scure motive of gain. … And if this old wo­man, the pawn­broker, has been murdered by someone of a high­er class in so­ci­ety—for peas­ants don’t pawn gold trinkets—how are we to ex­plain this de­mor­al­isa­tion of the civ­il­ised part of our so­ci­ety?”

			“There are many eco­nom­ic changes,” put in Zossimov.

			“How are we to ex­plain it?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in caught him up. “It might be ex­plained by our in­vet­er­ate im­prac­tic­al­ity.”

			“How do you mean?”

			“What an­swer had your lec­turer in Mo­scow to make to the ques­tion why he was for­ging notes? ‘Every­body is get­ting rich one way or an­oth­er, so I want to make haste to get rich too.’ I don’t re­mem­ber the ex­act words, but the up­shot was that he wants money for noth­ing, without wait­ing or work­ing! We’ve grown used to hav­ing everything ready-made, to walk­ing on crutches, to hav­ing our food chewed for us. Then the great hour struck,1 and every man showed him­self in his true col­ours.”

			“But mor­al­ity? And so to speak, prin­ciples …”

			“But why do you worry about it?” Raskolnikov in­ter­posed sud­denly. “It’s in ac­cord­ance with your the­ory!”

			“In ac­cord­ance with my the­ory?”

			“Why, carry out lo­gic­ally the the­ory you were ad­voc­at­ing just now, and it fol­lows that people may be killed …”

			“Upon my word!” cried Luzh­in.

			“No, that’s not so,” put in Zossimov.

			Raskolnikov lay with a white face and twitch­ing up­per lip, breath­ing pain­fully.

			“There’s a meas­ure in all things,” Luzh­in went on su­per­cili­ously. “Eco­nom­ic ideas are not an in­cite­ment to murder, and one has but to sup­pose …”

			“And is it true,” Raskolnikov in­ter­posed once more sud­denly, again in a voice quiv­er­ing with fury and de­light in in­sult­ing him, “is it true that you told your fiancée … with­in an hour of her ac­cept­ance, that what pleased you most … was that she was a beg­gar … be­cause it was bet­ter to raise a wife from poverty, so that you may have com­plete con­trol over her, and re­proach her with your be­ing her be­ne­fact­or?”

			“Upon my word,” Luzh­in cried wrath­fully and ir­rit­ably, crim­son with con­fu­sion, “to dis­tort my words in this way! Ex­cuse me, al­low me to as­sure you that the re­port which has reached you, or rather, let me say, has been con­veyed to you, has no found­a­tion in truth, and I … sus­pect who … in a word … this ar­row … in a word, your mamma … She seemed to me in oth­er things, with all her ex­cel­lent qual­it­ies, of a some­what high-flown and ro­mantic way of think­ing. … But I was a thou­sand miles from sup­pos­ing that she would mis­un­der­stand and mis­rep­res­ent things in so fanci­ful a way. … And in­deed … in­deed …”

			“I tell you what,” cried Raskolnikov, rais­ing him­self on his pil­low and fix­ing his pier­cing, glit­ter­ing eyes upon him, “I tell you what.”

			“What?” Luzh­in stood still, wait­ing with a de­fi­ant and of­fen­ded face. Si­lence las­ted for some seconds.

			“Why, if ever again … you dare to men­tion a single word … about my moth­er … I shall send you fly­ing down­stairs!”

			“What’s the mat­ter with you?” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“So that’s how it is?” Luzh­in turned pale and bit his lip. “Let me tell you, sir,” he began de­lib­er­ately, do­ing his ut­most to re­strain him­self but breath­ing hard, “at the first mo­ment I saw you you were ill-dis­posed to me, but I re­mained here on pur­pose to find out more. I could for­give a great deal in a sick man and a con­nec­tion, but you … nev­er after this …”

			“I am not ill,” cried Raskolnikov.

			“So much the worse …”

			“Go to hell!”

			But Luzh­in was already leav­ing without fin­ish­ing his speech, squeez­ing between the table and the chair; Ra­zu­mi­h­in got up this time to let him pass. Without glan­cing at any­one, and not even nod­ding to Zossimov, who had for some time been mak­ing signs to him to let the sick man alone, he went out, lift­ing his hat to the level of his shoulders to avoid crush­ing it as he stooped to go out of the door. And even the curve of his spine was ex­press­ive of the hor­rible in­sult he had re­ceived.

			“How could you—how could you!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in said, shak­ing his head in per­plex­ity.

			“Let me alone—let me alone all of you!” Raskolnikov cried in a frenzy. “Will you ever leave off tor­ment­ing me? I am not afraid of you! I am not afraid of any­one, any­one now! Get away from me! I want to be alone, alone, alone!”

			“Come along,” said Zossimov, nod­ding to Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“But we can’t leave him like this!”

			“Come along,” Zossimov re­peated in­sist­ently, and he went out. Ra­zu­mi­h­in thought a minute and ran to over­take him.

			“It might be worse not to obey him,” said Zossimov on the stairs. “He mustn’t be ir­rit­ated.”

			“What’s the mat­ter with him?”

			“If only he could get some fa­vour­able shock, that’s what would do it! At first he was bet­ter. … You know he has got some­thing on his mind! Some fixed idea weigh­ing on him. … I am very much afraid so; he must have!”

			“Per­haps it’s that gen­tle­man, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. From his con­ver­sa­tion I gath­er he is go­ing to marry his sis­ter, and that he had re­ceived a let­ter about it just be­fore his ill­ness. …”

			“Yes, con­found the man! he may have up­set the case al­to­geth­er. But have you no­ticed, he takes no in­terest in any­thing, he does not re­spond to any­thing ex­cept one point on which he seems ex­cited—that’s the murder?”

			“Yes, yes,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in agreed, “I no­ticed that, too. He is in­ter­ested, frightened. It gave him a shock on the day he was ill in the po­lice of­fice; he fain­ted.”

			“Tell me more about that this even­ing and I’ll tell you some­thing af­ter­wards. He in­terests me very much! In half an hour I’ll go and see him again. … There’ll be no in­flam­ma­tion though.”

			“Thanks! And I’ll wait with Pashen­ka mean­time and will keep watch on him through Nastasya. …”

			Raskolnikov, left alone, looked with im­pa­tience and misery at Nastasya, but she still lingered.

			“Won’t you have some tea now?” she asked.

			“Later! I am sleepy! Leave me.”

			He turned ab­ruptly to the wall; Nastasya went out.

		
	
		
			VI

			But as soon as she went out, he got up, latched the door, un­did the par­cel which Ra­zu­mi­h­in had brought in that even­ing and had tied up again and began dress­ing. Strange to say, he seemed im­me­di­ately to have be­come per­fectly calm; not a trace of his re­cent de­li­ri­um nor of the pan­ic fear that had haunted him of late. It was the first mo­ment of a strange sud­den calm. His move­ments were pre­cise and def­in­ite; a firm pur­pose was evid­ent in them. “Today, today,” he muttered to him­self. He un­der­stood that he was still weak, but his in­tense spir­itu­al con­cen­tra­tion gave him strength and self-con­fid­ence. He hoped, moreover, that he would not fall down in the street. When he had dressed in en­tirely new clothes, he looked at the money ly­ing on the table, and after a mo­ment’s thought put it in his pock­et. It was twenty-five roubles. He took also all the cop­per change from the ten roubles spent by Ra­zu­mi­h­in on the clothes. Then he softly un­latched the door, went out, slipped down­stairs and glanced in at the open kit­chen door. Nastasya was stand­ing with her back to him, blow­ing up the land­lady’s sam­o­var. She heard noth­ing. Who would have dreamed of his go­ing out, in­deed? A minute later he was in the street.

			It was nearly eight o’clock, the sun was set­ting. It was as stifling as be­fore, but he eagerly drank in the stink­ing, dusty town air. His head felt rather dizzy; a sort of sav­age en­ergy gleamed sud­denly in his fe­ver­ish eyes and his wasted, pale and yel­low face. He did not know and did not think where he was go­ing, he had one thought only: “that all this must be ended today, once for all, im­me­di­ately; that he would not re­turn home without it, be­cause he would not go on liv­ing like that.” How, with what to make an end? He had not an idea about it, he did not even want to think of it. He drove away thought; thought tor­tured him. All he knew, all he felt was that everything must be changed “one way or an­oth­er,” he re­peated with des­per­ate and im­mov­able self-con­fid­ence and de­term­in­a­tion.

			From old habit he took his usu­al walk in the dir­ec­tion of the Hay Mar­ket. A dark-haired young man with a bar­rel or­gan was stand­ing in the road in front of a little gen­er­al shop and was grind­ing out a very sen­ti­ment­al song. He was ac­com­pa­ny­ing a girl of fif­teen, who stood on the pave­ment in front of him. She was dressed up in a crinoline, a mantle and a straw hat with a flame-col­oured feath­er in it, all very old and shabby. In a strong and rather agree­able voice, cracked and coarsened by street singing, she sang in hope of get­ting a cop­per from the shop. Raskolnikov joined two or three listen­ers, took out a five ko­peck piece and put it in the girl’s hand. She broke off ab­ruptly on a sen­ti­ment­al high note, shouted sharply to the or­gan grinder “Come on,” and both moved on to the next shop.

			“Do you like street mu­sic?” said Raskolnikov, ad­dress­ing a middle-aged man stand­ing idly by him. The man looked at him, startled and won­der­ing.

			“I love to hear singing to a street or­gan,” said Raskolnikov, and his man­ner seemed strangely out of keep­ing with the sub­ject—“I like it on cold, dark, damp au­tumn even­ings—they must be damp—when all the pass­ersby have pale green, sickly faces, or bet­ter still when wet snow is fall­ing straight down, when there’s no wind—you know what I mean?—and the street lamps shine through it …”

			“I don’t know. … Ex­cuse me …” muttered the stranger, frightened by the ques­tion and Raskolnikov’s strange man­ner, and he crossed over to the oth­er side of the street.

			Raskolnikov walked straight on and came out at the corner of the Hay Mar­ket, where the huck­ster and his wife had talked with Liza­veta; but they were not there now. Re­cog­nising the place, he stopped, looked round and ad­dressed a young fel­low in a red shirt who stood gap­ing be­fore a corn chand­ler’s shop.

			“Isn’t there a man who keeps a booth with his wife at this corner?”

			“All sorts of people keep booths here,” answered the young man, glan­cing su­per­cili­ously at Raskolnikov.

			“What’s his name?”

			“What he was christened.”

			“Aren’t you a Za­raïsky man, too? Which province?”

			The young man looked at Raskolnikov again.

			“It’s not a province, your ex­cel­lency, but a dis­trict. Gra­ciously for­give me, your ex­cel­lency!”

			“Is that a tav­ern at the top there?”

			“Yes, it’s an eat­ing-house and there’s a bil­liard-room and you’ll find prin­cesses there too. … La-la!”

			Raskolnikov crossed the square. In that corner there was a dense crowd of peas­ants. He pushed his way in­to the thick­est part of it, look­ing at the faces. He felt an un­ac­count­able in­clin­a­tion to enter in­to con­ver­sa­tion with people. But the peas­ants took no no­tice of him; they were all shout­ing in groups to­geth­er. He stood and thought a little and took a turn­ing to the right in the dir­ec­tion of V——.

			He had of­ten crossed that little street which turns at an angle, lead­ing from the mar­ket­place to Sad­ovy Street. Of late he had of­ten felt drawn to wander about this dis­trict, when he felt de­pressed, that he might feel more so.

			Now he walked along, think­ing of noth­ing. At that point there is a great block of build­ings, en­tirely let out in dram shops and eat­ing-houses; wo­men were con­tinu­ally run­ning in and out, bare­headed and in their in­door clothes. Here and there they gathered in groups, on the pave­ment, es­pe­cially about the en­trances to vari­ous fest­ive es­tab­lish­ments in the lower storeys. From one of these a loud din, sounds of singing, the tink­ling of a gui­tar and shouts of mer­ri­ment, floated in­to the street. A crowd of wo­men were throng­ing round the door; some were sit­ting on the steps, oth­ers on the pave­ment, oth­ers were stand­ing talk­ing. A drunk­en sol­dier, smoking a ci­gar­ette, was walk­ing near them in the road, swear­ing; he seemed to be try­ing to find his way some­where, but had for­got­ten where. One beg­gar was quar­rel­ling with an­oth­er, and a man dead drunk was ly­ing right across the road. Raskolnikov joined the throng of wo­men, who were talk­ing in husky voices. They were bare­headed and wore cot­ton dresses and goat­skin shoes. There were wo­men of forty and some not more than sev­en­teen; al­most all had blackened eyes.

			He felt strangely at­trac­ted by the singing and all the noise and up­roar in the sa­loon be­low … someone could be heard with­in dan­cing frantic­ally, mark­ing time with his heels to the sounds of the gui­tar and of a thin fal­setto voice singing a jaunty air. He listened in­tently, gloomily and dream­ily, bend­ing down at the en­trance and peep­ing in­quis­it­ively in from the pave­ment.

			
				
					“Oh, my hand­some sol­dier
					

					Don’t beat me for noth­ing,”
				

			

			trilled the thin voice of the sing­er. Raskolnikov felt a great de­sire to make out what he was singing, as though everything de­pended on that.

			“Shall I go in?” he thought. “They are laugh­ing. From drink. Shall I get drunk?”

			“Won’t you come in?” one of the wo­men asked him. Her voice was still mu­sic­al and less thick than the oth­ers, she was young and not re­puls­ive—the only one of the group.

			“Why, she’s pretty,” he said, draw­ing him­self up and look­ing at her.

			She smiled, much pleased at the com­pli­ment.

			“You’re very nice look­ing your­self,” she said.

			“Isn’t he thin though!” ob­served an­oth­er wo­man in a deep bass. “Have you just come out of a hos­pit­al?”

			“They’re all gen­er­als’ daugh­ters, it seems, but they have all snub noses,” in­ter­posed a tipsy peas­ant with a sly smile on his face, wear­ing a loose coat. “See how jolly they are.”

			“Go along with you!”

			“I’ll go, sweetie!”

			And he dar­ted down in­to the sa­loon be­low. Raskolnikov moved on.

			“I say, sir,” the girl shouted after him.

			“What is it?”

			She hes­it­ated.

			“I’ll al­ways be pleased to spend an hour with you, kind gen­tle­man, but now I feel shy. Give me six ko­pecks for a drink, there’s a nice young man!”

			Raskolnikov gave her what came first—fif­teen ko­pecks.

			“Ah, what a good-natured gen­tle­man!”

			“What’s your name?”

			“Ask for Duc­l­ida.”

			“Well, that’s too much,” one of the wo­men ob­served, shak­ing her head at Duc­l­ida. “I don’t know how you can ask like that. I be­lieve I should drop with shame. …”

			Raskolnikov looked curi­ously at the speak­er. She was a pock­marked wench of thirty, covered with bruises, with her up­per lip swollen. She made her cri­ti­cism quietly and earn­estly. “Where is it,” thought Raskolnikov. “Where is it I’ve read that someone con­demned to death says or thinks, an hour be­fore his death, that if he had to live on some high rock, on such a nar­row ledge that he’d only room to stand, and the ocean, ever­last­ing dark­ness, ever­last­ing solitude, ever­last­ing tem­pest around him, if he had to re­main stand­ing on a square yard of space all his life, a thou­sand years, etern­ity, it were bet­ter to live so than to die at once! Only to live, to live and live! Life, whatever it may be! … How true it is! Good God, how true! Man is a vile creature! … And vile is he who calls him vile for that,” he ad­ded a mo­ment later.

			He went in­to an­oth­er street. “Bah, the Pal­ais de Cristal! Ra­zu­mi­h­in was just talk­ing of the Pal­ais de Cristal. But what on earth was it I wanted? Yes, the news­pa­pers. … Zossimov said he’d read it in the pa­pers. Have you the pa­pers?” he asked, go­ing in­to a very spa­cious and pos­it­ively clean res­taur­ant, con­sist­ing of sev­er­al rooms, which were, how­ever, rather empty. Two or three people were drink­ing tea, and in a room fur­ther away were sit­ting four men drink­ing cham­pagne. Raskolnikov fan­cied that Zamet­ov was one of them, but he could not be sure at that dis­tance. “What if it is?” he thought.

			“Will you have vodka?” asked the waiter.

			“Give me some tea and bring me the pa­pers, the old ones for the last five days, and I’ll give you some­thing.”

			“Yes, sir, here’s today’s. No vodka?”

			The old news­pa­pers and the tea were brought. Raskolnikov sat down and began to look through them.

			“Oh, damn … these are the items of in­tel­li­gence. An ac­ci­dent on a stair­case, spon­tan­eous com­bus­tion of a shop­keep­er from al­co­hol, a fire in Peski … a fire in the Peters­burg quarter … an­oth­er fire in the Peters­burg quarter … and an­oth­er fire in the Peters­burg quarter. … Ah, here it is!” He found at last what he was seek­ing and began to read it. The lines danced be­fore his eyes, but he read it all and began eagerly seek­ing later ad­di­tions in the fol­low­ing num­bers. His hands shook with nervous im­pa­tience as he turned the sheets. Sud­denly someone sat down be­side him at his table. He looked up, it was the head clerk Zamet­ov, look­ing just the same, with the rings on his fin­gers and the watch-chain, with the curly, black hair, par­ted and po­maded, with the smart waist­coat, rather shabby coat and doubt­ful lin­en. He was in a good hu­mour, at least he was smil­ing very gaily and good-hu­mouredly. His dark face was rather flushed from the cham­pagne he had drunk.

			“What, you here?” he began in sur­prise, speak­ing as though he’d known him all his life. “Why, Ra­zu­mi­h­in told me only yes­ter­day you were un­con­scious. How strange! And do you know I’ve been to see you?”

			Raskolnikov knew he would come up to him. He laid aside the pa­pers and turned to Zamet­ov. There was a smile on his lips, and a new shade of ir­rit­able im­pa­tience was ap­par­ent in that smile.

			“I know you have,” he answered. “I’ve heard it. You looked for my sock. … And you know Ra­zu­mi­h­in has lost his heart to you? He says you’ve been with him to Lu­ise Ivan­ovna’s—you know, the wo­man you tried to be­friend, for whom you winked to the Ex­plos­ive Lieu­ten­ant and he would not un­der­stand. Do you re­mem­ber? How could he fail to un­der­stand—it was quite clear, wasn’t it?”

			“What a hot head he is!”

			“The ex­plos­ive one?”

			“No, your friend Ra­zu­mi­h­in.”

			“You must have a jolly life, Mr. Zamet­ov; en­trance free to the most agree­able places. Who’s been pour­ing cham­pagne in­to you just now?”

			“We’ve just been … hav­ing a drink to­geth­er. … You talk about pour­ing it in­to me!”

			“By way of a fee! You profit by everything!” Raskolnikov laughed, “it’s all right, my dear boy,” he ad­ded, slap­ping Zamet­ov on the shoulder. “I am not speak­ing from tem­per, but in a friendly way, for sport, as that work­man of yours said when he was scuff­ling with Dmitri, in the case of the old wo­man. …”

			“How do you know about it?”

			“Per­haps I know more about it than you do.”

			“How strange you are. … I am sure you are still very un­well. You oughtn’t to have come out.”

			“Oh, do I seem strange to you?”

			“Yes. What are you do­ing, read­ing the pa­pers?”

			“Yes.”

			“There’s a lot about the fires.”

			“No, I am not read­ing about the fires.” Here he looked mys­ter­i­ously at Zamet­ov; his lips were twis­ted again in a mock­ing smile. “No, I am not read­ing about the fires,” he went on, wink­ing at Zamet­ov. “But con­fess now, my dear fel­low, you’re aw­fully anxious to know what I am read­ing about?”

			“I am not in the least. Mayn’t I ask a ques­tion? Why do you keep on … ?”

			“Listen, you are a man of cul­ture and edu­ca­tion?”

			“I was in the sixth class at the gym­nas­i­um,” said Zamet­ov with some dig­nity.

			“Sixth class! Ah, my cock-spar­row! With your part­ing and your rings—you are a gen­tle­man of for­tune. Foo! what a charm­ing boy!” Here Raskolnikov broke in­to a nervous laugh right in Zamet­ov’s face. The lat­ter drew back, more amazed than of­fen­ded.

			“Foo! how strange you are!” Zamet­ov re­peated very ser­i­ously. “I can’t help think­ing you are still de­li­ri­ous.”

			“I am de­li­ri­ous? You are fib­bing, my cock-spar­row! So I am strange? You find me curi­ous, do you?”

			“Yes, curi­ous.”

			“Shall I tell you what I was read­ing about, what I was look­ing for? See what a lot of pa­pers I’ve made them bring me. Sus­pi­cious, eh?”

			“Well, what is it?”

			“You prick up your ears?”

			“How do you mean—‘prick up my ears’?”

			“I’ll ex­plain that af­ter­wards, but now, my boy, I de­clare to you … no, bet­ter ‘I con­fess’ … No, that’s not right either; ‘I make a de­pos­ition and you take it.’ I de­pose that I was read­ing, that I was look­ing and search­ing. …” he screwed up his eyes and paused. “I was search­ing—and came here on pur­pose to do it—for news of the murder of the old pawn­broker wo­man,” he ar­tic­u­lated at last, al­most in a whis­per, bring­ing his face ex­ceed­ingly close to the face of Zamet­ov. Zamet­ov looked at him stead­ily, without mov­ing or draw­ing his face away. What struck Zamet­ov af­ter­wards as the strangest part of it all was that si­lence fol­lowed for ex­actly a minute, and that they gazed at one an­oth­er all the while.

			“What if you have been read­ing about it?” he cried at last, per­plexed and im­pa­tient. “That’s no busi­ness of mine! What of it?”

			“The same old wo­man,” Raskolnikov went on in the same whis­per, not heed­ing Zamet­ov’s ex­plan­a­tion, “about whom you were talk­ing in the po­lice-of­fice, you re­mem­ber, when I fain­ted. Well, do you un­der­stand now?”

			“What do you mean? Un­der­stand … what?” Zamet­ov brought out, al­most alarmed.

			Raskolnikov’s set and earn­est face was sud­denly trans­formed, and he sud­denly went off in­to the same nervous laugh as be­fore, as though ut­terly un­able to re­strain him­self. And in one flash he re­called with ex­traordin­ary vivid­ness of sen­sa­tion a mo­ment in the re­cent past, that mo­ment when he stood with the axe be­hind the door, while the latch trembled and the men out­side swore and shook it, and he had a sud­den de­sire to shout at them, to swear at them, to put out his tongue at them, to mock them, to laugh, and laugh, and laugh!

			“You are either mad, or …” began Zamet­ov, and he broke off, as though stunned by the idea that had sud­denly flashed in­to his mind.

			“Or? Or what? What? Come, tell me!”

			“Noth­ing,” said Zamet­ov, get­ting angry, “it’s all non­sense!”

			Both were si­lent. After his sud­den fit of laughter Raskolnikov be­came sud­denly thought­ful and mel­an­choly. He put his el­bow on the table and leaned his head on his hand. He seemed to have com­pletely for­got­ten Zamet­ov. The si­lence las­ted for some time.

			“Why don’t you drink your tea? It’s get­ting cold,” said Zamet­ov.

			“What! Tea? Oh, yes. …” Raskolnikov sipped the glass, put a morsel of bread in his mouth and, sud­denly look­ing at Zamet­ov, seemed to re­mem­ber everything and pulled him­self to­geth­er. At the same mo­ment his face re­sumed its ori­gin­al mock­ing ex­pres­sion. He went on drink­ing tea.

			“There have been a great many of these crimes lately,” said Zamet­ov. “Only the oth­er day I read in the Mo­scow News that a whole gang of false coin­ers had been caught in Mo­scow. It was a reg­u­lar so­ci­ety. They used to forge tick­ets!”

			“Oh, but it was a long time ago! I read about it a month ago,” Raskolnikov answered calmly. “So you con­sider them crim­in­als?” he ad­ded, smil­ing.

			“Of course they are crim­in­als.”

			“They? They are chil­dren, sim­pletons, not crim­in­als! Why, half a hun­dred people meet­ing for such an ob­ject—what an idea! Three would be too many, and then they want to have more faith in one an­oth­er than in them­selves! One has only to blab in his cups and it all col­lapses. Sim­pletons! They en­gaged un­trust­worthy people to change the notes—what a thing to trust to a cas­u­al stranger! Well, let us sup­pose that these sim­pletons suc­ceed and each makes a mil­lion, and what fol­lows for the rest of their lives? Each is de­pend­ent on the oth­ers for the rest of his life! Bet­ter hang one­self at once! And they did not know how to change the notes either; the man who changed the notes took five thou­sand roubles, and his hands trembled. He coun­ted the first four thou­sand, but did not count the fifth thou­sand—he was in such a hurry to get the money in­to his pock­et and run away. Of course he roused sus­pi­cion. And the whole thing came to a crash through one fool! Is it pos­sible?”

			“That his hands trembled?” ob­served Zamet­ov, “yes, that’s quite pos­sible. That, I feel quite sure, is pos­sible. Some­times one can’t stand things.”

			“Can’t stand that?”

			“Why, could you stand it then? No, I couldn’t. For the sake of a hun­dred roubles to face such a ter­rible ex­per­i­ence? To go with false notes in­to a bank where it’s their busi­ness to spot that sort of thing! No, I should not have the face to do it. Would you?”

			Raskolnikov had an in­tense de­sire again “to put his tongue out.” Shivers kept run­ning down his spine.

			“I should do it quite dif­fer­ently,” Raskolnikov began. “This is how I would change the notes: I’d count the first thou­sand three or four times back­wards and for­wards, look­ing at every note and then I’d set to the second thou­sand; I’d count that halfway through and then hold some fifty-rouble note to the light, then turn it, then hold it to the light again—to see wheth­er it was a good one. ‘I am afraid,’ I would say, ‘a re­la­tion of mine lost twenty-five roubles the oth­er day through a false note,’ and then I’d tell them the whole story. And after I began count­ing the third, ‘No, ex­cuse me,’ I would say, ‘I fancy I made a mis­take in the sev­enth hun­dred in that second thou­sand, I am not sure.’ And so I would give up the third thou­sand and go back to the second and so on to the end. And when I had fin­ished, I’d pick out one from the fifth and one from the second thou­sand and take them again to the light and ask again, ‘Change them, please,’ and put the clerk in­to such a stew that he would not know how to get rid of me. When I’d fin­ished and had gone out, I’d come back, ‘No, ex­cuse me,’ and ask for some ex­plan­a­tion. That’s how I’d do it.”

			“Foo! what ter­rible things you say!” said Zamet­ov, laugh­ing. “But all that is only talk. I dare say when it came to deeds you’d make a slip. I be­lieve that even a prac­tised, des­per­ate man can­not al­ways reck­on on him­self, much less you and I. To take an ex­ample near home—that old wo­man murdered in our dis­trict. The mur­der­er seems to have been a des­per­ate fel­low, he risked everything in open day­light, was saved by a mir­acle—but his hands shook, too. He did not suc­ceed in rob­bing the place, he couldn’t stand it. That was clear from the …”

			Raskolnikov seemed of­fen­ded.

			“Clear? Why don’t you catch him then?” he cried, ma­li­ciously gib­ing at Zamet­ov.

			“Well, they will catch him.”

			“Who? You? Do you sup­pose you could catch him? You’ve a tough job! A great point for you is wheth­er a man is spend­ing money or not. If he had no money and sud­denly be­gins spend­ing, he must be the man. So that any child can mis­lead you.”

			“The fact is they al­ways do that, though,” answered Zamet­ov. “A man will com­mit a clev­er murder at the risk of his life and then at once he goes drink­ing in a tav­ern. They are caught spend­ing money, they are not all as cun­ning as you are. You wouldn’t go to a tav­ern, of course?”

			Raskolnikov frowned and looked stead­ily at Zamet­ov.

			“You seem to en­joy the sub­ject and would like to know how I should be­have in that case, too?” he asked with dis­pleas­ure.

			“I should like to,” Zamet­ov answered firmly and ser­i­ously. Some­what too much earn­est­ness began to ap­pear in his words and looks.

			“Very much?”

			“Very much!”

			“All right then. This is how I should be­have,” Raskolnikov began, again bring­ing his face close to Zamet­ov’s, again star­ing at him and speak­ing in a whis­per, so that the lat­ter pos­it­ively shuddered. “This is what I should have done. I should have taken the money and jew­els, I should have walked out of there and have gone straight to some deser­ted place with fences round it and scarcely any­one to be seen, some kit­chen garden or place of that sort. I should have looked out be­fore­hand some stone weigh­ing a hun­dred­weight or more which had been ly­ing in the corner from the time the house was built. I would lift that stone—there would sure to be a hol­low un­der it, and I would put the jew­els and money in that hole. Then I’d roll the stone back so that it would look as be­fore, would press it down with my foot and walk away. And for a year or two, three maybe, I would not touch it. And, well, they could search! There’d be no trace.”

			“You are a mad­man,” said Zamet­ov, and for some reas­on he too spoke in a whis­per, and moved away from Raskolnikov, whose eyes were glit­ter­ing. He had turned fear­fully pale and his up­per lip was twitch­ing and quiv­er­ing. He bent down as close as pos­sible to Zamet­ov, and his lips began to move without ut­ter­ing a word. This las­ted for half a minute; he knew what he was do­ing, but could not re­strain him­self. The ter­rible word trembled on his lips, like the latch on that door; in an­oth­er mo­ment it will break out, in an­oth­er mo­ment he will let it go, he will speak out.

			“And what if it was I who murdered the old wo­man and Liza­veta?” he said sud­denly and—real­ised what he had done.

			Zamet­ov looked wildly at him and turned white as the table­cloth. His face wore a con­tor­ted smile.

			“But is it pos­sible?” he brought out faintly. Raskolnikov looked wrath­fully at him.

			“Own up that you be­lieved it, yes, you did?”

			“Not a bit of it, I be­lieve it less than ever now,” Zamet­ov cried hast­ily.

			“I’ve caught my cock-spar­row! So you did be­lieve it be­fore, if now you be­lieve less than ever?”

			“Not at all,” cried Zamet­ov, ob­vi­ously em­bar­rassed. “Have you been fright­en­ing me so as to lead up to this?”

			“You don’t be­lieve it then? What were you talk­ing about be­hind my back when I went out of the po­lice-of­fice? And why did the ex­plos­ive lieu­ten­ant ques­tion me after I fain­ted? Hey, there,” he shouted to the waiter, get­ting up and tak­ing his cap, “how much?”

			“Thirty ko­pecks,” the lat­ter replied, run­ning up.

			“And there is twenty ko­pecks for vodka. See what a lot of money!” he held out his shak­ing hand to Zamet­ov with notes in it. “Red notes and blue, twenty-five roubles. Where did I get them? And where did my new clothes come from? You know I had not a ko­peck. You’ve cross-ex­amined my land­lady, I’ll be bound. … Well, that’s enough! As­sez causé! Till we meet again!”

			He went out, trem­bling all over from a sort of wild hys­ter­ic­al sen­sa­tion, in which there was an ele­ment of in­suf­fer­able rap­ture. Yet he was gloomy and ter­ribly tired. His face was twis­ted as after a fit. His fa­tigue in­creased rap­idly. Any shock, any ir­rit­at­ing sen­sa­tion stim­u­lated and re­vived his en­er­gies at once, but his strength failed as quickly when the stim­u­lus was re­moved.

			Zamet­ov, left alone, sat for a long time in the same place, plunged in thought. Raskolnikov had un­wit­tingly worked a re­volu­tion in his brain on a cer­tain point and had made up his mind for him con­clus­ively.

			“Ilya Pet­ro­vitch is a block­head,” he de­cided.

			Raskolnikov had hardly opened the door of the res­taur­ant when he stumbled against Ra­zu­mi­h­in on the steps. They did not see each oth­er till they al­most knocked against each oth­er. For a mo­ment they stood look­ing each oth­er up and down. Ra­zu­mi­h­in was greatly astoun­ded, then an­ger, real an­ger gleamed fiercely in his eyes.

			“So here you are!” he shouted at the top of his voice—“you ran away from your bed! And here I’ve been look­ing for you un­der the sofa! We went up to the gar­ret. I al­most beat Nastasya on your ac­count. And here he is after all. Rodya! What is the mean­ing of it? Tell me the whole truth! Con­fess! Do you hear?”

			“It means that I’m sick to death of you all and I want to be alone,” Raskolnikov answered calmly.

			“Alone? When you are not able to walk, when your face is as white as a sheet and you are gasp­ing for breath! Idi­ot! … What have you been do­ing in the Pal­ais de Cristal? Own up at once!”

			“Let me go!” said Raskolnikov and tried to pass him. This was too much for Ra­zu­mi­h­in; he gripped him firmly by the shoulder.

			“Let you go? You dare tell me to let you go? Do you know what I’ll do with you dir­ectly? I’ll pick you up, tie you up in a bundle, carry you home un­der my arm and lock you up!”

			“Listen, Ra­zu­mi­h­in,” Raskolnikov began quietly, ap­par­ently calm—“can’t you see that I don’t want your be­ne­vol­ence? A strange de­sire you have to shower be­ne­fits on a man who … curses them, who feels them a bur­den in fact! Why did you seek me out at the be­gin­ning of my ill­ness? Maybe I was very glad to die. Didn’t I tell you plainly enough today that you were tor­tur­ing me, that I was … sick of you! You seem to want to tor­ture people! I as­sure you that all that is ser­i­ously hinder­ing my re­cov­ery, be­cause it’s con­tinu­ally ir­rit­at­ing me. You saw Zossimov went away just now to avoid ir­rit­at­ing me. You leave me alone too, for good­ness’ sake! What right have you, in­deed, to keep me by force? Don’t you see that I am in pos­ses­sion of all my fac­ulties now? How, how can I per­suade you not to per­se­cute me with your kind­ness? I may be un­grate­ful, I may be mean, only let me be, for God’s sake, let me be! Let me be, let me be!”

			He began calmly, gloat­ing be­fore­hand over the venom­ous phrases he was about to ut­ter, but fin­ished, pant­ing for breath, in a frenzy, as he had been with Luzh­in.

			Ra­zu­mi­h­in stood a mo­ment, thought and let his hand drop.

			“Well, go to hell then,” he said gently and thought­fully. “Stay,” he roared, as Raskolnikov was about to move. “Listen to me. Let me tell you, that you are all a set of bab­bling, pos­ing idi­ots! If you’ve any little trouble you brood over it like a hen over an egg. And you are pla­gi­ar­ists even in that! There isn’t a sign of in­de­pend­ent life in you! You are made of sper­ma­ceti oint­ment and you’ve lymph in your veins in­stead of blood. I don’t be­lieve in any one of you! In any cir­cum­stances the first thing for all of you is to be un­like a hu­man be­ing! Stop!” he cried with re­doubled fury, no­ti­cing that Raskolnikov was again mak­ing a move­ment—“hear me out! You know I’m hav­ing a house­warm­ing this even­ing, I dare say they’ve ar­rived by now, but I left my uncle there—I just ran in—to re­ceive the guests. And if you wer­en’t a fool, a com­mon fool, a per­fect fool, if you were an ori­gin­al in­stead of a trans­la­tion … you see, Rodya, I re­cog­nise you’re a clev­er fel­low, but you’re a fool!—and if you wer­en’t a fool you’d come round to me this even­ing in­stead of wear­ing out your boots in the street! Since you have gone out, there’s no help for it! I’d give you a snug easy chair, my land­lady has one … a cup of tea, com­pany. … Or you could lie on the sofa—any­way you would be with us. … Zossimov will be there too. Will you come?”

			“No.”

			“R-rub­bish!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in shouted, out of pa­tience. “How do you know? You can’t an­swer for your­self! You don’t know any­thing about it. … Thou­sands of times I’ve fought tooth and nail with people and run back to them af­ter­wards. … One feels ashamed and goes back to a man! So re­mem­ber, Potchinkov’s house on the third storey. …”

			“Why, Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in, I do be­lieve you’d let any­body beat you from sheer be­ne­vol­ence.”

			“Beat? Whom? Me? I’d twist his nose off at the mere idea! Potchinkov’s house, 47, Babushkin’s flat. …”

			“I shall not come, Ra­zu­mi­h­in.” Raskolnikov turned and walked away.

			“I bet you will,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in shouted after him. “I re­fuse to know you if you don’t! Stay, hey, is Zamet­ov in there?”

			“Yes.”

			“Did you see him?”

			“Yes.”

			“Talked to him?”

			“Yes.”

			“What about? Con­found you, don’t tell me then. Potchinkov’s house, 47, Babushkin’s flat, re­mem­ber!”

			Raskolnikov walked on and turned the corner in­to Sad­ovy Street. Ra­zu­mi­h­in looked after him thought­fully. Then with a wave of his hand he went in­to the house but stopped short of the stairs.

			“Con­found it,” he went on al­most aloud. “He talked sens­ibly but yet … I am a fool! As if mad­men didn’t talk sens­ibly! And this was just what Zossimov seemed afraid of.” He struck his fin­ger on his fore­head. “What if … how could I let him go off alone? He may drown him­self. … Ach, what a blun­der! I can’t.” And he ran back to over­take Raskolnikov, but there was no trace of him. With a curse he re­turned with rap­id steps to the Pal­ais de Cristal to ques­tion Zamet­ov.

			Raskolnikov walked straight to X—— Bridge, stood in the middle, and lean­ing both el­bows on the rail stared in­to the dis­tance. On part­ing with Ra­zu­mi­h­in, he felt so much weak­er that he could scarcely reach this place. He longed to sit or lie down some­where in the street. Bend­ing over the wa­ter, he gazed mech­an­ic­ally at the last pink flush of the sun­set, at the row of houses grow­ing dark in the gath­er­ing twi­light, at one dis­tant at­tic win­dow on the left bank, flash­ing as though on fire in the last rays of the set­ting sun, at the dark­en­ing wa­ter of the canal, and the wa­ter seemed to catch his at­ten­tion. At last red circles flashed be­fore his eyes, the houses seemed mov­ing, the pass­ersby, the canal banks, the car­riages, all danced be­fore his eyes. Sud­denly he star­ted, saved again per­haps from swoon­ing by an un­canny and hideous sight. He be­came aware of someone stand­ing on the right side of him; he looked and saw a tall wo­man with a ker­chief on her head, with a long, yel­low, wasted face and red sunken eyes. She was look­ing straight at him, but ob­vi­ously she saw noth­ing and re­cog­nised no one. Sud­denly she leaned her right hand on the para­pet, lif­ted her right leg over the rail­ing, then her left and threw her­self in­to the canal. The filthy wa­ter par­ted and swal­lowed up its vic­tim for a mo­ment, but an in­stant later the drown­ing wo­man floated to the sur­face, mov­ing slowly with the cur­rent, her head and legs in the wa­ter, her skirt in­flated like a bal­loon over her back.

			“A wo­man drown­ing! A wo­man drown­ing!” shouted dozens of voices; people ran up, both banks were thronged with spec­tat­ors, on the bridge people crowded about Raskolnikov, press­ing up be­hind him.

			“Mercy on it! it’s our Afros­inya!” a wo­man cried tear­fully close by. “Mercy! save her! kind people, pull her out!”

			“A boat, a boat!” was shouted in the crowd. But there was no need of a boat; a po­lice­man ran down the steps to the canal, threw off his great coat and his boots and rushed in­to the wa­ter. It was easy to reach her: she floated with­in a couple of yards from the steps, he caught hold of her clothes with his right hand and with his left seized a pole which a com­rade held out to him; the drown­ing wo­man was pulled out at once. They laid her on the gran­ite pave­ment of the em­bank­ment. She soon re­covered con­scious­ness, raised her head, sat up and began sneez­ing and cough­ing, stu­pidly wip­ing her wet dress with her hands. She said noth­ing.

			“She’s drunk her­self out of her senses,” the same wo­man’s voice wailed at her side. “Out of her senses. The oth­er day she tried to hang her­self, we cut her down. I ran out to the shop just now, left my little girl to look after her—and here she’s in trouble again! A neigh­bour, gen­tle­man, a neigh­bour, we live close by, the second house from the end, see yon­der. …”

			The crowd broke up. The po­lice still re­mained round the wo­man, someone men­tioned the po­lice sta­tion. … Raskolnikov looked on with a strange sen­sa­tion of in­dif­fer­ence and apathy. He felt dis­gus­ted. “No, that’s loath­some … wa­ter … it’s not good enough,” he muttered to him­self. “Noth­ing will come of it,” he ad­ded, “no use to wait. What about the po­lice of­fice … ? And why isn’t Zamet­ov at the po­lice of­fice? The po­lice of­fice is open till ten o’clock. …” He turned his back to the rail­ing and looked about him.

			“Very well then!” he said res­ol­utely; he moved from the bridge and walked in the dir­ec­tion of the po­lice of­fice. His heart felt hol­low and empty. He did not want to think. Even his de­pres­sion had passed, there was not a trace now of the en­ergy with which he had set out “to make an end of it all.” Com­plete apathy had suc­ceeded to it.

			“Well, it’s a way out of it,” he thought, walk­ing slowly and list­lessly along the canal bank. “Any­way I’ll make an end, for I want to. … But is it a way out? What does it mat­ter! There’ll be the square yard of space—ha! But what an end! Is it really the end? Shall I tell them or not? Ah … damn! How tired I am! If I could find some­where to sit or lie down soon! What I am most ashamed of is its be­ing so stu­pid. But I don’t care about that either! What idi­ot­ic ideas come in­to one’s head.”

			To reach the po­lice of­fice he had to go straight for­ward and take the second turn­ing to the left. It was only a few paces away. But at the first turn­ing he stopped and, after a minute’s thought, turned in­to a side street and went two streets out of his way, pos­sibly without any ob­ject, or pos­sibly to delay a minute and gain time. He walked, look­ing at the ground; sud­denly someone seemed to whis­per in his ear; he lif­ted his head and saw that he was stand­ing at the very gate of the house. He had not passed it, he had not been near it since that even­ing. An over­whelm­ing, un­ac­count­able prompt­ing drew him on. He went in­to the house, passed through the gate­way, then in­to the first en­trance on the right, and began mount­ing the fa­mil­i­ar stair­case to the fourth storey. The nar­row, steep stair­case was very dark. He stopped at each land­ing and looked round him with curi­os­ity; on the first land­ing the frame­work of the win­dow had been taken out. “That wasn’t so then,” he thought. Here was the flat on the second storey where Nikolay and Dmitri had been work­ing. “It’s shut up and the door newly painted. So it’s to let.” Then the third storey and the fourth. “Here!” He was per­plexed to find the door of the flat wide open. There were men there, he could hear voices; he had not ex­pec­ted that. After brief hes­it­a­tion he moun­ted the last stairs and went in­to the flat. It, too, was be­ing done up; there were work­men in it. This seemed to amaze him; he some­how fan­cied that he would find everything as he left it, even per­haps the corpses in the same places on the floor. And now, bare walls, no fur­niture; it seemed strange. He walked to the win­dow and sat down on the win­dowsill. There were two work­men, both young fel­lows, but one much young­er than the oth­er. They were pa­per­ing the walls with a new white pa­per covered with lilac flowers, in­stead of the old, dirty, yel­low one. Raskolnikov for some reas­on felt hor­ribly an­noyed by this. He looked at the new pa­per with dis­like, as though he felt sorry to have it all so changed. The work­men had ob­vi­ously stayed bey­ond their time and now they were hur­riedly rolling up their pa­per and get­ting ready to go home. They took no no­tice of Raskolnikov’s com­ing in; they were talk­ing. Raskolnikov fol­ded his arms and listened.

			“She comes to me in the morn­ing,” said the eld­er to the young­er, “very early, all dressed up. ‘Why are you preen­ing and prink­ing?’ says I. ‘I am ready to do any­thing to please you, Tit Vassil­itch!’ That’s a way of go­ing on! And she dressed up like a reg­u­lar fash­ion book!”

			“And what is a fash­ion book?” the young­er one asked. He ob­vi­ously re­garded the oth­er as an au­thor­ity.

			“A fash­ion book is a lot of pic­tures, col­oured, and they come to the tail­ors here every Sat­urday, by post from abroad, to show folks how to dress, the male sex as well as the fe­male. They’re pic­tures. The gen­tle­men are gen­er­ally wear­ing fur coats and for the ladies’ fluffles, they’re bey­ond any­thing you can fancy.”

			“There’s noth­ing you can’t find in Peters­burg,” the young­er cried en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally, “ex­cept fath­er and moth­er, there’s everything!”

			“Ex­cept them, there’s everything to be found, my boy,” the eld­er de­clared sen­ten­tiously.

			Raskolnikov got up and walked in­to the oth­er room where the strong box, the bed, and the chest of draw­ers had been; the room seemed to him very tiny without fur­niture in it. The pa­per was the same; the pa­per in the corner showed where the case of icons had stood. He looked at it and went to the win­dow. The eld­er work­man looked at him askance.

			“What do you want?” he asked sud­denly.

			In­stead of an­swer­ing Raskolnikov went in­to the pas­sage and pulled the bell. The same bell, the same cracked note. He rang it a second and a third time; he listened and re­membered. The hideous and ag­on­isingly fear­ful sen­sa­tion he had felt then began to come back more and more vividly. He shuddered at every ring and it gave him more and more sat­is­fac­tion.

			“Well, what do you want? Who are you?” the work­man shouted, go­ing out to him. Raskolnikov went in­side again.

			“I want to take a flat,” he said. “I am look­ing round.”

			“It’s not the time to look at rooms at night! and you ought to come up with the port­er.”

			“The floors have been washed, will they be painted?” Raskolnikov went on. “Is there no blood?”

			“What blood?”

			“Why, the old wo­man and her sis­ter were murdered here. There was a per­fect pool there.”

			“But who are you?” the work­man cried, un­easy.

			“Who am I?”

			“Yes.”

			“You want to know? Come to the po­lice sta­tion, I’ll tell you.”

			The work­men looked at him in amazement.

			“It’s time for us to go, we are late. Come along, Alyoshka. We must lock up,” said the eld­er work­man.

			“Very well, come along,” said Raskolnikov in­dif­fer­ently, and go­ing out first, he went slowly down­stairs. “Hey, port­er,” he cried in the gate­way.

			At the en­trance sev­er­al people were stand­ing, star­ing at the pass­ersby; the two port­ers, a peas­ant wo­man, a man in a long coat and a few oth­ers. Raskolnikov went straight up to them.

			“What do you want?” asked one of the port­ers.

			“Have you been to the po­lice of­fice?”

			“I’ve just been there. What do you want?”

			“Is it open?”

			“Of course.”

			“Is the as­sist­ant there?”

			“He was there for a time. What do you want?”

			Raskolnikov made no reply, but stood be­side them lost in thought.

			“He’s been to look at the flat,” said the eld­er work­man, com­ing for­ward.

			“Which flat?”

			“Where we are at work. ‘Why have you washed away the blood?’ says he. ‘There has been a murder here,’ says he, ‘and I’ve come to take it.’ And he began ringing at the bell, all but broke it. ‘Come to the po­lice sta­tion,’ says he. ‘I’ll tell you everything there.’ He wouldn’t leave us.”

			The port­er looked at Raskolnikov, frown­ing and per­plexed.

			“Who are you?” he shouted as im­press­ively as he could.

			“I am Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch Raskolnikov, formerly a stu­dent, I live in Shil’s house, not far from here, flat Num­ber 14, ask the port­er, he knows me.” Raskolnikov said all this in a lazy, dreamy voice, not turn­ing round, but look­ing in­tently in­to the dark­en­ing street.

			“Why have you been to the flat?”

			“To look at it.”

			“What is there to look at?”

			“Take him straight to the po­lice sta­tion,” the man in the long coat jerked in ab­ruptly.

			Raskolnikov looked in­tently at him over his shoulder and said in the same slow, lazy tones:

			“Come along.”

			“Yes, take him,” the man went on more con­fid­ently. “Why was he go­ing in­to that, what’s in his mind, eh?”

			“He’s not drunk, but God knows what’s the mat­ter with him,” muttered the work­man.

			“But what do you want?” the port­er shouted again, be­gin­ning to get angry in earn­est—“Why are you hanging about?”

			“You funk the po­lice sta­tion then?” said Raskolnikov jeer­ingly.

			“How funk it? Why are you hanging about?”

			“He’s a rogue!” shouted the peas­ant wo­man.

			“Why waste time talk­ing to him?” cried the oth­er port­er, a huge peas­ant in a full open coat and with keys on his belt. “Get along! He is a rogue and no mis­take. Get along!”

			And seiz­ing Raskolnikov by the shoulder he flung him in­to the street. He lurched for­ward, but re­covered his foot­ing, looked at the spec­tat­ors in si­lence and walked away.

			“Strange man!” ob­served the work­man.

			“There are strange folks about nowadays,” said the wo­man.

			“You should have taken him to the po­lice sta­tion all the same,” said the man in the long coat.

			“Bet­ter have noth­ing to do with him,” de­cided the big port­er. “A reg­u­lar rogue! Just what he wants, you may be sure, but once take him up, you won’t get rid of him. … We know the sort!”

			“Shall I go there or not?” thought Raskolnikov, stand­ing in the middle of the thor­ough­fare at the cross­roads, and he looked about him, as though ex­pect­ing from someone a de­cis­ive word. But no sound came, all was dead and si­lent like the stones on which he walked, dead to him, to him alone. … All at once at the end of the street, two hun­dred yards away, in the gath­er­ing dusk he saw a crowd and heard talk and shouts. In the middle of the crowd stood a car­riage. … A light gleamed in the middle of the street. “What is it?” Raskolnikov turned to the right and went up to the crowd. He seemed to clutch at everything and smiled coldly when he re­cog­nised it, for he had fully made up his mind to go to the po­lice sta­tion and knew that it would all soon be over.

		
	
		
			VII

			An el­eg­ant car­riage stood in the middle of the road with a pair of spir­ited grey horses; there was no one in it, and the coach­man had got off his box and stood by; the horses were be­ing held by the bridle. … A mass of people had gathered round, the po­lice stand­ing in front. One of them held a lighted lan­tern which he was turn­ing on some­thing ly­ing close to the wheels. Every­one was talk­ing, shout­ing, ex­claim­ing; the coach­man seemed at a loss and kept re­peat­ing:

			“What a mis­for­tune! Good Lord, what a mis­for­tune!”

			Raskolnikov pushed his way in as far as he could, and suc­ceeded at last in see­ing the ob­ject of the com­mo­tion and in­terest. On the ground a man who had been run over lay ap­par­ently un­con­scious, and covered with blood; he was very badly dressed, but not like a work­man. Blood was flow­ing from his head and face; his face was crushed, mu­til­ated and dis­figured. He was evid­ently badly in­jured.

			“Mer­ci­ful heav­en!” wailed the coach­man, “what more could I do? If I’d been driv­ing fast or had not shouted to him, but I was go­ing quietly, not in a hurry. Every­one could see I was go­ing along just like every­body else. A drunk­en man can’t walk straight, we all know. … I saw him cross­ing the street, stag­ger­ing and al­most fall­ing. I shouted again and a second and a third time, then I held the horses in, but he fell straight un­der their feet! Either he did it on pur­pose or he was very tipsy. … The horses are young and ready to take fright … they star­ted, he screamed … that made them worse. That’s how it happened!”

			“That’s just how it was,” a voice in the crowd con­firmed.

			“He shouted, that’s true, he shouted three times,” an­oth­er voice de­clared.

			“Three times it was, we all heard it,” shouted a third.

			But the coach­man was not very much dis­tressed and frightened. It was evid­ent that the car­riage be­longed to a rich and im­port­ant per­son who was await­ing it some­where; the po­lice, of course, were in no little anxi­ety to avoid up­set­ting his ar­range­ments. All they had to do was to take the in­jured man to the po­lice sta­tion and the hos­pit­al. No one knew his name.

			Mean­while Raskolnikov had squeezed in and stooped closer over him. The lan­tern sud­denly lighted up the un­for­tu­nate man’s face. He re­cog­nised him.

			“I know him! I know him!” he shouted, push­ing to the front. “It’s a gov­ern­ment clerk re­tired from the ser­vice, Marme­ladov. He lives close by in Kozel’s house. … Make haste for a doc­tor! I will pay, see?” He pulled money out of his pock­et and showed it to the po­lice­man. He was in vi­ol­ent agit­a­tion.

			The po­lice were glad that they had found out who the man was. Raskolnikov gave his own name and ad­dress, and, as earn­estly as if it had been his fath­er, he be­sought the po­lice to carry the un­con­scious Marme­ladov to his lodging at once.

			“Just here, three houses away,” he said eagerly, “the house be­longs to Kozel, a rich Ger­man. He was go­ing home, no doubt drunk. I know him, he is a drunk­ard. He has a fam­ily there, a wife, chil­dren, he has one daugh­ter. … It will take time to take him to the hos­pit­al, and there is sure to be a doc­tor in the house. I’ll pay, I’ll pay! At least he will be looked after at home … they will help him at once. But he’ll die be­fore you get him to the hos­pit­al.” He man­aged to slip some­thing un­seen in­to the po­lice­man’s hand. But the thing was straight­for­ward and le­git­im­ate, and in any case help was closer here. They raised the in­jured man; people vo­lun­teered to help.

			Kozel’s house was thirty yards away. Raskolnikov walked be­hind, care­fully hold­ing Marme­ladov’s head and show­ing the way.

			“This way, this way! We must take him up­stairs head fore­most. Turn round! I’ll pay, I’ll make it worth your while,” he muttered.

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had just be­gun, as she al­ways did at every free mo­ment, walk­ing to and fro in her little room from win­dow to stove and back again, with her arms fol­ded across her chest, talk­ing to her­self and cough­ing. Of late she had be­gun to talk more than ever to her eld­est girl, Polen­ka, a child of ten, who, though there was much she did not un­der­stand, un­der­stood very well that her moth­er needed her, and so al­ways watched her with her big clev­er eyes and strove her ut­most to ap­pear to un­der­stand. This time Polen­ka was un­dress­ing her little broth­er, who had been un­well all day and was go­ing to bed. The boy was wait­ing for her to take off his shirt, which had to be washed at night. He was sit­ting straight and mo­tion­less on a chair, with a si­lent, ser­i­ous face, with his legs stretched out straight be­fore him—heels to­geth­er and toes turned out.

			He was listen­ing to what his moth­er was say­ing to his sis­ter, sit­ting per­fectly still with pout­ing lips and wide-open eyes, just as all good little boys have to sit when they are un­dressed to go to bed. A little girl, still young­er, dressed lit­er­ally in rags, stood at the screen, wait­ing for her turn. The door on to the stairs was open to re­lieve them a little from the clouds of to­bacco smoke which floated in from the oth­er rooms and brought on long ter­rible fits of cough­ing in the poor, con­sumptive wo­man. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna seemed to have grown even thin­ner dur­ing that week and the hec­tic flush on her face was bright­er than ever.

			“You wouldn’t be­lieve, you can’t ima­gine, Polen­ka,” she said, walk­ing about the room, “what a happy lux­uri­ous life we had in my papa’s house and how this drunk­ard has brought me, and will bring you all, to ru­in! Papa was a civil col­on­el and only a step from be­ing a gov­ernor; so that every­one who came to see him said, ‘We look upon you, Ivan Mi­hail­ovitch, as our gov­ernor!’ When I … when …” she coughed vi­ol­ently, “oh, cursed life,” she cried, clear­ing her throat and press­ing her hands to her breast, “when I … when at the last ball … at the mar­shal’s … Prin­cess Bezzemelny saw me—who gave me the bless­ing when your fath­er and I were mar­ried, Polen­ka—she asked at once ‘Isn’t that the pretty girl who danced the shawl dance at the break­ing-up?’ (You must mend that tear, you must take your needle and darn it as I showed you, or to­mor­row—cough, cough, cough—he will make the hole big­ger,” she ar­tic­u­lated with ef­fort.) “Prince Schegol­skoy, a kam­mer­junker, had just come from Peters­burg then … he danced the mazurka with me and wanted to make me an of­fer next day; but I thanked him in flat­ter­ing ex­pres­sions and told him that my heart had long been an­oth­er’s. That oth­er was your fath­er, Polya; papa was fear­fully angry. … Is the wa­ter ready? Give me the shirt, and the stock­ings! Lida,” said she to the young­est one, “you must man­age without your chemise to­night … and lay your stock­ings out with it … I’ll wash them to­geth­er. … How is it that drunk­en vag­a­bond doesn’t come in? He has worn his shirt till it looks like a dish-clout, he has torn it to rags! I’d do it all to­geth­er, so as not to have to work two nights run­ning! Oh, dear! (Cough, cough, cough, cough!) Again! What’s this?” she cried, no­ti­cing a crowd in the pas­sage and the men, who were push­ing in­to her room, car­ry­ing a bur­den. “What is it? What are they bring­ing? Mercy on us!”

			“Where are we to put him?” asked the po­lice­man, look­ing round when Marme­ladov, un­con­scious and covered with blood, had been car­ried in.

			“On the sofa! Put him straight on the sofa, with his head this way,” Raskolnikov showed him.

			“Run over in the road! Drunk!” someone shouted in the pas­sage.

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna stood, turn­ing white and gasp­ing for breath. The chil­dren were ter­ri­fied. Little Lida screamed, rushed to Polen­ka and clutched at her, trem­bling all over.

			Hav­ing laid Marme­ladov down, Raskolnikov flew to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna.

			“For God’s sake be calm, don’t be frightened!” he said, speak­ing quickly, “he was cross­ing the road and was run over by a car­riage, don’t be frightened, he will come to, I told them bring him here … I’ve been here already, you re­mem­ber? He will come to; I’ll pay!”

			“He’s done it this time!” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna cried des­pair­ingly and she rushed to her hus­band.

			Raskolnikov no­ticed at once that she was not one of those wo­men who swoon eas­ily. She in­stantly placed un­der the luck­less man’s head a pil­low, which no one had thought of and began un­dress­ing and ex­amin­ing him. She kept her head, for­get­ting her­self, bit­ing her trem­bling lips and stifling the screams which were ready to break from her.

			Raskolnikov mean­while in­duced someone to run for a doc­tor. There was a doc­tor, it ap­peared, next door but one.

			“I’ve sent for a doc­tor,” he kept as­sur­ing Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, “don’t be un­easy, I’ll pay. Haven’t you wa­ter? … and give me a nap­kin or a tow­el, any­thing, as quick as you can. … He is in­jured, but not killed, be­lieve me. … We shall see what the doc­tor says!”

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna ran to the win­dow; there, on a broken chair in the corner, a large earth­en­ware basin full of wa­ter had been stood, in read­i­ness for wash­ing her chil­dren’s and hus­band’s lin­en that night. This wash­ing was done by Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna at night at least twice a week, if not of­ten­er. For the fam­ily had come to such a pass that they were prac­tic­ally without change of lin­en, and Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna could not en­dure un­clean­li­ness and, rather than see dirt in the house, she pre­ferred to wear her­self out at night, work­ing bey­ond her strength when the rest were asleep, so as to get the wet lin­en hung on a line and dry by the morn­ing. She took up the basin of wa­ter at Raskolnikov’s re­quest, but al­most fell down with her bur­den. But the lat­ter had already suc­ceeded in find­ing a tow­el, wet­ted it and began wash­ing the blood off Marme­ladov’s face.

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna stood by, breath­ing pain­fully and press­ing her hands to her breast. She was in need of at­ten­tion her­self. Raskolnikov began to real­ise that he might have made a mis­take in hav­ing the in­jured man brought here. The po­lice­man, too, stood in hes­it­a­tion.

			“Polen­ka,” cried Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, “run to So­nia, make haste. If you don’t find her at home, leave word that her fath­er has been run over and that she is to come here at once … when she comes in. Run, Polen­ka! there, put on the shawl.”

			“Run your fast­est!” cried the little boy on the chair sud­denly, after which he re­lapsed in­to the same dumb ri­gid­ity, with round eyes, his heels thrust for­ward and his toes spread out.

			Mean­while the room had be­come so full of people that you couldn’t have dropped a pin. The po­lice­men left, all ex­cept one, who re­mained for a time, try­ing to drive out the people who came in from the stairs. Al­most all Ma­dame Lip­pevech­sel’s lodgers had streamed in from the in­ner rooms of the flat; at first they were squeezed to­geth­er in the door­way, but af­ter­wards they over­flowed in­to the room. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna flew in­to a fury.

			“You might let him die in peace, at least,” she shouted at the crowd, “is it a spec­tacle for you to gape at? With ci­gar­ettes! (Cough, cough, cough!) You might as well keep your hats on. … And there is one in his hat! … Get away! You should re­spect the dead, at least!”

			Her cough choked her—but her re­proaches were not without res­ult. They evid­ently stood in some awe of Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna. The lodgers, one after an­oth­er, squeezed back in­to the door­way with that strange in­ner feel­ing of sat­is­fac­tion which may be ob­served in the pres­ence of a sud­den ac­ci­dent, even in those nearest and dearest to the vic­tim, from which no liv­ing man is ex­empt, even in spite of the sin­cerest sym­pathy and com­pas­sion.

			Voices out­side were heard, how­ever, speak­ing of the hos­pit­al and say­ing that they’d no busi­ness to make a dis­turb­ance here.

			“No busi­ness to die!” cried Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, and she was rush­ing to the door to vent her wrath upon them, but in the door­way came face to face with Ma­dame Lip­pevech­sel who had only just heard of the ac­ci­dent and ran in to re­store or­der. She was a par­tic­u­larly quar­rel­some and ir­re­spons­ible Ger­man.

			“Ah, my God!” she cried, clasp­ing her hands, “your hus­band drunk­en horses have trampled! To the hos­pit­al with him! I am the land­lady!”

			“Amalia Lud­wigovna, I beg you to re­col­lect what you are say­ing,” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna began haught­ily (she al­ways took a haughty tone with the land­lady that she might “re­mem­ber her place” and even now could not deny her­self this sat­is­fac­tion). “Amalia Lud­wigovna …”

			“I have you once be­fore told that you to call me Amalia Lud­wigovna may not dare; I am Amalia Ivan­ovna.”

			“You are not Amalia Ivan­ovna, but Amalia Lud­wigovna, and as I am not one of your despic­able flat­ter­ers like Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov, who’s laugh­ing be­hind the door at this mo­ment” (a laugh and a cry of “they are at it again” was in fact aud­ible at the door) “so I shall al­ways call you Amalia Lud­wigovna, though I fail to un­der­stand why you dis­like that name. You can see for your­self what has happened to Semy­on Za­har­ovitch; he is dy­ing. I beg you to close that door at once and to ad­mit no one. Let him at least die in peace! Or I warn you the Gov­ernor-Gen­er­al, him­self, shall be in­formed of your con­duct to­mor­row. The prince knew me as a girl; he re­mem­bers Semy­on Za­har­ovitch well and has of­ten been a be­ne­fact­or to him. Every­one knows that Semy­on Za­har­ovitch had many friends and pro­tect­ors, whom he aban­doned him­self from an hon­our­able pride, know­ing his un­happy weak­ness, but now (she poin­ted to Raskolnikov) a gen­er­ous young man has come to our as­sist­ance, who has wealth and con­nec­tions and whom Semy­on Za­har­ovitch has known from a child. You may rest as­sured, Amalia Lud­wigovna …”

			All this was uttered with ex­treme rapid­ity, get­ting quick­er and quick­er, but a cough sud­denly cut short Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s elo­quence. At that in­stant the dy­ing man re­covered con­scious­ness and uttered a groan; she ran to him. The in­jured man opened his eyes and without re­cog­ni­tion or un­der­stand­ing gazed at Raskolnikov who was bend­ing over him. He drew deep, slow, pain­ful breaths; blood oozed at the corners of his mouth and drops of per­spir­a­tion came out on his fore­head. Not re­cog­nising Raskolnikov, he began look­ing round un­eas­ily. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna looked at him with a sad but stern face, and tears trickled from her eyes.

			“My God! His whole chest is crushed! How he is bleed­ing,” she said in des­pair. “We must take off his clothes. Turn a little, Semy­on Za­har­ovitch, if you can,” she cried to him.

			Marme­ladov re­cog­nised her.

			“A priest,” he ar­tic­u­lated husk­ily.

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna walked to the win­dow, laid her head against the win­dow frame and ex­claimed in des­pair:

			“Oh, cursed life!”

			“A priest,” the dy­ing man said again after a mo­ment’s si­lence.

			“They’ve gone for him,” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna shouted to him, he obeyed her shout and was si­lent. With sad and tim­id eyes he looked for her; she re­turned and stood by his pil­low. He seemed a little easi­er but not for long.

			Soon his eyes res­ted on little Lida, his fa­vour­ite, who was shak­ing in the corner, as though she were in a fit, and star­ing at him with her won­der­ing child­ish eyes.

			“A-ah,” he signed to­wards her un­eas­ily. He wanted to say some­thing.

			“What now?” cried Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna.

			“Bare­foot, bare­foot!” he muttered, in­dic­at­ing with fren­zied eyes the child’s bare feet.

			“Be si­lent,” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna cried ir­rit­ably, “you know why she is bare­footed.”

			“Thank God, the doc­tor,” ex­claimed Raskolnikov, re­lieved.

			The doc­tor came in, a pre­cise little old man, a Ger­man, look­ing about him mis­trust­fully; he went up to the sick man, took his pulse, care­fully felt his head and with the help of Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna he un­buttoned the blood­stained shirt, and bared the in­jured man’s chest. It was gashed, crushed and frac­tured, sev­er­al ribs on the right side were broken. On the left side, just over the heart, was a large, sin­is­ter-look­ing yel­low­ish-black bruise—a cruel kick from the horse’s hoof. The doc­tor frowned. The po­lice­man told him that he was caught in the wheel and turned round with it for thirty yards on the road.

			“It’s won­der­ful that he has re­covered con­scious­ness,” the doc­tor whispered softly to Raskolnikov.

			“What do you think of him?” he asked.

			“He will die im­me­di­ately.”

			“Is there really no hope?”

			“Not the faintest! He is at the last gasp. … His head is badly in­jured, too … Hm … I could bleed him if you like, but … it would be use­less. He is bound to die with­in the next five or ten minutes.”

			“Bet­ter bleed him then.”

			“If you like. … But I warn you it will be per­fectly use­less.”

			At that mo­ment oth­er steps were heard; the crowd in the pas­sage par­ted, and the priest, a little, grey old man, ap­peared in the door­way bear­ing the sac­ra­ment. A po­lice­man had gone for him at the time of the ac­ci­dent. The doc­tor changed places with him, ex­chan­ging glances with him. Raskolnikov begged the doc­tor to re­main a little while. He shrugged his shoulders and re­mained.

			All stepped back. The con­fes­sion was soon over. The dy­ing man prob­ably un­der­stood little; he could only ut­ter in­dis­tinct broken sounds. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna took little Lida, lif­ted the boy from the chair, knelt down in the corner by the stove and made the chil­dren kneel in front of her. The little girl was still trem­bling; but the boy, kneel­ing on his little bare knees, lif­ted his hand rhyth­mic­ally, cross­ing him­self with pre­ci­sion and bowed down, touch­ing the floor with his fore­head, which seemed to af­ford him es­pe­cial sat­is­fac­tion. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna bit her lips and held back her tears; she prayed, too, now and then pulling straight the boy’s shirt, and man­aged to cov­er the girl’s bare shoulders with a ker­chief, which she took from the chest without rising from her knees or ceas­ing to pray. Mean­while the door from the in­ner rooms was opened in­quis­it­ively again. In the pas­sage the crowd of spec­tat­ors from all the flats on the stair­case grew dens­er and dens­er, but they did not ven­ture bey­ond the threshold. A single candle-end lighted up the scene.

			At that mo­ment Polen­ka forced her way through the crowd at the door. She came in pant­ing from run­ning so fast, took off her ker­chief, looked for her moth­er, went up to her and said, “She’s com­ing, I met her in the street.” Her moth­er made her kneel be­side her.

			Tim­idly and noise­lessly a young girl made her way through the crowd, and strange was her ap­pear­ance in that room, in the midst of want, rags, death and des­pair. She, too, was in rags, her at­tire was all of the cheapest, but decked out in gut­ter finery of a spe­cial stamp, un­mis­tak­ably be­tray­ing its shame­ful pur­pose. So­nia stopped short in the door­way and looked about her be­wildered, un­con­scious of everything. She for­got her fourth-hand, gaudy silk dress, so un­seemly here with its ri­dicu­lous long train, and her im­mense crinoline that filled up the whole door­way, and her light-col­oured shoes, and the para­sol she brought with her, though it was no use at night, and the ab­surd round straw hat with its flar­ing flame-col­oured feath­er. Un­der this rak­ishly-tilted hat was a pale, frightened little face with lips par­ted and eyes star­ing in ter­ror. So­nia was a small thin girl of eight­een with fair hair, rather pretty, with won­der­ful blue eyes. She looked in­tently at the bed and the priest; she too was out of breath with run­ning. At last whis­pers, some words in the crowd prob­ably, reached her. She looked down and took a step for­ward in­to the room, still keep­ing close to the door.

			The ser­vice was over. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna went up to her hus­band again. The priest stepped back and turned to say a few words of ad­mon­i­tion and con­sol­a­tion to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna on leav­ing.

			“What am I to do with these?” she in­ter­rup­ted sharply and ir­rit­ably, point­ing to the little ones.

			“God is mer­ci­ful; look to the Most High for suc­cour,” the priest began.

			“Ach! He is mer­ci­ful, but not to us.”

			“That’s a sin, a sin, madam,” ob­served the priest, shak­ing his head.

			“And isn’t that a sin?” cried Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, point­ing to the dy­ing man.

			“Per­haps those who have in­vol­un­tar­ily caused the ac­ci­dent will agree to com­pensate you, at least for the loss of his earn­ings.”

			“You don’t un­der­stand!” cried Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna an­grily wav­ing her hand. “And why should they com­pensate me? Why, he was drunk and threw him­self un­der the horses! What earn­ings? He brought us in noth­ing but misery. He drank everything away, the drunk­ard! He robbed us to get drink, he wasted their lives and mine for drink! And thank God he’s dy­ing! One less to keep!”

			“You must for­give in the hour of death, that’s a sin, madam, such feel­ings are a great sin.”

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna was busy with the dy­ing man; she was giv­ing him wa­ter, wip­ing the blood and sweat from his head, set­ting his pil­low straight, and had only turned now and then for a mo­ment to ad­dress the priest. Now she flew at him al­most in a frenzy.

			“Ah, fath­er! That’s words and only words! For­give! If he’d not been run over, he’d have come home today drunk and his only shirt dirty and in rags and he’d have fallen asleep like a log, and I should have been sous­ing and rins­ing till day­break, wash­ing his rags and the chil­dren’s and then dry­ing them by the win­dow and as soon as it was day­light I should have been darn­ing them. That’s how I spend my nights! … What’s the use of talk­ing of for­give­ness! I have for­giv­en as it is!”

			A ter­rible hol­low cough in­ter­rup­ted her words. She put her handker­chief to her lips and showed it to the priest, press­ing her oth­er hand to her aching chest. The handker­chief was covered with blood. The priest bowed his head and said noth­ing.

			Marme­ladov was in the last agony; he did not take his eyes off the face of Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, who was bend­ing over him again. He kept try­ing to say some­thing to her; he began mov­ing his tongue with dif­fi­culty and ar­tic­u­lat­ing in­dis­tinctly, but Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, un­der­stand­ing that he wanted to ask her for­give­ness, called per­emp­tor­ily to him:

			“Be si­lent! No need! I know what you want to say!” And the sick man was si­lent, but at the same in­stant his wan­der­ing eyes strayed to the door­way and he saw So­nia.

			Till then he had not no­ticed her: she was stand­ing in the shad­ow in a corner.

			“Who’s that? Who’s that?” he said sud­denly in a thick gasp­ing voice, in agit­a­tion, turn­ing his eyes in hor­ror to­wards the door where his daugh­ter was stand­ing, and try­ing to sit up.

			“Lie down! Lie do-own!” cried Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna.

			With un­nat­ur­al strength he had suc­ceeded in prop­ping him­self on his el­bow. He looked wildly and fix­edly for some time on his daugh­ter, as though not re­cog­nising her. He had nev­er seen her be­fore in such at­tire. Sud­denly he re­cog­nised her, crushed and ashamed in her hu­mi­li­ation and gaudy finery, meekly await­ing her turn to say good­bye to her dy­ing fath­er. His face showed in­tense suf­fer­ing.

			“So­nia! Daugh­ter! For­give!” he cried, and he tried to hold out his hand to her, but los­ing his bal­ance, he fell off the sofa, face down­wards on the floor. They rushed to pick him up, they put him on the sofa; but he was dy­ing. So­nia with a faint cry ran up, em­braced him and re­mained so without mov­ing. He died in her arms.

			“He’s got what he wanted,” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna cried, see­ing her hus­band’s dead body. “Well, what’s to be done now? How am I to bury him! What can I give them to­mor­row to eat?”

			Raskolnikov went up to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna.

			“Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna,” he began, “last week your hus­band told me all his life and cir­cum­stances. … Be­lieve me, he spoke of you with pas­sion­ate rev­er­ence. From that even­ing, when I learnt how de­voted he was to you all and how he loved and re­spec­ted you es­pe­cially, Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, in spite of his un­for­tu­nate weak­ness, from that even­ing we be­came friends. … Al­low me now … to do some­thing … to re­pay my debt to my dead friend. Here are twenty roubles, I think—and if that can be of any as­sist­ance to you, then … I … in short, I will come again, I will be sure to come again … I shall, per­haps, come again to­mor­row. … Good­bye!”

			And he went quickly out of the room, squeez­ing his way through the crowd to the stairs. But in the crowd he sud­denly jostled against Nikodim Fomitch, who had heard of the ac­ci­dent and had come to give in­struc­tions in per­son. They had not met since the scene at the po­lice sta­tion, but Nikodim Fomitch knew him in­stantly.

			“Ah, is that you?” he asked him.

			“He’s dead,” answered Raskolnikov. “The doc­tor and the priest have been, all as it should have been. Don’t worry the poor wo­man too much, she is in con­sump­tion as it is. Try and cheer her up, if pos­sible … you are a kind­hearted man, I know …” he ad­ded with a smile, look­ing straight in his face.

			“But you are spattered with blood,” ob­served Nikodim Fomitch, no­ti­cing in the lamp­light some fresh stains on Raskolnikov’s waist­coat.

			“Yes … I’m covered with blood,” Raskolnikov said with a pe­cu­li­ar air; then he smiled, nod­ded and went down­stairs.

			He walked down slowly and de­lib­er­ately, fe­ver­ish but not con­scious of it, en­tirely ab­sorbed in a new over­whelm­ing sen­sa­tion of life and strength that surged up sud­denly with­in him. This sen­sa­tion might be com­pared to that of a man con­demned to death who has sud­denly been pardoned. Halfway down the stair­case he was over­taken by the priest on his way home; Raskolnikov let him pass, ex­chan­ging a si­lent greet­ing with him. He was just des­cend­ing the last steps when he heard rap­id foot­steps be­hind him. Someone over­took him; it was Polen­ka. She was run­ning after him, call­ing “Wait! wait!”

			He turned round. She was at the bot­tom of the stair­case and stopped short a step above him. A dim light came in from the yard. Raskolnikov could dis­tin­guish the child’s thin but pretty little face, look­ing at him with a bright child­ish smile. She had run after him with a mes­sage which she was evid­ently glad to give.

			“Tell me, what is your name? … and where do you live?” she said hur­riedly in a breath­less voice.

			He laid both hands on her shoulders and looked at her with a sort of rap­ture. It was such a joy to him to look at her, he could not have said why.

			“Who sent you?”

			“Sis­ter So­nia sent me,” answered the girl, smil­ing still more brightly.

			“I knew it was sis­ter So­nia sent you.”

			“Mamma sent me, too … when sis­ter So­nia was send­ing me, mamma came up, too, and said ‘Run fast, Polen­ka.’ ”

			“Do you love sis­ter So­nia?”

			“I love her more than any­one,” Polen­ka answered with a pe­cu­li­ar earn­est­ness, and her smile be­came graver.

			“And will you love me?”

			By way of an­swer he saw the little girl’s face ap­proach­ing him, her full lips na­ively held out to kiss him. Sud­denly her arms as thin as sticks held him tightly, her head res­ted on his shoulder and the little girl wept softly, press­ing her face against him.

			“I am sorry for fath­er,” she said a mo­ment later, rais­ing her tear-stained face and brush­ing away the tears with her hands. “It’s noth­ing but mis­for­tunes now,” she ad­ded sud­denly with that pe­cu­li­arly sed­ate air which chil­dren try hard to as­sume when they want to speak like grownup people.

			“Did your fath­er love you?”

			“He loved Lida most,” she went on very ser­i­ously without a smile, ex­actly like grownup people, “he loved her be­cause she is little and be­cause she is ill, too. And he al­ways used to bring her presents. But he taught us to read and me gram­mar and scrip­ture, too,” she ad­ded with dig­nity. “And moth­er nev­er used to say any­thing, but we knew that she liked it and fath­er knew it, too. And moth­er wants to teach me French, for it’s time my edu­ca­tion began.”

			“And do you know your pray­ers?”

			“Of course, we do! We knew them long ago. I say my pray­ers to my­self as I am a big girl now, but Kolya and Lida say them aloud with moth­er. First they re­peat the ‘Ave Maria’ and then an­oth­er pray­er: ‘Lord, for­give and bless sis­ter So­nia,’ and then an­oth­er, ‘Lord, for­give and bless our second fath­er.’ For our eld­er fath­er is dead and this is an­oth­er one, but we do pray for the oth­er as well.”

			“Polen­ka, my name is Ro­di­on. Pray some­times for me, too. ‘And Thy ser­vant Ro­di­on,’ noth­ing more.”

			“I’ll pray for you all the rest of my life,” the little girl de­clared hotly, and sud­denly smil­ing again she rushed at him and hugged him warmly once more.

			Raskolnikov told her his name and ad­dress and prom­ised to be sure to come next day. The child went away quite en­chanted with him. It was past ten when he came out in­to the street. In five minutes he was stand­ing on the bridge at the spot where the wo­man had jumped in.

			“Enough,” he pro­nounced res­ol­utely and tri­umphantly. “I’ve done with fan­cies, ima­gin­ary ter­rors and phantoms! Life is real! haven’t I lived just now? My life has not yet died with that old wo­man! The King­dom of Heav­en to her—and now enough, madam, leave me in peace! Now for the reign of reas­on and light … and of will, and of strength … and now we will see! We will try our strength!” he ad­ded de­fi­antly, as though chal­len­ging some power of dark­ness. “And I was ready to con­sent to live in a square of space!

			“I am very weak at this mo­ment, but … I be­lieve my ill­ness is all over. I knew it would be over when I went out. By the way, Potchinkov’s house is only a few steps away. I cer­tainly must go to Ra­zu­mi­h­in even if it were not close by … let him win his bet! Let us give him some sat­is­fac­tion, too—no mat­ter! Strength, strength is what one wants, you can get noth­ing without it, and strength must be won by strength—that’s what they don’t know,” he ad­ded proudly and self-con­fid­ently and he walked with flag­ging foot­steps from the bridge. Pride and self-con­fid­ence grew con­tinu­ally stronger in him; he was be­com­ing a dif­fer­ent man every mo­ment. What was it had happened to work this re­volu­tion in him? He did not know him­self; like a man catch­ing at a straw, he sud­denly felt that he, too, “could live, that there was still life for him, that his life had not died with the old wo­man.” Per­haps he was in too great a hurry with his con­clu­sions, but he did not think of that.

			“But I did ask her to re­mem­ber ‘Thy ser­vant Ro­di­on’ in her pray­ers,” the idea struck him. “Well, that was … in case of emer­gency,” he ad­ded and laughed him­self at his boy­ish sally. He was in the best of spir­its.

			He eas­ily found Ra­zu­mi­h­in; the new lodger was already known at Potchinkov’s and the port­er at once showed him the way. Halfway up­stairs he could hear the noise and an­im­ated con­ver­sa­tion of a big gath­er­ing of people. The door was wide open on the stairs; he could hear ex­clam­a­tions and dis­cus­sion. Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s room was fairly large; the com­pany con­sisted of fif­teen people. Raskolnikov stopped in the entry, where two of the land­lady’s ser­vants were busy be­hind a screen with two sam­o­vars, bottles, plates and dishes of pie and sa­vour­ies, brought up from the land­lady’s kit­chen. Raskolnikov sent in for Ra­zu­mi­h­in. He ran out de­lighted. At the first glance it was ap­par­ent that he had had a great deal to drink and, though no amount of li­quor made Ra­zu­mi­h­in quite drunk, this time he was per­cept­ibly af­fected by it.

			“Listen,” Raskolnikov hastened to say, “I’ve only just come to tell you you’ve won your bet and that no one really knows what may not hap­pen to him. I can’t come in; I am so weak that I shall fall down dir­ectly. And so good even­ing and good­bye! Come and see me to­mor­row.”

			“Do you know what? I’ll see you home. If you say you’re weak your­self, you must …”

			“And your vis­it­ors? Who is the curly-headed one who has just peeped out?”

			“He? Good­ness only knows! Some friend of uncle’s, I ex­pect, or per­haps he has come without be­ing in­vited … I’ll leave uncle with them, he is an in­valu­able per­son, pity I can’t in­tro­duce you to him now. But con­found them all now! They won’t no­tice me, and I need a little fresh air, for you’ve come just in the nick of time—an­oth­er two minutes and I should have come to blows! They are talk­ing such a lot of wild stuff … you simply can’t ima­gine what men will say! Though why shouldn’t you ima­gine? Don’t we talk non­sense ourselves? And let them … that’s the way to learn not to! … Wait a minute, I’ll fetch Zossimov.”

			Zossimov pounced upon Raskolnikov al­most greed­ily; he showed a spe­cial in­terest in him; soon his face brightened.

			“You must go to bed at once,” he pro­nounced, ex­amin­ing the pa­tient as far as he could, “and take some­thing for the night. Will you take it? I got it ready some time ago … a powder.”

			“Two, if you like,” answered Raskolnikov. The powder was taken at once.

			“It’s a good thing you are tak­ing him home,” ob­served Zossimov to Ra­zu­mi­h­in—“we shall see how he is to­mor­row, today he’s not at all amiss—a con­sid­er­able change since the af­ter­noon. Live and learn …”

			“Do you know what Zossimov whispered to me when we were com­ing out?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in blur­ted out, as soon as they were in the street. “I won’t tell you everything, broth­er, be­cause they are such fools. Zossimov told me to talk freely to you on the way and get you to talk freely to me, and af­ter­wards I am to tell him about it, for he’s got a no­tion in his head that you are … mad or close on it. Only fancy! In the first place, you’ve three times the brains he has; in the second, if you are not mad, you needn’t care a hang that he has got such a wild idea; and thirdly, that piece of beef whose spe­cialty is sur­gery has gone mad on men­tal dis­eases, and what’s brought him to this con­clu­sion about you was your con­ver­sa­tion today with Zamet­ov.”

			“Zamet­ov told you all about it?”

			“Yes, and he did well. Now I un­der­stand what it all means and so does Zamet­ov. … Well, the fact is, Rodya … the point is … I am a little drunk now. … But that’s … no mat­ter … the point is that this idea … you un­der­stand? was just be­ing hatched in their brains … you un­der­stand? That is, no one ven­tured to say it aloud, be­cause the idea is too ab­surd and es­pe­cially since the ar­rest of that paint­er, that bubble’s burst and gone for ever. But why are they such fools? I gave Zamet­ov a bit of a thrash­ing at the time—that’s between ourselves, broth­er; please don’t let out a hint that you know of it; I’ve no­ticed he is a tick­lish sub­ject; it was at Lu­ise Ivan­ovna’s. But today, today it’s all cleared up. That Ilya Pet­ro­vitch is at the bot­tom of it! He took ad­vant­age of your faint­ing at the po­lice sta­tion, but he is ashamed of it him­self now; I know that …”

			Raskolnikov listened greed­ily. Ra­zu­mi­h­in was drunk enough to talk too freely.

			“I fain­ted then be­cause it was so close and the smell of paint,” said Raskolnikov.

			“No need to ex­plain that! And it wasn’t the paint only: the fever had been com­ing on for a month; Zossimov test­i­fies to that! But how crushed that boy is now, you wouldn’t be­lieve! ‘I am not worth his little fin­ger,’ he says. Yours, he means. He has good feel­ings at times, broth­er. But the les­son, the les­son you gave him today in the Pal­ais de Cristal, that was too good for any­thing! You frightened him at first, you know, he nearly went in­to con­vul­sions! You al­most con­vinced him again of the truth of all that hideous non­sense, and then you sud­denly—put out your tongue at him: ‘There now, what do you make of it?’ It was per­fect! He is crushed, an­ni­hil­ated now! It was mas­terly, by Jove, it’s what they de­serve! Ah, that I wasn’t there! He was hop­ing to see you aw­fully. Por­firy, too, wants to make your ac­quaint­ance …”

			“Ah! … he too … but why did they put me down as mad?”

			“Oh, not mad. I must have said too much, broth­er. … What struck him, you see, was that only that sub­ject seemed to in­terest you; now it’s clear why it did in­terest you; know­ing all the cir­cum­stances … and how that ir­rit­ated you and worked in with your ill­ness … I am a little drunk, broth­er, only, con­found him, he has some idea of his own … I tell you, he’s mad on men­tal dis­eases. But don’t you mind him …”

			For half a minute both were si­lent.

			“Listen, Ra­zu­mi­h­in,” began Raskolnikov, “I want to tell you plainly: I’ve just been at a deathbed, a clerk who died … I gave them all my money … and be­sides I’ve just been kissed by someone who, if I had killed any­one, would just the same … in fact I saw someone else there … with a flame-col­oured feath­er … but I am talk­ing non­sense; I am very weak, sup­port me … we shall be at the stairs dir­ectly …”

			“What’s the mat­ter? What’s the mat­ter with you?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in asked anxiously.

			“I am a little giddy, but that’s not the point, I am so sad, so sad … like a wo­man. Look, what’s that? Look, look!”

			“What is it?”

			“Don’t you see? A light in my room, you see? Through the crack …”

			They were already at the foot of the last flight of stairs, at the level of the land­lady’s door, and they could, as a fact, see from be­low that there was a light in Raskolnikov’s gar­ret.

			“Queer! Nastasya, per­haps,” ob­served Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“She is nev­er in my room at this time and she must be in bed long ago, but … I don’t care! Good­bye!”

			“What do you mean? I am com­ing with you, we’ll come in to­geth­er!”

			“I know we are go­ing in to­geth­er, but I want to shake hands here and say good­bye to you here. So give me your hand, good­bye!”

			“What’s the mat­ter with you, Rodya?”

			“Noth­ing … come along … you shall be wit­ness.”

			They began mount­ing the stairs, and the idea struck Ra­zu­mi­h­in that per­haps Zossimov might be right after all. “Ah, I’ve up­set him with my chat­ter!” he muttered to him­self.

			When they reached the door they heard voices in the room.

			“What is it?” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in. Raskolnikov was the first to open the door; he flung it wide and stood still in the door­way, dumb­foundered.

			His moth­er and sis­ter were sit­ting on his sofa and had been wait­ing an hour and a half for him. Why had he nev­er ex­pec­ted, nev­er thought of them, though the news that they had star­ted, were on their way and would ar­rive im­me­di­ately, had been re­peated to him only that day? They had spent that hour and a half ply­ing Nastasya with ques­tions. She was stand­ing be­fore them and had told them everything by now. They were be­side them­selves with alarm when they heard of his “run­ning away” today, ill and, as they un­der­stood from her story, de­li­ri­ous! “Good Heav­ens, what had be­come of him?” Both had been weep­ing, both had been in an­guish for that hour and a half.

			A cry of joy, of ec­stasy, greeted Raskolnikov’s en­trance. Both rushed to him. But he stood like one dead; a sud­den in­tol­er­able sen­sa­tion struck him like a thun­der­bolt. He did not lift his arms to em­brace them, he could not. His moth­er and sis­ter clasped him in their arms, kissed him, laughed and cried. He took a step, tottered and fell to the ground, faint­ing.

			Anxi­ety, cries of hor­ror, moans … Ra­zu­mi­h­in who was stand­ing in the door­way flew in­to the room, seized the sick man in his strong arms and in a mo­ment had him on the sofa.

			“It’s noth­ing, noth­ing!” he cried to the moth­er and sis­ter—“it’s only a faint, a mere trifle! Only just now the doc­tor said he was much bet­ter, that he is per­fectly well! Wa­ter! See, he is com­ing to him­self, he is all right again!”

			And seiz­ing Dounia by the arm so that he al­most dis­lo­cated it, he made her bend down to see that “he is all right again.” The moth­er and sis­ter looked on him with emo­tion and grat­it­ude, as their Provid­ence. They had heard already from Nastasya all that had been done for their Rodya dur­ing his ill­ness, by this “very com­pet­ent young man,” as Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna Raskolnikov called him that even­ing in con­ver­sa­tion with Dounia.
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			Raskolnikov got up, and sat down on the sofa. He waved his hand weakly to Ra­zu­mi­h­in to cut short the flow of warm and in­co­her­ent con­sol­a­tions he was ad­dress­ing to his moth­er and sis­ter, took them both by the hand and for a minute or two gazed from one to the oth­er without speak­ing. His moth­er was alarmed by his ex­pres­sion. It re­vealed an emo­tion ag­on­isingly poignant, and at the same time some­thing im­mov­able, al­most in­sane. Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna began to cry.

			Avdotya Ro­man­ovna was pale; her hand trembled in her broth­er’s.

			“Go home … with him,” he said in a broken voice, point­ing to Ra­zu­mi­h­in, “good­bye till to­mor­row; to­mor­row everything … Is it long since you ar­rived?”

			“This even­ing, Rodya,” answered Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, “the train was aw­fully late. But, Rodya, noth­ing would in­duce me to leave you now! I will spend the night here, near you …”

			“Don’t tor­ture me!” he said with a ges­ture of ir­rit­a­tion.

			“I will stay with him,” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in, “I won’t leave him for a mo­ment. Both­er all my vis­it­ors! Let them rage to their hearts’ con­tent! My uncle is presid­ing there.”

			“How, how can I thank you!” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was be­gin­ning, once more press­ing Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s hands, but Raskolnikov in­ter­rup­ted her again.

			“I can’t have it! I can’t have it!” he re­peated ir­rit­ably, “don’t worry me! Enough, go away … I can’t stand it!”

			“Come, mamma, come out of the room at least for a minute,” Dounia whispered in dis­may; “we are dis­tress­ing him, that’s evid­ent.”

			“Mayn’t I look at him after three years?” wept Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna.

			“Stay,” he stopped them again, “you keep in­ter­rupt­ing me, and my ideas get muddled. … Have you seen Luzh­in?”

			“No, Rodya, but he knows already of our ar­rival. We have heard, Rodya, that Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch was so kind as to vis­it you today,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna ad­ded some­what tim­idly.

			“Yes … he was so kind … Dounia, I prom­ised Luzh­in I’d throw him down­stairs and told him to go to hell. …”

			“Rodya, what are you say­ing! Surely, you don’t mean to tell us …” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna began in alarm, but she stopped, look­ing at Dounia.

			Avdotya Ro­man­ovna was look­ing at­tent­ively at her broth­er, wait­ing for what would come next. Both of them had heard of the quar­rel from Nastasya, so far as she had suc­ceeded in un­der­stand­ing and re­port­ing it, and were in pain­ful per­plex­ity and sus­pense.

			“Dounia,” Raskolnikov con­tin­ued with an ef­fort, “I don’t want that mar­riage, so at the first op­por­tun­ity to­mor­row you must re­fuse Luzh­in, so that we may nev­er hear his name again.”

			“Good Heav­ens!” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna.

			“Broth­er, think what you are say­ing!” Avdotya Ro­man­ovna began im­petu­ously, but im­me­di­ately checked her­self. “You are not fit to talk now, per­haps; you are tired,” she ad­ded gently.

			“You think I am de­li­ri­ous? No … You are mar­ry­ing Luzh­in for my sake. But I won’t ac­cept the sac­ri­fice. And so write a let­ter be­fore to­mor­row, to re­fuse him … Let me read it in the morn­ing and that will be the end of it!”

			“That I can’t do!” the girl cried, of­fen­ded, “what right have you …”

			“Dounia, you are hasty, too, be quiet, to­mor­row … Don’t you see …” the moth­er in­ter­posed in dis­may. “Bet­ter come away!”

			“He is rav­ing,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in cried tip­sily, “or how would he dare! To­mor­row all this non­sense will be over … today he cer­tainly did drive him away. That was so. And Luzh­in got angry, too. … He made speeches here, wanted to show off his learn­ing and he went out crest­fal­len. …”

			“Then it’s true?” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna.

			“Good­bye till to­mor­row, broth­er,” said Dounia com­pas­sion­ately—“let us go, moth­er … Good­bye, Rodya.”

			“Do you hear, sis­ter,” he re­peated after them, mak­ing a last ef­fort, “I am not de­li­ri­ous; this mar­riage is—an in­famy. Let me act like a scoun­drel, but you mustn’t … one is enough … and though I am a scoun­drel, I wouldn’t own such a sis­ter. It’s me or Luzh­in! Go now. …”

			“But you’re out of your mind! Des­pot!” roared Ra­zu­mi­h­in; but Raskolnikov did not and per­haps could not an­swer. He lay down on the sofa, and turned to the wall, ut­terly ex­hausted. Avdotya Ro­man­ovna looked with in­terest at Ra­zu­mi­h­in; her black eyes flashed; Ra­zu­mi­h­in pos­it­ively star­ted at her glance.

			Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna stood over­whelmed.

			“Noth­ing would in­duce me to go,” she whispered in des­pair to Ra­zu­mi­h­in. “I will stay some­where here … es­cort Dounia home.”

			“You’ll spoil everything,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in answered in the same whis­per, los­ing pa­tience—“come out on to the stairs, any­way. Nastasya, show a light! I as­sure you,” he went on in a half whis­per on the stairs—“that he was al­most beat­ing the doc­tor and me this af­ter­noon! Do you un­der­stand? The doc­tor him­self! Even he gave way and left him, so as not to ir­rit­ate him. I re­mained down­stairs on guard, but he dressed at once and slipped off. And he will slip off again if you ir­rit­ate him, at this time of night, and will do him­self some mis­chief. …”

			“What are you say­ing?”

			“And Avdotya Ro­man­ovna can’t pos­sibly be left in those lodgings without you. Just think where you are stay­ing! That black­guard Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch couldn’t find you bet­ter lodgings … But you know I’ve had a little to drink, and that’s what makes me … swear; don’t mind it. …”

			“But I’ll go to the land­lady here,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna in­sisted, “I’ll be­seech her to find some corner for Dounia and me for the night. I can’t leave him like that, I can­not!”

			This con­ver­sa­tion took place on the land­ing just be­fore the land­lady’s door. Nastasya lighted them from a step be­low. Ra­zu­mi­h­in was in ex­traordin­ary ex­cite­ment. Half an hour earli­er, while he was bring­ing Raskolnikov home, he had in­deed talked too freely, but he was aware of it him­self, and his head was clear in spite of the vast quant­it­ies he had im­bibed. Now he was in a state bor­der­ing on ec­stasy, and all that he had drunk seemed to fly to his head with re­doubled ef­fect. He stood with the two ladies, seiz­ing both by their hands, per­suad­ing them, and giv­ing them reas­ons with as­ton­ish­ing plain­ness of speech, and at al­most every word he uttered, prob­ably to em­phas­ise his ar­gu­ments, he squeezed their hands pain­fully as in a vise. He stared at Avdotya Ro­man­ovna without the least re­gard for good man­ners. They some­times pulled their hands out of his huge bony paws, but far from no­ti­cing what was the mat­ter, he drew them all the closer to him. If they’d told him to jump head fore­most from the stair­case, he would have done it without thought or hes­it­a­tion in their ser­vice. Though Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna felt that the young man was really too ec­cent­ric and pinched her hand too much, in her anxi­ety over her Rodya she looked on his pres­ence as provid­en­tial, and was un­will­ing to no­tice all his pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies. But though Avdotya Ro­man­ovna shared her anxi­ety, and was not of timor­ous dis­pos­i­tion, she could not see the glow­ing light in his eyes without won­der and al­most alarm. It was only the un­boun­ded con­fid­ence in­spired by Nastasya’s ac­count of her broth­er’s queer friend, which pre­ven­ted her from try­ing to run away from him, and to per­suade her moth­er to do the same. She real­ised, too, that even run­ning away was per­haps im­possible now. Ten minutes later, how­ever, she was con­sid­er­ably re­as­sured; it was char­ac­ter­ist­ic of Ra­zu­mi­h­in that he showed his true nature at once, whatever mood he might be in, so that people quickly saw the sort of man they had to deal with.

			“You can’t go to the land­lady, that’s per­fect non­sense!” he cried. “If you stay, though you are his moth­er, you’ll drive him to a frenzy, and then good­ness knows what will hap­pen! Listen, I’ll tell you what I’ll do: Nastasya will stay with him now, and I’ll con­duct you both home, you can’t be in the streets alone; Peters­burg is an aw­ful place in that way. … But no mat­ter! Then I’ll run straight back here and a quarter of an hour later, on my word of hon­our, I’ll bring you news how he is, wheth­er he is asleep, and all that. Then, listen! Then I’ll run home in a twink­ling—I’ve a lot of friends there, all drunk—I’ll fetch Zossimov—that’s the doc­tor who is look­ing after him, he is there, too, but he is not drunk; he is not drunk, he is nev­er drunk! I’ll drag him to Rodya, and then to you, so that you’ll get two re­ports in the hour—from the doc­tor, you un­der­stand, from the doc­tor him­self, that’s a very dif­fer­ent thing from my ac­count of him! If there’s any­thing wrong, I swear I’ll bring you here my­self, but, if it’s all right, you go to bed. And I’ll spend the night here, in the pas­sage, he won’t hear me, and I’ll tell Zossimov to sleep at the land­lady’s, to be at hand. Which is bet­ter for him: you or the doc­tor? So come home then! But the land­lady is out of the ques­tion; it’s all right for me, but it’s out of the ques­tion for you: she wouldn’t take you, for she’s … for she’s a fool … She’d be jeal­ous on my ac­count of Avdotya Ro­man­ovna and of you, too, if you want to know … of Avdotya Ro­man­ovna cer­tainly. She is an ab­so­lutely, ab­so­lutely un­ac­count­able char­ac­ter! But I am a fool, too! … No mat­ter! Come along! Do you trust me? Come, do you trust me or not?”

			“Let us go, moth­er,” said Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, “he will cer­tainly do what he has prom­ised. He has saved Rodya already, and if the doc­tor really will con­sent to spend the night here, what could be bet­ter?”

			“You see, you … you … un­der­stand me, be­cause you are an an­gel!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in cried in ec­stasy, “let us go! Nastasya! Fly up­stairs and sit with him with a light; I’ll come in a quarter of an hour.”

			Though Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was not per­fectly con­vinced, she made no fur­ther res­ist­ance. Ra­zu­mi­h­in gave an arm to each and drew them down the stairs. He still made her un­easy, as though he was com­pet­ent and good-natured, was he cap­able of car­ry­ing out his prom­ise? He seemed in such a con­di­tion. …

			“Ah, I see you think I am in such a con­di­tion!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in broke in upon her thoughts, guess­ing them, as he strolled along the pave­ment with huge steps, so that the two ladies could hardly keep up with him, a fact he did not ob­serve, how­ever. “Non­sense! That is … I am drunk like a fool, but that’s not it; I am not drunk from wine. It’s see­ing you has turned my head … But don’t mind me! Don’t take any no­tice: I am talk­ing non­sense, I am not worthy of you. … I am ut­terly un­worthy of you! The minute I’ve taken you home, I’ll pour a couple of pail­fuls of wa­ter over my head in the gut­ter here, and then I shall be all right. … If only you knew how I love you both! Don’t laugh, and don’t be angry! You may be angry with any­one, but not with me! I am his friend, and there­fore I am your friend, too, I want to be … I had a presen­ti­ment … Last year there was a mo­ment … though it wasn’t a presen­ti­ment really, for you seem to have fallen from heav­en. And I ex­pect I shan’t sleep all night … Zossimov was afraid a little time ago that he would go mad … that’s why he mustn’t be ir­rit­ated.”

			“What do you say?” cried the moth­er.

			“Did the doc­tor really say that?” asked Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, alarmed.

			“Yes, but it’s not so, not a bit of it. He gave him some medi­cine, a powder, I saw it, and then your com­ing here. … Ah! It would have been bet­ter if you had come to­mor­row. It’s a good thing we went away. And in an hour Zossimov him­self will re­port to you about everything. He is not drunk! And I shan’t be drunk. … And what made me get so tight? Be­cause they got me in­to an ar­gu­ment, damn them! I’ve sworn nev­er to ar­gue! They talk such trash! I al­most came to blows! I’ve left my uncle to preside. Would you be­lieve, they in­sist on com­plete ab­sence of in­di­vidu­al­ism and that’s just what they rel­ish! Not to be them­selves, to be as un­like them­selves as they can. That’s what they re­gard as the highest point of pro­gress. If only their non­sense were their own, but as it is …”

			“Listen!” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna in­ter­rup­ted tim­idly, but it only ad­ded fuel to the flames.

			“What do you think?” shouted Ra­zu­mi­h­in, louder than ever, “you think I am at­tack­ing them for talk­ing non­sense? Not a bit! I like them to talk non­sense. That’s man’s one priv­ilege over all cre­ation. Through er­ror you come to the truth! I am a man be­cause I err! You nev­er reach any truth without mak­ing four­teen mis­takes and very likely a hun­dred and four­teen. And a fine thing, too, in its way; but we can’t even make mis­takes on our own ac­count! Talk non­sense, but talk your own non­sense, and I’ll kiss you for it. To go wrong in one’s own way is bet­ter than to go right in someone else’s. In the first case you are a man, in the second you’re no bet­ter than a bird. Truth won’t es­cape you, but life can be cramped. There have been ex­amples. And what are we do­ing now? In sci­ence, de­vel­op­ment, thought, in­ven­tion, ideals, aims, lib­er­al­ism, judg­ment, ex­per­i­ence and everything, everything, everything, we are still in the pre­par­at­ory class at school. We prefer to live on oth­er people’s ideas, it’s what we are used to! Am I right, am I right?” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in, press­ing and shak­ing the two ladies’ hands.

			“Oh, mercy, I do not know,” cried poor Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna.

			“Yes, yes … though I don’t agree with you in everything,” ad­ded Avdotya Ro­man­ovna earn­estly and at once uttered a cry, for he squeezed her hand so pain­fully.

			“Yes, you say yes … well after that you … you …” he cried in a trans­port, “you are a fount of good­ness, pur­ity, sense … and per­fec­tion. Give me your hand … you give me yours, too! I want to kiss your hands here at once, on my knees …” and he fell on his knees on the pave­ment, for­tu­nately at that time deser­ted.

			“Leave off, I en­treat you, what are you do­ing?” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna cried, greatly dis­tressed.

			“Get up, get up!” said Dounia laugh­ing, though she, too, was up­set.

			“Not for any­thing till you let me kiss your hands! That’s it! Enough! I get up and we’ll go on! I am a luck­less fool, I am un­worthy of you and drunk … and I am ashamed. … I am not worthy to love you, but to do homage to you is the duty of every man who is not a per­fect beast! And I’ve done homage. … Here are your lodgings, and for that alone Rodya was right in driv­ing your Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch away. … How dare he! how dare he put you in such lodgings! It’s a scan­dal! Do you know the sort of people they take in here? And you his be­trothed! You are his be­trothed? Yes? Well, then, I’ll tell you, your fiancé is a scoun­drel.”

			“Ex­cuse me, Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in, you are for­get­ting …” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was be­gin­ning.

			“Yes, yes, you are right, I did for­get my­self, I am ashamed of it,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in made haste to apo­lo­gise. “But … but you can’t be angry with me for speak­ing so! For I speak sin­cerely and not be­cause … hm, hm! That would be dis­grace­ful; in fact not be­cause I’m in … hm! Well, any­way, I won’t say why, I dar­en’t. … But we all saw today when he came in that that man is not of our sort. Not be­cause he had his hair curled at the barber’s, not be­cause he was in such a hurry to show his wit, but be­cause he is a spy, a spec­u­lat­or, be­cause he is a skin­flint and a buf­foon. That’s evid­ent. Do you think him clev­er? No, he is a fool, a fool. And is he a match for you? Good heav­ens! Do you see, ladies?” he stopped sud­denly on the way up­stairs to their rooms, “though all my friends there are drunk, yet they are all hon­est, and though we do talk a lot of trash, and I do, too, yet we shall talk our way to the truth at last, for we are on the right path, while Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch … is not on the right path. Though I’ve been call­ing them all sorts of names just now, I do re­spect them all … though I don’t re­spect Zamet­ov, I like him, for he is a puppy, and that bul­lock Zossimov, be­cause he is an hon­est man and knows his work. But enough, it’s all said and for­giv­en. Is it for­giv­en? Well, then, let’s go on. I know this cor­ridor, I’ve been here, there was a scan­dal here at Num­ber 3. … Where are you here? Which num­ber? eight? Well, lock yourselves in for the night, then. Don’t let any­body in. In a quarter of an hour I’ll come back with news, and half an hour later I’ll bring Zossimov, you’ll see! Good­bye, I’ll run.”

			“Good heav­ens, Dounia, what is go­ing to hap­pen?” said Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, ad­dress­ing her daugh­ter with anxi­ety and dis­may.

			“Don’t worry your­self, moth­er,” said Dounia, tak­ing off her hat and cape. “God has sent this gen­tle­man to our aid, though he has come from a drink­ing party. We can de­pend on him, I as­sure you. And all that he has done for Rodya. …”

			“Ah. Dounia, good­ness knows wheth­er he will come! How could I bring my­self to leave Rodya? … And how dif­fer­ent, how dif­fer­ent I had fan­cied our meet­ing! How sul­len he was, as though not pleased to see us. …”

			Tears came in­to her eyes.

			“No, it’s not that, moth­er. You didn’t see, you were cry­ing all the time. He is quite un­hinged by ser­i­ous ill­ness—that’s the reas­on.”

			“Ah, that ill­ness! What will hap­pen, what will hap­pen? And how he talked to you, Dounia!” said the moth­er, look­ing tim­idly at her daugh­ter, try­ing to read her thoughts and, already half con­soled by Dounia’s stand­ing up for her broth­er, which meant that she had already for­giv­en him. “I am sure he will think bet­ter of it to­mor­row,” she ad­ded, prob­ing her fur­ther.

			“And I am sure that he will say the same to­mor­row … about that,” Avdotya Ro­man­ovna said fi­nally. And, of course, there was no go­ing bey­ond that, for this was a point which Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was afraid to dis­cuss. Dounia went up and kissed her moth­er. The lat­ter warmly em­braced her without speak­ing. Then she sat down to wait anxiously for Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s re­turn, tim­idly watch­ing her daugh­ter who walked up and down the room with her arms fol­ded, lost in thought. This walk­ing up and down when she was think­ing was a habit of Avdotya Ro­man­ovna’s and the moth­er was al­ways afraid to break in on her daugh­ter’s mood at such mo­ments.

			Ra­zu­mi­h­in, of course, was ri­dicu­lous in his sud­den drunk­en in­fatu­ation for Avdotya Ro­man­ovna. Yet apart from his ec­cent­ric con­di­tion, many people would have thought it jus­ti­fied if they had seen Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, es­pe­cially at that mo­ment when she was walk­ing to and fro with fol­ded arms, pens­ive and mel­an­choly. Avdotya Ro­man­ovna was re­mark­ably good-look­ing; she was tall, strik­ingly well-pro­por­tioned, strong and self-re­li­ant—the lat­ter qual­ity was ap­par­ent in every ges­ture, though it did not in the least de­tract from the grace and soft­ness of her move­ments. In face she re­sembled her broth­er, but she might be de­scribed as really beau­ti­ful. Her hair was dark brown, a little light­er than her broth­er’s; there was a proud light in her al­most black eyes and yet at times a look of ex­traordin­ary kind­ness. She was pale, but it was a healthy pal­lor; her face was ra­di­ant with fresh­ness and vigour. Her mouth was rather small; the full red lower lip pro­jec­ted a little as did her chin; it was the only ir­reg­u­lar­ity in her beau­ti­ful face, but it gave it a pe­cu­li­arly in­di­vidu­al and al­most haughty ex­pres­sion. Her face was al­ways more ser­i­ous and thought­ful than gay; but how well smiles, how well youth­ful, light­hearted, ir­re­spons­ible, laughter suited her face! It was nat­ur­al enough that a warm, open, simple-hearted, hon­est gi­ant like Ra­zu­mi­h­in, who had nev­er seen any­one like her and was not quite sober at the time, should lose his head im­me­di­ately. Be­sides, as chance would have it, he saw Dounia for the first time trans­figured by her love for her broth­er and her joy at meet­ing him. Af­ter­wards he saw her lower lip quiver with in­dig­na­tion at her broth­er’s in­solent, cruel and un­grate­ful words—and his fate was sealed.

			He had spoken the truth, moreover, when he blur­ted out in his drunk­en talk on the stairs that Praskovya Pavlovna, Raskolnikov’s ec­cent­ric land­lady, would be jeal­ous of Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna as well as of Avdotya Ro­man­ovna on his ac­count. Al­though Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was forty-three, her face still re­tained traces of her former beauty; she looked much young­er than her age, in­deed, which is al­most al­ways the case with wo­men who re­tain serenity of spir­it, sens­it­ive­ness and pure sin­cere warmth of heart to old age. We may add in par­en­thes­is that to pre­serve all this is the only means of re­tain­ing beauty to old age. Her hair had be­gun to grow grey and thin, there had long been little crow’s foot wrinkles round her eyes, her cheeks were hol­low and sunken from anxi­ety and grief, and yet it was a hand­some face. She was Dounia over again, twenty years older, but without the pro­ject­ing un­der­lip. Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was emo­tion­al, but not sen­ti­ment­al, tim­id and yield­ing, but only to a cer­tain point. She could give way and ac­cept a great deal even of what was con­trary to her con­vic­tions, but there was a cer­tain bar­ri­er fixed by hon­esty, prin­ciple and the deep­est con­vic­tions which noth­ing would in­duce her to cross.

			Ex­actly twenty minutes after Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s de­par­ture, there came two sub­dued but hur­ried knocks at the door: he had come back.

			“I won’t come in, I haven’t time,” he hastened to say when the door was opened. “He sleeps like a top, soundly, quietly, and God grant he may sleep ten hours. Nastasya’s with him; I told her not to leave till I came. Now I am fetch­ing Zossimov, he will re­port to you and then you’d bet­ter turn in; I can see you are too tired to do any­thing. …”

			And he ran off down the cor­ridor.

			“What a very com­pet­ent and … de­voted young man!” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna ex­ceed­ingly de­lighted.

			“He seems a splen­did per­son!” Avdotya Ro­man­ovna replied with some warmth, re­sum­ing her walk up and down the room.

			It was nearly an hour later when they heard foot­steps in the cor­ridor and an­oth­er knock at the door. Both wo­men waited this time com­pletely re­ly­ing on Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s prom­ise; he ac­tu­ally had suc­ceeded in bring­ing Zossimov. Zossimov had agreed at once to desert the drink­ing party to go to Raskolnikov’s, but he came re­luct­antly and with the greatest sus­pi­cion to see the ladies, mis­trust­ing Ra­zu­mi­h­in in his ex­hil­ar­ated con­di­tion. But his van­ity was at once re­as­sured and flattered; he saw that they were really ex­pect­ing him as an or­acle. He stayed just ten minutes and suc­ceeded in com­pletely con­vin­cing and com­fort­ing Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna. He spoke with marked sym­pathy, but with the re­serve and ex­treme ser­i­ous­ness of a young doc­tor at an im­port­ant con­sulta­tion. He did not ut­ter a word on any oth­er sub­ject and did not dis­play the slight­est de­sire to enter in­to more per­son­al re­la­tions with the two ladies. Re­mark­ing at his first en­trance the dazzling beauty of Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, he en­deav­oured not to no­tice her at all dur­ing his vis­it and ad­dressed him­self solely to Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna. All this gave him ex­traordin­ary in­ward sat­is­fac­tion. He de­clared that he thought the in­val­id at this mo­ment go­ing on very sat­is­fact­or­ily. Ac­cord­ing to his ob­ser­va­tions the pa­tient’s ill­ness was due partly to his un­for­tu­nate ma­ter­i­al sur­round­ings dur­ing the last few months, but it had partly also a mor­al ori­gin, “was, so to speak, the product of sev­er­al ma­ter­i­al and mor­al in­flu­ences, anxi­et­ies, ap­pre­hen­sions, troubles, cer­tain ideas … and so on.” No­ti­cing stealth­ily that Avdotya Ro­man­ovna was fol­low­ing his words with close at­ten­tion, Zossimov al­lowed him­self to en­large on this theme. On Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna’s anxiously and tim­idly in­quir­ing as to “some sus­pi­cion of in­san­ity,” he replied with a com­posed and can­did smile that his words had been ex­ag­ger­ated; that cer­tainly the pa­tient had some fixed idea, some­thing ap­proach­ing a mono­mania—he, Zossimov, was now par­tic­u­larly study­ing this in­ter­est­ing branch of medi­cine—but that it must be re­col­lec­ted that un­til today the pa­tient had been in de­li­ri­um and … and that no doubt the pres­ence of his fam­ily would have a fa­vour­able ef­fect on his re­cov­ery and dis­tract his mind, “if only all fresh shocks can be avoided,” he ad­ded sig­ni­fic­antly. Then he got up, took leave with an im­press­ive and af­fable bow, while bless­ings, warm grat­it­ude, and en­treat­ies were showered upon him, and Avdotya Ro­man­ovna spon­tan­eously offered her hand to him. He went out ex­ceed­ingly pleased with his vis­it and still more so with him­self.

			“We’ll talk to­mor­row; go to bed at once!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in said in con­clu­sion, fol­low­ing Zossimov out. “I’ll be with you to­mor­row morn­ing as early as pos­sible with my re­port.”

			“That’s a fetch­ing little girl, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna,” re­marked Zossimov, al­most lick­ing his lips as they both came out in­to the street.

			“Fetch­ing? You said fetch­ing?” roared Ra­zu­mi­h­in and he flew at Zossimov and seized him by the throat. “If you ever dare. … Do you un­der­stand? Do you un­der­stand?” he shouted, shak­ing him by the col­lar and squeez­ing him against the wall. “Do you hear?”

			“Let me go, you drunk­en dev­il,” said Zossimov, strug­gling and when he had let him go, he stared at him and went off in­to a sud­den guf­faw. Ra­zu­mi­h­in stood fa­cing him in gloomy and earn­est re­flec­tion.

			“Of course, I am an ass,” he ob­served, sombre as a storm cloud, “but still … you are an­oth­er.”

			“No, broth­er, not at all such an­oth­er. I am not dream­ing of any folly.”

			They walked along in si­lence and only when they were close to Raskolnikov’s lodgings, Ra­zu­mi­h­in broke the si­lence in con­sid­er­able anxi­ety.

			“Listen,” he said, “you’re a first-rate fel­low, but among your oth­er fail­ings, you’re a loose fish, that I know, and a dirty one, too. You are a feeble, nervous wretch, and a mass of whims, you’re get­ting fat and lazy and can’t deny your­self any­thing—and I call that dirty be­cause it leads one straight in­to the dirt. You’ve let your­self get so slack that I don’t know how it is you are still a good, even a de­voted doc­tor. You—a doc­tor—sleep on a feath­er bed and get up at night to your pa­tients! In an­oth­er three or four years you won’t get up for your pa­tients … But hang it all, that’s not the point! … You are go­ing to spend to­night in the land­lady’s flat here. (Hard work I’ve had to per­suade her!) And I’ll be in the kit­chen. So here’s a chance for you to get to know her bet­ter. … It’s not as you think! There’s not a trace of any­thing of the sort, broth­er … !”

			“But I don’t think!”

			“Here you have mod­esty, broth­er, si­lence, bash­ful­ness, a sav­age vir­tue … and yet she’s sigh­ing and melt­ing like wax, simply melt­ing! Save me from her, by all that’s un­holy! She’s most pre­pos­sess­ing … I’ll re­pay you, I’ll do any­thing. …”

			Zossimov laughed more vi­ol­ently than ever.

			“Well, you are smit­ten! But what am I to do with her?”

			“It won’t be much trouble, I as­sure you. Talk any rot you like to her, as long as you sit by her and talk. You’re a doc­tor, too; try cur­ing her of some­thing. I swear you won’t re­gret it. She has a pi­ano, and you know, I strum a little. I have a song there, a genu­ine Rus­si­an one: ‘I shed hot tears.’ She likes the genu­ine art­icle—and well, it all began with that song; Now you’re a reg­u­lar per­former, a maître, a Ru­bin­stein. … I as­sure you, you won’t re­gret it!”

			“But have you made her some prom­ise? Some­thing signed? A prom­ise of mar­riage, per­haps?”

			“Noth­ing, noth­ing, ab­so­lutely noth­ing of the kind! Be­sides she is not that sort at all. … Tchebarov tried that. …”

			“Well then, drop her!”

			“But I can’t drop her like that!”

			“Why can’t you?”

			“Well, I can’t, that’s all about it! There’s an ele­ment of at­trac­tion here, broth­er.”

			“Then why have you fas­cin­ated her?”

			“I haven’t fas­cin­ated her; per­haps I was fas­cin­ated my­self in my folly. But she won’t care a straw wheth­er it’s you or I, so long as some­body sits be­side her, sigh­ing. … I can’t ex­plain the po­s­i­tion, broth­er … look here, you are good at math­em­at­ics, and work­ing at it now … be­gin teach­ing her the in­teg­ral cal­cu­lus; upon my soul, I’m not jok­ing, I’m in earn­est, it’ll be just the same to her. She will gaze at you and sigh for a whole year to­geth­er. I talked to her once for two days at a time about the Prus­si­an House of Lords (for one must talk of some­thing)—she just sighed and per­spired! And you mustn’t talk of love—she’s bash­ful to hys­ter­ics—but just let her see you can’t tear your­self away—that’s enough. It’s fear­fully com­fort­able; you’re quite at home, you can read, sit, lie about, write. You may even ven­ture on a kiss, if you’re care­ful.”

			“But what do I want with her?”

			“Ach, I can’t make you un­der­stand! You see, you are made for each oth­er! I have of­ten been re­minded of you! … You’ll come to it in the end! So does it mat­ter wheth­er it’s soon­er or later? There’s the feather­bed ele­ment here, broth­er—ach! and not only that! There’s an at­trac­tion here—here you have the end of the world, an an­chor­age, a quiet haven, the na­vel of the earth, the three fishes that are the found­a­tion of the world, the es­sence of pan­cakes, of sa­voury fish-pies, of the even­ing sam­o­var, of soft sighs and warm shawls, and hot stoves to sleep on—as snug as though you were dead, and yet you’re alive—the ad­vant­ages of both at once! Well, hang it, broth­er, what stuff I’m talk­ing, it’s bed­time! Listen. I some­times wake up at night; so I’ll go in and look at him. But there’s no need, it’s all right. Don’t you worry your­self, yet if you like, you might just look in once, too. But if you no­tice any­thing—de­li­ri­um or fever—wake me at once. But there can’t be. …”

		
	
		
			II

			Ra­zu­mi­h­in waked up next morn­ing at eight o’clock, troubled and ser­i­ous. He found him­self con­fron­ted with many new and un­looked-for per­plex­it­ies. He had nev­er ex­pec­ted that he would ever wake up feel­ing like that. He re­membered every de­tail of the pre­vi­ous day and he knew that a per­fectly nov­el ex­per­i­ence had be­fallen him, that he had re­ceived an im­pres­sion un­like any­thing he had known be­fore. At the same time he re­cog­nised clearly that the dream which had fired his ima­gin­a­tion was hope­lessly un­at­tain­able—so un­at­tain­able that he felt pos­it­ively ashamed of it, and he hastened to pass to the oth­er more prac­tic­al cares and dif­fi­culties be­queathed him by that “thrice ac­cursed yes­ter­day.”

			The most aw­ful re­col­lec­tion of the pre­vi­ous day was the way he had shown him­self “base and mean,” not only be­cause he had been drunk, but be­cause he had taken ad­vant­age of the young girl’s po­s­i­tion to ab­use her fiancé in his stu­pid jeal­ousy, know­ing noth­ing of their mu­tu­al re­la­tions and ob­lig­a­tions and next to noth­ing of the man him­self. And what right had he to cri­ti­cise him in that hasty and un­guarded man­ner? Who had asked for his opin­ion? Was it think­able that such a creature as Avdotya Ro­man­ovna would be mar­ry­ing an un­worthy man for money? So there must be some­thing in him. The lodgings? But after all how could he know the char­ac­ter of the lodgings? He was fur­nish­ing a flat … Foo! how despic­able it all was! And what jus­ti­fic­a­tion was it that he was drunk? Such a stu­pid ex­cuse was even more de­grad­ing! In wine is truth, and the truth had all come out, “that is, all the un­clean­ness of his coarse and en­vi­ous heart”! And would such a dream ever be per­miss­ible to him, Ra­zu­mi­h­in? What was he be­side such a girl—he, the drunk­en noisy brag­gart of last night? Was it pos­sible to ima­gine so ab­surd and cyn­ic­al a jux­ta­pos­i­tion? Ra­zu­mi­h­in blushed des­per­ately at the very idea and sud­denly the re­col­lec­tion forced it­self vividly upon him of how he had said last night on the stairs that the land­lady would be jeal­ous of Avdotya Ro­man­ovna … that was simply in­tol­er­able. He brought his fist down heav­ily on the kit­chen stove, hurt his hand and sent one of the bricks fly­ing.

			“Of course,” he muttered to him­self a minute later with a feel­ing of self-abase­ment, “of course, all these in­fam­ies can nev­er be wiped out or smoothed over … and so it’s use­less even to think of it, and I must go to them in si­lence and do my duty … in si­lence, too … and not ask for­give­ness, and say noth­ing … for all is lost now!”

			And yet as he dressed he ex­amined his at­tire more care­fully than usu­al. He hadn’t an­oth­er suit—if he had had, per­haps he wouldn’t have put it on. “I would have made a point of not put­ting it on.” But in any case he could not re­main a cyn­ic and a dirty slov­en; he had no right to of­fend the feel­ings of oth­ers, es­pe­cially when they were in need of his as­sist­ance and ask­ing him to see them. He brushed his clothes care­fully. His lin­en was al­ways de­cent; in that re­spect he was es­pe­cially clean.

			He washed that morn­ing scru­pu­lously—he got some soap from Nastasya—he washed his hair, his neck and es­pe­cially his hands. When it came to the ques­tion wheth­er to shave his stub­bly chin or not (Praskovya Pavlovna had cap­it­al razors that had been left by her late hus­band), the ques­tion was an­grily answered in the neg­at­ive. “Let it stay as it is! What if they think that I shaved on pur­pose to … ? They cer­tainly would think so! Not on any ac­count!”

			“And … the worst of it was he was so coarse, so dirty, he had the man­ners of a pot­house; and … and even ad­mit­ting that he knew he had some of the es­sen­tials of a gen­tle­man … what was there in that to be proud of? Every­one ought to be a gen­tle­man and more than that … and all the same (he re­membered) he, too, had done little things … not ex­actly dis­hon­est, and yet. … And what thoughts he some­times had; hm … and to set all that be­side Avdotya Ro­man­ovna! Con­found it! So be it! Well, he’d make a point then of be­ing dirty, greasy, pot­house in his man­ners and he wouldn’t care! He’d be worse!”

			He was en­gaged in such mono­logues when Zossimov, who had spent the night in Praskovya Pavlovna’s par­lour, came in.

			He was go­ing home and was in a hurry to look at the in­val­id first. Ra­zu­mi­h­in in­formed him that Raskolnikov was sleep­ing like a dormouse. Zossimov gave or­ders that they shouldn’t wake him and prom­ised to see him again about el­ev­en.

			“If he is still at home,” he ad­ded. “Damn it all! If one can’t con­trol one’s pa­tients, how is one to cure them? Do you know wheth­er he will go to them, or wheth­er they are com­ing here?”

			“They are com­ing, I think,” said Ra­zu­mi­h­in, un­der­stand­ing the ob­ject of the ques­tion, “and they will dis­cuss their fam­ily af­fairs, no doubt. I’ll be off. You, as the doc­tor, have more right to be here than I.”

			“But I am not a fath­er con­fess­or; I shall come and go away; I’ve plenty to do be­sides look­ing after them.”

			“One thing wor­ries me,” in­ter­posed Ra­zu­mi­h­in, frown­ing. “On the way home I talked a lot of drunk­en non­sense to him … all sorts of things … and amongst them that you were afraid that he … might be­come in­sane.”

			“You told the ladies so, too.”

			“I know it was stu­pid! You may beat me if you like! Did you think so ser­i­ously?”

			“That’s non­sense, I tell you, how could I think it ser­i­ously? You, your­self, de­scribed him as a mono­ma­ni­ac when you fetched me to him … and we ad­ded fuel to the fire yes­ter­day, you did, that is, with your story about the paint­er; it was a nice con­ver­sa­tion, when he was, per­haps, mad on that very point! If only I’d known what happened then at the po­lice sta­tion and that some wretch … had in­sul­ted him with this sus­pi­cion! Hm … I would not have al­lowed that con­ver­sa­tion yes­ter­day. These mono­ma­ni­acs will make a moun­tain out of a mole­hill … and see their fan­cies as sol­id real­it­ies. … As far as I re­mem­ber, it was Zamet­ov’s story that cleared up half the mys­tery, to my mind. Why, I know one case in which a hy­po­chon­dri­ac, a man of forty, cut the throat of a little boy of eight, be­cause he couldn’t en­dure the jokes he made every day at table! And in this case his rags, the in­solent po­lice of­ficer, the fever and this sus­pi­cion! All that work­ing upon a man half frantic with hy­po­chon­dria, and with his mor­bid ex­cep­tion­al van­ity! That may well have been the start­ing-point of ill­ness. Well, both­er it all! … And, by the way, that Zamet­ov cer­tainly is a nice fel­low, but hm … he shouldn’t have told all that last night. He is an aw­ful chat­ter­box!”

			“But whom did he tell it to? You and me?”

			“And Por­firy.”

			“What does that mat­ter?”

			“And, by the way, have you any in­flu­ence on them, his moth­er and sis­ter? Tell them to be more care­ful with him today. …”

			“They’ll get on all right!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in answered re­luct­antly.

			“Why is he so set against this Luzh­in? A man with money and she doesn’t seem to dis­like him … and they haven’t a farth­ing, I sup­pose? eh?”

			“But what busi­ness is it of yours?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in cried with an­noy­ance. “How can I tell wheth­er they’ve a farth­ing? Ask them your­self and per­haps you’ll find out. …”

			“Foo! what an ass you are some­times! Last night’s wine has not gone off yet. … Good­bye; thank your Praskovya Pavlovna from me for my night’s lodging. She locked her­self in, made no reply to my bon­jour through the door; she was up at sev­en o’clock, the sam­o­var was taken in­to her from the kit­chen. I was not vouch­safed a per­son­al in­ter­view. …”

			At nine o’clock pre­cisely Ra­zu­mi­h­in reached the lodgings at Bakaleyev’s house. Both ladies were wait­ing for him with nervous im­pa­tience. They had ris­en at sev­en o’clock or earli­er. He entered look­ing as black as night, bowed awk­wardly and was at once furi­ous with him­self for it. He had reckoned without his host: Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna fairly rushed at him, seized him by both hands and was al­most kiss­ing them. He glanced tim­idly at Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, but her proud coun­ten­ance wore at that mo­ment an ex­pres­sion of such grat­it­ude and friend­li­ness, such com­plete and un­looked-for re­spect (in place of the sneer­ing looks and ill-dis­guised con­tempt he had ex­pec­ted), that it threw him in­to great­er con­fu­sion than if he had been met with ab­use. For­tu­nately there was a sub­ject for con­ver­sa­tion, and he made haste to snatch at it.

			Hear­ing that everything was go­ing well and that Rodya had not yet waked, Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna de­clared that she was glad to hear it, be­cause “she had some­thing which it was very, very ne­ces­sary to talk over be­fore­hand.” Then fol­lowed an in­quiry about break­fast and an in­vit­a­tion to have it with them; they had waited to have it with him. Avdotya Ro­man­ovna rang the bell: it was answered by a ragged dirty waiter, and they asked him to bring tea which was served at last, but in such a dirty and dis­orderly way that the ladies were ashamed. Ra­zu­mi­h­in vig­or­ously at­tacked the lodgings, but, re­mem­ber­ing Luzh­in, stopped in em­bar­rass­ment and was greatly re­lieved by Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna’s ques­tions, which showered in a con­tinu­al stream upon him.

			He talked for three quar­ters of an hour, be­ing con­stantly in­ter­rup­ted by their ques­tions, and suc­ceeded in de­scrib­ing to them all the most im­port­ant facts he knew of the last year of Raskolnikov’s life, con­clud­ing with a cir­cum­stan­tial ac­count of his ill­ness. He omit­ted, how­ever, many things, which were bet­ter omit­ted, in­clud­ing the scene at the po­lice sta­tion with all its con­sequences. They listened eagerly to his story, and, when he thought he had fin­ished and sat­is­fied his listen­ers, he found that they con­sidered he had hardly be­gun.

			“Tell me, tell me! What do you think … ? Ex­cuse me, I still don’t know your name!” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna put in hast­ily.

			“Dmitri Prokofitch.”

			“I should like very, very much to know, Dmitri Prokofitch … how he looks … on things in gen­er­al now, that is, how can I ex­plain, what are his likes and dis­likes? Is he al­ways so ir­rit­able? Tell me, if you can, what are his hopes and, so to say, his dreams? Un­der what in­flu­ences is he now? In a word, I should like …”

			“Ah, moth­er, how can he an­swer all that at once?” ob­served Dounia.

			“Good heav­ens, I had not ex­pec­ted to find him in the least like this, Dmitri Prokofitch!”

			“Nat­ur­ally,” answered Ra­zu­mi­h­in. “I have no moth­er, but my uncle comes every year and al­most every time he can scarcely re­cog­nise me, even in ap­pear­ance, though he is a clev­er man; and your three years’ sep­ar­a­tion means a great deal. What am I to tell you? I have known Ro­di­on for a year and a half; he is mor­ose, gloomy, proud and haughty, and of late—and per­haps for a long time be­fore—he has been sus­pi­cious and fanci­ful. He has a noble nature and a kind heart. He does not like show­ing his feel­ings and would rather do a cruel thing than open his heart freely. Some­times, though, he is not at all mor­bid, but simply cold and in­hu­manly cal­lous; it’s as though he were al­tern­at­ing between two char­ac­ters. Some­times he is fear­fully re­served! He says he is so busy that everything is a hindrance, and yet he lies in bed do­ing noth­ing. He doesn’t jeer at things, not be­cause he hasn’t the wit, but as though he hadn’t time to waste on such trifles. He nev­er listens to what is said to him. He is nev­er in­ter­ested in what in­terests oth­er people at any giv­en mo­ment. He thinks very highly of him­self and per­haps he is right. Well, what more? I think your ar­rival will have a most be­ne­fi­cial in­flu­ence upon him.”

			“God grant it may,” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, dis­tressed by Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s ac­count of her Rodya.

			And Ra­zu­mi­h­in ven­tured to look more boldly at Avdotya Ro­man­ovna at last. He glanced at her of­ten while he was talk­ing, but only for a mo­ment and looked away again at once. Avdotya Ro­man­ovna sat at the table, listen­ing at­tent­ively, then got up again and began walk­ing to and fro with her arms fol­ded and her lips com­pressed, oc­ca­sion­ally put­ting in a ques­tion, without stop­ping her walk. She had the same habit of not listen­ing to what was said. She was wear­ing a dress of thin dark stuff and she had a white trans­par­ent scarf round her neck. Ra­zu­mi­h­in soon de­tec­ted signs of ex­treme poverty in their be­long­ings. Had Avdotya Ro­man­ovna been dressed like a queen, he felt that he would not be afraid of her, but per­haps just be­cause she was poorly dressed and that he no­ticed all the misery of her sur­round­ings, his heart was filled with dread and he began to be afraid of every word he uttered, every ges­ture he made, which was very try­ing for a man who already felt dif­fid­ent.

			“You’ve told us a great deal that is in­ter­est­ing about my broth­er’s char­ac­ter … and have told it im­par­tially. I am glad. I thought that you were too un­crit­ic­ally de­voted to him,” ob­served Avdotya Ro­man­ovna with a smile. “I think you are right that he needs a wo­man’s care,” she ad­ded thought­fully.

			“I didn’t say so; but I daresay you are right, only …”

			“What?”

			“He loves no one and per­haps he nev­er will,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in de­clared de­cis­ively.

			“You mean he is not cap­able of love?”

			“Do you know, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, you are aw­fully like your broth­er, in everything, in­deed!” he blur­ted out sud­denly to his own sur­prise, but re­mem­ber­ing at once what he had just be­fore said of her broth­er, he turned as red as a crab and was over­come with con­fu­sion. Avdotya Ro­man­ovna couldn’t help laugh­ing when she looked at him.

			“You may both be mis­taken about Rodya,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna re­marked, slightly piqued. “I am not talk­ing of our present dif­fi­culty, Dounia. What Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch writes in this let­ter and what you and I have sup­posed may be mis­taken, but you can’t ima­gine, Dmitri Prokofitch, how moody and, so to say, ca­pri­cious he is. I nev­er could de­pend on what he would do when he was only fif­teen. And I am sure that he might do some­thing now that nobody else would think of do­ing … Well, for in­stance, do you know how a year and a half ago he astoun­ded me and gave me a shock that nearly killed me, when he had the idea of mar­ry­ing that girl—what was her name—his land­lady’s daugh­ter?”

			“Did you hear about that af­fair?” asked Avdotya Ro­man­ovna.

			“Do you sup­pose—” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna con­tin­ued warmly. “Do you sup­pose that my tears, my en­treat­ies, my ill­ness, my pos­sible death from grief, our poverty would have made him pause? No, he would calmly have dis­reg­arded all obstacles. And yet it isn’t that he doesn’t love us!”

			“He has nev­er spoken a word of that af­fair to me,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in answered cau­tiously. “But I did hear some­thing from Praskovya Pavlovna her­self, though she is by no means a gos­sip. And what I heard cer­tainly was rather strange.”

			“And what did you hear?” both the ladies asked at once.

			“Well, noth­ing very spe­cial. I only learned that the mar­riage, which only failed to take place through the girl’s death, was not at all to Praskovya Pavlovna’s lik­ing. They say, too, the girl was not at all pretty, in fact I am told pos­it­ively ugly … and such an in­val­id … and queer. But she seems to have had some good qual­it­ies. She must have had some good qual­it­ies or it’s quite in­ex­plic­able. … She had no money either and he wouldn’t have con­sidered her money. … But it’s al­ways dif­fi­cult to judge in such mat­ters.”

			“I am sure she was a good girl,” Avdotya Ro­man­ovna ob­served briefly.

			“God for­give me, I simply re­joiced at her death. Though I don’t know which of them would have caused most misery to the oth­er—he to her or she to him,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna con­cluded. Then she began tent­at­ively ques­tion­ing him about the scene on the pre­vi­ous day with Luzh­in, hes­it­at­ing and con­tinu­ally glan­cing at Dounia, ob­vi­ously to the lat­ter’s an­noy­ance. This in­cid­ent more than all the rest evid­ently caused her un­eas­i­ness, even con­sterna­tion. Ra­zu­mi­h­in de­scribed it in de­tail again, but this time he ad­ded his own con­clu­sions: he openly blamed Raskolnikov for in­ten­tion­ally in­sult­ing Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, not seek­ing to ex­cuse him on the score of his ill­ness.

			“He had planned it be­fore his ill­ness,” he ad­ded.

			“I think so, too,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna agreed with a de­jec­ted air. But she was very much sur­prised at hear­ing Ra­zu­mi­h­in ex­press him­self so care­fully and even with a cer­tain re­spect about Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, too, was struck by it.

			“So this is your opin­ion of Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch?” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna could not res­ist ask­ing.

			“I can have no oth­er opin­ion of your daugh­ter’s fu­ture hus­band,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in answered firmly and with warmth, “and I don’t say it simply from vul­gar po­lite­ness, but be­cause … simply be­cause Avdotya Ro­man­ovna has of her own free will deigned to ac­cept this man. If I spoke so rudely of him last night, it was be­cause I was dis­gust­ingly drunk and … mad be­sides; yes, mad, crazy, I lost my head com­pletely … and this morn­ing I am ashamed of it.”

			He crim­soned and ceased speak­ing. Avdotya Ro­man­ovna flushed, but did not break the si­lence. She had not uttered a word from the mo­ment they began to speak of Luzh­in.

			Without her sup­port Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna ob­vi­ously did not know what to do. At last, fal­ter­ing and con­tinu­ally glan­cing at her daugh­ter, she con­fessed that she was ex­ceed­ingly wor­ried by one cir­cum­stance.

			“You see, Dmitri Prokofitch,” she began. “I’ll be per­fectly open with Dmitri Prokofitch, Dounia?”

			“Of course, moth­er,” said Avdotya Ro­man­ovna em­phat­ic­ally.

			“This is what it is,” she began in haste, as though the per­mis­sion to speak of her trouble lif­ted a weight off her mind. “Very early this morn­ing we got a note from Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch in reply to our let­ter an­noun­cing our ar­rival. He prom­ised to meet us at the sta­tion, you know; in­stead of that he sent a ser­vant to bring us the ad­dress of these lodgings and to show us the way; and he sent a mes­sage that he would be here him­self this morn­ing. But this morn­ing this note came from him. You’d bet­ter read it your­self; there is one point in it which wor­ries me very much … you will soon see what that is, and … tell me your can­did opin­ion, Dmitri Prokofitch! You know Rodya’s char­ac­ter bet­ter than any­one and no one can ad­vise us bet­ter than you can. Dounia, I must tell you, made her de­cision at once, but I still don’t feel sure how to act and I … I’ve been wait­ing for your opin­ion.”

			Ra­zu­mi­h­in opened the note which was dated the pre­vi­ous even­ing and read as fol­lows:

			
				“Dear Madam, Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, I have the hon­our to in­form you that ow­ing to un­fore­seen obstacles I was rendered un­able to meet you at the rail­way sta­tion; I sent a very com­pet­ent per­son with the same ob­ject in view. I like­wise shall be de­prived of the hon­our of an in­ter­view with you to­mor­row morn­ing by busi­ness in the Sen­ate that does not ad­mit of delay, and also that I may not in­trude on your fam­ily circle while you are meet­ing your son, and Avdotya Ro­man­ovna her broth­er. I shall have the hon­our of vis­it­ing you and pay­ing you my re­spects at your lodgings not later than to­mor­row even­ing at eight o’clock pre­cisely, and here­with I ven­ture to present my earn­est and, I may add, im­per­at­ive re­quest that Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch may not be present at our in­ter­view—as he offered me a gross and un­pre­ced­en­ted af­front on the oc­ca­sion of my vis­it to him in his ill­ness yes­ter­day, and, moreover, since I de­sire from you per­son­ally an in­dis­pens­able and cir­cum­stan­tial ex­plan­a­tion upon a cer­tain point, in re­gard to which I wish to learn your own in­ter­pret­a­tion. I have the hon­our to in­form you, in an­ti­cip­a­tion, that if, in spite of my re­quest, I meet Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, I shall be com­pelled to with­draw im­me­di­ately and then you have only your­self to blame. I write on the as­sump­tion that Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch who ap­peared so ill at my vis­it, sud­denly re­covered two hours later and so, be­ing able to leave the house, may vis­it you also. I was con­firmed in that be­lief by the testi­mony of my own eyes in the lodging of a drunk­en man who was run over and has since died, to whose daugh­ter, a young wo­man of no­tori­ous be­ha­viour, he gave twenty-five roubles on the pre­text of the fu­ner­al, which gravely sur­prised me know­ing what pains you were at to raise that sum. Here­with ex­press­ing my spe­cial re­spect to your es­tim­able daugh­ter, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, I beg you to ac­cept the re­spect­ful homage of

				
					“Your humble ser­vant,

					“P. Luzh­in.”

				
			

			“What am I to do now, Dmitri Prokofitch?” began Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, al­most weep­ing. “How can I ask Rodya not to come? Yes­ter­day he in­sisted so earn­estly on our re­fus­ing Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch and now we are ordered not to re­ceive Rodya! He will come on pur­pose if he knows, and … what will hap­pen then?”

			“Act on Avdotya Ro­man­ovna’s de­cision,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in answered calmly at once.

			“Oh, dear me! She says … good­ness knows what she says, she doesn’t ex­plain her ob­ject! She says that it would be best, at least, not that it would be best, but that it’s ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary that Rodya should make a point of be­ing here at eight o’clock and that they must meet. … I didn’t want even to show him the let­ter, but to pre­vent him from com­ing by some stratagem with your help … be­cause he is so ir­rit­able. … Be­sides I don’t un­der­stand about that drunk­ard who died and that daugh­ter, and how he could have giv­en the daugh­ter all the money … which …”

			“Which cost you such sac­ri­fice, moth­er,” put in Avdotya Ro­man­ovna.

			“He was not him­self yes­ter­day,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in said thought­fully, “if you only knew what he was up to in a res­taur­ant yes­ter­day, though there was sense in it too. … Hm! He did say some­thing, as we were go­ing home yes­ter­day even­ing, about a dead man and a girl, but I didn’t un­der­stand a word. … But last night, I my­self …”

			“The best thing, moth­er, will be for us to go to him ourselves and there I as­sure you we shall see at once what’s to be done. Be­sides, it’s get­ting late—good heav­ens, it’s past ten,” she cried look­ing at a splen­did gold enamelled watch which hung round her neck on a thin Vene­tian chain, and looked en­tirely out of keep­ing with the rest of her dress. “A present from her fiancé,” thought Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“We must start, Dounia, we must start,” her moth­er cried in a flut­ter. “He will be think­ing we are still angry after yes­ter­day, from our com­ing so late. Mer­ci­ful heav­ens!”

			While she said this she was hur­riedly put­ting on her hat and mantle; Dounia, too, put on her things. Her gloves, as Ra­zu­mi­h­in no­ticed, were not merely shabby but had holes in them, and yet this evid­ent poverty gave the two ladies an air of spe­cial dig­nity, which is al­ways found in people who know how to wear poor clothes. Ra­zu­mi­h­in looked rev­er­ently at Dounia and felt proud of es­cort­ing her. “The queen who men­ded her stock­ings in pris­on,” he thought, “must have looked then every inch a queen and even more a queen than at sump­tu­ous ban­quets and levées.”

			“My God!” ex­claimed Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, “little did I think that I should ever fear see­ing my son, my darling, darling Rodya! I am afraid, Dmitri Prokofitch,” she ad­ded, glan­cing at him tim­idly.

			“Don’t be afraid, moth­er,” said Dounia, kiss­ing her, “bet­ter have faith in him.”

			“Oh, dear, I have faith in him, but I haven’t slept all night,” ex­claimed the poor wo­man.

			They came out in­to the street.

			“Do you know, Dounia, when I dozed a little this morn­ing I dreamed of Marfa Pet­ro­vna … she was all in white … she came up to me, took my hand, and shook her head at me, but so sternly as though she were blam­ing me. … Is that a good omen? Oh, dear me! You don’t know, Dmitri Prokofitch, that Marfa Pet­ro­vna’s dead!”

			“No, I didn’t know; who is Marfa Pet­ro­vna?”

			“She died sud­denly; and only fancy …”

			“Af­ter­wards, mamma,” put in Dounia. “He doesn’t know who Marfa Pet­ro­vna is.”

			“Ah, you don’t know? And I was think­ing that you knew all about us. For­give me, Dmitri Prokofitch, I don’t know what I am think­ing about these last few days. I look upon you really as a provid­ence for us, and so I took it for gran­ted that you knew all about us. I look on you as a re­la­tion. … Don’t be angry with me for say­ing so. Dear me, what’s the mat­ter with your right hand? Have you knocked it?”

			“Yes, I bruised it,” muttered Ra­zu­mi­h­in over­joyed.

			“I some­times speak too much from the heart, so that Dounia finds fault with me. … But, dear me, what a cup­board he lives in! I won­der wheth­er he is awake? Does this wo­man, his land­lady, con­sider it a room? Listen, you say he does not like to show his feel­ings, so per­haps I shall an­noy him with my … weak­nesses? Do ad­vise me, Dmitri Prokofitch, how am I to treat him? I feel quite dis­trac­ted, you know.”

			“Don’t ques­tion him too much about any­thing if you see him frown; don’t ask him too much about his health; he doesn’t like that.”

			“Ah, Dmitri Prokofitch, how hard it is to be a moth­er! But here are the stairs. … What an aw­ful stair­case!”

			“Moth­er, you are quite pale, don’t dis­tress your­self, darling,” said Dounia caress­ing her, then with flash­ing eyes she ad­ded: “He ought to be happy at see­ing you, and you are tor­ment­ing your­self so.”

			“Wait, I’ll peep in and see wheth­er he has waked up.”

			The ladies slowly fol­lowed Ra­zu­mi­h­in, who went on be­fore, and when they reached the land­lady’s door on the fourth storey, they no­ticed that her door was a tiny crack open and that two keen black eyes were watch­ing them from the dark­ness with­in. When their eyes met, the door was sud­denly shut with such a slam that Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna al­most cried out.

		
	
		
			III

			“He is well, quite well!” Zossimov cried cheer­fully as they entered.

			He had come in ten minutes earli­er and was sit­ting in the same place as be­fore, on the sofa. Raskolnikov was sit­ting in the op­pos­ite corner, fully dressed and care­fully washed and combed, as he had not been for some time past. The room was im­me­di­ately crowded, yet Nastasya man­aged to fol­low the vis­it­ors in and stayed to listen.

			Raskolnikov really was al­most well, as com­pared with his con­di­tion the day be­fore, but he was still pale, list­less, and sombre. He looked like a wounded man or one who has un­der­gone some ter­rible phys­ic­al suf­fer­ing. His brows were knit­ted, his lips com­pressed, his eyes fe­ver­ish. He spoke little and re­luct­antly, as though per­form­ing a duty, and there was a rest­less­ness in his move­ments.

			He only wanted a sling on his arm or a band­age on his fin­ger to com­plete the im­pres­sion of a man with a pain­ful abs­cess or a broken arm. The pale, sombre face lighted up for a mo­ment when his moth­er and sis­ter entered, but this only gave it a look of more in­tense suf­fer­ing, in place of its list­less de­jec­tion. The light soon died away, but the look of suf­fer­ing re­mained, and Zossimov, watch­ing and study­ing his pa­tient with all the zest of a young doc­tor be­gin­ning to prac­tise, no­ticed in him no joy at the ar­rival of his moth­er and sis­ter, but a sort of bit­ter, hid­den de­term­in­a­tion to bear an­oth­er hour or two of in­ev­it­able tor­ture. He saw later that al­most every word of the fol­low­ing con­ver­sa­tion seemed to touch on some sore place and ir­rit­ate it. But at the same time he mar­velled at the power of con­trolling him­self and hid­ing his feel­ings in a pa­tient who the pre­vi­ous day had, like a mono­ma­ni­ac, fallen in­to a frenzy at the slight­est word.

			“Yes, I see my­self now that I am al­most well,” said Raskolnikov, giv­ing his moth­er and sis­ter a kiss of wel­come which made Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna ra­di­ant at once. “And I don’t say this as I did yes­ter­day,” he said, ad­dress­ing Ra­zu­mi­h­in, with a friendly pres­sure of his hand.

			“Yes, in­deed, I am quite sur­prised at him today,” began Zossimov, much de­lighted at the ladies’ en­trance, for he had not suc­ceeded in keep­ing up a con­ver­sa­tion with his pa­tient for ten minutes. “In an­oth­er three or four days, if he goes on like this, he will be just as be­fore, that is, as he was a month ago, or two … or per­haps even three. This has been com­ing on for a long while … eh? Con­fess, now, that it has been per­haps your own fault?” he ad­ded, with a tent­at­ive smile, as though still afraid of ir­rit­at­ing him.

			“It is very pos­sible,” answered Raskolnikov coldly.

			“I should say, too,” con­tin­ued Zossimov with zest, “that your com­plete re­cov­ery de­pends solely on your­self. Now that one can talk to you, I should like to im­press upon you that it is es­sen­tial to avoid the ele­ment­ary, so to speak, fun­da­ment­al causes tend­ing to pro­duce your mor­bid con­di­tion: in that case you will be cured, if not, it will go from bad to worse. These fun­da­ment­al causes I don’t know, but they must be known to you. You are an in­tel­li­gent man, and must have ob­served your­self, of course. I fancy the first stage of your de­range­ment co­in­cides with your leav­ing the uni­ver­sity. You must not be left without oc­cu­pa­tion, and so, work and a def­in­ite aim set be­fore you might, I fancy, be very be­ne­fi­cial.”

			“Yes, yes; you are per­fectly right. … I will make haste and re­turn to the uni­ver­sity: and then everything will go smoothly. …”

			Zossimov, who had be­gun his sage ad­vice partly to make an ef­fect be­fore the ladies, was cer­tainly some­what mys­ti­fied, when, glan­cing at his pa­tient, he ob­served un­mis­tak­able mock­ery on his face. This las­ted an in­stant, how­ever. Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna began at once thank­ing Zossimov, es­pe­cially for his vis­it to their lodging the pre­vi­ous night.

			“What! he saw you last night?” Raskolnikov asked, as though startled. “Then you have not slept either after your jour­ney.”

			“Ach, Rodya, that was only till two o’clock. Dounia and I nev­er go to bed be­fore two at home.”

			“I don’t know how to thank him either,” Raskolnikov went on, sud­denly frown­ing and look­ing down. “Set­ting aside the ques­tion of pay­ment—for­give me for re­fer­ring to it (he turned to Zossimov)—I really don’t know what I have done to de­serve such spe­cial at­ten­tion from you! I simply don’t un­der­stand it … and … and … it weighs upon me, in­deed, be­cause I don’t un­der­stand it. I tell you so can­didly.”

			“Don’t be ir­rit­ated.” Zossimov forced him­self to laugh. “As­sume that you are my first pa­tient—well—we fel­lows just be­gin­ning to prac­tise love our first pa­tients as if they were our chil­dren, and some al­most fall in love with them. And, of course, I am not rich in pa­tients.”

			“I say noth­ing about him,” ad­ded Raskolnikov, point­ing to Ra­zu­mi­h­in, “though he has had noth­ing from me either but in­sult and trouble.”

			“What non­sense he is talk­ing! Why, you are in a sen­ti­ment­al mood today, are you?” shouted Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			If he had had more pen­et­ra­tion he would have seen that there was no trace of sen­ti­ment­al­ity in him, but some­thing in­deed quite the op­pos­ite. But Avdotya Ro­man­ovna no­ticed it. She was in­tently and un­eas­ily watch­ing her broth­er.

			“As for you, moth­er, I don’t dare to speak,” he went on, as though re­peat­ing a les­son learned by heart. “It is only today that I have been able to real­ise a little how dis­tressed you must have been here yes­ter­day, wait­ing for me to come back.”

			When he had said this, he sud­denly held out his hand to his sis­ter, smil­ing without a word. But in this smile there was a flash of real un­feigned feel­ing. Dounia caught it at once, and warmly pressed his hand, over­joyed and thank­ful. It was the first time he had ad­dressed her since their dis­pute the pre­vi­ous day. The moth­er’s face lighted up with ec­stat­ic hap­pi­ness at the sight of this con­clus­ive un­spoken re­con­cili­ation. “Yes, that is what I love him for,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in, ex­ag­ger­at­ing it all, muttered to him­self, with a vig­or­ous turn in his chair. “He has these move­ments.”

			“And how well he does it all,” the moth­er was think­ing to her­self. “What gen­er­ous im­pulses he has, and how simply, how del­ic­ately he put an end to all the mis­un­der­stand­ing with his sis­ter—simply by hold­ing out his hand at the right minute and look­ing at her like that. … And what fine eyes he has, and how fine his whole face is! … He is even bet­ter look­ing than Dounia. … But, good heav­ens, what a suit—how ter­ribly he’s dressed! … Vasya, the mes­sen­ger boy in Afan­asy Ivan­itch’s shop, is bet­ter dressed! I could rush at him and hug him … weep over him—but I am afraid. … Oh, dear, he’s so strange! He’s talk­ing kindly, but I’m afraid! Why, what am I afraid of? …”

			“Oh, Rodya, you wouldn’t be­lieve,” she began sud­denly, in haste to an­swer his words to her, “how un­happy Dounia and I were yes­ter­day! Now that it’s all over and done with and we are quite happy again—I can tell you. Fancy, we ran here al­most straight from the train to em­brace you and that wo­man—ah, here she is! Good morn­ing, Nastasya! … She told us at once that you were ly­ing in a high fever and had just run away from the doc­tor in de­li­ri­um, and they were look­ing for you in the streets. You can’t ima­gine how we felt! I couldn’t help think­ing of the tra­gic end of Lieu­ten­ant Potanchikov, a friend of your fath­er’s—you can’t re­mem­ber him, Rodya—who ran out in the same way in a high fever and fell in­to the well in the court­yard and they couldn’t pull him out till next day. Of course, we ex­ag­ger­ated things. We were on the point of rush­ing to find Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch to ask him to help. … Be­cause we were alone, ut­terly alone,” she said plaint­ively and stopped short, sud­denly, re­col­lect­ing it was still some­what dan­ger­ous to speak of Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, al­though “we are quite happy again.”

			“Yes, yes. … Of course it’s very an­noy­ing. …” Raskolnikov muttered in reply, but with such a pre­oc­cu­pied and in­at­tent­ive air that Dounia gazed at him in per­plex­ity.

			“What else was it I wanted to say?” He went on try­ing to re­col­lect. “Oh, yes; moth­er, and you too, Dounia, please don’t think that I didn’t mean to come and see you today and was wait­ing for you to come first.”

			“What are you say­ing, Rodya?” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna. She, too, was sur­prised.

			“Is he an­swer­ing us as a duty?” Dounia wondered. “Is he be­ing re­con­ciled and ask­ing for­give­ness as though he were per­form­ing a rite or re­peat­ing a les­son?”

			“I’ve only just waked up, and wanted to go to you, but was delayed ow­ing to my clothes; I for­got yes­ter­day to ask her … Nastasya … to wash out the blood … I’ve only just dressed.”

			“Blood! What blood?” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna asked in alarm.

			“Oh, noth­ing—don’t be un­easy. It was when I was wan­der­ing about yes­ter­day, rather de­li­ri­ous, I chanced upon a man who had been run over … a clerk …”

			“De­li­ri­ous? But you re­mem­ber everything!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in in­ter­rup­ted.

			“That’s true,” Raskolnikov answered with spe­cial care­ful­ness. “I re­mem­ber everything even to the slight­est de­tail, and yet—why I did that and went there and said that, I can’t clearly ex­plain now.”

			“A fa­mil­i­ar phe­nomen­on,” in­ter­posed Zossimov, “ac­tions are some­times per­formed in a mas­terly and most cun­ning way, while the dir­ec­tion of the ac­tions is de­ranged and de­pend­ent on vari­ous mor­bid im­pres­sions—it’s like a dream.”

			“Per­haps it’s a good thing really that he should think me al­most a mad­man,” thought Raskolnikov.

			“Why, people in per­fect health act in the same way too,” ob­served Dounia, look­ing un­eas­ily at Zossimov.

			“There is some truth in your ob­ser­va­tion,” the lat­ter replied. “In that sense we are cer­tainly all not in­fre­quently like mad­men, but with the slight dif­fer­ence that the de­ranged are some­what mad­der, for we must draw a line. A nor­mal man, it is true, hardly ex­ists. Among dozens—per­haps hun­dreds of thou­sands—hardly one is to be met with.”

			At the word “mad­man,” care­lessly dropped by Zossimov in his chat­ter on his fa­vour­ite sub­ject, every­one frowned.

			Raskolnikov sat seem­ing not to pay at­ten­tion, plunged in thought with a strange smile on his pale lips. He was still med­it­at­ing on some­thing.

			“Well, what about the man who was run over? I in­ter­rup­ted you!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in cried hast­ily.

			“What?” Raskolnikov seemed to wake up. “Oh … I got spattered with blood help­ing to carry him to his lodging. By the way, mamma, I did an un­par­don­able thing yes­ter­day. I was lit­er­ally out of my mind. I gave away all the money you sent me … to his wife for the fu­ner­al. She’s a wid­ow now, in con­sump­tion, a poor creature … three little chil­dren, starving … noth­ing in the house … there’s a daugh­ter, too … per­haps you’d have giv­en it your­self if you’d seen them. But I had no right to do it I ad­mit, es­pe­cially as I knew how you needed the money your­self. To help oth­ers one must have the right to do it, or else Cre­vez, chi­ens, si vous n’êtes pas con­tents.” He laughed, “That’s right, isn’t it, Dounia?”

			“No, it’s not,” answered Dounia firmly.

			“Bah! you, too, have ideals,” he muttered, look­ing at her al­most with hatred, and smil­ing sar­castic­ally. “I ought to have con­sidered that. … Well, that’s praise­worthy, and it’s bet­ter for you … and if you reach a line you won’t over­step, you will be un­happy … and if you over­step it, maybe you will be still un­hap­pi­er. … But all that’s non­sense,” he ad­ded ir­rit­ably, vexed at be­ing car­ried away. “I only meant to say that I beg your for­give­ness, moth­er,” he con­cluded, shortly and ab­ruptly.

			“That’s enough, Rodya, I am sure that everything you do is very good,” said his moth­er, de­lighted.

			“Don’t be too sure,” he answered, twist­ing his mouth in­to a smile.

			A si­lence fol­lowed. There was a cer­tain con­straint in all this con­ver­sa­tion, and in the si­lence, and in the re­con­cili­ation, and in the for­give­ness, and all were feel­ing it.

			“It is as though they were afraid of me,” Raskolnikov was think­ing to him­self, look­ing askance at his moth­er and sis­ter. Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was in­deed grow­ing more tim­id the longer she kept si­lent.

			“Yet in their ab­sence I seemed to love them so much,” flashed through his mind.

			“Do you know, Rodya, Marfa Pet­ro­vna is dead,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna sud­denly blur­ted out.

			“What Marfa Pet­ro­vna?”

			“Oh, mercy on us—Marfa Pet­ro­vna Svid­rig­aïlov. I wrote you so much about her.”

			“A-a-h! Yes, I re­mem­ber. … So she’s dead! Oh, really?” he roused him­self sud­denly, as if wak­ing up. “What did she die of?”

			“Only ima­gine, quite sud­denly,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna answered hur­riedly, en­cour­aged by his curi­os­ity. “On the very day I was send­ing you that let­ter! Would you be­lieve it, that aw­ful man seems to have been the cause of her death. They say he beat her dread­fully.”

			“Why, were they on such bad terms?” he asked, ad­dress­ing his sis­ter.

			“Not at all. Quite the con­trary in­deed. With her, he was al­ways very pa­tient, con­sid­er­ate even. In fact, all those sev­en years of their mar­ried life he gave way to her, too much so in­deed, in many cases. All of a sud­den he seems to have lost pa­tience.”

			“Then he could not have been so aw­ful if he con­trolled him­self for sev­en years? You seem to be de­fend­ing him, Dounia?”

			“No, no, he’s an aw­ful man! I can ima­gine noth­ing more aw­ful!” Dounia answered, al­most with a shud­der, knit­ting her brows, and sink­ing in­to thought.

			“That had happened in the morn­ing,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna went on hur­riedly. “And dir­ectly af­ter­wards she ordered the horses to be har­nessed to drive to the town im­me­di­ately after din­ner. She al­ways used to drive to the town in such cases. She ate a very good din­ner, I am told. …”

			“After the beat­ing?”

			“That was al­ways her … habit; and im­me­di­ately after din­ner, so as not to be late in start­ing, she went to the bath­house. … You see, she was un­der­go­ing some treat­ment with baths. They have a cold spring there, and she used to bathe in it reg­u­larly every day, and no soon­er had she got in­to the wa­ter when she sud­denly had a stroke!”

			“I should think so,” said Zossimov.

			“And did he beat her badly?”

			“What does that mat­ter!” put in Dounia.

			“H’m! But I don’t know why you want to tell us such gos­sip, moth­er,” said Raskolnikov ir­rit­ably, as it were in spite of him­self.

			“Ah, my dear, I don’t know what to talk about,” broke from Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna.

			“Why, are you all afraid of me?” he asked, with a con­strained smile.

			“That’s cer­tainly true,” said Dounia, look­ing dir­ectly and sternly at her broth­er. “Moth­er was cross­ing her­self with ter­ror as she came up the stairs.”

			His face worked, as though in con­vul­sion.

			“Ach, what are you say­ing, Dounia! Don’t be angry, please, Rodya. … Why did you say that, Dounia?” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna began, over­whelmed—“You see, com­ing here, I was dream­ing all the way, in the train, how we should meet, how we should talk over everything to­geth­er. … And I was so happy, I did not no­tice the jour­ney! But what am I say­ing? I am happy now. … You should not, Dounia. … I am happy now—simply in see­ing you, Rodya. …”

			“Hush, moth­er,” he muttered in con­fu­sion, not look­ing at her, but press­ing her hand. “We shall have time to speak freely of everything!”

			As he said this, he was sud­denly over­whelmed with con­fu­sion and turned pale. Again that aw­ful sen­sa­tion he had known of late passed with deadly chill over his soul. Again it be­came sud­denly plain and per­cept­ible to him that he had just told a fear­ful lie—that he would nev­er now be able to speak freely of everything—that he would nev­er again be able to speak of any­thing to any­one. The an­guish of this thought was such that for a mo­ment he al­most for­got him­self. He got up from his seat, and not look­ing at any­one walked to­wards the door.

			“What are you about?” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in, clutch­ing him by the arm.

			He sat down again, and began look­ing about him, in si­lence. They were all look­ing at him in per­plex­ity.

			“But what are you all so dull for?” he shouted, sud­denly and quite un­ex­pec­tedly. “Do say some­thing! What’s the use of sit­ting like this? Come, do speak. Let us talk. … We meet to­geth­er and sit in si­lence. … Come, any­thing!”

			“Thank God; I was afraid the same thing as yes­ter­day was be­gin­ning again,” said Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, cross­ing her­self.

			“What is the mat­ter, Rodya?” asked Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, dis­trust­fully.

			“Oh, noth­ing! I re­membered some­thing,” he answered, and sud­denly laughed.

			“Well, if you re­membered some­thing; that’s all right! … I was be­gin­ning to think …” muttered Zossimov, get­ting up from the sofa. “It is time for me to be off. I will look in again per­haps … if I can …” He made his bows, and went out.

			“What an ex­cel­lent man!” ob­served Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna.

			“Yes, ex­cel­lent, splen­did, well-edu­cated, in­tel­li­gent,” Raskolnikov began, sud­denly speak­ing with sur­pris­ing rapid­ity, and a live­li­ness he had not shown till then. “I can’t re­mem­ber where I met him be­fore my ill­ness. … I be­lieve I have met him some­where— … And this is a good man, too,” he nod­ded at Ra­zu­mi­h­in. “Do you like him, Dounia?” he asked her; and sud­denly, for some un­known reas­on, laughed.

			“Very much,” answered Dounia.

			“Foo!—what a pig you are!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in pro­tested, blush­ing in ter­rible con­fu­sion, and he got up from his chair. Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna smiled faintly, but Raskolnikov laughed aloud.

			“Where are you off to?”

			“I must go.”

			“You need not at all. Stay. Zossimov has gone, so you must. Don’t go. What’s the time? Is it twelve o’clock? What a pretty watch you have got, Dounia. But why are you all si­lent again? I do all the talk­ing.”

			“It was a present from Marfa Pet­ro­vna,” answered Dounia.

			“And a very ex­pens­ive one!” ad­ded Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna.

			“A-ah! What a big one! Hardly like a lady’s.”

			“I like that sort,” said Dounia.

			“So it is not a present from her fiancé,” thought Ra­zu­mi­h­in, and was un­reas­on­ably de­lighted.

			“I thought it was Luzh­in’s present,” ob­served Raskolnikov.

			“No, he has not made Dounia any presents yet.”

			“A-ah! And do you re­mem­ber, moth­er, I was in love and wanted to get mar­ried?” he said sud­denly, look­ing at his moth­er, who was dis­con­cer­ted by the sud­den change of sub­ject and the way he spoke of it.

			“Oh, yes, my dear.”

			Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna ex­changed glances with Dounia and Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“H’m, yes. What shall I tell you? I don’t re­mem­ber much in­deed. She was such a sickly girl,” he went on, grow­ing dreamy and look­ing down again. “Quite an in­val­id. She was fond of giv­ing alms to the poor, and was al­ways dream­ing of a nun­nery, and once she burst in­to tears when she began talk­ing to me about it. Yes, yes, I re­mem­ber. I re­mem­ber very well. She was an ugly little thing. I really don’t know what drew me to her then—I think it was be­cause she was al­ways ill. If she had been lame or hunch­back, I be­lieve I should have liked her bet­ter still,” he smiled dream­ily. “Yes, it was a sort of spring de­li­ri­um.”

			“No, it was not only spring de­li­ri­um,” said Dounia, with warm feel­ing.

			He fixed a strained in­tent look on his sis­ter, but did not hear or did not un­der­stand her words. Then, com­pletely lost in thought, he got up, went up to his moth­er, kissed her, went back to his place and sat down.

			“You love her even now?” said Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, touched.

			“Her? Now? Oh, yes. … You ask about her? No … that’s all now, as it were, in an­oth­er world … and so long ago. And in­deed everything hap­pen­ing here seems some­how far away.” He looked at­tent­ively at them. “You, now … I seem to be look­ing at you from a thou­sand miles away … but, good­ness knows why we are talk­ing of that! And what’s the use of ask­ing about it?” he ad­ded with an­noy­ance, and bit­ing his nails, fell in­to dreamy si­lence again.

			“What a wretched lodging you have, Rodya! It’s like a tomb,” said Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, sud­denly break­ing the op­press­ive si­lence. “I am sure it’s quite half through your lodging you have be­come so mel­an­choly.”

			“My lodging,” he answered, list­lessly. “Yes, the lodging had a great deal to do with it. … I thought that, too. … If only you knew, though, what a strange thing you said just now, moth­er,” he said, laugh­ing strangely.

			A little more, and their com­pan­ion­ship, this moth­er and this sis­ter, with him after three years’ ab­sence, this in­tim­ate tone of con­ver­sa­tion, in face of the ut­ter im­possib­il­ity of really speak­ing about any­thing, would have been bey­ond his power of en­dur­ance. But there was one ur­gent mat­ter which must be settled one way or the oth­er that day—so he had de­cided when he woke. Now he was glad to re­mem­ber it, as a means of es­cape.

			“Listen, Dounia,” he began, gravely and drily, “of course I beg your par­don for yes­ter­day, but I con­sider it my duty to tell you again that I do not with­draw from my chief point. It is me or Luzh­in. If I am a scoun­drel, you must not be. One is enough. If you marry Luzh­in, I cease at once to look on you as a sis­ter.”

			“Rodya, Rodya! It is the same as yes­ter­day again,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna cried, mourn­fully. “And why do you call your­self a scoun­drel? I can’t bear it. You said the same yes­ter­day.”

			“Broth­er,” Dounia answered firmly and with the same dry­ness. “In all this there is a mis­take on your part. I thought it over at night, and found out the mis­take. It is all be­cause you seem to fancy I am sac­ri­fi­cing my­self to someone and for someone. That is not the case at all. I am simply mar­ry­ing for my own sake, be­cause things are hard for me. Though, of course, I shall be glad if I suc­ceed in be­ing use­ful to my fam­ily. But that is not the chief motive for my de­cision. …”

			“She is ly­ing,” he thought to him­self, bit­ing his nails vin­dict­ively. “Proud creature! She won’t ad­mit she wants to do it out of char­ity! Too haughty! Oh, base char­ac­ters! They even love as though they hate. … Oh, how I … hate them all!”

			“In fact,” con­tin­ued Dounia, “I am mar­ry­ing Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch be­cause of two evils I choose the less. I in­tend to do hon­estly all he ex­pects of me, so I am not de­ceiv­ing him. … Why did you smile just now?” She, too, flushed, and there was a gleam of an­ger in her eyes.

			“All?” he asked, with a ma­lig­nant grin.

			“With­in cer­tain lim­its. Both the man­ner and form of Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch’s court­ship showed me at once what he wanted. He may, of course, think too well of him­self, but I hope he es­teems me, too. … Why are you laugh­ing again?”

			“And why are you blush­ing again? You are ly­ing, sis­ter. You are in­ten­tion­ally ly­ing, simply from fem­in­ine ob­stin­acy, simply to hold your own against me. … You can­not re­spect Luzh­in. I have seen him and talked with him. So you are selling your­self for money, and so in any case you are act­ing basely, and I am glad at least that you can blush for it.”

			“It is not true. I am not ly­ing,” cried Dounia, los­ing her com­pos­ure. “I would not marry him if I were not con­vinced that he es­teems me and thinks highly of me. I would not marry him if I were not firmly con­vinced that I can re­spect him. For­tu­nately, I can have con­vin­cing proof of it this very day … and such a mar­riage is not a vile­ness, as you say! And even if you were right, if I really had de­term­ined on a vile ac­tion, is it not mer­ci­less on your part to speak to me like that? Why do you de­mand of me a hero­ism that per­haps you have not either? It is des­pot­ism; it is tyranny. If I ru­in any­one, it is only my­self. … I am not com­mit­ting a murder. Why do you look at me like that? Why are you so pale? Rodya, darling, what’s the mat­ter?”

			“Good heav­ens! You have made him faint,” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna.

			“No, no, non­sense! It’s noth­ing. A little gid­di­ness—not faint­ing. You have faint­ing on the brain. H’m, yes, what was I say­ing? Oh, yes. In what way will you get con­vin­cing proof today that you can re­spect him, and that he … es­teems you, as you said. I think you said today?”

			“Moth­er, show Rodya Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch’s let­ter,” said Dounia.

			With trem­bling hands, Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna gave him the let­ter. He took it with great in­terest, but, be­fore open­ing it, he sud­denly looked with a sort of won­der at Dounia.

			“It is strange,” he said, slowly, as though struck by a new idea. “What am I mak­ing such a fuss for? What is it all about? Marry whom you like!”

			He said this as though to him­self, but said it aloud, and looked for some time at his sis­ter, as though puzzled. He opened the let­ter at last, still with the same look of strange won­der on his face. Then, slowly and at­tent­ively, he began read­ing, and read it through twice. Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna showed marked anxi­ety, and all in­deed ex­pec­ted some­thing par­tic­u­lar.

			“What sur­prises me,” he began, after a short pause, hand­ing the let­ter to his moth­er, but not ad­dress­ing any­one in par­tic­u­lar, “is that he is a busi­ness man, a law­yer, and his con­ver­sa­tion is pre­ten­tious in­deed, and yet he writes such an un­educated let­ter.”

			They all star­ted. They had ex­pec­ted some­thing quite dif­fer­ent.

			“But they all write like that, you know,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in ob­served, ab­ruptly.

			“Have you read it?”

			“Yes.”

			“We showed him, Rodya. We … con­sul­ted him just now,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna began, em­bar­rassed.

			“That’s just the jar­gon of the courts,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in put in. “Leg­al doc­u­ments are writ­ten like that to this day.”

			“Leg­al? Yes, it’s just leg­al—busi­ness lan­guage—not so very un­educated, and not quite edu­cated—busi­ness lan­guage!”

			“Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch makes no secret of the fact that he had a cheap edu­ca­tion, he is proud in­deed of hav­ing made his own way,” Avdotya Ro­man­ovna ob­served, some­what of­fen­ded by her broth­er’s tone.

			“Well, if he’s proud of it, he has reas­on, I don’t deny it. You seem to be of­fen­ded, sis­ter, at my mak­ing only such a frivol­ous cri­ti­cism on the let­ter, and to think that I speak of such tri­fling mat­ters on pur­pose to an­noy you. It is quite the con­trary, an ob­ser­va­tion apro­pos of the style oc­curred to me that is by no means ir­rel­ev­ant as things stand. There is one ex­pres­sion, ‘blame yourselves,’ put in very sig­ni­fic­antly and plainly, and there is be­sides a threat that he will go away at once if I am present. That threat to go away is equi­val­ent to a threat to aban­don you both if you are dis­obedi­ent, and to aban­don you now after sum­mon­ing you to Peters­burg. Well, what do you think? Can one re­sent such an ex­pres­sion from Luzh­in, as we should if he” (he poin­ted to Ra­zu­mi­h­in) “had writ­ten it, or Zossimov, or one of us?”

			“N-no,” answered Dounia, with more an­im­a­tion. “I saw clearly that it was too na­ively ex­pressed, and that per­haps he simply has no skill in writ­ing … that is a true cri­ti­cism, broth­er. I did not ex­pect, in­deed …”

			“It is ex­pressed in leg­al style, and sounds coars­er than per­haps he in­ten­ded. But I must dis­il­lu­sion you a little. There is one ex­pres­sion in the let­ter, one slander about me, and rather a con­tempt­ible one. I gave the money last night to the wid­ow, a wo­man in con­sump­tion, crushed with trouble, and not ‘on the pre­text of the fu­ner­al,’ but simply to pay for the fu­ner­al, and not to the daugh­ter—a young wo­man, as he writes, of no­tori­ous be­ha­viour (whom I saw last night for the first time in my life)—but to the wid­ow. In all this I see a too hasty de­sire to slander me and to raise dis­sen­sion between us. It is ex­pressed again in leg­al jar­gon, that is to say, with a too ob­vi­ous dis­play of the aim, and with a very na­ive eager­ness. He is a man of in­tel­li­gence, but to act sens­ibly, in­tel­li­gence is not enough. It all shows the man and … I don’t think he has a great es­teem for you. I tell you this simply to warn you, be­cause I sin­cerely wish for your good …”

			Dounia did not reply. Her res­ol­u­tion had been taken. She was only await­ing the even­ing.

			“Then what is your de­cision, Rodya?” asked Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, who was more un­easy than ever at the sud­den, new busi­ness­like tone of his talk.

			“What de­cision?”

			“You see Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch writes that you are not to be with us this even­ing, and that he will go away if you come. So will you … come?”

			“That, of course, is not for me to de­cide, but for you first, if you are not of­fen­ded by such a re­quest; and secondly, by Dounia, if she, too, is not of­fen­ded. I will do what you think best,” he ad­ded, drily.

			“Dounia has already de­cided, and I fully agree with her,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna hastened to de­clare.

			“I de­cided to ask you, Rodya, to urge you not to fail to be with us at this in­ter­view,” said Dounia. “Will you come?”

			“Yes.”

			“I will ask you, too, to be with us at eight o’clock,” she said, ad­dress­ing Ra­zu­mi­h­in. “Moth­er, I am in­vit­ing him, too.”

			“Quite right, Dounia. Well, since you have de­cided,” ad­ded Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, “so be it. I shall feel easi­er my­self. I do not like con­ceal­ment and de­cep­tion. Bet­ter let us have the whole truth. … Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch may be angry or not, now!”

		
	
		
			IV

			At that mo­ment the door was softly opened, and a young girl walked in­to the room, look­ing tim­idly about her. Every­one turned to­wards her with sur­prise and curi­os­ity. At first sight, Raskolnikov did not re­cog­nise her. It was Sofya Semy­onovna Marme­ladov. He had seen her yes­ter­day for the first time, but at such a mo­ment, in such sur­round­ings and in such a dress, that his memory re­tained a very dif­fer­ent im­age of her. Now she was a mod­estly and poorly-dressed young girl, very young, in­deed, al­most like a child, with a mod­est and re­fined man­ner, with a can­did but some­what frightened-look­ing face. She was wear­ing a very plain in­door dress, and had on a shabby old-fash­ioned hat, but she still car­ried a para­sol. Un­ex­pec­tedly find­ing the room full of people, she was not so much em­bar­rassed as com­pletely over­whelmed with shy­ness, like a little child. She was even about to re­treat. “Oh … it’s you!” said Raskolnikov, ex­tremely as­ton­ished, and he, too, was con­fused. He at once re­col­lec­ted that his moth­er and sis­ter knew through Luzh­in’s let­ter of “some young wo­man of no­tori­ous be­ha­viour.” He had only just been protest­ing against Luzh­in’s calumny and de­clar­ing that he had seen the girl last night for the first time, and sud­denly she had walked in. He re­membered, too, that he had not pro­tested against the ex­pres­sion “of no­tori­ous be­ha­viour.” All this passed vaguely and fleet­ingly through his brain, but look­ing at her more in­tently, he saw that the hu­mi­li­ated creature was so hu­mi­li­ated that he felt sud­denly sorry for her. When she made a move­ment to re­treat in ter­ror, it sent a pang to his heart.

			“I did not ex­pect you,” he said, hur­riedly, with a look that made her stop. “Please sit down. You come, no doubt, from Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna. Al­low me—not there. Sit here. …”

			At So­nia’s en­trance, Ra­zu­mi­h­in, who had been sit­ting on one of Raskolnikov’s three chairs, close to the door, got up to al­low her to enter. Raskolnikov had at first shown her the place on the sofa where Zossimov had been sit­ting, but feel­ing that the sofa which served him as a bed, was too fa­mil­i­ar a place, he hur­riedly mo­tioned her to Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s chair.

			“You sit here,” he said to Ra­zu­mi­h­in, put­ting him on the sofa.

			So­nia sat down, al­most shak­ing with ter­ror, and looked tim­idly at the two ladies. It was evid­ently al­most in­con­ceiv­able to her­self that she could sit down be­side them. At the thought of it, she was so frightened that she hur­riedly got up again, and in ut­ter con­fu­sion ad­dressed Raskolnikov.

			“I … I … have come for one minute. For­give me for dis­turb­ing you,” she began fal­ter­ingly. “I come from Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, and she had no one to send. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna told me to beg you … to be at the ser­vice … in the morn­ing … at Mitro­fanievsky … and then … to us … to her … to do her the hon­our … she told me to beg you …” So­nia stammered and ceased speak­ing.

			“I will try, cer­tainly, most cer­tainly,” answered Raskolnikov. He, too, stood up, and he, too, faltered and could not fin­ish his sen­tence. “Please sit down,” he said, sud­denly. “I want to talk to you. You are per­haps in a hurry, but please, be so kind, spare me two minutes,” and he drew up a chair for her.

			So­nia sat down again, and again tim­idly she took a hur­ried, frightened look at the two ladies, and dropped her eyes. Raskolnikov’s pale face flushed, a shud­der passed over him, his eyes glowed.

			“Moth­er,” he said, firmly and in­sist­ently, “this is Sofya Semy­onovna Marme­ladov, the daugh­ter of that un­for­tu­nate Mr. Marme­ladov, who was run over yes­ter­day be­fore my eyes, and of whom I was just telling you.”

			Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna glanced at So­nia, and slightly screwed up her eyes. In spite of her em­bar­rass­ment be­fore Rodya’s ur­gent and chal­len­ging look, she could not deny her­self that sat­is­fac­tion. Dounia gazed gravely and in­tently in­to the poor girl’s face, and scru­tin­ised her with per­plex­ity. So­nia, hear­ing her­self in­tro­duced, tried to raise her eyes again, but was more em­bar­rassed than ever.

			“I wanted to ask you,” said Raskolnikov, hast­ily, “how things were ar­ranged yes­ter­day. You were not wor­ried by the po­lice, for in­stance?”

			“No, that was all right … it was too evid­ent, the cause of death … they did not worry us … only the lodgers are angry.”

			“Why?”

			“At the body’s re­main­ing so long. You see it is hot now. So that, today, they will carry it to the cemetery, in­to the chapel, un­til to­mor­row. At first Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna was un­will­ing, but now she sees her­self that it’s ne­ces­sary …”

			“Today, then?”

			“She begs you to do us the hon­our to be in the church to­mor­row for the ser­vice, and then to be present at the fu­ner­al lunch.”

			“She is giv­ing a fu­ner­al lunch?”

			“Yes … just a little. … She told me to thank you very much for help­ing us yes­ter­day. But for you, we should have had noth­ing for the fu­ner­al.”

			All at once her lips and chin began trem­bling, but, with an ef­fort, she con­trolled her­self, look­ing down again.

			Dur­ing the con­ver­sa­tion, Raskolnikov watched her care­fully. She had a thin, very thin, pale little face, rather ir­reg­u­lar and an­gu­lar, with a sharp little nose and chin. She could not have been called pretty, but her blue eyes were so clear, and when they lighted up, there was such a kind­li­ness and sim­pli­city in her ex­pres­sion that one could not help be­ing at­trac­ted. Her face, and her whole fig­ure in­deed, had an­oth­er pe­cu­li­ar char­ac­ter­ist­ic. In spite of her eight­een years, she looked al­most a little girl—al­most a child. And in some of her ges­tures, this child­ish­ness seemed al­most ab­surd.

			“But has Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna been able to man­age with such small means? Does she even mean to have a fu­ner­al lunch?” Raskolnikov asked, per­sist­ently keep­ing up the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“The coffin will be plain, of course … and everything will be plain, so it won’t cost much. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna and I have reckoned it all out, so that there will be enough left … and Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna was very anxious it should be so. You know one can’t … it’s a com­fort to her … she is like that, you know. …”

			“I un­der­stand, I un­der­stand … of course … why do you look at my room like that? My moth­er has just said it is like a tomb.”

			“You gave us everything yes­ter­day,” So­nia said sud­denly, in reply, in a loud rap­id whis­per; and again she looked down in con­fu­sion. Her lips and chin were trem­bling once more. She had been struck at once by Raskolnikov’s poor sur­round­ings, and now these words broke out spon­tan­eously. A si­lence fol­lowed. There was a light in Dounia’s eyes, and even Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna looked kindly at So­nia.

			“Rodya,” she said, get­ting up, “we shall have din­ner to­geth­er, of course. Come, Dounia. … And you, Rodya, had bet­ter go for a little walk, and then rest and lie down be­fore you come to see us. … I am afraid we have ex­hausted you. …”

			“Yes, yes, I’ll come,” he answered, get­ting up fussily. “But I have some­thing to see to.”

			“But surely you will have din­ner to­geth­er?” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in, look­ing in sur­prise at Raskolnikov. “What do you mean?”

			“Yes, yes, I am com­ing … of course, of course! And you stay a minute. You do not want him just now, do you, moth­er? Or per­haps I am tak­ing him from you?”

			“Oh, no, no. And will you, Dmitri Prokofitch, do us the fa­vour of din­ing with us?”

			“Please do,” ad­ded Dounia.

			Ra­zu­mi­h­in bowed, pos­it­ively ra­di­ant. For one mo­ment, they were all strangely em­bar­rassed.

			“Good­bye, Rodya, that is till we meet. I do not like say­ing good­bye. Good­bye, Nastasya. Ah, I have said good­bye again.”

			Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna meant to greet So­nia, too; but it some­how failed to come off, and she went in a flut­ter out of the room.

			But Avdotya Ro­man­ovna seemed to await her turn, and fol­low­ing her moth­er out, gave So­nia an at­tent­ive, cour­teous bow. So­nia, in con­fu­sion, gave a hur­ried, frightened curtsy. There was a look of poignant dis­com­fort in her face, as though Avdotya Ro­man­ovna’s cour­tesy and at­ten­tion were op­press­ive and pain­ful to her.

			“Dounia, good­bye,” called Raskolnikov, in the pas­sage. “Give me your hand.”

			“Why, I did give it to you. Have you for­got­ten?” said Dounia, turn­ing warmly and awk­wardly to him.

			“Nev­er mind, give it to me again.” And he squeezed her fin­gers warmly.

			Dounia smiled, flushed, pulled her hand away, and went off quite happy.

			“Come, that’s cap­it­al,” he said to So­nia, go­ing back and look­ing brightly at her. “God give peace to the dead, the liv­ing have still to live. That is right, isn’t it?”

			So­nia looked sur­prised at the sud­den bright­ness of his face. He looked at her for some mo­ments in si­lence. The whole his­tory of the dead fath­er floated be­fore his memory in those mo­ments. …

			

			“Heav­ens, Dounia,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna began, as soon as they were in the street, “I really feel re­lieved my­self at com­ing away—more at ease. How little did I think yes­ter­day in the train that I could ever be glad of that.”

			“I tell you again, moth­er, he is still very ill. Don’t you see it? Per­haps wor­ry­ing about us up­set him. We must be pa­tient, and much, much can be for­giv­en.”

			“Well, you were not very pa­tient!” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna caught her up, hotly and jeal­ously. “Do you know, Dounia, I was look­ing at you two. You are the very por­trait of him, and not so much in face as in soul. You are both mel­an­choly, both mor­ose and hot-tempered, both haughty and both gen­er­ous. … Surely he can’t be an ego­ist, Dounia. Eh? When I think of what is in store for us this even­ing, my heart sinks!”

			“Don’t be un­easy, moth­er. What must be, will be.”

			“Dounia, only think what a po­s­i­tion we are in! What if Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch breaks it off?” poor Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna blur­ted out, in­cau­tiously.

			“He won’t be worth much if he does,” answered Dounia, sharply and con­temp­tu­ously.

			“We did well to come away,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna hur­riedly broke in. “He was in a hurry about some busi­ness or oth­er. If he gets out and has a breath of air … it is fear­fully close in his room. … But where is one to get a breath of air here? The very streets here feel like shut-up rooms. Good heav­ens! what a town! … stay … this side … they will crush you—car­ry­ing some­thing. Why, it is a pi­ano they have got, I de­clare … how they push! … I am very much afraid of that young wo­man, too.”

			“What young wo­man, moth­er?”

			“Why, that Sofya Semy­onovna, who was there just now.”

			“Why?”

			“I have a presen­ti­ment, Dounia. Well, you may be­lieve it or not, but as soon as she came in, that very minute, I felt that she was the chief cause of the trouble. …”

			“Noth­ing of the sort!” cried Dounia, in vex­a­tion. “What non­sense, with your presen­ti­ments, moth­er! He only made her ac­quaint­ance the even­ing be­fore, and he did not know her when she came in.”

			“Well, you will see. … She wor­ries me; but you will see, you will see! I was so frightened. She was gaz­ing at me with those eyes. I could scarcely sit still in my chair when he began in­tro­du­cing her, do you re­mem­ber? It seems so strange, but Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch writes like that about her, and he in­tro­duces her to us—to you! So he must think a great deal of her.”

			“People will write any­thing. We were talked about and writ­ten about, too. Have you for­got­ten? I am sure that she is a good girl, and that it is all non­sense.”

			“God grant it may be!”

			“And Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch is a con­tempt­ible slan­der­er,” Dounia snapped out, sud­denly.

			Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was crushed; the con­ver­sa­tion was not re­sumed.

			

			“I will tell you what I want with you,” said Raskolnikov, draw­ing Ra­zu­mi­h­in to the win­dow.

			“Then I will tell Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna that you are com­ing,” So­nia said hur­riedly, pre­par­ing to de­part.

			“One minute, Sofya Semy­onovna. We have no secrets. You are not in our way. I want to have an­oth­er word or two with you. Listen!” he turned sud­denly to Ra­zu­mi­h­in again. “You know that … what’s his name … Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch?”

			“I should think so! He is a re­la­tion. Why?” ad­ded the lat­ter, with in­terest.

			“Is not he man­aging that case … you know, about that murder? … You were speak­ing about it yes­ter­day.”

			“Yes … well?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s eyes opened wide.

			“He was in­quir­ing for people who had pawned things, and I have some pledges there, too—trifles—a ring my sis­ter gave me as a keep­sake when I left home, and my fath­er’s sil­ver watch—they are only worth five or six roubles al­to­geth­er … but I value them. So what am I to do now? I do not want to lose the things, es­pe­cially the watch. I was quak­ing just now, for fear moth­er would ask to look at it, when we spoke of Dounia’s watch. It is the only thing of fath­er’s left us. She would be ill if it were lost. You know what wo­men are. So tell me what to do. I know I ought to have giv­en no­tice at the po­lice sta­tion, but would it not be bet­ter to go straight to Por­firy? Eh? What do you think? The mat­ter might be settled more quickly. You see, moth­er may ask for it be­fore din­ner.”

			“Cer­tainly not to the po­lice sta­tion. Cer­tainly to Por­firy,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in shouted in ex­traordin­ary ex­cite­ment. “Well, how glad I am. Let us go at once. It is a couple of steps. We shall be sure to find him.”

			“Very well, let us go.”

			“And he will be very, very glad to make your ac­quaint­ance. I have of­ten talked to him of you at dif­fer­ent times. I was speak­ing of you yes­ter­day. Let us go. So you knew the old wo­man? So that’s it! It is all turn­ing out splen­didly. … Oh, yes, Sofya Ivan­ovna …”

			“Sofya Semy­onovna,” cor­rec­ted Raskolnikov. “Sofya Semy­onovna, this is my friend Ra­zu­mi­h­in, and he is a good man.”

			“If you have to go now,” So­nia was be­gin­ning, not look­ing at Ra­zu­mi­h­in at all, and still more em­bar­rassed.

			“Let us go,” de­cided Raskolnikov. “I will come to you today, Sofya Semy­onovna. Only tell me where you live.”

			He was not ex­actly ill at ease, but seemed hur­ried, and avoided her eyes. So­nia gave her ad­dress, and flushed as she did so. They all went out to­geth­er.

			“Don’t you lock up?” asked Ra­zu­mi­h­in, fol­low­ing him on to the stairs.

			“Nev­er,” answered Raskolnikov. “I have been mean­ing to buy a lock for these two years. People are happy who have no need of locks,” he said, laugh­ing, to So­nia. They stood still in the gate­way.

			“Do you go to the right, Sofya Semy­onovna? How did you find me, by the way?” he ad­ded, as though he wanted to say some­thing quite dif­fer­ent. He wanted to look at her soft clear eyes, but this was not easy.

			“Why, you gave your ad­dress to Polen­ka yes­ter­day.”

			“Polen­ka? Oh, yes; Polen­ka, that is the little girl. She is your sis­ter? Did I give her the ad­dress?”

			“Why, had you for­got­ten?”

			“No, I re­mem­ber.”

			“I had heard my fath­er speak of you … only I did not know your name, and he did not know it. And now I came … and as I had learnt your name, I asked today, ‘Where does Mr. Raskolnikov live?’ I did not know you had only a room too. … Good­bye, I will tell Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna.”

			She was ex­tremely glad to es­cape at last; she went away look­ing down, hur­ry­ing to get out of sight as soon as pos­sible, to walk the twenty steps to the turn­ing on the right and to be at last alone, and then mov­ing rap­idly along, look­ing at no one, no­ti­cing noth­ing, to think, to re­mem­ber, to med­it­ate on every word, every de­tail. Nev­er, nev­er had she felt any­thing like this. Dimly and un­con­sciously a whole new world was open­ing be­fore her. She re­membered sud­denly that Raskolnikov meant to come to her that day, per­haps at once!

			“Only not today, please, not today!” she kept mut­ter­ing with a sink­ing heart, as though en­treat­ing someone, like a frightened child. “Mercy! to me … to that room … he will see … oh, dear!”

			She was not cap­able at that in­stant of no­ti­cing an un­known gen­tle­man who was watch­ing her and fol­low­ing at her heels. He had ac­com­pan­ied her from the gate­way. At the mo­ment when Ra­zu­mi­h­in, Raskolnikov, and she stood still at part­ing on the pave­ment, this gen­tle­man, who was just passing, star­ted on hear­ing So­nia’s words: “and I asked where Mr. Raskolnikov lived?” He turned a rap­id but at­tent­ive look upon all three, es­pe­cially upon Raskolnikov, to whom So­nia was speak­ing; then looked back and noted the house. All this was done in an in­stant as he passed, and try­ing not to be­tray his in­terest, he walked on more slowly as though wait­ing for some­thing. He was wait­ing for So­nia; he saw that they were part­ing, and that So­nia was go­ing home.

			“Home? Where? I’ve seen that face some­where,” he thought. “I must find out.”

			At the turn­ing he crossed over, looked round, and saw So­nia com­ing the same way, no­ti­cing noth­ing. She turned the corner. He fol­lowed her on the oth­er side. After about fifty paces he crossed over again, over­took her and kept two or three yards be­hind her.

			He was a man about fifty, rather tall and thickly set, with broad high shoulders which made him look as though he stooped a little. He wore good and fash­ion­able clothes, and looked like a gen­tle­man of po­s­i­tion. He car­ried a hand­some cane, which he tapped on the pave­ment at each step; his gloves were spot­less. He had a broad, rather pleas­ant face with high cheekbones and a fresh col­our, not of­ten seen in Peters­burg. His flax­en hair was still abund­ant, and only touched here and there with grey, and his thick square beard was even light­er than his hair. His eyes were blue and had a cold and thought­ful look; his lips were crim­son. He was a re­markedly well-pre­served man and looked much young­er than his years.

			When So­nia came out on the canal bank, they were the only two per­sons on the pave­ment. He ob­served her dream­i­ness and pre­oc­cu­pa­tion. On reach­ing the house where she lodged, So­nia turned in at the gate; he fol­lowed her, seem­ing rather sur­prised. In the court­yard she turned to the right corner. “Bah!” muttered the un­known gen­tle­man, and moun­ted the stairs be­hind her. Only then So­nia no­ticed him. She reached the third storey, turned down the pas­sage, and rang at No. 9. On the door was in­scribed in chalk, “Ka­per­naumov, Tail­or.” “Bah!” the stranger re­peated again, won­der­ing at the strange co­in­cid­ence, and he rang next door, at No. 8. The doors were two or three yards apart.

			“You lodge at Ka­per­naumov’s,” he said, look­ing at So­nia and laugh­ing. “He altered a waist­coat for me yes­ter­day. I am stay­ing close here at Ma­dame Ress­lich’s. How odd!” So­nia looked at him at­tent­ively.

			“We are neigh­bours,” he went on gaily. “I only came to town the day be­fore yes­ter­day. Good­bye for the present.”

			So­nia made no reply; the door opened and she slipped in. She felt for some reas­on ashamed and un­easy.

			

			On the way to Por­firy’s, Ra­zu­mi­h­in was ob­vi­ously ex­cited.

			“That’s cap­it­al, broth­er,” he re­peated sev­er­al times, “and I am glad! I am glad!”

			“What are you glad about?” Raskolnikov thought to him­self.

			“I didn’t know that you pledged things at the old wo­man’s, too. And … was it long ago? I mean, was it long since you were there?”

			“What a simple-hearted fool he is!”

			“When was it?” Raskolnikov stopped still to re­col­lect. “Two or three days be­fore her death it must have been. But I am not go­ing to re­deem the things now,” he put in with a sort of hur­ried and con­spicu­ous so­li­citude about the things. “I’ve not more than a sil­ver rouble left … after last night’s ac­cursed de­li­ri­um!”

			He laid spe­cial em­phas­is on the de­li­ri­um.

			“Yes, yes,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in hastened to agree—with what was not clear. “Then that’s why you … were stuck … partly … you know in your de­li­ri­um you were con­tinu­ally men­tion­ing some rings or chains! Yes, yes … that’s clear, it’s all clear now.”

			“Hullo! How that idea must have got about among them. Here this man will go to the stake for me, and I find him de­lighted at hav­ing it cleared up why I spoke of rings in my de­li­ri­um! What a hold the idea must have on all of them!”

			“Shall we find him?” he asked sud­denly.

			“Oh, yes,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in answered quickly. “He is a nice fel­low, you will see, broth­er. Rather clumsy, that is to say, he is a man of pol­ished man­ners, but I mean clumsy in a dif­fer­ent sense. He is an in­tel­li­gent fel­low, very much so in­deed, but he has his own range of ideas. … He is in­cred­u­lous, scep­tic­al, cyn­ic­al … he likes to im­pose on people, or rather to make fun of them. His is the old, cir­cum­stan­tial meth­od. … But he un­der­stands his work … thor­oughly. … Last year he cleared up a case of murder in which the po­lice had hardly a clue. He is very, very anxious to make your ac­quaint­ance!”

			“On what grounds is he so anxious?”

			“Oh, it’s not ex­actly … you see, since you’ve been ill I hap­pen to have men­tioned you sev­er­al times. … So, when he heard about you … about your be­ing a law stu­dent and not able to fin­ish your stud­ies, he said, ‘What a pity!’ And so I con­cluded … from everything to­geth­er, not only that; yes­ter­day Zamet­ov … you know, Rodya, I talked some non­sense on the way home to you yes­ter­day, when I was drunk … I am afraid, broth­er, of your ex­ag­ger­at­ing it, you see.”

			“What? That they think I am a mad­man? Maybe they are right,” he said with a con­strained smile.

			“Yes, yes. … That is, pooh, no! … But all that I said (and there was some­thing else too) it was all non­sense, drunk­en non­sense.”

			“But why are you apo­lo­gising? I am so sick of it all!” Raskolnikov cried with ex­ag­ger­ated ir­rit­ab­il­ity. It was partly as­sumed, how­ever.

			“I know, I know, I un­der­stand. Be­lieve me, I un­der­stand. One’s ashamed to speak of it.”

			“If you are ashamed, then don’t speak of it.”

			Both were si­lent. Ra­zu­mi­h­in was more than ec­stat­ic and Raskolnikov per­ceived it with re­pul­sion. He was alarmed, too, by what Ra­zu­mi­h­in had just said about Por­firy.

			“I shall have to pull a long face with him too,” he thought, with a beat­ing heart, and he turned white, “and do it nat­ur­ally, too. But the most nat­ur­al thing would be to do noth­ing at all. Care­fully do noth­ing at all! No, care­fully would not be nat­ur­al again. … Oh, well, we shall see how it turns out. … We shall see … dir­ectly. Is it a good thing to go or not? The but­ter­fly flies to the light. My heart is beat­ing, that’s what’s bad!”

			“In this grey house,” said Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“The most im­port­ant thing, does Por­firy know that I was at the old hag’s flat yes­ter­day … and asked about the blood? I must find that out in­stantly, as soon as I go in, find out from his face; oth­er­wise … I’ll find out, if it’s my ru­in.”

			“I say, broth­er,” he said sud­denly, ad­dress­ing Ra­zu­mi­h­in, with a sly smile, “I have been no­ti­cing all day that you seem to be curi­ously ex­cited. Isn’t it so?”

			“Ex­cited? Not a bit of it,” said Ra­zu­mi­h­in, stung to the quick.

			“Yes, broth­er, I as­sure you it’s no­tice­able. Why, you sat on your chair in a way you nev­er do sit, on the edge some­how, and you seemed to be writh­ing all the time. You kept jump­ing up for noth­ing. One mo­ment you were angry, and the next your face looked like a sweet­meat. You even blushed; es­pe­cially when you were in­vited to din­ner, you blushed aw­fully.”

			“Noth­ing of the sort, non­sense! What do you mean?”

			“But why are you wrig­gling out of it, like a school­boy? By Jove, there he’s blush­ing again.”

			“What a pig you are!”

			“But why are you so shame­faced about it? Romeo! Stay, I’ll tell of you today. Ha-ha-ha! I’ll make moth­er laugh, and someone else, too …”

			“Listen, listen, listen, this is ser­i­ous. … What next, you fiend!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in was ut­terly over­whelmed, turn­ing cold with hor­ror. “What will you tell them? Come, broth­er … foo! what a pig you are!”

			“You are like a sum­mer rose. And if only you knew how it suits you; a Romeo over six foot high! And how you’ve washed today—you cleaned your nails, I de­clare. Eh? That’s some­thing un­heard of! Why, I do be­lieve you’ve got po­matum on your hair! Bend down.”

			“Pig!”

			Raskolnikov laughed as though he could not re­strain him­self. So laugh­ing, they entered Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch’s flat. This is what Raskolnikov wanted: from with­in they could be heard laugh­ing as they came in, still guf­faw­ing in the pas­sage.

			“Not a word here or I’ll … brain you!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in whispered furi­ously, seiz­ing Raskolnikov by the shoulder.

		
	
		
			V

			Raskolnikov was already en­ter­ing the room. He came in look­ing as though he had the ut­most dif­fi­culty not to burst out laugh­ing again. Be­hind him Ra­zu­mi­h­in strode in gawky and awk­ward, shame­faced and red as a pe­ony, with an ut­terly crest­fal­len and fe­ro­cious ex­pres­sion. His face and whole fig­ure really were ri­dicu­lous at that mo­ment and amply jus­ti­fied Raskolnikov’s laughter. Raskolnikov, not wait­ing for an in­tro­duc­tion, bowed to Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, who stood in the middle of the room look­ing in­quir­ingly at them. He held out his hand and shook hands, still ap­par­ently mak­ing des­per­ate ef­forts to sub­due his mirth and ut­ter a few words to in­tro­duce him­self. But he had no soon­er suc­ceeded in as­sum­ing a ser­i­ous air and mut­ter­ing some­thing when he sud­denly glanced again as though ac­ci­dent­ally at Ra­zu­mi­h­in, and could no longer con­trol him­self: his stifled laughter broke out the more ir­res­ist­ibly the more he tried to re­strain it. The ex­traordin­ary fe­ro­city with which Ra­zu­mi­h­in re­ceived this “spon­tan­eous” mirth gave the whole scene the ap­pear­ance of most genu­ine fun and nat­ur­al­ness. Ra­zu­mi­h­in strengthened this im­pres­sion as though on pur­pose.

			“Fool! You fiend,” he roared, wav­ing his arm which at once struck a little round table with an empty tea-glass on it. Everything was sent fly­ing and crash­ing.

			“But why break chairs, gen­tle­men? You know it’s a loss to the Crown,” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch quoted gaily.

			Raskolnikov was still laugh­ing, with his hand in Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch’s, but anxious not to overdo it, awaited the right mo­ment to put a nat­ur­al end to it. Ra­zu­mi­h­in, com­pletely put to con­fu­sion by up­set­ting the table and smash­ing the glass, gazed gloomily at the frag­ments, cursed and turned sharply to the win­dow where he stood look­ing out with his back to the com­pany with a fiercely scowl­ing coun­ten­ance, see­ing noth­ing. Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch laughed and was ready to go on laugh­ing, but ob­vi­ously looked for ex­plan­a­tions. Zamet­ov had been sit­ting in the corner, but he rose at the vis­it­ors’ en­trance and was stand­ing in ex­pect­a­tion with a smile on his lips, though he looked with sur­prise and even it seemed in­credu­lity at the whole scene and at Raskolnikov with a cer­tain em­bar­rass­ment. Zamet­ov’s un­ex­pec­ted pres­ence struck Raskolnikov un­pleas­antly.

			“I’ve got to think of that,” he thought. “Ex­cuse me, please,” he began, af­fect­ing ex­treme em­bar­rass­ment. “Raskolnikov.”

			“Not at all, very pleas­ant to see you … and how pleas­antly you’ve come in. … Why, won’t he even say good morn­ing?” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch nod­ded at Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“Upon my hon­our I don’t know why he is in such a rage with me. I only told him as we came along that he was like Romeo … and proved it. And that was all, I think!”

			“Pig!” ejac­u­lated Ra­zu­mi­h­in, without turn­ing round.

			“There must have been very grave grounds for it, if he is so furi­ous at the word,” Por­firy laughed.

			“Oh, you sharp law­yer! … Damn you all!” snapped Ra­zu­mi­h­in, and sud­denly burst­ing out laugh­ing him­self, he went up to Por­firy with a more cheer­ful face as though noth­ing had happened. “That’ll do! We are all fools. To come to busi­ness. This is my friend Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch Raskolnikov; in the first place he has heard of you and wants to make your ac­quaint­ance, and secondly, he has a little mat­ter of busi­ness with you. Bah! Zamet­ov, what brought you here? Have you met be­fore? Have you known each oth­er long?”

			“What does this mean?” thought Raskolnikov un­eas­ily.

			Zamet­ov seemed taken aback, but not very much so.

			“Why, it was at your rooms we met yes­ter­day,” he said eas­ily.

			“Then I have been spared the trouble. All last week he was beg­ging me to in­tro­duce him to you. Por­firy and you have sniffed each oth­er out without me. Where is your to­bacco?”

			Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch was wear­ing a dress­ing-gown, very clean lin­en, and trod­den-down slip­pers. He was a man of about five and thirty, short, stout even to cor­pu­lence, and clean shaven. He wore his hair cut short and had a large round head, par­tic­u­larly prom­in­ent at the back. His soft, round, rather snub-nosed face was of a sickly yel­low­ish col­our, but had a vig­or­ous and rather iron­ic­al ex­pres­sion. It would have been good-natured ex­cept for a look in the eyes, which shone with a wa­tery, mawk­ish light un­der al­most white, blink­ing eye­lashes. The ex­pres­sion of those eyes was strangely out of keep­ing with his some­what wo­man­ish fig­ure, and gave it some­thing far more ser­i­ous than could be guessed at first sight.

			As soon as Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch heard that his vis­it­or had a little mat­ter of busi­ness with him, he begged him to sit down on the sofa and sat down him­self on the oth­er end, wait­ing for him to ex­plain his busi­ness, with that care­ful and over-ser­i­ous at­ten­tion which is at once op­press­ive and em­bar­rass­ing, es­pe­cially to a stranger, and es­pe­cially if what you are dis­cuss­ing is in your opin­ion of far too little im­port­ance for such ex­cep­tion­al solem­nity. But in brief and co­her­ent phrases Raskolnikov ex­plained his busi­ness clearly and ex­actly, and was so well sat­is­fied with him­self that he even suc­ceeded in tak­ing a good look at Por­firy. Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch did not once take his eyes off him. Ra­zu­mi­h­in, sit­ting op­pos­ite at the same table, listened warmly and im­pa­tiently, look­ing from one to the oth­er every mo­ment with rather ex­cess­ive in­terest.

			“Fool,” Raskolnikov swore to him­self.

			“You have to give in­form­a­tion to the po­lice,” Por­firy replied, with a most busi­ness­like air, “that hav­ing learnt of this in­cid­ent, that is of the murder, you beg to in­form the law­yer in charge of the case that such and such things be­long to you, and that you de­sire to re­deem them … or … but they will write to you.”

			“That’s just the point, that at the present mo­ment,” Raskolnikov tried his ut­most to feign em­bar­rass­ment, “I am not quite in funds … and even this tri­fling sum is bey­ond me … I only wanted, you see, for the present to de­clare that the things are mine, and that when I have money. …”

			“That’s no mat­ter,” answered Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, re­ceiv­ing his ex­plan­a­tion of his pe­cu­ni­ary po­s­i­tion coldly, “but you can, if you prefer, write straight to me, to say, that hav­ing been in­formed of the mat­ter, and claim­ing such and such as your prop­erty, you beg …”

			“On an or­din­ary sheet of pa­per?” Raskolnikov in­ter­rup­ted eagerly, again in­ter­ested in the fin­an­cial side of the ques­tion.

			“Oh, the most or­din­ary,” and sud­denly Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch looked with ob­vi­ous irony at him, screw­ing up his eyes and, as it were, wink­ing at him. But per­haps it was Raskolnikov’s fancy, for it all las­ted but a mo­ment. There was cer­tainly some­thing of the sort, Raskolnikov could have sworn he winked at him, good­ness knows why.

			“He knows,” flashed through his mind like light­ning.

			“For­give my troub­ling you about such trifles,” he went on, a little dis­con­cer­ted, “the things are only worth five roubles, but I prize them par­tic­u­larly for the sake of those from whom they came to me, and I must con­fess that I was alarmed when I heard …”

			“That’s why you were so much struck when I men­tioned to Zossimov that Por­firy was in­quir­ing for every­one who had pledges!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in put in with ob­vi­ous in­ten­tion.

			This was really un­bear­able. Raskolnikov could not help glan­cing at him with a flash of vin­dict­ive an­ger in his black eyes, but im­me­di­ately re­col­lec­ted him­self.

			“You seem to be jeer­ing at me, broth­er?” he said to him, with a well-feigned ir­rit­ab­il­ity. “I dare say I do seem to you ab­surdly anxious about such trash; but you mustn’t think me selfish or grasp­ing for that, and these two things may be any­thing but trash in my eyes. I told you just now that the sil­ver watch, though it’s not worth a cent, is the only thing left us of my fath­er’s. You may laugh at me, but my moth­er is here,” he turned sud­denly to Por­firy, “and if she knew,” he turned again hur­riedly to Ra­zu­mi­h­in, care­fully mak­ing his voice tremble, “that the watch was lost, she would be in des­pair! You know what wo­men are!”

			“Not a bit of it! I didn’t mean that at all! Quite the con­trary!” shouted Ra­zu­mi­h­in dis­tressed.

			“Was it right? Was it nat­ur­al? Did I overdo it?” Raskolnikov asked him­self in a tremor. “Why did I say that about wo­men?”

			“Oh, your moth­er is with you?” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch in­quired.

			“Yes.”

			“When did she come?”

			“Last night.”

			Por­firy paused as though re­flect­ing.

			“Your things would not in any case be lost,” he went on calmly and coldly. “I have been ex­pect­ing you here for some time.”

			And as though that was a mat­ter of no im­port­ance, he care­fully offered the ash­tray to Ra­zu­mi­h­in, who was ruth­lessly scat­ter­ing ci­gar­ette ash over the car­pet. Raskolnikov shuddered, but Por­firy did not seem to be look­ing at him, and was still con­cerned with Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s ci­gar­ette.

			“What? Ex­pect­ing him? Why, did you know that he had pledges there?” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch ad­dressed him­self to Raskolnikov.

			“Your things, the ring and the watch, were wrapped up to­geth­er, and on the pa­per your name was legibly writ­ten in pen­cil, to­geth­er with the date on which you left them with her …”

			“How ob­ser­v­ant you are!” Raskolnikov smiled awk­wardly, do­ing his very ut­most to look him straight in the face, but he failed, and sud­denly ad­ded:

			“I say that be­cause I sup­pose there were a great many pledges … that it must be dif­fi­cult to re­mem­ber them all. … But you re­mem­ber them all so clearly, and … and …”

			“Stu­pid! Feeble!” he thought. “Why did I add that?”

			“But we know all who had pledges, and you are the only one who hasn’t come for­ward,” Por­firy answered with hardly per­cept­ible irony.

			“I haven’t been quite well.”

			“I heard that too. I heard, in­deed, that you were in great dis­tress about some­thing. You look pale still.”

			“I am not pale at all. … No, I am quite well,” Raskolnikov snapped out rudely and an­grily, com­pletely chan­ging his tone. His an­ger was mount­ing, he could not repress it. “And in my an­ger I shall be­tray my­self,” flashed through his mind again. “Why are they tor­tur­ing me?”

			“Not quite well!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in caught him up. “What next! He was un­con­scious and de­li­ri­ous all yes­ter­day. Would you be­lieve, Por­firy, as soon as our backs were turned, he dressed, though he could hardly stand, and gave us the slip and went off on a spree some­where till mid­night, de­li­ri­ous all the time! Would you be­lieve it! Ex­traordin­ary!”

			“Really de­li­ri­ous? You don’t say so!” Por­firy shook his head in a wo­man­ish way.

			“Non­sense! Don’t you be­lieve it! But you don’t be­lieve it any­way,” Raskolnikov let slip in his an­ger. But Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch did not seem to catch those strange words.

			“But how could you have gone out if you hadn’t been de­li­ri­ous?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in got hot sud­denly. “What did you go out for? What was the ob­ject of it? And why on the sly? Were you in your senses when you did it? Now that all danger is over I can speak plainly.”

			“I was aw­fully sick of them yes­ter­day.” Raskolnikov ad­dressed Por­firy sud­denly with a smile of in­solent de­fi­ance, “I ran away from them to take lodgings where they wouldn’t find me, and took a lot of money with me. Mr. Zamet­ov there saw it. I say, Mr. Zamet­ov, was I sens­ible or de­li­ri­ous yes­ter­day; settle our dis­pute.”

			He could have strangled Zamet­ov at that mo­ment, so hate­ful were his ex­pres­sion and his si­lence to him.

			“In my opin­ion you talked sens­ibly and even art­fully, but you were ex­tremely ir­rit­able,” Zamet­ov pro­nounced dryly.

			“And Nikodim Fomitch was telling me today,” put in Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, “that he met you very late last night in the lodging of a man who had been run over.”

			“And there,” said Ra­zu­mi­h­in, “wer­en’t you mad then? You gave your last penny to the wid­ow for the fu­ner­al. If you wanted to help, give fif­teen or twenty even, but keep three roubles for your­self at least, but he flung away all the twenty-five at once!”

			“Maybe I found a treas­ure some­where and you know noth­ing of it? So that’s why I was lib­er­al yes­ter­day. … Mr. Zamet­ov knows I’ve found a treas­ure! Ex­cuse us, please, for dis­turb­ing you for half an hour with such tri­vi­al­it­ies,” he said, turn­ing to Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, with trem­bling lips. “We are bor­ing you, aren’t we?”

			“Oh no, quite the con­trary, quite the con­trary! If only you knew how you in­terest me! It’s in­ter­est­ing to look on and listen … and I am really glad you have come for­ward at last.”

			“But you might give us some tea! My throat’s dry,” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“Cap­it­al idea! Per­haps we will all keep you com­pany. Wouldn’t you like … some­thing more es­sen­tial be­fore tea?”

			“Get along with you!”

			Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch went out to or­der tea.

			Raskolnikov’s thoughts were in a whirl. He was in ter­rible ex­as­per­a­tion.

			“The worst of it is they don’t dis­guise it; they don’t care to stand on ce­re­mony! And how if you didn’t know me at all, did you come to talk to Nikodim Fomitch about me? So they don’t care to hide that they are track­ing me like a pack of dogs. They simply spit in my face.” He was shak­ing with rage. “Come, strike me openly, don’t play with me like a cat with a mouse. It’s hardly civil, Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, but per­haps I won’t al­low it! I shall get up and throw the whole truth in your ugly faces, and you’ll see how I des­pise you.” He could hardly breathe. “And what if it’s only my fancy? What if I am mis­taken, and through in­ex­per­i­ence I get angry and don’t keep up my nasty part? Per­haps it’s all un­in­ten­tion­al. All their phrases are the usu­al ones, but there is some­thing about them. … It all might be said, but there is some­thing. Why did he say bluntly, ‘With her’? Why did Zamet­ov add that I spoke art­fully? Why do they speak in that tone? Yes, the tone. … Ra­zu­mi­h­in is sit­ting here, why does he see noth­ing? That in­no­cent block­head nev­er does see any­thing! Fe­ver­ish again! Did Por­firy wink at me just now? Of course it’s non­sense! What could he wink for? Are they try­ing to up­set my nerves or are they teas­ing me? Either it’s ill fancy or they know! Even Zamet­ov is rude. … Is Zamet­ov rude? Zamet­ov has changed his mind. I foresaw he would change his mind! He is at home here, while it’s my first vis­it. Por­firy does not con­sider him a vis­it­or; sits with his back to him. They’re as thick as thieves, no doubt, over me! Not a doubt they were talk­ing about me be­fore we came. Do they know about the flat? If only they’d make haste! When I said that I ran away to take a flat he let it pass. … I put that in clev­erly about a flat, it may be of use af­ter­wards. … De­li­ri­ous, in­deed … ha-ha-ha! He knows all about last night! He didn’t know of my moth­er’s ar­rival! The hag had writ­ten the date on in pen­cil! You are wrong, you won’t catch me! There are no facts … it’s all sup­pos­i­tion! You pro­duce facts! The flat even isn’t a fact but de­li­ri­um. I know what to say to them. … Do they know about the flat? I won’t go without find­ing out. What did I come for? But my be­ing angry now, maybe is a fact! Fool, how ir­rit­able I am! Per­haps that’s right; to play the in­val­id. … He is feel­ing me. He will try to catch me. Why did I come?”

			All this flashed like light­ning through his mind.

			Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch re­turned quickly. He be­came sud­denly more jovi­al.

			“Your party yes­ter­day, broth­er, has left my head rather. … And I am out of sorts al­to­geth­er,” he began in quite a dif­fer­ent tone, laugh­ing to Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			“Was it in­ter­est­ing? I left you yes­ter­day at the most in­ter­est­ing point. Who got the best of it?”

			“Oh, no one, of course. They got on to ever­last­ing ques­tions, floated off in­to space.”

			“Only fancy, Rodya, what we got on to yes­ter­day. Wheth­er there is such a thing as crime. I told you that we talked our heads off.”

			“What is there strange? It’s an every­day so­cial ques­tion,” Raskolnikov answered cas­u­ally.

			“The ques­tion wasn’t put quite like that,” ob­served Por­firy.

			“Not quite, that’s true,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in agreed at once, get­ting warm and hur­ried as usu­al. “Listen, Ro­di­on, and tell us your opin­ion, I want to hear it. I was fight­ing tooth and nail with them and wanted you to help me. I told them you were com­ing. … It began with the so­cial­ist doc­trine. You know their doc­trine; crime is a protest against the ab­nor­mal­ity of the so­cial or­gan­isa­tion and noth­ing more, and noth­ing more; no oth­er causes ad­mit­ted! …”

			“You are wrong there,” cried Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch; he was no­tice­ably an­im­ated and kept laugh­ing as he looked at Ra­zu­mi­h­in, which made him more ex­cited than ever.

			“Noth­ing is ad­mit­ted,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in in­ter­rup­ted with heat.

			“I am not wrong. I’ll show you their pamph­lets. Everything with them is ‘the in­flu­ence of en­vir­on­ment,’ and noth­ing else. Their fa­vour­ite phrase! From which it fol­lows that, if so­ci­ety is nor­mally or­gan­ised, all crime will cease at once, since there will be noth­ing to protest against and all men will be­come right­eous in one in­stant. Hu­man nature is not taken in­to ac­count, it is ex­cluded, it’s not sup­posed to ex­ist! They don’t re­cog­nise that hu­man­ity, de­vel­op­ing by a his­tor­ic­al liv­ing pro­cess, will be­come at last a nor­mal so­ci­ety, but they be­lieve that a so­cial sys­tem that has come out of some math­em­at­ic­al brain is go­ing to or­gan­ise all hu­man­ity at once and make it just and sin­less in an in­stant, quick­er than any liv­ing pro­cess! That’s why they in­stinct­ively dis­like his­tory, ‘noth­ing but ugli­ness and stu­pid­ity in it,’ and they ex­plain it all as stu­pid­ity! That’s why they so dis­like the liv­ing pro­cess of life; they don’t want a liv­ing soul! The liv­ing soul de­mands life, the soul won’t obey the rules of mech­an­ics, the soul is an ob­ject of sus­pi­cion, the soul is ret­ro­grade! But what they want though it smells of death and can be made of In­dia-rub­ber, at least is not alive, has no will, is servile and won’t re­volt! And it comes in the end to their re­du­cing everything to the build­ing of walls and the plan­ning of rooms and pas­sages in a phalan­stery! The phalan­stery is ready, in­deed, but your hu­man nature is not ready for the phalan­stery—it wants life, it hasn’t com­pleted its vi­tal pro­cess, it’s too soon for the grave­yard! You can’t skip over nature by lo­gic. Lo­gic pre­sup­poses three pos­sib­il­it­ies, but there are mil­lions! Cut away a mil­lion, and re­duce it all to the ques­tion of com­fort! That’s the easi­est solu­tion of the prob­lem! It’s se­duct­ively clear and you musn’t think about it. That’s the great thing, you mustn’t think! The whole secret of life in two pages of print!”

			“Now he is off, beat­ing the drum! Catch hold of him, do!” laughed Por­firy. “Can you ima­gine,” he turned to Raskolnikov, “six people hold­ing forth like that last night, in one room, with punch as a pre­lim­in­ary! No, broth­er, you are wrong, en­vir­on­ment ac­counts for a great deal in crime; I can as­sure you of that.”

			“Oh, I know it does, but just tell me: a man of forty vi­ol­ates a child of ten; was it en­vir­on­ment drove him to it?”

			“Well, strictly speak­ing, it did,” Por­firy ob­served with note­worthy grav­ity; “a crime of that nature may be very well ascribed to the in­flu­ence of en­vir­on­ment.”

			Ra­zu­mi­h­in was al­most in a frenzy. “Oh, if you like,” he roared. “I’ll prove to you that your white eye­lashes may very well be ascribed to the Church of Ivan the Great’s be­ing two hun­dred and fifty feet high, and I will prove it clearly, ex­actly, pro­gress­ively, and even with a Lib­er­al tend­ency! I un­der­take to! Will you bet on it?”

			“Done! Let’s hear, please, how he will prove it!”

			“He is al­ways hum­bug­ging, con­found him,” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in, jump­ing up and ges­tic­u­lat­ing. “What’s the use of talk­ing to you? He does all that on pur­pose; you don’t know him, Ro­di­on! He took their side yes­ter­day, simply to make fools of them. And the things he said yes­ter­day! And they were de­lighted! He can keep it up for a fort­night to­geth­er. Last year he per­suaded us that he was go­ing in­to a mon­as­tery: he stuck to it for two months. Not long ago he took it in­to his head to de­clare he was go­ing to get mar­ried, that he had everything ready for the wed­ding. He ordered new clothes in­deed. We all began to con­grat­u­late him. There was no bride, noth­ing, all pure fantasy!”

			“Ah, you are wrong! I got the clothes be­fore. It was the new clothes in fact that made me think of tak­ing you in.”

			“Are you such a good dis­sem­bler?” Raskolnikov asked care­lessly.

			“You wouldn’t have sup­posed it, eh? Wait a bit, I shall take you in, too. Ha-ha-ha! No, I’ll tell you the truth. All these ques­tions about crime, en­vir­on­ment, chil­dren, re­call to my mind an art­icle of yours which in­ter­ested me at the time. ‘On Crime’ … or some­thing of the sort, I for­get the title, I read it with pleas­ure two months ago in the Peri­od­ic­al Re­view.”

			“My art­icle? In the Peri­od­ic­al Re­view?” Raskolnikov asked in as­ton­ish­ment. “I cer­tainly did write an art­icle upon a book six months ago when I left the uni­ver­sity, but I sent it to the Weekly Re­view.”

			“But it came out in the Peri­od­ic­al.”

			“And the Weekly Re­view ceased to ex­ist, so that’s why it wasn’t prin­ted at the time.”

			“That’s true; but when it ceased to ex­ist, the Weekly Re­view was am­al­gam­ated with the Peri­od­ic­al, and so your art­icle ap­peared two months ago in the lat­ter. Didn’t you know?”

			Raskolnikov had not known.

			“Why, you might get some money out of them for the art­icle! What a strange per­son you are! You lead such a sol­it­ary life that you know noth­ing of mat­ters that con­cern you dir­ectly. It’s a fact, I as­sure you.”

			“Bravo, Rodya! I knew noth­ing about it either!” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in. “I’ll run today to the read­ing-room and ask for the num­ber. Two months ago? What was the date? It doesn’t mat­ter though, I will find it. Think of not telling us!”

			“How did you find out that the art­icle was mine? It’s only signed with an ini­tial.”

			“I only learnt it by chance, the oth­er day. Through the ed­it­or; I know him. … I was very much in­ter­ested.”

			“I ana­lysed, if I re­mem­ber, the psy­cho­logy of a crim­in­al be­fore and after the crime.”

			“Yes, and you main­tained that the per­pet­ra­tion of a crime is al­ways ac­com­pan­ied by ill­ness. Very, very ori­gin­al, but … it was not that part of your art­icle that in­ter­ested me so much, but an idea at the end of the art­icle which I re­gret to say you merely sug­ges­ted without work­ing it out clearly. There is, if you re­col­lect, a sug­ges­tion that there are cer­tain per­sons who can … that is, not pre­cisely are able to, but have a per­fect right to com­mit breaches of mor­al­ity and crimes, and that the law is not for them.”

			Raskolnikov smiled at the ex­ag­ger­ated and in­ten­tion­al dis­tor­tion of his idea.

			“What? What do you mean? A right to crime? But not be­cause of the in­flu­ence of en­vir­on­ment?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in in­quired with some alarm even.

			“No, not ex­actly be­cause of it,” answered Por­firy. “In his art­icle all men are di­vided in­to ‘or­din­ary’ and ‘ex­traordin­ary.’ Or­din­ary men have to live in sub­mis­sion, have no right to trans­gress the law, be­cause, don’t you see, they are or­din­ary. But ex­traordin­ary men have a right to com­mit any crime and to trans­gress the law in any way, just be­cause they are ex­traordin­ary. That was your idea, if I am not mis­taken?”

			“What do you mean? That can’t be right?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in muttered in be­wil­der­ment.

			Raskolnikov smiled again. He saw the point at once, and knew where they wanted to drive him. He de­cided to take up the chal­lenge.

			“That wasn’t quite my con­ten­tion,” he began simply and mod­estly. “Yet I ad­mit that you have stated it al­most cor­rectly; per­haps, if you like, per­fectly so.” (It al­most gave him pleas­ure to ad­mit this.) “The only dif­fer­ence is that I don’t con­tend that ex­traordin­ary people are al­ways bound to com­mit breaches of mor­als, as you call it. In fact, I doubt wheth­er such an ar­gu­ment could be pub­lished. I simply hin­ted that an ‘ex­traordin­ary’ man has the right … that is not an of­fi­cial right, but an in­ner right to de­cide in his own con­science to over­step … cer­tain obstacles, and only in case it is es­sen­tial for the prac­tic­al ful­fil­ment of his idea (some­times, per­haps, of be­ne­fit to the whole of hu­man­ity). You say that my art­icle isn’t def­in­ite; I am ready to make it as clear as I can. Per­haps I am right in think­ing you want me to; very well. I main­tain that if the dis­cov­er­ies of Kepler and New­ton could not have been made known ex­cept by sac­ri­fi­cing the lives of one, a dozen, a hun­dred, or more men, New­ton would have had the right, would in­deed have been in duty-bound … to elim­in­ate the dozen or the hun­dred men for the sake of mak­ing his dis­cov­er­ies known to the whole of hu­man­ity. But it does not fol­low from that that New­ton had a right to murder people right and left and to steal every day in the mar­ket. Then, I re­mem­ber, I main­tain in my art­icle that all … well, le­gis­lat­ors and lead­ers of men, such as Ly­cur­gus, So­lon, Muhammad, Na­po­leon, and so on, were all without ex­cep­tion crim­in­als, from the very fact that, mak­ing a new law, they trans­gressed the an­cient one, handed down from their an­cest­ors and held sac­red by the people, and they did not stop short at blood­shed either, if that blood­shed—of­ten of in­no­cent per­sons fight­ing bravely in de­fence of an­cient law—were of use to their cause. It’s re­mark­able, in fact, that the ma­jor­ity, in­deed, of these be­ne­fact­ors and lead­ers of hu­man­ity were guilty of ter­rible carnage. In short, I main­tain that all great men or even men a little out of the com­mon, that is to say cap­able of giv­ing some new word, must from their very nature be crim­in­als—more or less, of course. Oth­er­wise it’s hard for them to get out of the com­mon rut; and to re­main in the com­mon rut is what they can’t sub­mit to, from their very nature again, and to my mind they ought not, in­deed, to sub­mit to it. You see that there is noth­ing par­tic­u­larly new in all that. The same thing has been prin­ted and read a thou­sand times be­fore. As for my di­vi­sion of people in­to or­din­ary and ex­traordin­ary, I ac­know­ledge that it’s some­what ar­bit­rary, but I don’t in­sist upon ex­act num­bers. I only be­lieve in my lead­ing idea that men are in gen­er­al di­vided by a law of nature in­to two cat­egor­ies, in­feri­or (or­din­ary), that is, so to say, ma­ter­i­al that serves only to re­pro­duce its kind, and men who have the gift or the tal­ent to ut­ter a new word. There are, of course, in­nu­mer­able sub­di­vi­sions, but the dis­tin­guish­ing fea­tures of both cat­egor­ies are fairly well marked. The first cat­egory, gen­er­ally speak­ing, are men con­ser­vat­ive in tem­pera­ment and law-abid­ing; they live un­der con­trol and love to be con­trolled. To my think­ing it is their duty to be con­trolled, be­cause that’s their vo­ca­tion, and there is noth­ing hu­mi­li­at­ing in it for them. The second cat­egory all trans­gress the law; they are des­troy­ers or dis­posed to de­struc­tion ac­cord­ing to their ca­pa­cit­ies. The crimes of these men are of course re­l­at­ive and var­ied; for the most part they seek in very var­ied ways the de­struc­tion of the present for the sake of the bet­ter. But if such a one is forced for the sake of his idea to step over a corpse or wade through blood, he can, I main­tain, find with­in him­self, in his con­science, a sanc­tion for wad­ing through blood—that de­pends on the idea and its di­men­sions, note that. It’s only in that sense I speak of their right to crime in my art­icle (you re­mem­ber it began with the leg­al ques­tion). There’s no need for such anxi­ety, how­ever; the masses will scarcely ever ad­mit this right, they pun­ish them or hang them (more or less), and in do­ing so ful­fil quite justly their con­ser­vat­ive vo­ca­tion. But the same masses set these crim­in­als on a ped­es­tal in the next gen­er­a­tion and wor­ship them (more or less). The first cat­egory is al­ways the man of the present, the second the man of the fu­ture. The first pre­serve the world and people it, the second move the world and lead it to its goal. Each class has an equal right to ex­ist. In fact, all have equal rights with me—and vive la guerre éter­nelle—till the New Jer­u­s­alem, of course!”

			“Then you be­lieve in the New Jer­u­s­alem, do you?”

			“I do,” Raskolnikov answered firmly; as he said these words and dur­ing the whole pre­ced­ing tirade he kept his eyes on one spot on the car­pet.

			“And … and do you be­lieve in God? Ex­cuse my curi­os­ity.”

			“I do,” re­peated Raskolnikov, rais­ing his eyes to Por­firy.

			“And … do you be­lieve in Laz­arus’ rising from the dead?”

			“I … I do. Why do you ask all this?”

			“You be­lieve it lit­er­ally?”

			“Lit­er­ally.”

			“You don’t say so. … I asked from curi­os­ity. Ex­cuse me. But let us go back to the ques­tion; they are not al­ways ex­ecuted. Some, on the con­trary …”

			“Tri­umph in their life­time? Oh, yes, some at­tain their ends in this life, and then …”

			“They be­gin ex­ecut­ing oth­er people?”

			“If it’s ne­ces­sary; in­deed, for the most part they do. Your re­mark is very witty.”

			“Thank you. But tell me this: how do you dis­tin­guish those ex­traordin­ary people from the or­din­ary ones? Are there signs at their birth? I feel there ought to be more ex­actitude, more ex­tern­al defin­i­tion. Ex­cuse the nat­ur­al anxi­ety of a prac­tic­al law-abid­ing cit­izen, but couldn’t they ad­opt a spe­cial uni­form, for in­stance, couldn’t they wear some­thing, be branded in some way? For you know if con­fu­sion arises and a mem­ber of one cat­egory ima­gines that he be­longs to the oth­er, be­gins to ‘elim­in­ate obstacles’ as you so hap­pily ex­pressed it, then …”

			“Oh, that very of­ten hap­pens! That re­mark is wit­ti­er than the oth­er.”

			“Thank you.”

			“No reas­on to; but take note that the mis­take can only arise in the first cat­egory, that is among the or­din­ary people (as I per­haps un­for­tu­nately called them). In spite of their pre­dis­pos­i­tion to obed­i­ence very many of them, through a play­ful­ness of nature, some­times vouch­safed even to the cow, like to ima­gine them­selves ad­vanced people, ‘des­troy­ers,’ and to push them­selves in­to the ‘new move­ment,’ and this quite sin­cerely. Mean­while the really new people are very of­ten un­ob­served by them, or even des­pised as re­ac­tion­ar­ies of grov­el­ling tend­en­cies. But I don’t think there is any con­sid­er­able danger here, and you really need not be un­easy for they nev­er go very far. Of course, they might have a thrash­ing some­times for let­ting their fancy run away with them and to teach them their place, but no more; in fact, even this isn’t ne­ces­sary as they cas­tig­ate them­selves, for they are very con­scien­tious: some per­form this ser­vice for one an­oth­er and oth­ers chas­tise them­selves with their own hands. … They will im­pose vari­ous pub­lic acts of pen­it­ence upon them­selves with a beau­ti­ful and edi­fy­ing ef­fect; in fact you’ve noth­ing to be un­easy about. … It’s a law of nature.”

			“Well, you have cer­tainly set my mind more at rest on that score; but there’s an­oth­er thing wor­ries me. Tell me, please, are there many people who have the right to kill oth­ers, these ex­traordin­ary people? I am ready to bow down to them, of course, but you must ad­mit it’s alarm­ing if there are a great many of them, eh?”

			“Oh, you needn’t worry about that either,” Raskolnikov went on in the same tone. “People with new ideas, people with the faintest ca­pa­city for say­ing some­thing new, are ex­tremely few in num­ber, ex­traordin­ar­ily so in fact. One thing only is clear, that the ap­pear­ance of all these grades and sub­di­vi­sions of men must fol­low with un­fail­ing reg­u­lar­ity some law of nature. That law, of course, is un­known at present, but I am con­vinced that it ex­ists, and one day may be­come known. The vast mass of man­kind is mere ma­ter­i­al, and only ex­ists in or­der by some great ef­fort, by some mys­ter­i­ous pro­cess, by means of some cross­ing of races and stocks, to bring in­to the world at last per­haps one man out of a thou­sand with a spark of in­de­pend­ence. One in ten thou­sand per­haps—I speak roughly, ap­prox­im­ately—is born with some in­de­pend­ence, and with still great­er in­de­pend­ence one in a hun­dred thou­sand. The man of geni­us is one of mil­lions, and the great geni­uses, the crown of hu­man­ity, ap­pear on earth per­haps one in many thou­sand mil­lions. In fact I have not peeped in­to the re­tort in which all this takes place. But there cer­tainly is and must be a def­in­ite law, it can­not be a mat­ter of chance.”

			“Why, are you both jok­ing?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in cried at last. “There you sit, mak­ing fun of one an­oth­er. Are you ser­i­ous, Rodya?”

			Raskolnikov raised his pale and al­most mourn­ful face and made no reply. And the un­con­cealed, per­sist­ent, nervous, and dis­cour­teous sar­casm of Por­firy seemed strange to Ra­zu­mi­h­in be­side that quiet and mourn­ful face.

			“Well, broth­er, if you are really ser­i­ous … You are right, of course, in say­ing that it’s not new, that it’s like what we’ve read and heard a thou­sand times already; but what is really ori­gin­al in all this, and is ex­clus­ively your own, to my hor­ror, is that you sanc­tion blood­shed in the name of con­science, and, ex­cuse my say­ing so, with such fan­at­icism. … That, I take it, is the point of your art­icle. But that sanc­tion of blood­shed by con­science is to my mind … more ter­rible than the of­fi­cial, leg­al sanc­tion of blood­shed. …”

			“You are quite right, it is more ter­rible,” Por­firy agreed.

			“Yes, you must have ex­ag­ger­ated! There is some mis­take, I shall read it. You can’t think that! I shall read it.”

			“All that is not in the art­icle, there’s only a hint of it,” said Raskolnikov.

			“Yes, yes.” Por­firy couldn’t sit still. “Your at­ti­tude to crime is pretty clear to me now, but … ex­cuse me for my im­per­tin­ence (I am really ashamed to be wor­ry­ing you like this), you see, you’ve re­moved my anxi­ety as to the two grades get­ting mixed, but … there are vari­ous prac­tic­al pos­sib­il­it­ies that make me un­easy! What if some man or youth ima­gines that he is a Ly­cur­gus or Muhammad—a fu­ture one of course—and sup­pose he be­gins to re­move all obstacles. … He has some great en­ter­prise be­fore him and needs money for it … and tries to get it … do you see?”

			Zamet­ov gave a sud­den guf­faw in his corner. Raskolnikov did not even raise his eyes to him.

			“I must ad­mit,” he went on calmly, “that such cases cer­tainly must arise. The vain and fool­ish are par­tic­u­larly apt to fall in­to that snare; young people es­pe­cially.”

			“Yes, you see. Well then?”

			“What then?” Raskolnikov smiled in reply; “that’s not my fault. So it is and so it al­ways will be. He said just now (he nod­ded at Ra­zu­mi­h­in) that I sanc­tion blood­shed. So­ci­ety is too well pro­tec­ted by pris­ons, ban­ish­ment, crim­in­al in­vest­ig­at­ors, pen­al ser­vitude. There’s no need to be un­easy. You have but to catch the thief.”

			“And what if we do catch him?”

			“Then he gets what he de­serves.”

			“You are cer­tainly lo­gic­al. But what of his con­science?”

			“Why do you care about that?”

			“Simply from hu­man­ity.”

			“If he has a con­science he will suf­fer for his mis­take. That will be his pun­ish­ment—as well as the pris­on.”

			“But the real geni­uses,” asked Ra­zu­mi­h­in frown­ing, “those who have the right to murder? Oughtn’t they to suf­fer at all even for the blood they’ve shed?”

			“Why the word ought? It’s not a mat­ter of per­mis­sion or pro­hib­i­tion. He will suf­fer if he is sorry for his vic­tim. Pain and suf­fer­ing are al­ways in­ev­it­able for a large in­tel­li­gence and a deep heart. The really great men must, I think, have great sad­ness on earth,” he ad­ded dream­ily, not in the tone of the con­ver­sa­tion.

			He raised his eyes, looked earn­estly at them all, smiled, and took his cap. He was too quiet by com­par­is­on with his man­ner at his en­trance, and he felt this. Every­one got up.

			“Well, you may ab­use me, be angry with me if you like,” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch began again, “but I can’t res­ist. Al­low me one little ques­tion (I know I am troub­ling you). There is just one little no­tion I want to ex­press, simply that I may not for­get it.”

			“Very good, tell me your little no­tion,” Raskolnikov stood wait­ing, pale and grave be­fore him.

			“Well, you see … I really don’t know how to ex­press it prop­erly. … It’s a play­ful, psy­cho­lo­gic­al idea. … When you were writ­ing your art­icle, surely you couldn’t have helped, he-he! fancy­ing your­self … just a little, an ‘ex­traordin­ary’ man, ut­ter­ing a new word in your sense. … That’s so, isn’t it?”

			“Quite pos­sibly,” Raskolnikov answered con­temp­tu­ously.

			Ra­zu­mi­h­in made a move­ment.

			“And, if so, could you bring your­self in case of worldly dif­fi­culties and hard­ship or for some ser­vice to hu­man­ity—to over­step obstacles? … For in­stance, to rob and murder?”

			And again he winked with his left eye, and laughed noise­lessly just as be­fore.

			“If I did I cer­tainly should not tell you,” Raskolnikov answered with de­fi­ant and haughty con­tempt.

			“No, I was only in­ter­ested on ac­count of your art­icle, from a lit­er­ary point of view …”

			“Foo! how ob­vi­ous and in­solent that is!” Raskolnikov thought with re­pul­sion.

			“Al­low me to ob­serve,” he answered dryly, “that I don’t con­sider my­self a Muhammad or a Na­po­leon, nor any per­son­age of that kind, and not be­ing one of them I can­not tell you how I should act.”

			“Oh, come, don’t we all think ourselves Na­po­leons now in Rus­sia?” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch said with alarm­ing fa­mili­ar­ity.

			Some­thing pe­cu­li­ar be­trayed it­self in the very in­ton­a­tion of his voice.

			“Per­haps it was one of these fu­ture Na­po­leons who did for Alyona Ivan­ovna last week?” Zamet­ov blur­ted out from the corner.

			Raskolnikov did not speak, but looked firmly and in­tently at Por­firy. Ra­zu­mi­h­in was scowl­ing gloomily. He seemed be­fore this to be no­ti­cing some­thing. He looked an­grily around. There was a minute of gloomy si­lence. Raskolnikov turned to go.

			“Are you go­ing already?” Por­firy said ami­ably, hold­ing out his hand with ex­cess­ive po­lite­ness. “Very, very glad of your ac­quaint­ance. As for your re­quest, have no un­eas­i­ness, write just as I told you, or, bet­ter still, come to me there your­self in a day or two … to­mor­row, in­deed. I shall be there at el­ev­en o’clock for cer­tain. We’ll ar­range it all; we’ll have a talk. As one of the last to be there, you might per­haps be able to tell us some­thing,” he ad­ded with a most good-natured ex­pres­sion.

			“You want to cross-ex­am­ine me of­fi­cially in due form?” Raskolnikov asked sharply.

			“Oh, why? That’s not ne­ces­sary for the present. You mis­un­der­stand me. I lose no op­por­tun­ity, you see, and … I’ve talked with all who had pledges. … I ob­tained evid­ence from some of them, and you are the last. … Yes, by the way,” he cried, seem­ingly sud­denly de­lighted, “I just re­mem­ber, what was I think­ing of?” he turned to Ra­zu­mi­h­in, “you were talk­ing my ears off about that Nikolay … of course, I know, I know very well,” he turned to Raskolnikov, “that the fel­low is in­no­cent, but what is one to do? We had to trouble Dmitri too. … This is the point, this is all: when you went up the stairs it was past sev­en, wasn’t it?”

			“Yes,” answered Raskolnikov, with an un­pleas­ant sen­sa­tion at the very mo­ment he spoke that he need not have said it.

			“Then when you went up­stairs between sev­en and eight, didn’t you see in a flat that stood open on a second storey, do you re­mem­ber? two work­men or at least one of them? They were paint­ing there, didn’t you no­tice them? It’s very, very im­port­ant for them.”

			“Paint­ers? No, I didn’t see them,” Raskolnikov answered slowly, as though ran­sack­ing his memory, while at the same in­stant he was rack­ing every nerve, al­most swoon­ing with anxi­ety to con­jec­ture as quickly as pos­sible where the trap lay and not to over­look any­thing. “No, I didn’t see them, and I don’t think I no­ticed a flat like that open. … But on the fourth storey” (he had mastered the trap now and was tri­umphant) “I re­mem­ber now that someone was mov­ing out of the flat op­pos­ite Alyona Ivan­ovna’s. … I re­mem­ber … I re­mem­ber it clearly. Some port­ers were car­ry­ing out a sofa and they squeezed me against the wall. But paint­ers … no, I don’t re­mem­ber that there were any paint­ers, and I don’t think that there was a flat open any­where, no, there wasn’t.”

			“What do you mean?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in shouted sud­denly, as though he had re­flec­ted and real­ised. “Why, it was on the day of the murder the paint­ers were at work, and he was there three days be­fore? What are you ask­ing?”

			“Foo! I have muddled it!” Por­firy slapped him­self on the fore­head. “Deuce take it! This busi­ness is turn­ing my brain!” he ad­dressed Raskolnikov some­what apo­lo­get­ic­ally. “It would be such a great thing for us to find out wheth­er any­one had seen them between sev­en and eight at the flat, so I fan­cied you could per­haps have told us some­thing. … I quite muddled it.”

			“Then you should be more care­ful,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in ob­served grimly.

			The last words were uttered in the pas­sage. Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch saw them to the door with ex­cess­ive po­lite­ness.

			They went out in­to the street gloomy and sul­len, and for some steps they did not say a word. Raskolnikov drew a deep breath.

		
	
		
			VI

			“I don’t be­lieve it, I can’t be­lieve it!” re­peated Ra­zu­mi­h­in, try­ing in per­plex­ity to re­fute Raskolnikov’s ar­gu­ments.

			They were by now ap­proach­ing Bakaleyev’s lodgings, where Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna and Dounia had been ex­pect­ing them a long while. Ra­zu­mi­h­in kept stop­ping on the way in the heat of dis­cus­sion, con­fused and ex­cited by the very fact that they were for the first time speak­ing openly about it.

			“Don’t be­lieve it, then!” answered Raskolnikov, with a cold, care­less smile. “You were no­ti­cing noth­ing as usu­al, but I was weigh­ing every word.”

			“You are sus­pi­cious. That is why you weighed their words … h’m … cer­tainly, I agree, Por­firy’s tone was rather strange, and still more that wretch Zamet­ov! … You are right, there was some­thing about him—but why? Why?”

			“He has changed his mind since last night.”

			“Quite the con­trary! If they had that brain­less idea, they would do their ut­most to hide it, and con­ceal their cards, so as to catch you af­ter­wards. … But it was all im­pudent and care­less.”

			“If they had had facts—I mean, real facts—or at least grounds for sus­pi­cion, then they would cer­tainly have tried to hide their game, in the hope of get­ting more (they would have made a search long ago be­sides). But they have no facts, not one. It is all mirage—all am­bigu­ous. Simply a float­ing idea. So they try to throw me out by im­pudence. And per­haps, he was ir­rit­ated at hav­ing no facts, and blur­ted it out in his vex­a­tion—or per­haps he has some plan … he seems an in­tel­li­gent man. Per­haps he wanted to fright­en me by pre­tend­ing to know. They have a psy­cho­logy of their own, broth­er. But it is loath­some ex­plain­ing it all. Stop!”

			“And it’s in­sult­ing, in­sult­ing! I un­der­stand you. But … since we have spoken openly now (and it is an ex­cel­lent thing that we have at last—I am glad) I will own now frankly that I no­ticed it in them long ago, this idea. Of course the merest hint only—an in­sinu­ation—but why an in­sinu­ation even? How dare they? What found­a­tion have they? If only you knew how furi­ous I have been. Think only! Simply be­cause a poor stu­dent, un­hinged by poverty and hy­po­chon­dria, on the eve of a severe de­li­ri­ous ill­ness (note that), sus­pi­cious, vain, proud, who has not seen a soul to speak to for six months, in rags and in boots without soles, has to face some wretched po­lice­men and put up with their in­solence; and the un­ex­pec­ted debt thrust un­der his nose, the I.O.U. presen­ted by Tchebarov, the new paint, thirty de­grees Reau­mur and a stifling at­mo­sphere, a crowd of people, the talk about the murder of a per­son where he had been just be­fore, and all that on an empty stom­ach—he might well have a faint­ing fit! And that, that is what they found it all on! Damn them! I un­der­stand how an­noy­ing it is, but in your place, Rodya, I would laugh at them, or bet­ter still, spit in their ugly faces, and spit a dozen times in all dir­ec­tions. I’d hit out in all dir­ec­tions, neatly too, and so I’d put an end to it. Damn them! Don’t be down­hearted. It’s a shame!”

			“He really has put it well, though,” Raskolnikov thought.

			“Damn them? But the cross-ex­am­in­a­tion again, to­mor­row?” he said with bit­ter­ness. “Must I really enter in­to ex­plan­a­tions with them? I feel vexed as it is, that I con­des­cen­ded to speak to Zamet­ov yes­ter­day in the res­taur­ant. …”

			“Damn it! I will go my­self to Por­firy. I will squeeze it out of him, as one of the fam­ily: he must let me know the ins and outs of it all! And as for Zamet­ov …”

			“At last he sees through him!” thought Raskolnikov.

			“Stay!” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in, seiz­ing him by the shoulder again. “Stay! you were wrong. I have thought it out. You are wrong! How was that a trap? You say that the ques­tion about the work­men was a trap. But if you had done that, could you have said you had seen them paint­ing the flat … and the work­men? On the con­trary, you would have seen noth­ing, even if you had seen it. Who would own it against him­self?”

			“If I had done that thing, I should cer­tainly have said that I had seen the work­men and the flat,” Raskolnikov answered, with re­luct­ance and ob­vi­ous dis­gust.

			“But why speak against your­self?”

			“Be­cause only peas­ants, or the most in­ex­per­i­enced novices deny everything flatly at ex­am­in­a­tions. If a man is ever so little de­veloped and ex­per­i­enced, he will cer­tainly try to ad­mit all the ex­tern­al facts that can’t be avoided, but will seek oth­er ex­plan­a­tions of them, will in­tro­duce some spe­cial, un­ex­pec­ted turn, that will give them an­oth­er sig­ni­fic­ance and put them in an­oth­er light. Por­firy might well reck­on that I should be sure to an­swer so, and say I had seen them to give an air of truth, and then make some ex­plan­a­tion.”

			“But he would have told you at once that the work­men could not have been there two days be­fore, and that there­fore you must have been there on the day of the murder at eight o’clock. And so he would have caught you over a de­tail.”

			“Yes, that is what he was reck­on­ing on, that I should not have time to re­flect, and should be in a hurry to make the most likely an­swer, and so would for­get that the work­men could not have been there two days be­fore.”

			“But how could you for­get it?”

			“Noth­ing easi­er. It is in just such stu­pid things clev­er people are most eas­ily caught. The more cun­ning a man is, the less he sus­pects that he will be caught in a simple thing. The more cun­ning a man is, the sim­pler the trap he must be caught in. Por­firy is not such a fool as you think. …”

			“He is a knave then, if that is so!”

			Raskolnikov could not help laugh­ing. But at the very mo­ment, he was struck by the strange­ness of his own frank­ness, and the eager­ness with which he had made this ex­plan­a­tion, though he had kept up all the pre­ced­ing con­ver­sa­tion with gloomy re­pul­sion, ob­vi­ously with a motive, from ne­ces­sity.

			“I am get­ting a rel­ish for cer­tain as­pects!” he thought to him­self. But al­most at the same in­stant he be­came sud­denly un­easy, as though an un­ex­pec­ted and alarm­ing idea had oc­curred to him. His un­eas­i­ness kept on in­creas­ing. They had just reached the en­trance to Bakaleyev’s.

			“Go in alone!” said Raskolnikov sud­denly. “I will be back dir­ectly.”

			“Where are you go­ing? Why, we are just here.”

			“I can’t help it. … I will come in half an hour. Tell them.”

			“Say what you like, I will come with you.”

			“You, too, want to tor­ture me!” he screamed, with such bit­ter ir­rit­a­tion, such des­pair in his eyes that Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s hands dropped. He stood for some time on the steps, look­ing gloomily at Raskolnikov strid­ing rap­idly away in the dir­ec­tion of his lodging. At last, grit­ting his teeth and clench­ing his fist, he swore he would squeeze Por­firy like a lem­on that very day, and went up the stairs to re­as­sure Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, who was by now alarmed at their long ab­sence.

			When Raskolnikov got home, his hair was soaked with sweat and he was breath­ing heav­ily. He went rap­idly up the stairs, walked in­to his un­locked room and at once fastened the latch. Then in sense­less ter­ror he rushed to the corner, to that hole un­der the pa­per where he had put the things; put his hand in, and for some minutes felt care­fully in the hole, in every crack and fold of the pa­per. Find­ing noth­ing, he got up and drew a deep breath. As he was reach­ing the steps of Bakaleyev’s, he sud­denly fan­cied that some­thing, a chain, a stud or even a bit of pa­per in which they had been wrapped with the old wo­man’s hand­writ­ing on it, might some­how have slipped out and been lost in some crack, and then might sud­denly turn up as un­ex­pec­ted, con­clus­ive evid­ence against him.

			He stood as though lost in thought, and a strange, hu­mi­li­ated, half sense­less smile strayed on his lips. He took his cap at last and went quietly out of the room. His ideas were all tangled. He went dream­ily through the gate­way.

			“Here he is him­self,” shouted a loud voice.

			He raised his head.

			The port­er was stand­ing at the door of his little room and was point­ing him out to a short man who looked like an ar­tis­an, wear­ing a long coat and a waist­coat, and look­ing at a dis­tance re­mark­ably like a wo­man. He stooped, and his head in a greasy cap hung for­ward. From his wrinkled flabby face he looked over fifty; his little eyes were lost in fat and they looked out grimly, sternly and dis­con­ten­tedly.

			“What is it?” Raskolnikov asked, go­ing up to the port­er.

			The man stole a look at him from un­der his brows and he looked at him at­tent­ively, de­lib­er­ately; then he turned slowly and went out of the gate in­to the street without say­ing a word.

			“What is it?” cried Raskolnikov.

			“Why, he there was ask­ing wheth­er a stu­dent lived here, men­tioned your name and whom you lodged with. I saw you com­ing and poin­ted you out and he went away. It’s funny.”

			The port­er too seemed rather puzzled, but not much so, and after won­der­ing for a mo­ment he turned and went back to his room.

			Raskolnikov ran after the stranger, and at once caught sight of him walk­ing along the oth­er side of the street with the same even, de­lib­er­ate step with his eyes fixed on the ground, as though in med­it­a­tion. He soon over­took him, but for some time walked be­hind him. At last, mov­ing on to a level with him, he looked at his face. The man no­ticed him at once, looked at him quickly, but dropped his eyes again; and so they walked for a minute side by side without ut­ter­ing a word.

			“You were in­quir­ing for me … of the port­er?” Raskolnikov said at last, but in a curi­ously quiet voice.

			The man made no an­swer; he didn’t even look at him. Again they were both si­lent.

			“Why do you … come and ask for me … and say noth­ing. … What’s the mean­ing of it?”

			Raskolnikov’s voice broke and he seemed un­able to ar­tic­u­late the words clearly.

			The man raised his eyes this time and turned a gloomy sin­is­ter look at Raskolnikov.

			“Mur­der­er!” he said sud­denly in a quiet but clear and dis­tinct voice.

			Raskolnikov went on walk­ing be­side him. His legs felt sud­denly weak, a cold shiver ran down his spine, and his heart seemed to stand still for a mo­ment, then sud­denly began throb­bing as though it were set free. So they walked for about a hun­dred paces, side by side in si­lence.

			The man did not look at him.

			“What do you mean … what is. … Who is a mur­der­er?” muttered Raskolnikov hardly aud­ibly.

			“You are a mur­der­er,” the man answered still more ar­tic­u­lately and em­phat­ic­ally, with a smile of tri­umphant hatred, and again he looked straight in­to Raskolnikov’s pale face and stricken eyes.

			They had just reached the cross­roads. The man turned to the left without look­ing be­hind him. Raskolnikov re­mained stand­ing, gaz­ing after him. He saw him turn round fifty paces away and look back at him still stand­ing there. Raskolnikov could not see clearly, but he fan­cied that he was again smil­ing the same smile of cold hatred and tri­umph.

			With slow fal­ter­ing steps, with shak­ing knees, Raskolnikov made his way back to his little gar­ret, feel­ing chilled all over. He took off his cap and put it on the table, and for ten minutes he stood without mov­ing. Then he sank ex­hausted on the sofa and with a weak moan of pain he stretched him­self on it. So he lay for half an hour.

			He thought of noth­ing. Some thoughts or frag­ments of thoughts, some im­ages without or­der or co­her­ence floated be­fore his mind—faces of people he had seen in his child­hood or met some­where once, whom he would nev­er have re­called, the bel­fry of the church at V——, the bil­liard table in a res­taur­ant and some of­ficers play­ing bil­liards, the smell of ci­gars in some un­der­ground to­bacco shop, a tav­ern room, a back stair­case quite dark, all sloppy with dirty wa­ter and strewn with egg­shells, and the Sunday bells float­ing in from some­where. … The im­ages fol­lowed one an­oth­er, whirl­ing like a hur­ricane. Some of them he liked and tried to clutch at, but they faded and all the while there was an op­pres­sion with­in him, but it was not over­whelm­ing, some­times it was even pleas­ant. … The slight shiv­er­ing still per­sisted, but that too was an al­most pleas­ant sen­sa­tion.

			He heard the hur­ried foot­steps of Ra­zu­mi­h­in; he closed his eyes and pre­ten­ded to be asleep. Ra­zu­mi­h­in opened the door and stood for some time in the door­way as though hes­it­at­ing, then he stepped softly in­to the room and went cau­tiously to the sofa. Raskolnikov heard Nastasya’s whis­per:

			“Don’t dis­turb him! Let him sleep. He can have his din­ner later.”

			“Quite so,” answered Ra­zu­mi­h­in. Both with­drew care­fully and closed the door. An­oth­er half-hour passed. Raskolnikov opened his eyes, turned on his back again, clasp­ing his hands be­hind his head.

			“Who is he? Who is that man who sprang out of the earth? Where was he, what did he see? He has seen it all, that’s clear. Where was he then? And from where did he see? Why has he only now sprung out of the earth? And how could he see? Is it pos­sible? Hm …” con­tin­ued Raskolnikov, turn­ing cold and shiv­er­ing, “and the jew­el case Nikolay found be­hind the door—was that pos­sible? A clue? You miss an in­fin­ites­im­al line and you can build it in­to a pyr­am­id of evid­ence! A fly flew by and saw it! Is it pos­sible?” He felt with sud­den loath­ing how weak, how phys­ic­ally weak he had be­come. “I ought to have known it,” he thought with a bit­ter smile. “And how dared I, know­ing my­self, know­ing how I should be, take up an axe and shed blood! I ought to have known be­fore­hand. … Ah, but I did know!” he whispered in des­pair. At times he came to a stand­still at some thought.

			“No, those men are not made so. The real Mas­ter to whom all is per­mit­ted storms Toulon, makes a mas­sacre in Par­is, for­gets an army in Egypt, wastes half a mil­lion men in the Mo­scow ex­ped­i­tion and gets off with a jest at Vilna. And al­tars are set up to him after his death, and so all is per­mit­ted. No, such people, it seems, are not of flesh but of bronze!”

			One sud­den ir­rel­ev­ant idea al­most made him laugh. Na­po­leon, the pyr­am­ids, Wa­ter­loo, and a wretched skinny old wo­man, a pawn­broker with a red trunk un­der her bed—it’s a nice hash for Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch to di­gest! How can they di­gest it! It’s too in­ar­tist­ic. “A Na­po­leon creep un­der an old wo­man’s bed! Ugh, how loath­some!”

			At mo­ments he felt he was rav­ing. He sank in­to a state of fe­ver­ish ex­cite­ment. “The old wo­man is of no con­sequence,” he thought, hotly and in­co­her­ently. “The old wo­man was a mis­take per­haps, but she is not what mat­ters! The old wo­man was only an ill­ness. … I was in a hurry to over­step. … I didn’t kill a hu­man be­ing, but a prin­ciple! I killed the prin­ciple, but I didn’t over­step, I stopped on this side. … I was only cap­able of killing. And it seems I wasn’t even cap­able of that … Prin­ciple? Why was that fool Ra­zu­mi­h­in ab­us­ing the so­cial­ists? They are in­dus­tri­ous, com­mer­cial people; ‘the hap­pi­ness of all’ is their case. No, life is only giv­en to me once and I shall nev­er have it again; I don’t want to wait for ‘the hap­pi­ness of all.’ I want to live my­self, or else bet­ter not live at all. I simply couldn’t pass by my moth­er starving, keep­ing my rouble in my pock­et while I waited for the ‘hap­pi­ness of all.’ I am put­ting my little brick in­to the hap­pi­ness of all and so my heart is at peace. Ha-ha! Why have you let me slip? I only live once, I too want. … Ech, I am an aes­thet­ic louse and noth­ing more,” he ad­ded sud­denly, laugh­ing like a mad­man. “Yes, I am cer­tainly a louse,” he went on, clutch­ing at the idea, gloat­ing over it and play­ing with it with vin­dict­ive pleas­ure. “In the first place, be­cause I can reas­on that I am one, and secondly, be­cause for a month past I have been troub­ling be­ne­vol­ent Provid­ence, call­ing it to wit­ness that not for my own fleshly lusts did I un­der­take it, but with a grand and noble ob­ject—ha-ha! Thirdly, be­cause I aimed at car­ry­ing it out as justly as pos­sible, weigh­ing, meas­ur­ing and cal­cu­lat­ing. Of all the lice I picked out the most use­less one and pro­posed to take from her only as much as I needed for the first step, no more nor less (so the rest would have gone to a mon­as­tery, ac­cord­ing to her will, ha-ha!). And what shows that I am ut­terly a louse,” he ad­ded, grind­ing his teeth, “is that I am per­haps viler and more loath­some than the louse I killed, and I felt be­fore­hand that I should tell my­self so after killing her. Can any­thing be com­pared with the hor­ror of that? The vul­gar­ity! The ab­ject­ness! I un­der­stand the ‘proph­et’ with his sabre, on his steed: Al­lah com­mands and ‘trem­bling’ cre­ation must obey! The ‘proph­et’ is right, he is right when he sets a bat­tery across the street and blows up the in­no­cent and the guilty without deign­ing to ex­plain! It’s for you to obey, trem­bling cre­ation, and not to have de­sires, for that’s not for you! … I shall nev­er, nev­er for­give the old wo­man!”

			His hair was soaked with sweat, his quiv­er­ing lips were parched, his eyes were fixed on the ceil­ing.

			“Moth­er, sis­ter—how I loved them! Why do I hate them now? Yes, I hate them, I feel a phys­ic­al hatred for them, I can’t bear them near me. … I went up to my moth­er and kissed her, I re­mem­ber. … To em­brace her and think if she only knew … shall I tell her then? That’s just what I might do. … She must be the same as I am,” he ad­ded, strain­ing him­self to think, as it were strug­gling with de­li­ri­um. “Ah, how I hate the old wo­man now! I feel I should kill her again if she came to life! Poor Liza­veta! Why did she come in? … It’s strange though, why is it I scarcely ever think of her, as though I hadn’t killed her? Liza­veta! So­nia! Poor gentle things, with gentle eyes. … Dear wo­men! Why don’t they weep? Why don’t they moan? They give up everything … their eyes are soft and gentle. … So­nia, So­nia! Gentle So­nia!”

			He lost con­scious­ness; it seemed strange to him that he didn’t re­mem­ber how he got in­to the street. It was late even­ing. The twi­light had fallen and the full moon was shin­ing more and more brightly; but there was a pe­cu­li­ar breath­less­ness in the air. There were crowds of people in the street; work­men and busi­ness people were mak­ing their way home; oth­er people had come out for a walk; there was a smell of mor­tar, dust and stag­nant wa­ter. Raskolnikov walked along, mourn­ful and anxious; he was dis­tinctly aware of hav­ing come out with a pur­pose, of hav­ing to do some­thing in a hurry, but what it was he had for­got­ten. Sud­denly he stood still and saw a man stand­ing on the oth­er side of the street, beck­on­ing to him. He crossed over to him, but at once the man turned and walked away with his head hanging, as though he had made no sign to him. “Stay, did he really beck­on?” Raskolnikov wondered, but he tried to over­take him. When he was with­in ten paces he re­cog­nised him and was frightened; it was the same man with stoop­ing shoulders in the long coat. Raskolnikov fol­lowed him at a dis­tance; his heart was beat­ing; they went down a turn­ing; the man still did not look round. “Does he know I am fol­low­ing him?” thought Raskolnikov. The man went in­to the gate­way of a big house. Raskolnikov hastened to the gate and looked in to see wheth­er he would look round and sign to him. In the court­yard the man did turn round and again seemed to beck­on him. Raskolnikov at once fol­lowed him in­to the yard, but the man was gone. He must have gone up the first stair­case. Raskolnikov rushed after him. He heard slow meas­ured steps two flights above. The stair­case seemed strangely fa­mil­i­ar. He reached the win­dow on the first floor; the moon shone through the panes with a mel­an­choly and mys­ter­i­ous light; then he reached the second floor. Bah! this is the flat where the paint­ers were at work … but how was it he did not re­cog­nise it at once? The steps of the man above had died away. “So he must have stopped or hid­den some­where.” He reached the third storey, should he go on? There was a still­ness that was dread­ful. … But he went on. The sound of his own foot­steps scared and frightened him. How dark it was! The man must be hid­ing in some corner here. Ah! the flat was stand­ing wide open, he hes­it­ated and went in. It was very dark and empty in the pas­sage, as though everything had been re­moved; he crept on tip­toe in­to the par­lour which was flooded with moon­light. Everything there was as be­fore, the chairs, the look­ing-glass, the yel­low sofa and the pic­tures in the frames. A huge, round, cop­per-red moon looked in at the win­dows. “It’s the moon that makes it so still, weav­ing some mys­tery,” thought Raskolnikov. He stood and waited, waited a long while, and the more si­lent the moon­light, the more vi­ol­ently his heart beat, till it was pain­ful. And still the same hush. Sud­denly he heard a mo­ment­ary sharp crack like the snap­ping of a splinter and all was still again. A fly flew up sud­denly and struck the win­dow pane with a plaint­ive buzz. At that mo­ment he no­ticed in the corner between the win­dow and the little cup­board some­thing like a cloak hanging on the wall. “Why is that cloak here?” he thought, “it wasn’t there be­fore. …” He went up to it quietly and felt that there was someone hid­ing be­hind it. He cau­tiously moved the cloak and saw, sit­ting on a chair in the corner, the old wo­man bent double so that he couldn’t see her face; but it was she. He stood over her. “She is afraid,” he thought. He stealth­ily took the axe from the noose and struck her one blow, then an­oth­er on the skull. But strange to say she did not stir, as though she were made of wood. He was frightened, bent down near­er and tried to look at her; but she, too, bent her head lower. He bent right down to the ground and peeped up in­to her face from be­low, he peeped and turned cold with hor­ror: the old wo­man was sit­ting and laugh­ing, shak­ing with noise­less laughter, do­ing her ut­most that he should not hear it. Sud­denly he fan­cied that the door from the bed­room was opened a little and that there was laughter and whis­per­ing with­in. He was over­come with frenzy and he began hit­ting the old wo­man on the head with all his force, but at every blow of the axe the laughter and whis­per­ing from the bed­room grew louder and the old wo­man was simply shak­ing with mirth. He was rush­ing away, but the pas­sage was full of people, the doors of the flats stood open and on the land­ing, on the stairs and every­where be­low there were people, rows of heads, all look­ing, but huddled to­geth­er in si­lence and ex­pect­a­tion. Some­thing gripped his heart, his legs were rooted to the spot, they would not move. … He tried to scream and woke up.

			He drew a deep breath—but his dream seemed strangely to per­sist: his door was flung open and a man whom he had nev­er seen stood in the door­way watch­ing him in­tently.

			Raskolnikov had hardly opened his eyes and he in­stantly closed them again. He lay on his back without stir­ring.

			“Is it still a dream?” he wondered and again raised his eye­lids hardly per­cept­ibly; the stranger was stand­ing in the same place, still watch­ing him.

			He stepped cau­tiously in­to the room, care­fully clos­ing the door after him, went up to the table, paused a mo­ment, still keep­ing his eyes on Raskolnikov, and noise­lessly seated him­self on the chair by the sofa; he put his hat on the floor be­side him and leaned his hands on his cane and his chin on his hands. It was evid­ent that he was pre­pared to wait in­def­in­itely. As far as Raskolnikov could make out from his stolen glances, he was a man no longer young, stout, with a full, fair, al­most whit­ish beard.

			Ten minutes passed. It was still light, but be­gin­ning to get dusk. There was com­plete still­ness in the room. Not a sound came from the stairs. Only a big fly buzzed and fluttered against the win­dow pane. It was un­bear­able at last. Raskolnikov sud­denly got up and sat on the sofa.

			“Come, tell me what you want.”

			“I knew you were not asleep, but only pre­tend­ing,” the stranger answered oddly, laugh­ing calmly. “Arkady Ivan­ovitch Svid­rig­aïlov, al­low me to in­tro­duce my­self. …”
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			“Can this be still a dream?” Raskolnikov thought once more.

			He looked care­fully and sus­pi­ciously at the un­ex­pec­ted vis­it­or.

			“Svid­rig­aïlov! What non­sense! It can’t be!” he said at last aloud in be­wil­der­ment.

			His vis­it­or did not seem at all sur­prised at this ex­clam­a­tion.

			“I’ve come to you for two reas­ons. In the first place, I wanted to make your per­son­al ac­quaint­ance, as I have already heard a great deal about you that is in­ter­est­ing and flat­ter­ing; secondly, I cher­ish the hope that you may not re­fuse to as­sist me in a mat­ter dir­ectly con­cern­ing the wel­fare of your sis­ter, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna. For without your sup­port she might not let me come near her now, for she is pre­ju­diced against me, but with your as­sist­ance I reck­on on …”

			“You reck­on wrongly,” in­ter­rup­ted Raskolnikov.

			“They only ar­rived yes­ter­day, may I ask you?”

			Raskolnikov made no reply.

			“It was yes­ter­day, I know. I only ar­rived my­self the day be­fore. Well, let me tell you this, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, I don’t con­sider it ne­ces­sary to jus­ti­fy my­self, but kindly tell me what was there par­tic­u­larly crim­in­al on my part in all this busi­ness, speak­ing without pre­ju­dice, with com­mon sense?”

			Raskolnikov con­tin­ued to look at him in si­lence.

			“That in my own house I per­se­cuted a de­fence­less girl and ‘in­sul­ted her with my in­fam­ous pro­pos­als’—is that it? (I am an­ti­cip­at­ing you.) But you’ve only to as­sume that I, too, am a man et ni­hil hu­man­um … in a word, that I am cap­able of be­ing at­trac­ted and fall­ing in love (which does not de­pend on our will), then everything can be ex­plained in the most nat­ur­al man­ner. The ques­tion is, am I a mon­ster, or am I my­self a vic­tim? And what if I am a vic­tim? In pro­pos­ing to the ob­ject of my pas­sion to elope with me to Amer­ica or Switzer­land, I may have cher­ished the deep­est re­spect for her and may have thought that I was pro­mot­ing our mu­tu­al hap­pi­ness! Reas­on is the slave of pas­sion, you know; why, prob­ably, I was do­ing more harm to my­self than any­one!”

			“But that’s not the point,” Raskolnikov in­ter­rup­ted with dis­gust. “It’s simply that wheth­er you are right or wrong, we dis­like you. We don’t want to have any­thing to do with you. We show you the door. Go out!”

			Svid­rig­aïlov broke in­to a sud­den laugh.

			“But you’re … but there’s no get­ting round you,” he said, laugh­ing in the frankest way. “I hoped to get round you, but you took up the right line at once!”

			“But you are try­ing to get round me still!”

			“What of it? What of it?” cried Svid­rig­aïlov, laugh­ing openly. “But this is what the French call bonne guerre, and the most in­no­cent form of de­cep­tion! … But still you have in­ter­rup­ted me; one way or an­oth­er, I re­peat again: there would nev­er have been any un­pleas­ant­ness ex­cept for what happened in the garden. Marfa Pet­ro­vna …”

			“You have got rid of Marfa Pet­ro­vna, too, so they say?” Raskolnikov in­ter­rup­ted rudely.

			“Oh, you’ve heard that, too, then? You’d be sure to, though. … But as for your ques­tion, I really don’t know what to say, though my own con­science is quite at rest on that score. Don’t sup­pose that I am in any ap­pre­hen­sion about it. All was reg­u­lar and in or­der; the med­ic­al in­quiry dia­gnosed apo­plexy due to bathing im­me­di­ately after a heavy din­ner and a bottle of wine, and in­deed it could have proved noth­ing else. But I’ll tell you what I have been think­ing to my­self of late, on my way here in the train, es­pe­cially: didn’t I con­trib­ute to all that … calam­ity, mor­ally, in a way, by ir­rit­a­tion or some­thing of the sort. But I came to the con­clu­sion that that, too, was quite out of the ques­tion.”

			Raskolnikov laughed.

			“I won­der you trouble your­self about it!”

			“But what are you laugh­ing at? Only con­sider, I struck her just twice with a switch—there were no marks even … don’t re­gard me as a cyn­ic, please; I am per­fectly aware how at­ro­cious it was of me and all that; but I know for cer­tain, too, that Marfa Pet­ro­vna was very likely pleased at my, so to say, warmth. The story of your sis­ter had been wrung out to the last drop; for the last three days Marfa Pet­ro­vna had been forced to sit at home; she had noth­ing to show her­self with in the town. Be­sides, she had bored them so with that let­ter (you heard about her read­ing the let­ter). And all of a sud­den those two switches fell from heav­en! Her first act was to or­der the car­riage to be got out. … Not to speak of the fact that there are cases when wo­men are very, very glad to be in­sul­ted in spite of all their show of in­dig­na­tion. There are in­stances of it with every­one; hu­man be­ings in gen­er­al, in­deed, greatly love to be in­sul­ted, have you no­ticed that? But it’s par­tic­u­larly so with wo­men. One might even say it’s their only amuse­ment.”

			At one time Raskolnikov thought of get­ting up and walk­ing out and so fin­ish­ing the in­ter­view. But some curi­os­ity and even a sort of prudence made him linger for a mo­ment.

			“You are fond of fight­ing?” he asked care­lessly.

			“No, not very,” Svid­rig­aïlov answered, calmly. “And Marfa Pet­ro­vna and I scarcely ever fought. We lived very har­mo­ni­ously, and she was al­ways pleased with me. I only used the whip twice in all our sev­en years (not count­ing a third oc­ca­sion of a very am­bigu­ous char­ac­ter). The first time, two months after our mar­riage, im­me­di­ately after we ar­rived in the coun­try, and the last time was that of which we are speak­ing. Did you sup­pose I was such a mon­ster, such a re­ac­tion­ary, such a slave driver? Ha, ha! By the way, do you re­mem­ber, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, how a few years ago, in those days of be­ne­fi­cent pub­li­city, a no­ble­man, I’ve for­got­ten his name, was put to shame every­where, in all the pa­pers, for hav­ing thrashed a Ger­man wo­man in the rail­way train. You re­mem­ber? It was in those days, that very year I be­lieve, the ‘dis­grace­ful ac­tion of the Age’ took place (you know, ‘The Egyp­tian Nights,’ that pub­lic read­ing, you re­mem­ber? The dark eyes, you know! Ah, the golden days of our youth, where are they?). Well, as for the gen­tle­man who thrashed the Ger­man, I feel no sym­pathy with him, be­cause after all what need is there for sym­pathy? But I must say that there are some­times such pro­vok­ing ‘Ger­mans’ that I don’t be­lieve there is a pro­gress­ive who could quite an­swer for him­self. No one looked at the sub­ject from that point of view then, but that’s the truly hu­mane point of view, I as­sure you.”

			After say­ing this, Svid­rig­aïlov broke in­to a sud­den laugh again. Raskolnikov saw clearly that this was a man with a firm pur­pose in his mind and able to keep it to him­self.

			“I ex­pect you’ve not talked to any­one for some days?” he asked.

			“Scarcely any­one. I sup­pose you are won­der­ing at my be­ing such an ad­apt­able man?”

			“No, I am only won­der­ing at your be­ing too ad­apt­able a man.”

			“Be­cause I am not of­fen­ded at the rude­ness of your ques­tions? Is that it? But why take of­fence? As you asked, so I answered,” he replied, with a sur­pris­ing ex­pres­sion of sim­pli­city. “You know, there’s hardly any­thing I take in­terest in,” he went on, as it were dream­ily, “es­pe­cially now, I’ve noth­ing to do. … You are quite at liberty to ima­gine though that I am mak­ing up to you with a motive, par­tic­u­larly as I told you I want to see your sis­ter about some­thing. But I’ll con­fess frankly, I am very much bored. The last three days es­pe­cially, so I am de­lighted to see you. … Don’t be angry, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, but you seem to be some­how aw­fully strange your­self. Say what you like, there’s some­thing wrong with you, and now, too … not this very minute, I mean, but now, gen­er­ally. … Well, well, I won’t, I won’t, don’t scowl! I am not such a bear, you know, as you think.”

			Raskolnikov looked gloomily at him.

			“You are not a bear, per­haps, at all,” he said. “I fancy in­deed that you are a man of very good breed­ing, or at least know how on oc­ca­sion to be­have like one.”

			“I am not par­tic­u­larly in­ter­ested in any­one’s opin­ion,” Svid­rig­aïlov answered, dryly and even with a shade of haught­i­ness, “and there­fore why not be vul­gar at times when vul­gar­ity is such a con­veni­ent cloak for our cli­mate … and es­pe­cially if one has a nat­ur­al propensity that way,” he ad­ded, laugh­ing again.

			“But I’ve heard you have many friends here. You are, as they say, ‘not without con­nec­tions.’ What can you want with me, then, un­less you’ve some spe­cial ob­ject?”

			“That’s true that I have friends here,” Svid­rig­aïlov ad­mit­ted, not reply­ing to the chief point. “I’ve met some already. I’ve been loun­ging about for the last three days, and I’ve seen them, or they’ve seen me. That’s a mat­ter of course. I am well dressed and reckoned not a poor man; the eman­cip­a­tion of the serfs hasn’t af­fected me; my prop­erty con­sists chiefly of forests and wa­ter mead­ows. The rev­en­ue has not fallen off; but … I am not go­ing to see them, I was sick of them long ago. I’ve been here three days and have called on no one. … What a town it is! How has it come in­to ex­ist­ence among us, tell me that? A town of of­fi­cials and stu­dents of all sorts. Yes, there’s a great deal I didn’t no­tice when I was here eight years ago, kick­ing up my heels. … My only hope now is in ana­tomy, by Jove, it is!”

			“Ana­tomy?”

			“But as for these clubs, Dus­sauts, parades, or pro­gress, in­deed, maybe—well, all that can go on without me,” he went on, again without no­ti­cing the ques­tion. “Be­sides, who wants to be a card­sharp­er?”

			“Why, have you been a card­sharp­er then?”

			“How could I help be­ing? There was a reg­u­lar set of us, men of the best so­ci­ety, eight years ago; we had a fine time. And all men of breed­ing, you know, po­ets, men of prop­erty. And in­deed as a rule in our Rus­si­an so­ci­ety the best man­ners are found among those who’ve been thrashed, have you no­ticed that? I’ve de­teri­or­ated in the coun­try. But I did get in­to pris­on for debt, through a low Greek who came from Nezh­in. Then Marfa Pet­ro­vna turned up; she bar­gained with him and bought me off for thirty thou­sand sil­ver pieces (I owed sev­enty thou­sand). We were united in law­ful wed­lock and she bore me off in­to the coun­try like a treas­ure. You know she was five years older than I. She was very fond of me. For sev­en years I nev­er left the coun­try. And, take note, that all my life she held a doc­u­ment over me, the I.O.U. for thirty thou­sand roubles, so if I were to elect to be rest­ive about any­thing I should be trapped at once! And she would have done it! Wo­men find noth­ing in­com­pat­ible in that.”

			“If it hadn’t been for that, would you have giv­en her the slip?”

			“I don’t know what to say. It was scarcely the doc­u­ment re­strained me. I didn’t want to go any­where else. Marfa Pet­ro­vna her­self in­vited me to go abroad, see­ing I was bored, but I’ve been abroad be­fore, and al­ways felt sick there. For no reas­on, but the sun­rise, the bay of Naples, the sea—you look at them and it makes you sad. What’s most re­volt­ing is that one is really sad! No, it’s bet­ter at home. Here at least one blames oth­ers for everything and ex­cuses one­self. I should have gone per­haps on an ex­ped­i­tion to the North Pole, be­cause j’ai le vin mauvais and hate drink­ing, and there’s noth­ing left but wine. I have tried it. But, I say, I’ve been told Berg is go­ing up in a great bal­loon next Sunday from the Yusupov Garden and will take up pas­sen­gers at a fee. Is it true?”

			“Why, would you go up?”

			“I … No, oh, no,” muttered Svid­rig­aïlov really seem­ing to be deep in thought.

			“What does he mean? Is he in earn­est?” Raskolnikov wondered.

			“No, the doc­u­ment didn’t re­strain me,” Svid­rig­aïlov went on, med­it­at­ively. “It was my own do­ing, not leav­ing the coun­try, and nearly a year ago Marfa Pet­ro­vna gave me back the doc­u­ment on my name-day and made me a present of a con­sid­er­able sum of money, too. She had a for­tune, you know. ‘You see how I trust you, Arkady Ivan­ovitch’—that was ac­tu­ally her ex­pres­sion. You don’t be­lieve she used it? But do you know I man­aged the es­tate quite de­cently, they know me in the neigh­bour­hood. I ordered books, too. Marfa Pet­ro­vna at first ap­proved, but af­ter­wards she was afraid of my over-study­ing.”

			“You seem to be miss­ing Marfa Pet­ro­vna very much?”

			“Miss­ing her? Per­haps. Really, per­haps I am. And, by the way, do you be­lieve in ghosts?”

			“What ghosts?”

			“Why, or­din­ary ghosts.”

			“Do you be­lieve in them?”

			“Per­haps not, pour vous plaire. … I wouldn’t say no ex­actly.”

			“Do you see them, then?”

			Svid­rig­aïlov looked at him rather oddly.

			“Marfa Pet­ro­vna is pleased to vis­it me,” he said, twist­ing his mouth in­to a strange smile.

			“How do you mean ‘she is pleased to vis­it you’?”

			“She has been three times. I saw her first on the very day of the fu­ner­al, an hour after she was bur­ied. It was the day be­fore I left to come here. The second time was the day be­fore yes­ter­day, at day­break, on the jour­ney at the sta­tion of Malaya Vish­era, and the third time was two hours ago in the room where I am stay­ing. I was alone.”

			“Were you awake?”

			“Quite awake. I was wide awake every time. She comes, speaks to me for a minute and goes out at the door—al­ways at the door. I can al­most hear her.”

			“What made me think that some­thing of the sort must be hap­pen­ing to you?” Raskolnikov said sud­denly.

			At the same mo­ment he was sur­prised at hav­ing said it. He was much ex­cited.

			“What! Did you think so?” Svid­rig­aïlov asked in as­ton­ish­ment. “Did you really? Didn’t I say that there was some­thing in com­mon between us, eh?”

			“You nev­er said so!” Raskolnikov cried sharply and with heat.

			“Didn’t I?”

			“No!”

			“I thought I did. When I came in and saw you ly­ing with your eyes shut, pre­tend­ing, I said to my­self at once, ‘Here’s the man.’ ”

			“What do you mean by ‘the man?’ What are you talk­ing about?” cried Raskolnikov.

			“What do I mean? I really don’t know. …” Svid­rig­aïlov muttered in­genu­ously, as though he, too, were puzzled.

			For a minute they were si­lent. They stared in each oth­er’s faces.

			“That’s all non­sense!” Raskolnikov shouted with vex­a­tion. “What does she say when she comes to you?”

			“She! Would you be­lieve it, she talks of the sil­li­est trifles and—man is a strange creature—it makes me angry. The first time she came in (I was tired you know: the fu­ner­al ser­vice, the fu­ner­al ce­re­mony, the lunch af­ter­wards. At last I was left alone in my study. I lighted a ci­gar and began to think), she came in at the door. ‘You’ve been so busy today, Arkady Ivan­ovitch, you have for­got­ten to wind the din­ing-room clock,’ she said. All those sev­en years I’ve wound that clock every week, and if I for­got it she would al­ways re­mind me. The next day I set off on my way here. I got out at the sta­tion at day­break; I’d been asleep, tired out, with my eyes half open, I was drink­ing some cof­fee. I looked up and there was sud­denly Marfa Pet­ro­vna sit­ting be­side me with a pack of cards in her hands. ‘Shall I tell your for­tune for the jour­ney, Arkady Ivan­ovitch?’ She was a great hand at telling for­tunes. I shall nev­er for­give my­self for not ask­ing her to. I ran away in a fright, and, be­sides, the bell rang. I was sit­ting today, feel­ing very heavy after a miser­able din­ner from a cook­shop; I was sit­ting smoking, all of a sud­den Marfa Pet­ro­vna again. She came in very smart in a new green silk dress with a long train. ‘Good day, Arkady Ivan­ovitch! How do you like my dress? Aniska can’t make like this.’ (Aniska was a dress­maker in the coun­try, one of our former serf girls who had been trained in Mo­scow, a pretty wench.) She stood turn­ing round be­fore me. I looked at the dress, and then I looked care­fully, very care­fully, at her face. ‘I won­der you trouble to come to me about such trifles, Marfa Pet­ro­vna.’ ‘Good gra­cious, you won’t let one dis­turb you about any­thing!’ To tease her I said, ‘I want to get mar­ried, Marfa Pet­ro­vna.’ ‘That’s just like you, Arkady Ivan­ovitch; it does you very little cred­it to come look­ing for a bride when you’ve hardly bur­ied your wife. And if you could make a good choice, at least, but I know it won’t be for your hap­pi­ness or hers, you will only be a laugh­ing­stock to all good people.’ Then she went out and her train seemed to rustle. Isn’t it non­sense, eh?”

			“But per­haps you are telling lies?” Raskolnikov put in.

			“I rarely lie,” answered Svid­rig­aïlov thought­fully, ap­par­ently not no­ti­cing the rude­ness of the ques­tion.

			“And in the past, have you ever seen ghosts be­fore?”

			“Y-yes, I have seen them, but only once in my life, six years ago. I had a serf, Filka; just after his buri­al I called out for­get­ting ‘Filka, my pipe!’ He came in and went to the cup­board where my pipes were. I sat still and thought ‘he is do­ing it out of re­venge,’ be­cause we had a vi­ol­ent quar­rel just be­fore his death. ‘How dare you come in with a hole in your el­bow?’ I said. ‘Go away, you scamp!’ He turned and went out, and nev­er came again. I didn’t tell Marfa Pet­ro­vna at the time. I wanted to have a ser­vice sung for him, but I was ashamed.”

			“You should go to a doc­tor.”

			“I know I am not well, without your telling me, though I don’t know what’s wrong; I be­lieve I am five times as strong as you are. I didn’t ask you wheth­er you be­lieve that ghosts are seen, but wheth­er you be­lieve that they ex­ist.”

			“No, I won’t be­lieve it!” Raskolnikov cried, with pos­it­ive an­ger.

			“What do people gen­er­ally say?” muttered Svid­rig­aïlov, as though speak­ing to him­self, look­ing aside and bow­ing his head. “They say, ‘You are ill, so what ap­pears to you is only un­real fantasy.’ But that’s not strictly lo­gic­al. I agree that ghosts only ap­pear to the sick, but that only proves that they are un­able to ap­pear ex­cept to the sick, not that they don’t ex­ist.”

			“Noth­ing of the sort,” Raskolnikov in­sisted ir­rit­ably.

			“No? You don’t think so?” Svid­rig­aïlov went on, look­ing at him de­lib­er­ately. “But what do you say to this ar­gu­ment (help me with it): ghosts are, as it were, shreds and frag­ments of oth­er worlds, the be­gin­ning of them. A man in health has, of course, no reas­on to see them, be­cause he is above all a man of this earth and is bound for the sake of com­plete­ness and or­der to live only in this life. But as soon as one is ill, as soon as the nor­mal earthly or­der of the or­gan­ism is broken, one be­gins to real­ise the pos­sib­il­ity of an­oth­er world; and the more ser­i­ously ill one is, the closer be­comes one’s con­tact with that oth­er world, so that as soon as the man dies he steps straight in­to that world. I thought of that long ago. If you be­lieve in a fu­ture life, you could be­lieve in that, too.”

			“I don’t be­lieve in a fu­ture life,” said Raskolnikov.

			Svid­rig­aïlov sat lost in thought.

			“And what if there are only spiders there, or some­thing of that sort,” he said sud­denly.

			“He is a mad­man,” thought Raskolnikov.

			“We al­ways ima­gine etern­ity as some­thing bey­ond our con­cep­tion, some­thing vast, vast! But why must it be vast? In­stead of all that, what if it’s one little room, like a bath house in the coun­try, black and grimy and spiders in every corner, and that’s all etern­ity is? I some­times fancy it like that.”

			“Can it be you can ima­gine noth­ing juster and more com­fort­ing than that?” Raskolnikov cried, with a feel­ing of an­guish.

			“Juster? And how can we tell, per­haps that is just, and do you know it’s what I would cer­tainly have made it,” answered Svid­rig­aïlov, with a vague smile.

			This hor­rible an­swer sent a cold chill through Raskolnikov. Svid­rig­aïlov raised his head, looked at him, and sud­denly began laugh­ing.

			“Only think,” he cried, “half an hour ago we had nev­er seen each oth­er, we re­garded each oth­er as en­emies; there is a mat­ter un­settled between us; we’ve thrown it aside, and away we’ve gone in­to the ab­stract! Wasn’t I right in say­ing that we were birds of a feath­er?”

			“Kindly al­low me,” Raskolnikov went on ir­rit­ably, “to ask you to ex­plain why you have hon­oured me with your vis­it … and … and I am in a hurry, I have no time to waste. I want to go out.”

			“By all means, by all means. Your sis­ter, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, is go­ing to be mar­ried to Mr. Luzh­in, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch?”

			“Can you re­frain from any ques­tion about my sis­ter and from men­tion­ing her name? I can’t un­der­stand how you dare ut­ter her name in my pres­ence, if you really are Svid­rig­aïlov.”

			“Why, but I’ve come here to speak about her; how can I avoid men­tion­ing her?”

			“Very good, speak, but make haste.”

			“I am sure that you must have formed your own opin­ion of this Mr. Luzh­in, who is a con­nec­tion of mine through my wife, if you have only seen him for half an hour, or heard any facts about him. He is no match for Avdotya Ro­man­ovna. I be­lieve Avdotya Ro­man­ovna is sac­ri­fi­cing her­self gen­er­ously and im­prudently for the sake of … for the sake of her fam­ily. I fan­cied from all I had heard of you that you would be very glad if the match could be broken off without the sac­ri­fice of worldly ad­vant­ages. Now I know you per­son­ally, I am con­vinced of it.”

			“All this is very na­ive … ex­cuse me, I should have said im­pudent on your part,” said Raskolnikov.

			“You mean to say that I am seek­ing my own ends. Don’t be un­easy, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, if I were work­ing for my own ad­vant­age, I would not have spoken out so dir­ectly. I am not quite a fool. I will con­fess some­thing psy­cho­lo­gic­ally curi­ous about that: just now, de­fend­ing my love for Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, I said I was my­self the vic­tim. Well, let me tell you that I’ve no feel­ing of love now, not the slight­est, so that I won­der my­self in­deed, for I really did feel some­thing …”

			“Through idle­ness and de­prav­ity,” Raskolnikov put in.

			“I cer­tainly am idle and de­praved, but your sis­ter has such qual­it­ies that even I could not help be­ing im­pressed by them. But that’s all non­sense, as I see my­self now.”

			“Have you seen that long?”

			“I began to be aware of it be­fore, but was only per­fectly sure of it the day be­fore yes­ter­day, al­most at the mo­ment I ar­rived in Peters­burg. I still fan­cied in Mo­scow, though, that I was com­ing to try to get Avdotya Ro­man­ovna’s hand and to cut out Mr. Luzh­in.”

			“Ex­cuse me for in­ter­rupt­ing you; kindly be brief, and come to the ob­ject of your vis­it. I am in a hurry, I want to go out …”

			“With the greatest pleas­ure. On ar­riv­ing here and de­term­in­ing on a cer­tain … jour­ney, I should like to make some ne­ces­sary pre­lim­in­ary ar­range­ments. I left my chil­dren with an aunt; they are well provided for; and they have no need of me per­son­ally. And a nice fath­er I should make, too! I have taken noth­ing but what Marfa Pet­ro­vna gave me a year ago. That’s enough for me. Ex­cuse me, I am just com­ing to the point. Be­fore the jour­ney which may come off, I want to settle Mr. Luzh­in, too. It’s not that I de­test him so much, but it was through him I quar­relled with Marfa Pet­ro­vna when I learned that she had dished up this mar­riage. I want now to see Avdotya Ro­man­ovna through your me­di­ation, and if you like in your pres­ence, to ex­plain to her that in the first place she will nev­er gain any­thing but harm from Mr. Luzh­in. Then, beg­ging her par­don for all past un­pleas­ant­ness, to make her a present of ten thou­sand roubles and so as­sist the rup­ture with Mr. Luzh­in, a rup­ture to which I be­lieve she is her­self not dis­in­clined, if she could see the way to it.”

			“You are cer­tainly mad,” cried Raskolnikov not so much angered as as­ton­ished. “How dare you talk like that!”

			“I knew you would scream at me; but in the first place, though I am not rich, this ten thou­sand roubles is per­fectly free; I have ab­so­lutely no need for it. If Avdotya Ro­man­ovna does not ac­cept it, I shall waste it in some more fool­ish way. That’s the first thing. Secondly, my con­science is per­fectly easy; I make the of­fer with no ul­teri­or motive. You may not be­lieve it, but in the end Avdotya Ro­man­ovna and you will know. The point is, that I did ac­tu­ally cause your sis­ter, whom I greatly re­spect, some trouble and un­pleas­ant­ness, and so, sin­cerely re­gret­ting it, I want—not to com­pensate, not to re­pay her for the un­pleas­ant­ness, but simply to do some­thing to her ad­vant­age, to show that I am not, after all, priv­ileged to do noth­ing but harm. If there were a mil­lionth frac­tion of self-in­terest in my of­fer, I should not have made it so openly; and I should not have offered her ten thou­sand only, when five weeks ago I offered her more, Be­sides, I may, per­haps, very soon marry a young lady, and that alone ought to pre­vent sus­pi­cion of any design on Avdotya Ro­man­ovna. In con­clu­sion, let me say that in mar­ry­ing Mr. Luzh­in, she is tak­ing money just the same, only from an­oth­er man. Don’t be angry, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, think it over coolly and quietly.”

			Svid­rig­aïlov him­self was ex­ceed­ingly cool and quiet as he was say­ing this.

			“I beg you to say no more,” said Raskolnikov. “In any case this is un­par­don­able im­per­tin­ence.”

			“Not in the least. Then a man may do noth­ing but harm to his neigh­bour in this world, and is pre­ven­ted from do­ing the ti­ni­est bit of good by trivi­al con­ven­tion­al form­al­it­ies. That’s ab­surd. If I died, for in­stance, and left that sum to your sis­ter in my will, surely she wouldn’t re­fuse it?”

			“Very likely she would.”

			“Oh, no, in­deed. How­ever, if you re­fuse it, so be it, though ten thou­sand roubles is a cap­it­al thing to have on oc­ca­sion. In any case I beg you to re­peat what I have said to Avdotya Ro­man­ovna.”

			“No, I won’t.”

			“In that case, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, I shall be ob­liged to try and see her my­self and worry her by do­ing so.”

			“And if I do tell her, will you not try to see her?”

			“I don’t know really what to say. I should like very much to see her once more.”

			“Don’t hope for it.”

			“I’m sorry. But you don’t know me. Per­haps we may be­come bet­ter friends.”

			“You think we may be­come friends?”

			“And why not?” Svid­rig­aïlov said, smil­ing. He stood up and took his hat. “I didn’t quite in­tend to dis­turb you and I came here without reck­on­ing on it … though I was very much struck by your face this morn­ing.”

			“Where did you see me this morn­ing?” Raskolnikov asked un­eas­ily.

			“I saw you by chance. … I kept fancy­ing there is some­thing about you like me. … But don’t be un­easy. I am not in­trus­ive; I used to get on all right with card­sharp­ers, and I nev­er bored Prince Svirbey, a great per­son­age who is a dis­tant re­la­tion of mine, and I could write about Raphael’s Madonna in Madam Prilukov’s al­bum, and I nev­er left Marfa Pet­ro­vna’s side for sev­en years, and I used to stay the night at Viazem­sky’s house in the Hay Mar­ket in the old days, and I may go up in a bal­loon with Berg, per­haps.”

			“Oh, all right. Are you start­ing soon on your travels, may I ask?”

			“What travels?”

			“Why, on that ‘jour­ney’; you spoke of it your­self.”

			“A jour­ney? Oh, yes. I did speak of a jour­ney. Well, that’s a wide sub­ject … if only you knew what you are ask­ing,” he ad­ded, and gave a sud­den, loud, short laugh. “Per­haps I’ll get mar­ried in­stead of the jour­ney. They’re mak­ing a match for me.”

			“Here?”

			“Yes.”

			“How have you had time for that?”

			“But I am very anxious to see Avdotya Ro­man­ovna once. I earn­estly beg it. Well, good­bye for the present. Oh, yes. I have for­got­ten some­thing. Tell your sis­ter, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, that Marfa Pet­ro­vna re­membered her in her will and left her three thou­sand roubles. That’s ab­so­lutely cer­tain. Marfa Pet­ro­vna ar­ranged it a week be­fore her death, and it was done in my pres­ence. Avdotya Ro­man­ovna will be able to re­ceive the money in two or three weeks.”

			“Are you telling the truth?”

			“Yes, tell her. Well, your ser­vant. I am stay­ing very near you.”

			As he went out, Svid­rig­aïlov ran up against Ra­zu­mi­h­in in the door­way.

		
	
		
			II

			It was nearly eight o’clock. The two young men hur­ried to Bakaleyev’s, to ar­rive be­fore Luzh­in.

			“Why, who was that?” asked Ra­zu­mi­h­in, as soon as they were in the street.

			“It was Svid­rig­aïlov, that landown­er in whose house my sis­ter was in­sul­ted when she was their gov­erness. Through his per­se­cut­ing her with his at­ten­tions, she was turned out by his wife, Marfa Pet­ro­vna. This Marfa Pet­ro­vna begged Dounia’s for­give­ness af­ter­wards, and she’s just died sud­denly. It was of her we were talk­ing this morn­ing. I don’t know why I’m afraid of that man. He came here at once after his wife’s fu­ner­al. He is very strange, and is de­term­ined on do­ing some­thing. … We must guard Dounia from him … that’s what I wanted to tell you, do you hear?”

			“Guard her! What can he do to harm Avdotya Ro­man­ovna? Thank you, Rodya, for speak­ing to me like that. … We will, we will guard her. Where does he live?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“Why didn’t you ask? What a pity! I’ll find out, though.”

			“Did you see him?” asked Raskolnikov after a pause.

			“Yes, I no­ticed him, I no­ticed him well.”

			“You did really see him? You saw him clearly?” Raskolnikov in­sisted.

			“Yes, I re­mem­ber him per­fectly, I should know him in a thou­sand; I have a good memory for faces.”

			They were si­lent again.

			“Hm! … that’s all right,” muttered Raskolnikov. “Do you know, I fan­cied … I keep think­ing that it may have been an hal­lu­cin­a­tion.”

			“What do you mean? I don’t un­der­stand you.”

			“Well, you all say,” Raskolnikov went on, twist­ing his mouth in­to a smile, “that I am mad. I thought just now that per­haps I really am mad, and have only seen a phantom.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“Why, who can tell? Per­haps I am really mad, and per­haps everything that happened all these days may be only ima­gin­a­tion.”

			“Ach, Rodya, you have been up­set again! … But what did he say, what did he come for?”

			Raskolnikov did not an­swer. Ra­zu­mi­h­in thought a minute.

			“Now let me tell you my story,” he began, “I came to you, you were asleep. Then we had din­ner and then I went to Por­firy’s, Zamet­ov was still with him. I tried to be­gin, but it was no use. I couldn’t speak in the right way. They don’t seem to un­der­stand and can’t un­der­stand, but are not a bit ashamed. I drew Por­firy to the win­dow, and began talk­ing to him, but it was still no use. He looked away and I looked away. At last I shook my fist in his ugly face, and told him as a cous­in I’d brain him. He merely looked at me, I cursed and came away. That was all. It was very stu­pid. To Zamet­ov I didn’t say a word. But, you see, I thought I’d made a mess of it, but as I went down­stairs a bril­liant idea struck me: why should we trouble? Of course if you were in any danger or any­thing, but why need you care? You needn’t care a hang for them. We shall have a laugh at them af­ter­wards, and if I were in your place I’d mys­ti­fy them more than ever. How ashamed they’ll be af­ter­wards! Hang them! We can thrash them af­ter­wards, but let’s laugh at them now!”

			“To be sure,” answered Raskolnikov. “But what will you say to­mor­row?” he thought to him­self. Strange to say, till that mo­ment it had nev­er oc­curred to him to won­der what Ra­zu­mi­h­in would think when he knew. As he thought it, Raskolnikov looked at him. Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s ac­count of his vis­it to Por­firy had very little in­terest for him, so much had come and gone since then.

			In the cor­ridor they came upon Luzh­in; he had ar­rived punc­tu­ally at eight, and was look­ing for the num­ber, so that all three went in to­geth­er without greet­ing or look­ing at one an­oth­er. The young men walked in first, while Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, for good man­ners, lingered a little in the pas­sage, tak­ing off his coat. Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna came for­ward at once to greet him in the door­way, Dounia was wel­com­ing her broth­er. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch walked in and quite ami­ably, though with re­doubled dig­nity, bowed to the ladies. He looked, how­ever, as though he were a little put out and could not yet re­cov­er him­self. Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, who seemed also a little em­bar­rassed, hastened to make them all sit down at the round table where a sam­o­var was boil­ing. Dounia and Luzh­in were fa­cing one an­oth­er on op­pos­ite sides of the table. Ra­zu­mi­h­in and Raskolnikov were fa­cing Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, Ra­zu­mi­h­in was next to Luzh­in and Raskolnikov was be­side his sis­ter.

			A mo­ment’s si­lence fol­lowed. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch de­lib­er­ately drew out a cam­bric handker­chief reek­ing of scent and blew his nose with an air of a be­ne­vol­ent man who felt him­self slighted, and was firmly re­solved to in­sist on an ex­plan­a­tion. In the pas­sage the idea had oc­curred to him to keep on his over­coat and walk away, and so give the two ladies a sharp and em­phat­ic les­son and make them feel the grav­ity of the po­s­i­tion. But he could not bring him­self to do this. Be­sides, he could not en­dure un­cer­tainty, and he wanted an ex­plan­a­tion: if his re­quest had been so openly dis­obeyed, there was some­thing be­hind it, and in that case it was bet­ter to find it out be­fore­hand; it res­ted with him to pun­ish them and there would al­ways be time for that.

			“I trust you had a fa­vour­able jour­ney,” he in­quired of­fi­cially of Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna.

			“Oh, very, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch.”

			“I am grat­i­fied to hear it. And Avdotya Ro­man­ovna is not over­fa­tigued either?”

			“I am young and strong, I don’t get tired, but it was a great strain for moth­er,” answered Dounia.

			“That’s un­avoid­able! our na­tion­al rail­ways are of ter­rible length. ‘Moth­er Rus­sia,’ as they say, is a vast coun­try. … In spite of all my de­sire to do so, I was un­able to meet you yes­ter­day. But I trust all passed off without in­con­veni­ence?”

			“Oh, no, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, it was all ter­ribly dis­heart­en­ing,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna hastened to de­clare with pe­cu­li­ar in­ton­a­tion, “and if Dmitri Prokofitch had not been sent us, I really be­lieve by God Him­self, we should have been ut­terly lost. Here, he is! Dmitri Prokofitch Ra­zu­mi­h­in,” she ad­ded, in­tro­du­cing him to Luzh­in.

			“I had the pleas­ure … yes­ter­day,” muttered Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch with a hos­tile glance side­long at Ra­zu­mi­h­in; then he scowled and was si­lent.

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch be­longed to that class of per­sons, on the sur­face very po­lite in so­ci­ety, who make a great point of punc­tili­ous­ness, but who, dir­ectly they are crossed in any­thing, are com­pletely dis­con­cer­ted, and be­come more like sacks of flour than el­eg­ant and lively men of so­ci­ety. Again all was si­lent; Raskolnikov was ob­stin­ately mute, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna was un­will­ing to open the con­ver­sa­tion too soon. Ra­zu­mi­h­in had noth­ing to say, so Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was anxious again.

			“Marfa Pet­ro­vna is dead, have you heard?” she began hav­ing re­course to her lead­ing item of con­ver­sa­tion.

			“To be sure, I heard so. I was im­me­di­ately in­formed, and I have come to make you ac­quain­ted with the fact that Arkady Ivan­ovitch Svid­rig­aïlov set off in haste for Peters­burg im­me­di­ately after his wife’s fu­ner­al. So at least I have ex­cel­lent au­thor­ity for be­liev­ing.”

			“To Peters­burg? here?” Dounia asked in alarm and looked at her moth­er.

			“Yes, in­deed, and doubt­less not without some design, hav­ing in view the rapid­ity of his de­par­ture, and all the cir­cum­stances pre­ced­ing it.”

			“Good heav­ens! won’t he leave Dounia in peace even here?” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna.

			“I ima­gine that neither you nor Avdotya Ro­man­ovna have any grounds for un­eas­i­ness, un­less, of course, you are yourselves de­sirous of get­ting in­to com­mu­nic­a­tion with him. For my part I am on my guard, and am now dis­cov­er­ing where he is lodging.”

			“Oh, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, you would not be­lieve what a fright you have giv­en me,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna went on: “I’ve only seen him twice, but I thought him ter­rible, ter­rible! I am con­vinced that he was the cause of Marfa Pet­ro­vna’s death.”

			“It’s im­possible to be cer­tain about that. I have pre­cise in­form­a­tion. I do not dis­pute that he may have con­trib­uted to ac­cel­er­ate the course of events by the mor­al in­flu­ence, so to say, of the af­front; but as to the gen­er­al con­duct and mor­al char­ac­ter­ist­ics of that per­son­age, I am in agree­ment with you. I do not know wheth­er he is well off now, and pre­cisely what Marfa Pet­ro­vna left him; this will be known to me with­in a very short peri­od; but no doubt here in Peters­burg, if he has any pe­cu­ni­ary re­sources, he will re­lapse at once in­to his old ways. He is the most de­praved, and ab­jectly vi­cious spe­ci­men of that class of men. I have con­sid­er­able reas­on to be­lieve that Marfa Pet­ro­vna, who was so un­for­tu­nate as to fall in love with him and to pay his debts eight years ago, was of ser­vice to him also in an­oth­er way. Solely by her ex­er­tions and sac­ri­fices, a crim­in­al charge, in­volving an ele­ment of fant­ast­ic and hom­icid­al bru­tal­ity for which he might well have been sen­tenced to Siber­ia, was hushed up. That’s the sort of man he is, if you care to know.”

			“Good heav­ens!” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna. Raskolnikov listened at­tent­ively.

			“Are you speak­ing the truth when you say that you have good evid­ence of this?” Dounia asked sternly and em­phat­ic­ally.

			“I only re­peat what I was told in secret by Marfa Pet­ro­vna. I must ob­serve that from the leg­al point of view the case was far from clear. There was, and I be­lieve still is, liv­ing here a wo­man called Ress­lich, a for­eign­er, who lent small sums of money at in­terest, and did oth­er com­mis­sions, and with this wo­man Svid­rig­aïlov had for a long while close and mys­ter­i­ous re­la­tions. She had a re­la­tion, a niece I be­lieve, liv­ing with her, a deaf and dumb girl of fif­teen, or per­haps not more than four­teen. Ress­lich hated this girl, and grudged her every crust; she used to beat her mer­ci­lessly. One day the girl was found hanging in the gar­ret. At the in­quest the ver­dict was sui­cide. After the usu­al pro­ceed­ings the mat­ter ended, but, later on, in­form­a­tion was giv­en that the child had been … cruelly out­raged by Svid­rig­aïlov. It is true, this was not clearly es­tab­lished, the in­form­a­tion was giv­en by an­oth­er Ger­man wo­man of loose char­ac­ter whose word could not be trus­ted; no state­ment was ac­tu­ally made to the po­lice, thanks to Marfa Pet­ro­vna’s money and ex­er­tions; it did not get bey­ond gos­sip. And yet the story is a very sig­ni­fic­ant one. You heard, no doubt, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, when you were with them the story of the ser­vant Philip who died of ill treat­ment he re­ceived six years ago, be­fore the ab­ol­i­tion of serf­dom.”

			“I heard, on the con­trary, that this Philip hanged him­self.”

			“Quite so, but what drove him, or rather per­haps dis­posed him, to sui­cide was the sys­tem­at­ic per­se­cu­tion and sever­ity of Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov.”

			“I don’t know that,” answered Dounia, dryly. “I only heard a queer story that Philip was a sort of hy­po­chon­dri­ac, a sort of do­mest­ic philo­soph­er, the ser­vants used to say, ‘he read him­self silly,’ and that he hanged him­self partly on ac­count of Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov’s mock­ery of him and not his blows. When I was there he be­haved well to the ser­vants, and they were ac­tu­ally fond of him, though they cer­tainly did blame him for Philip’s death.”

			“I per­ceive, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, that you seem dis­posed to un­der­take his de­fence all of a sud­den,” Luzh­in ob­served, twist­ing his lips in­to an am­bigu­ous smile, “there’s no doubt that he is an as­tute man, and in­sinu­at­ing where ladies are con­cerned, of which Marfa Pet­ro­vna, who has died so strangely, is a ter­rible in­stance. My only de­sire has been to be of ser­vice to you and your moth­er with my ad­vice, in view of the re­newed ef­forts which may cer­tainly be an­ti­cip­ated from him. For my part it’s my firm con­vic­tion, that he will end in a debt­or’s pris­on again. Marfa Pet­ro­vna had not the slight­est in­ten­tion of set­tling any­thing sub­stan­tial on him, hav­ing re­gard for his chil­dren’s in­terests, and, if she left him any­thing, it would only be the merest suf­fi­ciency, some­thing in­sig­ni­fic­ant and eph­em­er­al, which would not last a year for a man of his habits.”

			“Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, I beg you,” said Dounia, “say no more of Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov. It makes me miser­able.”

			“He has just been to see me,” said Raskolnikov, break­ing his si­lence for the first time.

			There were ex­clam­a­tions from all, and they all turned to him. Even Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch was roused.

			“An hour and a half ago, he came in when I was asleep, waked me, and in­tro­duced him­self,” Raskolnikov con­tin­ued. “He was fairly cheer­ful and at ease, and quite hopes that we shall be­come friends. He is par­tic­u­larly anxious, by the way, Dounia, for an in­ter­view with you, at which he asked me to as­sist. He has a pro­pos­i­tion to make to you, and he told me about it. He told me, too, that a week be­fore her death Marfa Pet­ro­vna left you three thou­sand roubles in her will, Dounia, and that you can re­ceive the money very shortly.”

			“Thank God!” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, cross­ing her­self. “Pray for her soul, Dounia!”

			“It’s a fact!” broke from Luzh­in.

			“Tell us, what more?” Dounia urged Raskolnikov.

			“Then he said that he wasn’t rich and all the es­tate was left to his chil­dren who are now with an aunt, then that he was stay­ing some­where not far from me, but where, I don’t know, I didn’t ask. …”

			“But what, what does he want to pro­pose to Dounia?” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna in a fright. “Did he tell you?”

			“Yes.”

			“What was it?”

			“I’ll tell you af­ter­wards.”

			Raskolnikov ceased speak­ing and turned his at­ten­tion to his tea.

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch looked at his watch.

			“I am com­pelled to keep a busi­ness en­gage­ment, and so I shall not be in your way,” he ad­ded with an air of some pique and he began get­ting up.

			“Don’t go, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch,” said Dounia, “you in­ten­ded to spend the even­ing. Be­sides, you wrote your­self that you wanted to have an ex­plan­a­tion with moth­er.”

			“Pre­cisely so, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna,” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch answered im­press­ively, sit­ting down again, but still hold­ing his hat. “I cer­tainly de­sired an ex­plan­a­tion with you and your hon­oured moth­er upon a very im­port­ant point in­deed. But as your broth­er can­not speak openly in my pres­ence of some pro­pos­als of Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov, I, too, do not de­sire and am not able to speak openly … in the pres­ence of oth­ers … of cer­tain mat­ters of the greatest grav­ity. Moreover, my most weighty and ur­gent re­quest has been dis­reg­arded. …”

			As­sum­ing an ag­grieved air, Luzh­in re­lapsed in­to dig­ni­fied si­lence.

			“Your re­quest that my broth­er should not be present at our meet­ing was dis­reg­arded solely at my in­sist­ance,” said Dounia. “You wrote that you had been in­sul­ted by my broth­er; I think that this must be ex­plained at once, and you must be re­con­ciled. And if Rodya really has in­sul­ted you, then he should and will apo­lo­gise.”

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch took a stronger line.

			“There are in­sults, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, which no good­will can make us for­get. There is a line in everything which it is dan­ger­ous to over­step; and when it has been over­stepped, there is no re­turn.”

			“That wasn’t what I was speak­ing of ex­actly, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch,” Dounia in­ter­rup­ted with some im­pa­tience. “Please un­der­stand that our whole fu­ture de­pends now on wheth­er all this is ex­plained and set right as soon as pos­sible. I tell you frankly at the start that I can­not look at it in any oth­er light, and if you have the least re­gard for me, all this busi­ness must be ended today, how­ever hard that may be. I re­peat that if my broth­er is to blame he will ask your for­give­ness.”

			“I am sur­prised at your put­ting the ques­tion like that,” said Luzh­in, get­ting more and more ir­rit­ated. “Es­teem­ing, and so to say, ad­or­ing you, I may at the same time, very well in­deed, be able to dis­like some mem­ber of your fam­ily. Though I lay claim to the hap­pi­ness of your hand, I can­not ac­cept du­ties in­com­pat­ible with …”

			“Ah, don’t be so ready to take of­fence, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch,” Dounia in­ter­rup­ted with feel­ing, “and be the sens­ible and gen­er­ous man I have al­ways con­sidered, and wish to con­sider, you to be. I’ve giv­en you a great prom­ise, I am your be­trothed. Trust me in this mat­ter and, be­lieve me, I shall be cap­able of judging im­par­tially. My as­sum­ing the part of judge is as much a sur­prise for my broth­er as for you. When I in­sisted on his com­ing to our in­ter­view today after your let­ter, I told him noth­ing of what I meant to do. Un­der­stand that, if you are not re­con­ciled, I must choose between you—it must be either you or he. That is how the ques­tion rests on your side and on his. I don’t want to be mis­taken in my choice, and I must not be. For your sake I must break off with my broth­er, for my broth­er’s sake I must break off with you. I can find out for cer­tain now wheth­er he is a broth­er to me, and I want to know it; and of you, wheth­er I am dear to you, wheth­er you es­teem me, wheth­er you are the hus­band for me.”

			“Avdotya Ro­man­ovna,” Luzh­in de­clared huffily, “your words are of too much con­sequence to me; I will say more, they are of­fens­ive in view of the po­s­i­tion I have the hon­our to oc­cupy in re­la­tion to you. To say noth­ing of your strange and of­fens­ive set­ting me on a level with an im­per­tin­ent boy, you ad­mit the pos­sib­il­ity of break­ing your prom­ise to me. You say ‘you or he,’ show­ing thereby of how little con­sequence I am in your eyes … I can­not let this pass con­sid­er­ing the re­la­tion­ship and … the ob­lig­a­tions ex­ist­ing between us.”

			“What!” cried Dounia, flush­ing. “I set your in­terest be­side all that has hitherto been most pre­cious in my life, what has made up the whole of my life, and here you are of­fen­ded at my mak­ing too little ac­count of you.”

			Raskolnikov smiled sar­castic­ally, Ra­zu­mi­h­in fid­geted, but Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch did not ac­cept the re­proof; on the con­trary, at every word he be­came more per­sist­ent and ir­rit­able, as though he rel­ished it.

			“Love for the fu­ture part­ner of your life, for your hus­band, ought to out­weigh your love for your broth­er,” he pro­nounced sen­ten­tiously, “and in any case I can­not be put on the same level. … Al­though I said so em­phat­ic­ally that I would not speak openly in your broth­er’s pres­ence, nev­er­the­less, I in­tend now to ask your hon­oured moth­er for a ne­ces­sary ex­plan­a­tion on a point of great im­port­ance closely af­fect­ing my dig­nity. Your son,” he turned to Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, “yes­ter­day in the pres­ence of Mr. Raz­sudkin (or … I think that’s it? ex­cuse me I have for­got­ten your sur­name)” (he bowed po­litely to Ra­zu­mi­h­in) “in­sul­ted me by mis­rep­res­ent­ing the idea I ex­pressed to you in a private con­ver­sa­tion, drink­ing cof­fee, that is, that mar­riage with a poor girl who has had ex­per­i­ence of trouble is more ad­vant­age­ous from the con­jugal point of view than with one who has lived in lux­ury, since it is more prof­it­able for the mor­al char­ac­ter. Your son in­ten­tion­ally ex­ag­ger­ated the sig­ni­fic­ance of my words and made them ri­dicu­lous, ac­cus­ing me of ma­li­cious in­ten­tions, and, as far as I could see, re­lied upon your cor­res­pond­ence with him. I shall con­sider my­self happy, Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, if it is pos­sible for you to con­vince me of an op­pos­ite con­clu­sion, and thereby con­sid­er­ately re­as­sure me. Kindly let me know in what terms pre­cisely you re­peated my words in your let­ter to Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch.”

			“I don’t re­mem­ber,” faltered Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna. “I re­peated them as I un­der­stood them. I don’t know how Rodya re­peated them to you, per­haps he ex­ag­ger­ated.”

			“He could not have ex­ag­ger­ated them, ex­cept at your in­stig­a­tion.”

			“Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna de­clared with dig­nity, “the proof that Dounia and I did not take your words in a very bad sense is the fact that we are here.”

			“Good, moth­er,” said Dounia ap­prov­ingly.

			“Then this is my fault again,” said Luzh­in, ag­grieved.

			“Well, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, you keep blam­ing Ro­di­on, but you your­self have just writ­ten what was false about him,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna ad­ded, gain­ing cour­age.

			“I don’t re­mem­ber writ­ing any­thing false.”

			“You wrote,” Raskolnikov said sharply, not turn­ing to Luzh­in, “that I gave money yes­ter­day not to the wid­ow of the man who was killed, as was the fact, but to his daugh­ter (whom I had nev­er seen till yes­ter­day). You wrote this to make dis­sen­sion between me and my fam­ily, and for that ob­ject ad­ded coarse ex­pres­sions about the con­duct of a girl whom you don’t know. All that is mean slander.”

			“Ex­cuse me, sir,” said Luzh­in, quiv­er­ing with fury. “I en­larged upon your qual­it­ies and con­duct in my let­ter solely in re­sponse to your sis­ter’s and moth­er’s in­quir­ies, how I found you, and what im­pres­sion you made on me. As for what you’ve al­luded to in my let­ter, be so good as to point out one word of false­hood, show, that is, that you didn’t throw away your money, and that there are not worth­less per­sons in that fam­ily, how­ever un­for­tu­nate.”

			“To my think­ing, you, with all your vir­tues, are not worth the little fin­ger of that un­for­tu­nate girl at whom you throw stones.”

			“Would you go so far then as to let her as­so­ci­ate with your moth­er and sis­ter?”

			“I have done so already, if you care to know. I made her sit down today with moth­er and Dounia.”

			“Rodya!” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna. Dounia crim­soned, Ra­zu­mi­h­in knit­ted his brows. Luzh­in smiled with lofty sar­casm.

			“You may see for your­self, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna,” he said, “wheth­er it is pos­sible for us to agree. I hope now that this ques­tion is at an end, once and for all. I will with­draw, that I may not hinder the pleas­ures of fam­ily in­tim­acy, and the dis­cus­sion of secrets.” He got up from his chair and took his hat. “But in with­draw­ing, I ven­ture to re­quest that for the fu­ture I may be spared sim­il­ar meet­ings, and, so to say, com­prom­ises. I ap­peal par­tic­u­larly to you, hon­oured Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, on this sub­ject, the more as my let­ter was ad­dressed to you and to no one else.”

			Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was a little of­fen­ded.

			“You seem to think we are com­pletely un­der your au­thor­ity, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. Dounia has told you the reas­on your de­sire was dis­reg­arded, she had the best in­ten­tions. And in­deed you write as though you were lay­ing com­mands upon me. Are we to con­sider every de­sire of yours as a com­mand? Let me tell you on the con­trary that you ought to show par­tic­u­lar del­ic­acy and con­sid­er­a­tion for us now, be­cause we have thrown up everything, and have come here re­ly­ing on you, and so we are in any case in a sense in your hands.”

			“That is not quite true, Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, es­pe­cially at the present mo­ment, when the news has come of Marfa Pet­ro­vna’s leg­acy, which seems in­deed very apro­pos, judging from the new tone you take to me,” he ad­ded sar­castic­ally.

			“Judging from that re­mark, we may cer­tainly pre­sume that you were reck­on­ing on our help­less­ness,” Dounia ob­served ir­rit­ably.

			“But now in any case I can­not reck­on on it, and I par­tic­u­larly de­sire not to hinder your dis­cus­sion of the secret pro­pos­als of Arkady Ivan­ovitch Svid­rig­aïlov, which he has en­trus­ted to your broth­er and which have, I per­ceive, a great and pos­sibly a very agree­able in­terest for you.”

			“Good heav­ens!” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna.

			Ra­zu­mi­h­in could not sit still on his chair.

			“Aren’t you ashamed now, sis­ter?” asked Raskolnikov.

			“I am ashamed, Rodya,” said Dounia. “Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, go away,” she turned to him, white with an­ger.

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch had ap­par­ently not at all ex­pec­ted such a con­clu­sion. He had too much con­fid­ence in him­self, in his power and in the help­less­ness of his vic­tims. He could not be­lieve it even now. He turned pale, and his lips quivered.

			“Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, if I go out of this door now, after such a dis­missal, then, you may reck­on on it, I will nev­er come back. Con­sider what you are do­ing. My word is not to be shaken.”

			“What in­solence!” cried Dounia, spring­ing up from her seat. “I don’t want you to come back again.”

			“What! So that’s how it stands!” cried Luzh­in, ut­terly un­able to the last mo­ment to be­lieve in the rup­ture and so com­pletely thrown out of his reck­on­ing now. “So that’s how it stands! But do you know, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, that I might protest?”

			“What right have you to speak to her like that?” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna in­ter­vened hotly. “And what can you protest about? What rights have you? Am I to give my Dounia to a man like you? Go away, leave us al­to­geth­er! We are to blame for hav­ing agreed to a wrong ac­tion, and I above all. …”

			“But you have bound me, Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna,” Luzh­in stormed in a frenzy, “by your prom­ise, and now you deny it and … be­sides … I have been led on ac­count of that in­to ex­penses. …”

			This last com­plaint was so char­ac­ter­ist­ic of Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, that Raskolnikov, pale with an­ger and with the ef­fort of re­strain­ing it, could not help break­ing in­to laughter. But Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was furi­ous.

			“Ex­penses? What ex­penses? Are you speak­ing of our trunk? But the con­duct­or brought it for noth­ing for you. Mercy on us, we have bound you! What are you think­ing about, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, it was you bound us, hand and foot, not we!”

			“Enough, moth­er, no more please,” Avdotya Ro­man­ovna im­plored. “Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, do be kind and go!”

			“I am go­ing, but one last word,” he said, quite un­able to con­trol him­self. “Your mamma seems to have en­tirely for­got­ten that I made up my mind to take you, so to speak, after the gos­sip of the town had spread all over the dis­trict in re­gard to your repu­ta­tion. Dis­reg­ard­ing pub­lic opin­ion for your sake and re­in­stat­ing your repu­ta­tion, I cer­tainly might very well reck­on on a fit­ting re­turn, and might in­deed look for grat­it­ude on your part. And my eyes have only now been opened! I see my­self that I may have ac­ted very, very reck­lessly in dis­reg­ard­ing the uni­ver­sal ver­dict. …”

			“Does the fel­low want his head smashed?” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in, jump­ing up.

			“You are a mean and spite­ful man!” cried Dounia.

			“Not a word! Not a move­ment!” cried Raskolnikov, hold­ing Ra­zu­mi­h­in back; then go­ing close up to Luzh­in, “Kindly leave the room!” he said quietly and dis­tinctly, “and not a word more or …”

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch gazed at him for some seconds with a pale face that worked with an­ger, then he turned, went out, and rarely has any man car­ried away in his heart such vin­dict­ive hatred as he felt against Raskolnikov. Him, and him alone, he blamed for everything. It is note­worthy that as he went down­stairs he still ima­gined that his case was per­haps not ut­terly lost, and that, so far as the ladies were con­cerned, all might “very well in­deed” be set right again.

		
	
		
			III

			The fact was that up to the last mo­ment he had nev­er ex­pec­ted such an end­ing; he had been over­bear­ing to the last de­gree, nev­er dream­ing that two des­ti­tute and de­fence­less wo­men could es­cape from his con­trol. This con­vic­tion was strengthened by his van­ity and con­ceit, a con­ceit to the point of fatu­ity. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, who had made his way up from in­sig­ni­fic­ance, was mor­bidly giv­en to self-ad­mir­a­tion, had the highest opin­ion of his in­tel­li­gence and ca­pa­cit­ies, and some­times even gloated in solitude over his im­age in the glass. But what he loved and val­ued above all was the money he had amassed by his la­bour, and by all sorts of devices: that money made him the equal of all who had been his su­per­i­ors.

			When he had bit­terly re­minded Dounia that he had de­cided to take her in spite of evil re­port, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch had spoken with per­fect sin­cer­ity and had, in­deed, felt genu­inely in­dig­nant at such “black in­grat­it­ude.” And yet, when he made Dounia his of­fer, he was fully aware of the ground­less­ness of all the gos­sip. The story had been every­where con­tra­dicted by Marfa Pet­ro­vna, and was by then dis­be­lieved by all the townspeople, who were warm in Dounia’a de­fence. And he would not have denied that he knew all that at the time. Yet he still thought highly of his own res­ol­u­tion in lift­ing Dounia to his level and re­garded it as some­thing hero­ic. In speak­ing of it to Dounia, he had let out the secret feel­ing he cher­ished and ad­mired, and he could not un­der­stand that oth­ers should fail to ad­mire it too. He had called on Raskolnikov with the feel­ings of a be­ne­fact­or who is about to reap the fruits of his good deeds and to hear agree­able flat­tery. And as he went down­stairs now, he con­sidered him­self most un­deservedly in­jured and un­re­cog­nised.

			Dounia was simply es­sen­tial to him; to do without her was un­think­able. For many years he had had vo­lup­tu­ous dreams of mar­riage, but he had gone on wait­ing and amass­ing money. He brooded with rel­ish, in pro­found secret, over the im­age of a girl—vir­tu­ous, poor (she must be poor), very young, very pretty, of good birth and edu­ca­tion, very tim­id, one who had suffered much, and was com­pletely humbled be­fore him, one who would all her life look on him as her sa­viour, wor­ship him, ad­mire him and only him. How many scenes, how many amor­ous epis­odes he had ima­gined on this se­duct­ive and play­ful theme, when his work was over! And, be­hold, the dream of so many years was all but real­ised; the beauty and edu­ca­tion of Avdotya Ro­man­ovna had im­pressed him; her help­less po­s­i­tion had been a great al­lure­ment; in her he had found even more than he dreamed of. Here was a girl of pride, char­ac­ter, vir­tue, of edu­ca­tion and breed­ing su­per­i­or to his own (he felt that), and this creature would be slav­ishly grate­ful all her life for his hero­ic con­des­cen­sion, and would humble her­self in the dust be­fore him, and he would have ab­so­lute, un­boun­ded power over her! … Not long be­fore, he had, too, after long re­flec­tion and hes­it­a­tion, made an im­port­ant change in his ca­reer and was now en­ter­ing on a wider circle of busi­ness. With this change his cher­ished dreams of rising in­to a high­er class of so­ci­ety seemed likely to be real­ised. … He was, in fact, de­term­ined to try his for­tune in Peters­burg. He knew that wo­men could do a very great deal. The fas­cin­a­tion of a charm­ing, vir­tu­ous, highly edu­cated wo­man might make his way easi­er, might do won­ders in at­tract­ing people to him, throw­ing an au­re­ole round him, and now everything was in ru­ins! This sud­den hor­rible rup­ture af­fected him like a clap of thun­der; it was like a hideous joke, an ab­surdity. He had only been a tiny bit mas­ter­ful, had not even time to speak out, had simply made a joke, been car­ried away—and it had ended so ser­i­ously. And, of course, too, he did love Dounia in his own way; he already pos­sessed her in his dreams—and all at once! No! The next day, the very next day, it must all be set right, smoothed over, settled. Above all he must crush that con­ceited milk­sop who was the cause of it all. With a sick feel­ing he could not help re­call­ing Ra­zu­mi­h­in too, but, he soon re­as­sured him­self on that score; as though a fel­low like that could be put on a level with him! The man he really dreaded in earn­est was Svid­rig­aïlov. … He had, in short, a great deal to at­tend to. …

			

			“No, I, I am more to blame than any­one!” said Dounia, kiss­ing and em­bra­cing her moth­er. “I was temp­ted by his money, but on my hon­our, broth­er, I had no idea he was such a base man. If I had seen through him be­fore, noth­ing would have temp­ted me! Don’t blame me, broth­er!”

			“God has de­livered us! God has de­livered us!” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna muttered, but half con­sciously, as though scarcely able to real­ise what had happened.

			They were all re­lieved, and in five minutes they were laugh­ing. Only now and then Dounia turned white and frowned, re­mem­ber­ing what had passed. Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was sur­prised to find that she, too, was glad: she had only that morn­ing thought rup­ture with Luzh­in a ter­rible mis­for­tune. Ra­zu­mi­h­in was de­lighted. He did not yet dare to ex­press his joy fully, but he was in a fever of ex­cite­ment as though a ton-weight had fallen off his heart. Now he had the right to de­vote his life to them, to serve them. … Any­thing might hap­pen now! But he felt afraid to think of fur­ther pos­sib­il­it­ies and dared not let his ima­gin­a­tion range. But Raskolnikov sat still in the same place, al­most sul­len and in­dif­fer­ent. Though he had been the most in­sist­ent on get­ting rid of Luzh­in, he seemed now the least con­cerned at what had happened. Dounia could not help think­ing that he was still angry with her, and Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna watched him tim­idly.

			“What did Svid­rig­aïlov say to you?” said Dounia, ap­proach­ing him.

			“Yes, yes!” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna.

			Raskolnikov raised his head.

			“He wants to make you a present of ten thou­sand roubles and he de­sires to see you once in my pres­ence.”

			“See her! On no ac­count!” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna. “And how dare he of­fer her money!”

			Then Raskolnikov re­peated (rather dryly) his con­ver­sa­tion with Svid­rig­aïlov, omit­ting his ac­count of the ghostly vis­it­a­tions of Marfa Pet­ro­vna, wish­ing to avoid all un­ne­ces­sary talk.

			“What an­swer did you give him?” asked Dounia.

			“At first I said I would not take any mes­sage to you. Then he said that he would do his ut­most to ob­tain an in­ter­view with you without my help. He as­sured me that his pas­sion for you was a passing in­fatu­ation, now he has no feel­ing for you. He doesn’t want you to marry Luzh­in. … His talk was al­to­geth­er rather muddled.”

			“How do you ex­plain him to your­self, Rodya? How did he strike you?”

			“I must con­fess I don’t quite un­der­stand him. He of­fers you ten thou­sand, and yet says he is not well off. He says he is go­ing away, and in ten minutes he for­gets he has said it. Then he says he is go­ing to be mar­ried and has already fixed on the girl. … No doubt he has a motive, and prob­ably a bad one. But it’s odd that he should be so clumsy about it if he had any designs against you. … Of course, I re­fused this money on your ac­count, once for all. Al­to­geth­er, I thought him very strange. … One might al­most think he was mad. But I may be mis­taken; that may only be the part he as­sumes. The death of Marfa Pet­ro­vna seems to have made a great im­pres­sion on him.”

			“God rest her soul,” ex­claimed Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna. “I shall al­ways, al­ways pray for her! Where should we be now, Dounia, without this three thou­sand! It’s as though it had fallen from heav­en! Why, Rodya, this morn­ing we had only three roubles in our pock­et and Dounia and I were just plan­ning to pawn her watch, so as to avoid bor­row­ing from that man un­til he offered help.”

			Dounia seemed strangely im­pressed by Svid­rig­aïlov’s of­fer. She still stood med­it­at­ing.

			“He has got some ter­rible plan,” she said in a half whis­per to her­self, al­most shud­der­ing.

			Raskolnikov no­ticed this dis­pro­por­tion­ate ter­ror.

			“I fancy I shall have to see him more than once again,” he said to Dounia.

			“We will watch him! I will track him out!” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in, vig­or­ously. “I won’t lose sight of him. Rodya has giv­en me leave. He said to me him­self just now. ‘Take care of my sis­ter.’ Will you give me leave, too, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna?”

			Dounia smiled and held out her hand, but the look of anxi­ety did not leave her face. Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna gazed at her tim­idly, but the three thou­sand roubles had ob­vi­ously a sooth­ing ef­fect on her.

			A quarter of an hour later, they were all en­gaged in a lively con­ver­sa­tion. Even Raskolnikov listened at­tent­ively for some time, though he did not talk. Ra­zu­mi­h­in was the speak­er.

			“And why, why should you go away?” he flowed on ec­stat­ic­ally. “And what are you to do in a little town? The great thing is, you are all here to­geth­er and you need one an­oth­er—you do need one an­oth­er, be­lieve me. For a time, any­way. … Take me in­to part­ner­ship, and I as­sure you we’ll plan a cap­it­al en­ter­prise. Listen! I’ll ex­plain it all in de­tail to you, the whole pro­ject! It all flashed in­to my head this morn­ing, be­fore any­thing had happened … I tell you what; I have an uncle, I must in­tro­duce him to you (a most ac­com­mod­at­ing and re­spect­able old man). This uncle has got a cap­it­al of a thou­sand roubles, and he lives on his pen­sion and has no need of that money. For the last two years he has been both­er­ing me to bor­row it from him and pay him six per­cent in­terest. I know what that means; he simply wants to help me. Last year I had no need of it, but this year I re­solved to bor­row it as soon as he ar­rived. Then you lend me an­oth­er thou­sand of your three and we have enough for a start, so we’ll go in­to part­ner­ship, and what are we go­ing to do?”

			Then Ra­zu­mi­h­in began to un­fold his pro­ject, and he ex­plained at length that al­most all our pub­lish­ers and book­sellers know noth­ing at all of what they are selling, and for that reas­on they are usu­ally bad pub­lish­ers, and that any de­cent pub­lic­a­tions pay as a rule and give a profit, some­times a con­sid­er­able one. Ra­zu­mi­h­in had, in­deed, been dream­ing of set­ting up as a pub­lish­er. For the last two years he had been work­ing in pub­lish­ers’ of­fices, and knew three European lan­guages well, though he had told Raskolnikov six days be­fore that he was “schwach” in Ger­man with an ob­ject of per­suad­ing him to take half his trans­la­tion and half the pay­ment for it. He had told a lie then, and Raskolnikov knew he was ly­ing.

			“Why, why should we let our chance slip when we have one of the chief means of suc­cess—money of our own!” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in warmly. “Of course there will be a lot of work, but we will work, you, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, I, Ro­di­on. … You get a splen­did profit on some books nowadays! And the great point of the busi­ness is that we shall know just what wants trans­lat­ing, and we shall be trans­lat­ing, pub­lish­ing, learn­ing all at once. I can be of use be­cause I have ex­per­i­ence. For nearly two years I’ve been scut­tling about among the pub­lish­ers, and now I know every de­tail of their busi­ness. You need not be a saint to make pots, be­lieve me! And why, why should we let our chance slip! Why, I know—and I kept the secret—two or three books which one might get a hun­dred roubles simply for think­ing of trans­lat­ing and pub­lish­ing. In­deed, and I would not take five hun­dred for the very idea of one of them. And what do you think? If I were to tell a pub­lish­er, I dare say he’d hes­it­ate—they are such block­heads! And as for the busi­ness side, print­ing, pa­per, selling, you trust to me, I know my way about. We’ll be­gin in a small way and go on to a large. In any case it will get us our liv­ing and we shall get back our cap­it­al.”

			Dounia’s eyes shone.

			“I like what you are say­ing, Dmitri Prokofitch!” she said.

			“I know noth­ing about it, of course,” put in Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna, “it may be a good idea, but again God knows. It’s new and un­tried. Of course, we must re­main here at least for a time.” She looked at Rodya.

			“What do you think, broth­er?” said Dounia.

			“I think he’s got a very good idea,” he answered. “Of course, it’s too soon to dream of a pub­lish­ing firm, but we cer­tainly might bring out five or six books and be sure of suc­cess. I know of one book my­self which would be sure to go well. And as for his be­ing able to man­age it, there’s no doubt about that either. He knows the busi­ness. … But we can talk it over later. …”

			“Hur­rah!” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in. “Now, stay, there’s a flat here in this house, be­long­ing to the same own­er. It’s a spe­cial flat apart, not com­mu­nic­at­ing with these lodgings. It’s fur­nished, rent mod­er­ate, three rooms. Sup­pose you take them to be­gin with. I’ll pawn your watch to­mor­row and bring you the money, and everything can be ar­ranged then. You can all three live to­geth­er, and Rodya will be with you. But where are you off to, Rodya?”

			“What, Rodya, you are go­ing already?” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna asked in dis­may.

			“At such a minute?” cried Ra­zu­mi­h­in.

			Dounia looked at her broth­er with in­cred­u­lous won­der. He held his cap in his hand, he was pre­par­ing to leave them.

			“One would think you were bury­ing me or say­ing good­bye forever,” he said some­what oddly. He at­temp­ted to smile, but it did not turn out a smile. “But who knows, per­haps it is the last time we shall see each oth­er …” he let slip ac­ci­dent­ally. It was what he was think­ing, and it some­how was uttered aloud.

			“What is the mat­ter with you?” cried his moth­er.

			“Where are you go­ing, Rodya?” asked Dounia rather strangely.

			“Oh, I’m quite ob­liged to …” he answered vaguely, as though hes­it­at­ing what he would say. But there was a look of sharp de­term­in­a­tion in his white face.

			“I meant to say … as I was com­ing here … I meant to tell you, moth­er, and you, Dounia, that it would be bet­ter for us to part for a time. I feel ill, I am not at peace. … I will come af­ter­wards, I will come of my­self … when it’s pos­sible. I re­mem­ber you and love you. … Leave me, leave me alone. I de­cided this even be­fore … I’m ab­so­lutely re­solved on it. Whatever may come to me, wheth­er I come to ru­in or not, I want to be alone. For­get me al­to­geth­er, it’s bet­ter. Don’t in­quire about me. When I can, I’ll come of my­self or … I’ll send for you. Per­haps it will all come back, but now if you love me, give me up … else I shall be­gin to hate you, I feel it. … Good­bye!”

			“Good God!” cried Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna. Both his moth­er and his sis­ter were ter­ribly alarmed. Ra­zu­mi­h­in was also.

			“Rodya, Rodya, be re­con­ciled with us! Let us be as be­fore!” cried his poor moth­er.

			He turned slowly to the door and slowly went out of the room. Dounia over­took him.

			“Broth­er, what are you do­ing to moth­er?” she whispered, her eyes flash­ing with in­dig­na­tion.

			He looked dully at her.

			“No mat­ter, I shall come. … I’m com­ing,” he muttered in an un­der­tone, as though not fully con­scious of what he was say­ing, and he went out of the room.

			“Wicked, heart­less ego­ist!” cried Dounia.

			“He is in­sane, but not heart­less. He is mad! Don’t you see it? You’re heart­less after that!” Ra­zu­mi­h­in whispered in her ear, squeez­ing her hand tightly. “I shall be back dir­ectly,” he shouted to the hor­ror-stricken moth­er, and he ran out of the room.

			Raskolnikov was wait­ing for him at the end of the pas­sage.

			“I knew you would run after me,” he said. “Go back to them—be with them … be with them to­mor­row and al­ways. … I … per­haps I shall come … if I can. Good­bye.”

			And without hold­ing out his hand he walked away.

			“But where are you go­ing? What are you do­ing? What’s the mat­ter with you? How can you go on like this?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in muttered, at his wits’ end.

			Raskolnikov stopped once more.

			“Once for all, nev­er ask me about any­thing. I have noth­ing to tell you. Don’t come to see me. Maybe I’ll come here. … Leave me, but don’t leave them. Do you un­der­stand me?”

			It was dark in the cor­ridor, they were stand­ing near the lamp. For a minute they were look­ing at one an­oth­er in si­lence. Ra­zu­mi­h­in re­membered that minute all his life. Raskolnikov’s burn­ing and in­tent eyes grew more pen­et­rat­ing every mo­ment, pier­cing in­to his soul, in­to his con­scious­ness. Sud­denly Ra­zu­mi­h­in star­ted. Some­thing strange, as it were, passed between them. … Some idea, some hint, as it were, slipped, some­thing aw­ful, hideous, and sud­denly un­der­stood on both sides. … Ra­zu­mi­h­in turned pale.

			“Do you un­der­stand now?” said Raskolnikov, his face twitch­ing nervously. “Go back, go to them,” he said sud­denly, and turn­ing quickly, he went out of the house.

			I will not at­tempt to de­scribe how Ra­zu­mi­h­in went back to the ladies, how he soothed them, how he pro­tested that Rodya needed rest in his ill­ness, pro­tested that Rodya was sure to come, that he would come every day, that he was very, very much up­set, that he must not be ir­rit­ated, that he, Ra­zu­mi­h­in, would watch over him, would get him a doc­tor, the best doc­tor, a con­sulta­tion. … In fact from that even­ing Ra­zu­mi­h­in took his place with them as a son and a broth­er.

		
	
		
			IV

			Raskolnikov went straight to the house on the canal bank where So­nia lived. It was an old green house of three storeys. He found the port­er and ob­tained from him vague dir­ec­tions as to the where­abouts of Ka­per­naumov, the tail­or. Hav­ing found in the corner of the court­yard the en­trance to the dark and nar­row stair­case, he moun­ted to the second floor and came out in­to a gal­lery that ran round the whole second storey over the yard. While he was wan­der­ing in the dark­ness, un­cer­tain where to turn for Ka­per­naumov’s door, a door opened three paces from him; he mech­an­ic­ally took hold of it.

			“Who is there?” a wo­man’s voice asked un­eas­ily.

			“It’s I … come to see you,” answered Raskolnikov, and he walked in­to the tiny entry.

			On a broken chair stood a candle in a battered cop­per can­dle­stick.

			“It’s you! Good heav­ens!” cried So­nia weakly, and she stood rooted to the spot.

			“Which is your room? This way?” and Raskolnikov, try­ing not to look at her, hastened in.

			A minute later So­nia, too, came in with the candle, set down the can­dle­stick and, com­pletely dis­con­cer­ted, stood be­fore him in­ex­press­ibly agit­ated and ap­par­ently frightened by his un­ex­pec­ted vis­it. The col­our rushed sud­denly to her pale face and tears came in­to her eyes … She felt sick and ashamed and happy, too. … Raskolnikov turned away quickly and sat on a chair by the table. He scanned the room in a rap­id glance.

			It was a large but ex­ceed­ingly low-pitched room, the only one let by the Ka­per­naumovs, to whose rooms a closed door led in the wall on the left. In the op­pos­ite side on the right hand wall was an­oth­er door, al­ways kept locked. That led to the next flat, which formed a sep­ar­ate lodging. So­nia’s room looked like a barn; it was a very ir­reg­u­lar quad­rangle and this gave it a grot­esque ap­pear­ance. A wall with three win­dows look­ing out on to the canal ran aslant so that one corner formed a very acute angle, and it was dif­fi­cult to see in it without very strong light. The oth­er corner was dis­pro­por­tion­ately ob­tuse. There was scarcely any fur­niture in the big room: in the corner on the right was a bed­stead, be­side it, nearest the door, a chair. A plain, deal table covered by a blue cloth stood against the same wall, close to the door in­to the oth­er flat. Two rush-bot­tom chairs stood by the table. On the op­pos­ite wall near the acute angle stood a small plain wooden chest of draw­ers look­ing, as it were, lost in a desert. That was all there was in the room. The yel­low, scratched and shabby wall­pa­per was black in the corners. It must have been damp and full of fumes in the winter. There was every sign of poverty; even the bed­stead had no cur­tain.

			So­nia looked in si­lence at her vis­it­or, who was so at­tent­ively and un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously scru­tin­ising her room, and even began at last to tremble with ter­ror, as though she was stand­ing be­fore her judge and the ar­bit­er of her des­tinies.

			“I am late. … It’s el­ev­en, isn’t it?” he asked, still not lift­ing his eyes.

			“Yes,” muttered So­nia, “oh yes, it is,” she ad­ded, hast­ily, as though in that lay her means of es­cape. “My land­lady’s clock has just struck … I heard it my­self. …”

			“I’ve come to you for the last time,” Raskolnikov went on gloomily, al­though this was the first time. “I may per­haps not see you again …”

			“Are you … go­ing away?”

			“I don’t know … to­mor­row. …”

			“Then you are not com­ing to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna to­mor­row?” So­nia’s voice shook.

			“I don’t know. I shall know to­mor­row morn­ing. … Nev­er mind that: I’ve come to say one word. …”

			He raised his brood­ing eyes to her and sud­denly no­ticed that he was sit­ting down while she was all the while stand­ing be­fore him.

			“Why are you stand­ing? Sit down,” he said in a changed voice, gentle and friendly.

			She sat down. He looked kindly and al­most com­pas­sion­ately at her.

			“How thin you are! What a hand! Quite trans­par­ent, like a dead hand.”

			He took her hand. So­nia smiled faintly.

			“I have al­ways been like that,” she said.

			“Even when you lived at home?”

			“Yes.”

			“Of course, you were,” he ad­ded ab­ruptly and the ex­pres­sion of his face and the sound of his voice changed again sud­denly.

			He looked round him once more.

			“You rent this room from the Ka­per­naumovs?”

			“Yes. …”

			“They live there, through that door?”

			“Yes. … They have an­oth­er room like this.”

			“All in one room?”

			“Yes.”

			“I should be afraid in your room at night,” he ob­served gloomily.

			“They are very good people, very kind,” answered So­nia, who still seemed be­wildered, “and all the fur­niture, everything … everything is theirs. And they are very kind and the chil­dren, too, of­ten come to see me.”

			“They all stam­mer, don’t they?”

			“Yes. … He stam­mers and he’s lame. And his wife, too. … It’s not ex­actly that she stam­mers, but she can’t speak plainly. She is a very kind wo­man. And he used to be a house serf. And there are sev­en chil­dren … and it’s only the eld­est one that stam­mers and the oth­ers are simply ill … but they don’t stam­mer. … But where did you hear about them?” she ad­ded with some sur­prise.

			“Your fath­er told me, then. He told me all about you. … And how you went out at six o’clock and came back at nine and how Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna knelt down by your bed.”

			So­nia was con­fused.

			“I fan­cied I saw him today,” she whispered hes­it­at­ingly.

			“Whom?”

			“Fath­er. I was walk­ing in the street, out there at the corner, about ten o’clock and he seemed to be walk­ing in front. It looked just like him. I wanted to go to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna. …”

			“You were walk­ing in the streets?”

			“Yes,” So­nia whispered ab­ruptly, again over­come with con­fu­sion and look­ing down.

			“Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna used to beat you, I dare say?”

			“Oh no, what are you say­ing? No!” So­nia looked at him al­most with dis­may.

			“You love her, then?”

			“Love her? Of course!” said So­nia with plaint­ive em­phas­is, and she clasped her hands in dis­tress. “Ah, you don’t. … If you only knew! You see, she is quite like a child. … Her mind is quite un­hinged, you see … from sor­row. And how clev­er she used to be … how gen­er­ous … how kind! Ah, you don’t un­der­stand, you don’t un­der­stand!”

			So­nia said this as though in des­pair, wringing her hands in ex­cite­ment and dis­tress. Her pale cheeks flushed, there was a look of an­guish in her eyes. It was clear that she was stirred to the very depths, that she was long­ing to speak, to cham­pi­on, to ex­press some­thing. A sort of in­sa­ti­able com­pas­sion, if one may so ex­press it, was re­flec­ted in every fea­ture of her face.

			“Beat me! how can you? Good heav­ens, beat me! And if she did beat me, what then? What of it? You know noth­ing, noth­ing about it. … She is so un­happy … ah, how un­happy! And ill. … She is seek­ing right­eous­ness, she is pure. She has such faith that there must be right­eous­ness every­where and she ex­pects it. … And if you were to tor­ture her, she wouldn’t do wrong. She doesn’t see that it’s im­possible for people to be right­eous and she is angry at it. Like a child, like a child. She is good!”

			“And what will hap­pen to you?”

			So­nia looked at him in­quir­ingly.

			“They are left on your hands, you see. They were all on your hands be­fore, though. … And your fath­er came to you to beg for drink. Well, how will it be now?”

			“I don’t know,” So­nia ar­tic­u­lated mourn­fully.

			“Will they stay there?”

			“I don’t know. … They are in debt for the lodging, but the land­lady, I hear, said today that she wanted to get rid of them, and Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna says that she won’t stay an­oth­er minute.”

			“How is it she is so bold? She re­lies upon you?”

			“Oh, no, don’t talk like that. … We are one, we live like one.” So­nia was agit­ated again and even angry, as though a ca­nary or some oth­er little bird were to be angry. “And what could she do? What, what could she do?” she per­sisted, get­ting hot and ex­cited. “And how she cried today! Her mind is un­hinged, haven’t you no­ticed it? At one minute she is wor­ry­ing like a child that everything should be right to­mor­row, the lunch and all that. … Then she is wringing her hands, spit­ting blood, weep­ing, and all at once she will be­gin knock­ing her head against the wall, in des­pair. Then she will be com­for­ted again. She builds all her hopes on you; she says that you will help her now and that she will bor­row a little money some­where and go to her nat­ive town with me and set up a board­ing school for the daugh­ters of gen­tle­men and take me to su­per­in­tend it, and we will be­gin a new splen­did life. And she kisses and hugs me, com­forts me, and you know she has such faith, such faith in her fan­cies! One can’t con­tra­dict her. And all the day long she has been wash­ing, clean­ing, mend­ing. She dragged the wash tub in­to the room with her feeble hands and sank on the bed, gasp­ing for breath. We went this morn­ing to the shops to buy shoes for Polen­ka and Lida for theirs are quite worn out. Only the money we’d reckoned wasn’t enough, not nearly enough. And she picked out such dear little boots, for she has taste, you don’t know. And there in the shop she burst out cry­ing be­fore the shop­men be­cause she hadn’t enough. … Ah, it was sad to see her. …”

			“Well, after that I can un­der­stand your liv­ing like this,” Raskolnikov said with a bit­ter smile.

			“And aren’t you sorry for them? Aren’t you sorry?” So­nia flew at him again. “Why, I know, you gave your last penny your­self, though you’d seen noth­ing of it, and if you’d seen everything, oh dear! And how of­ten, how of­ten I’ve brought her to tears! Only last week! Yes, I! Only a week be­fore his death. I was cruel! And how of­ten I’ve done it! Ah, I’ve been wretched at the thought of it all day!”

			So­nia wrung her hands as she spoke at the pain of re­mem­ber­ing it.

			“You were cruel?”

			“Yes, I—I. I went to see them,” she went on, weep­ing, “and fath­er said, ‘read me some­thing, So­nia, my head aches, read to me, here’s a book.’ He had a book he had got from An­drey Semy­onovitch Le­bezi­at­nikov, he lives there, he al­ways used to get hold of such funny books. And I said, ‘I can’t stay,’ as I didn’t want to read, and I’d gone in chiefly to show Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna some col­lars. Liza­veta, the ped­lar, sold me some col­lars and cuffs cheap, pretty, new, em­broidered ones. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna liked them very much; she put them on and looked at her­self in the glass and was de­lighted with them. ‘Make me a present of them, So­nia,’ she said, ‘please do.’ ‘Please do,’ she said, she wanted them so much. And when could she wear them? They just re­minded her of her old happy days. She looked at her­self in the glass, ad­mired her­self, and she has no clothes at all, no things of her own, hasn’t had all these years! And she nev­er asks any­one for any­thing; she is proud, she’d soon­er give away everything. And these she asked for, she liked them so much. And I was sorry to give them. ‘What use are they to you, Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna?’ I said. I spoke like that to her, I ought not to have said that! She gave me such a look. And she was so grieved, so grieved at my re­fus­ing her. And it was so sad to see. … And she was not grieved for the col­lars, but for my re­fus­ing, I saw that. Ah, if only I could bring it all back, change it, take back those words! Ah, if I … but it’s noth­ing to you!”

			“Did you know Liza­veta, the ped­lar?”

			“Yes. … Did you know her?” So­nia asked with some sur­prise.

			“Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna is in con­sump­tion, rap­id con­sump­tion; she will soon die,” said Raskolnikov after a pause, without an­swer­ing her ques­tion.

			“Oh, no, no, no!”

			And So­nia un­con­sciously clutched both his hands, as though im­plor­ing that she should not.

			“But it will be bet­ter if she does die.”

			“No, not bet­ter, not at all bet­ter!” So­nia un­con­sciously re­peated in dis­may.

			“And the chil­dren? What can you do ex­cept take them to live with you?”

			“Oh, I don’t know,” cried So­nia, al­most in des­pair, and she put her hands to her head.

			It was evid­ent that that idea had very of­ten oc­curred to her be­fore and he had only roused it again.

			“And, what, if even now, while Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna is alive, you get ill and are taken to the hos­pit­al, what will hap­pen then?” he per­sisted piti­lessly.

			“How can you? That can­not be!”

			And So­nia’s face worked with aw­ful ter­ror.

			“Can­not be?” Raskolnikov went on with a harsh smile. “You are not in­sured against it, are you? What will hap­pen to them then? They will be in the street, all of them, she will cough and beg and knock her head against some wall, as she did today, and the chil­dren will cry. … Then she will fall down, be taken to the po­lice sta­tion and to the hos­pit­al, she will die, and the chil­dren …”

			“Oh, no. … God will not let it be!” broke at last from So­nia’s over­burdened bos­om.

			She listened, look­ing im­plor­ingly at him, clasp­ing her hands in dumb en­treaty, as though it all de­pended upon him.

			Raskolnikov got up and began to walk about the room. A minute passed. So­nia was stand­ing with her hands and her head hanging in ter­rible de­jec­tion.

			“And can’t you save? Put by for a rainy day?” he asked, stop­ping sud­denly be­fore her.

			“No,” whispered So­nia.

			“Of course not. Have you tried?” he ad­ded al­most iron­ic­ally.

			“Yes.”

			“And it didn’t come off! Of course not! No need to ask.”

			And again he paced the room. An­oth­er minute passed.

			“You don’t get money every day?”

			So­nia was more con­fused than ever and col­our rushed in­to her face again.

			“No,” she whispered with a pain­ful ef­fort.

			“It will be the same with Polen­ka, no doubt,” he said sud­denly.

			“No, no! It can’t be, no!” So­nia cried aloud in des­per­a­tion, as though she had been stabbed. “God would not al­low any­thing so aw­ful!”

			“He lets oth­ers come to it.”

			“No, no! God will pro­tect her, God!” she re­peated be­side her­self.

			“But, per­haps, there is no God at all,” Raskolnikov answered with a sort of ma­lig­nance, laughed and looked at her.

			So­nia’s face sud­denly changed; a tremor passed over it. She looked at him with un­ut­ter­able re­proach, tried to say some­thing, but could not speak and broke in­to bit­ter, bit­ter sobs, hid­ing her face in her hands.

			“You say Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s mind is un­hinged; your own mind is un­hinged,” he said after a brief si­lence.

			Five minutes passed. He still paced up and down the room in si­lence, not look­ing at her. At last he went up to her; his eyes glittered. He put his two hands on her shoulders and looked straight in­to her tear­ful face. His eyes were hard, fe­ver­ish and pier­cing, his lips were twitch­ing. All at once he bent down quickly and drop­ping to the ground, kissed her foot. So­nia drew back from him as from a mad­man. And cer­tainly he looked like a mad­man.

			“What are you do­ing to me?” she muttered, turn­ing pale, and a sud­den an­guish clutched at her heart.

			He stood up at once.

			“I did not bow down to you, I bowed down to all the suf­fer­ing of hu­man­ity,” he said wildly and walked away to the win­dow. “Listen,” he ad­ded, turn­ing to her a minute later. “I said just now to an in­solent man that he was not worth your little fin­ger … and that I did my sis­ter hon­our mak­ing her sit be­side you.”

			“Ach, you said that to them! And in her pres­ence?” cried So­nia, frightened. “Sit down with me! An hon­our! Why, I’m … dis­hon­our­able. … Ah, why did you say that?”

			“It was not be­cause of your dis­hon­our and your sin I said that of you, but be­cause of your great suf­fer­ing. But you are a great sin­ner, that’s true,” he ad­ded al­most sol­emnly, “and your worst sin is that you have des­troyed and be­trayed your­self for noth­ing. Isn’t that fear­ful? Isn’t it fear­ful that you are liv­ing in this filth which you loathe so, and at the same time you know your­self (you’ve only to open your eyes) that you are not help­ing any­one by it, not sav­ing any­one from any­thing? Tell me,” he went on al­most in a frenzy, “how this shame and de­grad­a­tion can ex­ist in you side by side with oth­er, op­pos­ite, holy feel­ings? It would be bet­ter, a thou­sand times bet­ter and wiser to leap in­to the wa­ter and end it all!”

			“But what would be­come of them?” So­nia asked faintly, gaz­ing at him with eyes of an­guish, but not seem­ing sur­prised at his sug­ges­tion.

			Raskolnikov looked strangely at her. He read it all in her face; so she must have had that thought already, per­haps many times, and earn­estly she had thought out in her des­pair how to end it and so earn­estly, that now she scarcely wondered at his sug­ges­tion. She had not even no­ticed the cruelty of his words. (The sig­ni­fic­ance of his re­proaches and his pe­cu­li­ar at­ti­tude to her shame she had, of course, not no­ticed either, and that, too, was clear to him.) But he saw how mon­strously the thought of her dis­grace­ful, shame­ful po­s­i­tion was tor­tur­ing her and had long tor­tured her. “What, what,” he thought, “could hitherto have hindered her from put­ting an end to it?” Only then he real­ised what those poor little orphan chil­dren and that pi­ti­ful half-crazy Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, knock­ing her head against the wall in her con­sump­tion, meant for So­nia.

			But, nev­er­the­less, it was clear to him again that with her char­ac­ter and the amount of edu­ca­tion she had after all re­ceived, she could not in any case re­main so. He was still con­fron­ted by the ques­tion, how could she have re­mained so long in that po­s­i­tion without go­ing out of her mind, since she could not bring her­self to jump in­to the wa­ter? Of course he knew that So­nia’s po­s­i­tion was an ex­cep­tion­al case, though un­hap­pily not unique and not in­fre­quent, in­deed; but that very ex­cep­tion­al­ness, her tinge of edu­ca­tion, her pre­vi­ous life might, one would have thought, have killed her at the first step on that re­volt­ing path. What held her up—surely not de­prav­ity? All that in­famy had ob­vi­ously only touched her mech­an­ic­ally, not one drop of real de­prav­ity had pen­et­rated to her heart; he saw that. He saw through her as she stood be­fore him. …

			“There are three ways be­fore her,” he thought, “the canal, the mad­house, or … at last to sink in­to de­prav­ity which ob­scures the mind and turns the heart to stone.”

			The last idea was the most re­volt­ing, but he was a scep­tic, he was young, ab­stract, and there­fore cruel, and so he could not help be­liev­ing that the last end was the most likely.

			“But can that be true?” he cried to him­self. “Can that creature who has still pre­served the pur­ity of her spir­it be con­sciously drawn at last in­to that sink of filth and iniquity? Can the pro­cess already have be­gun? Can it be that she has only been able to bear it till now, be­cause vice has be­gun to be less loath­some to her? No, no, that can­not be!” he cried, as So­nia had just be­fore. “No, what has kept her from the canal till now is the idea of sin and they, the chil­dren. … And if she has not gone out of her mind … but who says she has not gone out of her mind? Is she in her senses? Can one talk, can one reas­on as she does? How can she sit on the edge of the abyss of loath­some­ness in­to which she is slip­ping and re­fuse to listen when she is told of danger? Does she ex­pect a mir­acle? No doubt she does. Doesn’t that all mean mad­ness?”

			He stayed ob­stin­ately at that thought. He liked that ex­plan­a­tion in­deed bet­ter than any oth­er. He began look­ing more in­tently at her.

			“So you pray to God a great deal, So­nia?” he asked her.

			So­nia did not speak; he stood be­side her wait­ing for an an­swer.

			“What should I be without God?” she whispered rap­idly, for­cibly, glan­cing at him with sud­denly flash­ing eyes, and squeez­ing his hand.

			“Ah, so that is it!” he thought.

			“And what does God do for you?” he asked, prob­ing her fur­ther.

			So­nia was si­lent a long while, as though she could not an­swer. Her weak chest kept heav­ing with emo­tion.

			“Be si­lent! Don’t ask! You don’t de­serve!” she cried sud­denly, look­ing sternly and wrath­fully at him.

			“That’s it, that’s it,” he re­peated to him­self.

			“He does everything,” she whispered quickly, look­ing down again.

			“That’s the way out! That’s the ex­plan­a­tion,” he de­cided, scru­tin­ising her with eager curi­os­ity, with a new, strange, al­most mor­bid feel­ing. He gazed at that pale, thin, ir­reg­u­lar, an­gu­lar little face, those soft blue eyes, which could flash with such fire, such stern en­ergy, that little body still shak­ing with in­dig­na­tion and an­ger—and it all seemed to him more and more strange, al­most im­possible. “She is a re­li­gious ma­ni­ac!” he re­peated to him­self.

			There was a book ly­ing on the chest of draw­ers. He had no­ticed it every time he paced up and down the room. Now he took it up and looked at it. It was the New Test­a­ment in the Rus­si­an trans­la­tion. It was bound in leath­er, old and worn.

			“Where did you get that?” he called to her across the room.

			She was still stand­ing in the same place, three steps from the table.

			“It was brought me,” she answered, as it were un­will­ingly, not look­ing at him.

			“Who brought it?”

			“Liza­veta, I asked her for it.”

			“Liza­veta! strange!” he thought.

			Everything about So­nia seemed to him stranger and more won­der­ful every mo­ment. He car­ried the book to the candle and began to turn over the pages.

			“Where is the story of Laz­arus?” he asked sud­denly.

			So­nia looked ob­stin­ately at the ground and would not an­swer. She was stand­ing side­ways to the table.

			“Where is the rais­ing of Laz­arus? Find it for me, So­nia.”

			She stole a glance at him.

			“You are not look­ing in the right place. … It’s in the fourth gos­pel,” she whispered sternly, without look­ing at him.

			“Find it and read it to me,” he said. He sat down with his el­bow on the table, leaned his head on his hand and looked away sul­lenly, pre­pared to listen.

			“In three weeks’ time they’ll wel­come me in the mad­house! I shall be there if I am not in a worse place,” he muttered to him­self.

			So­nia heard Raskolnikov’s re­quest dis­trust­fully and moved hes­it­at­ingly to the table. She took the book how­ever.

			“Haven’t you read it?” she asked, look­ing up at him across the table.

			Her voice be­came stern­er and stern­er.

			“Long ago. … When I was at school. Read!”

			“And haven’t you heard it in church?”

			“I … haven’t been. Do you of­ten go?”

			“N-no,” whispered So­nia.

			Raskolnikov smiled.

			“I un­der­stand. … And you won’t go to your fath­er’s fu­ner­al to­mor­row?”

			“Yes, I shall. I was at church last week, too … I had a re­quiem ser­vice.”

			“For whom?”

			“For Liza­veta. She was killed with an axe.”

			His nerves were more and more strained. His head began to go round.

			“Were you friends with Liza­veta?”

			“Yes. … She was good … she used to come … not of­ten … she couldn’t. … We used to read to­geth­er and … talk. She will see God.”

			The last phrase soun­ded strange in his ears. And here was some­thing new again: the mys­ter­i­ous meet­ings with Liza­veta and both of them—re­li­gious ma­ni­acs.

			“I shall be a re­li­gious ma­ni­ac my­self soon! It’s in­fec­tious!”

			“Read!” he cried ir­rit­ably and in­sist­ently.

			So­nia still hes­it­ated. Her heart was throb­bing. She hardly dared to read to him. He looked al­most with ex­as­per­a­tion at the “un­happy lun­at­ic.”

			“What for? You don’t be­lieve? …” she whispered softly and as it were breath­lessly.

			“Read! I want you to,” he per­sisted. “You used to read to Liza­veta.”

			So­nia opened the book and found the place. Her hands were shak­ing, her voice failed her. Twice she tried to be­gin and could not bring out the first syl­lable.

			“Now a cer­tain man was sick named Laz­arus of Beth­any …” she forced her­self at last to read, but at the third word her voice broke like an over­strained string. There was a catch in her breath.

			Raskolnikov saw in part why So­nia could not bring her­self to read to him and the more he saw this, the more roughly and ir­rit­ably he in­sisted on her do­ing so. He un­der­stood only too well how pain­ful it was for her to be­tray and un­veil all that was her own. He un­der­stood that these feel­ings really were her secret treas­ure, which she had kept per­haps for years, per­haps from child­hood, while she lived with an un­happy fath­er and a dis­trac­ted step­moth­er crazed by grief, in the midst of starving chil­dren and un­seemly ab­use and re­proaches. But at the same time he knew now and knew for cer­tain that, al­though it filled her with dread and suf­fer­ing, yet she had a tor­ment­ing de­sire to read and to read to him that he might hear it, and to read now whatever might come of it! … He read this in her eyes, he could see it in her in­tense emo­tion. She mastered her­self, con­trolled the spasm in her throat and went on read­ing the el­ev­enth chapter of St. John. She went on to the nine­teenth verse:

			“And many of the Jews came to Martha and Mary to com­fort them con­cern­ing their broth­er.

			“Then Martha as soon as she heard that Je­sus was com­ing went and met Him: but Mary sat still in the house.

			“Then said Martha un­to Je­sus, Lord, if Thou hadst been here, my broth­er had not died.

			“But I know that even now what­so­ever Thou wilt ask of God, God will give it Thee. …”

			Then she stopped again with a shame­faced feel­ing that her voice would quiver and break again.

			“Je­sus said un­to her, thy broth­er shall rise again.

			“Martha saith un­to Him, I know that he shall rise again in the re­sur­rec­tion, at the last day.

			“Je­sus said un­to her, I am the re­sur­rec­tion and the life: he that be­lieveth in Me though he were dead, yet shall he live.

			“And who­so­ever liv­eth and be­lieveth in Me shall nev­er die. Be­lievest thou this?

			“She saith un­to Him,”

			(And draw­ing a pain­ful breath, So­nia read dis­tinctly and for­cibly as though she were mak­ing a pub­lic con­fes­sion of faith.)

			“Yea, Lord: I be­lieve that Thou art the Christ, the Son of God Which should come in­to the world.”

			She stopped and looked up quickly at him, but con­trolling her­self went on read­ing. Raskolnikov sat without mov­ing, his el­bows on the table and his eyes turned away. She read to the thirty-second verse.

			“Then when Mary was come where Je­sus was and saw Him, she fell down at His feet, say­ing un­to Him, Lord if Thou hadst been here, my broth­er had not died.

			“When Je­sus there­fore saw her weep­ing, and the Jews also weep­ing which came with her, He groaned in the spir­it and was troubled,

			“And said, Where have ye laid him? They said un­to Him, Lord, come and see.

			“Je­sus wept.

			“Then said the Jews, be­hold how He loved him!

			“And some of them said, could not this Man which opened the eyes of the blind, have caused that even this man should not have died?”

			Raskolnikov turned and looked at her with emo­tion. Yes, he had known it! She was trem­bling in a real phys­ic­al fever. He had ex­pec­ted it. She was get­ting near the story of the greatest mir­acle and a feel­ing of im­mense tri­umph came over her. Her voice rang out like a bell; tri­umph and joy gave it power. The lines danced be­fore her eyes, but she knew what she was read­ing by heart. At the last verse, “Could not this Man which opened the eyes of the blind …” drop­ping her voice she pas­sion­ately re­pro­duced the doubt, the re­proach and cen­sure of the blind dis­be­liev­ing Jews, who in an­oth­er mo­ment would fall at His feet as though struck by thun­der, sob­bing and be­liev­ing. … “And he, he—too, is blinded and un­be­liev­ing, he, too, will hear, he, too, will be­lieve, yes, yes! At once, now,” was what she was dream­ing, and she was quiv­er­ing with happy an­ti­cip­a­tion.

			“Je­sus there­fore again groan­ing in Him­self cometh to the grave. It was a cave, and a stone lay upon it.

			“Je­sus said, Take ye away the stone. Martha, the sis­ter of him that was dead, saith un­to Him, Lord by this time he stinketh: for he hath been dead four days.”

			She laid em­phas­is on the word four.

			“Je­sus saith un­to her, Said I not un­to thee that if thou would­est be­lieve, thou should­est see the glory of God?

			“Then they took away the stone from the place where the dead was laid. And Je­sus lif­ted up His eyes and said, Fath­er, I thank Thee that Thou hast heard Me.

			“And I knew that Thou hearest Me al­ways; but be­cause of the people which stand by I said it, that they may be­lieve that Thou hast sent Me.

			“And when He thus had spoken, He cried with a loud voice, Laz­arus, come forth.

			“And he that was dead came forth.”

			(She read loudly, cold and trem­bling with ec­stasy, as though she were see­ing it be­fore her eyes.)

			“Bound hand and foot with grave­clothes; and his face was bound about with a nap­kin. Je­sus saith un­to them, Loose him and let him go.

			“Then many of the Jews which came to Mary and had seen the things which Je­sus did be­lieved on Him.”

			She could read no more, closed the book and got up from her chair quickly.

			“That is all about the rais­ing of Laz­arus,” she whispered severely and ab­ruptly, and turn­ing away she stood mo­tion­less, not dar­ing to raise her eyes to him. She still trembled fe­ver­ishly. The candle-end was flick­er­ing out in the battered can­dle­stick, dimly light­ing up in the poverty-stricken room the mur­der­er and the har­lot who had so strangely been read­ing to­geth­er the etern­al book. Five minutes or more passed.

			“I came to speak of some­thing,” Raskolnikov said aloud, frown­ing. He got up and went to So­nia. She lif­ted her eyes to him in si­lence. His face was par­tic­u­larly stern and there was a sort of sav­age de­term­in­a­tion in it.

			“I have aban­doned my fam­ily today,” he said, “my moth­er and sis­ter. I am not go­ing to see them. I’ve broken with them com­pletely.”

			“What for?” asked So­nia amazed. Her re­cent meet­ing with his moth­er and sis­ter had left a great im­pres­sion which she could not ana­lyse. She heard his news al­most with hor­ror.

			“I have only you now,” he ad­ded. “Let us go to­geth­er. … I’ve come to you, we are both ac­cursed, let us go our way to­geth­er!”

			His eyes glittered “as though he were mad,” So­nia thought, in her turn.

			“Go where?” she asked in alarm and she in­vol­un­tar­ily stepped back.

			“How do I know? I only know it’s the same road, I know that and noth­ing more. It’s the same goal!”

			She looked at him and un­der­stood noth­ing. She knew only that he was ter­ribly, in­fin­itely un­happy.

			“No one of them will un­der­stand, if you tell them, but I have un­der­stood. I need you, that is why I have come to you.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand,” whispered So­nia.

			“You’ll un­der­stand later. Haven’t you done the same? You, too, have trans­gressed … have had the strength to trans­gress. You have laid hands on your­self, you have des­troyed a life … your own (it’s all the same!). You might have lived in spir­it and un­der­stand­ing, but you’ll end in the Hay Mar­ket. … But you won’t be able to stand it, and if you re­main alone you’ll go out of your mind like me. You are like a mad creature already. So we must go to­geth­er on the same road! Let us go!”

			“What for? What’s all this for?” said So­nia, strangely and vi­ol­ently agit­ated by his words.

			“What for? Be­cause you can’t re­main like this, that’s why! You must look things straight in the face at last, and not weep like a child and cry that God won’t al­low it. What will hap­pen, if you should really be taken to the hos­pit­al to­mor­row? She is mad and in con­sump­tion, she’ll soon die and the chil­dren? Do you mean to tell me Polen­ka won’t come to grief? Haven’t you seen chil­dren here at the street corners sent out by their moth­ers to beg? I’ve found out where those moth­ers live and in what sur­round­ings. Chil­dren can’t re­main chil­dren there! At sev­en the child is vi­cious and a thief. Yet chil­dren, you know, are the im­age of Christ: ‘theirs is the king­dom of Heav­en.’ He bade us hon­our and love them, they are the hu­man­ity of the fu­ture. …”

			“What’s to be done, what’s to be done?” re­peated So­nia, weep­ing hys­ter­ic­ally and wringing her hands.

			“What’s to be done? Break what must be broken, once for all, that’s all, and take the suf­fer­ing on one­self. What, you don’t un­der­stand? You’ll un­der­stand later. … Free­dom and power, and above all, power! Over all trem­bling cre­ation and all the ant-heap! … That’s the goal, re­mem­ber that! That’s my farewell mes­sage. Per­haps it’s the last time I shall speak to you. If I don’t come to­mor­row, you’ll hear of it all, and then re­mem­ber these words. And some day later on, in years to come, you’ll un­der­stand per­haps what they meant. If I come to­mor­row, I’ll tell you who killed Liza­veta. … Good­bye.”

			So­nia star­ted with ter­ror.

			“Why, do you know who killed her?” she asked, chilled with hor­ror, look­ing wildly at him.

			“I know and will tell … you, only you. I have chosen you out. I’m not com­ing to you to ask for­give­ness, but simply to tell you. I chose you out long ago to hear this, when your fath­er talked of you and when Liza­veta was alive, I thought of it. Good­bye, don’t shake hands. To­mor­row!”

			He went out. So­nia gazed at him as at a mad­man. But she her­self was like one in­sane and felt it. Her head was go­ing round.

			“Good heav­ens, how does he know who killed Liza­veta? What did those words mean? It’s aw­ful!” But at the same time the idea did not enter her head, not for a mo­ment! “Oh, he must be ter­ribly un­happy! … He has aban­doned his moth­er and sis­ter. … What for? What has happened? And what had he in his mind? What did he say to her? He had kissed her foot and said … said (yes, he had said it clearly) that he could not live without her. … Oh, mer­ci­ful heav­ens!”

			So­nia spent the whole night fe­ver­ish and de­li­ri­ous. She jumped up from time to time, wept and wrung her hands, then sank again in­to fe­ver­ish sleep and dreamt of Polen­ka, Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna and Liza­veta, of read­ing the gos­pel and him … him with pale face, with burn­ing eyes … kiss­ing her feet, weep­ing.

			On the oth­er side of the door on the right, which di­vided So­nia’s room from Ma­dame Ress­lich’s flat, was a room which had long stood empty. A card was fixed on the gate and a no­tice stuck in the win­dows over the canal ad­vert­ising it to let. So­nia had long been ac­cus­tomed to the room’s be­ing un­in­hab­ited. But all that time Mr. Svid­rig­aïlov had been stand­ing, listen­ing at the door of the empty room. When Raskolnikov went out he stood still, thought a mo­ment, went on tip­toe to his own room which ad­joined the empty one, brought a chair and noise­lessly car­ried it to the door that led to So­nia’s room. The con­ver­sa­tion had struck him as in­ter­est­ing and re­mark­able, and he had greatly en­joyed it—so much so that he brought a chair that he might not in the fu­ture, to­mor­row, for in­stance, have to en­dure the in­con­veni­ence of stand­ing a whole hour, but might listen in com­fort.

		
	
		
			V

			When next morn­ing at el­ev­en o’clock punc­tu­ally Raskolnikov went in­to the de­part­ment of the in­vest­ig­a­tion of crim­in­al causes and sent his name in to Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, he was sur­prised at be­ing kept wait­ing so long: it was at least ten minutes be­fore he was summoned. He had ex­pec­ted that they would pounce upon him. But he stood in the wait­ing-room, and people, who ap­par­ently had noth­ing to do with him, were con­tinu­ally passing to and fro be­fore him. In the next room which looked like an of­fice, sev­er­al clerks were sit­ting writ­ing and ob­vi­ously they had no no­tion who or what Raskolnikov might be. He looked un­eas­ily and sus­pi­ciously about him to see wheth­er there was not some guard, some mys­ter­i­ous watch be­ing kept on him to pre­vent his es­cape. But there was noth­ing of the sort: he saw only the faces of clerks ab­sorbed in petty de­tails, then oth­er people, no one seemed to have any con­cern with him. He might go where he liked for them. The con­vic­tion grew stronger in him that if that en­ig­mat­ic man of yes­ter­day, that phantom sprung out of the earth, had seen everything, they would not have let him stand and wait like that. And would they have waited till he elec­ted to ap­pear at el­ev­en? Either the man had not yet giv­en in­form­a­tion, or … or simply he knew noth­ing, had seen noth­ing (and how could he have seen any­thing?) and so all that had happened to him the day be­fore was again a phantom ex­ag­ger­ated by his sick and over­strained ima­gin­a­tion. This con­jec­ture had be­gun to grow strong the day be­fore, in the midst of all his alarm and des­pair. Think­ing it all over now and pre­par­ing for a fresh con­flict, he was sud­denly aware that he was trem­bling—and he felt a rush of in­dig­na­tion at the thought that he was trem­bling with fear at fa­cing that hate­ful Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch. What he dreaded above all was meet­ing that man again; he hated him with an in­tense, un­mit­ig­ated hatred and was afraid his hatred might be­tray him. His in­dig­na­tion was such that he ceased trem­bling at once; he made ready to go in with a cold and ar­rog­ant bear­ing and vowed to him­self to keep as si­lent as pos­sible, to watch and listen and for once at least to con­trol his over­strained nerves. At that mo­ment he was summoned to Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch.

			He found Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch alone in his study. His study was a room neither large nor small, fur­nished with a large writ­ing-table, that stood be­fore a sofa, up­holstered in checked ma­ter­i­al, a bur­eau, a book­case in the corner and sev­er­al chairs—all gov­ern­ment fur­niture, of pol­ished yel­low wood. In the fur­ther wall there was a closed door, bey­ond it there were no doubt oth­er rooms. On Raskolnikov’s en­trance Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch had at once closed the door by which he had come in and they re­mained alone. He met his vis­it­or with an ap­par­ently gen­i­al and good-tempered air, and it was only after a few minutes that Raskolnikov saw signs of a cer­tain awk­ward­ness in him, as though he had been thrown out of his reck­on­ing or caught in some­thing very secret.

			“Ah, my dear fel­low! Here you are … in our do­main” … began Por­firy, hold­ing out both hands to him. “Come, sit down, old man … or per­haps you don’t like to be called ‘my dear fel­low’ and ‘old man!’—tout court? Please don’t think it too fa­mil­i­ar. … Here, on the sofa.”

			Raskolnikov sat down, keep­ing his eyes fixed on him. “In our do­main,” the apo­lo­gies for fa­mili­ar­ity, the French phrase tout court, were all char­ac­ter­ist­ic signs.

			“He held out both hands to me, but he did not give me one—he drew it back in time,” struck him sus­pi­ciously. Both were watch­ing each oth­er, but when their eyes met, quick as light­ning they looked away.

			“I brought you this pa­per … about the watch. Here it is. Is it all right or shall I copy it again?”

			“What? A pa­per? Yes, yes, don’t be un­easy, it’s all right,” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch said as though in haste, and after he had said it he took the pa­per and looked at it. “Yes, it’s all right. Noth­ing more is needed,” he de­clared with the same rapid­ity and he laid the pa­per on the table.

			A minute later when he was talk­ing of some­thing else he took it from the table and put it on his bur­eau.

			“I be­lieve you said yes­ter­day you would like to ques­tion me … form­ally … about my ac­quaint­ance with the murdered wo­man?” Raskolnikov was be­gin­ning again. “Why did I put in ‘I be­lieve’ ” passed through his mind in a flash. “Why am I so un­easy at hav­ing put in that ‘I be­lieve’?” came in a second flash. And he sud­denly felt that his un­eas­i­ness at the mere con­tact with Por­firy, at the first words, at the first looks, had grown in an in­stant to mon­strous pro­por­tions, and that this was fear­fully dan­ger­ous. His nerves were quiv­er­ing, his emo­tion was in­creas­ing. “It’s bad, it’s bad! I shall say too much again.”

			“Yes, yes, yes! There’s no hurry, there’s no hurry,” muttered Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, mov­ing to and fro about the table without any ap­par­ent aim, as it were mak­ing dashes to­wards the win­dow, the bur­eau and the table, at one mo­ment avoid­ing Raskolnikov’s sus­pi­cious glance, then again stand­ing still and look­ing him straight in the face.

			His fat round little fig­ure looked very strange, like a ball rolling from one side to the oth­er and re­bound­ing back.

			“We’ve plenty of time. Do you smoke? have you your own? Here, a ci­gar­ette!” he went on, of­fer­ing his vis­it­or a ci­gar­ette. “You know I am re­ceiv­ing you here, but my own quar­ters are through there, you know, my gov­ern­ment quar­ters. But I am liv­ing out­side for the time, I had to have some re­pairs done here. It’s al­most fin­ished now. … Gov­ern­ment quar­ters, you know, are a cap­it­al thing. Eh, what do you think?”

			“Yes, a cap­it­al thing,” answered Raskolnikov, look­ing at him al­most iron­ic­ally.

			“A cap­it­al thing, a cap­it­al thing,” re­peated Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, as though he had just thought of some­thing quite dif­fer­ent. “Yes, a cap­it­al thing,” he al­most shouted at last, sud­denly star­ing at Raskolnikov and stop­ping short two steps from him.

			This stu­pid re­pe­ti­tion was too in­con­gru­ous in its in­eptitude with the ser­i­ous, brood­ing and en­ig­mat­ic glance he turned upon his vis­it­or.

			But this stirred Raskolnikov’s spleen more than ever and he could not res­ist an iron­ic­al and rather in­cau­tious chal­lenge.

			“Tell me, please,” he asked sud­denly, look­ing al­most in­solently at him and tak­ing a kind of pleas­ure in his own in­solence. “I be­lieve it’s a sort of leg­al rule, a sort of leg­al tra­di­tion—for all in­vest­ig­at­ing law­yers—to be­gin their at­tack from afar, with a trivi­al, or at least an ir­rel­ev­ant sub­ject, so as to en­cour­age, or rather, to di­vert the man they are cross-ex­amin­ing, to dis­arm his cau­tion and then all at once to give him an un­ex­pec­ted knock­down blow with some fatal ques­tion. Isn’t that so? It’s a sac­red tra­di­tion, men­tioned, I fancy, in all the manu­als of the art?”

			“Yes, yes. … Why, do you ima­gine that was why I spoke about gov­ern­ment quar­ters … eh?”

			And as he said this Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch screwed up his eyes and winked; a good-hu­moured, crafty look passed over his face. The wrinkles on his fore­head were smoothed out, his eyes con­trac­ted, his fea­tures broadened and he sud­denly went off in­to a nervous pro­longed laugh, shak­ing all over and look­ing Raskolnikov straight in the face. The lat­ter forced him­self to laugh, too, but when Por­firy, see­ing that he was laugh­ing, broke in­to such a guf­faw that he turned al­most crim­son, Raskolnikov’s re­pul­sion over­came all pre­cau­tion; he left off laugh­ing, scowled and stared with hatred at Por­firy, keep­ing his eyes fixed on him while his in­ten­tion­ally pro­longed laughter las­ted. There was lack of pre­cau­tion on both sides, how­ever, for Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch seemed to be laugh­ing in his vis­it­or’s face and to be very little dis­turbed at the an­noy­ance with which the vis­it­or re­ceived it. The lat­ter fact was very sig­ni­fic­ant in Raskolnikov’s eyes: he saw that Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch had not been em­bar­rassed just be­fore either, but that he, Raskolnikov, had per­haps fallen in­to a trap; that there must be some­thing, some motive here un­known to him; that, per­haps, everything was in read­i­ness and in an­oth­er mo­ment would break upon him …

			He went straight to the point at once, rose from his seat and took his cap.

			“Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch,” he began res­ol­utely, though with con­sid­er­able ir­rit­a­tion, “yes­ter­day you ex­pressed a de­sire that I should come to you for some in­quir­ies” (he laid spe­cial stress on the word “in­quir­ies”). “I have come and if you have any­thing to ask me, ask it, and if not, al­low me to with­draw. I have no time to spare. … I have to be at the fu­ner­al of that man who was run over, of whom you … know also,” he ad­ded, feel­ing angry at once at hav­ing made this ad­di­tion and more ir­rit­ated at his an­ger. “I am sick of it all, do you hear? and have long been. It’s partly what made me ill. In short,” he shouted, feel­ing that the phrase about his ill­ness was still more out of place, “in short, kindly ex­am­ine me or let me go, at once. And if you must ex­am­ine me, do so in the prop­er form! I will not al­low you to do so oth­er­wise, and so mean­while, good­bye, as we have evid­ently noth­ing to keep us now.”

			“Good heav­ens! What do you mean? What shall I ques­tion you about?” cackled Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch with a change of tone, in­stantly leav­ing off laugh­ing. “Please don’t dis­turb your­self,” he began fid­get­ing from place to place and fussily mak­ing Raskolnikov sit down. “There’s no hurry, there’s no hurry, it’s all non­sense. Oh, no, I’m very glad you’ve come to see me at last … I look upon you simply as a vis­it­or. And as for my con­foun­ded laughter, please ex­cuse it, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch? That is your name? … It’s my nerves, you tickled me so with your witty ob­ser­va­tion; I as­sure you, some­times I shake with laughter like an in­dia-rub­ber ball for half an hour at a time. … I’m of­ten afraid of an at­tack of para­lys­is. Do sit down. Please do, or I shall think you are angry …”

			Raskolnikov did not speak; he listened, watch­ing him, still frown­ing an­grily. He did sit down, but still held his cap.

			“I must tell you one thing about my­self, my dear Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch,” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch con­tin­ued, mov­ing about the room and again avoid­ing his vis­it­or’s eyes. “You see, I’m a bach­el­or, a man of no con­sequence and not used to so­ci­ety; be­sides, I have noth­ing be­fore me, I’m set, I’m run­ning to seed and … and have you no­ticed, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, that in our Peters­burg circles, if two clev­er men meet who are not in­tim­ate, but re­spect each oth­er, like you and me, it takes them half an hour be­fore they can find a sub­ject for con­ver­sa­tion—they are dumb, they sit op­pos­ite each oth­er and feel awk­ward. Every­one has sub­jects of con­ver­sa­tion, ladies for in­stance … people in high so­ci­ety al­ways have their sub­jects of con­ver­sa­tion, c’est de ri­gueur, but people of the middle sort like us, think­ing people that is, are al­ways tongue-tied and awk­ward. What is the reas­on of it? Wheth­er it is the lack of pub­lic in­terest, or wheth­er it is we are so hon­est we don’t want to de­ceive one an­oth­er, I don’t know. What do you think? Do put down your cap, it looks as if you were just go­ing, it makes me un­com­fort­able … I am so de­lighted …”

			Raskolnikov put down his cap and con­tin­ued listen­ing in si­lence with a ser­i­ous frown­ing face to the vague and empty chat­ter of Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch. “Does he really want to dis­tract my at­ten­tion with his silly babble?”

			“I can’t of­fer you cof­fee here; but why not spend five minutes with a friend?” Por­firy pattered on, “and you know all these of­fi­cial du­ties … please don’t mind my run­ning up and down, ex­cuse it, my dear fel­low, I am very much afraid of of­fend­ing you, but ex­er­cise is ab­so­lutely in­dis­pens­able for me. I’m al­ways sit­ting and so glad to be mov­ing about for five minutes … I suf­fer from my sedent­ary life … I al­ways in­tend to join a gym­nas­i­um; they say that of­fi­cials of all ranks, even Privy Coun­cil­lors, may be seen skip­ping gaily there; there you have it, mod­ern sci­ence … yes, yes. … But as for my du­ties here, in­quir­ies and all such form­al­it­ies … you men­tioned in­quir­ies your­self just now … I as­sure you these in­ter­rog­a­tions are some­times more em­bar­rass­ing for the in­ter­rog­at­or than for the in­ter­rog­ated. … You made the ob­ser­va­tion your­self just now very aptly and wit­tily.” (Raskolnikov had made no ob­ser­va­tion of the kind.) “One gets in­to a muddle! A reg­u­lar muddle! One keeps harp­ing on the same note, like a drum! There is to be a re­form and we shall be called by a dif­fer­ent name, at least, he-he-he! And as for our leg­al tra­di­tion, as you so wit­tily called it, I thor­oughly agree with you. Every pris­on­er on tri­al, even the rudest peas­ant, knows that they be­gin by dis­arm­ing him with ir­rel­ev­ant ques­tions (as you so hap­pily put it) and then deal him a knock­down blow, he-he-he!—your fe­li­cit­ous com­par­is­on, he-he! So you really ima­gined that I meant by ‘gov­ern­ment quar­ters’ … he-he! You are an iron­ic­al per­son. Come. I won’t go on! Ah, by the way, yes! One word leads to an­oth­er. You spoke of form­al­ity just now, apro­pos of the in­quiry, you know. But what’s the use of form­al­ity? In many cases it’s non­sense. Some­times one has a friendly chat and gets a good deal more out of it. One can al­ways fall back on form­al­ity, al­low me to as­sure you. And after all, what does it amount to? An ex­amin­ing law­yer can­not be bounded by form­al­ity at every step. The work of in­vest­ig­a­tion is, so to speak, a free art in its own way, he-he-he!”

			Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch took breath a mo­ment. He had simply babbled on ut­ter­ing empty phrases, let­ting slip a few en­ig­mat­ic words and again re­vert­ing to in­co­her­ence. He was al­most run­ning about the room, mov­ing his fat little legs quick­er and quick­er, look­ing at the ground, with his right hand be­hind his back, while with his left mak­ing ges­tic­u­la­tions that were ex­traordin­ar­ily in­con­gru­ous with his words. Raskolnikov sud­denly no­ticed that as he ran about the room he seemed twice to stop for a mo­ment near the door, as though he were listen­ing.

			“Is he ex­pect­ing any­thing?”

			“You are cer­tainly quite right about it,” Por­firy began gaily, look­ing with ex­traordin­ary sim­pli­city at Raskolnikov (which startled him and in­stantly put him on his guard); “cer­tainly quite right in laugh­ing so wit­tily at our leg­al forms, he-he! Some of these elab­or­ate psy­cho­lo­gic­al meth­ods are ex­ceed­ingly ri­dicu­lous and per­haps use­less, if one ad­heres too closely to the forms. Yes … I am talk­ing of forms again. Well, if I re­cog­nise, or more strictly speak­ing, if I sus­pect someone or oth­er to be a crim­in­al in any case en­trus­ted to me … you’re read­ing for the law, of course, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch?”

			“Yes, I was …”

			“Well, then it is a pre­ced­ent for you for the fu­ture—though don’t sup­pose I should ven­ture to in­struct you after the art­icles you pub­lish about crime! No, I simply make bold to state it by way of fact, if I took this man or that for a crim­in­al, why, I ask, should I worry him pre­ma­turely, even though I had evid­ence against him? In one case I may be bound, for in­stance, to ar­rest a man at once, but an­oth­er may be in quite a dif­fer­ent po­s­i­tion, you know, so why shouldn’t I let him walk about the town a bit? he-he-he! But I see you don’t quite un­der­stand, so I’ll give you a clear­er ex­ample. If I put him in pris­on too soon, I may very likely give him, so to speak, mor­al sup­port, he-he! You’re laugh­ing?”

			Raskolnikov had no idea of laugh­ing. He was sit­ting with com­pressed lips, his fe­ver­ish eyes fixed on Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch’s.

			“Yet that is the case, with some types es­pe­cially, for men are so dif­fer­ent. You say ‘evid­ence.’ Well, there may be evid­ence. But evid­ence, you know, can gen­er­ally be taken two ways. I am an ex­amin­ing law­yer and a weak man, I con­fess it. I should like to make a proof, so to say, math­em­at­ic­ally clear. I should like to make a chain of evid­ence such as twice two are four, it ought to be a dir­ect, ir­re­fut­able proof! And if I shut him up too soon—even though I might be con­vinced he was the man, I should very likely be de­priving my­self of the means of get­ting fur­ther evid­ence against him. And how? By giv­ing him, so to speak, a def­in­ite po­s­i­tion, I shall put him out of sus­pense and set his mind at rest, so that he will re­treat in­to his shell. They say that at Sevastopol, soon after Alma, the clev­er people were in a ter­rible fright that the en­emy would at­tack openly and take Sevastopol at once. But when they saw that the en­emy pre­ferred a reg­u­lar siege, they were de­lighted, I am told and re­as­sured, for the thing would drag on for two months at least. You’re laugh­ing, you don’t be­lieve me again? Of course, you’re right, too. You’re right, you’re right. These are spe­cial cases, I ad­mit. But you must ob­serve this, my dear Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, the gen­er­al case, the case for which all leg­al forms and rules are in­ten­ded, for which they are cal­cu­lated and laid down in books, does not ex­ist at all, for the reas­on that every case, every crime, for in­stance, so soon as it ac­tu­ally oc­curs, at once be­comes a thor­oughly spe­cial case and some­times a case un­like any that’s gone be­fore. Very com­ic cases of that sort some­times oc­cur. If I leave one man quite alone, if I don’t touch him and don’t worry him, but let him know or at least sus­pect every mo­ment that I know all about it and am watch­ing him day and night, and if he is in con­tinu­al sus­pi­cion and ter­ror, he’ll be bound to lose his head. He’ll come of him­self, or maybe do some­thing which will make it as plain as twice two are four—it’s de­light­ful. It may be so with a simple peas­ant, but with one of our sort, an in­tel­li­gent man cul­tiv­ated on a cer­tain side, it’s a dead cer­tainty. For, my dear fel­low, it’s a very im­port­ant mat­ter to know on what side a man is cul­tiv­ated. And then there are nerves, there are nerves, you have over­looked them! Why, they are all sick, nervous and ir­rit­able! … And then how they all suf­fer from spleen! That I as­sure you is a reg­u­lar gold­mine for us. And it’s no anxi­ety to me, his run­ning about the town free! Let him, let him walk about for a bit! I know well enough that I’ve caught him and that he won’t es­cape me. Where could he es­cape to, he-he? Abroad, per­haps? A Pole will es­cape abroad, but not here, es­pe­cially as I am watch­ing and have taken meas­ures. Will he es­cape in­to the depths of the coun­try per­haps? But you know, peas­ants live there, real rude Rus­si­an peas­ants. A mod­ern cul­tiv­ated man would prefer pris­on to liv­ing with such strangers as our peas­ants. He-he! But that’s all non­sense, and on the sur­face. It’s not merely that he has nowhere to run to, he is psy­cho­lo­gic­ally un­able to es­cape me, he-he! What an ex­pres­sion! Through a law of nature he can’t es­cape me if he had any­where to go. Have you seen a but­ter­fly round a candle? That’s how he will keep circ­ling and circ­ling round me. Free­dom will lose its at­trac­tions. He’ll be­gin to brood, he’ll weave a tangle round him­self, he’ll worry him­self to death! What’s more he will provide me with a math­em­at­ic­al proof—if I only give him long enough in­ter­val. … And he’ll keep circ­ling round me, get­ting near­er and near­er and then—flop! He’ll fly straight in­to my mouth and I’ll swal­low him, and that will be very amus­ing, he-he-he! You don’t be­lieve me?”

			Raskolnikov made no reply; he sat pale and mo­tion­less, still gaz­ing with the same in­tens­ity in­to Por­firy’s face.

			“It’s a les­son,” he thought, turn­ing cold. “This is bey­ond the cat play­ing with a mouse, like yes­ter­day. He can’t be show­ing off his power with no motive … prompt­ing me; he is far too clev­er for that … he must have an­oth­er ob­ject. What is it? It’s all non­sense, my friend, you are pre­tend­ing, to scare me! You’ve no proofs and the man I saw had no real ex­ist­ence. You simply want to make me lose my head, to work me up be­fore­hand and so to crush me. But you are wrong, you won’t do it! But why give me such a hint? Is he reck­on­ing on my shattered nerves? No, my friend, you are wrong, you won’t do it even though you have some trap for me … let us see what you have in store for me.”

			And he braced him­self to face a ter­rible and un­known or­deal. At times he longed to fall on Por­firy and strangle him. This an­ger was what he dreaded from the be­gin­ning. He felt that his parched lips were flecked with foam, his heart was throb­bing. But he was still de­term­ined not to speak till the right mo­ment. He real­ised that this was the best policy in his po­s­i­tion, be­cause in­stead of say­ing too much he would be ir­rit­at­ing his en­emy by his si­lence and pro­vok­ing him in­to speak­ing too freely. Any­how, this was what he hoped for.

			“No, I see you don’t be­lieve me, you think I am play­ing a harm­less joke on you,” Por­firy began again, get­ting more and more lively, chuck­ling at every in­stant and again pa­cing round the room. “And to be sure you’re right: God has giv­en me a fig­ure that can awaken none but com­ic ideas in oth­er people; a buf­foon; but let me tell you, and I re­peat it, ex­cuse an old man, my dear Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, you are a man still young, so to say, in your first youth and so you put in­tel­lect above everything, like all young people. Play­ful wit and ab­stract ar­gu­ments fas­cin­ate you and that’s for all the world like the old Aus­tri­an Hof-kriegs­rath, as far as I can judge of mil­it­ary mat­ters, that is: on pa­per they’d beaten Na­po­leon and taken him pris­on­er, and there in their study they worked it all out in the cleverest fash­ion, but look you, Gen­er­al Mack sur­rendered with all his army, he-he-he! I see, I see, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, you are laugh­ing at a ci­vil­ian like me, tak­ing ex­amples out of mil­it­ary his­tory! But I can’t help it, it’s my weak­ness. I am fond of mil­it­ary sci­ence. And I’m ever so fond of read­ing all mil­it­ary his­tor­ies. I’ve cer­tainly missed my prop­er ca­reer. I ought to have been in the army, upon my word I ought. I shouldn’t have been a Na­po­leon, but I might have been a ma­jor, he-he! Well, I’ll tell you the whole truth, my dear fel­low, about this spe­cial case, I mean: ac­tu­al fact and a man’s tem­pera­ment, my dear sir, are weighty mat­ters and it’s as­ton­ish­ing how they some­times de­ceive the sharpest cal­cu­la­tion! I—listen to an old man—am speak­ing ser­i­ously, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch” (as he said this Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, who was scarcely five-and-thirty, ac­tu­ally seemed to have grown old; even his voice changed and he seemed to shrink to­geth­er) “Moreover, I’m a can­did man … am I a can­did man or not? What do you say? I fancy I really am: I tell you these things for noth­ing and don’t even ex­pect a re­ward for it, he-he! Well, to pro­ceed, wit in my opin­ion is a splen­did thing, it is, so to say, an ad­orn­ment of nature and a con­sol­a­tion of life, and what tricks it can play! So that it some­times is hard for a poor ex­amin­ing law­yer to know where he is, es­pe­cially when he’s li­able to be car­ried away by his own fancy, too, for you know he is a man after all! But the poor fel­low is saved by the crim­in­al’s tem­pera­ment, worse luck for him! But young people car­ried away by their own wit don’t think of that ‘when they over­step all obstacles,’ as you wit­tily and clev­erly ex­pressed it yes­ter­day. He will lie—that is, the man who is a spe­cial case, the in­cog­nito, and he will lie well, in the cleverest fash­ion; you might think he would tri­umph and en­joy the fruits of his wit, but at the most in­ter­est­ing, the most flag­rant mo­ment he will faint. Of course there may be ill­ness and a stuffy room as well, but any­way! Any­way he’s giv­en us the idea! He lied in­com­par­ably, but he didn’t reck­on on his tem­pera­ment. That’s what be­trays him! An­oth­er time he will be car­ried away by his play­ful wit in­to mak­ing fun of the man who sus­pects him, he will turn pale as it were on pur­pose to mis­lead, but his pale­ness will be too nat­ur­al, too much like the real thing, again he has giv­en us an idea! Though his ques­tion­er may be de­ceived at first, he will think dif­fer­ently next day if he is not a fool, and, of course, it is like that at every step! He puts him­self for­ward where he is not wanted, speaks con­tinu­ally when he ought to keep si­lent, brings in all sorts of al­leg­or­ic­al al­lu­sions, he-he! Comes and asks why didn’t you take me long ago? he-he-he! And that can hap­pen, you know, with the cleverest man, the psy­cho­lo­gist, the lit­er­ary man. The tem­pera­ment re­flects everything like a mir­ror! Gaze in­to it and ad­mire what you see! But why are you so pale, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch? Is the room stuffy? Shall I open the win­dow?”

			“Oh, don’t trouble, please,” cried Raskolnikov and he sud­denly broke in­to a laugh. “Please don’t trouble.”

			Por­firy stood fa­cing him, paused a mo­ment and sud­denly he too laughed. Raskolnikov got up from the sofa, ab­ruptly check­ing his hys­ter­ic­al laughter.

			“Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch,” he began, speak­ing loudly and dis­tinctly, though his legs trembled and he could scarcely stand. “I see clearly at last that you ac­tu­ally sus­pect me of mur­der­ing that old wo­man and her sis­ter Liza­veta. Let me tell you for my part that I am sick of this. If you find that you have a right to pro­sec­ute me leg­ally, to ar­rest me, then pro­sec­ute me, ar­rest me. But I will not let my­self be jeered at to my face and wor­ried …”

			His lips trembled, his eyes glowed with fury and he could not re­strain his voice.

			“I won’t al­low it!” he shouted, bring­ing his fist down on the table. “Do you hear that, Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch? I won’t al­low it.”

			“Good heav­ens! What does it mean?” cried Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, ap­par­ently quite frightened. “Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, my dear fel­low, what is the mat­ter with you?”

			“I won’t al­low it,” Raskolnikov shouted again.

			“Hush, my dear man! They’ll hear and come in. Just think, what could we say to them?” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch whispered in hor­ror, bring­ing his face close to Raskolnikov’s.

			“I won’t al­low it, I won’t al­low it,” Raskolnikov re­peated mech­an­ic­ally, but he too spoke in a sud­den whis­per.

			Por­firy turned quickly and ran to open the win­dow.

			“Some fresh air! And you must have some wa­ter, my dear fel­low. You’re ill!” and he was run­ning to the door to call for some when he found a de­canter of wa­ter in the corner. “Come, drink a little,” he whispered, rush­ing up to him with the de­canter. “It will be sure to do you good.”

			Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch’s alarm and sym­pathy were so nat­ur­al that Raskolnikov was si­lent and began look­ing at him with wild curi­os­ity. He did not take the wa­ter, how­ever.

			“Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, my dear fel­low, you’ll drive your­self out of your mind, I as­sure you, ach, ach! Have some wa­ter, do drink a little.”

			He forced him to take the glass. Raskolnikov raised it mech­an­ic­ally to his lips, but set it on the table again with dis­gust.

			“Yes, you’ve had a little at­tack! You’ll bring back your ill­ness again, my dear fel­low,” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch cackled with friendly sym­pathy, though he still looked rather dis­con­cer­ted. “Good heav­ens, you must take more care of your­self! Dmitri Prokofitch was here, came to see me yes­ter­day—I know, I know, I’ve a nasty, iron­ic­al tem­per, but what they made of it! … Good heav­ens, he came yes­ter­day after you’d been. We dined and he talked and talked away, and I could only throw up my hands in des­pair! Did he come from you? But do sit down, for mercy’s sake, sit down!”

			“No, not from me, but I knew he went to you and why he went,” Raskolnikov answered sharply.

			“You knew?”

			“I knew. What of it?”

			“Why this, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, that I know more than that about you; I know about everything. I know how you went to take a flat at night when it was dark and how you rang the bell and asked about the blood, so that the work­men and the port­er did not know what to make of it. Yes, I un­der­stand your state of mind at that time … but you’ll drive your­self mad like that, upon my word! You’ll lose your head! You’re full of gen­er­ous in­dig­na­tion at the wrongs you’ve re­ceived, first from des­tiny, and then from the po­lice of­ficers, and so you rush from one thing to an­oth­er to force them to speak out and make an end of it all, be­cause you are sick of all this sus­pi­cion and fool­ish­ness. That’s so, isn’t it? I have guessed how you feel, haven’t I? Only in that way you’ll lose your head and Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s, too; he’s too good a man for such a po­s­i­tion, you must know that. You are ill and he is good and your ill­ness is in­fec­tious for him … I’ll tell you about it when you are more your­self. … But do sit down, for good­ness’ sake. Please rest, you look shock­ing, do sit down.”

			Raskolnikov sat down; he no longer shivered, he was hot all over. In amazement he listened with strained at­ten­tion to Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch who still seemed frightened as he looked after him with friendly so­li­citude. But he did not be­lieve a word he said, though he felt a strange in­clin­a­tion to be­lieve. Por­firy’s un­ex­pec­ted words about the flat had ut­terly over­whelmed him. “How can it be, he knows about the flat then,” he thought sud­denly, “and he tells it me him­self!”

			“Yes, in our leg­al prac­tice there was a case al­most ex­actly sim­il­ar, a case of mor­bid psy­cho­logy,” Por­firy went on quickly. “A man con­fessed to murder and how he kept it up! It was a reg­u­lar hal­lu­cin­a­tion; he brought for­ward facts, he im­posed upon every­one and why? He had been partly, but only partly, un­in­ten­tion­ally the cause of a murder and when he knew that he had giv­en the mur­der­ers the op­por­tun­ity, he sank in­to de­jec­tion, it got on his mind and turned his brain, he began ima­gin­ing things and he per­suaded him­self that he was the mur­der­er. But at last the High Court of Ap­peal went in­to it and the poor fel­low was ac­quit­ted and put un­der prop­er care. Thanks to the Court of Ap­peal! Tut-tut-tut! Why, my dear fel­low, you may drive your­self in­to de­li­ri­um if you have the im­pulse to work upon your nerves, to go ringing bells at night and ask­ing about blood! I’ve stud­ied all this mor­bid psy­cho­logy in my prac­tice. A man is some­times temp­ted to jump out of a win­dow or from a bel­fry. Just the same with bell-ringing. … It’s all ill­ness, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch! You have be­gun to neg­lect your ill­ness. You should con­sult an ex­per­i­enced doc­tor, what’s the good of that fat fel­low? You are light­headed! You were de­li­ri­ous when you did all this!”

			For a mo­ment Raskolnikov felt everything go­ing round.

			“Is it pos­sible, is it pos­sible,” flashed through his mind, “that he is still ly­ing? He can’t be, he can’t be.” He re­jec­ted that idea, feel­ing to what a de­gree of fury it might drive him, feel­ing that that fury might drive him mad.

			“I was not de­li­ri­ous. I knew what I was do­ing,” he cried, strain­ing every fac­ulty to pen­et­rate Por­firy’s game, “I was quite my­self, do you hear?”

			“Yes, I hear and un­der­stand. You said yes­ter­day you were not de­li­ri­ous, you were par­tic­u­larly em­phat­ic about it! I un­der­stand all you can tell me! A-ach! … Listen, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, my dear fel­low. If you were ac­tu­ally a crim­in­al, or were some­how mixed up in this dam­nable busi­ness, would you in­sist that you were not de­li­ri­ous but in full pos­ses­sion of your fac­ulties? And so em­phat­ic­ally and per­sist­ently? Would it be pos­sible? Quite im­possible, to my think­ing. If you had any­thing on your con­science, you cer­tainly ought to in­sist that you were de­li­ri­ous. That’s so, isn’t it?”

			There was a note of sly­ness in this in­quiry. Raskolnikov drew back on the sofa as Por­firy bent over him and stared in si­lent per­plex­ity at him.

			“An­oth­er thing about Ra­zu­mi­h­in—you cer­tainly ought to have said that he came of his own ac­cord, to have con­cealed your part in it! But you don’t con­ceal it! You lay stress on his com­ing at your in­stig­a­tion.”

			Raskolnikov had not done so. A chill went down his back.

			“You keep telling lies,” he said slowly and weakly, twist­ing his lips in­to a sickly smile, “you are try­ing again to show that you know all my game, that you know all I shall say be­fore­hand,” he said, con­scious him­self that he was not weigh­ing his words as he ought. “You want to fright­en me … or you are simply laugh­ing at me …”

			He still stared at him as he said this and again there was a light of in­tense hatred in his eyes.

			“You keep ly­ing,” he said. “You know per­fectly well that the best policy for the crim­in­al is to tell the truth as nearly as pos­sible … to con­ceal as little as pos­sible. I don’t be­lieve you!”

			“What a wily per­son you are!” Por­firy tittered, “there’s no catch­ing you; you’ve a per­fect mono­mania. So you don’t be­lieve me? But still you do be­lieve me, you be­lieve a quarter; I’ll soon make you be­lieve the whole, be­cause I have a sin­cere lik­ing for you and genu­inely wish you good.”

			Raskolnikov’s lips trembled.

			“Yes, I do,” went on Por­firy, touch­ing Raskolnikov’s arm gen­i­ally, “you must take care of your ill­ness. Be­sides, your moth­er and sis­ter are here now; you must think of them. You must soothe and com­fort them and you do noth­ing but fright­en them …”

			“What has that to do with you? How do you know it? What con­cern is it of yours? You are keep­ing watch on me and want to let me know it?”

			“Good heav­ens! Why, I learnt it all from you your­self! You don’t no­tice that in your ex­cite­ment you tell me and oth­ers everything. From Ra­zu­mi­h­in, too, I learnt a num­ber of in­ter­est­ing de­tails yes­ter­day. No, you in­ter­rup­ted me, but I must tell you that, for all your wit, your sus­pi­cious­ness makes you lose the com­mon­sense view of things. To re­turn to bell-ringing, for in­stance. I, an ex­amin­ing law­yer, have be­trayed a pre­cious thing like that, a real fact (for it is a fact worth hav­ing), and you see noth­ing in it! Why, if I had the slight­est sus­pi­cion of you, should I have ac­ted like that? No, I should first have dis­armed your sus­pi­cions and not let you see I knew of that fact, should have di­ver­ted your at­ten­tion and sud­denly have dealt you a knock­down blow (your ex­pres­sion) say­ing: ‘And what were you do­ing, sir, pray, at ten or nearly el­ev­en at the murdered wo­man’s flat and why did you ring the bell and why did you ask about blood? And why did you in­vite the port­ers to go with you to the po­lice sta­tion, to the lieu­ten­ant?’ That’s how I ought to have ac­ted if I had a grain of sus­pi­cion of you. I ought to have taken your evid­ence in due form, searched your lodging and per­haps have ar­res­ted you, too … so I have no sus­pi­cion of you, since I have not done that! But you can’t look at it nor­mally and you see noth­ing, I say again.”

			Raskolnikov star­ted so that Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch could not fail to per­ceive it.

			“You are ly­ing all the while,” he cried, “I don’t know your ob­ject, but you are ly­ing. You did not speak like that just now and I can­not be mis­taken!”

			“I am ly­ing?” Por­firy re­peated, ap­par­ently in­censed, but pre­serving a good-hu­moured and iron­ic­al face, as though he were not in the least con­cerned at Raskolnikov’s opin­ion of him. “I am ly­ing … but how did I treat you just now, I, the ex­amin­ing law­yer? Prompt­ing you and giv­ing you every means for your de­fence; ill­ness, I said, de­li­ri­um, in­jury, mel­an­choly and the po­lice of­ficers and all the rest of it? Ah! He-he-he! Though, in­deed, all those psy­cho­lo­gic­al means of de­fence are not very re­li­able and cut both ways: ill­ness, de­li­ri­um, I don’t re­mem­ber—that’s all right, but why, my good sir, in your ill­ness and in your de­li­ri­um were you haunted by just those de­lu­sions and not by any oth­ers? There may have been oth­ers, eh? He-he-he!”

			Raskolnikov looked haught­ily and con­temp­tu­ously at him.

			“Briefly,” he said loudly and im­per­i­ously, rising to his feet and in so do­ing push­ing Por­firy back a little, “briefly, I want to know, do you ac­know­ledge me per­fectly free from sus­pi­cion or not? Tell me, Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, tell me once for all and make haste!”

			“What a busi­ness I’m hav­ing with you!” cried Por­firy with a per­fectly good-hu­moured, sly and com­posed face. “And why do you want to know, why do you want to know so much, since they haven’t be­gun to worry you? Why, you are like a child ask­ing for matches! And why are you so un­easy? Why do you force your­self upon us, eh? He-he-he!”

			“I re­peat,” Raskolnikov cried furi­ously, “that I can’t put up with it!”

			“With what? Un­cer­tainty?” in­ter­rup­ted Por­firy.

			“Don’t jeer at me! I won’t have it! I tell you I won’t have it. I can’t and I won’t, do you hear, do you hear?” he shouted, bring­ing his fist down on the table again.

			“Hush! Hush! They’ll over­hear! I warn you ser­i­ously, take care of your­self. I am not jok­ing,” Por­firy whispered, but this time there was not the look of old wo­man­ish good nature and alarm in his face. Now he was per­emp­tory, stern, frown­ing and for once lay­ing aside all mys­ti­fic­a­tion.

			But this was only for an in­stant. Raskolnikov, be­wildered, sud­denly fell in­to ac­tu­al frenzy, but, strange to say, he again obeyed the com­mand to speak quietly, though he was in a per­fect par­oxysm of fury.

			“I will not al­low my­self to be tor­tured,” he whispered, in­stantly re­cog­nising with hatred that he could not help obey­ing the com­mand and driv­en to even great­er fury by the thought. “Ar­rest me, search me, but kindly act in due form and don’t play with me! Don’t dare!”

			“Don’t worry about the form,” Por­firy in­ter­rup­ted with the same sly smile, as it were, gloat­ing with en­joy­ment over Raskolnikov. “I in­vited you to see me quite in a friendly way.”

			“I don’t want your friend­ship and I spit on it! Do you hear? And, here, I take my cap and go. What will you say now if you mean to ar­rest me?”

			He took up his cap and went to the door.

			“And won’t you see my little sur­prise?” chuckled Por­firy, again tak­ing him by the arm and stop­ping him at the door.

			He seemed to be­come more play­ful and good-hu­moured, which maddened Raskolnikov.

			“What sur­prise?” he asked, stand­ing still and look­ing at Por­firy in alarm.

			“My little sur­prise, it’s sit­ting there be­hind the door, he-he-he!” (He poin­ted to the locked door.) “I locked him in that he should not es­cape.”

			“What is it? Where? What? …”

			Raskolnikov walked to the door and would have opened it, but it was locked.

			“It’s locked, here is the key!”

			And he brought a key out of his pock­et.

			“You are ly­ing,” roared Raskolnikov without re­straint, “you lie, you damned punchinello!” and he rushed at Por­firy who re­treated to the oth­er door, not at all alarmed.

			“I un­der­stand it all! You are ly­ing and mock­ing so that I may be­tray my­self to you …”

			“Why, you could not be­tray your­self any fur­ther, my dear Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. You are in a pas­sion. Don’t shout, I shall call the clerks.”

			“You are ly­ing! Call the clerks! You knew I was ill and tried to work me in­to a frenzy to make me be­tray my­self, that was your ob­ject! Pro­duce your facts! I un­der­stand it all. You’ve no evid­ence, you have only wretched rub­bishly sus­pi­cions like Zamet­ov’s! You knew my char­ac­ter, you wanted to drive me to fury and then to knock me down with priests and depu­ties. … Are you wait­ing for them? eh! What are you wait­ing for? Where are they? Pro­duce them?”

			“Why depu­ties, my good man? What things people will ima­gine! And to do so would not be act­ing in form as you say, you don’t know the busi­ness, my dear fel­low. … And there’s no es­cap­ing form, as you see,” Por­firy muttered, listen­ing at the door through which a noise could be heard.

			“Ah, they’re com­ing,” cried Raskolnikov. “You’ve sent for them! You ex­pec­ted them! Well, pro­duce them all: your depu­ties, your wit­nesses, what you like! … I am ready!”

			But at this mo­ment a strange in­cid­ent oc­curred, some­thing so un­ex­pec­ted that neither Raskolnikov nor Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch could have looked for such a con­clu­sion to their in­ter­view.

		
	
		
			VI

			When he re­membered the scene af­ter­wards, this is how Raskolnikov saw it.

			The noise be­hind the door in­creased, and sud­denly the door was opened a little.

			“What is it?” cried Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, an­noyed. “Why, I gave or­ders …”

			For an in­stant there was no an­swer, but it was evid­ent that there were sev­er­al per­sons at the door, and that they were ap­par­ently push­ing some­body back.

			“What is it?” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch re­peated, un­eas­ily.

			“The pris­on­er Nikolay has been brought,” someone answered.

			“He is not wanted! Take him away! Let him wait! What’s he do­ing here? How ir­reg­u­lar!” cried Por­firy, rush­ing to the door.

			“But he …” began the same voice, and sud­denly ceased.

			Two seconds, not more, were spent in ac­tu­al struggle, then someone gave a vi­ol­ent shove, and then a man, very pale, strode in­to the room.

			This man’s ap­pear­ance was at first sight very strange. He stared straight be­fore him, as though see­ing noth­ing. There was a de­term­ined gleam in his eyes; at the same time there was a deathly pal­lor in his face, as though he were be­ing led to the scaf­fold. His white lips were faintly twitch­ing.

			He was dressed like a work­man and was of me­di­um height, very young, slim, his hair cut in round crop, with thin spare fea­tures. The man whom he had thrust back fol­lowed him in­to the room and suc­ceeded in seiz­ing him by the shoulder; he was a ward­er; but Nikolay pulled his arm away.

			Sev­er­al per­sons crowded in­quis­it­ively in­to the door­way. Some of them tried to get in. All this took place al­most in­stant­an­eously.

			“Go away, it’s too soon! Wait till you are sent for! … Why have you brought him so soon?” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch muttered, ex­tremely an­noyed, and as it were thrown out of his reck­on­ing.

			But Nikolay sud­denly knelt down.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” cried Por­firy, sur­prised.

			“I am guilty! Mine is the sin! I am the mur­der­er,” Nikolay ar­tic­u­lated sud­denly, rather breath­less, but speak­ing fairly loudly.

			For ten seconds there was si­lence as though all had been struck dumb; even the ward­er stepped back, mech­an­ic­ally re­treated to the door, and stood im­mov­able.

			“What is it?” cried Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, re­cov­er­ing from his mo­ment­ary stu­pefac­tion.

			“I … am the mur­der­er,” re­peated Nikolay, after a brief pause.

			“What … you … what … whom did you kill?” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch was ob­vi­ously be­wildered.

			Nikolay again was si­lent for a mo­ment.

			“Alyona Ivan­ovna and her sis­ter Liza­veta Ivan­ovna, I … killed … with an axe. Dark­ness came over me,” he ad­ded sud­denly, and was again si­lent.

			He still re­mained on his knees. Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch stood for some mo­ments as though med­it­at­ing, but sud­denly roused him­self and waved back the un­in­vited spec­tat­ors. They in­stantly van­ished and closed the door. Then he looked to­wards Raskolnikov, who was stand­ing in the corner, star­ing wildly at Nikolay and moved to­wards him, but stopped short, looked from Nikolay to Raskolnikov and then again at Nikolay, and seem­ing un­able to re­strain him­self dar­ted at the lat­ter.

			“You’re in too great a hurry,” he shouted at him, al­most an­grily. “I didn’t ask you what came over you. … Speak, did you kill them?”

			“I am the mur­der­er. … I want to give evid­ence,” Nikolay pro­nounced.

			“Ach! What did you kill them with?”

			“An axe. I had it ready.”

			“Ach, he is in a hurry! Alone?”

			Nikolay did not un­der­stand the ques­tion.

			“Did you do it alone?”

			“Yes, alone. And Mitka is not guilty and had no share in it.”

			“Don’t be in a hurry about Mitka! A-ach! How was it you ran down­stairs like that at the time? The port­ers met you both!”

			“It was to put them off the scent … I ran after Mitka,” Nikolay replied hur­riedly, as though he had pre­pared the an­swer.

			“I knew it!” cried Por­firy, with vex­a­tion. “It’s not his own tale he is telling,” he muttered as though to him­self, and sud­denly his eyes res­ted on Raskolnikov again.

			He was ap­par­ently so taken up with Nikolay that for a mo­ment he had for­got­ten Raskolnikov. He was a little taken aback.

			“My dear Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, ex­cuse me!” he flew up to him, “this won’t do; I’m afraid you must go … it’s no good your stay­ing … I will … you see, what a sur­prise! … Good­bye!”

			And tak­ing him by the arm, he showed him to the door.

			“I sup­pose you didn’t ex­pect it?” said Raskolnikov who, though he had not yet fully grasped the situ­ation, had re­gained his cour­age.

			“You did not ex­pect it either, my friend. See how your hand is trem­bling! He-he!”

			“You’re trem­bling, too, Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch!”

			“Yes, I am; I didn’t ex­pect it.”

			They were already at the door; Por­firy was im­pa­tient for Raskolnikov to be gone.

			“And your little sur­prise, aren’t you go­ing to show it to me?” Raskolnikov said, sar­castic­ally.

			“Why, his teeth are chat­ter­ing as he asks, he-he! You are an iron­ic­al per­son! Come, till we meet!”

			“I be­lieve we can say good­bye!”

			“That’s in God’s hands,” muttered Por­firy, with an un­nat­ur­al smile.

			As he walked through the of­fice, Raskolnikov no­ticed that many people were look­ing at him. Among them he saw the two port­ers from the house, whom he had in­vited that night to the po­lice sta­tion. They stood there wait­ing. But he was no soon­er on the stairs than he heard the voice of Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch be­hind him. Turn­ing round, he saw the lat­ter run­ning after him, out of breath.

			“One word, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch; as to all the rest, it’s in God’s hands, but as a mat­ter of form there are some ques­tions I shall have to ask you … so we shall meet again, shan’t we?”

			And Por­firy stood still, fa­cing him with a smile.

			“Shan’t we?” he ad­ded again.

			He seemed to want to say some­thing more, but could not speak out.

			“You must for­give me, Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, for what has just passed … I lost my tem­per,” began Raskolnikov, who had so far re­gained his cour­age that he felt ir­res­ist­ibly in­clined to dis­play his cool­ness.

			“Don’t men­tion it, don’t men­tion it,” Por­firy replied, al­most glee­fully. “I my­self, too … I have a wicked tem­per, I ad­mit it! But we shall meet again. If it’s God’s will, we may see a great deal of one an­oth­er.”

			“And will get to know each oth­er through and through?” ad­ded Raskolnikov.

			“Yes; know each oth­er through and through,” as­sen­ted Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, and he screwed up his eyes, look­ing earn­estly at Raskolnikov. “Now you’re go­ing to a birth­day party?”

			“To a fu­ner­al.”

			“Of course, the fu­ner­al! Take care of your­self, and get well.”

			“I don’t know what to wish you,” said Raskolnikov, who had be­gun to des­cend the stairs, but looked back again. “I should like to wish you suc­cess, but your of­fice is such a com­ic­al one.”

			“Why com­ic­al?” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch had turned to go, but he seemed to prick up his ears at this.

			“Why, how you must have been tor­tur­ing and har­ass­ing that poor Nikolay psy­cho­lo­gic­ally, after your fash­ion, till he con­fessed! You must have been at him day and night, prov­ing to him that he was the mur­der­er, and now that he has con­fessed, you’ll be­gin vi­vi­sect­ing him again. ‘You are ly­ing,’ you’ll say. ‘You are not the mur­der­er! You can’t be! It’s not your own tale you are telling!’ You must ad­mit it’s a com­ic­al busi­ness!”

			“He-he-he! You no­ticed then that I said to Nikolay just now that it was not his own tale he was telling?”

			“How could I help no­ti­cing it!”

			“He-he! You are quick-wit­ted. You no­tice everything! You’ve really a play­ful mind! And you al­ways fasten on the com­ic side … he-he! They say that was the marked char­ac­ter­ist­ic of Go­gol, among the writers.”

			“Yes, of Go­gol.”

			“Yes, of Go­gol. … I shall look for­ward to meet­ing you.”

			“So shall I.”

			Raskolnikov walked straight home. He was so muddled and be­wildered that on get­ting home he sat for a quarter of an hour on the sofa, try­ing to col­lect his thoughts. He did not at­tempt to think about Nikolay; he was stu­pefied; he felt that his con­fes­sion was some­thing in­ex­plic­able, amaz­ing—some­thing bey­ond his un­der­stand­ing. But Nikolay’s con­fes­sion was an ac­tu­al fact. The con­sequences of this fact were clear to him at once, its false­hood could not fail to be dis­covered, and then they would be after him again. Till then, at least, he was free and must do some­thing for him­self, for the danger was im­min­ent.

			But how im­min­ent? His po­s­i­tion gradu­ally be­came clear to him. Re­mem­ber­ing, sketch­ily, the main out­lines of his re­cent scene with Por­firy, he could not help shud­der­ing again with hor­ror. Of course, he did not yet know all Por­firy’s aims, he could not see in­to all his cal­cu­la­tions. But he had already partly shown his hand, and no one knew bet­ter than Raskolnikov how ter­rible Por­firy’s “lead” had been for him. A little more and he might have giv­en him­self away com­pletely, cir­cum­stan­tially. Know­ing his nervous tem­pera­ment and from the first glance see­ing through him, Por­firy, though play­ing a bold game, was bound to win. There’s no deny­ing that Raskolnikov had com­prom­ised him­self ser­i­ously, but no facts had come to light as yet; there was noth­ing pos­it­ive. But was he tak­ing a true view of the po­s­i­tion? Wasn’t he mis­taken? What had Por­firy been try­ing to get at? Had he really some sur­prise pre­pared for him? And what was it? Had he really been ex­pect­ing some­thing or not? How would they have par­ted if it had not been for the un­ex­pec­ted ap­pear­ance of Nikolay?

			Por­firy had shown al­most all his cards—of course, he had risked some­thing in show­ing them—and if he had really had any­thing up his sleeve (Raskolnikov re­flec­ted), he would have shown that, too. What was that “sur­prise”? Was it a joke? Had it meant any­thing? Could it have con­cealed any­thing like a fact, a piece of pos­it­ive evid­ence? His yes­ter­day’s vis­it­or? What had be­come of him? Where was he today? If Por­firy really had any evid­ence, it must be con­nec­ted with him. …

			He sat on the sofa with his el­bows on his knees and his face hid­den in his hands. He was still shiv­er­ing nervously. At last he got up, took his cap, thought a minute, and went to the door.

			He had a sort of presen­ti­ment that for today, at least, he might con­sider him­self out of danger. He had a sud­den sense al­most of joy; he wanted to make haste to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s. He would be too late for the fu­ner­al, of course, but he would be in time for the me­mori­al din­ner, and there at once he would see So­nia.

			He stood still, thought a mo­ment, and a suf­fer­ing smile came for a mo­ment on to his lips.

			“Today! Today,” he re­peated to him­self. “Yes, today! So it must be. …”

			But as he was about to open the door, it began open­ing of it­self. He star­ted and moved back. The door opened gently and slowly, and there sud­denly ap­peared a fig­ure—yes­ter­day’s vis­it­or from un­der­ground.

			The man stood in the door­way, looked at Raskolnikov without speak­ing, and took a step for­ward in­to the room. He was ex­actly the same as yes­ter­day; the same fig­ure, the same dress, but there was a great change in his face; he looked de­jec­ted and sighed deeply. If he had only put his hand up to his cheek and leaned his head on one side he would have looked ex­actly like a peas­ant wo­man.

			“What do you want?” asked Raskolnikov, numb with ter­ror. The man was still si­lent, but sud­denly he bowed down al­most to the ground, touch­ing it with his fin­ger.

			“What is it?” cried Raskolnikov.

			“I have sinned,” the man ar­tic­u­lated softly.

			“How?”

			“By evil thoughts.”

			They looked at one an­oth­er.

			“I was vexed. When you came, per­haps in drink, and bade the port­ers go to the po­lice sta­tion and asked about the blood, I was vexed that they let you go and took you for drunk­en. I was so vexed that I lost my sleep. And re­mem­ber­ing the ad­dress we came here yes­ter­day and asked for you. …”

			“Who came?” Raskolnikov in­ter­rup­ted, in­stantly be­gin­ning to re­col­lect.

			“I did, I’ve wronged you.”

			“Then you come from that house?”

			“I was stand­ing at the gate with them … don’t you re­mem­ber? We have car­ried on our trade in that house for years past. We cure and pre­pare hides, we take work home … most of all I was vexed. …”

			And the whole scene of the day be­fore yes­ter­day in the gate­way came clearly be­fore Raskolnikov’s mind; he re­col­lec­ted that there had been sev­er­al people there be­sides the port­ers, wo­men among them. He re­membered one voice had sug­ges­ted tak­ing him straight to the po­lice-sta­tion. He could not re­call the face of the speak­er, and even now he did not re­cog­nise it, but he re­membered that he had turned round and made him some an­swer. …

			So this was the solu­tion of yes­ter­day’s hor­ror. The most aw­ful thought was that he had been ac­tu­ally al­most lost, had al­most done for him­self on ac­count of such a trivi­al cir­cum­stance. So this man could tell noth­ing ex­cept his ask­ing about the flat and the blood stains. So Por­firy, too, had noth­ing but that de­li­ri­um, no facts but this psy­cho­logy which cuts both ways, noth­ing pos­it­ive. So if no more facts come to light (and they must not, they must not!) then … then what can they do to him? How can they con­vict him, even if they ar­rest him? And Por­firy then had only just heard about the flat and had not known about it be­fore.

			“Was it you who told Por­firy … that I’d been there?” he cried, struck by a sud­den idea.

			“What Por­firy?”

			“The head of the de­tect­ive de­part­ment?”

			“Yes. The port­ers did not go there, but I went.”

			“Today?”

			“I got there two minutes be­fore you. And I heard, I heard it all, how he wor­ried you.”

			“Where? What? When?”

			“Why, in the next room. I was sit­ting there all the time.”

			“What? Why, then you were the sur­prise? But how could it hap­pen? Upon my word!”

			“I saw that the port­ers did not want to do what I said,” began the man; “for it’s too late, said they, and maybe he’ll be angry that we did not come at the time. I was vexed and I lost my sleep, and I began mak­ing in­quir­ies. And find­ing out yes­ter­day where to go, I went today. The first time I went he wasn’t there, when I came an hour later he couldn’t see me. I went the third time, and they showed me in. I in­formed him of everything, just as it happened, and he began skip­ping about the room and punch­ing him­self on the chest. ‘What do you scoun­drels mean by it? If I’d known about it I should have ar­res­ted him!’ Then he ran out, called some­body and began talk­ing to him in the corner, then he turned to me, scold­ing and ques­tion­ing me. He scol­ded me a great deal; and I told him everything, and I told him that you didn’t dare to say a word in an­swer to me yes­ter­day and that you didn’t re­cog­nise me. And he fell to run­ning about again and kept hit­ting him­self on the chest, and get­ting angry and run­ning about, and when you were an­nounced he told me to go in­to the next room. ‘Sit there a bit,’ he said. ‘Don’t move, whatever you may hear.’ And he set a chair there for me and locked me in. ‘Per­haps,’ he said, ‘I may call you.’ And when Nikolay’d been brought he let me out as soon as you were gone. ‘I shall send for you again and ques­tion you,’ he said.”

			“And did he ques­tion Nikolay while you were there?”

			“He got rid of me as he did of you, be­fore he spoke to Nikolay.”

			The man stood still, and again sud­denly bowed down, touch­ing the ground with his fin­ger.

			“For­give me for my evil thoughts, and my slander.”

			“May God for­give you,” answered Raskolnikov.

			And as he said this, the man bowed down again, but not to the ground, turned slowly and went out of the room.

			“It all cuts both ways, now it all cuts both ways,” re­peated Raskolnikov, and he went out more con­fid­ent than ever.

			“Now we’ll make a fight for it,” he said, with a ma­li­cious smile, as he went down the stairs. His malice was aimed at him­self; with shame and con­tempt he re­col­lec­ted his “cow­ardice.”
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			The morn­ing that fol­lowed the fate­ful in­ter­view with Dounia and her moth­er brought sober­ing in­flu­ences to bear on Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. In­tensely un­pleas­ant as it was, he was forced little by little to ac­cept as a fact bey­ond re­call what had seemed to him only the day be­fore fant­ast­ic and in­cred­ible. The black snake of wounded van­ity had been gnaw­ing at his heart all night. When he got out of bed, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch im­me­di­ately looked in the look­ing-glass. He was afraid that he had jaun­dice. How­ever his health seemed un­im­paired so far, and look­ing at his noble, clear-skinned coun­ten­ance which had grown fat­tish of late, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch for an in­stant was pos­it­ively com­for­ted in the con­vic­tion that he would find an­oth­er bride and, per­haps, even a bet­ter one. But com­ing back to the sense of his present po­s­i­tion, he turned aside and spat vig­or­ously, which ex­cited a sar­cast­ic smile in An­drey Semy­onovitch Le­bezi­at­nikov, the young friend with whom he was stay­ing. That smile Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch no­ticed, and at once set it down against his young friend’s ac­count. He had set down a good many points against him of late. His an­ger was re­doubled when he re­flec­ted that he ought not to have told An­drey Semy­onovitch about the res­ult of yes­ter­day’s in­ter­view. That was the second mis­take he had made in tem­per, through im­puls­ive­ness and ir­rit­ab­il­ity. … Moreover, all that morn­ing one un­pleas­ant­ness fol­lowed an­oth­er. He even found a hitch await­ing him in his leg­al case in the sen­ate. He was par­tic­u­larly ir­rit­ated by the own­er of the flat which had been taken in view of his ap­proach­ing mar­riage and was be­ing re­dec­or­ated at his own ex­pense; the own­er, a rich Ger­man trades­man, would not en­ter­tain the idea of break­ing the con­tract which had just been signed and in­sisted on the full for­feit money, though Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch would be giv­ing him back the flat prac­tic­ally re­dec­or­ated. In the same way the up­holster­ers re­fused to re­turn a single rouble of the in­stal­ment paid for the fur­niture pur­chased but not yet re­moved to the flat.

			“Am I to get mar­ried simply for the sake of the fur­niture?” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch ground his teeth and at the same time once more he had a gleam of des­per­ate hope. “Can all that be really so ir­re­voc­ably over? Is it no use to make an­oth­er ef­fort?” The thought of Dounia sent a vo­lup­tu­ous pang through his heart. He en­dured an­guish at that mo­ment, and if it had been pos­sible to slay Raskolnikov in­stantly by wish­ing it, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch would promptly have uttered the wish.

			“It was my mis­take, too, not to have giv­en them money,” he thought, as he re­turned de­jec­tedly to Le­bezi­at­nikov’s room, “and why on earth was I such a Jew? It was false eco­nomy! I meant to keep them without a penny so that they should turn to me as their provid­ence, and look at them! foo! If I’d spent some fif­teen hun­dred roubles on them for the trousseau and presents, on knick­knacks, dress­ing-cases, jew­ellery, ma­ter­i­als, and all that sort of trash from Knopp’s and the Eng­lish shop, my po­s­i­tion would have been bet­ter and … stronger! They could not have re­fused me so eas­ily! They are the sort of people that would feel bound to re­turn money and presents if they broke it off; and they would find it hard to do it! And their con­science would prick them: how can we dis­miss a man who has hitherto been so gen­er­ous and del­ic­ate? … H’m! I’ve made a blun­der.”

			And grind­ing his teeth again, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch called him­self a fool—but not aloud, of course.

			He re­turned home, twice as ir­rit­ated and angry as be­fore. The pre­par­a­tions for the fu­ner­al din­ner at Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s ex­cited his curi­os­ity as he passed. He had heard about it the day be­fore; he fan­cied, in­deed, that he had been in­vited, but ab­sorbed in his own cares he had paid no at­ten­tion. In­quir­ing of Ma­dame Lip­pevech­sel who was busy lay­ing the table while Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna was away at the cemetery, he heard that the en­ter­tain­ment was to be a great af­fair, that all the lodgers had been in­vited, among them some who had not known the dead man, that even An­drey Semy­onovitch Le­bezi­at­nikov was in­vited in spite of his pre­vi­ous quar­rel with Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, that he, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, was not only in­vited, but was eagerly ex­pec­ted as he was the most im­port­ant of the lodgers. Amalia Ivan­ovna her­self had been in­vited with great ce­re­mony in spite of the re­cent un­pleas­ant­ness, and so she was very busy with pre­par­a­tions and was tak­ing a pos­it­ive pleas­ure in them; she was moreover dressed up to the nines, all in new black silk, and she was proud of it. All this sug­ges­ted an idea to Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch and he went in­to his room, or rather Le­bezi­at­nikov’s, some­what thought­ful. He had learnt that Raskolnikov was to be one of the guests.

			An­drey Semy­onovitch had been at home all the morn­ing. The at­ti­tude of Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch to this gen­tle­man was strange, though per­haps nat­ur­al. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch had des­pised and hated him from the day he came to stay with him and at the same time he seemed some­what afraid of him. He had not come to stay with him on his ar­rival in Peters­burg simply from parsi­mony, though that had been per­haps his chief ob­ject. He had heard of An­drey Semy­onovitch, who had once been his ward, as a lead­ing young pro­gress­ive who was tak­ing an im­port­ant part in cer­tain in­ter­est­ing circles, the do­ings of which were a le­gend in the provinces. It had im­pressed Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. These power­ful om­ni­scient circles who des­pised every­one and showed every­one up had long in­spired in him a pe­cu­li­ar but quite vague alarm. He had not, of course, been able to form even an ap­prox­im­ate no­tion of what they meant. He, like every­one, had heard that there were, es­pe­cially in Peters­burg, pro­gress­ives of some sort, ni­hil­ists and so on, and, like many people, he ex­ag­ger­ated and dis­tor­ted the sig­ni­fic­ance of those words to an ab­surd de­gree. What for many years past he had feared more than any­thing was be­ing shown up and this was the chief ground for his con­tinu­al un­eas­i­ness at the thought of trans­fer­ring his busi­ness to Peters­burg. He was afraid of this as little chil­dren are some­times pan­ic-stricken. Some years be­fore, when he was just en­ter­ing on his own ca­reer, he had come upon two cases in which rather im­port­ant per­son­ages in the province, pat­rons of his, had been cruelly shown up. One in­stance had ended in great scan­dal for the per­son at­tacked and the oth­er had very nearly ended in ser­i­ous trouble. For this reas­on Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch in­ten­ded to go in­to the sub­ject as soon as he reached Peters­burg and, if ne­ces­sary, to an­ti­cip­ate con­tin­gen­cies by seek­ing the fa­vour of “our young­er gen­er­a­tion.” He re­lied on An­drey Semy­onovitch for this and be­fore his vis­it to Raskolnikov he had suc­ceeded in pick­ing up some cur­rent phrases. He soon dis­covered that An­drey Semy­onovitch was a com­mon­place sim­pleton, but that by no means re­as­sured Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. Even if he had been cer­tain that all the pro­gress­ives were fools like him, it would not have al­layed his un­eas­i­ness. All the doc­trines, the ideas, the sys­tems, with which An­drey Semy­onovitch pestered him had no in­terest for him. He had his own ob­ject—he simply wanted to find out at once what was hap­pen­ing here. Had these people any power or not? Had he any­thing to fear from them? Would they ex­pose any en­ter­prise of his? And what pre­cisely was now the ob­ject of their at­tacks? Could he some­how make up to them and get round them if they really were power­ful? Was this the thing to do or not? Couldn’t he gain some­thing through them? In fact hun­dreds of ques­tions presen­ted them­selves.

			An­drey Semy­onovitch was an an­æm­ic, scrofu­lous little man, with strangely flax­en mut­ton-chop whiskers of which he was very proud. He was a clerk and had al­most al­ways some­thing wrong with his eyes. He was rather soft­hearted, but self-con­fid­ent and some­times ex­tremely con­ceited in speech, which had an ab­surd ef­fect, in­con­gru­ous with his little fig­ure. He was one of the lodgers most re­spec­ted by Amalia Ivan­ovna, for he did not get drunk and paid reg­u­larly for his lodgings. An­drey Semy­onovitch really was rather stu­pid; he at­tached him­self to the cause of pro­gress and “our young­er gen­er­a­tion” from en­thu­si­asm. He was one of the nu­mer­ous and var­ied le­gion of dullards, of half-an­im­ate abor­tions, con­ceited, half-edu­cated cox­combs, who at­tach them­selves to the idea most in fash­ion only to vul­gar­ise it and who ca­ri­ca­ture every cause they serve, how­ever sin­cerely.

			Though Le­bezi­at­nikov was so good-natured, he, too, was be­gin­ning to dis­like Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. This happened on both sides un­con­sciously. How­ever simple An­drey Semy­onovitch might be, he began to see that Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch was dup­ing him and secretly des­pising him, and that “he was not the right sort of man.” He had tried ex­pound­ing to him the sys­tem of Four­i­er and the Dar­wini­an the­ory, but of late Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch began to listen too sar­castic­ally and even to be rude. The fact was he had be­gun in­stinct­ively to guess that Le­bezi­at­nikov was not merely a com­mon­place sim­pleton, but, per­haps, a li­ar, too, and that he had no con­nec­tions of any con­sequence even in his own circle, but had simply picked things up third-hand; and that very likely he did not even know much about his own work of pro­pa­ganda, for he was in too great a muddle. A fine per­son he would be to show any­one up! It must be noted, by the way, that Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch had dur­ing those ten days eagerly ac­cep­ted the strangest praise from An­drey Semy­onovitch; he had not pro­tested, for in­stance, when An­drey Semy­onovitch be­lauded him for be­ing ready to con­trib­ute to the es­tab­lish­ment of the new “com­mune,” or to ab­stain from christen­ing his fu­ture chil­dren, or to ac­qui­esce if Dounia were to take a lov­er a month after mar­riage, and so on. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch so en­joyed hear­ing his own praises that he did not dis­dain even such vir­tues when they were at­trib­uted to him.

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch had had oc­ca­sion that morn­ing to real­ise some five-per­cent bonds and now he sat down to the table and coun­ted over bundles of notes. An­drey Semy­onovitch who hardly ever had any money walked about the room pre­tend­ing to him­self to look at all those bank notes with in­dif­fer­ence and even con­tempt. Noth­ing would have con­vinced Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch that An­drey Semy­onovitch could really look on the money un­moved, and the lat­ter, on his side, kept think­ing bit­terly that Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch was cap­able of en­ter­tain­ing such an idea about him and was, per­haps, glad of the op­por­tun­ity of teas­ing his young friend by re­mind­ing him of his in­feri­or­ity and the great dif­fer­ence between them.

			He found him in­cred­ibly in­at­tent­ive and ir­rit­able, though he, An­drey Semy­onovitch, began en­lar­ging on his fa­vour­ite sub­ject, the found­a­tion of a new spe­cial “com­mune.” The brief re­marks that dropped from Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch between the click­ing of the beads on the reck­on­ing frame be­trayed un­mis­tak­able and dis­cour­teous irony. But the “hu­mane” An­drey Semy­onovitch ascribed Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch’s ill-hu­mour to his re­cent breach with Dounia and he was burn­ing with im­pa­tience to dis­course on that theme. He had some­thing pro­gress­ive to say on the sub­ject which might con­sole his worthy friend and “could not fail” to pro­mote his de­vel­op­ment.

			“There is some sort of fest­iv­ity be­ing pre­pared at that … at the wid­ow’s, isn’t there?” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch asked sud­denly, in­ter­rupt­ing An­drey Semy­onovitch at the most in­ter­est­ing pas­sage.

			“Why, don’t you know? Why, I was telling you last night what I think about all such ce­re­mon­ies. And she in­vited you too, I heard. You were talk­ing to her yes­ter­day …”

			“I should nev­er have ex­pec­ted that beg­garly fool would have spent on this feast all the money she got from that oth­er fool, Raskolnikov. I was sur­prised just now as I came through at the pre­par­a­tions there, the wines! Sev­er­al people are in­vited. It’s bey­ond everything!” con­tin­ued Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, who seemed to have some ob­ject in pur­su­ing the con­ver­sa­tion. “What? You say I am asked too? When was that? I don’t re­mem­ber. But I shan’t go. Why should I? I only said a word to her in passing yes­ter­day of the pos­sib­il­ity of her ob­tain­ing a year’s salary as a des­ti­tute wid­ow of a gov­ern­ment clerk. I sup­pose she has in­vited me on that ac­count, hasn’t she? He-he-he!”

			“I don’t in­tend to go either,” said Le­bezi­at­nikov.

			“I should think not, after giv­ing her a thrash­ing! You might well hes­it­ate, he-he!”

			“Who thrashed? Whom?” cried Le­bezi­at­nikov, flustered and blush­ing.

			“Why, you thrashed Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna a month ago. I heard so yes­ter­day … so that’s what your con­vic­tions amount to … and the wo­man ques­tion, too, wasn’t quite sound, he-he-he!” and Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, as though com­for­ted, went back to click­ing his beads.

			“It’s all slander and non­sense!” cried Le­bezi­at­nikov, who was al­ways afraid of al­lu­sions to the sub­ject. “It was not like that at all, it was quite dif­fer­ent. You’ve heard it wrong; it’s a li­bel. I was simply de­fend­ing my­self. She rushed at me first with her nails, she pulled out all my whiskers. … It’s per­miss­able for any­one, I should hope, to de­fend him­self and I nev­er al­low any­one to use vi­ol­ence to me on prin­ciple, for it’s an act of des­pot­ism. What was I to do? I simply pushed her back.”

			“He-he-he!” Luzh­in went on laugh­ing ma­li­ciously.

			“You keep on like that be­cause you are out of hu­mour your­self. … But that’s non­sense and it has noth­ing, noth­ing whatever to do with the wo­man ques­tion! You don’t un­der­stand; I used to think, in­deed, that if wo­men are equal to men in all re­spects, even in strength (as is main­tained now) there ought to be equal­ity in that, too. Of course, I re­flec­ted af­ter­wards that such a ques­tion ought not really to arise, for there ought not to be fight­ing and in the fu­ture so­ci­ety fight­ing is un­think­able … and that it would be a queer thing to seek for equal­ity in fight­ing. I am not so stu­pid … though, of course, there is fight­ing … there won’t be later, but at present there is … con­found it! How muddled one gets with you! It’s not on that ac­count that I am not go­ing. I am not go­ing on prin­ciple, not to take part in the re­volt­ing con­ven­tion of me­mori­al din­ners, that’s why! Though, of course, one might go to laugh at it. … I am sorry there won’t be any priests at it. I should cer­tainly go if there were.”

			“Then you would sit down at an­oth­er man’s table and in­sult it and those who in­vited you. Eh?”

			“Cer­tainly not in­sult, but protest. I should do it with a good ob­ject. I might in­dir­ectly as­sist the cause of en­light­en­ment and pro­pa­ganda. It’s a duty of every man to work for en­light­en­ment and pro­pa­ganda and the more harshly, per­haps, the bet­ter. I might drop a seed, an idea. … And some­thing might grow up from that seed. How should I be in­sult­ing them? They might be of­fen­ded at first, but af­ter­wards they’d see I’d done them a ser­vice. You know, Ter­ebyeva (who is in the com­munity now) was blamed be­cause when she left her fam­ily and … de­voted … her­self, she wrote to her fath­er and moth­er that she wouldn’t go on liv­ing con­ven­tion­ally and was en­ter­ing on a free mar­riage and it was said that that was too harsh, that she might have spared them and have writ­ten more kindly. I think that’s all non­sense and there’s no need of soft­ness; on the con­trary, what’s wanted is protest. Var­ents had been mar­ried sev­en years, she aban­doned her two chil­dren, she told her hus­band straight out in a let­ter: ‘I have real­ised that I can­not be happy with you. I can nev­er for­give you that you have de­ceived me by con­ceal­ing from me that there is an­oth­er or­gan­isa­tion of so­ci­ety by means of the com­munit­ies. I have only lately learned it from a great­hearted man to whom I have giv­en my­self and with whom I am es­tab­lish­ing a com­munity. I speak plainly be­cause I con­sider it dis­hon­est to de­ceive you. Do as you think best. Do not hope to get me back, you are too late. I hope you will be happy.’ That’s how let­ters like that ought to be writ­ten!”

			“Is that Ter­ebyeva the one you said had made a third free mar­riage?”

			“No, it’s only the second, really! But what if it were the fourth, what if it were the fif­teenth, that’s all non­sense! And if ever I re­gret­ted the death of my fath­er and moth­er, it is now, and I some­times think if my par­ents were liv­ing what a protest I would have aimed at them! I would have done some­thing on pur­pose … I would have shown them! I would have as­ton­ished them! I am really sorry there is no one!”

			“To sur­prise! He-he! Well, be that as you will,” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch in­ter­rup­ted, “but tell me this; do you know the dead man’s daugh­ter, the del­ic­ate-look­ing little thing? It’s true what they say about her, isn’t it?”

			“What of it? I think, that is, it is my own per­son­al con­vic­tion that this is the nor­mal con­di­tion of wo­men. Why not? I mean, dis­tin­guons. In our present so­ci­ety it is not al­to­geth­er nor­mal, be­cause it is com­puls­ory, but in the fu­ture so­ci­ety it will be per­fectly nor­mal, be­cause it will be vol­un­tary. Even as it is, she was quite right: she was suf­fer­ing and that was her as­set, so to speak, her cap­it­al which she had a per­fect right to dis­pose of. Of course, in the fu­ture so­ci­ety there will be no need of as­sets, but her part will have an­oth­er sig­ni­fic­ance, ra­tion­al and in har­mony with her en­vir­on­ment. As to Sofya Semy­onovna per­son­ally, I re­gard her ac­tion as a vig­or­ous protest against the or­gan­isa­tion of so­ci­ety, and I re­spect her deeply for it; I re­joice in­deed when I look at her!”

			“I was told that you got her turned out of these lodgings.”

			Le­bezi­at­nikov was en­raged.

			“That’s an­oth­er slander,” he yelled. “It was not so at all! That was all Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s in­ven­tion, for she did not un­der­stand! And I nev­er made love to Sofya Semy­onovna! I was simply de­vel­op­ing her, en­tirely dis­in­ter­estedly, try­ing to rouse her to protest. … All I wanted was her protest and Sofya Semy­onovna could not have re­mained here any­way!”

			“Have you asked her to join your com­munity?”

			“You keep on laugh­ing and very in­ap­pro­pri­ately, al­low me to tell you. You don’t un­der­stand! There is no such role in a com­munity. The com­munity is es­tab­lished that there should be no such roles. In a com­munity, such a role is es­sen­tially trans­formed and what is stu­pid here is sens­ible there, what, un­der present con­di­tions, is un­nat­ur­al be­comes per­fectly nat­ur­al in the com­munity. It all de­pends on the en­vir­on­ment. It’s all the en­vir­on­ment and man him­self is noth­ing. And I am on good terms with Sofya Semy­onovna to this day, which is a proof that she nev­er re­garded me as hav­ing wronged her. I am try­ing now to at­tract her to the com­munity, but on quite, quite a dif­fer­ent foot­ing. What are you laugh­ing at? We are try­ing to es­tab­lish a com­munity of our own, a spe­cial one, on a broad­er basis. We have gone fur­ther in our con­vic­tions. We re­ject more! And mean­while I’m still de­vel­op­ing Sofya Semy­onovna. She has a beau­ti­ful, beau­ti­ful char­ac­ter!”

			“And you take ad­vant­age of her fine char­ac­ter, eh? He-he!”

			“No, no! Oh, no! On the con­trary.”

			“Oh, on the con­trary! He-he-he! A queer thing to say!”

			“Be­lieve me! Why should I dis­guise it? In fact, I feel it strange my­self how tim­id, chaste and mod­ern she is with me!”

			“And you, of course, are de­vel­op­ing her … he-he! try­ing to prove to her that all that mod­esty is non­sense?”

			“Not at all, not at all! How coarsely, how stu­pidly—ex­cuse me say­ing so—you mis­un­der­stand the word de­vel­op­ment! Good heav­ens, how … crude you still are! We are striv­ing for the free­dom of wo­men and you have only one idea in your head. … Set­ting aside the gen­er­al ques­tion of chastity and fem­in­ine mod­esty as use­less in them­selves and in­deed pre­ju­dices, I fully ac­cept her chastity with me, be­cause that’s for her to de­cide. Of course if she were to tell me her­self that she wanted me, I should think my­self very lucky, be­cause I like the girl very much; but as it is, no one has ever treated her more cour­teously than I, with more re­spect for her dig­nity … I wait in hopes, that’s all!”

			“You had much bet­ter make her a present of some­thing. I bet you nev­er thought of that.”

			“You don’t un­der­stand, as I’ve told you already! Of course, she is in such a po­s­i­tion, but it’s an­oth­er ques­tion. Quite an­oth­er ques­tion! You simply des­pise her. See­ing a fact which you mis­takenly con­sider de­serving of con­tempt, you re­fuse to take a hu­mane view of a fel­low creature. You don’t know what a char­ac­ter she is! I am only sorry that of late she has quite giv­en up read­ing and bor­row­ing books. I used to lend them to her. I am sorry, too, that with all the en­ergy and res­ol­u­tion in protest­ing—which she has already shown once—she has little self-re­li­ance, little, so to say, in­de­pend­ence, so as to break free from cer­tain pre­ju­dices and cer­tain fool­ish ideas. Yet she thor­oughly un­der­stands some ques­tions, for in­stance about kiss­ing of hands, that is, that it’s an in­sult to a wo­man for a man to kiss her hand, be­cause it’s a sign of in­equal­ity. We had a de­bate about it and I de­scribed it to her. She listened at­tent­ively to an ac­count of the work­men’s as­so­ci­ations in France, too. Now I am ex­plain­ing the ques­tion of com­ing in­to the room in the fu­ture so­ci­ety.”

			“And what’s that, pray?”

			“We had a de­bate lately on the ques­tion: Has a mem­ber of the com­munity the right to enter an­oth­er mem­ber’s room, wheth­er man or wo­man, at any time … and we de­cided that he has!”

			“It might be at an in­con­veni­ent mo­ment, he-he!”

			Le­bezi­at­nikov was really angry.

			“You are al­ways think­ing of some­thing un­pleas­ant,” he cried with aver­sion. “Tfoo! How vexed I am that when I was ex­pound­ing our sys­tem, I re­ferred pre­ma­turely to the ques­tion of per­son­al pri­vacy! It’s al­ways a stum­bling-block to people like you, they turn it in­to ri­dicule be­fore they un­der­stand it. And how proud they are of it, too! Tfoo! I’ve of­ten main­tained that that ques­tion should not be ap­proached by a novice till he has a firm faith in the sys­tem. And tell me, please, what do you find so shame­ful even in cess­pools? I should be the first to be ready to clean out any cess­pool you like. And it’s not a ques­tion of self-sac­ri­fice, it’s simply work, hon­our­able, use­ful work which is as good as any oth­er and much bet­ter than the work of a Raphael and a Pushkin, be­cause it is more use­ful.”

			“And more hon­our­able, more hon­our­able, he-he-he!”

			“What do you mean by ‘more hon­our­able’? I don’t un­der­stand such ex­pres­sions to de­scribe hu­man activ­ity. ‘More hon­our­able,’ ‘no­bler’—all those are old-fash­ioned pre­ju­dices which I re­ject. Everything which is of use to man­kind is hon­our­able. I only un­der­stand one word: use­ful! You can snig­ger as much as you like, but that’s so!”

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch laughed heart­ily. He had fin­ished count­ing the money and was put­ting it away. But some of the notes he left on the table. The “cess­pool ques­tion” had already been a sub­ject of dis­pute between them. What was ab­surd was that it made Le­bezi­at­nikov really angry, while it amused Luzh­in and at that mo­ment he par­tic­u­larly wanted to an­ger his young friend.

			“It’s your ill-luck yes­ter­day that makes you so ill-hu­moured and an­noy­ing,” blur­ted out Le­bezi­at­nikov, who in spite of his “in­de­pend­ence” and his “protests” did not ven­ture to op­pose Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch and still be­haved to him with some of the re­spect ha­bitu­al in earli­er years.

			“You’d bet­ter tell me this,” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch in­ter­rup­ted with haughty dis­pleas­ure, “can you … or rather are you really friendly enough with that young per­son to ask her to step in here for a minute? I think they’ve all come back from the cemetery … I heard the sound of steps … I want to see her, that young per­son.”

			“What for?” Le­bezi­at­nikov asked with sur­prise.

			“Oh, I want to. I am leav­ing here today or to­mor­row and there­fore I wanted to speak to her about … How­ever, you may be present dur­ing the in­ter­view. It’s bet­ter you should be, in­deed. For there’s no know­ing what you might ima­gine.”

			“I shan’t ima­gine any­thing. I only asked and, if you’ve any­thing to say to her, noth­ing is easi­er than to call her in. I’ll go dir­ectly and you may be sure I won’t be in your way.”

			Five minutes later Le­bezi­at­nikov came in with So­nia. She came in very much sur­prised and over­come with shy­ness as usu­al. She was al­ways shy in such cir­cum­stances and was al­ways afraid of new people, she had been as a child and was even more so now. … Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch met her “po­litely and af­fably,” but with a cer­tain shade of ban­ter­ing fa­mili­ar­ity which in his opin­ion was suit­able for a man of his re­spect­ab­il­ity and weight in deal­ing with a creature so young and so in­ter­est­ing as she. He hastened to “re­as­sure” her and made her sit down fa­cing him at the table. So­nia sat down, looked about her—at Le­bezi­at­nikov, at the notes ly­ing on the table and then again at Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch and her eyes re­mained riv­eted on him. Le­bezi­at­nikov was mov­ing to the door. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch signed to So­nia to re­main seated and stopped Le­bezi­at­nikov.

			“Is Raskolnikov in there? Has he come?” he asked him in a whis­per.

			“Raskolnikov? Yes. Why? Yes, he is there. I saw him just come in. … Why?”

			“Well, I par­tic­u­larly beg you to re­main here with us and not to leave me alone with this … young wo­man. I only want a few words with her, but God knows what they may make of it. I shouldn’t like Raskolnikov to re­peat any­thing. … You un­der­stand what I mean?”

			“I un­der­stand!” Le­bezi­at­nikov saw the point. “Yes, you are right. … Of course, I am con­vinced per­son­ally that you have no reas­on to be un­easy, but … still, you are right. Cer­tainly I’ll stay. I’ll stand here at the win­dow and not be in your way … I think you are right …”

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch re­turned to the sofa, sat down op­pos­ite So­nia, looked at­tent­ively at her and as­sumed an ex­tremely dig­ni­fied, even severe ex­pres­sion, as much as to say, “don’t you make any mis­take, madam.” So­nia was over­whelmed with em­bar­rass­ment.

			“In the first place, Sofya Semy­onovna, will you make my ex­cuses to your re­spec­ted mamma. … That’s right, isn’t it? Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna stands in the place of a moth­er to you?” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch began with great dig­nity, though af­fably.

			It was evid­ent that his in­ten­tions were friendly.

			“Quite so, yes; the place of a moth­er,” So­nia answered, tim­idly and hur­riedly.

			“Then will you make my apo­lo­gies to her? Through in­ev­it­able cir­cum­stances I am forced to be ab­sent and shall not be at the din­ner in spite of your mamma’s kind in­vit­a­tion.”

			“Yes … I’ll tell her … at once.”

			And So­nia hast­ily jumped up from her seat.

			“Wait, that’s not all,” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch de­tained her, smil­ing at her sim­pli­city and ig­nor­ance of good man­ners, “and you know me little, my dear Sofya Semy­onovna, if you sup­pose I would have ven­tured to trouble a per­son like you for a mat­ter of so little con­sequence af­fect­ing my­self only. I have an­oth­er ob­ject.”

			So­nia sat down hur­riedly. Her eyes res­ted again for an in­stant on the grey-and-rain­bow-col­oured notes that re­mained on the table, but she quickly looked away and fixed her eyes on Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. She felt it hor­ribly in­dec­or­ous, es­pe­cially for her, to look at an­oth­er per­son’s money. She stared at the gold eye­glass which Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch held in his left hand and at the massive and ex­tremely hand­some ring with a yel­low stone on his middle fin­ger. But sud­denly she looked away and, not know­ing where to turn, ended by star­ing Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch again straight in the face. After a pause of still great­er dig­nity he con­tin­ued.

			“I chanced yes­ter­day in passing to ex­change a couple of words with Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, poor wo­man. That was suf­fi­cient to en­able me to as­cer­tain that she is in a po­s­i­tion—preter­nat­ur­al, if one may so ex­press it.”

			“Yes … preter­nat­ur­al …” So­nia hur­riedly as­sen­ted.

			“Or it would be sim­pler and more com­pre­hens­ible to say, ill.”

			“Yes, sim­pler and more com­pre­hen … yes, ill.”

			“Quite so. So then from a feel­ing of hu­man­ity and so to speak com­pas­sion, I should be glad to be of ser­vice to her in any way, fore­see­ing her un­for­tu­nate po­s­i­tion. I be­lieve the whole of this poverty-stricken fam­ily de­pends now en­tirely on you?”

			“Al­low me to ask,” So­nia rose to her feet, “did you say some­thing to her yes­ter­day of the pos­sib­il­ity of a pen­sion? Be­cause she told me you had un­der­taken to get her one. Was that true?”

			“Not in the slight­est, and in­deed it’s an ab­surdity! I merely hin­ted at her ob­tain­ing tem­por­ary as­sist­ance as the wid­ow of an of­fi­cial who had died in the ser­vice—if only she has pat­ron­age … but ap­par­ently your late par­ent had not served his full term and had not in­deed been in the ser­vice at all of late. In fact, if there could be any hope, it would be very eph­em­er­al, be­cause there would be no claim for as­sist­ance in that case, far from it. … And she is dream­ing of a pen­sion already, he-he-he! … A go-ahead lady!”

			“Yes, she is. For she is cred­u­lous and good-hearted, and she be­lieves everything from the good­ness of her heart and … and … and she is like that … yes … You must ex­cuse her,” said So­nia, and again she got up to go.

			“But you haven’t heard what I have to say.”

			“No, I haven’t heard,” muttered So­nia.

			“Then sit down.” She was ter­ribly con­fused; she sat down again a third time.

			“See­ing her po­s­i­tion with her un­for­tu­nate little ones, I should be glad, as I have said be­fore, so far as lies in my power, to be of ser­vice, that is, so far as is in my power, not more. One might for in­stance get up a sub­scrip­tion for her, or a lot­tery, some­thing of the sort, such as is al­ways ar­ranged in such cases by friends or even out­siders de­sirous of as­sist­ing people. It was of that I in­ten­ded to speak to you; it might be done.”

			“Yes, yes … God will re­pay you for it,” faltered So­nia, gaz­ing in­tently at Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch.

			“It might be, but we will talk of it later. We might be­gin it today, we will talk it over this even­ing and lay the found­a­tion so to speak. Come to me at sev­en o’clock. Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov, I hope, will as­sist us. But there is one cir­cum­stance of which I ought to warn you be­fore­hand and for which I ven­ture to trouble you, Sofya Semy­onovna, to come here. In my opin­ion money can­not be, in­deed it’s un­safe to put it in­to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s own hands. The din­ner today is a proof of that. Though she has not, so to speak, a crust of bread for to­mor­row and … well, boots or shoes, or any­thing; she has bought today Ja­maica rum, and even, I be­lieve, Madeira and … and cof­fee. I saw it as I passed through. To­mor­row it will all fall upon you again, they won’t have a crust of bread. It’s ab­surd, really, and so, to my think­ing, a sub­scrip­tion ought to be raised so that the un­happy wid­ow should not know of the money, but only you, for in­stance. Am I right?”

			“I don’t know … this is only today, once in her life. … She was so anxious to do hon­our, to cel­eb­rate the memory. … And she is very sens­ible … but just as you think and I shall be very, very … they will all be … and God will re­ward … and the orphans …”

			So­nia burst in­to tears.

			“Very well, then, keep it in mind; and now will you ac­cept for the be­ne­fit of your re­la­tion the small sum that I am able to spare, from me per­son­ally. I am very anxious that my name should not be men­tioned in con­nec­tion with it. Here … hav­ing so to speak anxi­et­ies of my own, I can­not do more …”

			And Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch held out to So­nia a ten-rouble note care­fully un­fol­ded. So­nia took it, flushed crim­son, jumped up, muttered some­thing and began tak­ing leave. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch ac­com­pan­ied her ce­re­mo­ni­ously to the door. She got out of the room at last, agit­ated and dis­tressed, and re­turned to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, over­whelmed with con­fu­sion.

			All this time Le­bezi­at­nikov had stood at the win­dow or walked about the room, anxious not to in­ter­rupt the con­ver­sa­tion; when So­nia had gone he walked up to Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch and sol­emnly held out his hand.

			“I heard and saw everything,” he said, lay­ing stress on the last verb. “That is hon­our­able, I mean to say, it’s hu­mane! You wanted to avoid grat­it­ude, I saw! And al­though I can­not, I con­fess, in prin­ciple sym­path­ise with private char­ity, for it not only fails to erad­ic­ate the evil but even pro­motes it, yet I must ad­mit that I saw your ac­tion with pleas­ure—yes, yes, I like it.”

			“That’s all non­sense,” muttered Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, some­what dis­con­cer­ted, look­ing care­fully at Le­bezi­at­nikov.

			“No, it’s not non­sense! A man who has suffered dis­tress and an­noy­ance as you did yes­ter­day and who yet can sym­path­ise with the misery of oth­ers, such a man … even though he is mak­ing a so­cial mis­take—is still de­serving of re­spect! I did not ex­pect it in­deed of you, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, es­pe­cially as ac­cord­ing to your ideas … oh, what a draw­back your ideas are to you! How dis­tressed you are for in­stance by your ill-luck yes­ter­day,” cried the simple-hearted Le­bezi­at­nikov, who felt a re­turn of af­fec­tion for Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. “And, what do you want with mar­riage, with leg­al mar­riage, my dear, noble Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch? Why do you cling to this leg­al­ity of mar­riage? Well, you may beat me if you like, but I am glad, pos­it­ively glad it hasn’t come off, that you are free, that you are not quite lost for hu­man­ity … you see, I’ve spoken my mind!”

			“Be­cause I don’t want in your free mar­riage to be made a fool of and to bring up an­oth­er man’s chil­dren, that’s why I want leg­al mar­riage,” Luzh­in replied in or­der to make some an­swer.

			He seemed pre­oc­cu­pied by some­thing.

			“Chil­dren? You re­ferred to chil­dren,” Le­bezi­at­nikov star­ted off like a war­horse at the trum­pet call. “Chil­dren are a so­cial ques­tion and a ques­tion of first im­port­ance, I agree; but the ques­tion of chil­dren has an­oth­er solu­tion. Some re­fuse to have chil­dren al­to­geth­er, be­cause they sug­gest the in­sti­tu­tion of the fam­ily. We’ll speak of chil­dren later, but now as to the ques­tion of hon­our, I con­fess that’s my weak point. That hor­rid, mil­it­ary, Pushkin ex­pres­sion is un­think­able in the dic­tion­ary of the fu­ture. What does it mean in­deed? It’s non­sense, there will be no de­cep­tion in a free mar­riage! That is only the nat­ur­al con­sequence of a leg­al mar­riage, so to say, its cor­rect­ive, a protest. So that in­deed it’s not hu­mi­li­at­ing … and if I ever, to sup­pose an ab­surdity, were to be leg­ally mar­ried, I should be pos­it­ively glad of it. I should say to my wife: ‘My dear, hitherto I have loved you, now I re­spect you, for you’ve shown you can protest!’ You laugh! That’s be­cause you are in­cap­able of get­ting away from pre­ju­dices. Con­found it all! I un­der­stand now where the un­pleas­ant­ness is of be­ing de­ceived in a leg­al mar­riage, but it’s simply a despic­able con­sequence of a despic­able po­s­i­tion in which both are hu­mi­li­ated. When the de­cep­tion is open, as in a free mar­riage, then it does not ex­ist, it’s un­think­able. Your wife will only prove how she re­spects you by con­sid­er­ing you in­cap­able of op­pos­ing her hap­pi­ness and aven­ging your­self on her for her new hus­band. Damn it all! I some­times dream if I were to be mar­ried, pfoo! I mean if I were to marry, leg­ally or not, it’s just the same, I should present my wife with a lov­er if she had not found one for her­self. ‘My dear,’ I should say, ‘I love you, but even more than that I de­sire you to re­spect me. See!’ Am I not right?”

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch sniggered as he listened, but without much mer­ri­ment. He hardly heard it in­deed. He was pre­oc­cu­pied with some­thing else and even Le­bezi­at­nikov at last no­ticed it. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch seemed ex­cited and rubbed his hands. Le­bezi­at­nikov re­membered all this and re­flec­ted upon it af­ter­wards.

		
	
		
			II

			It would be dif­fi­cult to ex­plain ex­actly what could have ori­gin­ated the idea of that sense­less din­ner in Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s dis­ordered brain. Nearly ten of the twenty roubles, giv­en by Raskolnikov for Marme­ladov’s fu­ner­al, were wasted upon it. Pos­sibly Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna felt ob­liged to hon­our the memory of the de­ceased “suit­ably,” that all the lodgers, and still more Amalia Ivan­ovna, might know “that he was in no way their in­feri­or, and per­haps very much their su­per­i­or,” and that no one had the right “to turn up his nose at him.” Per­haps the chief ele­ment was that pe­cu­li­ar “poor man’s pride,” which com­pels many poor people to spend their last sav­ings on some tra­di­tion­al so­cial ce­re­mony, simply in or­der to do “like oth­er people,” and not to “be looked down upon.” It is very prob­able, too, that Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna longed on this oc­ca­sion, at the mo­ment when she seemed to be aban­doned by every­one, to show those “wretched con­tempt­ible lodgers” that she knew “how to do things, how to en­ter­tain” and that she had been brought up “in a gen­teel, she might al­most say ar­is­to­crat­ic col­on­el’s fam­ily” and had not been meant for sweep­ing floors and wash­ing the chil­dren’s rags at night. Even the poorest and most broken-spir­ited people are some­times li­able to these par­oxysms of pride and van­ity which take the form of an ir­res­ist­ible nervous crav­ing. And Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna was not broken-spir­ited; she might have been killed by cir­cum­stance, but her spir­it could not have been broken, that is, she could not have been in­tim­id­ated, her will could not be crushed. Moreover So­nia had said with good reas­on that her mind was un­hinged. She could not be said to be in­sane, but for a year past she had been so har­assed that her mind might well be over­strained. The later stages of con­sump­tion are apt, doc­tors tell us, to af­fect the in­tel­lect.

			There was no great vari­ety of wines, nor was there Madeira; but wine there was. There was vodka, rum and Lis­bon wine, all of the poorest qual­ity but in suf­fi­cient quant­ity. Be­sides the tra­di­tion­al rice and honey, there were three or four dishes, one of which con­sisted of pan­cakes, all pre­pared in Amalia Ivan­ovna’s kit­chen. Two sam­o­vars were boil­ing, that tea and punch might be offered after din­ner. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had her­self seen to pur­chas­ing the pro­vi­sions, with the help of one of the lodgers, an un­for­tu­nate little Pole who had some­how been stran­ded at Ma­dame Lip­pevech­sel’s. He promptly put him­self at Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s dis­pos­al and had been all that morn­ing and all the day be­fore run­ning about as fast as his legs could carry him, and very anxious that every­one should be aware of it. For every trifle he ran to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, even hunt­ing her out at the bazaar, at every in­stant called her “Pani.” She was heart­ily sick of him be­fore the end, though she had de­clared at first that she could not have got on without this “ser­vice­able and mag­nan­im­ous man.” It was one of Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s char­ac­ter­ist­ics to paint every­one she met in the most glow­ing col­ours. Her praises were so ex­ag­ger­ated as some­times to be em­bar­rass­ing; she would in­vent vari­ous cir­cum­stances to the cred­it of her new ac­quaint­ance and quite genu­inely be­lieve in their real­ity. Then all of a sud­den she would be dis­il­lu­sioned and would rudely and con­temp­tu­ously re­pulse the per­son she had only a few hours be­fore been lit­er­ally ad­or­ing. She was nat­ur­ally of a gay, lively and peace-lov­ing dis­pos­i­tion, but from con­tinu­al fail­ures and mis­for­tunes she had come to de­sire so keenly that all should live in peace and joy and should not dare to break the peace, that the slight­est jar, the smal­lest dis­aster re­duced her al­most to frenzy, and she would pass in an in­stant from the bright­est hopes and fan­cies to curs­ing her fate and rav­ing, and knock­ing her head against the wall.

			Amalia Ivan­ovna, too, sud­denly ac­quired ex­traordin­ary im­port­ance in Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s eyes and was treated by her with ex­traordin­ary re­spect, prob­ably only be­cause Amalia Ivan­ovna had thrown her­self heart and soul in­to the pre­par­a­tions. She had un­der­taken to lay the table, to provide the lin­en, crock­ery, etc., and to cook the dishes in her kit­chen, and Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had left it all in her hands and gone her­self to the cemetery. Everything had been well done. Even the table­cloth was nearly clean; the crock­ery, knives, forks and glasses were, of course, of all shapes and pat­terns, lent by dif­fer­ent lodgers, but the table was prop­erly laid at the time fixed, and Amalia Ivan­ovna, feel­ing she had done her work well, had put on a black silk dress and a cap with new mourn­ing rib­bons and met the re­turn­ing party with some pride. This pride, though jus­ti­fi­able, dis­pleased Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna for some reas­on: “as though the table could not have been laid ex­cept by Amalia Ivan­ovna!” She dis­liked the cap with new rib­bons, too. “Could she be stuck up, the stu­pid Ger­man, be­cause she was mis­tress of the house, and had con­sen­ted as a fa­vour to help her poor lodgers! As a fa­vour! Fancy that! Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s fath­er who had been a col­on­el and al­most a gov­ernor had some­times had the table set for forty per­sons, and then any­one like Amalia Ivan­ovna, or rather Lud­wigovna, would not have been al­lowed in­to the kit­chen.”

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, how­ever, put off ex­press­ing her feel­ings for the time and con­ten­ted her­self with treat­ing her coldly, though she de­cided in­wardly that she would cer­tainly have to put Amalia Ivan­ovna down and set her in her prop­er place, for good­ness only knew what she was fancy­ing her­self. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna was ir­rit­ated too by the fact that hardly any of the lodgers in­vited had come to the fu­ner­al, ex­cept the Pole who had just man­aged to run in­to the cemetery, while to the me­mori­al din­ner the poorest and most in­sig­ni­fic­ant of them had turned up, the wretched creatures, many of them not quite sober. The older and more re­spect­able of them all, as if by com­mon con­sent, stayed away. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch Luzh­in, for in­stance, who might be said to be the most re­spect­able of all the lodgers, did not ap­pear, though Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had the even­ing be­fore told all the world, that is Amalia Ivan­ovna, Polen­ka, So­nia and the Pole, that he was the most gen­er­ous, noble-hearted man with a large prop­erty and vast con­nec­tions, who had been a friend of her first hus­band’s, and a guest in her fath­er’s house, and that he had prom­ised to use all his in­flu­ence to se­cure her a con­sid­er­able pen­sion. It must be noted that when Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna ex­al­ted any­one’s con­nec­tions and for­tune, it was without any ul­teri­or motive, quite dis­in­ter­estedly, for the mere pleas­ure of adding to the con­sequence of the per­son praised. Prob­ably “tak­ing his cue” from Luzh­in, “that con­tempt­ible wretch Le­bezi­at­nikov had not turned up either. What did he fancy him­self? He was only asked out of kind­ness and be­cause he was shar­ing the same room with Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch and was a friend of his, so that it would have been awk­ward not to in­vite him.”

			Among those who failed to ap­pear were “the gen­teel lady and her old-maid­ish daugh­ter,” who had only been lodgers in the house for the last fort­night, but had sev­er­al times com­plained of the noise and up­roar in Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s room, es­pe­cially when Marme­ladov had come back drunk. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna heard this from Amalia Ivan­ovna who, quar­rel­ling with Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, and threat­en­ing to turn the whole fam­ily out of doors, had shouted at her that they “were not worth the foot” of the hon­our­able lodgers whom they were dis­turb­ing. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna de­term­ined now to in­vite this lady and her daugh­ter, “whose foot she was not worth,” and who had turned away haught­ily when she cas­u­ally met them, so that they might know that “she was more noble in her thoughts and feel­ings and did not har­bour malice,” and might see that she was not ac­cus­tomed to her way of liv­ing. She had pro­posed to make this clear to them at din­ner with al­lu­sions to her late fath­er’s gov­ernor­ship, and also at the same time to hint that it was ex­ceed­ingly stu­pid of them to turn away on meet­ing her. The fat col­on­el-ma­jor (he was really a dis­charged of­ficer of low rank) was also ab­sent, but it ap­peared that he had been “not him­self” for the last two days. The party con­sisted of the Pole, a wretched look­ing clerk with a spotty face and a greasy coat, who had not a word to say for him­self, and smelt ab­om­in­ably, a deaf and al­most blind old man who had once been in the post of­fice and who had been from im­me­mori­al ages main­tained by someone at Amalia Ivan­ovna’s.

			A re­tired clerk of the com­mis­sari­at de­part­ment came, too; he was drunk, had a loud and most un­seemly laugh and only fancy—was without a waist­coat! One of the vis­it­ors sat straight down to the table without even greet­ing Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna. Fi­nally one per­son hav­ing no suit ap­peared in his dress­ing-gown, but this was too much, and the ef­forts of Amalia Ivan­ovna and the Pole suc­ceeded in re­mov­ing him. The Pole brought with him, how­ever, two oth­er Poles who did not live at Amalia Ivan­ovna’s and whom no one had seen here be­fore. All this ir­rit­ated Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna in­tensely. “For whom had they made all these pre­par­a­tions then?” To make room for the vis­it­ors the chil­dren had not even been laid for at the table; but the two little ones were sit­ting on a bench in the fur­thest corner with their din­ner laid on a box, while Polen­ka as a big girl had to look after them, feed them, and keep their noses wiped like well-bred chil­dren’s.

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, in fact, could hardly help meet­ing her guests with in­creased dig­nity, and even haught­i­ness. She stared at some of them with spe­cial sever­ity, and loftily in­vited them to take their seats. Rush­ing to the con­clu­sion that Amalia Ivan­ovna must be re­spons­ible for those who were ab­sent, she began treat­ing her with ex­treme non­chal­ance, which the lat­ter promptly ob­served and re­sen­ted. Such a be­gin­ning was no good omen for the end. All were seated at last.

			Raskolnikov came in al­most at the mo­ment of their re­turn from the cemetery. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna was greatly de­lighted to see him, in the first place, be­cause he was the one “edu­cated vis­it­or, and, as every­one knew, was in two years to take a pro­fess­or­ship in the uni­ver­sity,” and secondly be­cause he im­me­di­ately and re­spect­fully apo­lo­gised for hav­ing been un­able to be at the fu­ner­al. She pos­it­ively pounced upon him, and made him sit on her left hand (Amalia Ivan­ovna was on her right). In spite of her con­tinu­al anxi­ety that the dishes should be passed round cor­rectly and that every­one should taste them, in spite of the ag­on­ising cough which in­ter­rup­ted her every minute and seemed to have grown worse dur­ing the last few days, she hastened to pour out in a half whis­per to Raskolnikov all her sup­pressed feel­ings and her just in­dig­na­tion at the fail­ure of the din­ner, in­ter­spers­ing her re­marks with lively and un­con­trol­lable laughter at the ex­pense of her vis­it­ors and es­pe­cially of her land­lady.

			“It’s all that cuckoo’s fault! You know whom I mean? Her, her!” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna nod­ded to­wards the land­lady. “Look at her, she’s mak­ing round eyes, she feels that we are talk­ing about her and can’t un­der­stand. Pfoo, the owl! Ha-ha! (Cough-cough-cough.) And what does she put on that cap for? (Cough-cough-cough.) Have you no­ticed that she wants every­one to con­sider that she is pat­ron­ising me and do­ing me an hon­our by be­ing here? I asked her like a sens­ible wo­man to in­vite people, es­pe­cially those who knew my late hus­band, and look at the set of fools she has brought! The sweeps! Look at that one with the spotty face. And those wretched Poles, ha-ha-ha! (Cough-cough-cough.) Not one of them has ever poked his nose in here, I’ve nev­er set eyes on them. What have they come here for, I ask you? There they sit in a row. Hey, pan!” she cried sud­denly to one of them, “have you tasted the pan­cakes? Take some more! Have some beer! Won’t you have some vodka? Look, he’s jumped up and is mak­ing his bows, they must be quite starved, poor things. Nev­er mind, let them eat! They don’t make a noise, any­way, though I’m really afraid for our land­lady’s sil­ver spoons … Amalia Ivan­ovna!” she ad­dressed her sud­denly, al­most aloud, “if your spoons should hap­pen to be stolen, I won’t be re­spons­ible, I warn you! Ha-ha-ha!” She laughed turn­ing to Raskolnikov, and again nod­ding to­wards the land­lady, in high glee at her sally. “She didn’t un­der­stand, she didn’t un­der­stand again! Look how she sits with her mouth open! An owl, a real owl! An owl in new rib­bons, ha-ha-ha!”

			Here her laugh turned again to an in­suf­fer­able fit of cough­ing that las­ted five minutes. Drops of per­spir­a­tion stood out on her fore­head and her handker­chief was stained with blood. She showed Raskolnikov the blood in si­lence, and as soon as she could get her breath began whis­per­ing to him again with ex­treme an­im­a­tion and a hec­tic flush on her cheeks.

			“Do you know, I gave her the most del­ic­ate in­struc­tions, so to speak, for in­vit­ing that lady and her daugh­ter, you un­der­stand of whom I am speak­ing? It needed the ut­most del­ic­acy, the greatest nicety, but she has man­aged things so that that fool, that con­ceited bag­gage, that pro­vin­cial non­entity, simply be­cause she is the wid­ow of a ma­jor, and has come to try and get a pen­sion and to fray out her skirts in the gov­ern­ment of­fices, be­cause at fifty she paints her face (every­body knows it) … a creature like that did not think fit to come, and has not even answered the in­vit­a­tion, which the most or­din­ary good man­ners re­quired! I can’t un­der­stand why Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch has not come? But where’s So­nia? Where has she gone? Ah, there she is at last! what is it, So­nia, where have you been? It’s odd that even at your fath­er’s fu­ner­al you should be so un­punc­tu­al. Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, make room for her be­side you. That’s your place, So­nia … take what you like. Have some of the cold en­trée with jelly, that’s the best. They’ll bring the pan­cakes dir­ectly. Have they giv­en the chil­dren some? Polen­ka, have you got everything? (Cough-cough-cough.) That’s all right. Be a good girl, Lida, and, Kolya, don’t fid­get with your feet; sit like a little gen­tle­man. What are you say­ing, So­nia?”

			So­nia hastened to give her Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch’s apo­lo­gies, try­ing to speak loud enough for every­one to hear and care­fully choos­ing the most re­spect­ful phrases which she at­trib­uted to Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. She ad­ded that Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch had par­tic­u­larly told her to say that, as soon as he pos­sibly could, he would come im­me­di­ately to dis­cuss busi­ness alone with her and to con­sider what could be done for her, etc., etc.

			So­nia knew that this would com­fort Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, would flat­ter her and grat­i­fy her pride. She sat down be­side Raskolnikov; she made him a hur­ried bow, glan­cing curi­ously at him. But for the rest of the time she seemed to avoid look­ing at him or speak­ing to him. She seemed ab­sent­minded, though she kept look­ing at Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, try­ing to please her. Neither she nor Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had been able to get mourn­ing; So­nia was wear­ing dark brown, and Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had on her only dress, a dark striped cot­ton one.

			The mes­sage from Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch was very suc­cess­ful. Listen­ing to So­nia with dig­nity, Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna in­quired with equal dig­nity how Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch was, then at once whispered al­most aloud to Raskolnikov that it cer­tainly would have been strange for a man of Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch’s po­s­i­tion and stand­ing to find him­self in such “ex­traordin­ary com­pany,” in spite of his de­vo­tion to her fam­ily and his old friend­ship with her fath­er.

			“That’s why I am so grate­ful to you, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, that you have not dis­dained my hos­pit­al­ity, even in such sur­round­ings,” she ad­ded al­most aloud. “But I am sure that it was only your spe­cial af­fec­tion for my poor hus­band that has made you keep your prom­ise.”

			Then once more with pride and dig­nity she scanned her vis­it­ors, and sud­denly in­quired aloud across the table of the deaf man: “Wouldn’t he have some more meat, and had he been giv­en some wine?” The old man made no an­swer and for a long while could not un­der­stand what he was asked, though his neigh­bours amused them­selves by pok­ing and shak­ing him. He simply gazed about him with his mouth open, which only in­creased the gen­er­al mirth.

			“What an im­be­cile! Look, look! Why was he brought? But as to Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, I al­ways had con­fid­ence in him,” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna con­tin­ued, “and, of course, he is not like …” with an ex­tremely stern face she ad­dressed Amalia Ivan­ovna so sharply and loudly that the lat­ter was quite dis­con­cer­ted, “not like your dressed up dragg­le­tails whom my fath­er would not have taken as cooks in­to his kit­chen, and my late hus­band would have done them hon­our if he had in­vited them in the good­ness of his heart.”

			“Yes, he was fond of drink, he was fond of it, he did drink!” cried the com­mis­sari­at clerk, gulp­ing down his twelfth glass of vodka.

			“My late hus­band cer­tainly had that weak­ness, and every­one knows it,” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna at­tacked him at once, “but he was a kind and hon­our­able man, who loved and re­spec­ted his fam­ily. The worst of it was his good nature made him trust all sorts of dis­rep­ut­able people, and he drank with fel­lows who were not worth the sole of his shoe. Would you be­lieve it, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, they found a ginger­bread cock in his pock­et; he was dead drunk, but he did not for­get the chil­dren!”

			“A cock? Did you say a cock?” shouted the com­mis­sari­at clerk.

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna did not vouch­safe a reply. She sighed, lost in thought.

			“No doubt you think, like every­one, that I was too severe with him,” she went on, ad­dress­ing Raskolnikov. “But that’s not so! He re­spec­ted me, he re­spec­ted me very much! He was a kind­hearted man! And how sorry I was for him some­times! He would sit in a corner and look at me, I used to feel so sorry for him, I used to want to be kind to him and then would think to my­self: ‘Be kind to him and he will drink again,’ it was only by sever­ity that you could keep him with­in bounds.”

			“Yes, he used to get his hair pulled pretty of­ten,” roared the com­mis­sari­at clerk again, swal­low­ing an­oth­er glass of vodka.

			“Some fools would be the bet­ter for a good drub­bing, as well as hav­ing their hair pulled. I am not talk­ing of my late hus­band now!” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna snapped at him.

			The flush on her cheeks grew more and more marked, her chest heaved. In an­oth­er minute she would have been ready to make a scene. Many of the vis­it­ors were snig­ger­ing, evid­ently de­lighted. They began pok­ing the com­mis­sari­at clerk and whis­per­ing some­thing to him. They were evid­ently try­ing to egg him on.

			“Al­low me to ask what are you al­lud­ing to,” began the clerk, “that is to say, whose … about whom … did you say just now … But I don’t care! That’s non­sense! Wid­ow! I for­give you. … Pass!”

			And he took an­oth­er drink of vodka.

			Raskolnikov sat in si­lence, listen­ing with dis­gust. He only ate from po­lite­ness, just tast­ing the food that Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna was con­tinu­ally put­ting on his plate, to avoid hurt­ing her feel­ings. He watched So­nia in­tently. But So­nia be­came more and more anxious and dis­tressed; she, too, foresaw that the din­ner would not end peace­ably, and saw with ter­ror Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s grow­ing ir­rit­a­tion. She knew that she, So­nia, was the chief reas­on for the “gen­teel” ladies’ con­temp­tu­ous treat­ment of Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s in­vit­a­tion. She had heard from Amalia Ivan­ovna that the moth­er was pos­it­ively of­fen­ded at the in­vit­a­tion and had asked the ques­tion: “How could she let her daugh­ter sit down be­side that young per­son?” So­nia had a feel­ing that Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had already heard this and an in­sult to So­nia meant more to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna than an in­sult to her­self, her chil­dren, or her fath­er, So­nia knew that Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna would not be sat­is­fied now, “till she had shown those dragg­le­tails that they were both …” To make mat­ters worse someone passed So­nia, from the oth­er end of the table, a plate with two hearts pierced with an ar­row, cut out of black bread. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna flushed crim­son and at once said aloud across the table that the man who sent it was “a drunk­en ass!”

			Amalia Ivan­ovna was fore­see­ing some­thing amiss, and at the same time deeply wounded by Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s haught­i­ness, and to re­store the good-hu­mour of the com­pany and raise her­self in their es­teem she began, apro­pos of noth­ing, telling a story about an ac­quaint­ance of hers “Karl from the chem­ist’s,” who was driv­ing one night in a cab, and that “the cab­man wanted him to kill, and Karl very much begged him not to kill, and wept and clasped hands, and frightened and from fear pierced his heart.” Though Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna smiled, she ob­served at once that Amalia Ivan­ovna ought not to tell an­ec­dotes in Rus­si­an; the lat­ter was still more of­fen­ded, and she re­tor­ted that her “Vater aus Ber­lin was a very im­port­ant man, and al­ways went with his hands in pock­ets.” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna could not re­strain her­self and laughed so much that Amalia Ivan­ovna lost pa­tience and could scarcely con­trol her­self.

			“Listen to the owl!” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna whispered at once, her good-hu­mour al­most re­stored, “she meant to say he kept his hands in his pock­ets, but she said he put his hands in people’s pock­ets. (Cough-cough.) And have you no­ticed, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, that all these Peters­burg for­eign­ers, the Ger­mans es­pe­cially, are all stu­pider than we! Can you fancy any­one of us telling how ‘Karl from the chem­ist’s’ ‘pierced his heart from fear’ and that the idi­ot, in­stead of pun­ish­ing the cab­man, ‘clasped his hands and wept, and much begged.’ Ah, the fool! And you know she fan­cies it’s very touch­ing and does not sus­pect how stu­pid she is! To my think­ing that drunk­en com­mis­sari­at clerk is a great deal cleverer, any­way one can see that he has addled his brains with drink, but you know, these for­eign­ers are al­ways so well be­haved and ser­i­ous. … Look how she sits glar­ing! She is angry, ha-ha! (Cough-cough-cough.)”

			Re­gain­ing her good-hu­mour, Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna began at once telling Raskolnikov that when she had ob­tained her pen­sion, she in­ten­ded to open a school for the daugh­ters of gen­tle­men in her nat­ive town T——. This was the first time she had spoken to him of the pro­ject, and she launched out in­to the most al­lur­ing de­tails. It sud­denly ap­peared that Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had in her hands the very cer­ti­fic­ate of hon­our of which Marme­ladov had spoken to Raskolnikov in the tav­ern, when he told him that Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, his wife, had danced the shawl dance be­fore the gov­ernor and oth­er great per­son­ages on leav­ing school. This cer­ti­fic­ate of hon­our was ob­vi­ously in­ten­ded now to prove Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s right to open a board­ing-school; but she had armed her­self with it chiefly with the ob­ject of over­whelm­ing “those two stuck-up dragg­le­tails” if they came to the din­ner, and prov­ing in­con­test­ably that Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna was of the most noble, “she might even say ar­is­to­crat­ic fam­ily, a col­on­el’s daugh­ter and was far su­per­i­or to cer­tain ad­ven­turesses who have been so much to the fore of late.” The cer­ti­fic­ate of hon­our im­me­di­ately passed in­to the hands of the drunk­en guests, and Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna did not try to re­tain it, for it ac­tu­ally con­tained the state­ment en toutes lettres, that her fath­er was of the rank of a ma­jor, and also a com­pan­ion of an or­der, so that she really was al­most the daugh­ter of a col­on­el.

			Warm­ing up, Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna pro­ceeded to en­large on the peace­ful and happy life they would lead in T——, on the gym­nas­i­um teach­ers whom she would en­gage to give les­sons in her board­ing-school, one a most re­spect­able old French­man, one Man­got, who had taught Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna her­self in old days and was still liv­ing in T——, and would no doubt teach in her school on mod­er­ate terms. Next she spoke of So­nia who would go with her to T—— and help her in all her plans. At this someone at the fur­ther end of the table gave a sud­den guf­faw.

			Though Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna tried to ap­pear to be dis­dain­fully un­aware of it, she raised her voice and began at once speak­ing with con­vic­tion of So­nia’s un­doubted abil­ity to as­sist her, of “her gen­tle­ness, pa­tience, de­vo­tion, gen­er­os­ity and good edu­ca­tion,” tap­ping So­nia on the cheek and kiss­ing her warmly twice. So­nia flushed crim­son, and Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna sud­denly burst in­to tears, im­me­di­ately ob­serving that she was “nervous and silly, that she was too much up­set, that it was time to fin­ish, and as the din­ner was over, it was time to hand round the tea.”

			At that mo­ment, Amalia Ivan­ovna, deeply ag­grieved at tak­ing no part in the con­ver­sa­tion, and not be­ing listened to, made one last ef­fort, and with secret mis­giv­ings ven­tured on an ex­ceed­ingly deep and weighty ob­ser­va­tion, that “in the fu­ture board­ing-school she would have to pay par­tic­u­lar at­ten­tion to die Wäsche, and that there cer­tainly must be a good dame to look after the lin­en, and secondly that the young ladies must not nov­els at night read.”

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, who cer­tainly was up­set and very tired, as well as heart­ily sick of the din­ner, at once cut short Amalia Ivan­ovna, say­ing “she knew noth­ing about it and was talk­ing non­sense, that it was the busi­ness of the laun­dry maid, and not of the dir­ect­ress of a high-class board­ing-school to look after die Wäsche, and as for nov­el-read­ing, that was simply rude­ness, and she begged her to be si­lent.” Amalia Ivan­ovna fired up and get­ting angry ob­served that she only “meant her good,” and that “she had meant her very good,” and that “it was long since she had paid her gold for the lodgings.”

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna at once “set her down,” say­ing that it was a lie to say she wished her good, be­cause only yes­ter­day when her dead hus­band was ly­ing on the table, she had wor­ried her about the lodgings. To this Amalia Ivan­ovna very ap­pro­pri­ately ob­served that she had in­vited those ladies, but “those ladies had not come, be­cause those ladies are ladies and can­not come to a lady who is not a lady.” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna at once poin­ted out to her, that as she was a slut she could not judge what made one really a lady. Amalia Ivan­ovna at once de­clared that her “Vater aus Ber­lin was a very, very im­port­ant man, and both hands in pock­ets went, and al­ways used to say: ‘Poof! poof!’ ” and she leapt up from the table to rep­res­ent her fath­er, stick­ing her hands in her pock­ets, puff­ing her cheeks, and ut­ter­ing vague sounds re­sem­bling “poof! poof!” amid loud laughter from all the lodgers, who pur­posely en­cour­aged Amalia Ivan­ovna, hop­ing for a fight.

			But this was too much for Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, and she at once de­clared, so that all could hear, that Amalia Ivan­ovna prob­ably nev­er had a fath­er, but was simply a drunk­en Peters­burg Finn, and had cer­tainly once been a cook and prob­ably some­thing worse. Amalia Ivan­ovna turned as red as a lob­ster and squealed that per­haps Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna nev­er had a fath­er, “but she had a Vater aus Ber­lin and that he wore a long coat and al­ways said poof-poof-poof!”

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna ob­served con­temp­tu­ously that all knew what her fam­ily was and that on that very cer­ti­fic­ate of hon­our it was stated in print that her fath­er was a col­on­el, while Amalia Ivan­ovna’s fath­er—if she really had one—was prob­ably some Finnish milk­man, but that prob­ably she nev­er had a fath­er at all, since it was still un­cer­tain wheth­er her name was Amalia Ivan­ovna or Amalia Lud­wigovna.

			At this Amalia Ivan­ovna, lashed to fury, struck the table with her fist, and shrieked that she was Amalia Ivan­ovna, and not Lud­wigovna, “that her Vater was named Jo­hann and that he was a bur­gomeister, and that Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s Vater was quite nev­er a bur­gomeister.” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna rose from her chair, and with a stern and ap­par­ently calm voice (though she was pale and her chest was heav­ing) ob­served that “if she dared for one mo­ment to set her con­tempt­ible wretch of a fath­er on a level with her papa, she, Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, would tear her cap off her head and trample it un­der foot.” Amalia Ivan­ovna ran about the room, shout­ing at the top of her voice, that she was mis­tress of the house and that Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna should leave the lodgings that minute; then she rushed for some reas­on to col­lect the sil­ver spoons from the table. There was a great out­cry and up­roar, the chil­dren began cry­ing. So­nia ran to re­strain Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, but when Amalia Ivan­ovna shouted some­thing about “the yel­low tick­et,” Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna pushed So­nia away, and rushed at the land­lady to carry out her threat.

			At that minute the door opened, and Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch Luzh­in ap­peared on the threshold. He stood scan­ning the party with severe and vi­gil­ant eyes. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna rushed to him.

		
	
		
			III

			“Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch,” she cried, “pro­tect me … you at least! Make this fool­ish wo­man un­der­stand that she can’t be­have like this to a lady in mis­for­tune … that there is a law for such things. … I’ll go to the gov­ernor-gen­er­al him­self. … She shall an­swer for it. … Re­mem­ber­ing my fath­er’s hos­pit­al­ity pro­tect these orphans.”

			“Al­low me, madam. … Al­low me.” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch waved her off. “Your papa as you are well aware I had not the hon­our of know­ing” (someone laughed aloud) “and I do not in­tend to take part in your ever­last­ing squabbles with Amalia Ivan­ovna. … I have come here to speak of my own af­fairs … and I want to have a word with your step­daugh­ter, Sofya … Ivan­ovna, I think it is? Al­low me to pass.”

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch, edging by her, went to the op­pos­ite corner where So­nia was.

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna re­mained stand­ing where she was, as though thun­der­struck. She could not un­der­stand how Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch could deny hav­ing en­joyed her fath­er’s hos­pit­al­ity. Though she had in­ven­ted it her­self, she be­lieved in it firmly by this time. She was struck too by the busi­ness­like, dry and even con­temp­tu­ous men­acing tone of Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. All the clam­our gradu­ally died away at his en­trance. Not only was this “ser­i­ous busi­ness man” strik­ingly in­con­gru­ous with the rest of the party, but it was evid­ent, too, that he had come upon some mat­ter of con­sequence, that some ex­cep­tion­al cause must have brought him and that there­fore some­thing was go­ing to hap­pen. Raskolnikov, stand­ing be­side So­nia, moved aside to let him pass; Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch did not seem to no­tice him. A minute later Le­bezi­at­nikov, too, ap­peared in the door­way; he did not come in, but stood still, listen­ing with marked in­terest, al­most won­der, and seemed for a time per­plexed.

			“Ex­cuse me for pos­sibly in­ter­rupt­ing you, but it’s a mat­ter of some im­port­ance,” Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch ob­served, ad­dress­ing the com­pany gen­er­ally. “I am glad in­deed to find oth­er per­sons present. Amalia Ivan­ovna, I humbly beg you as mis­tress of the house to pay care­ful at­ten­tion to what I have to say to Sofya Ivan­ovna. Sofya Ivan­ovna,” he went on, ad­dress­ing So­nia, who was very much sur­prised and already alarmed, “im­me­di­ately after your vis­it I found that a hun­dred-rouble note was miss­ing from my table, in the room of my friend Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov. If in any way whatever you know and will tell us where it is now, I as­sure you on my word of hon­our and call all present to wit­ness that the mat­ter shall end there. In the op­pos­ite case I shall be com­pelled to have re­course to very ser­i­ous meas­ures and then … you must blame your­self.”

			Com­plete si­lence reigned in the room. Even the cry­ing chil­dren were still. So­nia stood deadly pale, star­ing at Luzh­in and un­able to say a word. She seemed not to un­der­stand. Some seconds passed.

			“Well, how is it to be then?” asked Luzh­in, look­ing in­tently at her.

			“I don’t know. … I know noth­ing about it,” So­nia ar­tic­u­lated faintly at last.

			“No, you know noth­ing?” Luzh­in re­peated and again he paused for some seconds. “Think a mo­ment, ma­demois­elle,” he began severely, but still, as it were, ad­mon­ish­ing her. “Re­flect, I am pre­pared to give you time for con­sid­er­a­tion. Kindly ob­serve this: if I were not so en­tirely con­vinced I should not, you may be sure, with my ex­per­i­ence ven­ture to ac­cuse you so dir­ectly. See­ing that for such dir­ect ac­cus­a­tion be­fore wit­nesses, if false or even mis­taken, I should my­self in a cer­tain sense be made re­spons­ible, I am aware of that. This morn­ing I changed for my own pur­poses sev­er­al five-per­cent se­cur­it­ies for the sum of ap­prox­im­ately three thou­sand roubles. The ac­count is noted down in my pock­et­book. On my re­turn home I pro­ceeded to count the money—as Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov will bear wit­ness—and after count­ing two thou­sand three hun­dred roubles I put the rest in my pock­et­book in my coat pock­et. About five hun­dred roubles re­mained on the table and among them three notes of a hun­dred roubles each. At that mo­ment you entered (at my in­vit­a­tion)—and all the time you were present you were ex­ceed­ingly em­bar­rassed; so that three times you jumped up in the middle of the con­ver­sa­tion and tried to make off. Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov can bear wit­ness to this. You your­self, ma­demois­elle, prob­ably will not re­fuse to con­firm my state­ment that I in­vited you through Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov, solely in or­der to dis­cuss with you the hope­less and des­ti­tute po­s­i­tion of your re­l­at­ive, Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna (whose din­ner I was un­able to at­tend), and the ad­vis­ab­il­ity of get­ting up some­thing of the nature of a sub­scrip­tion, lot­tery or the like, for her be­ne­fit. You thanked me and even shed tears. I de­scribe all this as it took place, primar­ily to re­call it to your mind and secondly to show you that not the slight­est de­tail has es­caped my re­col­lec­tion. Then I took a ten-rouble note from the table and handed it to you by way of first in­stal­ment on my part for the be­ne­fit of your re­l­at­ive. Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov saw all this. Then I ac­com­pan­ied you to the door—you be­ing still in the same state of em­bar­rass­ment—after which, be­ing left alone with Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov I talked to him for ten minutes—then Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov went out and I re­turned to the table with the money ly­ing on it, in­tend­ing to count it and to put it aside, as I pro­posed do­ing be­fore. To my sur­prise one hun­dred-rouble note had dis­ap­peared. Kindly con­sider the po­s­i­tion. Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov I can­not sus­pect. I am ashamed to al­lude to such a sup­pos­i­tion. I can­not have made a mis­take in my reck­on­ing, for the minute be­fore your en­trance I had fin­ished my ac­counts and found the total cor­rect. You will ad­mit that re­col­lect­ing your em­bar­rass­ment, your eager­ness to get away and the fact that you kept your hands for some time on the table, and tak­ing in­to con­sid­er­a­tion your so­cial po­s­i­tion and the habits as­so­ci­ated with it, I was, so to say, with hor­ror and pos­it­ively against my will, com­pelled to en­ter­tain a sus­pi­cion—a cruel, but jus­ti­fi­able sus­pi­cion! I will add fur­ther and re­peat that in spite of my pos­it­ive con­vic­tion, I real­ise that I run a cer­tain risk in mak­ing this ac­cus­a­tion, but as you see, I could not let it pass. I have taken ac­tion and I will tell you why: solely, madam, solely, ow­ing to your black in­grat­it­ude! Why! I in­vite you for the be­ne­fit of your des­ti­tute re­l­at­ive, I present you with my dona­tion of ten roubles and you, on the spot, re­pay me for all that with such an ac­tion. It is too bad! You need a les­son. Re­flect! Moreover, like a true friend I beg you—and you could have no bet­ter friend at this mo­ment—think what you are do­ing, oth­er­wise I shall be im­mov­able! Well, what do you say?”

			“I have taken noth­ing,” So­nia whispered in ter­ror, “you gave me ten roubles, here it is, take it.”

			So­nia pulled her handker­chief out of her pock­et, un­tied a corner of it, took out the ten-rouble note and gave it to Luzh­in.

			“And the hun­dred roubles you do not con­fess to tak­ing?” he in­sisted re­proach­fully, not tak­ing the note.

			So­nia looked about her. All were look­ing at her with such aw­ful, stern, iron­ic­al, hos­tile eyes. She looked at Raskolnikov … he stood against the wall, with his arms crossed, look­ing at her with glow­ing eyes.

			“Good God!” broke from So­nia.

			“Amalia Ivan­ovna, we shall have to send word to the po­lice and there­fore I humbly beg you mean­while to send for the house port­er,” Luzh­in said softly and even kindly.

			“Gott der Barm­herzige! I knew she was the thief,” cried Amalia Ivan­ovna, throw­ing up her hands.

			“You knew it?” Luzh­in caught her up, “then I sup­pose you had some reas­on be­fore this for think­ing so. I beg you, worthy Amalia Ivan­ovna, to re­mem­ber your words which have been uttered be­fore wit­nesses.”

			There was a buzz of loud con­ver­sa­tion on all sides. All were in move­ment.

			“What!” cried Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, sud­denly real­ising the po­s­i­tion, and she rushed at Luzh­in. “What! You ac­cuse her of steal­ing? So­nia? Ah, the wretches, the wretches!”

			And run­ning to So­nia she flung her wasted arms round her and held her as in a vise.

			“So­nia! how dared you take ten roubles from him? Fool­ish girl! Give it to me! Give me the ten roubles at once—here!”

			And snatch­ing the note from So­nia, Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna crumpled it up and flung it straight in­to Luzh­in’s face. It hit him in the eye and fell on the ground. Amalia Ivan­ovna hastened to pick it up. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch lost his tem­per.

			“Hold that mad wo­man!” he shouted.

			At that mo­ment sev­er­al oth­er per­sons, be­sides Le­bezi­at­nikov, ap­peared in the door­way, among them the two ladies.

			“What! Mad? Am I mad? Idi­ot!” shrieked Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna. “You are an idi­ot your­self, pet­ti­fog­ging law­yer, base man! So­nia, So­nia take his money! So­nia a thief! Why, she’d give away her last penny!” and Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna broke in­to hys­ter­ic­al laughter. “Did you ever see such an idi­ot?” she turned from side to side. “And you too?” she sud­denly saw the land­lady, “and you too, saus­age eat­er, you de­clare that she is a thief, you trashy Prus­si­an hen’s leg in a crinoline! She hasn’t been out of this room: she came straight from you, you wretch, and sat down be­side me, every­one saw her. She sat here, by Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. Search her! Since she’s not left the room, the money would have to be on her! Search her, search her! But if you don’t find it, then ex­cuse me, my dear fel­low, you’ll an­swer for it! I’ll go to our Sov­er­eign, to our Sov­er­eign, to our gra­cious Tsar him­self, and throw my­self at his feet, today, this minute! I am alone in the world! They would let me in! Do you think they wouldn’t? You’re wrong, I will get in! I will get in! You reckoned on her meek­ness! You re­lied upon that! But I am not so sub­missive, let me tell you! You’ve gone too far your­self. Search her, search her!”

			And Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna in a frenzy shook Luzh­in and dragged him to­wards So­nia.

			“I am ready, I’ll be re­spons­ible … but calm your­self, madam, calm your­self. I see that you are not so sub­missive! … Well, well, but as to that …” Luzh­in muttered, “that ought to be be­fore the po­lice … though in­deed there are wit­nesses enough as it is. … I am ready. … But in any case it’s dif­fi­cult for a man … on ac­count of her sex. … But with the help of Amalia Ivan­ovna … though, of course, it’s not the way to do things. … How is it to be done?”

			“As you will! Let any­one who likes search her!” cried Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna. “So­nia, turn out your pock­ets! See! Look, mon­ster, the pock­et is empty, here was her handker­chief! Here is the oth­er pock­et, look! D’you see, d’you see?”

			And Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna turned—or rather snatched—both pock­ets in­side out. But from the right pock­et a piece of pa­per flew out and de­scrib­ing a para­bola in the air fell at Luzh­in’s feet. Every­one saw it, sev­er­al cried out. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch stooped down, picked up the pa­per in two fin­gers, lif­ted it where all could see it and opened it. It was a hun­dred-rouble note fol­ded in eight. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch held up the note show­ing it to every­one.

			“Thief! Out of my lodging. Po­lice, po­lice!” yelled Amalia Ivan­ovna. “They must to Siber­ia be sent! Away!”

			Ex­clam­a­tions arose on all sides. Raskolnikov was si­lent, keep­ing his eyes fixed on So­nia, ex­cept for an oc­ca­sion­al rap­id glance at Luzh­in. So­nia stood still, as though un­con­scious. She was hardly able to feel sur­prise. Sud­denly the col­our rushed to her cheeks; she uttered a cry and hid her face in her hands.

			“No, it wasn’t I! I didn’t take it! I know noth­ing about it,” she cried with a heartrend­ing wail, and she ran to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, who clasped her tightly in her arms, as though she would shel­ter her from all the world.

			“So­nia! So­nia! I don’t be­lieve it! You see, I don’t be­lieve it!” she cried in the face of the ob­vi­ous fact, sway­ing her to and fro in her arms like a baby, kiss­ing her face con­tinu­ally, then snatch­ing at her hands and kiss­ing them, too, “you took it! How stu­pid these people are! Oh dear! You are fools, fools,” she cried, ad­dress­ing the whole room, “you don’t know, you don’t know what a heart she has, what a girl she is! She take it, she? She’d sell her last rag, she’d go bare­foot to help you if you needed it, that’s what she is! She has the yel­low pass­port be­cause my chil­dren were starving, she sold her­self for us! Ah, hus­band, hus­band! Do you see? Do you see? What a me­mori­al din­ner for you! Mer­ci­ful heav­ens! De­fend her, why are you all stand­ing still? Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, why don’t you stand up for her? Do you be­lieve it, too? You are not worth her little fin­ger, all of you to­geth­er! Good God! De­fend her now, at least!”

			The wail of the poor, con­sumptive, help­less wo­man seemed to pro­duce a great ef­fect on her audi­ence. The ag­on­ised, wasted, con­sumptive face, the parched blood­stained lips, the hoarse voice, the tears un­res­trained as a child’s, the trust­ful, child­ish and yet des­pair­ing pray­er for help were so piteous that every­one seemed to feel for her. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch at any rate was at once moved to com­pas­sion.

			“Madam, madam, this in­cid­ent does not re­flect upon you!” he cried im­press­ively, “no one would take upon him­self to ac­cuse you of be­ing an in­stig­at­or or even an ac­com­plice in it, es­pe­cially as you have proved her guilt by turn­ing out her pock­ets, show­ing that you had no pre­vi­ous idea of it. I am most ready, most ready to show com­pas­sion, if poverty, so to speak, drove Sofya Semy­onovna to it, but why did you re­fuse to con­fess, ma­demois­elle? Were you afraid of the dis­grace? The first step? You lost your head, per­haps? One can quite un­der­stand it. … But how could you have lowered your­self to such an ac­tion? Gen­tle­men,” he ad­dressed the whole com­pany, “gen­tle­men! Com­pas­sion­ate and, so to say, com­mis­er­at­ing these people, I am ready to over­look it even now in spite of the per­son­al in­sult lav­ished upon me! And may this dis­grace be a les­son to you for the fu­ture,” he said, ad­dress­ing So­nia, “and I will carry the mat­ter no fur­ther. Enough!”

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch stole a glance at Raskolnikov. Their eyes met, and the fire in Raskolnikov’s seemed ready to re­duce him to ashes. Mean­while Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna ap­par­ently heard noth­ing. She was kiss­ing and hug­ging So­nia like a mad­wo­man. The chil­dren, too, were em­bra­cing So­nia on all sides, and Polen­ka—though she did not fully un­der­stand what was wrong—was drowned in tears and shak­ing with sobs, as she hid her pretty little face, swollen with weep­ing, on So­nia’s shoulder.

			“How vile!” a loud voice cried sud­denly in the door­way.

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch looked round quickly.

			“What vile­ness!” Le­bezi­at­nikov re­peated, star­ing him straight in the face.

			Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch gave a pos­it­ive start—all no­ticed it and re­called it af­ter­wards. Le­bezi­at­nikov strode in­to the room.

			“And you dared to call me as wit­ness?” he said, go­ing up to Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch.

			“What do you mean? What are you talk­ing about?” muttered Luzh­in.

			“I mean that you … are a slan­der­er, that’s what my words mean!” Le­bezi­at­nikov said hotly, look­ing sternly at him with his short­sighted eyes.

			He was ex­tremely angry. Raskolnikov gazed in­tently at him, as though seiz­ing and weigh­ing each word. Again there was a si­lence. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch in­deed seemed al­most dumb­foun­ded for the first mo­ment.

			“If you mean that for me, …” he began, stam­mer­ing. “But what’s the mat­ter with you? Are you out of your mind?”

			“I’m in my mind, but you are a scoun­drel! Ah, how vile! I have heard everything. I kept wait­ing on pur­pose to un­der­stand it, for I must own even now it is not quite lo­gic­al. … What you have done it all for I can’t un­der­stand.”

			“Why, what have I done then? Give over talk­ing in your non­sensic­al riddles! Or maybe you are drunk!”

			“You may be a drunk­ard, per­haps, vile man, but I am not! I nev­er touch vodka, for it’s against my con­vic­tions. Would you be­lieve it, he, he him­self, with his own hands gave Sofya Semy­onovna that hun­dred-rouble note—I saw it, I was a wit­ness, I’ll take my oath! He did it, he!” re­peated Le­bezi­at­nikov, ad­dress­ing all.

			“Are you crazy, milk­sop?” squealed Luzh­in. “She is her­self be­fore you—she her­self here de­clared just now be­fore every­one that I gave her only ten roubles. How could I have giv­en it to her?”

			“I saw it, I saw it,” Le­bezi­at­nikov re­peated, “and though it is against my prin­ciples, I am ready this very minute to take any oath you like be­fore the court, for I saw how you slipped it in her pock­et. Only like a fool I thought you did it out of kind­ness! When you were say­ing good­bye to her at the door, while you held her hand in one hand, with the oth­er, the left, you slipped the note in­to her pock­et. I saw it, I saw it!”

			Luzh­in turned pale.

			“What lies!” he cried im­pudently, “why, how could you, stand­ing by the win­dow, see the note? You fan­cied it with your short­sighted eyes. You are rav­ing!”

			“No, I didn’t fancy it. And though I was stand­ing some way off, I saw it all. And though it cer­tainly would be hard to dis­tin­guish a note from the win­dow—that’s true—I knew for cer­tain that it was a hun­dred-rouble note, be­cause, when you were go­ing to give Sofya Semy­onovna ten roubles, you took up from the table a hun­dred-rouble note (I saw it be­cause I was stand­ing near then, and an idea struck me at once, so that I did not for­get you had it in your hand). You fol­ded it and kept it in your hand all the time. I didn’t think of it again un­til, when you were get­ting up, you changed it from your right hand to your left and nearly dropped it! I no­ticed it be­cause the same idea struck me again, that you meant to do her a kind­ness without my see­ing. You can fancy how I watched you and I saw how you suc­ceeded in slip­ping it in­to her pock­et. I saw it, I saw it, I’ll take my oath.”

			Le­bezi­at­nikov was al­most breath­less. Ex­clam­a­tions arose on all hands chiefly ex­press­ive of won­der, but some were men­acing in tone. They all crowded round Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna flew to Le­bezi­at­nikov.

			“I was mis­taken in you! Pro­tect her! You are the only one to take her part! She is an orphan. God has sent you!”

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, hardly know­ing what she was do­ing, sank on her knees be­fore him.

			“A pack of non­sense!” yelled Luzh­in, roused to fury, “it’s all non­sense you’ve been talk­ing! ‘An idea struck you, you didn’t think, you no­ticed’—what does it amount to? So I gave it to her on the sly on pur­pose? What for? With what ob­ject? What have I to do with this … ?”

			“What for? That’s what I can’t un­der­stand, but that what I am telling you is the fact, that’s cer­tain! So far from my be­ing mis­taken, you in­fam­ous crim­in­al man, I re­mem­ber how, on ac­count of it, a ques­tion oc­curred to me at once, just when I was thank­ing you and press­ing your hand. What made you put it secretly in her pock­et? Why you did it secretly, I mean? Could it be simply to con­ceal it from me, know­ing that my con­vic­tions are op­posed to yours and that I do not ap­prove of private be­ne­vol­ence, which ef­fects no rad­ic­al cure? Well, I de­cided that you really were ashamed of giv­ing such a large sum be­fore me. Per­haps, too, I thought, he wants to give her a sur­prise, when she finds a whole hun­dred-rouble note in her pock­et. (For I know, some be­ne­vol­ent people are very fond of deck­ing out their char­it­able ac­tions in that way.) Then the idea struck me, too, that you wanted to test her, to see wheth­er, when she found it, she would come to thank you. Then, too, that you wanted to avoid thanks and that, as the say­ing is, your right hand should not know … some­thing of that sort, in fact. I thought of so many pos­sib­il­it­ies that I put off con­sid­er­ing it, but still thought it in­del­ic­ate to show you that I knew your secret. But an­oth­er idea struck me again that Sofya Semy­onovna might eas­ily lose the money be­fore she no­ticed it, that was why I de­cided to come in here to call her out of the room and to tell her that you put a hun­dred roubles in her pock­et. But on my way I went first to Ma­dame Kobil­at­nikov’s to take them the Gen­er­al Treat­ise on the Pos­it­ive Meth­od and es­pe­cially to re­com­mend Pider­it’s art­icle (and also Wag­n­er’s); then I come on here and what a state of things I find! Now could I, could I, have all these ideas and re­flec­tions if I had not seen you put the hun­dred-rouble note in her pock­et?”

			When Le­bezi­at­nikov fin­ished his long-win­ded har­angue with the lo­gic­al de­duc­tion at the end, he was quite tired, and the per­spir­a­tion streamed from his face. He could not, alas, even ex­press him­self cor­rectly in Rus­si­an, though he knew no oth­er lan­guage, so that he was quite ex­hausted, al­most ema­ci­ated after this hero­ic ex­ploit. But his speech pro­duced a power­ful ef­fect. He had spoken with such vehe­mence, with such con­vic­tion that every­one ob­vi­ously be­lieved him. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch felt that things were go­ing badly with him.

			“What is it to do with me if silly ideas did oc­cur to you?” he shouted, “that’s no evid­ence. You may have dreamt it, that’s all! And I tell you, you are ly­ing, sir. You are ly­ing and slander­ing from some spite against me, simply from pique, be­cause I did not agree with your free­think­ing, god­less, so­cial pro­pos­i­tions!”

			But this re­tort did not be­ne­fit Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch. Mur­murs of dis­ap­prov­al were heard on all sides.

			“Ah, that’s your line now, is it!” cried Le­bezi­at­nikov, “that’s non­sense! Call the po­lice and I’ll take my oath! There’s only one thing I can’t un­der­stand: what made him risk such a con­tempt­ible ac­tion. Oh, pi­ti­ful, despic­able man!”

			“I can ex­plain why he risked such an ac­tion, and if ne­ces­sary, I, too, will swear to it,” Raskolnikov said at last in a firm voice, and he stepped for­ward.

			He ap­peared to be firm and com­posed. Every­one felt clearly, from the very look of him that he really knew about it and that the mys­tery would be solved.

			“Now I can ex­plain it all to my­self,” said Raskolnikov, ad­dress­ing Le­bezi­at­nikov. “From the very be­gin­ning of the busi­ness, I sus­pec­ted that there was some scoun­drelly in­trigue at the bot­tom of it. I began to sus­pect it from some spe­cial cir­cum­stances known to me only, which I will ex­plain at once to every­one: they ac­count for everything. Your valu­able evid­ence has fi­nally made everything clear to me. I beg all, all to listen. This gen­tle­man (he poin­ted to Luzh­in) was re­cently en­gaged to be mar­ried to a young lady—my sis­ter, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna Raskolnikov. But com­ing to Peters­burg he quar­relled with me, the day be­fore yes­ter­day, at our first meet­ing and I drove him out of my room—I have two wit­nesses to prove it. He is a very spite­ful man. … The day be­fore yes­ter­day I did not know that he was stay­ing here, in your room, and that con­sequently on the very day we quar­relled—the day be­fore yes­ter­day—he saw me give Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna some money for the fu­ner­al, as a friend of the late Mr. Marme­ladov. He at once wrote a note to my moth­er and in­formed her that I had giv­en away all my money, not to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna but to Sofya Semy­onovna, and re­ferred in a most con­tempt­ible way to the … char­ac­ter of Sofya Semy­onovna, that is, hin­ted at the char­ac­ter of my at­ti­tude to Sofya Semy­onovna. All this you un­der­stand was with the ob­ject of di­vid­ing me from my moth­er and sis­ter, by in­sinu­at­ing that I was squan­der­ing on un­worthy ob­jects the money which they had sent me and which was all they had. Yes­ter­day even­ing, be­fore my moth­er and sis­ter and in his pres­ence, I de­clared that I had giv­en the money to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna for the fu­ner­al and not to Sofya Semy­onovna and that I had no ac­quaint­ance with Sofya Semy­onovna and had nev­er seen her be­fore, in­deed. At the same time I ad­ded that he, Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch Luzh­in, with all his vir­tues, was not worth Sofya Semy­onovna’s little fin­ger, though he spoke so ill of her. To his ques­tion—would I let Sofya Semy­onovna sit down be­side my sis­ter, I answered that I had already done so that day. Ir­rit­ated that my moth­er and sis­ter were un­will­ing to quar­rel with me at his in­sinu­ations, he gradu­ally began be­ing un­par­don­ably rude to them. A fi­nal rup­ture took place and he was turned out of the house. All this happened yes­ter­day even­ing. Now I beg your spe­cial at­ten­tion: con­sider: if he had now suc­ceeded in prov­ing that Sofya Semy­onovna was a thief, he would have shown to my moth­er and sis­ter that he was al­most right in his sus­pi­cions, that he had reas­on to be angry at my put­ting my sis­ter on a level with Sofya Semy­onovna, that, in at­tack­ing me, he was pro­tect­ing and pre­serving the hon­our of my sis­ter, his be­trothed. In fact he might even, through all this, have been able to es­trange me from my fam­ily, and no doubt he hoped to be re­stored to fa­vour with them; to say noth­ing of re­ven­ging him­self on me per­son­ally, for he has grounds for sup­pos­ing that the hon­our and hap­pi­ness of Sofya Semy­onovna are very pre­cious to me. That was what he was work­ing for! That’s how I un­der­stand it. That’s the whole reas­on for it and there can be no oth­er!”

			It was like this, or some­what like this, that Raskolnikov wound up his speech which was fol­lowed very at­tent­ively, though of­ten in­ter­rup­ted by ex­clam­a­tions from his audi­ence. But in spite of in­ter­rup­tions he spoke clearly, calmly, ex­actly, firmly. His de­cis­ive voice, his tone of con­vic­tion and his stern face made a great im­pres­sion on every­one.

			“Yes, yes, that’s it,” Le­bezi­at­nikov as­sen­ted glee­fully, “that must be it, for he asked me, as soon as Sofya Semy­onovna came in­to our room, wheth­er you were here, wheth­er I had seen you among Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s guests. He called me aside to the win­dow and asked me in secret. It was es­sen­tial for him that you should be here! That’s it, that’s it!”

			Luzh­in smiled con­temp­tu­ously and did not speak. But he was very pale. He seemed to be de­lib­er­at­ing on some means of es­cape. Per­haps he would have been glad to give up everything and get away, but at the mo­ment this was scarcely pos­sible. It would have im­plied ad­mit­ting the truth of the ac­cus­a­tions brought against him. Moreover, the com­pany, which had already been ex­cited by drink, was now too much stirred to al­low it. The com­mis­sari­at clerk, though in­deed he had not grasped the whole po­s­i­tion, was shout­ing louder than any­one and was mak­ing some sug­ges­tions very un­pleas­ant to Luzh­in. But not all those present were drunk; lodgers came in from all the rooms. The three Poles were tre­mend­ously ex­cited and were con­tinu­ally shout­ing at him: “The pan is a ła­jdak!” and mut­ter­ing threats in Pol­ish. So­nia had been listen­ing with strained at­ten­tion, though she too seemed un­able to grasp it all; she seemed as though she had just re­turned to con­scious­ness. She did not take her eyes off Raskolnikov, feel­ing that all her safety lay in him. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna breathed hard and pain­fully and seemed fear­fully ex­hausted. Amalia Ivan­ovna stood look­ing more stu­pid than any­one, with her mouth wide open, un­able to make out what had happened. She only saw that Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch had some­how come to grief.

			Raskolnikov was at­tempt­ing to speak again, but they did not let him. Every­one was crowding round Luzh­in with threats and shouts of ab­use. But Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch was not in­tim­id­ated. See­ing that his ac­cus­a­tion of So­nia had com­pletely failed, he had re­course to in­solence:

			“Al­low me, gen­tle­men, al­low me! Don’t squeeze, let me pass!” he said, mak­ing his way through the crowd. “And no threats, if you please! I as­sure you it will be use­less, you will gain noth­ing by it. On the con­trary, you’ll have to an­swer, gen­tle­men, for vi­ol­ently ob­struct­ing the course of justice. The thief has been more than un­masked, and I shall pro­sec­ute. Our judges are not so blind and … not so drunk, and will not be­lieve the testi­mony of two no­tori­ous in­fi­dels, agit­at­ors, and athe­ists, who ac­cuse me from motives of per­son­al re­venge which they are fool­ish enough to ad­mit. … Yes, al­low me to pass!”

			“Don’t let me find a trace of you in my room! Kindly leave at once, and everything is at an end between us! When I think of the trouble I’ve been tak­ing, the way I’ve been ex­pound­ing … all this fort­night!”

			“I told you my­self today that I was go­ing, when you tried to keep me; now I will simply add that you are a fool. I ad­vise you to see a doc­tor for your brains and your short sight. Let me pass, gen­tle­men!”

			He forced his way through. But the com­mis­sari­at clerk was un­will­ing to let him off so eas­ily: he picked up a glass from the table, bran­dished it in the air and flung it at Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch; but the glass flew straight at Amalia Ivan­ovna. She screamed, and the clerk, over­bal­an­cing, fell heav­ily un­der the table. Pyotr Pet­ro­vitch made his way to his room and half an hour later had left the house. So­nia, tim­id by nature, had felt be­fore that day that she could be ill-treated more eas­ily than any­one, and that she could be wronged with im­pun­ity. Yet till that mo­ment she had fan­cied that she might es­cape mis­for­tune by care, gen­tle­ness and sub­missive­ness be­fore every­one. Her dis­ap­point­ment was too great. She could, of course, bear with pa­tience and al­most without mur­mur any­thing, even this. But for the first minute she felt it too bit­ter. In spite of her tri­umph and her jus­ti­fic­a­tion—when her first ter­ror and stu­pefac­tion had passed and she could un­der­stand it all clearly—the feel­ing of her help­less­ness and of the wrong done to her made her heart throb with an­guish and she was over­come with hys­ter­ic­al weep­ing. At last, un­able to bear any more, she rushed out of the room and ran home, al­most im­me­di­ately after Luzh­in’s de­par­ture. When amidst loud laughter the glass flew at Amalia Ivan­ovna, it was more than the land­lady could en­dure. With a shriek she rushed like a fury at Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, con­sid­er­ing her to blame for everything.

			“Out of my lodgings! At once! Quick march!”

			And with these words she began snatch­ing up everything she could lay her hands on that be­longed to Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, and throw­ing it on the floor. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, pale, al­most faint­ing, and gasp­ing for breath, jumped up from the bed where she had sunk in ex­haus­tion and dar­ted at Amalia Ivan­ovna. But the battle was too un­equal: the land­lady waved her away like a feath­er.

			“What! As though that god­less calumny was not enough—this vile creature at­tacks me! What! On the day of my hus­band’s fu­ner­al I am turned out of my lodging! After eat­ing my bread and salt she turns me in­to the street, with my orphans! Where am I to go?” wailed the poor wo­man, sob­bing and gasp­ing. “Good God!” she cried with flash­ing eyes, “is there no justice upon earth? Whom should you pro­tect if not us orphans? We shall see! There is law and justice on earth, there is, I will find it! Wait a bit, god­less creature! Polen­ka, stay with the chil­dren, I’ll come back. Wait for me, if you have to wait in the street. We will see wheth­er there is justice on earth!”

			And throw­ing over her head that green shawl which Marme­ladov had men­tioned to Raskolnikov, Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna squeezed her way through the dis­orderly and drunk­en crowd of lodgers who still filled the room, and, wail­ing and tear­ful, she ran in­to the street—with a vague in­ten­tion of go­ing at once some­where to find justice. Polen­ka with the two little ones in her arms crouched, ter­ri­fied, on the trunk in the corner of the room, where she waited trem­bling for her moth­er to come back. Amalia Ivan­ovna raged about the room, shriek­ing, lament­ing and throw­ing everything she came across on the floor. The lodgers talked in­co­her­ently, some com­men­ted to the best of their abil­ity on what had happened, oth­ers quar­relled and swore at one an­oth­er, while oth­ers struck up a song. …

			“Now it’s time for me to go,” thought Raskolnikov. “Well, Sofya Semy­onovna, we shall see what you’ll say now!”

			And he set off in the dir­ec­tion of So­nia’s lodgings.

		
	
		
			IV

			Raskolnikov had been a vig­or­ous and act­ive cham­pi­on of So­nia against Luzh­in, al­though he had such a load of hor­ror and an­guish in his own heart. But hav­ing gone through so much in the morn­ing, he found a sort of re­lief in a change of sen­sa­tions, apart from the strong per­son­al feel­ing which im­pelled him to de­fend So­nia. He was agit­ated too, es­pe­cially at some mo­ments, by the thought of his ap­proach­ing in­ter­view with So­nia: he had to tell her who had killed Liza­veta. He knew the ter­rible suf­fer­ing it would be to him and, as it were, brushed away the thought of it. So when he cried as he left Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s, “Well, Sofya Semy­onovna, we shall see what you’ll say now!” he was still su­per­fi­cially ex­cited, still vig­or­ous and de­fi­ant from his tri­umph over Luzh­in. But, strange to say, by the time he reached So­nia’s lodging, he felt a sud­den im­pot­ence and fear. He stood still in hes­it­a­tion at the door, ask­ing him­self the strange ques­tion: “Must he tell her who killed Liza­veta?” It was a strange ques­tion be­cause he felt at the very time not only that he could not help telling her, but also that he could not put off the telling. He did not yet know why it must be so, he only felt it, and the ag­on­ising sense of his im­pot­ence be­fore the in­ev­it­able al­most crushed him. To cut short his hes­it­a­tion and suf­fer­ing, he quickly opened the door and looked at So­nia from the door­way. She was sit­ting with her el­bows on the table and her face in her hands, but see­ing Raskolnikov she got up at once and came to meet him as though she were ex­pect­ing him.

			“What would have be­come of me but for you?” she said quickly, meet­ing him in the middle of the room.

			Evid­ently she was in haste to say this to him. It was what she had been wait­ing for.

			Raskolnikov went to the table and sat down on the chair from which she had only just ris­en. She stood fa­cing him, two steps away, just as she had done the day be­fore.

			“Well, So­nia?” he said, and felt that his voice was trem­bling, “it was all due to ‘your so­cial po­s­i­tion and the habits as­so­ci­ated with it.’ Did you un­der­stand that just now?”

			Her face showed her dis­tress.

			“Only don’t talk to me as you did yes­ter­day,” she in­ter­rup­ted him. “Please don’t be­gin it. There is misery enough without that.”

			She made haste to smile, afraid that he might not like the re­proach.

			“I was silly to come away from there. What is hap­pen­ing there now? I wanted to go back dir­ectly, but I kept think­ing that … you would come.”

			He told her that Amalia Ivan­ovna was turn­ing them out of their lodging and that Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had run off some­where “to seek justice.”

			“My God!” cried So­nia, “let’s go at once. …”

			And she snatched up her cape.

			“It’s ever­last­ingly the same thing!” said Raskolnikov, ir­rit­ably. “You’ve no thought ex­cept for them! Stay a little with me.”

			“But … Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna?”

			“You won’t lose Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, you may be sure, she’ll come to you her­self since she has run out,” he ad­ded peev­ishly. “If she doesn’t find you here, you’ll be blamed for it. …”

			So­nia sat down in pain­ful sus­pense. Raskolnikov was si­lent, gaz­ing at the floor and de­lib­er­at­ing.

			“This time Luzh­in did not want to pro­sec­ute you,” he began, not look­ing at So­nia, “but if he had wanted to, if it had suited his plans, he would have sent you to pris­on if it had not been for Le­bezi­at­nikov and me. Ah?”

			“Yes,” she as­sen­ted in a faint voice. “Yes,” she re­peated, pre­oc­cu­pied and dis­tressed.

			“But I might eas­ily not have been there. And it was quite an ac­ci­dent Le­bezi­at­nikov’s turn­ing up.”

			So­nia was si­lent.

			“And if you’d gone to pris­on, what then? Do you re­mem­ber what I said yes­ter­day?”

			Again she did not an­swer. He waited.

			“I thought you would cry out again ‘don’t speak of it, leave off.’ ” Raskolnikov gave a laugh, but rather a forced one. “What, si­lence again?” he asked a minute later. “We must talk about some­thing, you know. It would be in­ter­est­ing for me to know how you would de­cide a cer­tain ‘prob­lem’ as Le­bezi­at­nikov would say.” (He was be­gin­ning to lose the thread.) “No, really, I am ser­i­ous. Ima­gine, So­nia, that you had known all Luzh­in’s in­ten­tions be­fore­hand. Known, that is, for a fact, that they would be the ru­in of Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna and the chil­dren and your­self thrown in—since you don’t count your­self for any­thing—Polen­ka too … for she’ll go the same way. Well, if sud­denly it all de­pended on your de­cision wheth­er he or they should go on liv­ing, that is wheth­er Luzh­in should go on liv­ing and do­ing wicked things, or Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna should die? How would you de­cide which of them was to die? I ask you?”

			So­nia looked un­eas­ily at him. There was some­thing pe­cu­li­ar in this hes­it­at­ing ques­tion, which seemed ap­proach­ing some­thing in a round­about way.

			“I felt that you were go­ing to ask some ques­tion like that,” she said, look­ing in­quis­it­ively at him.

			“I dare say you did. But how is it to be answered?”

			“Why do you ask about what could not hap­pen?” said So­nia re­luct­antly.

			“Then it would be bet­ter for Luzh­in to go on liv­ing and do­ing wicked things? You haven’t dared to de­cide even that!”

			“But I can’t know the Di­vine Provid­ence. … And why do you ask what can’t be answered? What’s the use of such fool­ish ques­tions? How could it hap­pen that it should de­pend on my de­cision—who has made me a judge to de­cide who is to live and who is not to live?”

			“Oh, if the Di­vine Provid­ence is to be mixed up in it, there is no do­ing any­thing,” Raskolnikov grumbled mor­osely.

			“You’d bet­ter say straight out what you want!” So­nia cried in dis­tress. “You are lead­ing up to some­thing again. … Can you have come simply to tor­ture me?”

			She could not con­trol her­self and began cry­ing bit­terly. He looked at her in gloomy misery. Five minutes passed.

			“Of course you’re right, So­nia,” he said softly at last. He was sud­denly changed. His tone of as­sumed ar­rog­ance and help­less de­fi­ance was gone. Even his voice was sud­denly weak. “I told you yes­ter­day that I was not com­ing to ask for­give­ness and al­most the first thing I’ve said is to ask for­give­ness. … I said that about Luzh­in and Provid­ence for my own sake. I was ask­ing for­give­ness, So­nia. …”

			He tried to smile, but there was some­thing help­less and in­com­plete in his pale smile. He bowed his head and hid his face in his hands.

			And sud­denly a strange, sur­pris­ing sen­sa­tion of a sort of bit­ter hatred for So­nia passed through his heart. As it were won­der­ing and frightened of this sen­sa­tion, he raised his head and looked in­tently at her; but he met her un­easy and pain­fully anxious eyes fixed on him; there was love in them; his hatred van­ished like a phantom. It was not the real feel­ing; he had taken the one feel­ing for the oth­er. It only meant that that minute had come.

			He hid his face in his hands again and bowed his head. Sud­denly he turned pale, got up from his chair, looked at So­nia, and without ut­ter­ing a word sat down mech­an­ic­ally on her bed.

			His sen­sa­tions that mo­ment were ter­ribly like the mo­ment when he had stood over the old wo­man with the axe in his hand and felt that “he must not lose an­oth­er minute.”

			“What’s the mat­ter?” asked So­nia, dread­fully frightened.

			He could not ut­ter a word. This was not at all, not at all the way he had in­ten­ded to “tell” and he did not un­der­stand what was hap­pen­ing to him now. She went up to him, softly, sat down on the bed be­side him and waited, not tak­ing her eyes off him. Her heart throbbed and sank. It was un­en­dur­able; he turned his deadly pale face to her. His lips worked, help­lessly strug­gling to ut­ter some­thing. A pang of ter­ror passed through So­nia’s heart.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” she re­peated, draw­ing a little away from him.

			“Noth­ing, So­nia, don’t be frightened. … It’s non­sense. It really is non­sense, if you think of it,” he muttered, like a man in de­li­ri­um. “Why have I come to tor­ture you?” he ad­ded sud­denly, look­ing at her. “Why, really? I keep ask­ing my­self that ques­tion, So­nia. …”

			He had per­haps been ask­ing him­self that ques­tion a quarter of an hour be­fore, but now he spoke help­lessly, hardly know­ing what he said and feel­ing a con­tinu­al tremor all over.

			“Oh, how you are suf­fer­ing!” she muttered in dis­tress, look­ing in­tently at him.

			“It’s all non­sense. … Listen, So­nia.” He sud­denly smiled, a pale help­less smile for two seconds. “You re­mem­ber what I meant to tell you yes­ter­day?”

			So­nia waited un­eas­ily.

			“I said as I went away that per­haps I was say­ing good­bye forever, but that if I came today I would tell you who … who killed Liza­veta.”

			She began trem­bling all over.

			“Well, here I’ve come to tell you.”

			“Then you really meant it yes­ter­day?” she whispered with dif­fi­culty. “How do you know?” she asked quickly, as though sud­denly re­gain­ing her reas­on.

			So­nia’s face grew paler and paler, and she breathed pain­fully.

			“I know.”

			She paused a minute.

			“Have they found him?” she asked tim­idly.

			“No.”

			“Then how do you know about it?” she asked again, hardly aud­ibly and again after a minute’s pause.

			He turned to her and looked very in­tently at her.

			“Guess,” he said, with the same dis­tor­ted help­less smile.

			A shud­der passed over her.

			“But you … why do you fright­en me like this?” she said, smil­ing like a child.

			“I must be a great friend of his … since I know,” Raskolnikov went on, still gaz­ing in­to her face, as though he could not turn his eyes away. “He … did not mean to kill that Liza­veta … he … killed her ac­ci­dent­ally. … He meant to kill the old wo­man when she was alone and he went there … and then Liza­veta came in … he killed her too.”

			An­oth­er aw­ful mo­ment passed. Both still gazed at one an­oth­er.

			“You can’t guess, then?” he asked sud­denly, feel­ing as though he were fling­ing him­self down from a steeple.

			“N-no …” whispered So­nia.

			“Take a good look.”

			As soon as he had said this again, the same fa­mil­i­ar sen­sa­tion froze his heart. He looked at her and all at once seemed to see in her face the face of Liza­veta. He re­membered clearly the ex­pres­sion in Liza­veta’s face, when he ap­proached her with the axe and she stepped back to the wall, put­ting out her hand, with child­ish ter­ror in her face, look­ing as little chil­dren do when they be­gin to be frightened of some­thing, look­ing in­tently and un­eas­ily at what fright­ens them, shrink­ing back and hold­ing out their little hands on the point of cry­ing. Al­most the same thing happened now to So­nia. With the same help­less­ness and the same ter­ror, she looked at him for a while and, sud­denly put­ting out her left hand, pressed her fin­gers faintly against his breast and slowly began to get up from the bed, mov­ing fur­ther from him and keep­ing her eyes fixed even more im­mov­ably on him. Her ter­ror in­fec­ted him. The same fear showed it­self on his face. In the same way he stared at her and al­most with the same child­ish smile.

			“Have you guessed?” he whispered at last.

			“Good God!” broke in an aw­ful wail from her bos­om.

			She sank help­lessly on the bed with her face in the pil­lows, but a mo­ment later she got up, moved quickly to him, seized both his hands and, grip­ping them tight in her thin fin­gers, began look­ing in­to his face again with the same in­tent stare. In this last des­per­ate look she tried to look in­to him and catch some last hope. But there was no hope; there was no doubt re­main­ing; it was all true! Later on, in­deed, when she re­called that mo­ment, she thought it strange and wondered why she had seen at once that there was no doubt. She could not have said, for in­stance, that she had fore­seen some­thing of the sort—and yet now, as soon as he told her, she sud­denly fan­cied that she had really fore­seen this very thing.

			“Stop, So­nia, enough! don’t tor­ture me,” he begged her miser­ably.

			It was not at all, not at all like this he had thought of telling her, but this is how it happened.

			She jumped up, seem­ing not to know what she was do­ing, and, wringing her hands, walked in­to the middle of the room; but quickly went back and sat down again be­side him, her shoulder al­most touch­ing his. All of a sud­den she star­ted as though she had been stabbed, uttered a cry and fell on her knees be­fore him, she did not know why.

			“What have you done—what have you done to your­self?” she said in des­pair, and, jump­ing up, she flung her­self on his neck, threw her arms round him, and held him tightly.

			Raskolnikov drew back and looked at her with a mourn­ful smile.

			“You are a strange girl, So­nia—you kiss me and hug me when I tell you about that. … You don’t think what you are do­ing.”

			“There is no one—no one in the whole world now so un­happy as you!” she cried in a frenzy, not hear­ing what he said, and she sud­denly broke in­to vi­ol­ent hys­ter­ic­al weep­ing.

			A feel­ing long un­fa­mil­i­ar to him flooded his heart and softened it at once. He did not struggle against it. Two tears star­ted in­to his eyes and hung on his eye­lashes.

			“Then you won’t leave me, So­nia?” he said, look­ing at her al­most with hope.

			“No, no, nev­er, nowhere!” cried So­nia. “I will fol­low you, I will fol­low you every­where. Oh, my God! Oh, how miser­able I am! … Why, why didn’t I know you be­fore! Why didn’t you come be­fore? Oh, dear!”

			“Here I have come.”

			“Yes, now! What’s to be done now? … To­geth­er, to­geth­er!” she re­peated as it were un­con­sciously, and she hugged him again. “I’ll fol­low you to Siber­ia!”

			He re­coiled at this, and the same hos­tile, al­most haughty smile came to his lips.

			“Per­haps I don’t want to go to Siber­ia yet, So­nia,” he said.

			So­nia looked at him quickly.

			Again after her first pas­sion­ate, ag­on­ising sym­pathy for the un­happy man the ter­rible idea of the murder over­whelmed her. In his changed tone she seemed to hear the mur­der­er speak­ing. She looked at him be­wildered. She knew noth­ing as yet, why, how, with what ob­ject it had been. Now all these ques­tions rushed at once in­to her mind. And again she could not be­lieve it: “He, he is a mur­der­er! Could it be true?”

			“What’s the mean­ing of it? Where am I?” she said in com­plete be­wil­der­ment, as though still un­able to re­cov­er her­self. “How could you, you, a man like you. … How could you bring your­self to it? … What does it mean?”

			“Oh, well—to plun­der. Leave off, So­nia,” he answered wear­ily, al­most with vex­a­tion.

			So­nia stood as though struck dumb, but sud­denly she cried:

			“You were hungry! It was … to help your moth­er? Yes?”

			“No, So­nia, no,” he muttered, turn­ing away and hanging his head. “I was not so hungry. … I cer­tainly did want to help my moth­er, but … that’s not the real thing either. … Don’t tor­ture me, So­nia.”

			So­nia clasped her hands.

			“Could it, could it all be true? Good God, what a truth! Who could be­lieve it? And how could you give away your last farth­ing and yet rob and murder! Ah,” she cried sud­denly, “that money you gave Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna … that money. … Can that money …”

			“No, So­nia,” he broke in hur­riedly, “that money was not it. Don’t worry your­self! That money my moth­er sent me and it came when I was ill, the day I gave it to you. … Ra­zu­mi­h­in saw it … he re­ceived it for me. … That money was mine—my own.”

			So­nia listened to him in be­wil­der­ment and did her ut­most to com­pre­hend.

			“And that money. … I don’t even know really wheth­er there was any money,” he ad­ded softly, as though re­flect­ing. “I took a purse off her neck, made of chamois leath­er … a purse stuffed full of some­thing … but I didn’t look in it; I sup­pose I hadn’t time. … And the things—chains and trinkets—I bur­ied un­der a stone with the purse next morn­ing in a yard off the V—— Pro­spect. They are all there now. …”

			So­nia strained every nerve to listen.

			“Then why … why, you said you did it to rob, but you took noth­ing?” she asked quickly, catch­ing at a straw.

			“I don’t know. … I haven’t yet de­cided wheth­er to take that money or not,” he said, mus­ing again; and, seem­ing to wake up with a start, he gave a brief iron­ic­al smile. “Ach, what silly stuff I am talk­ing, eh?”

			The thought flashed through So­nia’s mind, wasn’t he mad? But she dis­missed it at once. “No, it was some­thing else.” She could make noth­ing of it, noth­ing.

			“Do you know, So­nia,” he said sud­denly with con­vic­tion, “let me tell you: if I’d simply killed be­cause I was hungry,” lay­ing stress on every word and look­ing en­ig­mat­ic­ally but sin­cerely at her, “I should be happy now. You must be­lieve that! What would it mat­ter to you,” he cried a mo­ment later with a sort of des­pair, “what would it mat­ter to you if I were to con­fess that I did wrong? What do you gain by such a stu­pid tri­umph over me? Ah, So­nia, was it for that I’ve come to you today?”

			Again So­nia tried to say some­thing, but did not speak.

			“I asked you to go with me yes­ter­day be­cause you are all I have left.”

			“Go where?” asked So­nia tim­idly.

			“Not to steal and not to murder, don’t be anxious,” he smiled bit­terly. “We are so dif­fer­ent. … And you know, So­nia, it’s only now, only this mo­ment that I un­der­stand where I asked you to go with me yes­ter­day! Yes­ter­day when I said it I did not know where. I asked you for one thing, I came to you for one thing—not to leave me. You won’t leave me, So­nia?”

			She squeezed his hand.

			“And why, why did I tell her? Why did I let her know?” he cried a minute later in des­pair, look­ing with in­fin­ite an­guish at her. “Here you ex­pect an ex­plan­a­tion from me, So­nia; you are sit­ting and wait­ing for it, I see that. But what can I tell you? You won’t un­der­stand and will only suf­fer misery … on my ac­count! Well, you are cry­ing and em­bra­cing me again. Why do you do it? Be­cause I couldn’t bear my bur­den and have come to throw it on an­oth­er: you suf­fer too, and I shall feel bet­ter! And can you love such a mean wretch?”

			“But aren’t you suf­fer­ing, too?” cried So­nia.

			Again a wave of the same feel­ing surged in­to his heart, and again for an in­stant softened it.

			“So­nia, I have a bad heart, take note of that. It may ex­plain a great deal. I have come be­cause I am bad. There are men who wouldn’t have come. But I am a cow­ard and … a mean wretch. But … nev­er mind! That’s not the point. I must speak now, but I don’t know how to be­gin.”

			He paused and sank in­to thought.

			“Ach, we are so dif­fer­ent,” he cried again, “we are not alike. And why, why did I come? I shall nev­er for­give my­self that.”

			“No, no, it was a good thing you came,” cried So­nia. “It’s bet­ter I should know, far bet­ter!”

			He looked at her with an­guish.

			“What if it were really that?” he said, as though reach­ing a con­clu­sion. “Yes, that’s what it was! I wanted to be­come a Na­po­leon, that is why I killed her. … Do you un­der­stand now?”

			“N-no,” So­nia whispered na­ively and tim­idly. “Only speak, speak, I shall un­der­stand, I shall un­der­stand in my­self!” she kept beg­ging him.

			“You’ll un­der­stand? Very well, we shall see!” He paused and was for some time lost in med­it­a­tion.

			“It was like this: I asked my­self one day this ques­tion—what if Na­po­leon, for in­stance, had happened to be in my place, and if he had not had Toulon nor Egypt nor the pas­sage of Mont Blanc to be­gin his ca­reer with, but in­stead of all those pic­tur­esque and mo­nu­ment­al things, there had simply been some ri­dicu­lous old hag, a pawn­broker, who had to be murdered too to get money from her trunk (for his ca­reer, you un­der­stand). Well, would he have brought him­self to that if there had been no oth­er means? Wouldn’t he have felt a pang at its be­ing so far from mo­nu­ment­al and … and sin­ful, too? Well, I must tell you that I wor­ried my­self fear­fully over that ‘ques­tion’ so that I was aw­fully ashamed when I guessed at last (all of a sud­den, some­how) that it would not have giv­en him the least pang, that it would not even have struck him that it was not mo­nu­ment­al … that he would not have seen that there was any­thing in it to pause over, and that, if he had had no oth­er way, he would have strangled her in a minute without think­ing about it! Well, I too … left off think­ing about it … murdered her, fol­low­ing his ex­ample. And that’s ex­actly how it was! Do you think it funny? Yes, So­nia, the fun­ni­est thing of all is that per­haps that’s just how it was.”

			So­nia did not think it at all funny.

			“You had bet­ter tell me straight out … without ex­amples,” she begged, still more tim­idly and scarcely aud­ibly.

			He turned to her, looked sadly at her and took her hands.

			“You are right again, So­nia. Of course that’s all non­sense, it’s al­most all talk! You see, you know of course that my moth­er has scarcely any­thing, my sis­ter happened to have a good edu­ca­tion and was con­demned to drudge as a gov­erness. All their hopes were centered on me. I was a stu­dent, but I couldn’t keep my­self at the uni­ver­sity and was forced for a time to leave it. Even if I had lingered on like that, in ten or twelve years I might (with luck) hope to be some sort of teach­er or clerk with a salary of a thou­sand roubles” (he re­peated it as though it were a les­son) “and by that time my moth­er would be worn out with grief and anxi­ety and I could not suc­ceed in keep­ing her in com­fort while my sis­ter … well, my sis­ter might well have fared worse! And it’s a hard thing to pass everything by all one’s life, to turn one’s back upon everything, to for­get one’s moth­er and dec­or­ously ac­cept the in­sults in­flic­ted on one’s sis­ter. Why should one? When one has bur­ied them to bur­den one­self with oth­ers—wife and chil­dren—and to leave them again without a farth­ing? So I re­solved to gain pos­ses­sion of the old wo­man’s money and to use it for my first years without wor­ry­ing my moth­er, to keep my­self at the uni­ver­sity and for a little while after leav­ing it—and to do this all on a broad, thor­ough scale, so as to build up a com­pletely new ca­reer and enter upon a new life of in­de­pend­ence. … Well … that’s all. … Well, of course in killing the old wo­man I did wrong. … Well, that’s enough.”

			He struggled to the end of his speech in ex­haus­tion and let his head sink.

			“Oh, that’s not it, that’s not it,” So­nia cried in dis­tress. “How could one … no, that’s not right, not right.”

			“You see your­self that it’s not right. But I’ve spoken truly, it’s the truth.”

			“As though that could be the truth! Good God!”

			“I’ve only killed a louse, So­nia, a use­less, loath­some, harm­ful creature.”

			“A hu­man be­ing—a louse!”

			“I too know it wasn’t a louse,” he answered, look­ing strangely at her. “But I am talk­ing non­sense, So­nia,” he ad­ded. “I’ve been talk­ing non­sense a long time. … That’s not it, you are right there. There were quite, quite oth­er causes for it! I haven’t talked to any­one for so long, So­nia. … My head aches dread­fully now.”

			His eyes shone with fe­ver­ish bril­liance. He was al­most de­li­ri­ous; an un­easy smile strayed on his lips. His ter­rible ex­haus­tion could be seen through his ex­cite­ment. So­nia saw how he was suf­fer­ing. She too was grow­ing dizzy. And he talked so strangely; it seemed some­how com­pre­hens­ible, but yet … “But how, how! Good God!” And she wrung her hands in des­pair.

			“No, So­nia, that’s not it,” he began again sud­denly, rais­ing his head, as though a new and sud­den train of thought had struck and as it were roused him—“that’s not it! Bet­ter … ima­gine—yes, it’s cer­tainly bet­ter—ima­gine that I am vain, en­vi­ous, ma­li­cious, base, vin­dict­ive and … well, per­haps with a tend­ency to in­san­ity. (Let’s have it all out at once! They’ve talked of mad­ness already, I no­ticed.) I told you just now I could not keep my­self at the uni­ver­sity. But do you know that per­haps I might have done? My moth­er would have sent me what I needed for the fees and I could have earned enough for clothes, boots and food, no doubt. Les­sons had turned up at half a rouble. Ra­zu­mi­h­in works! But I turned sulky and wouldn’t. (Yes, sulk­i­ness, that’s the right word for it!) I sat in my room like a spider. You’ve been in my den, you’ve seen it. … And do you know, So­nia, that low ceil­ings and tiny rooms cramp the soul and the mind? Ah, how I hated that gar­ret! And yet I wouldn’t go out of it! I wouldn’t on pur­pose! I didn’t go out for days to­geth­er, and I wouldn’t work, I wouldn’t even eat, I just lay there do­ing noth­ing. If Nastasya brought me any­thing, I ate it, if she didn’t, I went all day without; I wouldn’t ask, on pur­pose, from sulk­i­ness! At night I had no light, I lay in the dark and I wouldn’t earn money for candles. I ought to have stud­ied, but I sold my books; and the dust lies an inch thick on the note­books on my table. I pre­ferred ly­ing still and think­ing. And I kept think­ing. … And I had dreams all the time, strange dreams of all sorts, no need to de­scribe! Only then I began to fancy that … No, that’s not it! Again I am telling you wrong! You see I kept ask­ing my­self then: why am I so stu­pid that if oth­ers are stu­pid—and I know they are—yet I won’t be wiser? Then I saw, So­nia, that if one waits for every­one to get wiser it will take too long. … Af­ter­wards I un­der­stood that that would nev­er come to pass, that men won’t change and that nobody can al­ter it and that it’s not worth wast­ing ef­fort over it. Yes, that’s so. That’s the law of their nature, So­nia, … that’s so! … And I know now, So­nia, that who­ever is strong in mind and spir­it will have power over them. Any­one who is greatly dar­ing is right in their eyes. He who des­pises most things will be a law­giver among them and he who dares most of all will be most in the right! So it has been till now and so it will al­ways be. A man must be blind not to see it!”

			Though Raskolnikov looked at So­nia as he said this, he no longer cared wheth­er she un­der­stood or not. The fever had com­plete hold of him; he was in a sort of gloomy ec­stasy (he cer­tainly had been too long without talk­ing to any­one). So­nia felt that his gloomy creed had be­come his faith and code.

			“I di­vined then, So­nia,” he went on eagerly, “that power is only vouch­safed to the man who dares to stoop and pick it up. There is only one thing, one thing need­ful: one has only to dare! Then for the first time in my life an idea took shape in my mind which no one had ever thought of be­fore me, no one! I saw clear as day­light how strange it is that not a single per­son liv­ing in this mad world has had the dar­ing to go straight for it all and send it fly­ing to the dev­il! I … I wanted to have the dar­ing … and I killed her. I only wanted to have the dar­ing, So­nia! That was the whole cause of it!”

			“Oh hush, hush,” cried So­nia, clasp­ing her hands. “You turned away from God and God has smit­ten you, has giv­en you over to the dev­il!”

			“Then So­nia, when I used to lie there in the dark and all this be­came clear to me, was it a tempta­tion of the dev­il, eh?”

			“Hush, don’t laugh, blas­phemer! You don’t un­der­stand, you don’t un­der­stand! Oh God! He won’t un­der­stand!”

			“Hush, So­nia! I am not laugh­ing. I know my­self that it was the dev­il lead­ing me. Hush, So­nia, hush!” he re­peated with gloomy in­sist­ence. “I know it all, I have thought it all over and over and whispered it all over to my­self, ly­ing there in the dark. … I’ve ar­gued it all over with my­self, every point of it, and I know it all, all! And how sick, how sick I was then of go­ing over it all! I have kept want­ing to for­get it and make a new be­gin­ning, So­nia, and leave off think­ing. And you don’t sup­pose that I went in­to it head­long like a fool? I went in­to it like a wise man, and that was just my de­struc­tion. And you mustn’t sup­pose that I didn’t know, for in­stance, that if I began to ques­tion my­self wheth­er I had the right to gain power—I cer­tainly hadn’t the right—or that if I asked my­self wheth­er a hu­man be­ing is a louse it proved that it wasn’t so for me, though it might be for a man who would go straight to his goal without ask­ing ques­tions. … If I wor­ried my­self all those days, won­der­ing wheth­er Na­po­leon would have done it or not, I felt clearly of course that I wasn’t Na­po­leon. I had to en­dure all the agony of that battle of ideas, So­nia, and I longed to throw it off: I wanted to murder without ca­su­istry, to murder for my own sake, for my­self alone! I didn’t want to lie about it even to my­self. It wasn’t to help my moth­er I did the murder—that’s non­sense—I didn’t do the murder to gain wealth and power and to be­come a be­ne­fact­or of man­kind. Non­sense! I simply did it; I did the murder for my­self, for my­self alone, and wheth­er I be­came a be­ne­fact­or to oth­ers, or spent my life like a spider catch­ing men in my web and suck­ing the life out of men, I couldn’t have cared at that mo­ment. … And it was not the money I wanted, So­nia, when I did it. It was not so much the money I wanted, but some­thing else. … I know it all now. … Un­der­stand me! Per­haps I should nev­er have com­mit­ted a murder again. I wanted to find out some­thing else; it was some­thing else led me on. I wanted to find out then and quickly wheth­er I was a louse like every­body else or a man. Wheth­er I can step over bar­ri­ers or not, wheth­er I dare stoop to pick up or not, wheth­er I am a trem­bling creature or wheth­er I have the right …”

			“To kill? Have the right to kill?” So­nia clasped her hands.

			“Ach, So­nia!” he cried ir­rit­ably and seemed about to make some re­tort, but was con­temp­tu­ously si­lent. “Don’t in­ter­rupt me, So­nia. I want to prove one thing only, that the dev­il led me on then and he has shown me since that I had not the right to take that path, be­cause I am just such a louse as all the rest. He was mock­ing me and here I’ve come to you now! Wel­come your guest! If I were not a louse, should I have come to you? Listen: when I went then to the old wo­man’s I only went to try. … You may be sure of that!”

			“And you murdered her!”

			“But how did I murder her? Is that how men do murders? Do men go to com­mit a murder as I went then? I will tell you some day how I went! Did I murder the old wo­man? I murdered my­self, not her! I crushed my­self once for all, forever. … But it was the dev­il that killed that old wo­man, not I. Enough, enough, So­nia, enough! Let me be!” he cried in a sud­den spasm of agony, “let me be!”

			He leaned his el­bows on his knees and squeezed his head in his hands as in a vise.

			“What suf­fer­ing!” A wail of an­guish broke from So­nia.

			“Well, what am I to do now?” he asked, sud­denly rais­ing his head and look­ing at her with a face hideously dis­tor­ted by des­pair.

			“What are you to do?” she cried, jump­ing up, and her eyes that had been full of tears sud­denly began to shine. “Stand up!” (She seized him by the shoulder, he got up, look­ing at her al­most be­wildered.) “Go at once, this very minute, stand at the cross­roads, bow down, first kiss the earth which you have de­filed and then bow down to all the world and say to all men aloud, ‘I am a mur­der­er!’ Then God will send you life again. Will you go, will you go?” she asked him, trem­bling all over, snatch­ing his two hands, squeez­ing them tight in hers and gaz­ing at him with eyes full of fire.

			He was amazed at her sud­den ec­stasy.

			“You mean Siber­ia, So­nia? I must give my­self up?” he asked gloomily.

			“Suf­fer and ex­pi­ate your sin by it, that’s what you must do.”

			“No! I am not go­ing to them, So­nia!”

			“But how will you go on liv­ing? What will you live for?” cried So­nia, “how is it pos­sible now? Why, how can you talk to your moth­er? (Oh, what will be­come of them now?) But what am I say­ing? You have aban­doned your moth­er and your sis­ter already. He has aban­doned them already! Oh, God!” she cried, “why, he knows it all him­self. How, how can he live by him­self! What will be­come of you now?”

			“Don’t be a child, So­nia,” he said softly. “What wrong have I done them? Why should I go to them? What should I say to them? That’s only a phantom. … They des­troy men by mil­lions them­selves and look on it as a vir­tue. They are knaves and scoun­drels, So­nia! I am not go­ing to them. And what should I say to them—that I murdered her, but did not dare to take the money and hid it un­der a stone?” he ad­ded with a bit­ter smile. “Why, they would laugh at me, and would call me a fool for not get­ting it. A cow­ard and a fool! They wouldn’t un­der­stand and they don’t de­serve to un­der­stand. Why should I go to them? I won’t. Don’t be a child, So­nia. …”

			“It will be too much for you to bear, too much!” she re­peated, hold­ing out her hands in des­pair­ing sup­plic­a­tion.

			“Per­haps I’ve been un­fair to my­self,” he ob­served gloomily, pon­der­ing, “per­haps after all I am a man and not a louse and I’ve been in too great a hurry to con­demn my­self. I’ll make an­oth­er fight for it.”

			A haughty smile ap­peared on his lips.

			“What a bur­den to bear! And your whole life, your whole life!”

			“I shall get used to it,” he said grimly and thought­fully. “Listen,” he began a minute later, “stop cry­ing, it’s time to talk of the facts: I’ve come to tell you that the po­lice are after me, on my track. …”

			“Ach!” So­nia cried in ter­ror.

			“Well, why do you cry out? You want me to go to Siber­ia and now you are frightened? But let me tell you: I shall not give my­self up. I shall make a struggle for it and they won’t do any­thing to me. They’ve no real evid­ence. Yes­ter­day I was in great danger and be­lieved I was lost; but today things are go­ing bet­ter. All the facts they know can be ex­plained two ways, that’s to say I can turn their ac­cus­a­tions to my cred­it, do you un­der­stand? And I shall, for I’ve learnt my les­son. But they will cer­tainly ar­rest me. If it had not been for some­thing that happened, they would have done so today for cer­tain; per­haps even now they will ar­rest me today. … But that’s no mat­ter, So­nia; they’ll let me out again … for there isn’t any real proof against me, and there won’t be, I give you my word for it. And they can’t con­vict a man on what they have against me. Enough. … I only tell you that you may know. … I will try to man­age some­how to put it to my moth­er and sis­ter so that they won’t be frightened. … My sis­ter’s fu­ture is se­cure, how­ever, now, I be­lieve … and my moth­er’s must be too. … Well, that’s all. Be care­ful, though. Will you come and see me in pris­on when I am there?”

			“Oh, I will, I will.”

			They sat side by side, both mourn­ful and de­jec­ted, as though they had been cast up by the tem­pest alone on some deser­ted shore. He looked at So­nia and felt how great was her love for him, and strange to say he felt it sud­denly bur­den­some and pain­ful to be so loved. Yes, it was a strange and aw­ful sen­sa­tion! On his way to see So­nia he had felt that all his hopes res­ted on her; he ex­pec­ted to be rid of at least part of his suf­fer­ing, and now, when all her heart turned to­wards him, he sud­denly felt that he was im­meas­ur­ably un­hap­pi­er than be­fore.

			“So­nia,” he said, “you’d bet­ter not come and see me when I am in pris­on.”

			So­nia did not an­swer, she was cry­ing. Sev­er­al minutes passed.

			“Have you a cross on you?” she asked, as though sud­denly think­ing of it.

			He did not at first un­der­stand the ques­tion.

			“No, of course not. Here, take this one, of cypress wood. I have an­oth­er, a cop­per one that be­longed to Liza­veta. I changed with Liza­veta: she gave me her cross and I gave her my little icon. I will wear Liza­veta’s now and give you this. Take it … it’s mine! It’s mine, you know,” she begged him. “We will go to suf­fer to­geth­er, and to­geth­er we will bear our cross!”

			“Give it me,” said Raskolnikov.

			He did not want to hurt her feel­ings. But im­me­di­ately he drew back the hand he held out for the cross.

			“Not now, So­nia. Bet­ter later,” he ad­ded to com­fort her.

			“Yes, yes, bet­ter,” she re­peated with con­vic­tion, “when you go to meet your suf­fer­ing, then put it on. You will come to me, I’ll put it on you, we will pray and go to­geth­er.”

			At that mo­ment someone knocked three times at the door.

			“Sofya Semy­onovna, may I come in?” they heard in a very fa­mil­i­ar and po­lite voice.

			So­nia rushed to the door in a fright. The flax­en head of Mr. Le­bezi­at­nikov ap­peared at the door.

		
	
		
			V

			Le­bezi­at­nikov looked per­turbed.

			“I’ve come to you, Sofya Semy­onovna,” he began. “Ex­cuse me … I thought I should find you,” he said, ad­dress­ing Raskolnikov sud­denly, “that is, I didn’t mean any­thing … of that sort … But I just thought … Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna has gone out of her mind,” he blur­ted out sud­denly, turn­ing from Raskolnikov to So­nia.

			So­nia screamed.

			“At least it seems so. But … we don’t know what to do, you see! She came back—she seems to have been turned out some­where, per­haps beaten. … So it seems at least, … She had run to your fath­er’s former chief, she didn’t find him at home: he was din­ing at some oth­er gen­er­al’s. … Only fancy, she rushed off there, to the oth­er gen­er­al’s, and, ima­gine, she was so per­sist­ent that she man­aged to get the chief to see her, had him fetched out from din­ner, it seems. You can ima­gine what happened. She was turned out, of course; but, ac­cord­ing to her own story, she ab­used him and threw some­thing at him. One may well be­lieve it. … How it is she wasn’t taken up, I can’t un­der­stand! Now she is telling every­one, in­clud­ing Amalia Ivan­ovna; but it’s dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand her, she is scream­ing and fling­ing her­self about. … Oh yes, she shouts that since every­one has aban­doned her, she will take the chil­dren and go in­to the street with a bar­rel-or­gan, and the chil­dren will sing and dance, and she too, and col­lect money, and will go every day un­der the gen­er­al’s win­dow … ‘to let every­one see well­born chil­dren, whose fath­er was an of­fi­cial, beg­ging in the street.’ She keeps beat­ing the chil­dren and they are all cry­ing. She is teach­ing Lida to sing ‘My Vil­lage,’ the boy to dance, Polen­ka the same. She is tear­ing up all the clothes, and mak­ing them little caps like act­ors; she means to carry a tin basin and make it tinkle, in­stead of mu­sic. … She won’t listen to any­thing. … Ima­gine the state of things! It’s bey­ond any­thing!”

			Le­bezi­at­nikov would have gone on, but So­nia, who had heard him al­most breath­less, snatched up her cloak and hat, and ran out of the room, put­ting on her things as she went. Raskolnikov fol­lowed her and Le­bezi­at­nikov came after him.

			“She has cer­tainly gone mad!” he said to Raskolnikov, as they went out in­to the street. “I didn’t want to fright­en Sofya Semy­onovna, so I said ‘it seemed like it,’ but there isn’t a doubt of it. They say that in con­sump­tion the tubercles some­times oc­cur in the brain; it’s a pity I know noth­ing of medi­cine. I did try to per­suade her, but she wouldn’t listen.”

			“Did you talk to her about the tubercles?”

			“Not pre­cisely of the tubercles. Be­sides, she wouldn’t have un­der­stood! But what I say is, that if you con­vince a per­son lo­gic­ally that he has noth­ing to cry about, he’ll stop cry­ing. That’s clear. Is it your con­vic­tion that he won’t?”

			“Life would be too easy if it were so,” answered Raskolnikov.

			“Ex­cuse me, ex­cuse me; of course it would be rather dif­fi­cult for Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna to un­der­stand, but do you know that in Par­is they have been con­duct­ing ser­i­ous ex­per­i­ments as to the pos­sib­il­ity of cur­ing the in­sane, simply by lo­gic­al ar­gu­ment? One pro­fess­or there, a sci­entif­ic man of stand­ing, lately dead, be­lieved in the pos­sib­il­ity of such treat­ment. His idea was that there’s noth­ing really wrong with the phys­ic­al or­gan­ism of the in­sane, and that in­san­ity is, so to say, a lo­gic­al mis­take, an er­ror of judg­ment, an in­cor­rect view of things. He gradu­ally showed the mad­man his er­ror and, would you be­lieve it, they say he was suc­cess­ful? But as he made use of douches too, how far suc­cess was due to that treat­ment re­mains un­cer­tain. … So it seems at least.”

			Raskolnikov had long ceased to listen. Reach­ing the house where he lived, he nod­ded to Le­bezi­at­nikov and went in at the gate. Le­bezi­at­nikov woke up with a start, looked about him and hur­ried on.

			Raskolnikov went in­to his little room and stood still in the middle of it. Why had he come back here? He looked at the yel­low and tattered pa­per, at the dust, at his sofa. … From the yard came a loud con­tinu­ous knock­ing; someone seemed to be ham­mer­ing … He went to the win­dow, rose on tip­toe and looked out in­to the yard for a long time with an air of ab­sorbed at­ten­tion. But the yard was empty and he could not see who was ham­mer­ing. In the house on the left he saw some open win­dows; on the win­dowsills were pots of sickly-look­ing gerani­ums. Lin­en was hung out of the win­dows … He knew it all by heart. He turned away and sat down on the sofa.

			Nev­er, nev­er had he felt him­self so fear­fully alone!

			Yes, he felt once more that he would per­haps come to hate So­nia, now that he had made her more miser­able.

			“Why had he gone to her to beg for her tears? What need had he to pois­on her life? Oh, the mean­ness of it!”

			“I will re­main alone,” he said res­ol­utely, “and she shall not come to the pris­on!”

			Five minutes later he raised his head with a strange smile. That was a strange thought.

			“Per­haps it really would be bet­ter in Siber­ia,” he thought sud­denly.

			He could not have said how long he sat there with vague thoughts sur­ging through his mind. All at once the door opened and Dounia came in. At first she stood still and looked at him from the door­way, just as he had done at So­nia; then she came in and sat down in the same place as yes­ter­day, on the chair fa­cing him. He looked si­lently and al­most va­cantly at her.

			“Don’t be angry, broth­er; I’ve only come for one minute,” said Dounia.

			Her face looked thought­ful but not stern. Her eyes were bright and soft. He saw that she too had come to him with love.

			“Broth­er, now I know all, all. Dmitri Prokofitch has ex­plained and told me everything. They are wor­ry­ing and per­se­cut­ing you through a stu­pid and con­tempt­ible sus­pi­cion. … Dmitri Prokofitch told me that there is no danger, and that you are wrong in look­ing upon it with such hor­ror. I don’t think so, and I fully un­der­stand how in­dig­nant you must be, and that that in­dig­na­tion may have a per­man­ent ef­fect on you. That’s what I am afraid of. As for your cut­ting your­self off from us, I don’t judge you, I don’t ven­ture to judge you, and for­give me for hav­ing blamed you for it. I feel that I too, if I had so great a trouble, should keep away from every­one. I shall tell moth­er noth­ing of this, but I shall talk about you con­tinu­ally and shall tell her from you that you will come very soon. Don’t worry about her; I will set her mind at rest; but don’t you try her too much—come once at least; re­mem­ber that she is your moth­er. And now I have come simply to say” (Dounia began to get up) “that if you should need me or should need … all my life or any­thing … call me, and I’ll come. Good­bye!”

			She turned ab­ruptly and went to­wards the door.

			“Dounia!” Raskolnikov stopped her and went to­wards her. “That Ra­zu­mi­h­in, Dmitri Prokofitch, is a very good fel­low.”

			Dounia flushed slightly.

			“Well?” she asked, wait­ing a mo­ment.

			“He is com­pet­ent, hard­work­ing, hon­est and cap­able of real love. … Good­bye, Dounia.”

			Dounia flushed crim­son, then sud­denly she took alarm.

			“But what does it mean, broth­er? Are we really part­ing forever that you … give me such a part­ing mes­sage?”

			“Nev­er mind. … Good­bye.”

			He turned away, and walked to the win­dow. She stood a mo­ment, looked at him un­eas­ily, and went out troubled.

			No, he was not cold to her. There was an in­stant (the very last one) when he had longed to take her in his arms and say good­bye to her, and even to tell her, but he had not dared even to touch her hand.

			“Af­ter­wards she may shud­der when she re­mem­bers that I em­braced her, and will feel that I stole her kiss.”

			“And would she stand that test?” he went on a few minutes later to him­self. “No, she wouldn’t; girls like that can’t stand things! They nev­er do.”

			And he thought of So­nia.

			There was a breath of fresh air from the win­dow. The day­light was fad­ing. He took up his cap and went out.

			He could not, of course, and would not con­sider how ill he was. But all this con­tinu­al anxi­ety and agony of mind could not but af­fect him. And if he were not ly­ing in high fever it was per­haps just be­cause this con­tinu­al in­ner strain helped to keep him on his legs and in pos­ses­sion of his fac­ulties. But this ar­ti­fi­cial ex­cite­ment could not last long.

			He wandered aim­lessly. The sun was set­ting. A spe­cial form of misery had be­gun to op­press him of late. There was noth­ing poignant, noth­ing acute about it; but there was a feel­ing of per­man­ence, of etern­ity about it; it brought a fore­taste of hope­less years of this cold leaden misery, a fore­taste of an etern­ity “on a square yard of space.” To­wards even­ing this sen­sa­tion usu­ally began to weigh on him more heav­ily.

			“With this idi­ot­ic, purely phys­ic­al weak­ness, de­pend­ing on the sun­set or some­thing, one can’t help do­ing some­thing stu­pid! You’ll go to Dounia, as well as to So­nia,” he muttered bit­terly.

			He heard his name called. He looked round. Le­bezi­at­nikov rushed up to him.

			“Only fancy, I’ve been to your room look­ing for you. Only fancy, she’s car­ried out her plan, and taken away the chil­dren. Sofya Semy­onovna and I have had a job to find them. She is rap­ping on a fry­ing-pan and mak­ing the chil­dren dance. The chil­dren are cry­ing. They keep stop­ping at the cross­roads and in front of shops; there’s a crowd of fools run­ning after them. Come along!”

			“And So­nia?” Raskolnikov asked anxiously, hur­ry­ing after Le­bezi­at­nikov.

			“Simply frantic. That is, it’s not Sofya Semy­onovna’s frantic, but Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, though Sofya Semy­onova’s frantic too. But Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna is ab­so­lutely frantic. I tell you she is quite mad. They’ll be taken to the po­lice. You can fancy what an ef­fect that will have. … They are on the canal bank, near the bridge now, not far from Sofya Semy­onovna’s, quite close.”

			On the canal bank near the bridge and not two houses away from the one where So­nia lodged, there was a crowd of people, con­sist­ing prin­cip­ally of gut­ter chil­dren. The hoarse broken voice of Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna could be heard from the bridge, and it cer­tainly was a strange spec­tacle likely to at­tract a street crowd. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna in her old dress with the green shawl, wear­ing a torn straw hat, crushed in a hideous way on one side, was really frantic. She was ex­hausted and breath­less. Her wasted con­sumptive face looked more suf­fer­ing than ever, and in­deed out of doors in the sun­shine a con­sumptive al­ways looks worse than at home. But her ex­cite­ment did not flag, and every mo­ment her ir­rit­a­tion grew more in­tense. She rushed at the chil­dren, shouted at them, coaxed them, told them be­fore the crowd how to dance and what to sing, began ex­plain­ing to them why it was ne­ces­sary, and driv­en to des­per­a­tion by their not un­der­stand­ing, beat them. … Then she would make a rush at the crowd; if she no­ticed any de­cently dressed per­son stop­ping to look, she im­me­di­ately ap­pealed to him to see what these chil­dren “from a gen­teel, one may say ar­is­to­crat­ic, house” had been brought to. If she heard laughter or jeer­ing in the crowd, she would rush at once at the scoffers and be­gin squab­bling with them. Some people laughed, oth­ers shook their heads, but every­one felt curi­ous at the sight of the mad­wo­man with the frightened chil­dren. The fry­ing-pan of which Le­bezi­at­nikov had spoken was not there, at least Raskolnikov did not see it. But in­stead of rap­ping on the pan, Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna began clap­ping her wasted hands, when she made Lida and Kolya dance and Polen­ka sing. She too joined in the singing, but broke down at the second note with a fear­ful cough, which made her curse in des­pair and even shed tears. What made her most furi­ous was the weep­ing and ter­ror of Kolya and Lida. Some ef­fort had been made to dress the chil­dren up as street sing­ers are dressed. The boy had on a turban made of some­thing red and white to look like a Turk. There had been no cos­tume for Lida; she simply had a red knit­ted cap, or rather a night cap that had be­longed to Marme­ladov, dec­or­ated with a broken piece of white os­trich feath­er, which had been Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s grand­moth­er’s and had been pre­served as a fam­ily pos­ses­sion. Polen­ka was in her every­day dress; she looked in tim­id per­plex­ity at her moth­er, and kept at her side, hid­ing her tears. She dimly real­ised her moth­er’s con­di­tion, and looked un­eas­ily about her. She was ter­ribly frightened of the street and the crowd. So­nia fol­lowed Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, weep­ing and be­seech­ing her to re­turn home, but Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna was not to be per­suaded.

			“Leave off, So­nia, leave off,” she shouted, speak­ing fast, pant­ing and cough­ing. “You don’t know what you ask; you are like a child! I’ve told you be­fore that I am not com­ing back to that drunk­en Ger­man. Let every­one, let all Peters­burg see the chil­dren beg­ging in the streets, though their fath­er was an hon­our­able man who served all his life in truth and fi­del­ity, and one may say died in the ser­vice.” (Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had by now in­ven­ted this fant­ast­ic story and thor­oughly be­lieved it.) “Let that wretch of a gen­er­al see it! And you are silly, So­nia: what have we to eat? Tell me that. We have wor­ried you enough, I won’t go on so! Ah, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, is that you?” she cried, see­ing Raskolnikov and rush­ing up to him. “Ex­plain to this silly girl, please, that noth­ing bet­ter could be done! Even or­gan-grinders earn their liv­ing, and every­one will see at once that we are dif­fer­ent, that we are an hon­our­able and be­reaved fam­ily re­duced to beg­gary. And that gen­er­al will lose his post, you’ll see! We shall per­form un­der his win­dows every day, and if the Tsar drives by, I’ll fall on my knees, put the chil­dren be­fore me, show them to him, and say ‘De­fend us fath­er.’ He is the fath­er of the fath­er­less, he is mer­ci­ful, he’ll pro­tect us, you’ll see, and that wretch of a gen­er­al. … Lida, tenez vous droite! Kolya, you’ll dance again. Why are you whim­per­ing? Whim­per­ing again! What are you afraid of, stu­pid? Good­ness, what am I to do with them, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch? If you only knew how stu­pid they are! What’s one to do with such chil­dren?”

			And she, al­most cry­ing her­self—which did not stop her un­in­ter­rup­ted, rap­id flow of talk—poin­ted to the cry­ing chil­dren. Raskolnikov tried to per­suade her to go home, and even said, hop­ing to work on her van­ity, that it was un­seemly for her to be wan­der­ing about the streets like an or­gan-grinder, as she was in­tend­ing to be­come the prin­cip­al of a board­ing-school.

			“A board­ing-school, ha-ha-ha! A castle in the air,” cried Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna, her laugh end­ing in a cough. “No, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, that dream is over! All have for­saken us! … And that gen­er­al. … You know, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, I threw an ink­pot at him—it happened to be stand­ing in the wait­ing-room by the pa­per where you sign your name. I wrote my name, threw it at him and ran away. Oh, the scoun­drels, the scoun­drels! But enough of them, now I’ll provide for the chil­dren my­self, I won’t bow down to any­body! She has had to bear enough for us!” she poin­ted to So­nia. “Polen­ka, how much have you got? Show me! What, only two farthings! Oh, the mean wretches! They give us noth­ing, only run after us, put­ting their tongues out. There, what is that block­head laugh­ing at?” (She poin­ted to a man in the crowd.) “It’s all be­cause Kolya here is so stu­pid; I have such a both­er with him. What do you want, Polen­ka? Tell me in French, par­lez-moi français. Why, I’ve taught you, you know some phrases. Else how are you to show that you are of good fam­ily, well brought-up chil­dren, and not at all like oth­er or­gan-grinders? We aren’t go­ing to have a Punch and Judy show in the street, but to sing a gen­teel song. … Ah, yes, … What are we to sing? You keep put­ting me out, but we … you see, we are stand­ing here, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, to find some­thing to sing and get money, some­thing Kolya can dance to. … For, as you can fancy, our per­form­ance is all im­promptu. … We must talk it over and re­hearse it all thor­oughly, and then we shall go to Nevsky, where there are far more people of good so­ci­ety, and we shall be no­ticed at once. Lida knows ‘My Vil­lage’ only, noth­ing but ‘My Vil­lage,’ and every­one sings that. We must sing some­thing far more gen­teel. … Well, have you thought of any­thing, Polen­ka? If only you’d help your moth­er! My memory’s quite gone, or I should have thought of some­thing. We really can’t sing ‘An Hus­sar.’ Ah, let us sing in French, ‘Cinq sous,’ I have taught it you, I have taught it you. And as it is in French, people will see at once that you are chil­dren of good fam­ily, and that will be much more touch­ing. … You might sing ‘Marl­bor­ough s’en va-t-en guerre,’ for that’s quite a child’s song and is sung as a lul­laby in all the ar­is­to­crat­ic houses.

			
				
					“Marl­bor­ough s’en va-t-en guerre
					

					Ne sait quand re­viendra …”
				

			

			she began singing. “But no, bet­ter sing ‘Cinq sous.’ Now, Kolya, your hands on your hips, make haste, and you, Lida, keep turn­ing the oth­er way, and Polen­ka and I will sing and clap our hands!

			
				
					“Cinq sous, cinq sous
					

					Pour monter notre mén­age.”
				

			

			(Cough-cough-cough!) “Set your dress straight, Polen­ka, it’s slipped down on your shoulders,” she ob­served, pant­ing from cough­ing. “Now it’s par­tic­u­larly ne­ces­sary to be­have nicely and gen­teelly, that all may see that you are well­born chil­dren. I said at the time that the bod­ice should be cut longer, and made of two widths. It was your fault, So­nia, with your ad­vice to make it short­er, and now you see the child is quite de­formed by it. … Why, you’re all cry­ing again! What’s the mat­ter, stu­pids? Come, Kolya, be­gin. Make haste, make haste! Oh, what an un­bear­able child!

			
				
					“Cinq sous, cinq sous.
				

			

			“A po­lice­man again! What do you want?”

			A po­lice­man was in­deed for­cing his way through the crowd. But at that mo­ment a gen­tle­man in ci­vil­ian uni­form and an over­coat—a sol­id-look­ing of­fi­cial of about fifty with a dec­or­a­tion on his neck (which de­lighted Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna and had its ef­fect on the po­lice­man)—ap­proached and without a word handed her a green three-rouble note. His face wore a look of genu­ine sym­pathy. Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna took it and gave him a po­lite, even ce­re­mo­ni­ous, bow.

			“I thank you, hon­oured sir,” she began loftily. “The causes that have in­duced us (take the money, Polen­ka: you see there are gen­er­ous and hon­our­able people who are ready to help a poor gen­tle­wo­man in dis­tress). You see, hon­oured sir, these orphans of good fam­ily—I might even say of ar­is­to­crat­ic con­nec­tions—and that wretch of a gen­er­al sat eat­ing grouse … and stamped at my dis­turb­ing him. ‘Your ex­cel­lency,’ I said, ‘pro­tect the orphans, for you knew my late hus­band, Semy­on Za­har­ovitch, and on the very day of his death the basest of scoun­drels slandered his only daugh­ter.’ … That po­lice­man again! Pro­tect me,” she cried to the of­fi­cial. “Why is that po­lice­man edging up to me? We have only just run away from one of them. What do you want, fool?”

			“It’s for­bid­den in the streets. You mustn’t make a dis­turb­ance.”

			“It’s you’re mak­ing a dis­turb­ance. It’s just the same as if I were grind­ing an or­gan. What busi­ness is it of yours?”

			“You have to get a li­cence for an or­gan, and you haven’t got one, and in that way you col­lect a crowd. Where do you lodge?”

			“What, a li­cense?” wailed Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna. “I bur­ied my hus­band today. What need of a li­cense?”

			“Calm your­self, madam, calm your­self,” began the of­fi­cial. “Come along; I will es­cort you. … This is no place for you in the crowd. You are ill.”

			“Hon­oured sir, hon­oured sir, you don’t know,” screamed Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna. “We are go­ing to the Nevsky. … So­nia, So­nia! Where is she? She is cry­ing too! What’s the mat­ter with you all? Kolya, Lida, where are you go­ing?” she cried sud­denly in alarm. “Oh, silly chil­dren! Kolya, Lida, where are they off to? …”

			Kolya and Lida, scared out of their wits by the crowd, and their moth­er’s mad pranks, sud­denly seized each oth­er by the hand, and ran off at the sight of the po­lice­man who wanted to take them away some­where. Weep­ing and wail­ing, poor Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna ran after them. She was a piteous and un­seemly spec­tacle, as she ran, weep­ing and pant­ing for breath. So­nia and Polen­ka rushed after them.

			“Bring them back, bring them back, So­nia! Oh stu­pid, un­grate­ful chil­dren! … Polen­ka! catch them. … It’s for your sakes I …”

			She stumbled as she ran and fell down.

			“She’s cut her­self, she’s bleed­ing! Oh, dear!” cried So­nia, bend­ing over her.

			All ran up and crowded around. Raskolnikov and Le­bezi­at­nikov were the first at her side, the of­fi­cial too hastened up, and be­hind him the po­lice­man who muttered, “Both­er!” with a ges­ture of im­pa­tience, feel­ing that the job was go­ing to be a trouble­some one.

			“Pass on! Pass on!” he said to the crowd that pressed for­ward.

			“She’s dy­ing,” someone shouted.

			“She’s gone out of her mind,” said an­oth­er.

			“Lord have mercy upon us,” said a wo­man, cross­ing her­self. “Have they caught the little girl and the boy? They’re be­ing brought back, the eld­er one’s got them. … Ah, the naughty imps!”

			When they ex­amined Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna care­fully, they saw that she had not cut her­self against a stone, as So­nia thought, but that the blood that stained the pave­ment red was from her chest.

			“I’ve seen that be­fore,” muttered the of­fi­cial to Raskolnikov and Le­bezi­at­nikov; “that’s con­sump­tion; the blood flows and chokes the pa­tient. I saw the same thing with a re­l­at­ive of my own not long ago … nearly a pint of blood, all in a minute. … What’s to be done though? She is dy­ing.”

			“This way, this way, to my room!” So­nia im­plored. “I live here! … See, that house, the second from here. … Come to me, make haste,” she turned from one to the oth­er. “Send for the doc­tor! Oh, dear!”

			Thanks to the of­fi­cial’s ef­forts, this plan was ad­op­ted, the po­lice­man even help­ing to carry Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna. She was car­ried to So­nia’s room, al­most un­con­scious, and laid on the bed. The blood was still flow­ing, but she seemed to be com­ing to her­self. Raskolnikov, Le­bezi­at­nikov, and the of­fi­cial ac­com­pan­ied So­nia in­to the room and were fol­lowed by the po­lice­man, who first drove back the crowd which fol­lowed to the very door. Polen­ka came in hold­ing Kolya and Lida, who were trem­bling and weep­ing. Sev­er­al per­sons came in too from the Ka­per­naumovs’ room; the land­lord, a lame one-eyed man of strange ap­pear­ance with whiskers and hair that stood up like a brush, his wife, a wo­man with an ever­last­ingly scared ex­pres­sion, and sev­er­al open-mouthed chil­dren with won­der-struck faces. Among these, Svid­rig­aïlov sud­denly made his ap­pear­ance. Raskolnikov looked at him with sur­prise, not un­der­stand­ing where he had come from and not hav­ing no­ticed him in the crowd. A doc­tor and priest wore spoken of. The of­fi­cial whispered to Raskolnikov that he thought it was too late now for the doc­tor, but he ordered him to be sent for. Ka­per­naumov ran him­self.

			Mean­while Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna had re­gained her breath. The bleed­ing ceased for a time. She looked with sick but in­tent and pen­et­rat­ing eyes at So­nia, who stood pale and trem­bling, wip­ing the sweat from her brow with a handker­chief. At last she asked to be raised. They sat her up on the bed, sup­port­ing her on both sides.

			“Where are the chil­dren?” she said in a faint voice. “You’ve brought them, Polen­ka? Oh the sil­lies! Why did you run away. … Och!”

			Once more her parched lips were covered with blood. She moved her eyes, look­ing about her.

			“So that’s how you live, So­nia! Nev­er once have I been in your room.”

			She looked at her with a face of suf­fer­ing.

			“We have been your ru­in, So­nia. Polen­ka, Lida, Kolya, come here! Well, here they are, So­nia, take them all! I hand them over to you, I’ve had enough! The ball is over.” (Cough!) “Lay me down, let me die in peace.”

			They laid her back on the pil­low.

			“What, the priest? I don’t want him. You haven’t got a rouble to spare. I have no sins. God must for­give me without that. He knows how I have suffered. … And if He won’t for­give me, I don’t care!”

			She sank more and more in­to un­easy de­li­ri­um. At times she shuddered, turned her eyes from side to side, re­cog­nised every­one for a minute, but at once sank in­to de­li­ri­um again. Her breath­ing was hoarse and dif­fi­cult, there was a sort of rattle in her throat.

			“I said to him, your ex­cel­lency,” she ejac­u­lated, gasp­ing after each word. “That Amalia Lud­wigovna, ah! Lida, Kolya, hands on your hips, make haste! Glissez, glissez! pas de basque! Tap with your heels, be a grace­ful child!

			
				
					“Du hast Diamanten und Per­len
				

			

			“What next? That’s the thing to sing.

			
				
					“Du hast die schön­sten Au­gen,
					

					
						Mäd­chen, was willst du mehr?
					
				

			

			“What an idea! Was willst du mehr? What things the fool in­vents! Ah, yes!

			
				
					“In the heat of mid­day in the vale of Dagest­an.
				

			

			“Ah, how I loved it! I loved that song to dis­trac­tion, Polen­ka! Your fath­er, you know, used to sing it when we were en­gaged. … Oh those days! Oh that’s the thing for us to sing! How does it go? I’ve for­got­ten. Re­mind me! How was it?”

			She was vi­ol­ently ex­cited and tried to sit up. At last, in a hor­ribly hoarse, broken voice, she began, shriek­ing and gasp­ing at every word, with a look of grow­ing ter­ror.

			
				
					“In the heat of mid­day! … in the vale! … of Dagest­an! …
					

					With lead in my breast! …”
				

			

			“Your ex­cel­lency!” she wailed sud­denly with a heartrend­ing scream and a flood of tears, “pro­tect the orphans! You have been their fath­er’s guest … one may say ar­is­to­crat­ic. …” She star­ted, re­gain­ing con­scious­ness, and gazed at all with a sort of ter­ror, but at once re­cog­nised So­nia.

			“So­nia, So­nia!” she ar­tic­u­lated softly and caress­ingly, as though sur­prised to find her there. “So­nia darling, are you here, too?”

			They lif­ted her up again.

			“Enough! It’s over! Farewell, poor thing! I am done for! I am broken!” she cried with vin­dict­ive des­pair, and her head fell heav­ily back on the pil­low.

			She sank in­to un­con­scious­ness again, but this time it did not last long. Her pale, yel­low, wasted face dropped back, her mouth fell open, her leg moved con­vuls­ively, she gave a deep, deep sigh and died.

			So­nia fell upon her, flung her arms about her, and re­mained mo­tion­less with her head pressed to the dead wo­man’s wasted bos­om. Polen­ka threw her­self at her moth­er’s feet, kiss­ing them and weep­ing vi­ol­ently. Though Kolya and Lida did not un­der­stand what had happened, they had a feel­ing that it was some­thing ter­rible; they put their hands on each oth­er’s little shoulders, stared straight at one an­oth­er and both at once opened their mouths and began scream­ing. They were both still in their fancy dress; one in a turban, the oth­er in the cap with the os­trich feath­er.

			And how did “the cer­ti­fic­ate of mer­it” come to be on the bed be­side Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna? It lay there by the pil­low; Raskolnikov saw it.

			He walked away to the win­dow. Le­bezi­at­nikov skipped up to him.

			“She is dead,” he said.

			“Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, I must have two words with you,” said Svid­rig­aïlov, com­ing up to them.

			Le­bezi­at­nikov at once made room for him and del­ic­ately with­drew. Svid­rig­aïlov drew Raskolnikov fur­ther away.

			“I will un­der­take all the ar­range­ments, the fu­ner­al and that. You know it’s a ques­tion of money and, as I told you, I have plenty to spare. I will put those two little ones and Polen­ka in­to some good orphan asylum, and I will settle fif­teen hun­dred roubles to be paid to each on com­ing of age, so that Sofya Semy­onovna need have no anxi­ety about them. And I will pull her out of the mud too, for she is a good girl, isn’t she? So tell Avdotya Ro­man­ovna that that is how I am spend­ing her ten thou­sand.”

			“What is your motive for such be­ne­vol­ence?” asked Raskolnikov.

			“Ah! you scep­tic­al per­son!” laughed Svid­rig­aïlov. “I told you I had no need of that money. Won’t you ad­mit that it’s simply done from hu­man­ity? She wasn’t ‘a louse,’ you know” (he poin­ted to the corner where the dead wo­man lay), “was she, like some old pawn­broker wo­man? Come, you’ll agree, is Luzh­in to go on liv­ing, and do­ing wicked things or is she to die? And if I didn’t help them, Polen­ka would go the same way.”

			He said this with an air of a sort of gay wink­ing sly­ness, keep­ing his eyes fixed on Raskolnikov, who turned white and cold, hear­ing his own phrases, spoken to So­nia. He quickly stepped back and looked wildly at Svid­rig­aïlov.

			“How do you know?” he whispered, hardly able to breathe.

			“Why, I lodge here at Ma­dame Ress­lich’s, the oth­er side of the wall. Here is Ka­per­naumov, and there lives Ma­dame Ress­lich, an old and de­voted friend of mine. I am a neigh­bour.”

			“You?”

			“Yes,” con­tin­ued Svid­rig­aïlov, shak­ing with laughter. “I as­sure you on my hon­our, dear Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, that you have in­ter­ested me enorm­ously. I told you we should be­come friends, I fore­told it. Well, here we have. And you will see what an ac­com­mod­at­ing per­son I am. You’ll see that you can get on with me!”
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			I

			A strange peri­od began for Raskolnikov: it was as though a fog had fallen upon him and wrapped him in a dreary solitude from which there was no es­cape. Re­call­ing that peri­od long after, he be­lieved that his mind had been clouded at times, and that it had con­tin­ued so, with in­ter­vals, till the fi­nal cata­strophe. He was con­vinced that he had been mis­taken about many things at that time, for in­stance as to the date of cer­tain events. Any­way, when he tried later on to piece his re­col­lec­tions to­geth­er, he learnt a great deal about him­self from what oth­er people told him. He had mixed up in­cid­ents and had ex­plained events as due to cir­cum­stances which ex­is­ted only in his ima­gin­a­tion. At times he was a prey to ag­on­ies of mor­bid un­eas­i­ness, amount­ing some­times to pan­ic. But he re­membered, too, mo­ments, hours, per­haps whole days, of com­plete apathy, which came upon him as a re­ac­tion from his pre­vi­ous ter­ror and might be com­pared with the ab­nor­mal in­sens­ib­il­ity, some­times seen in the dy­ing. He seemed to be try­ing in that lat­ter stage to es­cape from a full and clear un­der­stand­ing of his po­s­i­tion. Cer­tain es­sen­tial facts which re­quired im­me­di­ate con­sid­er­a­tion were par­tic­u­larly irk­some to him. How glad he would have been to be free from some cares, the neg­lect of which would have threatened him with com­plete, in­ev­it­able ru­in.

			He was par­tic­u­larly wor­ried about Svid­rig­aïlov, he might be said to be per­man­ently think­ing of Svid­rig­aïlov. From the time of Svid­rig­aïlov’s too men­acing and un­mis­tak­able words in So­nia’s room at the mo­ment of Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s death, the nor­mal work­ing of his mind seemed to break down. But al­though this new fact caused him ex­treme un­eas­i­ness, Raskolnikov was in no hurry for an ex­plan­a­tion of it. At times, find­ing him­self in a sol­it­ary and re­mote part of the town, in some wretched eat­ing-house, sit­ting alone lost in thought, hardly know­ing how he had come there, he sud­denly thought of Svid­rig­aïlov. He re­cog­nised sud­denly, clearly, and with dis­may that he ought at once to come to an un­der­stand­ing with that man and to make what terms he could. Walk­ing out­side the city gates one day, he pos­it­ively fan­cied that they had fixed a meet­ing there, that he was wait­ing for Svid­rig­aïlov. An­oth­er time he woke up be­fore day­break ly­ing on the ground un­der some bushes and could not at first un­der­stand how he had come there.

			But dur­ing the two or three days after Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s death, he had two or three times met Svid­rig­aïlov at So­nia’s lodging, where he had gone aim­lessly for a mo­ment. They ex­changed a few words and made no ref­er­ence to the vi­tal sub­ject, as though they were ta­citly agreed not to speak of it for a time.

			Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s body was still ly­ing in the coffin, Svid­rig­aïlov was busy mak­ing ar­range­ments for the fu­ner­al. So­nia too was very busy. At their last meet­ing Svid­rig­aïlov in­formed Raskolnikov that he had made an ar­range­ment, and a very sat­is­fact­ory one, for Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s chil­dren; that he had, through cer­tain con­nec­tions, suc­ceeded in get­ting hold of cer­tain per­son­ages by whose help the three orphans could be at once placed in very suit­able in­sti­tu­tions; that the money he had settled on them had been of great as­sist­ance, as it is much easi­er to place orphans with some prop­erty than des­ti­tute ones. He said some­thing too about So­nia and prom­ised to come him­self in a day or two to see Raskolnikov, men­tion­ing that “he would like to con­sult with him, that there were things they must talk over. …”

			This con­ver­sa­tion took place in the pas­sage on the stairs. Svid­rig­aïlov looked in­tently at Raskolnikov and sud­denly, after a brief pause, drop­ping his voice, asked: “But how is it, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch; you don’t seem your­self? You look and you listen, but you don’t seem to un­der­stand. Cheer up! We’ll talk things over; I am only sorry, I’ve so much to do of my own busi­ness and oth­er people’s. Ah, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch,” he ad­ded sud­denly, “what all men need is fresh air, fresh air … more than any­thing!”

			He moved to one side to make way for the priest and serv­er, who were com­ing up the stairs. They had come for the re­quiem ser­vice. By Svid­rig­aïlov’s or­ders it was sung twice a day punc­tu­ally. Svid­rig­aïlov went his way. Raskolnikov stood still a mo­ment, thought, and fol­lowed the priest in­to So­nia’s room. He stood at the door. They began quietly, slowly and mourn­fully singing the ser­vice. From his child­hood the thought of death and the pres­ence of death had some­thing op­press­ive and mys­ter­i­ously aw­ful; and it was long since he had heard the re­quiem ser­vice. And there was some­thing else here as well, too aw­ful and dis­turb­ing. He looked at the chil­dren: they were all kneel­ing by the coffin; Polen­ka was weep­ing. Be­hind them So­nia prayed, softly and, as it were, tim­idly weep­ing.

			“These last two days she hasn’t said a word to me, she hasn’t glanced at me,” Raskolnikov thought sud­denly. The sun­light was bright in the room; the in­cense rose in clouds; the priest read, “Give rest, oh Lord. …” Raskolnikov stayed all through the ser­vice. As he blessed them and took his leave, the priest looked round strangely. After the ser­vice, Raskolnikov went up to So­nia. She took both his hands and let her head sink on his shoulder. This slight friendly ges­ture be­wildered Raskolnikov. It seemed strange to him that there was no trace of re­pug­nance, no trace of dis­gust, no tremor in her hand. It was the fur­thest lim­it of self-ab­neg­a­tion, at least so he in­ter­preted it.

			So­nia said noth­ing. Raskolnikov pressed her hand and went out. He felt very miser­able. If it had been pos­sible to es­cape to some solitude, he would have thought him­self lucky, even if he had to spend his whole life there. But al­though he had al­most al­ways been by him­self of late, he had nev­er been able to feel alone. Some­times he walked out of the town on to the high road, once he had even reached a little wood, but the lone­li­er the place was, the more he seemed to be aware of an un­easy pres­ence near him. It did not fright­en him, but greatly an­noyed him, so that he made haste to re­turn to the town, to mingle with the crowd, to enter res­taur­ants and tav­erns, to walk in busy thor­ough­fares. There he felt easi­er and even more sol­it­ary. One day at dusk he sat for an hour listen­ing to songs in a tav­ern and he re­membered that he pos­it­ively en­joyed it. But at last he had sud­denly felt the same un­eas­i­ness again, as though his con­science smote him. “Here I sit listen­ing to singing, is that what I ought to be do­ing?” he thought. Yet he felt at once that that was not the only cause of his un­eas­i­ness; there was some­thing re­quir­ing im­me­di­ate de­cision, but it was some­thing he could not clearly un­der­stand or put in­to words. It was a hope­less tangle. “No, bet­ter the struggle again! Bet­ter Por­firy again … or Svid­rig­aïlov. … Bet­ter some chal­lenge again … some at­tack. Yes, yes!” he thought. He went out of the tav­ern and rushed away al­most at a run. The thought of Dounia and his moth­er sud­denly re­duced him al­most to a pan­ic. That night he woke up be­fore morn­ing among some bushes in Krestovsky Is­land, trem­bling all over with fever; he walked home, and it was early morn­ing when he ar­rived. After some hours’ sleep the fever left him, but he woke up late, two o’clock in the af­ter­noon.

			He re­membered that Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s fu­ner­al had been fixed for that day, and was glad that he was not present at it. Nastasya brought him some food; he ate and drank with ap­pet­ite, al­most with greed­i­ness. His head was fresh­er and he was calmer than he had been for the last three days. He even felt a passing won­der at his pre­vi­ous at­tacks of pan­ic.

			The door opened and Ra­zu­mi­h­in came in.

			“Ah, he’s eat­ing, then he’s not ill,” said Ra­zu­mi­h­in. He took a chair and sat down at the table op­pos­ite Raskolnikov.

			He was troubled and did not at­tempt to con­ceal it. He spoke with evid­ent an­noy­ance, but without hurry or rais­ing his voice. He looked as though he had some spe­cial fixed de­term­in­a­tion.

			“Listen,” he began res­ol­utely. “As far as I am con­cerned, you may all go to hell, but from what I see, it’s clear to me that I can’t make head or tail of it; please don’t think I’ve come to ask you ques­tions. I don’t want to know, hang it! If you be­gin telling me your secrets, I dare say I shouldn’t stay to listen, I should go away curs­ing. I have only come to find out once for all wheth­er it’s a fact that you are mad? There is a con­vic­tion in the air that you are mad or very nearly so. I ad­mit I’ve been dis­posed to that opin­ion my­self, judging from your stu­pid, re­puls­ive and quite in­ex­plic­able ac­tions, and from your re­cent be­ha­vi­or to your moth­er and sis­ter. Only a mon­ster or a mad­man could treat them as you have; so you must be mad.”

			“When did you see them last?”

			“Just now. Haven’t you seen them since then? What have you been do­ing with your­self? Tell me, please. I’ve been to you three times already. Your moth­er has been ser­i­ously ill since yes­ter­day. She had made up her mind to come to you; Avdotya Ro­man­ovna tried to pre­vent her; she wouldn’t hear a word. ‘If he is ill, if his mind is giv­ing way, who can look after him like his moth­er?’ she said. We all came here to­geth­er, we couldn’t let her come alone all the way. We kept beg­ging her to be calm. We came in, you wer­en’t here; she sat down, and stayed ten minutes, while we stood wait­ing in si­lence. She got up and said: ‘If he’s gone out, that is, if he is well, and has for­got­ten his moth­er, it’s hu­mi­li­at­ing and un­seemly for his moth­er to stand at his door beg­ging for kind­ness.’ She re­turned home and took to her bed; now she is in a fever. ‘I see,’ she said, ‘that he has time for his girl.’ She means by your girl Sofya Semy­onovna, your be­trothed or your mis­tress, I don’t know. I went at once to Sofya Semy­onovna’s, for I wanted to know what was go­ing on. I looked round, I saw the coffin, the chil­dren cry­ing, and Sofya Semy­onovna try­ing them on mourn­ing dresses. No sign of you. I apo­lo­gised, came away, and re­por­ted to Avdotya Ro­man­ovna. So that’s all non­sense and you haven’t got a girl; the most likely thing is that you are mad. But here you sit, guzz­ling boiled beef as though you’d not had a bite for three days. Though as far as that goes, mad­men eat too, but though you have not said a word to me yet … you are not mad! That I’d swear! Above all, you are not mad! So you may go to hell, all of you, for there’s some mys­tery, some secret about it, and I don’t in­tend to worry my brains over your secrets. So I’ve simply come to swear at you,” he fin­ished, get­ting up, “to re­lieve my mind. And I know what to do now.”

			“What do you mean to do now?”

			“What busi­ness is it of yours what I mean to do?”

			“You are go­ing in for a drink­ing bout.”

			“How … how did you know?”

			“Why, it’s pretty plain.”

			Ra­zu­mi­h­in paused for a minute.

			“You al­ways have been a very ra­tion­al per­son and you’ve nev­er been mad, nev­er,” he ob­served sud­denly with warmth. “You’re right: I shall drink. Good­bye!”

			And he moved to go out.

			“I was talk­ing with my sis­ter—the day be­fore yes­ter­day, I think it was—about you, Ra­zu­mi­h­in.”

			“About me! But … where can you have seen her the day be­fore yes­ter­day?” Ra­zu­mi­h­in stopped short and even turned a little pale.

			One could see that his heart was throb­bing slowly and vi­ol­ently.

			“She came here by her­self, sat there and talked to me.”

			“She did!”

			“Yes.”

			“What did you say to her … I mean, about me?”

			“I told her you were a very good, hon­est, and in­dus­tri­ous man. I didn’t tell her you love her, be­cause she knows that her­self.”

			“She knows that her­self?”

			“Well, it’s pretty plain. Wherever I might go, whatever happened to me, you would re­main to look after them. I, so to speak, give them in­to your keep­ing, Ra­zu­mi­h­in. I say this be­cause I know quite well how you love her, and am con­vinced of the pur­ity of your heart. I know that she too may love you and per­haps does love you already. Now de­cide for your­self, as you know best, wheth­er you need go in for a drink­ing bout or not.”

			“Rodya! You see … well. … Ach, damn it! But where do you mean to go? Of course, if it’s all a secret, nev­er mind. … But I … I shall find out the secret … and I am sure that it must be some ri­dicu­lous non­sense and that you’ve made it all up. Any­way you are a cap­it­al fel­low, a cap­it­al fel­low! …”

			“That was just what I wanted to add, only you in­ter­rup­ted, that that was a very good de­cision of yours not to find out these secrets. Leave it to time, don’t worry about it. You’ll know it all in time when it must be. Yes­ter­day a man said to me that what a man needs is fresh air, fresh air, fresh air. I mean to go to him dir­ectly to find out what he meant by that.”

			Ra­zu­mi­h­in stood lost in thought and ex­cite­ment, mak­ing a si­lent con­clu­sion.

			“He’s a polit­ic­al con­spir­at­or! He must be. And he’s on the eve of some des­per­ate step, that’s cer­tain. It can only be that! And … and Dounia knows,” he thought sud­denly.

			“So Avdotya Ro­man­ovna comes to see you,” he said, weigh­ing each syl­lable, “and you’re go­ing to see a man who says we need more air, and so of course that let­ter … that too must have some­thing to do with it,” he con­cluded to him­self.

			“What let­ter?”

			“She got a let­ter today. It up­set her very much—very much in­deed. Too much so. I began speak­ing of you, she begged me not to. Then … then she said that per­haps we should very soon have to part … then she began warmly thank­ing me for some­thing; then she went to her room and locked her­self in.”

			“She got a let­ter?” Raskolnikov asked thought­fully.

			“Yes, and you didn’t know? hm …”

			They were both si­lent.

			“Good­bye, Ro­di­on. There was a time, broth­er, when I. … Nev­er mind, good­bye. You see, there was a time. … Well, good­bye! I must be off too. I am not go­ing to drink. There’s no need now. … That’s all stuff!”

			He hur­ried out; but when he had al­most closed the door be­hind him, he sud­denly opened it again, and said, look­ing away:

			“Oh, by the way, do you re­mem­ber that murder, you know Por­firy’s, that old wo­man? Do you know the mur­der­er has been found, he has con­fessed and giv­en the proofs. It’s one of those very work­men, the paint­er, only fancy! Do you re­mem­ber I de­fen­ded them here? Would you be­lieve it, all that scene of fight­ing and laugh­ing with his com­pan­ions on the stairs while the port­er and the two wit­nesses were go­ing up, he got up on pur­pose to dis­arm sus­pi­cion. The cun­ning, the pres­ence of mind of the young dog! One can hardly cred­it it; but it’s his own ex­plan­a­tion, he has con­fessed it all. And what a fool I was about it! Well, he’s simply a geni­us of hy­po­crisy and re­source­ful­ness in dis­arm­ing the sus­pi­cions of the law­yers—so there’s noth­ing much to won­der at, I sup­pose! Of course people like that are al­ways pos­sible. And the fact that he couldn’t keep up the char­ac­ter, but con­fessed, makes him easi­er to be­lieve in. But what a fool I was! I was frantic on their side!”

			“Tell me, please, from whom did you hear that, and why does it in­terest you so?” Raskolnikov asked with un­mis­tak­able agit­a­tion.

			“What next? You ask me why it in­terests me! … Well, I heard it from Por­firy, among oth­ers … It was from him I heard al­most all about it.”

			“From Por­firy?”

			“From Por­firy.”

			“What … what did he say?” Raskolnikov asked in dis­may.

			“He gave me a cap­it­al ex­plan­a­tion of it. Psy­cho­lo­gic­ally, after his fash­ion.”

			“He ex­plained it? Ex­plained it him­self?”

			“Yes, yes; good­bye. I’ll tell you all about it an­oth­er time, but now I’m busy. There was a time when I fan­cied … But no mat­ter, an­oth­er time! … What need is there for me to drink now? You have made me drunk without wine. I am drunk, Rodya! Good­bye, I’m go­ing. I’ll come again very soon.”

			He went out.

			“He’s a polit­ic­al con­spir­at­or, there’s not a doubt about it,” Ra­zu­mi­h­in de­cided, as he slowly des­cen­ded the stairs. “And he’s drawn his sis­ter in; that’s quite, quite in keep­ing with Avdotya Ro­man­ovna’s char­ac­ter. There are in­ter­views between them! … She hin­ted at it too … So many of her words … and hints … bear that mean­ing! And how else can all this tangle be ex­plained? Hm! And I was al­most think­ing … Good heav­ens, what I thought! Yes, I took leave of my senses and I wronged him! It was his do­ing, un­der the lamp in the cor­ridor that day. Pfoo! What a crude, nasty, vile idea on my part! Nikolay is a brick, for con­fess­ing. … And how clear it all is now! His ill­ness then, all his strange ac­tions … be­fore this, in the uni­ver­sity, how mor­ose he used to be, how gloomy. … But what’s the mean­ing now of that let­ter? There’s some­thing in that, too, per­haps. Whom was it from? I sus­pect … ! No, I must find out!”

			He thought of Dounia, real­ising all he had heard and his heart throbbed, and he sud­denly broke in­to a run.

			As soon as Ra­zu­mi­h­in went out, Raskolnikov got up, turned to the win­dow, walked in­to one corner and then in­to an­oth­er, as though for­get­ting the small­ness of his room, and sat down again on the sofa. He felt, so to speak, re­newed; again the struggle, so a means of es­cape had come.

			“Yes, a means of es­cape had come! It had been too stifling, too cramp­ing, the bur­den had been too ag­on­ising. A leth­argy had come upon him at times. From the mo­ment of the scene with Nikolay at Por­firy’s he had been suf­foc­at­ing, penned in without hope of es­cape. After Nikolay’s con­fes­sion, on that very day had come the scene with So­nia; his be­ha­viour and his last words had been ut­terly un­like any­thing he could have ima­gined be­fore­hand; he had grown feebler, in­stantly and fun­da­ment­ally! And he had agreed at the time with So­nia, he had agreed in his heart he could not go on liv­ing alone with such a thing on his mind!

			“And Svid­rig­aïlov was a riddle … He wor­ried him, that was true, but some­how not on the same point. He might still have a struggle to come with Svid­rig­aïlov. Svid­rig­aïlov, too, might be a means of es­cape; but Por­firy was a dif­fer­ent mat­ter.

			“And so Por­firy him­self had ex­plained it to Ra­zu­mi­h­in, had ex­plained it psy­cho­lo­gic­ally. He had be­gun bring­ing in his damned psy­cho­logy again! Por­firy? But to think that Por­firy should for one mo­ment be­lieve that Nikolay was guilty, after what had passed between them be­fore Nikolay’s ap­pear­ance, after that tête-à-tête in­ter­view, which could have only one ex­plan­a­tion? (Dur­ing those days Raskolnikov had of­ten re­called pas­sages in that scene with Por­firy; he could not bear to let his mind rest on it.) Such words, such ges­tures had passed between them, they had ex­changed such glances, things had been said in such a tone and had reached such a pass, that Nikolay, whom Por­firy had seen through at the first word, at the first ges­ture, could not have shaken his con­vic­tion.

			“And to think that even Ra­zu­mi­h­in had be­gun to sus­pect! The scene in the cor­ridor un­der the lamp had pro­duced its ef­fect then. He had rushed to Por­firy. … But what had in­duced the lat­ter to re­ceive him like that? What had been his ob­ject in put­ting Ra­zu­mi­h­in off with Nikolay? He must have some plan; there was some design, but what was it? It was true that a long time had passed since that morn­ing—too long a time—and no sight nor sound of Por­firy. Well, that was a bad sign. …”

			Raskolnikov took his cap and went out of the room, still pon­der­ing. It was the first time for a long while that he had felt clear in his mind, at least. “I must settle Svid­rig­aïlov,” he thought, “and as soon as pos­sible; he, too, seems to be wait­ing for me to come to him of my own ac­cord.” And at that mo­ment there was such a rush of hate in his weary heart that he might have killed either of those two—Por­firy or Svid­rig­aïlov. At least he felt that he would be cap­able of do­ing it later, if not now.

			“We shall see, we shall see,” he re­peated to him­self.

			But no soon­er had he opened the door than he stumbled upon Por­firy him­self in the pas­sage. He was com­ing in to see him. Raskolnikov was dumb­foun­ded for a minute, but only for one minute. Strange to say, he was not very much as­ton­ished at see­ing Por­firy and scarcely afraid of him. He was simply startled, but was quickly, in­stantly, on his guard. “Per­haps this will mean the end? But how could Por­firy have ap­proached so quietly, like a cat, so that he had heard noth­ing? Could he have been listen­ing at the door?”

			“You didn’t ex­pect a vis­it­or, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch,” Por­firy ex­plained, laugh­ing. “I’ve been mean­ing to look in a long time; I was passing by and thought why not go in for five minutes. Are you go­ing out? I won’t keep you long. Just let me have one ci­gar­ette.”

			“Sit down, Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, sit down.” Raskolnikov gave his vis­it­or a seat with so pleased and friendly an ex­pres­sion that he would have mar­velled at him­self, if he could have seen it.

			The last mo­ment had come, the last drops had to be drained! So a man will some­times go through half an hour of mor­tal ter­ror with a brig­and, yet when the knife is at his throat at last, he feels no fear.

			Raskolnikov seated him­self dir­ectly fa­cing Por­firy, and looked at him without flinch­ing. Por­firy screwed up his eyes and began light­ing a ci­gar­ette.

			“Speak, speak,” seemed as though it would burst from Raskolnikov’s heart. “Come, why don’t you speak?”

		
	
		
			II

			“Ah these ci­gar­ettes!” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch ejac­u­lated at last, hav­ing lighted one. “They are per­ni­cious, pos­it­ively per­ni­cious, and yet I can’t give them up! I cough, I be­gin to have tick­ling in my throat and a dif­fi­culty in breath­ing. You know I am a cow­ard, I went lately to Dr. B——n; he al­ways gives at least half an hour to each pa­tient. He pos­it­ively laughed look­ing at me; he soun­ded me: ‘To­bacco’s bad for you,’ he said, ‘your lungs are af­fected.’ But how am I to give it up? What is there to take its place? I don’t drink, that’s the mis­chief, he-he-he, that I don’t. Everything is re­l­at­ive, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, everything is re­l­at­ive!”

			“Why, he’s play­ing his pro­fes­sion­al tricks again,” Raskolnikov thought with dis­gust. All the cir­cum­stances of their last in­ter­view sud­denly came back to him, and he felt a rush of the feel­ing that had come upon him then.

			“I came to see you the day be­fore yes­ter­day, in the even­ing; you didn’t know?” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch went on, look­ing round the room. “I came in­to this very room. I was passing by, just as I did today, and I thought I’d re­turn your call. I walked in as your door was wide open, I looked round, waited and went out without leav­ing my name with your ser­vant. Don’t you lock your door?”

			Raskolnikov’s face grew more and more gloomy. Por­firy seemed to guess his state of mind.

			“I’ve come to have it out with you, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, my dear fel­low! I owe you an ex­plan­a­tion and must give it to you,” he con­tin­ued with a slight smile, just pat­ting Raskolnikov’s knee.

			But al­most at the same in­stant a ser­i­ous and care­worn look came in­to his face; to his sur­prise Raskolnikov saw a touch of sad­ness in it. He had nev­er seen and nev­er sus­pec­ted such an ex­pres­sion in his face.

			“A strange scene passed between us last time we met, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. Our first in­ter­view, too, was a strange one; but then … and one thing after an­oth­er! This is the point: I have per­haps ac­ted un­fairly to you; I feel it. Do you re­mem­ber how we par­ted? Your nerves were un­hinged and your knees were shak­ing and so were mine. And, you know, our be­ha­viour was un­seemly, even un­gen­tle­manly. And yet we are gen­tle­men, above all, in any case, gen­tle­men; that must be un­der­stood. Do you re­mem­ber what we came to? … and it was quite in­dec­or­ous.”

			“What is he up to, what does he take me for?” Raskolnikov asked him­self in amazement, rais­ing his head and look­ing with open eyes on Por­firy.

			“I’ve de­cided open­ness is bet­ter between us,” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch went on, turn­ing his head away and drop­ping his eyes, as though un­will­ing to dis­con­cert his former vic­tim and as though dis­dain­ing his former wiles. “Yes, such sus­pi­cions and such scenes can­not con­tin­ue for long. Nikolay put a stop to it, or I don’t know what we might not have come to. That damned work­man was sit­ting at the time in the next room—can you real­ise that? You know that, of course; and I am aware that he came to you af­ter­wards. But what you sup­posed then was not true: I had not sent for any­one, I had made no kind of ar­range­ments. You ask why I hadn’t? What shall I say to you? it had all come upon me so sud­denly. I had scarcely sent for the port­ers (you no­ticed them as you went out, I dare say). An idea flashed upon me; I was firmly con­vinced at the time, you see, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. Come, I thought—even if I let one thing slip for a time, I shall get hold of some­thing else—I shan’t lose what I want, any­way. You are nervously ir­rit­able, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, by tem­pera­ment; it’s out of pro­por­tion with oth­er qual­it­ies of your heart and char­ac­ter, which I flat­ter my­self I have to some ex­tent di­vined. Of course I did re­flect even then that it does not al­ways hap­pen that a man gets up and blurts out his whole story. It does hap­pen some­times, if you make a man lose all pa­tience, though even then it’s rare. I was cap­able of real­ising that. If I only had a fact, I thought, the least little fact to go upon, some­thing I could lay hold of, some­thing tan­gible, not merely psy­cho­lo­gic­al. For if a man is guilty, you must be able to get some­thing sub­stan­tial out of him; one may reck­on upon most sur­pris­ing res­ults in­deed. I was reck­on­ing on your tem­pera­ment, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, on your tem­pera­ment above all things! I had great hopes of you at that time.”

			“But what are you driv­ing at now?” Raskolnikov muttered at last, ask­ing the ques­tion without think­ing.

			“What is he talk­ing about?” he wondered dis­trac­tedly, “does he really take me to be in­no­cent?”

			“What am I driv­ing at? I’ve come to ex­plain my­self, I con­sider it my duty, so to speak. I want to make clear to you how the whole busi­ness, the whole mis­un­der­stand­ing arose. I’ve caused you a great deal of suf­fer­ing, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. I am not a mon­ster. I un­der­stand what it must mean for a man who has been un­for­tu­nate, but who is proud, im­per­i­ous and above all, im­pa­tient, to have to bear such treat­ment! I re­gard you in any case as a man of noble char­ac­ter and not without ele­ments of mag­nan­im­ity, though I don’t agree with all your con­vic­tions. I wanted to tell you this first, frankly and quite sin­cerely, for above all I don’t want to de­ceive you. When I made your ac­quaint­ance, I felt at­trac­ted by you. Per­haps you will laugh at my say­ing so. You have a right to. I know you dis­liked me from the first and in­deed you’ve no reas­on to like me. You may think what you like, but I de­sire now to do all I can to ef­face that im­pres­sion and to show that I am a man of heart and con­science. I speak sin­cerely.”

			Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch made a dig­ni­fied pause. Raskolnikov felt a rush of re­newed alarm. The thought that Por­firy be­lieved him to be in­no­cent began to make him un­easy.

			“It’s scarcely ne­ces­sary to go over everything in de­tail,” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch went on. “In­deed, I could scarcely at­tempt it. To be­gin with there were ru­mours. Through whom, how, and when those ru­mours came to me … and how they af­fected you, I need not go in­to. My sus­pi­cions were aroused by a com­plete ac­ci­dent, which might just as eas­ily not have happened. What was it? Hm! I be­lieve there is no need to go in­to that either. Those ru­mours and that ac­ci­dent led to one idea in my mind. I ad­mit it openly—for one may as well make a clean breast of it—I was the first to pitch on you. The old wo­man’s notes on the pledges and the rest of it—that all came to noth­ing. Yours was one of a hun­dred. I happened, too, to hear of the scene at the of­fice, from a man who de­scribed it cap­it­ally, un­con­sciously re­pro­du­cing the scene with great vivid­ness. It was just one thing after an­oth­er, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, my dear fel­low! How could I avoid be­ing brought to cer­tain ideas? From a hun­dred rab­bits you can’t make a horse, a hun­dred sus­pi­cions don’t make a proof, as the Eng­lish pro­verb says, but that’s only from the ra­tion­al point of view—you can’t help be­ing par­tial, for after all a law­yer is only hu­man. I thought, too, of your art­icle in that journ­al, do you re­mem­ber, on your first vis­it we talked of it? I jeered at you at the time, but that was only to lead you on. I re­peat, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, you are ill and im­pa­tient. That you were bold, head­strong, in earn­est and … had felt a great deal I re­cog­nised long be­fore. I, too, have felt the same, so that your art­icle seemed fa­mil­i­ar to me. It was con­ceived on sleep­less nights, with a throb­bing heart, in ec­stasy and sup­pressed en­thu­si­asm. And that proud sup­pressed en­thu­si­asm in young people is dan­ger­ous! I jeered at you then, but let me tell you that, as a lit­er­ary am­a­teur, I am aw­fully fond of such first es­says, full of the heat of youth. There is a misti­ness and a chord vi­brat­ing in the mist. Your art­icle is ab­surd and fant­ast­ic, but there’s a trans­par­ent sin­cer­ity, a youth­ful in­cor­rupt­ible pride and the dar­ing of des­pair in it. It’s a gloomy art­icle, but that’s what’s fine in it. I read your art­icle and put it aside, think­ing as I did so ‘that man won’t go the com­mon way.’ Well, I ask you, after that as a pre­lim­in­ary, how could I help be­ing car­ried away by what fol­lowed? Oh, dear, I am not say­ing any­thing, I am not mak­ing any state­ment now. I simply noted it at the time. What is there in it? I re­flec­ted. There’s noth­ing in it, that is really noth­ing and per­haps ab­so­lutely noth­ing. And it’s not at all the thing for the pro­sec­utor to let him­self be car­ried away by no­tions: here I have Nikolay on my hands with ac­tu­al evid­ence against him—you may think what you like of it, but it’s evid­ence. He brings in his psy­cho­logy, too; one has to con­sider him, too, for it’s a mat­ter of life and death. Why am I ex­plain­ing this to you? That you may un­der­stand, and not blame my ma­li­cious be­ha­viour on that oc­ca­sion. It was not ma­li­cious, I as­sure you, he-he! Do you sup­pose I didn’t come to search your room at the time? I did, I did, he-he! I was here when you were ly­ing ill in bed, not of­fi­cially, not in my own per­son, but I was here. Your room was searched to the last thread at the first sus­pi­cion; but um­sonst! I thought to my­self, now that man will come, will come of him­self and quickly, too; if he’s guilty, he’s sure to come. An­oth­er man wouldn’t, but he will. And you re­mem­ber how Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in began dis­cuss­ing the sub­ject with you? We ar­ranged that to ex­cite you, so we pur­posely spread ru­mours, that he might dis­cuss the case with you, and Ra­zu­mi­h­in is not a man to re­strain his in­dig­na­tion. Mr. Zamet­ov was tre­mend­ously struck by your an­ger and your open dar­ing. Think of blurt­ing out in a res­taur­ant ‘I killed her.’ It was too dar­ing, too reck­less. I thought so my­self, if he is guilty he will be a for­mid­able op­pon­ent. That was what I thought at the time. I was ex­pect­ing you. But you simply bowled Zamet­ov over and … well, you see, it all lies in this—that this dam­nable psy­cho­logy can be taken two ways! Well, I kept ex­pect­ing you, and so it was, you came! My heart was fairly throb­bing. Ach!

			“Now, why need you have come? Your laughter, too, as you came in, do you re­mem­ber? I saw it all plain as day­light, but if I hadn’t ex­pec­ted you so spe­cially, I should not have no­ticed any­thing in your laughter. You see what in­flu­ence a mood has! Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in then—ah, that stone, that stone un­der which the things were hid­den! I seem to see it some­where in a kit­chen garden. It was in a kit­chen garden, you told Zamet­ov and af­ter­wards you re­peated that in my of­fice? And when we began pick­ing your art­icle to pieces, how you ex­plained it! One could take every word of yours in two senses, as though there were an­oth­er mean­ing hid­den.

			“So in this way, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, I reached the fur­thest lim­it, and knock­ing my head against a post, I pulled my­self up, ask­ing my­self what I was about. After all, I said, you can take it all in an­oth­er sense if you like, and it’s more nat­ur­al so, in­deed. I couldn’t help ad­mit­ting it was more nat­ur­al. I was bothered! ‘No, I’d bet­ter get hold of some little fact’ I said. So when I heard of the bell-ringing, I held my breath and was all in a tremor. ‘Here is my little fact,’ thought I, and I didn’t think it over, I simply wouldn’t. I would have giv­en a thou­sand roubles at that minute to have seen you with my own eyes, when you walked a hun­dred paces be­side that work­man, after he had called you mur­der­er to your face, and you did not dare to ask him a ques­tion all the way. And then what about your trem­bling, what about your bell-ringing in your ill­ness, in semi-de­li­ri­um?

			“And so, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, can you won­der that I played such pranks on you? And what made you come at that very minute? Someone seemed to have sent you, by Jove! And if Nikolay had not par­ted us … and do you re­mem­ber Nikolay at the time? Do you re­mem­ber him clearly? It was a thun­der­bolt, a reg­u­lar thun­der­bolt! And how I met him! I didn’t be­lieve in the thun­der­bolt, not for a minute. You could see it for your­self; and how could I? Even af­ter­wards, when you had gone and he began mak­ing very, very plaus­ible an­swers on cer­tain points, so that I was sur­prised at him my­self, even then I didn’t be­lieve his story! You see what it is to be as firm as a rock! No, thought I, Mor­gen­früh. What has Nikolay got to do with it!”

			“Ra­zu­mi­h­in told me just now that you think Nikolay guilty and had your­self as­sured him of it. …”

			His voice failed him, and he broke off. He had been listen­ing in in­des­crib­able agit­a­tion, as this man who had seen through and through him, went back upon him­self. He was afraid of be­liev­ing it and did not be­lieve it. In those still am­bigu­ous words he kept eagerly look­ing for some­thing more def­in­ite and con­clus­ive.

			“Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in!” cried Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, seem­ing glad of a ques­tion from Raskolnikov, who had till then been si­lent. “He-he-he! But I had to put Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in off; two is com­pany, three is none. Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in is not the right man, be­sides he is an out­sider. He came run­ning to me with a pale face. … But nev­er mind him, why bring him in? To re­turn to Nikolay, would you like to know what sort of a type he is, how I un­der­stand him, that is? To be­gin with, he is still a child and not ex­actly a cow­ard, but some­thing by way of an artist. Really, don’t laugh at my de­scrib­ing him so. He is in­no­cent and re­spons­ive to in­flu­ence. He has a heart, and is a fant­ast­ic fel­low. He sings and dances, he tells stor­ies, they say, so that people come from oth­er vil­lages to hear him. He at­tends school too, and laughs till he cries if you hold up a fin­ger to him; he will drink him­self sense­less—not as a reg­u­lar vice, but at times, when people treat him, like a child. And he stole, too, then, without know­ing it him­self, for ‘How can it be steal­ing, if one picks it up?’ And do you know he is an Old Be­liev­er, or rather a dis­sent­er? There have been Wan­der­ers2 in his fam­ily, and he was for two years in his vil­lage un­der the spir­itu­al guid­ance of a cer­tain eld­er. I learnt all this from Nikolay and from his fel­low vil­la­gers. And what’s more, he wanted to run in­to the wil­der­ness! He was full of fer­vour, prayed at night, read the old books, ‘the true’ ones, and read him­self crazy.

			“Peters­burg had a great ef­fect upon him, es­pe­cially the wo­men and the wine. He re­sponds to everything and he for­got the eld­er and all that. I learnt that an artist here took a fancy to him, and used to go and see him, and now this busi­ness came upon him.

			“Well, he was frightened, he tried to hang him­self! He ran away! How can one get over the idea the people have of Rus­si­an leg­al pro­ceed­ings? The very word ‘tri­al’ fright­ens some of them. Whose fault is it? We shall see what the new jur­ies will do. God grant they do good! Well, in pris­on, it seems, he re­membered the ven­er­able eld­er; the Bible, too, made its ap­pear­ance again. Do you know, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, the force of the word ‘suf­fer­ing’ among some of these people! It’s not a ques­tion of suf­fer­ing for someone’s be­ne­fit, but simply, ‘one must suf­fer.’ If they suf­fer at the hands of the au­thor­it­ies, so much the bet­ter. In my time there was a very meek and mild pris­on­er who spent a whole year in pris­on al­ways read­ing his Bible on the stove at night and he read him­self crazy, and so crazy, do you know, that one day, apro­pos of noth­ing, he seized a brick and flung it at the gov­ernor; though he had done him no harm. And the way he threw it too: aimed it a yard on one side on pur­pose, for fear of hurt­ing him. Well, we know what hap­pens to a pris­on­er who as­saults an of­ficer with a weapon. So ‘he took his suf­fer­ing.’

			“So I sus­pect now that Nikolay wants to take his suf­fer­ing or some­thing of the sort. I know it for cer­tain from facts, in­deed. Only he doesn’t know that I know. What, you don’t ad­mit that there are such fant­ast­ic people among the peas­ants? Lots of them. The eld­er now has be­gun in­flu­en­cing him, es­pe­cially since he tried to hang him­self. But he’ll come and tell me all him­self. You think he’ll hold out? Wait a bit, he’ll take his words back. I am wait­ing from hour to hour for him to come and ab­jure his evid­ence. I have come to like that Nikolay and am study­ing him in de­tail. And what do you think? He-he! He answered me very plaus­ibly on some points, he ob­vi­ously had col­lec­ted some evid­ence and pre­pared him­self clev­erly. But on oth­er points he is simply at sea, knows noth­ing and doesn’t even sus­pect that he doesn’t know!

			“No, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, Nikolay doesn’t come in! This is a fant­ast­ic, gloomy busi­ness, a mod­ern case, an in­cid­ent of today when the heart of man is troubled, when the phrase is quoted that blood ‘re­news,’ when com­fort is preached as the aim of life. Here we have book­ish dreams, a heart un­hinged by the­or­ies. Here we see res­ol­u­tion in the first stage, but res­ol­u­tion of a spe­cial kind: he re­solved to do it like jump­ing over a pre­cip­ice or from a bell tower and his legs shook as he went to the crime. He for­got to shut the door after him, and murdered two people for a the­ory. He com­mit­ted the murder and couldn’t take the money, and what he did man­age to snatch up he hid un­der a stone. It wasn’t enough for him to suf­fer agony be­hind the door while they battered at the door and rung the bell, no, he had to go to the empty lodging, half de­li­ri­ous, to re­call the bell-ringing, he wanted to feel the cold shiver over again. … Well, that we grant, was through ill­ness, but con­sider this: he is a mur­der­er, but looks upon him­self as an hon­est man, des­pises oth­ers, poses as in­jured in­no­cence. No, that’s not the work of a Nikolay, my dear Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch!”

			All that had been said be­fore had soun­ded so like a re­cant­a­tion that these words were too great a shock. Raskolnikov shuddered as though he had been stabbed.

			“Then … who then … is the mur­der­er?” he asked in a breath­less voice, un­able to re­strain him­self.

			Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch sank back in his chair, as though he were amazed at the ques­tion.

			“Who is the mur­der­er?” he re­peated, as though un­able to be­lieve his ears. “Why, you, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch! You are the mur­der­er,” he ad­ded, al­most in a whis­per, in a voice of genu­ine con­vic­tion.

			Raskolnikov leapt from the sofa, stood up for a few seconds and sat down again without ut­ter­ing a word. His face twitched con­vuls­ively.

			“Your lip is twitch­ing just as it did be­fore,” Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch ob­served al­most sym­path­et­ic­ally. “You’ve been mis­un­der­stand­ing me, I think, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch,” he ad­ded after a brief pause, “that’s why you are so sur­prised. I came on pur­pose to tell you everything and deal openly with you.”

			“It was not I murdered her,” Raskolnikov whispered like a frightened child caught in the act.

			“No, it was you, you Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, and no one else,” Por­firy whispered sternly, with con­vic­tion.

			They were both si­lent and the si­lence las­ted strangely long, about ten minutes. Raskolnikov put his el­bow on the table and passed his fin­gers through his hair. Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch sat quietly wait­ing. Sud­denly Raskolnikov looked scorn­fully at Por­firy.

			“You are at your old tricks again, Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch! Your old meth­od again. I won­der you don’t get sick of it!”

			“Oh, stop that, what does that mat­ter now? It would be a dif­fer­ent mat­ter if there were wit­nesses present, but we are whis­per­ing alone. You see your­self that I have not come to chase and cap­ture you like a hare. Wheth­er you con­fess it or not is noth­ing to me now; for my­self, I am con­vinced without it.”

			“If so, what did you come for?” Raskolnikov asked ir­rit­ably. “I ask you the same ques­tion again: if you con­sider me guilty, why don’t you take me to pris­on?”

			“Oh, that’s your ques­tion! I will an­swer you, point for point. In the first place, to ar­rest you so dir­ectly is not to my in­terest.”

			“How so? If you are con­vinced you ought. …”

			“Ach, what if I am con­vinced? That’s only my dream for the time. Why should I put you in safety? You know that’s it, since you ask me to do it. If I con­front you with that work­man for in­stance and you say to him ‘were you drunk or not? Who saw me with you? I simply took you to be drunk, and you were drunk, too.’ Well, what could I an­swer, es­pe­cially as your story is a more likely one than his? for there’s noth­ing but psy­cho­logy to sup­port his evid­ence—that’s al­most un­seemly with his ugly mug, while you hit the mark ex­actly, for the ras­cal is an in­vet­er­ate drunk­ard and no­tori­ously so. And I have my­self ad­mit­ted can­didly sev­er­al times already that that psy­cho­logy can be taken in two ways and that the second way is stronger and looks far more prob­able, and that apart from that I have as yet noth­ing against you. And though I shall put you in pris­on and in­deed have come—quite con­trary to etiquette—to in­form you of it be­fore­hand, yet I tell you frankly, also con­trary to etiquette, that it won’t be to my ad­vant­age. Well, secondly, I’ve come to you be­cause …”

			“Yes, yes, secondly?” Raskolnikov was listen­ing breath­less.

			“Be­cause, as I told you just now, I con­sider I owe you an ex­plan­a­tion. I don’t want you to look upon me as a mon­ster, as I have a genu­ine lik­ing for you, you may be­lieve me or not. And in the third place I’ve come to you with a dir­ect and open pro­pos­i­tion—that you should sur­render and con­fess. It will be in­fin­itely more to your ad­vant­age and to my ad­vant­age too, for my task will be done. Well, is this open on my part or not?”

			Raskolnikov thought a minute.

			“Listen, Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch. You said just now you have noth­ing but psy­cho­logy to go on, yet now you’ve gone on math­em­at­ics. Well, what if you are mis­taken your­self, now?”

			“No, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, I am not mis­taken. I have a little fact even then, Provid­ence sent it me.”

			“What little fact?”

			“I won’t tell you what, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. And in any case, I haven’t the right to put it off any longer, I must ar­rest you. So think it over: it makes no dif­fer­ence to me now and so I speak only for your sake. Be­lieve me, it will be bet­ter, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch.”

			Raskolnikov smiled ma­lig­nantly.

			“That’s not simply ri­dicu­lous, it’s pos­it­ively shame­less. Why, even if I were guilty, which I don’t ad­mit, what reas­on should I have to con­fess, when you tell me your­self that I shall be in great­er safety in pris­on?”

			“Ah, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, don’t put too much faith in words, per­haps pris­on will not be al­to­geth­er a rest­ful place. That’s only the­ory and my the­ory, and what au­thor­ity am I for you? Per­haps, too, even now I am hid­ing some­thing from you? I can’t lay bare everything, he-he! And how can you ask what ad­vant­age? Don’t you know how it would lessen your sen­tence? You would be con­fess­ing at a mo­ment when an­oth­er man has taken the crime on him­self and so has muddled the whole case. Con­sider that! I swear be­fore God that I will so ar­range that your con­fes­sion shall come as a com­plete sur­prise. We will make a clean sweep of all these psy­cho­lo­gic­al points, of a sus­pi­cion against you, so that your crime will ap­pear to have been some­thing like an ab­er­ra­tion, for in truth it was an ab­er­ra­tion. I am an hon­est man, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, and will keep my word.”

			Raskolnikov main­tained a mourn­ful si­lence and let his head sink de­jec­tedly. He pondered a long while and at last smiled again, but his smile was sad and gentle.

			“No!” he said, ap­par­ently abandon­ing all at­tempt to keep up ap­pear­ances with Por­firy, “it’s not worth it, I don’t care about lessen­ing the sen­tence!”

			“That’s just what I was afraid of!” Por­firy cried warmly and, as it seemed, in­vol­un­tar­ily. “That’s just what I feared, that you wouldn’t care about the mit­ig­a­tion of sen­tence.”

			Raskolnikov looked sadly and ex­press­ively at him.

			“Ah, don’t dis­dain life!” Por­firy went on. “You have a great deal of it still be­fore you. How can you say you don’t want a mit­ig­a­tion of sen­tence? You are an im­pa­tient fel­low!”

			“A great deal of what lies be­fore me?”

			“Of life. What sort of proph­et are you, do you know much about it? Seek and ye shall find. This may be God’s means for bring­ing you to Him. And it’s not forever, the bond­age. …”

			“The time will be shortened,” laughed Raskolnikov.

			“Why, is it the bour­geois dis­grace you are afraid of? It may be that you are afraid of it without know­ing it, be­cause you are young! But any­way you shouldn’t be afraid of giv­ing your­self up and con­fess­ing.”

			“Ach, hang it!” Raskolnikov whispered with loath­ing and con­tempt, as though he did not want to speak aloud.

			He got up again as though he meant to go away, but sat down again in evid­ent des­pair.

			“Hang it, if you like! You’ve lost faith and you think that I am grossly flat­ter­ing you; but how long has your life been? How much do you un­der­stand? You made up a the­ory and then were ashamed that it broke down and turned out to be not at all ori­gin­al! It turned out some­thing base, that’s true, but you are not hope­lessly base. By no means so base! At least you didn’t de­ceive your­self for long, you went straight to the fur­thest point at one bound. How do I re­gard you? I re­gard you as one of those men who would stand and smile at their tor­turer while he cuts their en­trails out, if only they have found faith or God. Find it and you will live. You have long needed a change of air. Suf­fer­ing, too, is a good thing. Suf­fer! Maybe Nikolay is right in want­ing to suf­fer. I know you don’t be­lieve in it—but don’t be over-wise; fling your­self straight in­to life, without de­lib­er­a­tion; don’t be afraid—the flood will bear you to the bank and set you safe on your feet again. What bank? How can I tell? I only be­lieve that you have long life be­fore you. I know that you take all my words now for a set speech pre­pared be­fore­hand, but maybe you will re­mem­ber them after. They may be of use some time. That’s why I speak. It’s as well that you only killed the old wo­man. If you’d in­ven­ted an­oth­er the­ory you might per­haps have done some­thing a thou­sand times more hideous. You ought to thank God, per­haps. How do you know? Per­haps God is sav­ing you for some­thing. But keep a good heart and have less fear! Are you afraid of the great ex­pi­ation be­fore you? No, it would be shame­ful to be afraid of it. Since you have taken such a step, you must harden your heart. There is justice in it. You must ful­fil the de­mands of justice. I know that you don’t be­lieve it, but in­deed, life will bring you through. You will live it down in time. What you need now is fresh air, fresh air, fresh air!”

			Raskolnikov pos­it­ively star­ted.

			“But who are you? what proph­et are you? From the height of what majest­ic calm do you pro­claim these words of wis­dom?”

			“Who am I? I am a man with noth­ing to hope for, that’s all. A man per­haps of feel­ing and sym­pathy, maybe of some know­ledge too, but my day is over. But you are a dif­fer­ent mat­ter, there is life wait­ing for you. Though, who knows? maybe your life, too, will pass off in smoke and come to noth­ing. Come, what does it mat­ter, that you will pass in­to an­oth­er class of men? It’s not com­fort you re­gret, with your heart! What of it that per­haps no one will see you for so long? It’s not time, but your­self that will de­cide that. Be the sun and all will see you. The sun has be­fore all to be the sun. Why are you smil­ing again? At my be­ing such a Schiller? I bet you’re ima­gin­ing that I am try­ing to get round you by flat­tery. Well, per­haps I am, he-he-he! Per­haps you’d bet­ter not be­lieve my word, per­haps you’d bet­ter nev­er be­lieve it al­to­geth­er—I’m made that way, I con­fess it. But let me add, you can judge for your­self, I think, how far I am a base sort of man and how far I am hon­est.”

			“When do you mean to ar­rest me?”

			“Well, I can let you walk about an­oth­er day or two. Think it over, my dear fel­low, and pray to God. It’s more in your in­terest, be­lieve me.”

			“And what if I run away?” asked Raskolnikov with a strange smile.

			“No, you won’t run away. A peas­ant would run away, a fash­ion­able dis­sent­er would run away, the flun­key of an­oth­er man’s thought, for you’ve only to show him the end of your little fin­ger and he’ll be ready to be­lieve in any­thing for the rest of his life. But you’ve ceased to be­lieve in your the­ory already, what will you run away with? And what would you do in hid­ing? It would be hate­ful and dif­fi­cult for you, and what you need more than any­thing in life is a def­in­ite po­s­i­tion, an at­mo­sphere to suit you. And what sort of at­mo­sphere would you have? If you ran away, you’d come back to your­self. You can’t get on without us. And if I put you in pris­on—say you’ve been there a month, or two, or three—re­mem­ber my word, you’ll con­fess of your­self and per­haps to your own sur­prise. You won’t know an hour be­fore­hand that you are com­ing with a con­fes­sion. I am con­vinced that you will de­cide, ‘to take your suf­fer­ing.’ You don’t be­lieve my words now, but you’ll come to it of your­self. For suf­fer­ing, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, is a great thing. Nev­er mind my hav­ing grown fat, I know all the same. Don’t laugh at it, there’s an idea in suf­fer­ing, Nikolay is right. No, you won’t run away, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch.”

			Raskolnikov got up and took his cap. Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch also rose.

			“Are you go­ing for a walk? The even­ing will be fine, if only we don’t have a storm. Though it would be a good thing to freshen the air.”

			He, too, took his cap.

			“Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch, please don’t take up the no­tion that I have con­fessed to you today,” Raskolnikov pro­nounced with sul­len in­sist­ence. “You’re a strange man and I have listened to you from simple curi­os­ity. But I have ad­mit­ted noth­ing, re­mem­ber that!”

			“Oh, I know that, I’ll re­mem­ber. Look at him, he’s trem­bling! Don’t be un­easy, my dear fel­low, have it your own way. Walk about a bit, you won’t be able to walk too far. If any­thing hap­pens, I have one re­quest to make of you,” he ad­ded, drop­ping his voice. “It’s an awk­ward one, but im­port­ant. If any­thing were to hap­pen (though in­deed I don’t be­lieve in it and think you quite in­cap­able of it), yet in case you were taken dur­ing these forty or fifty hours with the no­tion of put­ting an end to the busi­ness in some oth­er way, in some fant­ast­ic fash­ion—lay­ing hands on your­self—(it’s an ab­surd pro­pos­i­tion, but you must for­give me for it) do leave a brief but pre­cise note, only two lines, and men­tion the stone. It will be more gen­er­ous. Come, till we meet! Good thoughts and sound de­cisions to you!”

			Por­firy went out, stoop­ing and avoid­ing look­ing at Raskolnikov. The lat­ter went to the win­dow and waited with ir­rit­able im­pa­tience till he cal­cu­lated that Por­firy had reached the street and moved away. Then he too went hur­riedly out of the room.

		
	
		
			III

			He hur­ried to Svid­rig­aïlov’s. What he had to hope from that man he did not know. But that man had some hid­den power over him. Hav­ing once re­cog­nised this, he could not rest, and now the time had come.

			On the way, one ques­tion par­tic­u­larly wor­ried him: had Svid­rig­aïlov been to Por­firy’s?

			As far as he could judge, he would swear to it, that he had not. He pondered again and again, went over Por­firy’s vis­it; no, he hadn’t been, of course he hadn’t.

			But if he had not been yet, would he go? Mean­while, for the present he fan­cied he couldn’t. Why? He could not have ex­plained, but if he could, he would not have wasted much thought over it at the mo­ment. It all wor­ried him and at the same time he could not at­tend to it. Strange to say, none would have be­lieved it per­haps, but he only felt a faint vague anxi­ety about his im­me­di­ate fu­ture. An­oth­er, much more im­port­ant anxi­ety tor­men­ted him—it con­cerned him­self, but in a dif­fer­ent, more vi­tal way. Moreover, he was con­scious of im­mense mor­al fa­tigue, though his mind was work­ing bet­ter that morn­ing than it had done of late.

			And was it worth while, after all that had happened, to con­tend with these new trivi­al dif­fi­culties? Was it worth while, for in­stance, to man­oeuvre that Svid­rig­aïlov should not go to Por­firy’s? Was it worth while to in­vest­ig­ate, to as­cer­tain the facts, to waste time over any­one like Svid­rig­aïlov?

			Oh, how sick he was of it all!

			And yet he was hasten­ing to Svid­rig­aïlov; could he be ex­pect­ing some­thing new from him, in­form­a­tion, or means of es­cape? Men will catch at straws! Was it des­tiny or some in­stinct bring­ing them to­geth­er? Per­haps it was only fa­tigue, des­pair; per­haps it was not Svid­rig­aïlov but some oth­er whom he needed, and Svid­rig­aïlov had simply presen­ted him­self by chance. So­nia? But what should he go to So­nia for now? To beg her tears again? He was afraid of So­nia, too. So­nia stood be­fore him as an ir­re­voc­able sen­tence. He must go his own way or hers. At that mo­ment es­pe­cially he did not feel equal to see­ing her. No, would it not be bet­ter to try Svid­rig­aïlov? And he could not help in­wardly own­ing that he had long felt that he must see him for some reas­on.

			But what could they have in com­mon? Their very evil­do­ing could not be of the same kind. The man, moreover, was very un­pleas­ant, evid­ently de­praved, un­doubtedly cun­ning and de­ceit­ful, pos­sibly ma­lig­nant. Such stor­ies were told about him. It is true he was be­friend­ing Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s chil­dren, but who could tell with what motive and what it meant? The man al­ways had some design, some pro­ject.

			There was an­oth­er thought which had been con­tinu­ally hov­er­ing of late about Raskolnikov’s mind, and caus­ing him great un­eas­i­ness. It was so pain­ful that he made dis­tinct ef­forts to get rid of it. He some­times thought that Svid­rig­aïlov was dog­ging his foot­steps. Svid­rig­aïlov had found out his secret and had had designs on Dounia. What if he had them still? Wasn’t it prac­tic­ally cer­tain that he had? And what if, hav­ing learnt his secret and so hav­ing gained power over him, he were to use it as a weapon against Dounia?

			This idea some­times even tor­men­ted his dreams, but it had nev­er presen­ted it­self so vividly to him as on his way to Svid­rig­aïlov. The very thought moved him to gloomy rage. To be­gin with, this would trans­form everything, even his own po­s­i­tion; he would have at once to con­fess his secret to Dounia. Would he have to give him­self up per­haps to pre­vent Dounia from tak­ing some rash step? The let­ter? This morn­ing Dounia had re­ceived a let­ter. From whom could she get let­ters in Peters­burg? Luzh­in, per­haps? It’s true Ra­zu­mi­h­in was there to pro­tect her, but Ra­zu­mi­h­in knew noth­ing of the po­s­i­tion. Per­haps it was his duty to tell Ra­zu­mi­h­in? He thought of it with re­pug­nance.

			In any case he must see Svid­rig­aïlov as soon as pos­sible, he de­cided fi­nally. Thank God, the de­tails of the in­ter­view were of little con­sequence, if only he could get at the root of the mat­ter; but if Svid­rig­aïlov were cap­able … if he were in­triguing against Dounia—then …

			Raskolnikov was so ex­hausted by what he had passed through that month that he could only de­cide such ques­tions in one way; “then I shall kill him,” he thought in cold des­pair.

			A sud­den an­guish op­pressed his heart, he stood still in the middle of the street and began look­ing about to see where he was and which way he was go­ing. He found him­self in X—— Pro­spect, thirty or forty paces from the Hay Mar­ket, through which he had come. The whole second storey of the house on the left was used as a tav­ern. All the win­dows were wide open; judging from the fig­ures mov­ing at the win­dows, the rooms were full to over­flow­ing. There were sounds of singing, of cla­ri­net and vi­ol­in, and the boom of a Turk­ish drum. He could hear wo­men shriek­ing. He was about to turn back won­der­ing why he had come to the X—— Pro­spect, when sud­denly at one of the end win­dows he saw Svid­rig­aïlov, sit­ting at a tea-table right in the open win­dow with a pipe in his mouth. Raskolnikov was dread­fully taken aback, al­most ter­ri­fied. Svid­rig­aïlov was si­lently watch­ing and scru­tin­ising him and, what struck Raskolnikov at once, seemed to be mean­ing to get up and slip away un­ob­served. Raskolnikov at once pre­ten­ded not to have seen him, but to be look­ing ab­sent­mindedly away, while he watched him out of the corner of his eye. His heart was beat­ing vi­ol­ently. Yet, it was evid­ent that Svid­rig­aïlov did not want to be seen. He took the pipe out of his mouth and was on the point of con­ceal­ing him­self, but as he got up and moved back his chair, he seemed to have be­come sud­denly aware that Raskolnikov had seen him, and was watch­ing him. What had passed between them was much the same as what happened at their first meet­ing in Raskolnikov’s room. A sly smile came in­to Svid­rig­aïlov’s face and grew broad­er and broad­er. Each knew that he was seen and watched by the oth­er. At last Svid­rig­aïlov broke in­to a loud laugh.

			“Well, well, come in if you want me; I am here!” he shouted from the win­dow.

			Raskolnikov went up in­to the tav­ern. He found Svid­rig­aïlov in a tiny back room, ad­join­ing the sa­loon in which mer­chants, clerks and num­bers of people of all sorts were drink­ing tea at twenty little tables to the des­per­ate bawl­ing of a chor­us of sing­ers. The click of bil­liard balls could be heard in the dis­tance. On the table be­fore Svid­rig­aïlov stood an open bottle and a glass half full of cham­pagne. In the room he found also a boy with a little hand or­gan, a healthy-look­ing red-cheeked girl of eight­een, wear­ing a tucked-up striped skirt, and a Tyr­olese hat with rib­bons. In spite of the chor­us in the oth­er room, she was singing some ser­vants’ hall song in a rather husky con­tralto, to the ac­com­pani­ment of the or­gan.

			“Come, that’s enough,” Svid­rig­aïlov stopped her at Raskolnikov’s en­trance. The girl at once broke off and stood wait­ing re­spect­fully. She had sung her gut­tur­al rhymes, too, with a ser­i­ous and re­spect­ful ex­pres­sion in her face.

			“Hey, Philip, a glass!” shouted Svid­rig­aïlov.

			“I won’t drink any­thing,” said Raskolnikov.

			“As you like, I didn’t mean it for you. Drink, Ka­tia! I don’t want any­thing more today, you can go.” He poured her out a full glass, and laid down a yel­low note.

			Ka­tia drank off her glass of wine, as wo­men do, without put­ting it down, in twenty gulps, took the note and kissed Svid­rig­aïlov’s hand, which he al­lowed quite ser­i­ously. She went out of the room and the boy trailed after her with the or­gan. Both had been brought in from the street. Svid­rig­aïlov had not been a week in Peters­burg, but everything about him was already, so to speak, on a pat­ri­arch­al foot­ing; the waiter, Philip, was by now an old friend and very ob­sequious.

			The door lead­ing to the sa­loon had a lock on it. Svid­rig­aïlov was at home in this room and per­haps spent whole days in it. The tav­ern was dirty and wretched, not even second-rate.

			“I was go­ing to see you and look­ing for you,” Raskolnikov began, “but I don’t know what made me turn from the Hay Mar­ket in­to the X—— Pro­spect just now. I nev­er take this turn­ing. I turn to the right from the Hay Mar­ket. And this isn’t the way to you. I simply turned and here you are. It is strange!”

			“Why don’t you say at once ‘it’s a mir­acle’?”

			“Be­cause it may be only chance.”

			“Oh, that’s the way with all you folk,” laughed Svid­rig­aïlov. “You won’t ad­mit it, even if you do in­wardly be­lieve it a mir­acle! Here you say that it may be only chance. And what cow­ards they all are here, about hav­ing an opin­ion of their own, you can’t fancy, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. I don’t mean you, you have an opin­ion of your own and are not afraid to have it. That’s how it was you at­trac­ted my curi­os­ity.”

			“Noth­ing else?”

			“Well, that’s enough, you know,” Svid­rig­aïlov was ob­vi­ously ex­hil­ar­ated, but only slightly so, he had not had more than half a glass of wine.

			“I fancy you came to see me be­fore you knew that I was cap­able of hav­ing what you call an opin­ion of my own,” ob­served Raskolnikov.

			“Oh, well, it was a dif­fer­ent mat­ter. Every­one has his own plans. And apro­pos of the mir­acle let me tell you that I think you have been asleep for the last two or three days. I told you of this tav­ern my­self, there is no mir­acle in your com­ing straight here. I ex­plained the way my­self, told you where it was, and the hours you could find me here. Do you re­mem­ber?”

			“I don’t re­mem­ber,” answered Raskolnikov with sur­prise.

			“I be­lieve you. I told you twice. The ad­dress has been stamped mech­an­ic­ally on your memory. You turned this way mech­an­ic­ally and yet pre­cisely ac­cord­ing to the dir­ec­tion, though you are not aware of it. When I told you then, I hardly hoped you un­der­stood me. You give your­self away too much, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. And an­oth­er thing, I’m con­vinced there are lots of people in Peters­burg who talk to them­selves as they walk. This is a town of crazy people. If only we had sci­entif­ic men, doc­tors, law­yers and philo­soph­ers might make most valu­able in­vest­ig­a­tions in Peters­burg each in his own line. There are few places where there are so many gloomy, strong and queer in­flu­ences on the soul of man as in Peters­burg. The mere in­flu­ences of cli­mate mean so much. And it’s the ad­min­is­trat­ive centre of all Rus­sia and its char­ac­ter must be re­flec­ted on the whole coun­try. But that is neither here nor there now. The point is that I have sev­er­al times watched you. You walk out of your house—hold­ing your head high—twenty paces from home you let it sink, and fold your hands be­hind your back. You look and evid­ently see noth­ing be­fore nor be­side you. At last you be­gin mov­ing your lips and talk­ing to your­self, and some­times you wave one hand and de­claim, and at last stand still in the middle of the road. That’s not at all the thing. Someone may be watch­ing you be­sides me, and it won’t do you any good. It’s noth­ing really to do with me and I can’t cure you, but, of course, you un­der­stand me.”

			“Do you know that I am be­ing fol­lowed?” asked Raskolnikov, look­ing in­quis­it­ively at him.

			“No, I know noth­ing about it,” said Svid­rig­aïlov, seem­ing sur­prised.

			“Well, then, let us leave me alone,” Raskolnikov muttered, frown­ing.

			“Very good, let us leave you alone.”

			“You had bet­ter tell me, if you come here to drink, and dir­ec­ted me twice to come here to you, why did you hide, and try to get away just now when I looked at the win­dow from the street? I saw it.”

			“He-he! And why was it you lay on your sofa with closed eyes and pre­ten­ded to be asleep, though you were wide awake while I stood in your door­way? I saw it.”

			“I may have had … reas­ons. You know that your­self.”

			“And I may have had my reas­ons, though you don’t know them.”

			Raskolnikov dropped his right el­bow on the table, leaned his chin in the fin­gers of his right hand, and stared in­tently at Svid­rig­aïlov. For a full minute he scru­tin­ised his face, which had im­pressed him be­fore. It was a strange face, like a mask; white and red, with bright red lips, with a flax­en beard, and still thick flax­en hair. His eyes were some­how too blue and their ex­pres­sion some­how too heavy and fixed. There was some­thing aw­fully un­pleas­ant in that hand­some face, which looked so won­der­fully young for his age. Svid­rig­aïlov was smartly dressed in light sum­mer clothes and was par­tic­u­larly dainty in his lin­en. He wore a huge ring with a pre­cious stone in it.

			“Have I got to both­er my­self about you, too, now?” said Raskolnikov sud­denly, com­ing with nervous im­pa­tience straight to the point. “Even though per­haps you are the most dan­ger­ous man if you care to in­jure me, I don’t want to put my­self out any more. I will show you at once that I don’t prize my­self as you prob­ably think I do. I’ve come to tell you at once that if you keep to your former in­ten­tions with re­gard to my sis­ter and if you think to de­rive any be­ne­fit in that dir­ec­tion from what has been dis­covered of late, I will kill you be­fore you get me locked up. You can reck­on on my word. You know that I can keep it. And in the second place if you want to tell me any­thing—for I keep fancy­ing all this time that you have some­thing to tell me—make haste and tell it, for time is pre­cious and very likely it will soon be too late.”

			“Why in such haste?” asked Svid­rig­aïlov, look­ing at him curi­ously.

			“Every­one has his plans,” Raskolnikov answered gloomily and im­pa­tiently.

			“You urged me your­self to frank­ness just now, and at the first ques­tion you re­fuse to an­swer,” Svid­rig­aïlov ob­served with a smile. “You keep fancy­ing that I have aims of my own and so you look at me with sus­pi­cion. Of course it’s per­fectly nat­ur­al in your po­s­i­tion. But though I should like to be friends with you, I shan’t trouble my­self to con­vince you of the con­trary. The game isn’t worth the candle and I wasn’t in­tend­ing to talk to you about any­thing spe­cial.”

			“What did you want me, for, then? It was you who came hanging about me.”

			“Why, simply as an in­ter­est­ing sub­ject for ob­ser­va­tion. I liked the fant­ast­ic nature of your po­s­i­tion—that’s what it was! Be­sides you are the broth­er of a per­son who greatly in­ter­ested me, and from that per­son I had in the past heard a very great deal about you, from which I gathered that you had a great in­flu­ence over her; isn’t that enough? Ha-ha-ha! Still I must ad­mit that your ques­tion is rather com­plex, and is dif­fi­cult for me to an­swer. Here, you, for in­stance, have come to me not only for a def­in­ite ob­ject, but for the sake of hear­ing some­thing new. Isn’t that so? Isn’t that so?” per­sisted Svid­rig­aïlov with a sly smile. “Well, can’t you fancy then that I, too, on my way here in the train was reck­on­ing on you, on your telling me some­thing new, and on my mak­ing some profit out of you! You see what rich men we are!”

			“What profit could you make?”

			“How can I tell you? How do I know? You see in what a tav­ern I spend all my time and it’s my en­joy­ment, that’s to say it’s no great en­joy­ment, but one must sit some­where; that poor Ka­tia now—you saw her? … If only I had been a glut­ton now, a club gour­mand, but you see I can eat this.”

			He poin­ted to a little table in the corner where the rem­nants of a ter­rible-look­ing beef­steak and pota­toes lay on a tin dish.

			“Have you dined, by the way? I’ve had some­thing and want noth­ing more. I don’t drink, for in­stance, at all. Ex­cept for cham­pagne I nev­er touch any­thing, and not more than a glass of that all the even­ing, and even that is enough to make my head ache. I ordered it just now to wind my­self up, for I am just go­ing off some­where and you see me in a pe­cu­li­ar state of mind. That was why I hid my­self just now like a school­boy, for I was afraid you would hinder me. But I be­lieve,” he pulled out his watch, “I can spend an hour with you. It’s half-past four now. If only I’d been some­thing, a landown­er, a fath­er, a cav­alry of­ficer, a pho­to­graph­er, a journ­al­ist … I am noth­ing, no spe­cialty, and some­times I am pos­it­ively bored. I really thought you would tell me some­thing new.”

			“But what are you, and why have you come here?”

			“What am I? You know, a gen­tle­man, I served for two years in the cav­alry, then I knocked about here in Peters­burg, then I mar­ried Marfa Pet­ro­vna and lived in the coun­try. There you have my bio­graphy!”

			“You are a gam­bler, I be­lieve?”

			“No, a poor sort of gam­bler. A card­sharp­er—not a gam­bler.”

			“You have been a card­sharp­er then?”

			“Yes, I’ve been a card­sharp­er too.”

			“Didn’t you get thrashed some­times?”

			“It did hap­pen. Why?”

			“Why, you might have chal­lenged them … al­to­geth­er it must have been lively.”

			“I won’t con­tra­dict you, and be­sides I am no hand at philo­sophy. I con­fess that I hastened here for the sake of the wo­men.”

			“As soon as you bur­ied Marfa Pet­ro­vna?”

			“Quite so,” Svid­rig­aïlov smiled with en­ga­ging cand­our. “What of it? You seem to find some­thing wrong in my speak­ing like that about wo­men?”

			“You ask wheth­er I find any­thing wrong in vice?”

			“Vice! Oh, that’s what you are after! But I’ll an­swer you in or­der, first about wo­men in gen­er­al; you know I am fond of talk­ing. Tell me, what should I re­strain my­self for? Why should I give up wo­men, since I have a pas­sion for them? It’s an oc­cu­pa­tion, any­way.”

			“So you hope for noth­ing here but vice?”

			“Oh, very well, for vice then. You in­sist on its be­ing vice. But any­way I like a dir­ect ques­tion. In this vice at least there is some­thing per­man­ent, foun­ded in­deed upon nature and not de­pend­ent on fantasy, some­thing present in the blood like an ever-burn­ing em­ber, forever set­ting one on fire and, maybe, not to be quickly ex­tin­guished, even with years. You’ll agree it’s an oc­cu­pa­tion of a sort.”

			“That’s noth­ing to re­joice at, it’s a dis­ease and a dan­ger­ous one.”

			“Oh, that’s what you think, is it! I agree, that it is a dis­ease like everything that ex­ceeds mod­er­a­tion. And, of course, in this one must ex­ceed mod­er­a­tion. But in the first place, every­body does so in one way or an­oth­er, and in the second place, of course, one ought to be mod­er­ate and prudent, how­ever mean it may be, but what am I to do? If I hadn’t this, I might have to shoot my­self. I am ready to ad­mit that a de­cent man ought to put up with be­ing bored, but yet …”

			“And could you shoot your­self?”

			“Oh, come!” Svid­rig­aïlov par­ried with dis­gust. “Please don’t speak of it,” he ad­ded hur­riedly and with none of the brag­ging tone he had shown in all the pre­vi­ous con­ver­sa­tion. His face quite changed. “I ad­mit it’s an un­par­don­able weak­ness, but I can’t help it. I am afraid of death and I dis­like its be­ing talked of. Do you know that I am to a cer­tain ex­tent a mys­tic?”

			“Ah, the ap­par­i­tions of Marfa Pet­ro­vna! Do they still go on vis­it­ing you?”

			“Oh, don’t talk of them; there have been no more in Peters­burg, con­found them!” he cried with an air of ir­rit­a­tion. “Let’s rather talk of that … though … H’m! I have not much time, and can’t stay long with you, it’s a pity! I should have found plenty to tell you.”

			“What’s your en­gage­ment, a wo­man?”

			“Yes, a wo­man, a cas­u­al in­cid­ent. … No, that’s not what I want to talk of.”

			“And the hideous­ness, the filthi­ness of all your sur­round­ings, doesn’t that af­fect you? Have you lost the strength to stop your­self?”

			“And do you pre­tend to strength, too? He-he-he! You sur­prised me just now, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, though I knew be­fore­hand it would be so. You preach to me about vice and aes­thet­ics! You—a Schiller, you—an ideal­ist! Of course that’s all as it should be and it would be sur­pris­ing if it were not so, yet it is strange in real­ity. … Ah, what a pity I have no time, for you’re a most in­ter­est­ing type! And, by the way, are you fond of Schiller? I am aw­fully fond of him.”

			“But what a brag­gart you are,” Raskolnikov said with some dis­gust.

			“Upon my word, I am not,” answered Svid­rig­aïlov laugh­ing. “How­ever, I won’t dis­pute it, let me be a brag­gart, why not brag, if it hurts no one? I spent sev­en years in the coun­try with Marfa Pet­ro­vna, so now when I come across an in­tel­li­gent per­son like you—in­tel­li­gent and highly in­ter­est­ing—I am simply glad to talk and, be­sides, I’ve drunk that half-glass of cham­pagne and it’s gone to my head a little. And be­sides, there’s a cer­tain fact that has wound me up tre­mend­ously, but about that I … will keep quiet. Where are you off to?” he asked in alarm.

			Raskolnikov had be­gun get­ting up. He felt op­pressed and stifled and, as it were, ill at ease at hav­ing come here. He felt con­vinced that Svid­rig­aïlov was the most worth­less scoun­drel on the face of the earth.

			“A-ach! Sit down, stay a little!” Svid­rig­aïlov begged. “Let them bring you some tea, any­way. Stay a little, I won’t talk non­sense, about my­self, I mean. I’ll tell you some­thing. If you like I’ll tell you how a wo­man tried ‘to save’ me, as you would call it? It will be an an­swer to your first ques­tion in­deed, for the wo­man was your sis­ter. May I tell you? It will help to spend the time.”

			“Tell me, but I trust that you …”

			“Oh, don’t be un­easy. Be­sides, even in a worth­less low fel­low like me, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna can only ex­cite the deep­est re­spect.”

		
	
		
			IV

			“You know per­haps—yes, I told you my­self,” began Svid­rig­aïlov, “that I was in the debt­ors’ pris­on here, for an im­mense sum, and had not any ex­pect­a­tion of be­ing able to pay it. There’s no need to go in­to par­tic­u­lars how Marfa Pet­ro­vna bought me out; do you know to what a point of in­san­ity a wo­man can some­times love? She was an hon­est wo­man, and very sens­ible, al­though com­pletely un­educated. Would you be­lieve that this hon­est and jeal­ous wo­man, after many scenes of hys­ter­ics and re­proaches, con­des­cen­ded to enter in­to a kind of con­tract with me which she kept through­out our mar­ried life? She was con­sid­er­ably older than I, and be­sides, she al­ways kept a clove or some­thing in her mouth. There was so much swin­ish­ness in my soul and hon­esty too, of a sort, as to tell her straight out that I couldn’t be ab­so­lutely faith­ful to her. This con­fes­sion drove her to frenzy, but yet she seems in a way to have liked my bru­tal frank­ness. She thought it showed I was un­will­ing to de­ceive her if I warned her like this be­fore­hand and for a jeal­ous wo­man, you know, that’s the first con­sid­er­a­tion. After many tears an un­writ­ten con­tract was drawn up between us: first, that I would nev­er leave Marfa Pet­ro­vna and would al­ways be her hus­band; secondly, that I would nev­er ab­sent my­self without her per­mis­sion; thirdly, that I would nev­er set up a per­man­ent mis­tress; fourthly, in re­turn for this, Marfa Pet­ro­vna gave me a free hand with the maid­ser­vants, but only with her secret know­ledge; fifthly, God for­bid my fall­ing in love with a wo­man of our class; sixthly, in case I—which God for­bid—should be vis­ited by a great ser­i­ous pas­sion I was bound to re­veal it to Marfa Pet­ro­vna. On this last score, how­ever, Marfa Pet­ro­vna was fairly at ease. She was a sens­ible wo­man and so she could not help look­ing upon me as a dis­sol­ute prof­lig­ate in­cap­able of real love. But a sens­ible wo­man and a jeal­ous wo­man are two very dif­fer­ent things, and that’s where the trouble came in. But to judge some people im­par­tially we must re­nounce cer­tain pre­con­ceived opin­ions and our ha­bitu­al at­ti­tude to the or­din­ary people about us. I have reas­on to have faith in your judg­ment rather than in any­one’s. Per­haps you have already heard a great deal that was ri­dicu­lous and ab­surd about Marfa Pet­ro­vna. She cer­tainly had some very ri­dicu­lous ways, but I tell you frankly that I feel really sorry for the in­nu­mer­able woes of which I was the cause. Well, and that’s enough, I think, by way of a dec­or­ous orais­on fun­èbre for the most tender wife of a most tender hus­band. When we quar­relled, I usu­ally held my tongue and did not ir­rit­ate her and that gen­tle­manly con­duct rarely failed to at­tain its ob­ject, it in­flu­enced her, it pleased her, in­deed. These were times when she was pos­it­ively proud of me. But your sis­ter she couldn’t put up with, any­way. And how­ever she came to risk tak­ing such a beau­ti­ful creature in­to her house as a gov­erness. My ex­plan­a­tion is that Marfa Pet­ro­vna was an ar­dent and im­pres­sion­able wo­man and simply fell in love her­self—lit­er­ally fell in love—with your sis­ter. Well, little won­der—look at Avdotya Ro­man­ovna! I saw the danger at the first glance and what do you think, I re­solved not to look at her even. But Avdotya Ro­man­ovna her­self made the first step, would you be­lieve it? Would you be­lieve it too that Marfa Pet­ro­vna was pos­it­ively angry with me at first for my per­sist­ent si­lence about your sis­ter, for my care­less re­cep­tion of her con­tinu­al ad­or­ing praises of Avdotya Ro­man­ovna. I don’t know what it was she wanted! Well, of course, Marfa Pet­ro­vna told Avdotya Ro­man­ovna every de­tail about me. She had the un­for­tu­nate habit of telling lit­er­ally every­one all our fam­ily secrets and con­tinu­ally com­plain­ing of me; how could she fail to con­fide in such a de­light­ful new friend? I ex­pect they talked of noth­ing else but me and no doubt Avdotya Ro­man­ovna heard all those dark mys­ter­i­ous ru­mours that were cur­rent about me. … I don’t mind bet­ting that you too have heard some­thing of the sort already?”

			“I have. Luzh­in charged you with hav­ing caused the death of a child. Is that true?”

			“Don’t refer to those vul­gar tales, I beg,” said Svid­rig­aïlov with dis­gust and an­noy­ance. “If you in­sist on want­ing to know about all that idiocy, I will tell you one day, but now …”

			“I was told too about some foot­man of yours in the coun­try whom you treated badly.”

			“I beg you to drop the sub­ject,” Svid­rig­aïlov in­ter­rup­ted again with ob­vi­ous im­pa­tience.

			“Was that the foot­man who came to you after death to fill your pipe? … you told me about it your­self.” Raskolnikov felt more and more ir­rit­ated.

			Svid­rig­aïlov looked at him at­tent­ively and Raskolnikov fan­cied he caught a flash of spite­ful mock­ery in that look. But Svid­rig­aïlov re­strained him­self and answered very civilly:

			“Yes, it was. I see that you, too, are ex­tremely in­ter­ested and shall feel it my duty to sat­is­fy your curi­os­ity at the first op­por­tun­ity. Upon my soul! I see that I really might pass for a ro­mantic fig­ure with some people. Judge how grate­ful I must be to Marfa Pet­ro­vna for hav­ing re­peated to Avdotya Ro­man­ovna such mys­ter­i­ous and in­ter­est­ing gos­sip about me. I dare not guess what im­pres­sion it made on her, but in any case it worked in my in­terests. With all Avdotya Ro­man­ovna’s nat­ur­al aver­sion and in spite of my in­vari­ably gloomy and re­pel­lent as­pect—she did at least feel pity for me, pity for a lost soul. And if once a girl’s heart is moved to pity, it’s more dan­ger­ous than any­thing. She is bound to want to ‘save him,’ to bring him to his senses, and lift him up and draw him to no­bler aims, and re­store him to new life and use­ful­ness—well, we all know how far such dreams can go. I saw at once that the bird was fly­ing in­to the cage of her­self. And I too made ready. I think you are frown­ing, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch? There’s no need. As you know, it all ended in smoke. (Hang it all, what a lot I am drink­ing!) Do you know, I al­ways, from the very be­gin­ning, re­gret­ted that it wasn’t your sis­ter’s fate to be born in the second or third cen­tury AD, as the daugh­ter of a reign­ing prince or some gov­ernor or pro­con­sul in Asia Minor. She would un­doubtedly have been one of those who would en­dure mar­tyr­dom and would have smiled when they branded her bos­om with hot pin­cers. And she would have gone to it of her­self. And in the fourth or fifth cen­tury she would have walked away in­to the Egyp­tian desert and would have stayed there thirty years liv­ing on roots and ec­stas­ies and vis­ions. She is simply thirst­ing to face some tor­ture for someone, and if she can’t get her tor­ture, she’ll throw her­self out of a win­dow. I’ve heard some­thing of a Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in—he’s said to be a sens­ible fel­low; his sur­name sug­gests it, in­deed. He’s prob­ably a di­vin­ity stu­dent. Well, he’d bet­ter look after your sis­ter! I be­lieve I un­der­stand her, and I am proud of it. But at the be­gin­ning of an ac­quaint­ance, as you know, one is apt to be more heed­less and stu­pid. One doesn’t see clearly. Hang it all, why is she so hand­some? It’s not my fault. In fact, it began on my side with a most ir­res­ist­ible phys­ic­al de­sire. Avdotya Ro­man­ovna is aw­fully chaste, in­cred­ibly and phe­nom­en­ally so. Take note, I tell you this about your sis­ter as a fact. She is al­most mor­bidly chaste, in spite of her broad in­tel­li­gence, and it will stand in her way. There happened to be a girl in the house then, Para­sha, a black-eyed wench, whom I had nev­er seen be­fore—she had just come from an­oth­er vil­lage—very pretty, but in­cred­ibly stu­pid: she burst in­to tears, wailed so that she could be heard all over the place and caused scan­dal. One day after din­ner Avdotya Ro­man­ovna fol­lowed me in­to an av­en­ue in the garden and with flash­ing eyes in­sisted on my leav­ing poor Para­sha alone. It was al­most our first con­ver­sa­tion by ourselves. I, of course, was only too pleased to obey her wishes, tried to ap­pear dis­con­cer­ted, em­bar­rassed, in fact played my part not badly. Then came in­ter­views, mys­ter­i­ous con­ver­sa­tions, ex­horta­tions, en­treat­ies, sup­plic­a­tions, even tears—would you be­lieve it, even tears? Think what the pas­sion for pro­pa­ganda will bring some girls to! I, of course, threw it all on my des­tiny, posed as hun­ger­ing and thirst­ing for light, and fi­nally re­sor­ted to the most power­ful weapon in the sub­jec­tion of the fe­male heart, a weapon which nev­er fails one. It’s the well-known re­source—flat­tery. Noth­ing in the world is harder than speak­ing the truth and noth­ing easi­er than flat­tery. If there’s the hun­dredth part of a false note in speak­ing the truth, it leads to a dis­cord, and that leads to trouble. But if all, to the last note, is false in flat­tery, it is just as agree­able, and is heard not without sat­is­fac­tion. It may be a coarse sat­is­fac­tion, but still a sat­is­fac­tion. And how­ever coarse the flat­tery, at least half will be sure to seem true. That’s so for all stages of de­vel­op­ment and classes of so­ci­ety. A vestal vir­gin might be se­duced by flat­tery. I can nev­er re­mem­ber without laughter how I once se­duced a lady who was de­voted to her hus­band, her chil­dren, and her prin­ciples. What fun it was and how little trouble! And the lady really had prin­ciples—of her own, any­way. All my tac­tics lay in simply be­ing ut­terly an­ni­hil­ated and pros­trate be­fore her pur­ity. I flattered her shame­lessly, and as soon as I suc­ceeded in get­ting a pres­sure of the hand, even a glance from her, I would re­proach my­self for hav­ing snatched it by force, and would de­clare that she had res­isted, so that I could nev­er have gained any­thing but for my be­ing so un­prin­cipled. I main­tained that she was so in­no­cent that she could not fore­see my treach­ery, and yiel­ded to me un­con­sciously, un­awares, and so on. In fact, I tri­umphed, while my lady re­mained firmly con­vinced that she was in­no­cent, chaste, and faith­ful to all her du­ties and ob­lig­a­tions and had suc­cumbed quite by ac­ci­dent. And how angry she was with me when I ex­plained to her at last that it was my sin­cere con­vic­tion that she was just as eager as I. Poor Marfa Pet­ro­vna was aw­fully weak on the side of flat­tery, and if I had only cared to, I might have had all her prop­erty settled on me dur­ing her life­time. (I am drink­ing an aw­ful lot of wine now and talk­ing too much.) I hope you won’t be angry if I men­tion now that I was be­gin­ning to pro­duce the same ef­fect on Avdotya Ro­man­ovna. But I was stu­pid and im­pa­tient and spoiled it all. Avdotya Ro­man­ovna had sev­er­al times—and one time in par­tic­u­lar—been greatly dis­pleased by the ex­pres­sion of my eyes, would you be­lieve it? There was some­times a light in them which frightened her and grew stronger and stronger and more un­guarded till it was hate­ful to her. No need to go in­to de­tail, but we par­ted. There I ac­ted stu­pidly again. I fell to jeer­ing in the coarsest way at all such pro­pa­ganda and ef­forts to con­vert me; Para­sha came on to the scene again, and not she alone; in fact there was a tre­mend­ous to-do. Ah, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch, if you could only see how your sis­ter’s eyes can flash some­times! Nev­er mind my be­ing drunk at this mo­ment and hav­ing had a whole glass of wine. I am speak­ing the truth. I as­sure you that this glance has haunted my dreams; the very rustle of her dress was more than I could stand at last. I really began to think that I might be­come epi­leptic. I could nev­er have be­lieved that I could be moved to such a frenzy. It was es­sen­tial, in­deed, to be re­con­ciled, but by then it was im­possible. And ima­gine what I did then! To what a pitch of stu­pid­ity a man can be brought by frenzy! Nev­er un­der­take any­thing in a frenzy, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. I re­flec­ted that Avdotya Ro­man­ovna was after all a beg­gar (ach, ex­cuse me, that’s not the word … but does it mat­ter if it ex­presses the mean­ing?), that she lived by her work, that she had her moth­er and you to keep (ach, hang it, you are frown­ing again), and I re­solved to of­fer her all my money—thirty thou­sand roubles I could have real­ised then—if she would run away with me here, to Peters­burg. Of course I should have vowed etern­al love, rap­ture, and so on. Do you know, I was so wild about her at that time that if she had told me to pois­on Marfa Pet­ro­vna or to cut her throat and to marry her­self, it would have been done at once! But it ended in the cata­strophe of which you know already. You can fancy how frantic I was when I heard that Marfa Pet­ro­vna had got hold of that scoun­drelly at­tor­ney, Luzh­in, and had al­most made a match between them—which would really have been just the same thing as I was pro­pos­ing. Wouldn’t it? Wouldn’t it? I no­tice that you’ve be­gun to be very at­tent­ive … you in­ter­est­ing young man. …”

			Svid­rig­aïlov struck the table with his fist im­pa­tiently. He was flushed. Raskolnikov saw clearly that the glass or glass and a half of cham­pagne that he had sipped al­most un­con­sciously was af­fect­ing him—and he re­solved to take ad­vant­age of the op­por­tun­ity. He felt very sus­pi­cious of Svid­rig­aïlov.

			“Well, after what you have said, I am fully con­vinced that you have come to Peters­burg with designs on my sis­ter,” he said dir­ectly to Svid­rig­aïlov, in or­der to ir­rit­ate him fur­ther.

			“Oh, non­sense,” said Svid­rig­aïlov, seem­ing to rouse him­self. “Why, I told you … be­sides your sis­ter can’t en­dure me.”

			“Yes, I am cer­tain that she can’t, but that’s not the point.”

			“Are you so sure that she can’t?” Svid­rig­aïlov screwed up his eyes and smiled mock­ingly. “You are right, she doesn’t love me, but you can nev­er be sure of what has passed between hus­band and wife or lov­er and mis­tress. There’s al­ways a little corner which re­mains a secret to the world and is only known to those two. Will you an­swer for it that Avdotya Ro­man­ovna re­garded me with aver­sion?”

			“From some words you’ve dropped, I no­tice that you still have designs—and of course evil ones—on Dounia and mean to carry them out promptly.”

			“What, have I dropped words like that?” Svid­rig­aïlov asked in na­ive dis­may, tak­ing not the slight­est no­tice of the epi­thet be­stowed on his designs.

			“Why, you are drop­ping them even now. Why are you so frightened? What are you so afraid of now?”

			“Me—afraid? Afraid of you? You have rather to be afraid of me, cher ami. But what non­sense. … I’ve drunk too much though, I see that. I was al­most say­ing too much again. Damn the wine! Hi! there, wa­ter!”

			He snatched up the cham­pagne bottle and flung it without ce­re­mony out of the win­dow. Philip brought the wa­ter.

			“That’s all non­sense!” said Svid­rig­aïlov, wet­ting a tow­el and put­ting it to his head. “But I can an­swer you in one word and an­ni­hil­ate all your sus­pi­cions. Do you know that I am go­ing to get mar­ried?”

			“You told me so be­fore.”

			“Did I? I’ve for­got­ten. But I couldn’t have told you so for cer­tain for I had not even seen my be­trothed; I only meant to. But now I really have a be­trothed and it’s a settled thing, and if it wer­en’t that I have busi­ness that can’t be put off, I would have taken you to see them at once, for I should like to ask your ad­vice. Ach, hang it, only ten minutes left! See, look at the watch. But I must tell you, for it’s an in­ter­est­ing story, my mar­riage, in its own way. Where are you off to? Go­ing again?”

			“No, I’m not go­ing away now.”

			“Not at all? We shall see. I’ll take you there, I’ll show you my be­trothed, only not now. For you’ll soon have to be off. You have to go to the right and I to the left. Do you know that Ma­dame Ress­lich, the wo­man I am lodging with now, eh? I know what you’re think­ing, that she’s the wo­man whose girl they say drowned her­self in the winter. Come, are you listen­ing? She ar­ranged it all for me. You’re bored, she said, you want some­thing to fill up your time. For, you know, I am a gloomy, de­pressed per­son. Do you think I’m light­hearted? No, I’m gloomy. I do no harm, but sit in a corner without speak­ing a word for three days at a time. And that Ress­lich is a sly hussy, I tell you. I know what she has got in her mind; she thinks I shall get sick of it, aban­don my wife and de­part, and she’ll get hold of her and make a profit out of her—in our class, of course, or high­er. She told me the fath­er was a broken-down re­tired of­fi­cial, who has been sit­ting in a chair for the last three years with his legs para­lysed. The mamma, she said, was a sens­ible wo­man. There is a son serving in the provinces, but he doesn’t help; there is a daugh­ter, who is mar­ried, but she doesn’t vis­it them. And they’ve two little neph­ews on their hands, as though their own chil­dren were not enough, and they’ve taken from school their young­est daugh­ter, a girl who’ll be six­teen in an­oth­er month, so that then she can be mar­ried. She was for me. We went there. How funny it was! I present my­self—a landown­er, a wid­ower, of a well-known name, with con­nec­tions, with a for­tune. What if I am fifty and she is not six­teen? Who thinks of that? But it’s fas­cin­at­ing, isn’t it? It is fas­cin­at­ing, ha-ha! You should have seen how I talked to the papa and mamma. It was worth pay­ing to have seen me at that mo­ment. She comes in, curt­seys, you can fancy, still in a short frock—an un­opened bud! Flush­ing like a sun­set—she had been told, no doubt. I don’t know how you feel about fe­male faces, but to my mind these six­teen years, these child­ish eyes, shy­ness and tears of bash­ful­ness are bet­ter than beauty; and she is a per­fect little pic­ture, too. Fair hair in little curls, like a lamb’s, full little rosy lips, tiny feet, a charm­er! … Well, we made friends. I told them I was in a hurry ow­ing to do­mest­ic cir­cum­stances, and the next day, that is the day be­fore yes­ter­day, we were be­trothed. When I go now I take her on my knee at once and keep her there. … Well, she flushes like a sun­set and I kiss her every minute. Her mamma of course im­presses on her that this is her hus­band and that this must be so. It’s simply de­li­cious! The present be­trothed con­di­tion is per­haps bet­ter than mar­riage. Here you have what is called la nature et la vérité, ha-ha! I’ve talked to her twice, she is far from a fool. Some­times she steals a look at me that pos­it­ively scorches me. Her face is like Raphael’s Madonna. You know, the Sis­tine Madonna’s face has some­thing fant­ast­ic in it, the face of mourn­ful re­li­gious ec­stasy. Haven’t you no­ticed it? Well, she’s some­thing in that line. The day after we’d been be­trothed, I bought her presents to the value of fif­teen hun­dred roubles—a set of dia­monds and an­oth­er of pearls and a sil­ver dress­ing-case as large as this, with all sorts of things in it, so that even my Madonna’s face glowed. I sat her on my knee, yes­ter­day, and I sup­pose rather too un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously—she flushed crim­son and the tears star­ted, but she didn’t want to show it. We were left alone, she sud­denly flung her­self on my neck (for the first time of her own ac­cord), put her little arms round me, kissed me, and vowed that she would be an obed­i­ent, faith­ful, and good wife, would make me happy, would de­vote all her life, every minute of her life, would sac­ri­fice everything, everything, and that all she asks in re­turn is my re­spect, and that she wants ‘noth­ing, noth­ing more from me, no presents.’ You’ll ad­mit that to hear such a con­fes­sion, alone, from an an­gel of six­teen in a muslin frock, with little curls, with a flush of maid­en shy­ness in her cheeks and tears of en­thu­si­asm in her eyes is rather fas­cin­at­ing! Isn’t it fas­cin­at­ing? It’s worth pay­ing for, isn’t it? Well … listen, we’ll go to see my be­trothed, only not just now!”

			“The fact is this mon­strous dif­fer­ence in age and de­vel­op­ment ex­cites your sen­su­al­ity! Will you really make such a mar­riage?”

			“Why, of course. Every­one thinks of him­self, and he lives most gaily who knows best how to de­ceive him­self. Ha-ha! But why are you so keen about vir­tue? Have mercy on me, my good friend. I am a sin­ful man. Ha-ha-ha!”

			“But you have provided for the chil­dren of Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna. Though … though you had your own reas­ons. … I un­der­stand it all now.”

			“I am al­ways fond of chil­dren, very fond of them,” laughed Svid­rig­aïlov. “I can tell you one curi­ous in­stance of it. The first day I came here I vis­ited vari­ous haunts, after sev­en years I simply rushed at them. You prob­ably no­tice that I am not in a hurry to re­new ac­quaint­ance with my old friends. I shall do without them as long as I can. Do you know, when I was with Marfa Pet­ro­vna in the coun­try, I was haunted by the thought of these places where any­one who knows his way about can find a great deal. Yes, upon my soul! The peas­ants have vodka, the edu­cated young people, shut out from activ­ity, waste them­selves in im­possible dreams and vis­ions and are crippled by the­or­ies; Jews have sprung up and are amass­ing money, and all the rest give them­selves up to de­bauch­ery. From the first hour the town reeked of its fa­mil­i­ar odours. I chanced to be in a fright­ful den—I like my dens dirty—it was a dance, so called, and there was a can­can such as I nev­er saw in my day. Yes, there you have pro­gress. All of a sud­den I saw a little girl of thir­teen, nicely dressed, dan­cing with a spe­cial­ist in that line, with an­oth­er one vis-à-vis. Her moth­er was sit­ting on a chair by the wall. You can’t fancy what a can­can that was! The girl was ashamed, blushed, at last felt in­sul­ted, and began to cry. Her part­ner seized her and began whirl­ing her round and per­form­ing be­fore her; every­one laughed and—I like your pub­lic, even the can­can pub­lic—they laughed and shouted, ‘Serves her right—serves her right! Shouldn’t bring chil­dren!’ Well, it’s not my busi­ness wheth­er that con­sol­ing re­flec­tion was lo­gic­al or not. I at once fixed on my plan, sat down by the moth­er, and began by say­ing that I too was a stranger and that people here were ill-bred and that they couldn’t dis­tin­guish de­cent folks and treat them with re­spect, gave her to un­der­stand that I had plenty of money, offered to take them home in my car­riage. I took them home and got to know them. They were lodging in a miser­able little hole and had only just ar­rived from the coun­try. She told me that she and her daugh­ter could only re­gard my ac­quaint­ance as an hon­our. I found out that they had noth­ing of their own and had come to town upon some leg­al busi­ness. I proffered my ser­vices and money. I learnt that they had gone to the dan­cing sa­loon by mis­take, be­liev­ing that it was a genu­ine dan­cing class. I offered to as­sist in the young girl’s edu­ca­tion in French and dan­cing. My of­fer was ac­cep­ted with en­thu­si­asm as an hon­our—and we are still friendly. … If you like, we’ll go and see them, only not just now.”

			“Stop! Enough of your vile, nasty an­ec­dotes, de­praved vile, sen­su­al man!”

			“Schiller, you are a reg­u­lar Schiller! O la vertu va-t-elle se nich­er? But you know I shall tell you these things on pur­pose, for the pleas­ure of hear­ing your out­cries!”

			“I dare say. I can see I am ri­dicu­lous my­self,” muttered Raskolnikov an­grily.

			Svid­rig­aïlov laughed heart­ily; fi­nally he called Philip, paid his bill, and began get­ting up.

			“I say, but I am drunk, as­sez causé,” he said. “It’s been a pleas­ure.”

			“I should rather think it must be a pleas­ure!” cried Raskolnikov, get­ting up. “No doubt it is a pleas­ure for a worn-out prof­lig­ate to de­scribe such ad­ven­tures with a mon­strous pro­ject of the same sort in his mind—es­pe­cially un­der such cir­cum­stances and to such a man as me. … It’s stim­u­lat­ing!”

			“Well, if you come to that,” Svid­rig­aïlov answered, scru­tin­ising Raskolnikov with some sur­prise, “if you come to that, you are a thor­ough cyn­ic your­self. You’ve plenty to make you so, any­way. You can un­der­stand a great deal … and you can do a great deal too. But enough. I sin­cerely re­gret not hav­ing had more talk with you, but I shan’t lose sight of you. … Only wait a bit.”

			Svid­rig­aïlov walked out of the res­taur­ant. Raskolnikov walked out after him. Svid­rig­aïlov was not how­ever very drunk, the wine had af­fected him for a mo­ment, but it was passing off every minute. He was pre­oc­cu­pied with some­thing of im­port­ance and was frown­ing. He was ap­par­ently ex­cited and un­easy in an­ti­cip­a­tion of some­thing. His man­ner to Raskolnikov had changed dur­ing the last few minutes, and he was ruder and more sneer­ing every mo­ment. Raskolnikov no­ticed all this, and he too was un­easy. He be­came very sus­pi­cious of Svid­rig­aïlov and re­solved to fol­low him.

			They came out on to the pave­ment.

			“You go to the right, and I to the left, or if you like, the oth­er way. Only adieu, mon plaisir, may we meet again.”

			And he walked to the right to­wards the Hay Mar­ket.

		
	
		
			V

			Raskolnikov walked after him.

			“What’s this?” cried Svid­rig­aïlov turn­ing round, “I thought I said …”

			“It means that I am not go­ing to lose sight of you now.”

			“What?”

			Both stood still and gazed at one an­oth­er, as though meas­ur­ing their strength.

			“From all your half tipsy stor­ies,” Raskolnikov ob­served harshly, “I am pos­it­ive that you have not giv­en up your designs on my sis­ter, but are pur­su­ing them more act­ively than ever. I have learnt that my sis­ter re­ceived a let­ter this morn­ing. You have hardly been able to sit still all this time. … You may have un­earthed a wife on the way, but that means noth­ing. I should like to make cer­tain my­self.”

			Raskolnikov could hardly have said him­self what he wanted and of what he wished to make cer­tain.

			“Upon my word! I’ll call the po­lice!”

			“Call away!”

			Again they stood for a minute fa­cing each oth­er. At last Svid­rig­aïlov’s face changed. Hav­ing sat­is­fied him­self that Raskolnikov was not frightened at his threat, he as­sumed a mirth­ful and friendly air.

			“What a fel­low! I pur­posely re­frained from re­fer­ring to your af­fair, though I am de­voured by curi­os­ity. It’s a fant­ast­ic af­fair. I’ve put it off till an­oth­er time, but you’re enough to rouse the dead. … Well, let us go, only I warn you be­fore­hand I am only go­ing home for a mo­ment, to get some money; then I shall lock up the flat, take a cab and go to spend the even­ing at the Is­lands. Now, now are you go­ing to fol­low me?”

			“I’m com­ing to your lodgings, not to see you but Sofya Semy­onovna, to say I’m sorry not to have been at the fu­ner­al.”

			“That’s as you like, but Sofya Semy­onovna is not at home. She has taken the three chil­dren to an old lady of high rank, the pat­ron­ess of some orphan asylums, whom I used to know years ago. I charmed the old lady by de­pos­it­ing a sum of money with her to provide for the three chil­dren of Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna and sub­scrib­ing to the in­sti­tu­tion as well. I told her too the story of Sofya Semy­onovna in full de­tail, sup­press­ing noth­ing. It pro­duced an in­des­crib­able ef­fect on her. That’s why Sofya Semy­onovna has been in­vited to call today at the X—— Hotel where the lady is stay­ing for the time.”

			“No mat­ter, I’ll come all the same.”

			“As you like, it’s noth­ing to me, but I won’t come with you; here we are at home. By the way, I am con­vinced that you re­gard me with sus­pi­cion just be­cause I have shown such del­ic­acy and have not so far troubled you with ques­tions … you un­der­stand? It struck you as ex­traordin­ary; I don’t mind bet­ting it’s that. Well, it teaches one to show del­ic­acy!”

			“And to listen at doors!”

			“Ah, that’s it, is it?” laughed Svid­rig­aïlov. “Yes, I should have been sur­prised if you had let that pass after all that has happened. Ha-ha! Though I did un­der­stand some­thing of the pranks you had been up to and were telling Sofya Semy­onovna about, what was the mean­ing of it? Per­haps I am quite be­hind the times and can’t un­der­stand. For good­ness’ sake, ex­plain it, my dear boy. Ex­pound the latest the­or­ies!”

			“You couldn’t have heard any­thing. You’re mak­ing it all up!”

			“But I’m not talk­ing about that (though I did hear some­thing). No, I’m talk­ing of the way you keep sigh­ing and groan­ing now. The Schiller in you is in re­volt every mo­ment, and now you tell me not to listen at doors. If that’s how you feel, go and in­form the po­lice that you had this mis­chance: you made a little mis­take in your the­ory. But if you are con­vinced that one mustn’t listen at doors, but one may murder old wo­men at one’s pleas­ure, you’d bet­ter be off to Amer­ica and make haste. Run, young man! There may still be time. I’m speak­ing sin­cerely. Haven’t you the money? I’ll give you the fare.”

			“I’m not think­ing of that at all,” Raskolnikov in­ter­rup­ted with dis­gust.

			“I un­der­stand (but don’t put your­self out, don’t dis­cuss it if you don’t want to). I un­der­stand the ques­tions you are wor­ry­ing over—mor­al ones, aren’t they? Du­ties of cit­izen and man? Lay them all aside. They are noth­ing to you now, ha-ha! You’ll say you are still a man and a cit­izen. If so you ought not to have got in­to this coil. It’s no use tak­ing up a job you are not fit for. Well, you’d bet­ter shoot your­self, or don’t you want to?”

			“You seem try­ing to en­rage me, to make me leave you.”

			“What a queer fel­low! But here we are. Wel­come to the stair­case. You see, that’s the way to Sofya Semy­onovna. Look, there is no one at home. Don’t you be­lieve me? Ask Ka­per­naumov. She leaves the key with him. Here is Ma­dame de Ka­per­naumov her­self. Hey, what? She is rather deaf. Has she gone out? Where? Did you hear? She is not in and won’t be till late in the even­ing prob­ably. Well, come to my room; you wanted to come and see me, didn’t you? Here we are. Ma­dame Ress­lich’s not at home. She is a wo­man who is al­ways busy, an ex­cel­lent wo­man I as­sure you. … She might have been of use to you if you had been a little more sens­ible. Now, see! I take this five-per­cent bond out of the bur­eau—see what a lot I’ve got of them still—this one will be turned in­to cash today. I mustn’t waste any more time. The bur­eau is locked, the flat is locked, and here we are again on the stairs. Shall we take a cab? I’m go­ing to the Is­lands. Would you like a lift? I’ll take this car­riage. Ah, you re­fuse? You are tired of it! Come for a drive! I be­lieve it will come on to rain. Nev­er mind, we’ll put down the hood. …”

			Svid­rig­aïlov was already in the car­riage. Raskolnikov de­cided that his sus­pi­cions were at least for that mo­ment un­just. Without an­swer­ing a word he turned and walked back to­wards the Hay Mar­ket. If he had only turned round on his way he might have seen Svid­rig­aïlov get out not a hun­dred paces off, dis­miss the cab and walk along the pave­ment. But he had turned the corner and could see noth­ing. In­tense dis­gust drew him away from Svid­rig­aïlov.

			“To think that I could for one in­stant have looked for help from that coarse brute, that de­praved sen­su­al­ist and black­guard!” he cried.

			Raskolnikov’s judg­ment was uttered too lightly and hast­ily: there was some­thing about Svid­rig­aïlov which gave him a cer­tain ori­gin­al, even a mys­ter­i­ous char­ac­ter. As con­cerned his sis­ter, Raskolnikov was con­vinced that Svid­rig­aïlov would not leave her in peace. But it was too tire­some and un­bear­able to go on think­ing and think­ing about this.

			When he was alone, he had not gone twenty paces be­fore he sank, as usu­al, in­to deep thought. On the bridge he stood by the rail­ing and began gaz­ing at the wa­ter. And his sis­ter was stand­ing close by him.

			He met her at the en­trance to the bridge, but passed by without see­ing her. Dounia had nev­er met him like this in the street be­fore and was struck with dis­may. She stood still and did not know wheth­er to call to him or not. Sud­denly she saw Svid­rig­aïlov com­ing quickly from the dir­ec­tion of the Hay Mar­ket.

			He seemed to be ap­proach­ing cau­tiously. He did not go on to the bridge, but stood aside on the pave­ment, do­ing all he could to avoid Raskolnikov’s see­ing him. He had ob­served Dounia for some time and had been mak­ing signs to her. She fan­cied he was sig­nalling to beg her not to speak to her broth­er, but to come to him.

			That was what Dounia did. She stole by her broth­er and went up to Svid­rig­aïlov.

			“Let us make haste away,” Svid­rig­aïlov whispered to her, “I don’t want Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch to know of our meet­ing. I must tell you I’ve been sit­ting with him in the res­taur­ant close by, where he looked me up and I had great dif­fi­culty in get­ting rid of him. He has some­how heard of my let­ter to you and sus­pects some­thing. It wasn’t you who told him, of course, but if not you, who then?”

			“Well, we’ve turned the corner now,” Dounia in­ter­rup­ted, “and my broth­er won’t see us. I have to tell you that I am go­ing no fur­ther with you. Speak to me here. You can tell it all in the street.”

			“In the first place, I can’t say it in the street; secondly, you must hear Sofya Semy­onovna too; and, thirdly, I will show you some pa­pers. … Oh well, if you won’t agree to come with me, I shall re­fuse to give any ex­plan­a­tion and go away at once. But I beg you not to for­get that a very curi­ous secret of your be­loved broth­er’s is en­tirely in my keep­ing.”

			Dounia stood still, hes­it­at­ing, and looked at Svid­rig­aïlov with search­ing eyes.

			“What are you afraid of?” he ob­served quietly. “The town is not the coun­try. And even in the coun­try you did me more harm than I did you.”

			“Have you pre­pared Sofya Semy­onovna?”

			“No, I have not said a word to her and am not quite cer­tain wheth­er she is at home now. But most likely she is. She has bur­ied her step­moth­er today: she is not likely to go vis­it­ing on such a day. For the time I don’t want to speak to any­one about it and I half re­gret hav­ing spoken to you. The slight­est in­dis­cre­tion is as bad as be­tray­al in a thing like this. I live there in that house, we are com­ing to it. That’s the port­er of our house—he knows me very well; you see, he’s bow­ing; he sees I’m com­ing with a lady and no doubt he has no­ticed your face already and you will be glad of that if you are afraid of me and sus­pi­cious. Ex­cuse my put­ting things so coarsely. I haven’t a flat to my­self; Sofya Semy­onovna’s room is next to mine—she lodges in the next flat. The whole floor is let out in lodgings. Why are you frightened like a child? Am I really so ter­rible?”

			Svid­rig­aïlov’s lips were twis­ted in a con­des­cend­ing smile; but he was in no smil­ing mood. His heart was throb­bing and he could scarcely breathe. He spoke rather loud to cov­er his grow­ing ex­cite­ment. But Dounia did not no­tice this pe­cu­li­ar ex­cite­ment, she was so ir­rit­ated by his re­mark that she was frightened of him like a child and that he was so ter­rible to her.

			“Though I know that you are not a man … of hon­our, I am not in the least afraid of you. Lead the way,” she said with ap­par­ent com­pos­ure, but her face was very pale.

			Svid­rig­aïlov stopped at So­nia’s room.

			“Al­low me to in­quire wheth­er she is at home. … She is not. How un­for­tu­nate! But I know she may come quite soon. If she’s gone out, it can only be to see a lady about the orphans. Their moth­er is dead. … I’ve been med­dling and mak­ing ar­range­ments for them. If Sofya Semy­onovna does not come back in ten minutes, I will send her to you, today if you like. This is my flat. These are my two rooms. Ma­dame Ress­lich, my land­lady, has the next room. Now, look this way. I will show you my chief piece of evid­ence: this door from my bed­room leads in­to two per­fectly empty rooms, which are to let. Here they are … You must look in­to them with some at­ten­tion.”

			Svid­rig­aïlov oc­cu­pied two fairly large fur­nished rooms. Dounia was look­ing about her mis­trust­fully, but saw noth­ing spe­cial in the fur­niture or po­s­i­tion of the rooms. Yet there was some­thing to ob­serve, for in­stance, that Svid­rig­aïlov’s flat was ex­actly between two sets of al­most un­in­hab­ited apart­ments. His rooms were not entered dir­ectly from the pas­sage, but through the land­lady’s two al­most empty rooms. Un­lock­ing a door lead­ing out of his bed­room, Svid­rig­aïlov showed Dounia the two empty rooms that were to let. Dounia stopped in the door­way, not know­ing what she was called to look upon, but Svid­rig­aïlov hastened to ex­plain.

			“Look here, at this second large room. No­tice that door, it’s locked. By the door stands a chair, the only one in the two rooms. I brought it from my rooms so as to listen more con­veni­ently. Just the oth­er side of the door is Sofya Semy­onovna’s table; she sat there talk­ing to Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. And I sat here listen­ing on two suc­cess­ive even­ings, for two hours each time—and of course I was able to learn some­thing, what do you think?”

			“You listened?”

			“Yes, I did. Now come back to my room; we can’t sit down here.”

			He brought Avdotya Ro­man­ovna back in­to his sit­ting-room and offered her a chair. He sat down at the op­pos­ite side of the table, at least sev­en feet from her, but prob­ably there was the same glow in his eyes which had once frightened Dounia so much. She shuddered and once more looked about her dis­trust­fully. It was an in­vol­un­tary ges­ture; she evid­ently did not wish to be­tray her un­eas­i­ness. But the se­cluded po­s­i­tion of Svid­rig­aïlov’s lodging had sud­denly struck her. She wanted to ask wheth­er his land­lady at least were at home, but pride kept her from ask­ing. Moreover, she had an­oth­er trouble in her heart in­com­par­ably great­er than fear for her­self. She was in great dis­tress.

			“Here is your let­ter,” she said, lay­ing it on the table. “Can it be true what you write? You hint at a crime com­mit­ted, you say, by my broth­er. You hint at it too clearly; you dar­en’t deny it now. I must tell you that I’d heard of this stu­pid story be­fore you wrote and don’t be­lieve a word of it. It’s a dis­gust­ing and ri­dicu­lous sus­pi­cion. I know the story and why and how it was in­ven­ted. You can have no proofs. You prom­ised to prove it. Speak! But let me warn you that I don’t be­lieve you! I don’t be­lieve you!”

			Dounia said this, speak­ing hur­riedly, and for an in­stant the col­our rushed to her face.

			“If you didn’t be­lieve it, how could you risk com­ing alone to my rooms? Why have you come? Simply from curi­os­ity?”

			“Don’t tor­ment me. Speak, speak!”

			“There’s no deny­ing that you are a brave girl. Upon my word, I thought you would have asked Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in to es­cort you here. But he was not with you nor any­where near. I was on the lookout. It’s spir­ited of you, it proves you wanted to spare Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. But everything is di­vine in you. … About your broth­er, what am I to say to you? You’ve just seen him your­self. What did you think of him?”

			“Surely that’s not the only thing you are build­ing on?”

			“No, not on that, but on his own words. He came here on two suc­cess­ive even­ings to see Sofya Semy­onovna. I’ve shown you where they sat. He made a full con­fes­sion to her. He is a mur­der­er. He killed an old wo­man, a pawn­broker, with whom he had pawned things him­self. He killed her sis­ter too, a ped­lar wo­man called Liza­veta, who happened to come in while he was mur­der­ing her sis­ter. He killed them with an axe he brought with him. He murdered them to rob them and he did rob them. He took money and vari­ous things. … He told all this, word for word, to Sofya Semy­onovna, the only per­son who knows his secret. But she has had no share by word or deed in the murder; she was as hor­ri­fied at it as you are now. Don’t be anxious, she won’t be­tray him.”

			“It can­not be,” muttered Dounia, with white lips. She gasped for breath. “It can­not be. There was not the slight­est cause, no sort of ground. … It’s a lie, a lie!”

			“He robbed her, that was the cause, he took money and things. It’s true that by his own ad­mis­sion he made no use of the money or things, but hid them un­der a stone, where they are now. But that was be­cause he dared not make use of them.”

			“But how could he steal, rob? How could he dream of it?” cried Dounia, and she jumped up from the chair. “Why, you know him, and you’ve seen him, can he be a thief?”

			She seemed to be im­plor­ing Svid­rig­aïlov; she had en­tirely for­got­ten her fear.

			“There are thou­sands and mil­lions of com­bin­a­tions and pos­sib­il­it­ies, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna. A thief steals and knows he is a scoun­drel, but I’ve heard of a gen­tle­man who broke open the mail. Who knows, very likely he thought he was do­ing a gen­tle­manly thing! Of course I should not have be­lieved it my­self if I’d been told of it as you have, but I be­lieve my own ears. He ex­plained all the causes of it to Sofya Semy­onovna too, but she did not be­lieve her ears at first, yet she be­lieved her own eyes at last.”

			“What … were the causes?”

			“It’s a long story, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna. Here’s … how shall I tell you?—A the­ory of a sort, the same one by which I for in­stance con­sider that a single mis­deed is per­miss­ible if the prin­cip­al aim is right, a sol­it­ary wrong­do­ing and hun­dreds of good deeds! It’s galling too, of course, for a young man of gifts and over­ween­ing pride to know that if he had, for in­stance, a paltry three thou­sand, his whole ca­reer, his whole fu­ture would be dif­fer­ently shaped and yet not to have that three thou­sand. Add to that, nervous ir­rit­ab­il­ity from hun­ger, from lodging in a hole, from rags, from a vivid sense of the charm of his so­cial po­s­i­tion and his sis­ter’s and moth­er’s po­s­i­tion too. Above all, van­ity, pride and van­ity, though good­ness knows he may have good qual­it­ies too. … I am not blam­ing him, please don’t think it; be­sides, it’s not my busi­ness. A spe­cial little the­ory came in too—a the­ory of a sort—di­vid­ing man­kind, you see, in­to ma­ter­i­al and su­per­i­or per­sons, that is per­sons to whom the law does not ap­ply ow­ing to their su­peri­or­ity, who make laws for the rest of man­kind, the ma­ter­i­al, that is. It’s all right as a the­ory, une théor­ie comme une autre. Na­po­leon at­trac­ted him tre­mend­ously, that is, what af­fected him was that a great many men of geni­us have not hes­it­ated at wrong­do­ing, but have over­stepped the law without think­ing about it. He seems to have fan­cied that he was a geni­us too—that is, he was con­vinced of it for a time. He has suffered a great deal and is still suf­fer­ing from the idea that he could make a the­ory, but was in­cap­able of boldly over­step­ping the law, and so he is not a man of geni­us. And that’s hu­mi­li­at­ing for a young man of any pride, in our day es­pe­cially. …”

			“But re­morse? You deny him any mor­al feel­ing then? Is he like that?”

			“Ah, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, everything is in a muddle now; not that it was ever in very good or­der. Rus­si­ans in gen­er­al are broad in their ideas, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, broad like their land and ex­ceed­ingly dis­posed to the fant­ast­ic, the chaot­ic. But it’s a mis­for­tune to be broad without a spe­cial geni­us. Do you re­mem­ber what a lot of talk we had to­geth­er on this sub­ject, sit­ting in the even­ings on the ter­race after sup­per? Why, you used to re­proach me with breadth! Who knows, per­haps we were talk­ing at the very time when he was ly­ing here think­ing over his plan. There are no sac­red tra­di­tions amongst us, es­pe­cially in the edu­cated class, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna. At the best someone will make them up some­how for him­self out of books or from some old chron­icle. But those are for the most part the learned and all old fo­geys, so that it would be al­most ill-bred in a man of so­ci­ety. You know my opin­ions in gen­er­al, though. I nev­er blame any­one. I do noth­ing at all, I per­severe in that. But we’ve talked of this more than once be­fore. I was so happy in­deed as to in­terest you in my opin­ions. … You are very pale, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna.”

			“I know his the­ory. I read that art­icle of his about men to whom all is per­mit­ted. Ra­zu­mi­h­in brought it to me.”

			“Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in? Your broth­er’s art­icle? In a magazine? Is there such an art­icle? I didn’t know. It must be in­ter­est­ing. But where are you go­ing, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna?”

			“I want to see Sofya Semy­onovna,” Dounia ar­tic­u­lated faintly. “How do I go to her? She has come in, per­haps. I must see her at once. Per­haps she …”

			Avdotya Ro­man­ovna could not fin­ish. Her breath lit­er­ally failed her.

			“Sofya Semy­onovna will not be back till night, at least I be­lieve not. She was to have been back at once, but if not, then she will not be in till quite late.”

			“Ah, then you are ly­ing! I see … you were ly­ing … ly­ing all the time. … I don’t be­lieve you! I don’t be­lieve you!” cried Dounia, com­pletely los­ing her head.

			Al­most faint­ing, she sank on to a chair which Svid­rig­aïlov made haste to give her.

			“Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, what is it? Con­trol your­self! Here is some wa­ter. Drink a little. …”

			He sprinkled some wa­ter over her. Dounia shuddered and came to her­self.

			“It has ac­ted vi­ol­ently,” Svid­rig­aïlov muttered to him­self, frown­ing. “Avdotya Ro­man­ovna, calm your­self! Be­lieve me, he has friends. We will save him. Would you like me to take him abroad? I have money, I can get a tick­et in three days. And as for the murder, he will do all sorts of good deeds yet, to atone for it. Calm your­self. He may be­come a great man yet. Well, how are you? How do you feel?”

			“Cruel man! To be able to jeer at it! Let me go …”

			“Where are you go­ing?”

			“To him. Where is he? Do you know? Why is this door locked? We came in at that door and now it is locked. When did you man­age to lock it?”

			“We couldn’t be shout­ing all over the flat on such a sub­ject. I am far from jeer­ing; it’s simply that I’m sick of talk­ing like this. But how can you go in such a state? Do you want to be­tray him? You will drive him to fury, and he will give him­self up. Let me tell you, he is already be­ing watched; they are already on his track. You will simply be giv­ing him away. Wait a little: I saw him and was talk­ing to him just now. He can still be saved. Wait a bit, sit down; let us think it over to­geth­er. I asked you to come in or­der to dis­cuss it alone with you and to con­sider it thor­oughly. But do sit down!”

			“How can you save him? Can he really be saved?”

			Dounia sat down. Svid­rig­aïlov sat down be­side her.

			“It all de­pends on you, on you, on you alone,” he began with glow­ing eyes, al­most in a whis­per and hardly able to ut­ter the words for emo­tion.

			Dounia drew back from him in alarm. He too was trem­bling all over.

			“You … one word from you, and he is saved. I … I’ll save him. I have money and friends. I’ll send him away at once. I’ll get a pass­port, two pass­ports, one for him and one for me. I have friends … cap­able people. … If you like, I’ll take a pass­port for you … for your moth­er. … What do you want with Ra­zu­mi­h­in? I love you too. … I love you bey­ond everything. … Let me kiss the hem of your dress, let me, let me. … The very rustle of it is too much for me. Tell me, ‘do that,’ and I’ll do it. I’ll do everything. I will do the im­possible. What you be­lieve, I will be­lieve. I’ll do any­thing—any­thing! Don’t, don’t look at me like that. Do you know that you are killing me? …”

			He was al­most be­gin­ning to rave. … Some­thing seemed sud­denly to go to his head. Dounia jumped up and rushed to the door.

			“Open it! Open it!” she called, shak­ing the door. “Open it! Is there no one there?”

			Svid­rig­aïlov got up and came to him­self. His still trem­bling lips slowly broke in­to an angry mock­ing smile.

			“There is no one at home,” he said quietly and em­phat­ic­ally. “The land­lady has gone out, and it’s waste of time to shout like that. You are only ex­cit­ing your­self use­lessly.”

			“Where is the key? Open the door at once, at once, base man!”

			“I have lost the key and can­not find it.”

			“This is an out­rage,” cried Dounia, turn­ing pale as death. She rushed to the fur­thest corner, where she made haste to bar­ri­cade her­self with a little table.

			She did not scream, but she fixed her eyes on her tor­ment­or and watched every move­ment he made.

			Svid­rig­aïlov re­mained stand­ing at the oth­er end of the room fa­cing her. He was pos­it­ively com­posed, at least in ap­pear­ance, but his face was pale as be­fore. The mock­ing smile did not leave his face.

			“You spoke of out­rage just now, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna. In that case you may be sure I’ve taken meas­ures. Sofya Semy­onovna is not at home. The Ka­per­naumovs are far away—there are five locked rooms between. I am at least twice as strong as you are and I have noth­ing to fear, be­sides. For you could not com­plain af­ter­wards. You surely would not be will­ing ac­tu­ally to be­tray your broth­er? Be­sides, no one would be­lieve you. How should a girl have come alone to vis­it a sol­it­ary man in his lodgings? So that even if you do sac­ri­fice your broth­er, you could prove noth­ing. It is very dif­fi­cult to prove an as­sault, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna.”

			“Scoun­drel!” whispered Dounia in­dig­nantly.

			“As you like, but ob­serve I was only speak­ing by way of a gen­er­al pro­pos­i­tion. It’s my per­son­al con­vic­tion that you are per­fectly right—vi­ol­ence is hate­ful. I only spoke to show you that you need have no re­morse even if … you were will­ing to save your broth­er of your own ac­cord, as I sug­gest to you. You would be simply sub­mit­ting to cir­cum­stances, to vi­ol­ence, in fact, if we must use that word. Think about it. Your broth­er’s and your moth­er’s fate are in your hands. I will be your slave … all my life … I will wait here.”

			Svid­rig­aïlov sat down on the sofa about eight steps from Dounia. She had not the slight­est doubt now of his un­bend­ing de­term­in­a­tion. Be­sides, she knew him. Sud­denly she pulled out of her pock­et a re­volver, cocked it and laid it in her hand on the table. Svid­rig­aïlov jumped up.

			“Aha! So that’s it, is it?” he cried, sur­prised but smil­ing ma­li­ciously. “Well, that com­pletely al­ters the as­pect of af­fairs. You’ve made things won­der­fully easi­er for me, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna. But where did you get the re­volver? Was it Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in? Why, it’s my re­volver, an old friend! And how I’ve hunted for it! The shoot­ing les­sons I’ve giv­en you in the coun­try have not been thrown away.”

			“It’s not your re­volver, it be­longed to Marfa Pet­ro­vna, whom you killed, wretch! There was noth­ing of yours in her house. I took it when I began to sus­pect what you were cap­able of. If you dare to ad­vance one step, I swear I’ll kill you.” She was frantic.

			“But your broth­er? I ask from curi­os­ity,” said Svid­rig­aïlov, still stand­ing where he was.

			“In­form, if you want to! Don’t stir! Don’t come near­er! I’ll shoot! You poisoned your wife, I know; you are a mur­der­er your­self!” She held the re­volver ready.

			“Are you so pos­it­ive I poisoned Marfa Pet­ro­vna?”

			“You did! You hin­ted it your­self; you talked to me of pois­on. … I know you went to get it … you had it in read­i­ness. … It was your do­ing. … It must have been your do­ing. … Scoun­drel!”

			“Even if that were true, it would have been for your sake … you would have been the cause.”

			“You are ly­ing! I hated you al­ways, al­ways. …”

			“Oho, Avdotya Ro­man­ovna! You seem to have for­got­ten how you softened to me in the heat of pro­pa­ganda. I saw it in your eyes. Do you re­mem­ber that moon­light night, when the night­in­gale was singing?”

			“That’s a lie,” there was a flash of fury in Dounia’s eyes, “that’s a lie and a li­bel!”

			“A lie? Well, if you like, it’s a lie. I made it up. Wo­men ought not to be re­minded of such things,” he smiled. “I know you will shoot, you pretty wild creature. Well, shoot away!”

			Dounia raised the re­volver, and deadly pale, gazed at him, meas­ur­ing the dis­tance and await­ing the first move­ment on his part. Her lower lip was white and quiv­er­ing and her big black eyes flashed like fire. He had nev­er seen her so hand­some. The fire glow­ing in her eyes at the mo­ment she raised the re­volver seemed to kindle him and there was a pang of an­guish in his heart. He took a step for­ward and a shot rang out. The bul­let grazed his hair and flew in­to the wall be­hind. He stood still and laughed softly.

			“The wasp has stung me. She aimed straight at my head. What’s this? Blood?” he pulled out his handker­chief to wipe the blood, which flowed in a thin stream down his right temple. The bul­let seemed to have just grazed the skin.

			Dounia lowered the re­volver and looked at Svid­rig­aïlov not so much in ter­ror as in a sort of wild amazement. She seemed not to un­der­stand what she was do­ing and what was go­ing on.

			“Well, you missed! Fire again, I’ll wait,” said Svid­rig­aïlov softly, still smil­ing, but gloomily. “If you go on like that, I shall have time to seize you be­fore you cock again.”

			Dounia star­ted, quickly cocked the pis­tol and again raised it.

			“Let me be,” she cried in des­pair. “I swear I’ll shoot again. I … I’ll kill you.”

			“Well … at three paces you can hardly help it. But if you don’t … then.” His eyes flashed and he took two steps for­ward. Dounia shot again: it missed fire.

			“You haven’t loaded it prop­erly. Nev­er mind, you have an­oth­er charge there. Get it ready, I’ll wait.”

			He stood fa­cing her, two paces away, wait­ing and gaz­ing at her with wild de­term­in­a­tion, with fe­ver­ishly pas­sion­ate, stub­born, set eyes. Dounia saw that he would soon­er die than let her go. “And … now, of course she would kill him, at two paces!” Sud­denly she flung away the re­volver.

			“She’s dropped it!” said Svid­rig­aïlov with sur­prise, and he drew a deep breath. A weight seemed to have rolled from his heart—per­haps not only the fear of death; in­deed he may scarcely have felt it at that mo­ment. It was the de­liv­er­ance from an­oth­er feel­ing, dark­er and more bit­ter, which he could not him­self have defined.

			He went to Dounia and gently put his arm round her waist. She did not res­ist, but, trem­bling like a leaf, looked at him with sup­pli­ant eyes. He tried to say some­thing, but his lips moved without be­ing able to ut­ter a sound.

			“Let me go,” Dounia im­plored. Svid­rig­aïlov shuddered. Her voice now was quite dif­fer­ent.

			“Then you don’t love me?” he asked softly. Dounia shook her head.

			“And … and you can’t? Nev­er?” he whispered in des­pair.

			“Nev­er!”

			There fol­lowed a mo­ment of ter­rible, dumb struggle in the heart of Svid­rig­aïlov. He looked at her with an in­des­crib­able gaze. Sud­denly he with­drew his arm, turned quickly to the win­dow and stood fa­cing it. An­oth­er mo­ment passed.

			“Here’s the key.”

			He took it out of the left pock­et of his coat and laid it on the table be­hind him, without turn­ing or look­ing at Dounia.

			“Take it! Make haste!”

			He looked stub­bornly out of the win­dow. Dounia went up to the table to take the key.

			“Make haste! Make haste!” re­peated Svid­rig­aïlov, still without turn­ing or mov­ing. But there seemed a ter­rible sig­ni­fic­ance in the tone of that “make haste.”

			Dounia un­der­stood it, snatched up the key, flew to the door, un­locked it quickly and rushed out of the room. A minute later, be­side her­self, she ran out on to the canal bank in the dir­ec­tion of X—— Bridge.

			Svid­rig­aïlov re­mained three minutes stand­ing at the win­dow. At last he slowly turned, looked about him and passed his hand over his fore­head. A strange smile con­tor­ted his face, a pi­ti­ful, sad, weak smile, a smile of des­pair. The blood, which was already get­ting dry, smeared his hand. He looked an­grily at it, then wet­ted a tow­el and washed his temple. The re­volver which Dounia had flung away lay near the door and sud­denly caught his eye. He picked it up and ex­amined it. It was a little pock­et three-bar­rel re­volver of old-fash­ioned con­struc­tion. There were still two charges and one cap­sule left in it. It could be fired again. He thought a little, put the re­volver in his pock­et, took his hat and went out.

		
	
		
			VI

			He spent that even­ing till ten o’clock go­ing from one low haunt to an­oth­er. Ka­tia too turned up and sang an­oth­er gut­ter song, how a cer­tain

			
				
					“vil­lain and tyr­ant,
					

					began kiss­ing Ka­tia.”
				

			

			Svid­rig­aïlov treated Ka­tia and the or­gan-grinder and some sing­ers and the waiters and two little clerks. He was par­tic­u­larly drawn to these clerks by the fact that they both had crooked noses, one bent to the left and the oth­er to the right. They took him fi­nally to a pleas­ure garden, where he paid for their en­trance. There was one lanky three-year-old pine-tree and three bushes in the garden, be­sides a “Vaux­hall,” which was in real­ity a drink­ing-bar where tea too was served, and there were a few green tables and chairs stand­ing round it. A chor­us of wretched sing­ers and a drunk­en but ex­ceed­ingly de­pressed Ger­man clown from Mu­nich with a red nose en­ter­tained the pub­lic. The clerks quar­relled with some oth­er clerks and a fight seemed im­min­ent. Svid­rig­aïlov was chosen to de­cide the dis­pute. He listened to them for a quarter of an hour, but they shouted so loud that there was no pos­sib­il­ity of un­der­stand­ing them. The only fact that seemed cer­tain was that one of them had stolen some­thing and had even suc­ceeded in selling it on the spot to a Jew, but would not share the spoil with his com­pan­ion. Fi­nally it ap­peared that the stolen ob­ject was a tea­spoon be­long­ing to the Vaux­hall. It was missed and the af­fair began to seem trouble­some. Svid­rig­aïlov paid for the spoon, got up, and walked out of the garden. It was about six o’clock. He had not drunk a drop of wine all this time and had ordered tea more for the sake of ap­pear­ances than any­thing.

			It was a dark and stifling even­ing. Threat­en­ing storm-clouds came over the sky about ten o’clock. There was a clap of thun­der, and the rain came down like a wa­ter­fall. The wa­ter fell not in drops, but beat on the earth in streams. There were flashes of light­ning every minute and each flash las­ted while one could count five.

			Drenched to the skin, he went home, locked him­self in, opened the bur­eau, took out all his money and tore up two or three pa­pers. Then, put­ting the money in his pock­et, he was about to change his clothes, but, look­ing out of the win­dow and listen­ing to the thun­der and the rain, he gave up the idea, took up his hat and went out of the room without lock­ing the door. He went straight to So­nia. She was at home.

			She was not alone: the four Ka­per­naumov chil­dren were with her. She was giv­ing them tea. She re­ceived Svid­rig­aïlov in re­spect­ful si­lence, look­ing won­der­ingly at his soak­ing clothes. The chil­dren all ran away at once in in­des­crib­able ter­ror.

			Svid­rig­aïlov sat down at the table and asked So­nia to sit be­side him. She tim­idly pre­pared to listen.

			“I may be go­ing to Amer­ica, Sofya Semy­onovna,” said Svid­rig­aïlov, “and as I am prob­ably see­ing you for the last time, I have come to make some ar­range­ments. Well, did you see the lady today? I know what she said to you, you need not tell me.” (So­nia made a move­ment and blushed.) “Those people have their own way of do­ing things. As to your sis­ters and your broth­er, they are really provided for and the money as­signed to them I’ve put in­to safe keep­ing and have re­ceived ac­know­ledg­ments. You had bet­ter take charge of the re­ceipts, in case any­thing hap­pens. Here, take them! Well now, that’s settled. Here are three five-per­cent bonds to the value of three thou­sand roubles. Take those for your­self, en­tirely for your­self, and let that be strictly between ourselves, so that no one knows of it, whatever you hear. You will need the money, for to go on liv­ing in the old way, Sofya Semy­onovna, is bad, and be­sides there is no need for it now.”

			“I am so much in­debted to you, and so are the chil­dren and my step­moth­er,” said So­nia hur­riedly, “and if I’ve said so little … please don’t con­sider …”

			“That’s enough! that’s enough!”

			“But as for the money, Arkady Ivan­ovitch, I am very grate­ful to you, but I don’t need it now. I can al­ways earn my own liv­ing. Don’t think me un­grate­ful. If you are so char­it­able, that money. …”

			“It’s for you, for you, Sofya Semy­onovna, and please don’t waste words over it. I haven’t time for it. You will want it. Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch has two al­tern­at­ives: a bul­let in the brain or Siber­ia.” (So­nia looked wildly at him, and star­ted.) “Don’t be un­easy, I know all about it from him­self and I am not a gos­sip; I won’t tell any­one. It was good ad­vice when you told him to give him­self up and con­fess. It would be much bet­ter for him. Well, if it turns out to be Siber­ia, he will go and you will fol­low him. That’s so, isn’t it? And if so, you’ll need money. You’ll need it for him, do you un­der­stand? Giv­ing it to you is the same as my giv­ing it to him. Be­sides, you prom­ised Amalia Ivan­ovna to pay what’s ow­ing. I heard you. How can you un­der­take such ob­lig­a­tions so heed­lessly, Sofya Semy­onovna? It was Ka­ter­ina Ivan­ovna’s debt and not yours, so you ought not to have taken any no­tice of the Ger­man wo­man. You can’t get through the world like that. If you are ever ques­tioned about me—to­mor­row or the day after you will be asked—don’t say any­thing about my com­ing to see you now and don’t show the money to any­one or say a word about it. Well, now good­bye.” (He got up.) “My greet­ings to Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch. By the way, you’d bet­ter put the money for the present in Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s keep­ing. You know Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in? Of course you do. He’s not a bad fel­low. Take it to him to­mor­row or … when the time comes. And till then, hide it care­fully.”

			So­nia too jumped up from her chair and looked in dis­may at Svid­rig­aïlov. She longed to speak, to ask a ques­tion, but for the first mo­ments she did not dare and did not know how to be­gin.

			“How can you … how can you be go­ing now, in such rain?”

			“Why, be start­ing for Amer­ica, and be stopped by rain! Ha, ha! Good­bye, Sofya Semy­onovna, my dear! Live and live long, you will be of use to oth­ers. By the way … tell Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in I send my greet­ings to him. Tell him Arkady Ivan­ovitch Svid­rig­aïlov sends his greet­ings. Be sure to.”

			He went out, leav­ing So­nia in a state of won­der­ing anxi­ety and vague ap­pre­hen­sion.

			It ap­peared af­ter­wards that on the same even­ing, at twenty past el­ev­en, he made an­oth­er very ec­cent­ric and un­ex­pec­ted vis­it. The rain still per­sisted. Drenched to the skin, he walked in­to the little flat where the par­ents of his be­trothed lived, in Third Street in Vassilyevsky Is­land. He knocked some time be­fore he was ad­mit­ted, and his vis­it at first caused great per­turb­a­tion; but Svid­rig­aïlov could be very fas­cin­at­ing when he liked, so that the first, and in­deed very in­tel­li­gent sur­mise of the sens­ible par­ents that Svid­rig­aïlov had prob­ably had so much to drink that he did not know what he was do­ing van­ished im­me­di­ately. The de­crep­it fath­er was wheeled in to see Svid­rig­aïlov by the tender and sens­ible moth­er, who as usu­al began the con­ver­sa­tion with vari­ous ir­rel­ev­ant ques­tions. She nev­er asked a dir­ect ques­tion, but began by smil­ing and rub­bing her hands and then, if she were ob­liged to as­cer­tain some­thing—for in­stance, when Svid­rig­aïlov would like to have the wed­ding—she would be­gin by in­ter­ested and al­most eager ques­tions about Par­is and the court life there, and only by de­grees brought the con­ver­sa­tion round to Third Street. On oth­er oc­ca­sions this had of course been very im­press­ive, but this time Arkady Ivan­ovitch seemed par­tic­u­larly im­pa­tient, and in­sisted on see­ing his be­trothed at once, though he had been in­formed, to be­gin with, that she had already gone to bed. The girl of course ap­peared.

			Svid­rig­aïlov in­formed her at once that he was ob­liged by very im­port­ant af­fairs to leave Peters­burg for a time, and there­fore brought her fif­teen thou­sand roubles and begged her ac­cept them as a present from him, as he had long been in­tend­ing to make her this tri­fling present be­fore their wed­ding. The lo­gic­al con­nec­tion of the present with his im­me­di­ate de­par­ture and the ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity of vis­it­ing them for that pur­pose in pour­ing rain at mid­night was not made clear. But it all went off very well; even the in­ev­it­able ejac­u­la­tions of won­der and re­gret, the in­ev­it­able ques­tions were ex­traordin­ar­ily few and re­strained. On the oth­er hand, the grat­it­ude ex­pressed was most glow­ing and was re­in­forced by tears from the most sens­ible of moth­ers. Svid­rig­aïlov got up, laughed, kissed his be­trothed, pat­ted her cheek, de­clared he would soon come back, and no­ti­cing in her eyes, to­geth­er with child­ish curi­os­ity, a sort of earn­est dumb in­quiry, re­flec­ted and kissed her again, though he felt sin­cere an­ger in­wardly at the thought that his present would be im­me­di­ately locked up in the keep­ing of the most sens­ible of moth­ers. He went away, leav­ing them all in a state of ex­traordin­ary ex­cite­ment, but the tender mamma, speak­ing quietly in a half whis­per, settled some of the most im­port­ant of their doubts, con­clud­ing that Svid­rig­aïlov was a great man, a man of great af­fairs and con­nec­tions and of great wealth—there was no know­ing what he had in his mind. He would start off on a jour­ney and give away money just as the fancy took him, so that there was noth­ing sur­pris­ing about it. Of course it was strange that he was wet through, but Eng­lish­men, for in­stance, are even more ec­cent­ric, and all these people of high so­ci­ety didn’t think of what was said of them and didn’t stand on ce­re­mony. Pos­sibly, in­deed, he came like that on pur­pose to show that he was not afraid of any­one. Above all, not a word should be said about it, for God knows what might come of it, and the money must be locked up, and it was most for­tu­nate that Fe­dosya, the cook, had not left the kit­chen. And above all not a word must be said to that old cat, Ma­dame Ress­lich, and so on and so on. They sat up whis­per­ing till two o’clock, but the girl went to bed much earli­er, amazed and rather sor­row­ful.

			Svid­rig­aïlov mean­while, ex­actly at mid­night, crossed the bridge on the way back to the main­land. The rain had ceased and there was a roar­ing wind. He began shiv­er­ing, and for one mo­ment he gazed at the black wa­ters of the Little Neva with a look of spe­cial in­terest, even in­quiry. But he soon felt it very cold, stand­ing by the wa­ter; he turned and went to­wards Y—— Pro­spect. He walked along that end­less street for a long time, al­most half an hour, more than once stum­bling in the dark on the wooden pave­ment, but con­tinu­ally look­ing for some­thing on the right side of the street. He had no­ticed passing through this street lately that there was a hotel some­where to­wards the end, built of wood, but fairly large, and its name he re­membered was some­thing like Ad­ri­anople. He was not mis­taken: the hotel was so con­spicu­ous in that God­for­saken place that he could not fail to see it even in the dark. It was a long, blackened wooden build­ing, and in spite of the late hour there were lights in the win­dows and signs of life with­in. He went in and asked a ragged fel­low who met him in the cor­ridor for a room. The lat­ter, scan­ning Svid­rig­aïlov, pulled him­self to­geth­er and led him at once to a close and tiny room in the dis­tance, at the end of the cor­ridor, un­der the stairs. There was no oth­er, all were oc­cu­pied. The ragged fel­low looked in­quir­ingly.

			“Is there tea?” asked Svid­rig­aïlov.

			“Yes, sir.”

			“What else is there?”

			“Veal, vodka, sa­vour­ies.”

			“Bring me tea and veal.”

			“And you want noth­ing else?” he asked with ap­par­ent sur­prise.

			“Noth­ing, noth­ing.”

			The ragged man went away, com­pletely dis­il­lu­sioned.

			“It must be a nice place,” thought Svid­rig­aïlov. “How was it I didn’t know it? I ex­pect I look as if I came from a café chant­ant and have had some ad­ven­ture on the way. It would be in­ter­est­ing to know who stayed here?”

			He lighted the candle and looked at the room more care­fully. It was a room so low-pitched that Svid­rig­aïlov could only just stand up in it; it had one win­dow; the bed, which was very dirty, and the plain-stained chair and table al­most filled it up. The walls looked as though they were made of planks, covered with shabby pa­per, so torn and dusty that the pat­tern was in­dis­tin­guish­able, though the gen­er­al col­our—yel­low—could still be made out. One of the walls was cut short by the slop­ing ceil­ing, though the room was not an at­tic but just un­der the stairs.

			Svid­rig­aïlov set down the candle, sat down on the bed and sank in­to thought. But a strange per­sist­ent mur­mur which some­times rose to a shout in the next room at­trac­ted his at­ten­tion. The mur­mur had not ceased from the mo­ment he entered the room. He listened: someone was up­braid­ing and al­most tear­fully scold­ing, but he heard only one voice.

			Svid­rig­aïlov got up, shaded the light with his hand and at once he saw light through a crack in the wall; he went up and peeped through. The room, which was some­what lar­ger than his, had two oc­cu­pants. One of them, a very curly-headed man with a red in­flamed face, was stand­ing in the pose of an orator, without his coat, with his legs wide apart to pre­serve his bal­ance, and smit­ing him­self on the breast. He re­proached the oth­er with be­ing a beg­gar, with hav­ing no stand­ing whatever. He de­clared that he had taken the oth­er out of the gut­ter and he could turn him out when he liked, and that only the fin­ger of Provid­ence sees it all. The ob­ject of his re­proaches was sit­ting in a chair, and had the air of a man who wants dread­fully to sneeze, but can’t. He some­times turned sheep­ish and be­fogged eyes on the speak­er, but ob­vi­ously had not the slight­est idea what he was talk­ing about and scarcely heard it. A candle was burn­ing down on the table; there were wine­glasses, a nearly empty bottle of vodka, bread and cu­cum­ber, and glasses with the dregs of stale tea. After gaz­ing at­tent­ively at this, Svid­rig­aïlov turned away in­dif­fer­ently and sat down on the bed.

			The ragged at­tend­ant, re­turn­ing with the tea, could not res­ist ask­ing him again wheth­er he didn’t want any­thing more, and again re­ceiv­ing a neg­at­ive reply, fi­nally with­drew. Svid­rig­aïlov made haste to drink a glass of tea to warm him­self, but could not eat any­thing. He began to feel fe­ver­ish. He took off his coat and, wrap­ping him­self in the blanket, lay down on the bed. He was an­noyed. “It would have been bet­ter to be well for the oc­ca­sion,” he thought with a smile. The room was close, the candle burnt dimly, the wind was roar­ing out­side, he heard a mouse scratch­ing in the corner and the room smelt of mice and of leath­er. He lay in a sort of rev­er­ie: one thought fol­lowed an­oth­er. He felt a long­ing to fix his ima­gin­a­tion on some­thing. “It must be a garden un­der the win­dow,” he thought. “There’s a sound of trees. How I dis­like the sound of trees on a stormy night, in the dark! They give one a hor­rid feel­ing.” He re­membered how he had dis­liked it when he passed Pet­rovsky Park just now. This re­minded him of the bridge over the Little Neva and he felt cold again as he had when stand­ing there. “I nev­er have liked wa­ter,” he thought, “even in a land­scape,” and he sud­denly smiled again at a strange idea: “Surely now all these ques­tions of taste and com­fort ought not to mat­ter, but I’ve be­come more par­tic­u­lar, like an an­im­al that picks out a spe­cial place … for such an oc­ca­sion. I ought to have gone in­to the Pet­rovsky Park! I sup­pose it seemed dark, cold, ha-ha! As though I were seek­ing pleas­ant sen­sa­tions! … By the way, why haven’t I put out the candle?” he blew it out. “They’ve gone to bed next door,” he thought, not see­ing the light at the crack. “Well, now, Marfa Pet­ro­vna, now is the time for you to turn up; it’s dark, and the very time and place for you. But now you won’t come!”

			He sud­denly re­called how, an hour be­fore car­ry­ing out his design on Dounia, he had re­com­men­ded Raskolnikov to trust her to Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s keep­ing. “I sup­pose I really did say it, as Raskolnikov guessed, to tease my­self. But what a rogue that Raskolnikov is! He’s gone through a good deal. He may be a suc­cess­ful rogue in time when he’s got over his non­sense. But now he’s too eager for life. These young men are con­tempt­ible on that point. But, hang the fel­low! Let him please him­self, it’s noth­ing to do with me.”

			He could not get to sleep. By de­grees Dounia’s im­age rose be­fore him, and a shud­der ran over him. “No, I must give up all that now,” he thought, rous­ing him­self. “I must think of some­thing else. It’s queer and funny. I nev­er had a great hatred for any­one, I nev­er par­tic­u­larly de­sired to avenge my­self even, and that’s a bad sign, a bad sign, a bad sign. I nev­er liked quar­rel­ling either, and nev­er lost my tem­per—that’s a bad sign too. And the prom­ises I made her just now, too—Dam­na­tion! But—who knows?—per­haps she would have made a new man of me some­how. …”

			He ground his teeth and sank in­to si­lence again. Again Dounia’s im­age rose be­fore him, just as she was when, after shoot­ing the first time, she had lowered the re­volver in ter­ror and gazed blankly at him, so that he might have seized her twice over and she would not have lif­ted a hand to de­fend her­self if he had not re­minded her. He re­called how at that in­stant he felt al­most sorry for her, how he had felt a pang at his heart …

			“Aïe! Dam­na­tion, these thoughts again! I must put it away!”

			He was doz­ing off; the fe­ver­ish shiver had ceased, when sud­denly some­thing seemed to run over his arm and leg un­der the bed­clothes. He star­ted. “Ugh! hang it! I be­lieve it’s a mouse,” he thought, “that’s the veal I left on the table.” He felt fear­fully dis­in­clined to pull off the blanket, get up, get cold, but all at once some­thing un­pleas­ant ran over his leg again. He pulled off the blanket and lighted the candle. Shak­ing with fe­ver­ish chill he bent down to ex­am­ine the bed: there was noth­ing. He shook the blanket and sud­denly a mouse jumped out on the sheet. He tried to catch it, but the mouse ran to and fro in zig­zags without leav­ing the bed, slipped between his fin­gers, ran over his hand and sud­denly dar­ted un­der the pil­low. He threw down the pil­low, but in one in­stant felt some­thing leap on his chest and dart over his body and down his back un­der his shirt. He trembled nervously and woke up.

			The room was dark. He was ly­ing on the bed and wrapped up in the blanket as be­fore. The wind was howl­ing un­der the win­dow. “How dis­gust­ing,” he thought with an­noy­ance.

			He got up and sat on the edge of the bed­stead with his back to the win­dow. “It’s bet­ter not to sleep at all,” he de­cided. There was a cold damp draught from the win­dow, how­ever; without get­ting up he drew the blanket over him and wrapped him­self in it. He was not think­ing of any­thing and did not want to think. But one im­age rose after an­oth­er, in­co­her­ent scraps of thought without be­gin­ning or end passed through his mind. He sank in­to drowsi­ness. Per­haps the cold, or the damp­ness, or the dark, or the wind that howled un­der the win­dow and tossed the trees roused a sort of per­sist­ent crav­ing for the fant­ast­ic. He kept dwell­ing on im­ages of flowers, he fan­cied a charm­ing flower garden, a bright, warm, al­most hot day, a hol­i­day—Trin­ity day. A fine, sump­tu­ous coun­try cot­tage in the Eng­lish taste over­grown with fra­grant flowers, with flower beds go­ing round the house; the porch, wreathed in climbers, was sur­roun­ded with beds of roses. A light, cool stair­case, car­peted with rich rugs, was dec­or­ated with rare plants in china pots. He no­ticed par­tic­u­larly in the win­dows nose­gays of tender, white, heav­ily fra­grant nar­cissus bend­ing over their bright, green, thick long stalks. He was re­luct­ant to move away from them, but he went up the stairs and came in­to a large, high draw­ing-room and again every­where—at the win­dows, the doors on to the bal­cony, and on the bal­cony it­self—were flowers. The floors were strewn with freshly-cut fra­grant hay, the win­dows were open, a fresh, cool, light air came in­to the room. The birds were chir­rup­ing un­der the win­dow, and in the middle of the room, on a table covered with a white sat­in shroud, stood a coffin. The coffin was covered with white silk and edged with a thick white frill; wreaths of flowers sur­roun­ded it on all sides. Among the flowers lay a girl in a white muslin dress, with her arms crossed and pressed on her bos­om, as though carved out of marble. But her loose fair hair was wet; there was a wreath of roses on her head. The stern and already ri­gid pro­file of her face looked as though chis­elled of marble too, and the smile on her pale lips was full of an im­mense un­child­ish misery and sor­row­ful ap­peal. Svid­rig­aïlov knew that girl; there was no holy im­age, no burn­ing candle be­side the coffin; no sound of pray­ers: the girl had drowned her­self. She was only four­teen, but her heart was broken. And she had des­troyed her­self, crushed by an in­sult that had ap­palled and amazed that child­ish soul, had smirched that an­gel pur­ity with un­mer­ited dis­grace and torn from her a last scream of des­pair, un­heeded and bru­tally dis­reg­arded, on a dark night in the cold and wet while the wind howled. …

			Svid­rig­aïlov came to him­self, got up from the bed and went to the win­dow. He felt for the latch and opened it. The wind lashed furi­ously in­to the little room and stung his face and his chest, only covered with his shirt, as though with frost. Un­der the win­dow there must have been some­thing like a garden, and ap­par­ently a pleas­ure garden. There, too, prob­ably there were tea-tables and singing in the day­time. Now drops of rain flew in at the win­dow from the trees and bushes; it was dark as in a cel­lar, so that he could only just make out some dark blurs of ob­jects. Svid­rig­aïlov, bend­ing down with el­bows on the win­dowsill, gazed for five minutes in­to the dark­ness; the boom of a can­non, fol­lowed by a second one, re­soun­ded in the dark­ness of the night. “Ah, the sig­nal! The river is over­flow­ing,” he thought. “By morn­ing it will be swirl­ing down the street in the lower parts, flood­ing the base­ments and cel­lars. The cel­lar rats will swim out, and men will curse in the rain and wind as they drag their rub­bish to their up­per storeys. What time is it now?” And he had hardly thought it when, some­where near, a clock on the wall, tick­ing away hur­riedly, struck three.

			“Aha! It will be light in an hour! Why wait? I’ll go out at once straight to the park. I’ll choose a great bush there drenched with rain, so that as soon as one’s shoulder touches it, mil­lions of drops drip on one’s head.”

			He moved away from the win­dow, shut it, lighted the candle, put on his waist­coat, his over­coat and his hat and went out, car­ry­ing the candle, in­to the pas­sage to look for the ragged at­tend­ant who would be asleep some­where in the midst of candle-ends and all sorts of rub­bish, to pay him for the room and leave the hotel. “It’s the best minute; I couldn’t choose a bet­ter.”

			He walked for some time through a long nar­row cor­ridor without find­ing any­one and was just go­ing to call out, when sud­denly in a dark corner between an old cup­board and the door he caught sight of a strange ob­ject which seemed to be alive. He bent down with the candle and saw a little girl, not more than five years old, shiv­er­ing and cry­ing, with her clothes as wet as a soak­ing house-flan­nel. She did not seem afraid of Svid­rig­aïlov, but looked at him with blank amazement out of her big black eyes. Now and then she sobbed as chil­dren do when they have been cry­ing a long time, but are be­gin­ning to be com­for­ted. The child’s face was pale and tired, she was numb with cold. “How can she have come here? She must have hid­den here and not slept all night.” He began ques­tion­ing her. The child sud­denly be­com­ing an­im­ated, chattered away in her baby lan­guage, some­thing about “mammy” and that “mammy would beat her,” and about some cup that she had “bwoken.” The child chattered on without stop­ping. He could only guess from what she said that she was a neg­lected child, whose moth­er, prob­ably a drunk­en cook, in the ser­vice of the hotel, whipped and frightened her; that the child had broken a cup of her moth­er’s and was so frightened that she had run away the even­ing be­fore, had hid­den for a long while some­where out­side in the rain, at last had made her way in here, hid­den be­hind the cup­board and spent the night there, cry­ing and trem­bling from the damp, the dark­ness and the fear that she would be badly beaten for it. He took her in his arms, went back to his room, sat her on the bed, and began un­dress­ing her. The torn shoes which she had on her stocking­less feet were as wet as if they had been stand­ing in a puddle all night. When he had un­dressed her, he put her on the bed, covered her up and wrapped her in the blanket from her head down­wards. She fell asleep at once. Then he sank in­to dreary mus­ing again.

			“What folly to trouble my­self,” he de­cided sud­denly with an op­press­ive feel­ing of an­noy­ance. “What idiocy!” In vex­a­tion he took up the candle to go and look for the ragged at­tend­ant again and make haste to go away. “Damn the child!” he thought as he opened the door, but he turned again to see wheth­er the child was asleep. He raised the blanket care­fully. The child was sleep­ing soundly, she had got warm un­der the blanket, and her pale cheeks were flushed. But strange to say that flush seemed bright­er and coars­er than the rosy cheeks of child­hood. “It’s a flush of fever,” thought Svid­rig­aïlov. It was like the flush from drink­ing, as though she had been giv­en a full glass to drink. Her crim­son lips were hot and glow­ing; but what was this? He sud­denly fan­cied that her long black eye­lashes were quiv­er­ing, as though the lids were open­ing and a sly crafty eye peeped out with an un­child­like wink, as though the little girl were not asleep, but pre­tend­ing. Yes, it was so. Her lips par­ted in a smile. The corners of her mouth quivered, as though she were try­ing to con­trol them. But now she quite gave up all ef­fort, now it was a grin, a broad grin; there was some­thing shame­less, pro­voc­at­ive in that quite un­child­ish face; it was de­prav­ity, it was the face of a har­lot, the shame­less face of a French har­lot. Now both eyes opened wide; they turned a glow­ing, shame­less glance upon him; they laughed, in­vited him. … There was some­thing in­fin­itely hideous and shock­ing in that laugh, in those eyes, in such nas­ti­ness in the face of a child. “What, at five years old?” Svid­rig­aïlov muttered in genu­ine hor­ror. “What does it mean?” And now she turned to him, her little face all aglow, hold­ing out her arms. … “Ac­cursed child!” Svid­rig­aïlov cried, rais­ing his hand to strike her, but at that mo­ment he woke up.

			He was in the same bed, still wrapped in the blanket. The candle had not been lighted, and day­light was stream­ing in at the win­dows.

			“I’ve had night­mare all night!” He got up an­grily, feel­ing ut­terly shattered; his bones ached. There was a thick mist out­side and he could see noth­ing. It was nearly five. He had over­slept him­self! He got up, put on his still damp jack­et and over­coat. Feel­ing the re­volver in his pock­et, he took it out and then he sat down, took a note­book out of his pock­et and in the most con­spicu­ous place on the title page wrote a few lines in large let­ters. Read­ing them over, he sank in­to thought with his el­bows on the table. The re­volver and the note­book lay be­side him. Some flies woke up and settled on the un­touched veal, which was still on the table. He stared at them and at last with his free right hand began try­ing to catch one. He tried till he was tired, but could not catch it. At last, real­ising that he was en­gaged in this in­ter­est­ing pur­suit, he star­ted, got up and walked res­ol­utely out of the room. A minute later he was in the street.

			A thick milky mist hung over the town. Svid­rig­aïlov walked along the slip­pery dirty wooden pave­ment to­wards the Little Neva. He was pic­tur­ing the wa­ters of the Little Neva swollen in the night, Pet­rovsky Is­land, the wet paths, the wet grass, the wet trees and bushes and at last the bush. … He began ill-hu­mouredly star­ing at the houses, try­ing to think of some­thing else. There was not a cab­man or a passerby in the street. The bright yel­low, wooden, little houses looked dirty and de­jec­ted with their closed shut­ters. The cold and damp pen­et­rated his whole body and he began to shiver. From time to time he came across shop signs and read each care­fully. At last he reached the end of the wooden pave­ment and came to a big stone house. A dirty, shiv­er­ing dog crossed his path with its tail between its legs. A man in a great­coat lay face down­wards; dead drunk, across the pave­ment. He looked at him and went on. A high tower stood up on the left. “Bah!” he shouted, “here is a place. Why should it be Pet­rovsky? It will be in the pres­ence of an of­fi­cial wit­ness any­way. …”

			He al­most smiled at this new thought and turned in­to the street where there was the big house with the tower. At the great closed gates of the house, a little man stood with his shoulder lean­ing against them, wrapped in a grey sol­dier’s coat, with a cop­per Achilles hel­met on his head. He cast a drowsy and in­dif­fer­ent glance at Svid­rig­aïlov. His face wore that per­petu­al look of peev­ish de­jec­tion, which is so sourly prin­ted on all faces of Jew­ish race without ex­cep­tion. They both, Svid­rig­aïlov and Achilles, stared at each oth­er for a few minutes without speak­ing. At last it struck Achilles as ir­reg­u­lar for a man not drunk to be stand­ing three steps from him, star­ing and not say­ing a word.

			“What do you want here?” he said, without mov­ing or chan­ging his po­s­i­tion.

			“Noth­ing, broth­er, good morn­ing,” answered Svid­rig­aïlov.

			“This isn’t the place.”

			“I am go­ing to for­eign parts, broth­er.”

			“To for­eign parts?”

			“To Amer­ica.”

			“Amer­ica.”

			Svid­rig­aïlov took out the re­volver and cocked it. Achilles raised his eye­brows.

			“I say, this is not the place for such jokes!”

			“Why shouldn’t it be the place?”

			“Be­cause it isn’t.”

			“Well, broth­er, I don’t mind that. It’s a good place. When you are asked, you just say he was go­ing, he said, to Amer­ica.”

			He put the re­volver to his right temple.

			“You can’t do it here, it’s not the place,” cried Achilles, rous­ing him­self, his eyes grow­ing big­ger and big­ger.

			Svid­rig­aïlov pulled the trig­ger.

		
	
		
			VII

			The same day, about sev­en o’clock in the even­ing, Raskolnikov was on his way to his moth­er’s and sis­ter’s lodging—the lodging in Bakaleyev’s house which Ra­zu­mi­h­in had found for them. The stairs went up from the street. Raskolnikov walked with lag­ging steps, as though still hes­it­at­ing wheth­er to go or not. But noth­ing would have turned him back: his de­cision was taken.

			“Be­sides, it doesn’t mat­ter, they still know noth­ing,” he thought, “and they are used to think­ing of me as ec­cent­ric.”

			He was ap­pallingly dressed: his clothes torn and dirty, soaked with a night’s rain. His face was al­most dis­tor­ted from fa­tigue, ex­pos­ure, the in­ward con­flict that had las­ted for twenty-four hours. He had spent all the pre­vi­ous night alone, God knows where. But any­way he had reached a de­cision.

			He knocked at the door which was opened by his moth­er. Dounia was not at home. Even the ser­vant happened to be out. At first Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was speech­less with joy and sur­prise; then she took him by the hand and drew him in­to the room.

			“Here you are!” she began, fal­ter­ing with joy. “Don’t be angry with me, Rodya, for wel­com­ing you so fool­ishly with tears: I am laugh­ing not cry­ing. Did you think I was cry­ing? No, I am de­lighted, but I’ve got in­to such a stu­pid habit of shed­ding tears. I’ve been like that ever since your fath­er’s death. I cry for any­thing. Sit down, dear boy, you must be tired; I see you are. Ah, how muddy you are.”

			“I was in the rain yes­ter­day, moth­er. …” Raskolnikov began.

			“No, no,” Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna hur­riedly in­ter­rup­ted, “you thought I was go­ing to cross-ques­tion you in the wo­man­ish way I used to; don’t be anxious, I un­der­stand, I un­der­stand it all: now I’ve learned the ways here and truly I see for my­self that they are bet­ter. I’ve made up my mind once for all: how could I un­der­stand your plans and ex­pect you to give an ac­count of them? God knows what con­cerns and plans you may have, or what ideas you are hatch­ing; so it’s not for me to keep nudging your el­bow, ask­ing you what you are think­ing about? But, my good­ness! why am I run­ning to and fro as though I were crazy … ? I am read­ing your art­icle in the magazine for the third time, Rodya. Dmitri Prokofitch brought it to me. Dir­ectly I saw it I cried out to my­self: ‘There, fool­ish one,’ I thought, ‘that’s what he is busy about; that’s the solu­tion of the mys­tery! Learned people are al­ways like that. He may have some new ideas in his head just now; he is think­ing them over and I worry him and up­set him.’ I read it, my dear, and of course there was a great deal I did not un­der­stand; but that’s only nat­ur­al—how should I?”

			“Show me, moth­er.”

			Raskolnikov took the magazine and glanced at his art­icle. In­con­gru­ous as it was with his mood and his cir­cum­stances, he felt that strange and bit­ter sweet sen­sa­tion that every au­thor ex­per­i­ences the first time he sees him­self in print; be­sides, he was only twenty-three. It las­ted only a mo­ment. After read­ing a few lines he frowned and his heart throbbed with an­guish. He re­called all the in­ward con­flict of the pre­ced­ing months. He flung the art­icle on the table with dis­gust and an­ger.

			“But, how­ever fool­ish I may be, Rodya, I can see for my­self that you will very soon be one of the lead­ing—if not the lead­ing man—in the world of Rus­si­an thought. And they dared to think you were mad! You don’t know, but they really thought that. Ah, the despic­able creatures, how could they un­der­stand geni­us! And Dounia, Dounia was all but be­liev­ing it—what do you say to that? Your fath­er sent twice to magazines—the first time poems (I’ve got the ma­nu­script and will show you) and the second time a whole nov­el (I begged him to let me copy it out) and how we prayed that they should be taken—they wer­en’t! I was break­ing my heart, Rodya, six or sev­en days ago over your food and your clothes and the way you are liv­ing. But now I see again how fool­ish I was, for you can at­tain any po­s­i­tion you like by your in­tel­lect and tal­ent. No doubt you don’t care about that for the present and you are oc­cu­pied with much more im­port­ant mat­ters. …”

			“Dounia’s not at home, moth­er?”

			“No, Rodya. I of­ten don’t see her; she leaves me alone. Dmitri Prokofitch comes to see me, it’s so good of him, and he al­ways talks about you. He loves you and re­spects you, my dear. I don’t say that Dounia is very want­ing in con­sid­er­a­tion. I am not com­plain­ing. She has her ways and I have mine; she seems to have got some secrets of late and I nev­er have any secrets from you two. Of course, I am sure that Dounia has far too much sense, and be­sides she loves you and me … but I don’t know what it will all lead to. You’ve made me so happy by com­ing now, Rodya, but she has missed you by go­ing out; when she comes in I’ll tell her: ‘Your broth­er came in while you were out. Where have you been all this time?’ You mustn’t spoil me, Rodya, you know; come when you can, but if you can’t, it doesn’t mat­ter, I can wait. I shall know, any­way, that you are fond of me, that will be enough for me. I shall read what you write, I shall hear about you from every­one, and some­times you’ll come your­self to see me. What could be bet­ter? Here you’ve come now to com­fort your moth­er, I see that.”

			Here Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna began to cry.

			“Here I am again! Don’t mind my fool­ish­ness. My good­ness, why am I sit­ting here?” she cried, jump­ing up. “There is cof­fee and I don’t of­fer you any. Ah, that’s the selfish­ness of old age. I’ll get it at once!”

			“Moth­er, don’t trouble, I am go­ing at once. I haven’t come for that. Please listen to me.”

			Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna went up to him tim­idly.

			“Moth­er, whatever hap­pens, whatever you hear about me, whatever you are told about me, will you al­ways love me as you do now?” he asked sud­denly from the full­ness of his heart, as though not think­ing of his words and not weigh­ing them.

			“Rodya, Rodya, what is the mat­ter? How can you ask me such a ques­tion? Why, who will tell me any­thing about you? Be­sides, I shouldn’t be­lieve any­one, I should re­fuse to listen.”

			“I’ve come to as­sure you that I’ve al­ways loved you and I am glad that we are alone, even glad Dounia is out,” he went on with the same im­pulse. “I have come to tell you that though you will be un­happy, you must be­lieve that your son loves you now more than him­self, and that all you thought about me, that I was cruel and didn’t care about you, was all a mis­take. I shall nev­er cease to love you. … Well, that’s enough: I thought I must do this and be­gin with this. …”

			Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna em­braced him in si­lence, press­ing him to her bos­om and weep­ing gently.

			“I don’t know what is wrong with you, Rodya,” she said at last. “I’ve been think­ing all this time that we were simply bor­ing you and now I see that there is a great sor­row in store for you, and that’s why you are miser­able. I’ve fore­seen it a long time, Rodya. For­give me for speak­ing about it. I keep think­ing about it and lie awake at nights. Your sis­ter lay talk­ing in her sleep all last night, talk­ing of noth­ing but you. I caught some­thing, but I couldn’t make it out. I felt all the morn­ing as though I were go­ing to be hanged, wait­ing for some­thing, ex­pect­ing some­thing, and now it has come! Rodya, Rodya, where are you go­ing? You are go­ing away some­where?”

			“Yes.”

			“That’s what I thought! I can come with you, you know, if you need me. And Dounia, too; she loves you, she loves you dearly—and Sofya Semy­onovna may come with us if you like. You see, I am glad to look upon her as a daugh­ter even … Dmitri Prokofitch will help us to go to­geth­er. But … where … are you go­ing?”

			“Good­bye, moth­er.”

			“What, today?” she cried, as though los­ing him forever.

			“I can’t stay, I must go now. …”

			“And can’t I come with you?”

			“No, but kneel down and pray to God for me. Your pray­er per­haps will reach Him.”

			“Let me bless you and sign you with the cross. That’s right, that’s right. Oh, God, what are we do­ing?”

			Yes, he was glad, he was very glad that there was no one there, that he was alone with his moth­er. For the first time after all those aw­ful months his heart was softened. He fell down be­fore her, he kissed her feet and both wept, em­bra­cing. And she was not sur­prised and did not ques­tion him this time. For some days she had real­ised that some­thing aw­ful was hap­pen­ing to her son and that now some ter­rible minute had come for him.

			“Rodya, my darling, my first born,” she said sob­bing, “now you are just as when you were little. You would run like this to me and hug me and kiss me. When your fath­er was liv­ing and we were poor, you com­for­ted us simply by be­ing with us and when I bur­ied your fath­er, how of­ten we wept to­geth­er at his grave and em­braced, as now. And if I’ve been cry­ing lately, it’s that my moth­er’s heart had a fore­bod­ing of trouble. The first time I saw you, that even­ing, you re­mem­ber, as soon as we ar­rived here, I guessed simply from your eyes. My heart sank at once, and today when I opened the door and looked at you, I thought the fatal hour had come. Rodya, Rodya, you are not go­ing away today?”

			“No!”

			“You’ll come again?”

			“Yes … I’ll come.”

			“Rodya, don’t be angry, I don’t dare to ques­tion you. I know I mustn’t. Only say two words to me—is it far where you are go­ing?”

			“Very far.”

			“What is await­ing you there? Some post or ca­reer for you?”

			“What God sends … only pray for me.” Raskolnikov went to the door, but she clutched him and gazed des­pair­ingly in­to his eyes. Her face worked with ter­ror.

			“Enough, moth­er,” said Raskolnikov, deeply re­gret­ting that he had come.

			“Not forever, it’s not yet forever? You’ll come, you’ll come to­mor­row?”

			“I will, I will, good­bye.” He tore him­self away at last.

			It was a warm, fresh, bright even­ing; it had cleared up in the morn­ing. Raskolnikov went to his lodgings; he made haste. He wanted to fin­ish all be­fore sun­set. He did not want to meet any­one till then. Go­ing up the stairs he no­ticed that Nastasya rushed from the sam­o­var to watch him in­tently. “Can any­one have come to see me?” he wondered. He had a dis­gus­ted vis­ion of Por­firy. But open­ing his door he saw Dounia. She was sit­ting alone, plunged in deep thought, and looked as though she had been wait­ing a long time. He stopped short in the door­way. She rose from the sofa in dis­may and stood up fa­cing him. Her eyes, fixed upon him, be­trayed hor­ror and in­fin­ite grief. And from those eyes alone he saw at once that she knew.

			“Am I to come in or go away?” he asked un­cer­tainly.

			“I’ve been all day with Sofya Semy­onovna. We were both wait­ing for you. We thought that you would be sure to come there.”

			Raskolnikov went in­to the room and sank ex­hausted on a chair.

			“I feel weak, Dounia, I am very tired; and I should have liked at this mo­ment to be able to con­trol my­self.”

			He glanced at her mis­trust­fully.

			“Where were you all night?”

			“I don’t re­mem­ber clearly. You see, sis­ter, I wanted to make up my mind once for all, and sev­er­al times I walked by the Neva, I re­mem­ber that I wanted to end it all there, but … I couldn’t make up my mind,” he whispered, look­ing at her mis­trust­fully again.

			“Thank God! That was just what we were afraid of, Sofya Semy­onovna and I. Then you still have faith in life? Thank God, thank God!”

			Raskolnikov smiled bit­terly.

			“I haven’t faith, but I have just been weep­ing in moth­er’s arms; I haven’t faith, but I have just asked her to pray for me. I don’t know how it is, Dounia, I don’t un­der­stand it.”

			“Have you been at moth­er’s? Have you told her?” cried Dounia, hor­ror-stricken. “Surely you haven’t done that?”

			“No, I didn’t tell her … in words; but she un­der­stood a great deal. She heard you talk­ing in your sleep. I am sure she half un­der­stands it already. Per­haps I did wrong in go­ing to see her. I don’t know why I did go. I am a con­tempt­ible per­son, Dounia.”

			“A con­tempt­ible per­son, but ready to face suf­fer­ing! You are, aren’t you?”

			“Yes, I am go­ing. At once. Yes, to es­cape the dis­grace I thought of drown­ing my­self, Dounia, but as I looked in­to the wa­ter, I thought that if I had con­sidered my­self strong till now I’d bet­ter not be afraid of dis­grace,” he said, hur­ry­ing on. “It’s pride, Dounia.”

			“Pride, Rodya.”

			There was a gleam of fire in his lustre­less eyes; he seemed to be glad to think that he was still proud.

			“You don’t think, sis­ter, that I was simply afraid of the wa­ter?” he asked, look­ing in­to her face with a sin­is­ter smile.

			“Oh, Rodya, hush!” cried Dounia bit­terly. Si­lence las­ted for two minutes. He sat with his eyes fixed on the floor; Dounia stood at the oth­er end of the table and looked at him with an­guish. Sud­denly he got up.

			“It’s late, it’s time to go! I am go­ing at once to give my­self up. But I don’t know why I am go­ing to give my­self up.”

			Big tears fell down her cheeks.

			“You are cry­ing, sis­ter, but can you hold out your hand to me?”

			“You doubted it?”

			She threw her arms round him.

			“Aren’t you half ex­pi­at­ing your crime by fa­cing the suf­fer­ing?” she cried, hold­ing him close and kiss­ing him.

			“Crime? What crime?” he cried in sud­den fury. “That I killed a vile nox­ious in­sect, an old pawn­broker wo­man, of use to no one! … Killing her was atone­ment for forty sins. She was suck­ing the life out of poor people. Was that a crime? I am not think­ing of it and I am not think­ing of ex­pi­at­ing it, and why are you all rub­bing it in on all sides? ‘A crime! a crime!’ Only now I see clearly the im­be­cil­ity of my cow­ardice, now that I have de­cided to face this su­per­flu­ous dis­grace. It’s simply be­cause I am con­tempt­ible and have noth­ing in me that I have de­cided to, per­haps too for my ad­vant­age, as that … Por­firy … sug­ges­ted!”

			“Broth­er, broth­er, what are you say­ing? Why, you have shed blood?” cried Dounia in des­pair.

			“Which all men shed,” he put in al­most frantic­ally, “which flows and has al­ways flowed in streams, which is spilt like cham­pagne, and for which men are crowned in the Cap­it­ol and are called af­ter­wards be­ne­fact­ors of man­kind. Look in­to it more care­fully and un­der­stand it! I too wanted to do good to men and would have done hun­dreds, thou­sands of good deeds to make up for that one piece of stu­pid­ity, not stu­pid­ity even, simply clum­si­ness, for the idea was by no means so stu­pid as it seems now that it has failed. … (Everything seems stu­pid when it fails.) By that stu­pid­ity I only wanted to put my­self in­to an in­de­pend­ent po­s­i­tion, to take the first step, to ob­tain means, and then everything would have been smoothed over by be­ne­fits im­meas­ur­able in com­par­is­on. … But I … I couldn’t carry out even the first step, be­cause I am con­tempt­ible, that’s what’s the mat­ter! And yet I won’t look at it as you do. If I had suc­ceeded I should have been crowned with glory, but now I’m trapped.”

			“But that’s not so, not so! Broth­er, what are you say­ing?”

			“Ah, it’s not pic­tur­esque, not aes­thet­ic­ally at­tract­ive! I fail to un­der­stand why bom­bard­ing people by reg­u­lar siege is more hon­our­able. The fear of ap­pear­ances is the first symp­tom of im­pot­ence. I’ve nev­er, nev­er re­cog­nised this more clearly than now, and I am fur­ther than ever from see­ing that what I did was a crime. I’ve nev­er, nev­er been stronger and more con­vinced than now.”

			The col­our had rushed in­to his pale ex­hausted face, but as he uttered his last ex­plan­a­tion, he happened to meet Dounia’s eyes and he saw such an­guish in them that he could not help be­ing checked. He felt that he had, any­way, made these two poor wo­men miser­able, that he was, any­way, the cause …

			“Dounia darling, if I am guilty for­give me (though I can­not be for­giv­en if I am guilty). Good­bye! We won’t dis­pute. It’s time, high time to go. Don’t fol­low me, I be­seech you, I have some­where else to go. … But you go at once and sit with moth­er. I en­treat you to! It’s my last re­quest of you. Don’t leave her at all; I left her in a state of anxi­ety, that she is not fit to bear; she will die or go out of her mind. Be with her! Ra­zu­mi­h­in will be with you. I’ve been talk­ing to him. … Don’t cry about me: I’ll try to be hon­est and manly all my life, even if I am a mur­der­er. Per­haps I shall some day make a name. I won’t dis­grace you, you will see; I’ll still show. … Now good­bye for the present,” he con­cluded hur­riedly, no­ti­cing again a strange ex­pres­sion in Dounia’s eyes at his last words and prom­ises. “Why are you cry­ing? Don’t cry, don’t cry: we are not part­ing forever! Ah, yes! Wait a minute, I’d for­got­ten!”

			He went to the table, took up a thick dusty book, opened it and took from between the pages a little wa­ter­col­our por­trait on ivory. It was the por­trait of his land­lady’s daugh­ter, who had died of fever, that strange girl who had wanted to be a nun. For a minute he gazed at the del­ic­ate ex­press­ive face of his be­trothed, kissed the por­trait and gave it to Dounia.

			“I used to talk a great deal about it to her, only to her,” he said thought­fully. “To her heart I con­fided much of what has since been so hideously real­ised. Don’t be un­easy,” he re­turned to Dounia, “she was as much op­posed to it as you, and I am glad that she is gone. The great point is that everything now is go­ing to be dif­fer­ent, is go­ing to be broken in two,” he cried, sud­denly re­turn­ing to his de­jec­tion. “Everything, everything, and am I pre­pared for it? Do I want it my­self? They say it is ne­ces­sary for me to suf­fer! What’s the ob­ject of these sense­less suf­fer­ings? shall I know any bet­ter what they are for, when I am crushed by hard­ships and idiocy, and weak as an old man after twenty years’ pen­al ser­vitude? And what shall I have to live for then? Why am I con­sent­ing to that life now? Oh, I knew I was con­tempt­ible when I stood look­ing at the Neva at day­break today!”

			At last they both went out. It was hard for Dounia, but she loved him. She walked away, but after go­ing fifty paces she turned round to look at him again. He was still in sight. At the corner he too turned and for the last time their eyes met; but no­ti­cing that she was look­ing at him, he mo­tioned her away with im­pa­tience and even vex­a­tion, and turned the corner ab­ruptly.

			“I am wicked, I see that,” he thought to him­self, feel­ing ashamed a mo­ment later of his angry ges­ture to Dounia. “But why are they so fond of me if I don’t de­serve it? Oh, if only I were alone and no one loved me and I too had nev­er loved any­one! Noth­ing of all this would have happened. But I won­der shall I in those fif­teen or twenty years grow so meek that I shall humble my­self be­fore people and whim­per at every word that I am a crim­in­al? Yes, that’s it, that’s it, that’s what they are send­ing me there for, that’s what they want. Look at them run­ning to and fro about the streets, every one of them a scoun­drel and a crim­in­al at heart and, worse still, an idi­ot. But try to get me off and they’d be wild with right­eous in­dig­na­tion. Oh, how I hate them all!”

			He fell to mus­ing by what pro­cess it could come to pass, that he could be humbled be­fore all of them, in­dis­crim­in­ately—humbled by con­vic­tion. And yet why not? It must be so. Would not twenty years of con­tinu­al bond­age crush him ut­terly? Wa­ter wears out a stone. And why, why should he live after that? Why should he go now when he knew that it would be so? It was the hun­dredth time per­haps that he had asked him­self that ques­tion since the pre­vi­ous even­ing, but still he went.

		
	
		
			VIII

			When he went in­to So­nia’s room, it was already get­ting dark. All day So­nia had been wait­ing for him in ter­rible anxi­ety. Dounia had been wait­ing with her. She had come to her that morn­ing, re­mem­ber­ing Svid­rig­aïlov’s words that So­nia knew. We will not de­scribe the con­ver­sa­tion and tears of the two girls, and how friendly they be­came. Dounia gained one com­fort at least from that in­ter­view, that her broth­er would not be alone. He had gone to her, So­nia, first with his con­fes­sion; he had gone to her for hu­man fel­low­ship when he needed it; she would go with him wherever fate might send him. Dounia did not ask, but she knew it was so. She looked at So­nia al­most with rev­er­ence and at first al­most em­bar­rassed her by it. So­nia was al­most on the point of tears. She felt her­self, on the con­trary, hardly worthy to look at Dounia. Dounia’s gra­cious im­age when she had bowed to her so at­tent­ively and re­spect­fully at their first meet­ing in Raskolnikov’s room had re­mained in her mind as one of the fairest vis­ions of her life.

			Dounia at last be­came im­pa­tient and, leav­ing So­nia, went to her broth­er’s room to await him there; she kept think­ing that he would come there first. When she had gone, So­nia began to be tor­tured by the dread of his com­mit­ting sui­cide, and Dounia too feared it. But they had spent the day try­ing to per­suade each oth­er that that could not be, and both were less anxious while they were to­geth­er. As soon as they par­ted, each thought of noth­ing else. So­nia re­membered how Svid­rig­aïlov had said to her the day be­fore that Raskolnikov had two al­tern­at­ives—Siber­ia or … Be­sides she knew his van­ity, his pride and his lack of faith.

			“Is it pos­sible that he has noth­ing but cow­ardice and fear of death to make him live?” she thought at last in des­pair.

			Mean­while the sun was set­ting. So­nia was stand­ing in de­jec­tion, look­ing in­tently out of the win­dow, but from it she could see noth­ing but the un­white­washed blank wall of the next house. At last when she began to feel sure of his death—he walked in­to the room.

			She gave a cry of joy, but look­ing care­fully in­to his face she turned pale.

			“Yes,” said Raskolnikov, smil­ing. “I have come for your cross, So­nia. It was you told me to go to the cross­roads; why is it you are frightened now it’s come to that?”

			So­nia gazed at him as­ton­ished. His tone seemed strange to her; a cold shiver ran over her, but in a mo­ment she guessed that the tone and the words were a mask. He spoke to her look­ing away, as though to avoid meet­ing her eyes.

			“You see, So­nia, I’ve de­cided that it will be bet­ter so. There is one fact. … But it’s a long story and there’s no need to dis­cuss it. But do you know what an­gers me? It an­noys me that all those stu­pid bru­tish faces will be gap­ing at me dir­ectly, pes­ter­ing me with their stu­pid ques­tions, which I shall have to an­swer—they’ll point their fin­gers at me. … Tfoo! You know I am not go­ing to Por­firy, I am sick of him. I’d rather go to my friend, the Ex­plos­ive Lieu­ten­ant; how I shall sur­prise him, what a sen­sa­tion I shall make! But I must be cool­er; I’ve be­come too ir­rit­able of late. You know I was nearly shak­ing my fist at my sis­ter just now, be­cause she turned to take a last look at me. It’s a bru­tal state to be in! Ah! what am I com­ing to! Well, where are the crosses?”

			He seemed hardly to know what he was do­ing. He could not stay still or con­cen­trate his at­ten­tion on any­thing; his ideas seemed to gal­lop after one an­oth­er, he talked in­co­her­ently, his hands trembled slightly.

			Without a word So­nia took out of the draw­er two crosses, one of cypress wood and one of cop­per. She made the sign of the cross over her­self and over him, and put the wooden cross on his neck.

			“It’s the sym­bol of my tak­ing up the cross,” he laughed. “As though I had not suffered much till now! The wooden cross, that is the peas­ant one; the cop­per one, that is Liza­veta’s—you will wear your­self, show me! So she had it on … at that mo­ment? I re­mem­ber two things like these too, a sil­ver one and a little icon. I threw them back on the old wo­man’s neck. Those would be ap­pro­pri­ate now, really, those are what I ought to put on now. … But I am talk­ing non­sense and for­get­ting what mat­ters; I’m some­how for­get­ful. … You see I have come to warn you, So­nia, so that you might know … that’s all—that’s all I came for. But I thought I had more to say. You wanted me to go your­self. Well, now I am go­ing to pris­on and you’ll have your wish. Well, what are you cry­ing for? You too? Don’t. Leave off! Oh, how I hate it all!”

			But his feel­ing was stirred; his heart ached, as he looked at her. “Why is she griev­ing too?” he thought to him­self. “What am I to her? Why does she weep? Why is she look­ing after me, like my moth­er or Dounia? She’ll be my nurse.”

			“Cross your­self, say at least one pray­er,” So­nia begged in a tim­id broken voice.

			“Oh cer­tainly, as much as you like! And sin­cerely, So­nia, sin­cerely. …”

			But he wanted to say some­thing quite dif­fer­ent.

			He crossed him­self sev­er­al times. So­nia took up her shawl and put it over her head. It was the green drap de dames shawl of which Marme­ladov had spoken, “the fam­ily shawl.” Raskolnikov thought of that look­ing at it, but he did not ask. He began to feel him­self that he was cer­tainly for­get­ting things and was dis­gust­ingly agit­ated. He was frightened at this. He was sud­denly struck too by the thought that So­nia meant to go with him.

			“What are you do­ing? Where are you go­ing? Stay here, stay! I’ll go alone,” he cried in cow­ardly vex­a­tion, and al­most re­sent­ful, he moved to­wards the door. “What’s the use of go­ing in pro­ces­sion?” he muttered go­ing out.

			So­nia re­mained stand­ing in the middle of the room. He had not even said good­bye to her; he had for­got­ten her. A poignant and re­bel­li­ous doubt surged in his heart.

			“Was it right, was it right, all this?” he thought again as he went down the stairs. “Couldn’t he stop and re­tract it all … and not go?”

			But still he went. He felt sud­denly once for all that he mustn’t ask him­self ques­tions. As he turned in­to the street he re­membered that he had not said good­bye to So­nia, that he had left her in the middle of the room in her green shawl, not dar­ing to stir after he had shouted at her, and he stopped short for a mo­ment. At the same in­stant, an­oth­er thought dawned upon him, as though it had been ly­ing in wait to strike him then.

			“Why, with what ob­ject did I go to her just now? I told her—on busi­ness; on what busi­ness? I had no sort of busi­ness! To tell her I was go­ing; but where was the need? Do I love her? No, no, I drove her away just now like a dog. Did I want her crosses? Oh, how low I’ve sunk! No, I wanted her tears, I wanted to see her ter­ror, to see how her heart ached! I had to have some­thing to cling to, some­thing to delay me, some friendly face to see! And I dared to be­lieve in my­self, to dream of what I would do! I am a beg­garly con­tempt­ible wretch, con­tempt­ible!”

			He walked along the canal bank, and he had not much fur­ther to go. But on reach­ing the bridge he stopped and turn­ing out of his way along it went to the Hay Mar­ket.

			He looked eagerly to right and left, gazed in­tently at every ob­ject and could not fix his at­ten­tion on any­thing; everything slipped away. “In an­oth­er week, an­oth­er month I shall be driv­en in a pris­on van over this bridge, how shall I look at the canal then? I should like to re­mem­ber this!” slipped in­to his mind. “Look at this sign! How shall I read those let­ters then? It’s writ­ten here ‘Cam­pany,’ that’s a thing to re­mem­ber, that let­ter a, and to look at it again in a month—how shall I look at it then? What shall I be feel­ing and think­ing then? … How trivi­al it all must be, what I am fret­ting about now! Of course it must all be in­ter­est­ing … in its way … (Ha-ha-ha! What am I think­ing about?) I am be­com­ing a baby, I am show­ing off to my­self; why am I ashamed? Foo! how people shove! that fat man—a Ger­man he must be—who pushed against me, does he know whom he pushed? There’s a peas­ant wo­man with a baby, beg­ging. It’s curi­ous that she thinks me hap­pi­er than she is. I might give her some­thing, for the in­con­gru­ity of it. Here’s a five ko­peck piece left in my pock­et, where did I get it? Here, here … take it, my good wo­man!”

			“God bless you,” the beg­gar chanted in a lach­rym­ose voice.

			He went in­to the Hay Mar­ket. It was dis­taste­ful, very dis­taste­ful to be in a crowd, but he walked just where he saw most people. He would have giv­en any­thing in the world to be alone; but he knew him­self that he would not have re­mained alone for a mo­ment. There was a man drunk and dis­orderly in the crowd; he kept try­ing to dance and fall­ing down. There was a ring round him. Raskolnikov squeezed his way through the crowd, stared for some minutes at the drunk­en man and sud­denly gave a short jerky laugh. A minute later he had for­got­ten him and did not see him, though he still stared. He moved away at last, not re­mem­ber­ing where he was; but when he got in­to the middle of the square an emo­tion sud­denly came over him, over­whelm­ing him body and mind.

			He sud­denly re­called So­nia’s words, “Go to the cross­roads, bow down to the people, kiss the earth, for you have sinned against it too, and say aloud to the whole world, ‘I am a mur­der­er.’ ” He trembled, re­mem­ber­ing that. And the hope­less misery and anxi­ety of all that time, es­pe­cially of the last hours, had weighed so heav­ily upon him that he pos­it­ively clutched at the chance of this new un­mixed, com­plete sen­sa­tion. It came over him like a fit; it was like a single spark kindled in his soul and spread­ing fire through him. Everything in him softened at once and the tears star­ted in­to his eyes. He fell to the earth on the spot. …

			He knelt down in the middle of the square, bowed down to the earth, and kissed that filthy earth with bliss and rap­ture. He got up and bowed down a second time.

			“He’s boozed,” a youth near him ob­served.

			There was a roar of laughter.

			“He’s go­ing to Jer­u­s­alem, broth­ers, and say­ing good­bye to his chil­dren and his coun­try. He’s bow­ing down to all the world and kiss­ing the great city of St. Peters­burg and its pave­ment,” ad­ded a work­man who was a little drunk.

			“Quite a young man, too!” ob­served a third.

			“And a gen­tle­man,” someone ob­served soberly.

			“There’s no know­ing who’s a gen­tle­man and who isn’t nowadays.”

			These ex­clam­a­tions and re­marks checked Raskolnikov, and the words, “I am a mur­der­er,” which were per­haps on the point of drop­ping from his lips, died away. He bore these re­marks quietly, how­ever, and, without look­ing round, he turned down a street lead­ing to the po­lice of­fice. He had a glimpse of some­thing on the way which did not sur­prise him; he had felt that it must be so. The second time he bowed down in the Hay Mar­ket he saw, stand­ing fifty paces from him on the left, So­nia. She was hid­ing from him be­hind one of the wooden shanties in the mar­ket­place. She had fol­lowed him then on his pain­ful way! Raskolnikov at that mo­ment felt and knew once for all that So­nia was with him forever and would fol­low him to the ends of the earth, wherever fate might take him. It wrung his heart … but he was just reach­ing the fatal place.

			He went in­to the yard fairly res­ol­utely. He had to mount to the third storey. “I shall be some time go­ing up,” he thought. He felt as though the fate­ful mo­ment was still far off, as though he had plenty of time left for con­sid­er­a­tion.

			Again the same rub­bish, the same egg­shells ly­ing about on the spir­al stairs, again the open doors of the flats, again the same kit­chens and the same fumes and stench com­ing from them. Raskolnikov had not been here since that day. His legs were numb and gave way un­der him, but still they moved for­ward. He stopped for a mo­ment to take breath, to col­lect him­self, so as to enter like a man. “But why? what for?” he wondered, re­flect­ing. “If I must drink the cup what dif­fer­ence does it make? The more re­volt­ing the bet­ter.” He ima­gined for an in­stant the fig­ure of the “ex­plos­ive lieu­ten­ant,” Ilya Pet­ro­vitch. Was he ac­tu­ally go­ing to him? Couldn’t he go to someone else? To Nikodim Fomitch? Couldn’t he turn back and go straight to Nikodim Fomitch’s lodgings? At least then it would be done privately. … No, no! To the “ex­plos­ive lieu­ten­ant”! If he must drink it, drink it off at once.

			Turn­ing cold and hardly con­scious, he opened the door of the of­fice. There were very few people in it this time—only a house port­er and a peas­ant. The door­keep­er did not even peep out from be­hind his screen. Raskolnikov walked in­to the next room. “Per­haps I still need not speak,” passed through his mind. Some sort of clerk not wear­ing a uni­form was set­tling him­self at a bur­eau to write. In a corner an­oth­er clerk was seat­ing him­self. Zamet­ov was not there, nor, of course, Nikodim Fomitch.

			“No one in?” Raskolnikov asked, ad­dress­ing the per­son at the bur­eau.

			“Whom do you want?”

			“A-ah! Not a sound was heard, not a sight was seen, but I scent the Rus­si­an … how does it go on in the fairy tale … I’ve for­got­ten! ‘At your ser­vice!’ ” a fa­mil­i­ar voice cried sud­denly.

			Raskolnikov shuddered. The Ex­plos­ive Lieu­ten­ant stood be­fore him. He had just come in from the third room. “It is the hand of fate,” thought Raskolnikov. “Why is he here?”

			“You’ve come to see us? What about?” cried Ilya Pet­ro­vitch. He was ob­vi­ously in an ex­ceed­ingly good hu­mour and per­haps a trifle ex­hil­ar­ated. “If it’s on busi­ness you are rather early.3 It’s only a chance that I am here … how­ever I’ll do what I can. I must ad­mit, I … what is it, what is it? Ex­cuse me. …”

			“Raskolnikov.”

			“Of course, Raskolnikov. You didn’t ima­gine I’d for­got­ten? Don’t think I am like that … Ro­di­on Ro—Ro—Ro­di­onovitch, that’s it, isn’t it?”

			“Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch.”

			“Yes, yes, of course, Ro­di­on Ro­man­ovitch! I was just get­ting at it. I made many in­quir­ies about you. I as­sure you I’ve been genu­inely grieved since that … since I be­haved like that … it was ex­plained to me af­ter­wards that you were a lit­er­ary man … and a learned one too … and so to say the first steps … Mercy on us! What lit­er­ary or sci­entif­ic man does not be­gin by some ori­gin­al­ity of con­duct! My wife and I have the greatest re­spect for lit­er­at­ure, in my wife it’s a genu­ine pas­sion! Lit­er­at­ure and art! If only a man is a gen­tle­man, all the rest can be gained by tal­ents, learn­ing, good sense, geni­us. As for a hat—well, what does a hat mat­ter? I can buy a hat as eas­ily as I can a bun; but what’s un­der the hat, what the hat cov­ers, I can’t buy that! I was even mean­ing to come and apo­lo­gise to you, but thought maybe you’d … But I am for­get­ting to ask you, is there any­thing you want really? I hear your fam­ily have come?”

			“Yes, my moth­er and sis­ter.”

			“I’ve even had the hon­our and hap­pi­ness of meet­ing your sis­ter—a highly cul­tiv­ated and charm­ing per­son. I con­fess I was sorry I got so hot with you. There it is! But as for my look­ing sus­pi­ciously at your faint­ing fit—that af­fair has been cleared up splen­didly! Bigotry and fan­at­icism! I un­der­stand your in­dig­na­tion. Per­haps you are chan­ging your lodging on ac­count of your fam­ily’s ar­riv­ing?”

			“No, I only looked in … I came to ask … I thought that I should find Zamet­ov here.”

			“Oh, yes! Of course, you’ve made friends, I heard. Well, no, Zamet­ov is not here. Yes, we’ve lost Zamet­ov. He’s not been here since yes­ter­day … he quar­relled with every­one on leav­ing … in the rudest way. He is a feath­er-headed young­ster, that’s all; one might have ex­pec­ted some­thing from him, but there, you know what they are, our bril­liant young men. He wanted to go in for some ex­am­in­a­tion, but it’s only to talk and boast about it, it will go no fur­ther than that. Of course it’s a very dif­fer­ent mat­ter with you or Mr. Ra­zu­mi­h­in there, your friend. Your ca­reer is an in­tel­lec­tu­al one and you won’t be de­terred by fail­ure. For you, one may say, all the at­trac­tions of life ni­hil est—you are an as­cet­ic, a monk, a her­mit! … A book, a pen be­hind your ear, a learned re­search—that’s where your spir­it soars! I am the same way my­self. … Have you read Liv­ing­stone’s Travels?”

			“No.”

			“Oh, I have. There are a great many Ni­hil­ists about nowadays, you know, and in­deed it is not to be wondered at. What sort of days are they? I ask you. But we thought … you are not a Ni­hil­ist of course? An­swer me openly, openly!”

			“N-no …”

			“Be­lieve me, you can speak openly to me as you would to your­self! Of­fi­cial duty is one thing but … you are think­ing I meant to say friend­ship is quite an­oth­er? No, you’re wrong! It’s not friend­ship, but the feel­ing of a man and a cit­izen, the feel­ing of hu­man­ity and of love for the Almighty. I may be an of­fi­cial, but I am al­ways bound to feel my­self a man and a cit­izen. … You were ask­ing about Zamet­ov. Zamet­ov will make a scan­dal in the French style in a house of bad repu­ta­tion, over a glass of cham­pagne … that’s all your Zamet­ov is good for! While I’m per­haps, so to speak, burn­ing with de­vo­tion and lofty feel­ings, and be­sides I have rank, con­sequence, a post! I am mar­ried and have chil­dren, I ful­fil the du­ties of a man and a cit­izen, but who is he, may I ask? I ap­peal to you as a man en­nobled by edu­ca­tion … Then these mid­wives, too, have be­come ex­traordin­ar­ily nu­mer­ous.”

			Raskolnikov raised his eye­brows in­quir­ingly. The words of Ilya Pet­ro­vitch, who had ob­vi­ously been din­ing, were for the most part a stream of empty sounds for him. But some of them he un­der­stood. He looked at him in­quir­ingly, not know­ing how it would end.

			“I mean those crop-headed wenches,” the talk­at­ive Ilya Pet­ro­vitch con­tin­ued. “Mid­wives is my name for them. I think it a very sat­is­fact­ory one, ha-ha! They go to the Academy, study ana­tomy. If I fall ill, am I to send for a young lady to treat me? What do you say? Ha-ha!” Ilya Pet­ro­vitch laughed, quite pleased with his own wit. “It’s an im­mod­er­ate zeal for edu­ca­tion, but once you’re edu­cated, that’s enough. Why ab­use it? Why in­sult hon­our­able people, as that scoun­drel Zamet­ov does? Why did he in­sult me, I ask you? Look at these sui­cides, too, how com­mon they are, you can’t fancy! People spend their last half­penny and kill them­selves, boys and girls and old people. Only this morn­ing we heard about a gen­tle­man who had just come to town. Nil Pavl­itch, I say, what was the name of that gen­tle­man who shot him­self?”

			“Svid­rig­aïlov,” someone answered from the oth­er room with drowsy list­less­ness.

			Raskolnikov star­ted.

			“Svid­rig­aïlov! Svid­rig­aïlov has shot him­self!” he cried.

			“What, do you know Svid­rig­aïlov?”

			“Yes … I knew him. … He hadn’t been here long.”

			“Yes, that’s so. He had lost his wife, was a man of reck­less habits and all of a sud­den shot him­self, and in such a shock­ing way. … He left in his note­book a few words: that he dies in full pos­ses­sion of his fac­ulties and that no one is to blame for his death. He had money, they say. How did you come to know him?”

			“I … was ac­quain­ted … my sis­ter was gov­erness in his fam­ily.”

			“Bah-bah-bah! Then no doubt you can tell us some­thing about him. You had no sus­pi­cion?”

			“I saw him yes­ter­day … he … was drink­ing wine; I knew noth­ing.”

			Raskolnikov felt as though some­thing had fallen on him and was stifling him.

			“You’ve turned pale again. It’s so stuffy here …”

			“Yes, I must go,” muttered Raskolnikov. “Ex­cuse my troub­ling you. …”

			“Oh, not at all, as of­ten as you like. It’s a pleas­ure to see you and I am glad to say so.”

			Ilya Pet­ro­vitch held out his hand.

			“I only wanted … I came to see Zamet­ov.”

			“I un­der­stand, I un­der­stand, and it’s a pleas­ure to see you.”

			“I … am very glad … good­bye,” Raskolnikov smiled.

			He went out; he reeled, he was over­taken with gid­di­ness and did not know what he was do­ing. He began go­ing down the stairs, sup­port­ing him­self with his right hand against the wall. He fan­cied that a port­er pushed past him on his way up­stairs to the po­lice of­fice, that a dog in the lower storey kept up a shrill bark­ing and that a wo­man flung a rolling-pin at it and shouted. He went down and out in­to the yard. There, not far from the en­trance, stood So­nia, pale and hor­ror-stricken. She looked wildly at him. He stood still be­fore her. There was a look of poignant agony, of des­pair, in her face. She clasped her hands. His lips worked in an ugly, mean­ing­less smile. He stood still a minute, grinned and went back to the po­lice of­fice.

			Ilya Pet­ro­vitch had sat down and was rum­ma­ging among some pa­pers. Be­fore him stood the same peas­ant who had pushed by on the stairs.

			“Hul­loa! Back again! have you left some­thing be­hind? What’s the mat­ter?”

			Raskolnikov, with white lips and star­ing eyes, came slowly near­er. He walked right to the table, leaned his hand on it, tried to say some­thing, but could not; only in­co­her­ent sounds were aud­ible.

			“You are feel­ing ill, a chair! Here, sit down! Some wa­ter!”

			Raskolnikov dropped on to a chair, but he kept his eyes fixed on the face of Ilya Pet­ro­vitch, which ex­pressed un­pleas­ant sur­prise. Both looked at one an­oth­er for a minute and waited. Wa­ter was brought.

			“It was I …” began Raskolnikov.

			“Drink some wa­ter.”

			Raskolnikov re­fused the wa­ter with his hand, and softly and brokenly, but dis­tinctly said:

			“It was I killed the old pawn­broker wo­man and her sis­ter Liza­veta with an axe and robbed them.”

			Ilya Pet­ro­vitch opened his mouth. People ran up on all sides.

			Raskolnikov re­peated his state­ment.

		
	
		
			Epilogue

			
				I

				Siber­ia. On the banks of a broad sol­it­ary river stands a town, one of the ad­min­is­trat­ive centres of Rus­sia; in the town there is a fort­ress, in the fort­ress there is a pris­on. In the pris­on the second-class con­vict Ro­di­on Raskolnikov has been con­fined for nine months. Al­most a year and a half has passed since his crime.

				There had been little dif­fi­culty about his tri­al. The crim­in­al ad­hered ex­actly, firmly, and clearly to his state­ment. He did not con­fuse nor mis­rep­res­ent the facts, nor soften them in his own in­terest, nor omit the smal­lest de­tail. He ex­plained every in­cid­ent of the murder, the secret of the pledge (the piece of wood with a strip of met­al) which was found in the murdered wo­man’s hand. He de­scribed minutely how he had taken her keys, what they were like, as well as the chest and its con­tents; he ex­plained the mys­tery of Liza­veta’s murder; de­scribed how Koch and, after him, the stu­dent knocked, and re­peated all they had said to one an­oth­er; how he af­ter­wards had run down­stairs and heard Nikolay and Dmitri shout­ing; how he had hid­den in the empty flat and af­ter­wards gone home. He ended by in­dic­at­ing the stone in the yard off the Vozne­sensky Pro­spect un­der which the purse and the trinkets were found. The whole thing, in fact, was per­fectly clear. The law­yers and the judges were very much struck, among oth­er things, by the fact that he had hid­den the trinkets and the purse un­der a stone, without mak­ing use of them, and that, what was more, he did not now re­mem­ber what the trinkets were like, or even how many there were. The fact that he had nev­er opened the purse and did not even know how much was in it seemed in­cred­ible. There turned out to be in the purse three hun­dred and sev­en­teen roubles and sixty ko­pecks. From be­ing so long un­der the stone, some of the most valu­able notes ly­ing up­per­most had suffered from the damp. They were a long while try­ing to dis­cov­er why the ac­cused man should tell a lie about this, when about everything else he had made a truth­ful and straight­for­ward con­fes­sion. Fi­nally some of the law­yers more versed in psy­cho­logy ad­mit­ted that it was pos­sible he had really not looked in­to the purse, and so didn’t know what was in it when he hid it un­der the stone. But they im­me­di­ately drew the de­duc­tion that the crime could only have been com­mit­ted through tem­por­ary men­tal de­range­ment, through hom­icid­al mania, without ob­ject or the pur­suit of gain. This fell in with the most re­cent fash­ion­able the­ory of tem­por­ary in­san­ity, so of­ten ap­plied in our days in crim­in­al cases. Moreover Raskolnikov’s hy­po­chon­dri­ac­al con­di­tion was proved by many wit­nesses, by Dr. Zossimov, his former fel­low stu­dents, his land­lady and her ser­vant. All this poin­ted strongly to the con­clu­sion that Raskolnikov was not quite like an or­din­ary mur­der­er and rob­ber, but that there was an­oth­er ele­ment in the case.

				To the in­tense an­noy­ance of those who main­tained this opin­ion, the crim­in­al scarcely at­temp­ted to de­fend him­self. To the de­cis­ive ques­tion as to what motive im­pelled him to the murder and the rob­bery, he answered very clearly with the coarsest frank­ness that the cause was his miser­able po­s­i­tion, his poverty and help­less­ness, and his de­sire to provide for his first steps in life by the help of the three thou­sand roubles he had reckoned on find­ing. He had been led to the murder through his shal­low and cow­ardly nature, ex­as­per­ated moreover by priva­tion and fail­ure. To the ques­tion what led him to con­fess, he answered that it was his heart­felt re­pent­ance. All this was al­most coarse. …

				The sen­tence how­ever was more mer­ci­ful than could have been ex­pec­ted, per­haps partly be­cause the crim­in­al had not tried to jus­ti­fy him­self, but had rather shown a de­sire to ex­ag­ger­ate his guilt. All the strange and pe­cu­li­ar cir­cum­stances of the crime were taken in­to con­sid­er­a­tion. There could be no doubt of the ab­nor­mal and poverty-stricken con­di­tion of the crim­in­al at the time. The fact that he had made no use of what he had stolen was put down partly to the ef­fect of re­morse, partly to his ab­nor­mal men­tal con­di­tion at the time of the crime. In­cid­ent­ally the murder of Liza­veta served in­deed to con­firm the last hy­po­thes­is: a man com­mits two murders and for­gets that the door is open! Fi­nally, the con­fes­sion, at the very mo­ment when the case was hope­lessly muddled by the false evid­ence giv­en by Nikolay through mel­an­choly and fan­at­icism, and when, moreover, there were no proofs against the real crim­in­al, no sus­pi­cions even (Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch fully kept his word)—all this did much to soften the sen­tence. Oth­er cir­cum­stances, too, in the pris­on­er’s fa­vour came out quite un­ex­pec­tedly. Ra­zu­mi­h­in some­how dis­covered and proved that while Raskolnikov was at the uni­ver­sity he had helped a poor con­sumptive fel­low stu­dent and had spent his last penny on sup­port­ing him for six months, and when this stu­dent died, leav­ing a de­crep­it old fath­er whom he had main­tained al­most from his thir­teenth year, Raskolnikov had got the old man in­to a hos­pit­al and paid for his fu­ner­al when he died. Raskolnikov’s land­lady bore wit­ness, too, that when they had lived in an­oth­er house at Five Corners, Raskolnikov had res­cued two little chil­dren from a house on fire and was burnt in do­ing so. This was in­vest­ig­ated and fairly well con­firmed by many wit­nesses. These facts made an im­pres­sion in his fa­vour.

				And in the end the crim­in­al was, in con­sid­er­a­tion of ex­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stances, con­demned to pen­al ser­vitude in the second class for a term of eight years only.

				At the very be­gin­ning of the tri­al Raskolnikov’s moth­er fell ill. Dounia and Ra­zu­mi­h­in found it pos­sible to get her out of Peters­burg dur­ing the tri­al. Ra­zu­mi­h­in chose a town on the rail­way not far from Peters­burg, so as to be able to fol­low every step of the tri­al and at the same time to see Avdotya Ro­man­ovna as of­ten as pos­sible. Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna’s ill­ness was a strange nervous one and was ac­com­pan­ied by a par­tial de­range­ment of her in­tel­lect.

				When Dounia re­turned from her last in­ter­view with her broth­er, she had found her moth­er already ill, in fe­ver­ish de­li­ri­um. That even­ing Ra­zu­mi­h­in and she agreed what an­swers they must make to her moth­er’s ques­tions about Raskolnikov and made up a com­plete story for her moth­er’s be­ne­fit of his hav­ing to go away to a dis­tant part of Rus­sia on a busi­ness com­mis­sion, which would bring him in the end money and repu­ta­tion.

				But they were struck by the fact that Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna nev­er asked them any­thing on the sub­ject, neither then nor there­after. On the con­trary, she had her own ver­sion of her son’s sud­den de­par­ture; she told them with tears how he had come to say good­bye to her, hint­ing that she alone knew many mys­ter­i­ous and im­port­ant facts, and that Rodya had many very power­ful en­emies, so that it was ne­ces­sary for him to be in hid­ing. As for his fu­ture ca­reer, she had no doubt that it would be bril­liant when cer­tain sin­is­ter in­flu­ences could be re­moved. She as­sured Ra­zu­mi­h­in that her son would be one day a great states­man, that his art­icle and bril­liant lit­er­ary tal­ent proved it. This art­icle she was con­tinu­ally read­ing, she even read it aloud, al­most took it to bed with her, but scarcely asked where Rodya was, though the sub­ject was ob­vi­ously avoided by the oth­ers, which might have been enough to awaken her sus­pi­cions.

				They began to be frightened at last at Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna’s strange si­lence on cer­tain sub­jects. She did not, for in­stance, com­plain of get­ting no let­ters from him, though in pre­vi­ous years she had only lived on the hope of let­ters from her be­loved Rodya. This was the cause of great un­eas­i­ness to Dounia; the idea oc­curred to her that her moth­er sus­pec­ted that there was some­thing ter­rible in her son’s fate and was afraid to ask, for fear of hear­ing some­thing still more aw­ful. In any case, Dounia saw clearly that her moth­er was not in full pos­ses­sion of her fac­ulties.

				It happened once or twice, how­ever, that Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna gave such a turn to the con­ver­sa­tion that it was im­possible to an­swer her without men­tion­ing where Rodya was, and on re­ceiv­ing un­sat­is­fact­ory and sus­pi­cious an­swers she be­came at once gloomy and si­lent, and this mood las­ted for a long time. Dounia saw at last that it was hard to de­ceive her and came to the con­clu­sion that it was bet­ter to be ab­so­lutely si­lent on cer­tain points; but it be­came more and more evid­ent that the poor moth­er sus­pec­ted some­thing ter­rible. Dounia re­membered her broth­er’s telling her that her moth­er had over­heard her talk­ing in her sleep on the night after her in­ter­view with Svid­rig­aïlov and be­fore the fatal day of the con­fes­sion: had not she made out some­thing from that? Some­times days and even weeks of gloomy si­lence and tears would be suc­ceeded by a peri­od of hys­ter­ic­al an­im­a­tion, and the in­val­id would be­gin to talk al­most in­cess­antly of her son, of her hopes of his fu­ture. … Her fan­cies were some­times very strange. They hu­moured her, pre­ten­ded to agree with her (she saw per­haps that they were pre­tend­ing), but she still went on talk­ing.

				Five months after Raskolnikov’s con­fes­sion, he was sen­tenced. Ra­zu­mi­h­in and So­nia saw him in pris­on as of­ten as it was pos­sible. At last the mo­ment of sep­ar­a­tion came. Dounia swore to her broth­er that the sep­ar­a­tion should not be for ever, Ra­zu­mi­h­in did the same. Ra­zu­mi­h­in, in his youth­ful ar­dour, had firmly re­solved to lay the found­a­tions at least of a se­cure live­li­hood dur­ing the next three or four years, and sav­ing up a cer­tain sum, to emig­rate to Siber­ia, a coun­try rich in every nat­ur­al re­source and in need of work­ers, act­ive men and cap­it­al. There they would settle in the town where Rodya was and all to­geth­er would be­gin a new life. They all wept at part­ing.

				Raskolnikov had been very dreamy for a few days be­fore. He asked a great deal about his moth­er and was con­stantly anxious about her. He wor­ried so much about her that it alarmed Dounia. When he heard about his moth­er’s ill­ness he be­came very gloomy. With So­nia he was par­tic­u­larly re­served all the time. With the help of the money left to her by Svid­rig­aïlov, So­nia had long ago made her pre­par­a­tions to fol­low the party of con­victs in which he was des­patched to Siber­ia. Not a word passed between Raskolnikov and her on the sub­ject, but both knew it would be so. At the fi­nal leave-tak­ing he smiled strangely at his sis­ter’s and Ra­zu­mi­h­in’s fer­vent an­ti­cip­a­tions of their happy fu­ture to­geth­er when he should come out of pris­on. He pre­dicted that their moth­er’s ill­ness would soon have a fatal end­ing. So­nia and he at last set off.

				Two months later Dounia was mar­ried to Ra­zu­mi­h­in. It was a quiet and sor­row­ful wed­ding; Por­firy Pet­ro­vitch and Zossimov were in­vited how­ever. Dur­ing all this peri­od Ra­zu­mi­h­in wore an air of res­ol­ute de­term­in­a­tion. Dounia put im­pli­cit faith in his car­ry­ing out his plans and in­deed she could not but be­lieve in him. He dis­played a rare strength of will. Among oth­er things he began at­tend­ing uni­ver­sity lec­tures again in or­der to take his de­gree. They were con­tinu­ally mak­ing plans for the fu­ture; both coun­ted on set­tling in Siber­ia with­in five years at least. Till then they res­ted their hopes on So­nia.

				Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was de­lighted to give her bless­ing to Dounia’s mar­riage with Ra­zu­mi­h­in; but after the mar­riage she be­came even more mel­an­choly and anxious. To give her pleas­ure Ra­zu­mi­h­in told her how Raskolnikov had looked after the poor stu­dent and his de­crep­it fath­er and how a year ago he had been burnt and in­jured in res­cuing two little chil­dren from a fire. These two pieces of news ex­cited Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna’s dis­ordered ima­gin­a­tion al­most to ec­stasy. She was con­tinu­ally talk­ing about them, even en­ter­ing in­to con­ver­sa­tion with strangers in the street, though Dounia al­ways ac­com­pan­ied her. In pub­lic con­vey­ances and shops, wherever she could cap­ture a listen­er, she would be­gin the dis­course about her son, his art­icle, how he had helped the stu­dent, how he had been burnt at the fire, and so on! Dounia did not know how to re­strain her. Apart from the danger of her mor­bid ex­cite­ment, there was the risk of someone’s re­call­ing Raskolnikov’s name and speak­ing of the re­cent tri­al. Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna found out the ad­dress of the moth­er of the two chil­dren her son had saved and in­sisted on go­ing to see her.

				At last her rest­less­ness reached an ex­treme point. She would some­times be­gin to cry sud­denly and was of­ten ill and fe­ver­ishly de­li­ri­ous. One morn­ing she de­clared that by her reck­on­ing Rodya ought soon to be home, that she re­membered when he said good­bye to her he said that they must ex­pect him back in nine months. She began to pre­pare for his com­ing, began to do up her room for him, to clean the fur­niture, to wash and put up new hangings and so on. Dounia was anxious, but said noth­ing and helped her to ar­range the room. After a fa­tiguing day spent in con­tinu­al fan­cies, in joy­ful day­dreams and tears, Pulcher­ia Al­ex­an­drovna was taken ill in the night and by morn­ing she was fe­ver­ish and de­li­ri­ous. It was brain fever. She died with­in a fort­night. In her de­li­ri­um she dropped words which showed that she knew a great deal more about her son’s ter­rible fate than they had sup­posed.

				For a long time Raskolnikov did not know of his moth­er’s death, though a reg­u­lar cor­res­pond­ence had been main­tained from the time he reached Siber­ia. It was car­ried on by means of So­nia, who wrote every month to the Ra­zu­mi­hins and re­ceived an an­swer with un­fail­ing reg­u­lar­ity. At first they found So­nia’s let­ters dry and un­sat­is­fact­ory, but later on they came to the con­clu­sion that the let­ters could not be bet­ter, for from these let­ters they re­ceived a com­plete pic­ture of their un­for­tu­nate broth­er’s life. So­nia’s let­ters were full of the most mat­ter-of-fact de­tail, the simplest and clearest de­scrip­tion of all Raskolnikov’s sur­round­ings as a con­vict. There was no word of her own hopes, no con­jec­ture as to the fu­ture, no de­scrip­tion of her feel­ings. In­stead of any at­tempt to in­ter­pret his state of mind and in­ner life, she gave the simple facts—that is, his own words, an ex­act ac­count of his health, what he asked for at their in­ter­views, what com­mis­sion he gave her and so on. All these facts she gave with ex­traordin­ary minute­ness. The pic­ture of their un­happy broth­er stood out at last with great clear­ness and pre­ci­sion. There could be no mis­take, be­cause noth­ing was giv­en but facts.

				But Dounia and her hus­band could get little com­fort out of the news, es­pe­cially at first. So­nia wrote that he was con­stantly sul­len and not ready to talk, that he scarcely seemed in­ter­ested in the news she gave him from their let­ters, that he some­times asked after his moth­er and that when, see­ing that he had guessed the truth, she told him at last of her death, she was sur­prised to find that he did not seem greatly af­fected by it, not ex­tern­ally at any rate. She told them that, al­though he seemed so wrapped up in him­self and, as it were, shut him­self off from every­one—he took a very dir­ect and simple view of his new life; that he un­der­stood his po­s­i­tion, ex­pec­ted noth­ing bet­ter for the time, had no ill-foun­ded hopes (as is so com­mon in his po­s­i­tion) and scarcely seemed sur­prised at any­thing in his sur­round­ings, so un­like any­thing he had known be­fore. She wrote that his health was sat­is­fact­ory; he did his work without shirk­ing or seek­ing to do more; he was al­most in­dif­fer­ent about food, but ex­cept on Sundays and hol­i­days the food was so bad that at last he had been glad to ac­cept some money from her, So­nia, to have his own tea every day. He begged her not to trouble about any­thing else, de­clar­ing that all this fuss about him only an­noyed him. So­nia wrote fur­ther that in pris­on he shared the same room with the rest, that she had not seen the in­side of their bar­racks, but con­cluded that they were crowded, miser­able and un­healthy; that he slept on a plank bed with a rug un­der him and was un­will­ing to make any oth­er ar­range­ment. But that he lived so poorly and roughly, not from any plan or design, but simply from in­at­ten­tion and in­dif­fer­ence.

				So­nia wrote simply that he had at first shown no in­terest in her vis­its, had al­most been vexed with her in­deed for com­ing, un­will­ing to talk and rude to her. But that in the end these vis­its had be­come a habit and al­most a ne­ces­sity for him, so that he was pos­it­ively dis­tressed when she was ill for some days and could not vis­it him. She used to see him on hol­i­days at the pris­on gates or in the guard­room, to which he was brought for a few minutes to see her. On work­ing days she would go to see him at work either at the work­shops or at the brick kilns, or at the sheds on the banks of the Irtish.

				About her­self, So­nia wrote that she had suc­ceeded in mak­ing some ac­quaint­ances in the town, that she did sew­ing, and, as there was scarcely a dress­maker in the town, she was looked upon as an in­dis­pens­able per­son in many houses. But she did not men­tion that the au­thor­it­ies were, through her, in­ter­ested in Raskolnikov; that his task was lightened and so on.

				At last the news came (Dounia had in­deed no­ticed signs of alarm and un­eas­i­ness in the pre­ced­ing let­ters) that he held aloof from every­one, that his fel­low pris­on­ers did not like him, that he kept si­lent for days at a time and was be­com­ing very pale. In the last let­ter So­nia wrote that he had been taken very ser­i­ously ill and was in the con­vict ward of the hos­pit­al.

			
			
				II

				He was ill a long time. But it was not the hor­rors of pris­on life, not the hard la­bour, the bad food, the shaven head, or the patched clothes that crushed him. What did he care for all those tri­als and hard­ships! he was even glad of the hard work. Phys­ic­ally ex­hausted, he could at least reck­on on a few hours of quiet sleep. And what was the food to him—the thin cab­bage soup with beetles float­ing in it? In the past as a stu­dent he had of­ten not had even that. His clothes were warm and suited to his man­ner of life. He did not even feel the fet­ters. Was he ashamed of his shaven head and par­ti­col­oured coat? Be­fore whom? Be­fore So­nia? So­nia was afraid of him, how could he be ashamed be­fore her? And yet he was ashamed even be­fore So­nia, whom he tor­tured be­cause of it with his con­temp­tu­ous rough man­ner. But it was not his shaven head and his fet­ters he was ashamed of: his pride had been stung to the quick. It was wounded pride that made him ill. Oh, how happy he would have been if he could have blamed him­self! He could have borne any­thing then, even shame and dis­grace. But he judged him­self severely, and his ex­as­per­ated con­science found no par­tic­u­larly ter­rible fault in his past, ex­cept a simple blun­der which might hap­pen to any­one. He was ashamed just be­cause he, Raskolnikov, had so hope­lessly, stu­pidly come to grief through some de­cree of blind fate, and must humble him­self and sub­mit to “the idiocy” of a sen­tence, if he were any­how to be at peace.

				Vague and ob­ject­less anxi­ety in the present, and in the fu­ture a con­tinu­al sac­ri­fice lead­ing to noth­ing—that was all that lay be­fore him. And what com­fort was it to him that at the end of eight years he would only be thirty-two and able to be­gin a new life! What had he to live for? What had he to look for­ward to? Why should he strive? To live in or­der to ex­ist? Why, he had been ready a thou­sand times be­fore to give up ex­ist­ence for the sake of an idea, for a hope, even for a fancy. Mere ex­ist­ence had al­ways been too little for him; he had al­ways wanted more. Per­haps it was just be­cause of the strength of his de­sires that he had thought him­self a man to whom more was per­miss­ible than to oth­ers.

				And if only fate would have sent him re­pent­ance—burn­ing re­pent­ance that would have torn his heart and robbed him of sleep, that re­pent­ance, the aw­ful agony of which brings vis­ions of hanging or drown­ing! Oh, he would have been glad of it! Tears and ag­on­ies would at least have been life. But he did not re­pent of his crime.

				At least he might have found re­lief in ra­ging at his stu­pid­ity, as he had raged at the grot­esque blun­ders that had brought him to pris­on. But now in pris­on, in free­dom, he thought over and cri­ti­cised all his ac­tions again and by no means found them so blun­der­ing and so grot­esque as they had seemed at the fatal time.

				“In what way,” he asked him­self, “was my the­ory stu­pider than oth­ers that have swarmed and clashed from the be­gin­ning of the world? One has only to look at the thing quite in­de­pend­ently, broadly, and un­in­flu­enced by com­mon­place ideas, and my idea will by no means seem so … strange. Oh, scep­tics and half­penny philo­soph­ers, why do you halt halfway!

				“Why does my ac­tion strike them as so hor­rible?” he said to him­self. “Is it be­cause it was a crime? What is meant by crime? My con­science is at rest. Of course, it was a leg­al crime, of course, the let­ter of the law was broken and blood was shed. Well, pun­ish me for the let­ter of the law … and that’s enough. Of course, in that case many of the be­ne­fact­ors of man­kind who snatched power for them­selves in­stead of in­her­it­ing it ought to have been pun­ished at their first steps. But those men suc­ceeded and so they were right, and I didn’t, and so I had no right to have taken that step.”

				It was only in that that he re­cog­nised his crimin­al­ity, only in the fact that he had been un­suc­cess­ful and had con­fessed it.

				He suffered too from the ques­tion: why had he not killed him­self? Why had he stood look­ing at the river and pre­ferred to con­fess? Was the de­sire to live so strong and was it so hard to over­come it? Had not Svid­rig­aïlov over­come it, al­though he was afraid of death?

				In misery he asked him­self this ques­tion, and could not un­der­stand that, at the very time he had been stand­ing look­ing in­to the river, he had per­haps been dimly con­scious of the fun­da­ment­al fals­ity in him­self and his con­vic­tions. He didn’t un­der­stand that that con­scious­ness might be the prom­ise of a fu­ture crisis, of a new view of life and of his fu­ture re­sur­rec­tion.

				He pre­ferred to at­trib­ute it to the dead weight of in­stinct which he could not step over, again through weak­ness and mean­ness. He looked at his fel­low pris­on­ers and was amazed to see how they all loved life and prized it. It seemed to him that they loved and val­ued life more in pris­on than in free­dom. What ter­rible ag­on­ies and priva­tions some of them, the tramps for in­stance, had en­dured! Could they care so much for a ray of sun­shine, for the primev­al forest, the cold spring hid­den away in some un­seen spot, which the tramp had marked three years be­fore, and longed to see again, as he might to see his sweet­heart, dream­ing of the green grass round it and the bird singing in the bush? As he went on he saw still more in­ex­plic­able ex­amples.

				In pris­on, of course, there was a great deal he did not see and did not want to see; he lived as it were with down­cast eyes. It was loath­some and un­bear­able for him to look. But in the end there was much that sur­prised him and he began, as it were in­vol­un­tar­ily, to no­tice much that he had not sus­pec­ted be­fore. What sur­prised him most of all was the ter­rible im­possible gulf that lay between him and all the rest. They seemed to be a dif­fer­ent spe­cies, and he looked at them and they at him with dis­trust and hos­til­ity. He felt and knew the reas­ons of his isol­a­tion, but he would nev­er have ad­mit­ted till then that those reas­ons were so deep and strong. There were some Pol­ish ex­iles, polit­ic­al pris­on­ers, among them. They simply looked down upon all the rest as ig­nor­ant churls; but Raskolnikov could not look upon them like that. He saw that these ig­nor­ant men were in many re­spects far wiser than the Poles. There were some Rus­si­ans who were just as con­temp­tu­ous, a former of­ficer and two sem­in­ar­ists. Raskolnikov saw their mis­take as clearly. He was dis­liked and avoided by every­one; they even began to hate him at last—why, he could not tell. Men who had been far more guilty des­pised and laughed at his crime.

				“You’re a gen­tle­man,” they used to say. “You shouldn’t hack about with an axe; that’s not a gen­tle­man’s work.”

				The second week in Lent, his turn came to take the sac­ra­ment with his gang. He went to church and prayed with the oth­ers. A quar­rel broke out one day, he did not know how. All fell on him at once in a fury.

				“You’re an in­fi­del! You don’t be­lieve in God,” they shouted. “You ought to be killed.”

				He had nev­er talked to them about God nor his be­lief, but they wanted to kill him as an in­fi­del. He said noth­ing. One of the pris­on­ers rushed at him in a per­fect frenzy. Raskolnikov awaited him calmly and si­lently; his eye­brows did not quiver, his face did not flinch. The guard suc­ceeded in in­ter­ven­ing between him and his as­sail­ant, or there would have been blood­shed.

				There was an­oth­er ques­tion he could not de­cide: why were they all so fond of So­nia? She did not try to win their fa­vour; she rarely met them, some­times only she came to see him at work for a mo­ment. And yet every­body knew her, they knew that she had come out to fol­low him, knew how and where she lived. She nev­er gave them money, did them no par­tic­u­lar ser­vices. Only once at Christ­mas she sent them all presents of pies and rolls. But by de­grees closer re­la­tions sprang up between them and So­nia. She would write and post let­ters for them to their re­la­tions. Re­la­tions of the pris­on­ers who vis­ited the town, at their in­struc­tions, left with So­nia presents and money for them. Their wives and sweet­hearts knew her and used to vis­it her. And when she vis­ited Raskolnikov at work, or met a party of the pris­on­ers on the road, they all took off their hats to her. “Little moth­er Sofya Semy­onovna, you are our dear, good little moth­er,” coarse branded crim­in­als said to that frail little creature. She would smile and bow to them and every­one was de­lighted when she smiled. They even ad­mired her gait and turned round to watch her walk­ing; they ad­mired her too for be­ing so little, and, in fact, did not know what to ad­mire her most for. They even came to her for help in their ill­nesses.

				He was in the hos­pit­al from the middle of Lent till after East­er. When he was bet­ter, he re­membered the dreams he had had while he was fe­ver­ish and de­li­ri­ous. He dreamt that the whole world was con­demned to a ter­rible new strange plague that had come to Europe from the depths of Asia. All were to be des­troyed ex­cept a very few chosen. Some new sorts of mi­crobes were at­tack­ing the bod­ies of men, but these mi­crobes were en­dowed with in­tel­li­gence and will. Men at­tacked by them be­came at once mad and furi­ous. But nev­er had men con­sidered them­selves so in­tel­lec­tu­al and so com­pletely in pos­ses­sion of the truth as these suf­fer­ers, nev­er had they con­sidered their de­cisions, their sci­entif­ic con­clu­sions, their mor­al con­vic­tions so in­fal­lible. Whole vil­lages, whole towns and peoples went mad from the in­fec­tion. All were ex­cited and did not un­der­stand one an­oth­er. Each thought that he alone had the truth and was wretched look­ing at the oth­ers, beat him­self on the breast, wept, and wrung his hands. They did not know how to judge and could not agree what to con­sider evil and what good; they did not know whom to blame, whom to jus­ti­fy. Men killed each oth­er in a sort of sense­less spite. They gathered to­geth­er in armies against one an­oth­er, but even on the march the armies would be­gin at­tack­ing each oth­er, the ranks would be broken and the sol­diers would fall on each oth­er, stabbing and cut­ting, bit­ing and de­vour­ing each oth­er. The alarm bell was ringing all day long in the towns; men rushed to­geth­er, but why they were summoned and who was sum­mon­ing them no one knew. The most or­din­ary trades were aban­doned, be­cause every­one pro­posed his own ideas, his own im­prove­ments, and they could not agree. The land too was aban­doned. Men met in groups, agreed on some­thing, swore to keep to­geth­er, but at once began on some­thing quite dif­fer­ent from what they had pro­posed. They ac­cused one an­oth­er, fought and killed each oth­er. There were con­flag­ra­tions and fam­ine. All men and all things were in­volved in de­struc­tion. The plague spread and moved fur­ther and fur­ther. Only a few men could be saved in the whole world. They were a pure chosen people, destined to found a new race and a new life, to re­new and puri­fy the earth, but no one had seen these men, no one had heard their words and their voices.

				Raskolnikov was wor­ried that this sense­less dream haunted his memory so miser­ably, the im­pres­sion of this fe­ver­ish de­li­ri­um per­sisted so long. The second week after East­er had come. There were warm bright spring days; in the pris­on ward the grat­ing win­dows un­der which the sen­tinel paced were opened. So­nia had only been able to vis­it him twice dur­ing his ill­ness; each time she had to ob­tain per­mis­sion, and it was dif­fi­cult. But she of­ten used to come to the hos­pit­al yard, es­pe­cially in the even­ing, some­times only to stand a minute and look up at the win­dows of the ward.

				One even­ing, when he was al­most well again, Raskolnikov fell asleep. On wak­ing up he chanced to go to the win­dow, and at once saw So­nia in the dis­tance at the hos­pit­al gate. She seemed to be wait­ing for someone. Some­thing stabbed him to the heart at that minute. He shuddered and moved away from the win­dow. Next day So­nia did not come, nor the day after; he no­ticed that he was ex­pect­ing her un­eas­ily. At last he was dis­charged. On reach­ing the pris­on he learnt from the con­victs that Sofya Semy­onovna was ly­ing ill at home and was un­able to go out.

				He was very un­easy and sent to in­quire after her; he soon learnt that her ill­ness was not dan­ger­ous. Hear­ing that he was anxious about her, So­nia sent him a pen­cilled note, telling him that she was much bet­ter, that she had a slight cold and that she would soon, very soon come and see him at his work. His heart throbbed pain­fully as he read it.

				Again it was a warm bright day. Early in the morn­ing, at six o’clock, he went off to work on the river bank, where they used to pound ala­baster and where there was a kiln for bak­ing it in a shed. There were only three of them sent. One of the con­victs went with the guard to the fort­ress to fetch a tool; the oth­er began get­ting the wood ready and lay­ing it in the kiln. Raskolnikov came out of the shed on to the river bank, sat down on a heap of logs by the shed and began gaz­ing at the wide deser­ted river. From the high bank a broad land­scape opened be­fore him, the sound of singing floated faintly aud­ible from the oth­er bank. In the vast steppe, bathed in sun­shine, he could just see, like black specks, the nomads’ tents. There there was free­dom, there oth­er men were liv­ing, ut­terly un­like those here; there time it­self seemed to stand still, as though the age of Ab­ra­ham and his flocks had not passed. Raskolnikov sat gaz­ing, his thoughts passed in­to day­dreams, in­to con­tem­pla­tion; he thought of noth­ing, but a vague rest­less­ness ex­cited and troubled him. Sud­denly he found So­nia be­side him; she had come up noise­lessly and sat down at his side. It was still quite early; the morn­ing chill was still keen. She wore her poor old burnous and the green shawl; her face still showed signs of ill­ness, it was thin­ner and paler. She gave him a joy­ful smile of wel­come, but held out her hand with her usu­al timid­ity. She was al­ways tim­id of hold­ing out her hand to him and some­times did not of­fer it at all, as though afraid he would re­pel it. He al­ways took her hand as though with re­pug­nance, al­ways seemed vexed to meet her and was some­times ob­stin­ately si­lent through­out her vis­it. Some­times she trembled be­fore him and went away deeply grieved. But now their hands did not part. He stole a rap­id glance at her and dropped his eyes on the ground without speak­ing. They were alone, no one had seen them. The guard had turned away for the time.

				How it happened he did not know. But all at once some­thing seemed to seize him and fling him at her feet. He wept and threw his arms round her knees. For the first in­stant she was ter­ribly frightened and she turned pale. She jumped up and looked at him trem­bling. But at the same mo­ment she un­der­stood, and a light of in­fin­ite hap­pi­ness came in­to her eyes. She knew and had no doubt that he loved her bey­ond everything and that at last the mo­ment had come. …

				They wanted to speak, but could not; tears stood in their eyes. They were both pale and thin; but those sick pale faces were bright with the dawn of a new fu­ture, of a full re­sur­rec­tion in­to a new life. They were re­newed by love; the heart of each held in­fin­ite sources of life for the heart of the oth­er.

				They re­solved to wait and be pa­tient. They had an­oth­er sev­en years to wait, and what ter­rible suf­fer­ing and what in­fin­ite hap­pi­ness be­fore them! But he had ris­en again and he knew it and felt it in all his be­ing, while she—she only lived in his life.

				On the even­ing of the same day, when the bar­racks were locked, Raskolnikov lay on his plank bed and thought of her. He had even fan­cied that day that all the con­victs who had been his en­emies looked at him dif­fer­ently; he had even entered in­to talk with them and they answered him in a friendly way. He re­membered that now, and thought it was bound to be so. Wasn’t everything now bound to be changed?

				He thought of her. He re­membered how con­tinu­ally he had tor­men­ted her and wounded her heart. He re­membered her pale and thin little face. But these re­col­lec­tions scarcely troubled him now; he knew with what in­fin­ite love he would now re­pay all her suf­fer­ings. And what were all, all the ag­on­ies of the past! Everything, even his crime, his sen­tence and im­pris­on­ment, seemed to him now in the first rush of feel­ing an ex­tern­al, strange fact with which he had no con­cern. But he could not think for long to­geth­er of any­thing that even­ing, and he could not have ana­lysed any­thing con­sciously; he was simply feel­ing. Life had stepped in­to the place of the­ory and some­thing quite dif­fer­ent would work it­self out in his mind.

				Un­der his pil­low lay the New Test­a­ment. He took it up mech­an­ic­ally. The book be­longed to So­nia; it was the one from which she had read the rais­ing of Laz­arus to him. At first he was afraid that she would worry him about re­li­gion, would talk about the gos­pel and pester him with books. But to his great sur­prise she had not once ap­proached the sub­ject and had not even offered him the Test­a­ment. He had asked her for it him­self not long be­fore his ill­ness and she brought him the book without a word. Till now he had not opened it.

				He did not open it now, but one thought passed through his mind: “Can her con­vic­tions not be mine now? Her feel­ings, her as­pir­a­tions at least. …”

				She too had been greatly agit­ated that day, and at night she was taken ill again. But she was so happy—and so un­ex­pec­tedly happy—that she was al­most frightened of her hap­pi­ness. Sev­en years, only sev­en years! At the be­gin­ning of their hap­pi­ness at some mo­ments they were both ready to look on those sev­en years as though they were sev­en days. He did not know that the new life would not be giv­en him for noth­ing, that he would have to pay dearly for it, that it would cost him great striv­ing, great suf­fer­ing.

				But that is the be­gin­ning of a new story—the story of the gradu­al re­new­al of a man, the story of his gradu­al re­gen­er­a­tion, of his passing from one world in­to an­oth­er, of his ini­ti­ation in­to a new un­known life. That might be the sub­ject of a new story, but our present story is ended.

			
		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. The eman­cip­a­tion of the serfs in 1861 is meant.

			2. A re­li­gious sect.

			3. Dosto­evsky ap­pears to have for­got­ten that it is after sun­set, and that the last time Raskolnikov vis­ited the po­lice of­fice at two in the af­ter­noon he was re­proached for com­ing too late.
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