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TRANSLATOR S PREFACE

Opi ni ons about Tol stoy and his work differ, but on one point
there surely might be unanimty. A witer of world-w de
reputati on should be at |east allowed to know how to spell his
own nanme. Wiy should any one insist on spelling it "Tolstoi"
(with one, two or three dots over the "i"), when he hinself
wites it "Tolstoy"? The only reason | have ever heard suggested
is, that in England and America such outlandi sh views are
attributed to him that an outlandish spelling is desirable to
mat ch those vi ews.

This novel, written in the rough by Tol stoy sone years ago and
founded upon an actual occurrence, was conpletely rewitten by
himduring the |ast year and a half, and all the proceeds have
been devoted by himto aiding the Doukhobors, a sect who were
persecuted in the Caucasus (especially from 1895 to 1898) for
refusing to |l earn war. About seven thousand three hundred of them
are settled in Canada, and about a hundred of the |eaders are
exiled to the renote parts of Siberia.

Anything | may receive for ny work in translating the book will
go to the same cause. "Prevention is better than cure," and
woul d rather help people to abstain fromkilling and woundi ng
each ot her than devote the noney to patch up their wounds after
the battle.

LOUI SE MAUDE
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The Resurrection
RESURRECTI ON

CHAPTER I .
MASLOVA I N PRI SON

Though hundreds of thousands had done their very best to

di sfigure the small piece of land on which they were crowded

t oget her, by paying the ground with stones, scraping away every
vestige of vegetation, cutting down the trees, turning away birds
and beasts, and filling the air with the snmoke of naphtha and
coal, still spring was spring, even in the town.

The sun shone warm the air was bal ny; everywhere, where it did
not get scraped away, the grass revived and sprang up between the
pavi ng-stones as well as on the narrow strips of |awn on the
boul evards. The birches, the poplars, and the wild cherry

unfol ded their gumy and fragrant |eaves, the linmes were
expandi ng their opening buds; crows, sparrows, and pigeons,
filled with the joy of spring, were getting their nests ready;
the flies were buzzing along the walls, warmed by the sunshine.
Al were glad, the plants, the birds, the insects, and the
children. But nmen, grown-up nen and wonmen, did not |eave off
cheating and tornenting thensel ves and each other. It was not
this spring norning nen thought sacred and worthy of

consi deration not the beauty of God's world, given for a joy to
all creatures, this beauty which inclines the heart to peace, to
harmony, and to love, but only their own devices for enslaving
one anot her.

Thus, in the prison office of the Governnent town, it was not the
fact that nen and animals had received the grace and gl adness of
spring that was considered sacred and i nportant, but that a
notice, nunbered and with a superscription, had conme the day
before, ordering that on this 28th day of April, at 9 a.m, three
prisoners at present detained in the prison, a man and two wonen
(one of these wonen, as the chief crimnal, to be conducted
separately), had to appear at Court. So now, on the 28th of

April, at 8 o'clock, a jailer and soon after hima woman warder
with curly grey hair, dressed in a jacket with sleeves trinmed
with gold, with a blue-edged belt round her waist, and having a

| ook of suffering on her face, came into the corridor

"You want Masl ova?" she asked, coming up to the cell with the
jailer who was on duty.

The jailer, rattling the iron padl ock, opened the door of the
cell, fromwhich there cane a whiff of air fouler even than that
in the corridor, and called out, "Masloval to the Court," and

cl osed the door again.

Even into the prison yard the breeze had brought the fresh
vivifying air fromthe fields. But in the corridor the air was
l aden with the gernms of typhoid, the snell of sewage,
putrefaction, and tar; every newconer felt sad and dejected in
it. The woman warder felt this, though she was used to bad air
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She had just cone in from outside, and entering the corridor, she
at once becane sl eepy.

Frominside the cell cane the sound of bustle and wonen's voi ces,
and the patter of bare feet on the floor

"Now, then, hurry up, Maslova, | say!" called out the jailer, and
in a mnute or two a small young woman with a very full bust cane
briskly out of the door and went up to the jailer. She had on a
grey cloak over a white jacket and petticoat. On her feet she
wore linen stockings and prison shoes, and round her head was
tied a white kerchief, fromunder which a few | ocks of black hair
were brushed over the forehead with evident intent. The face of
the woman was of that whiteness peculiar to people who have |ived
I ong in confinenent, and which puts one in mnd of shoots of
pot at oes that spring up in a cellar. Her snmall broad hands and
full neck, which showed fromunder the broad collar of her cloak
were of the same hue. Her black, sparkling eyes, one with a
slight squint, appeared in striking contrast to the dull pallor
of her face.

She carried herself very straight, expanding her full bosom

Wth her head slightly thrown back, she stood in the corridor
| ooki ng straight into the eyes of the jailer, ready to conply
with any order.

The jailer was about to |ock the door when a winkled and
severe-| ooki ng old woman put out her grey head and began speaking
to Maslova. But the jailer closed the door, pushing the old
woman's head with it. A woman's | aughter was heard fromthe cell
and Maslova smled, turning to the little grated opening in the
cell door. The old woman pressed her face to the grating fromthe
ot her side, and said, in a hoarse voi ce:

“Now mi nd, and when they begin questioning you, just repeat over
the sane thing, and stick to it; tell nothing that is not
want ed. "

"Well, it could not be worse than it is now, anyhow, | only w sh
it was settled one way or another."

"Of course, it will be settled one way or another," said the
jailer, with a superior's self-assured witticism "Now, then, get
al ong! Take your places!"

The ol d woman's eyes vani shed fromthe grating, and Masl ova
stepped out into the mddle of the corridor. The warder in front,
t hey descended the stone stairs, past the still foul er, noisy
cells of the men's ward, where they were foll owed by eyes | ooking
out of every one of the gratings in the doors, and entered the

of fice, where two soldiers were waiting to escort her. A clerk
who was sitting there gave one of the soldiers a paper reeking of
tobacco, and pointing to the prisoner, renmarked, "Take her."

The sol dier, a peasant from N jni Novgorod, with a red,
pock- marked face, put the paper into the sleeve of his coat,
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wi nked to his conpanion, a broad-shoul dered Tchouvash, and then
the prisoner and the soldiers went to the front entrance, out of
the prison yard, and through the town up the m ddle of the
roughl y- paved street.

| svostchi ks [cabmen], tradespeople, cooks, worknen,

and governnent clerks, stopped and | ooked curiously at the

pri soner; sonme shook their heads and thought, "This is what evi
conduct, conduct unlike ours, leads to." The children stopped and
gazed at the robber with frightened | ooks; but the thought that
the sol diers were preventing her from doi ng nore harm qui et ed
their fears. A peasant, who had sold his charcoal, and had had
sone tea in the town, cane up, and, after crossing hinself, gave
her a copeck. The prisoner blushed and nuttered sonething; she
noticed that she was attracting everybody's attention, and that
pl eased her. The conparatively fresh air also gl addened her, but
it was painful to step on the rough stones with the ill-nade

pri son shoes on her feet, which had becone unused to wal ki ng.
Passing by a corn-dealer's shop, in front of which a few pigeons
were strutting about, unnol ested by any one, the prisoner al npst
touched a grey-blue bird with her foot; it fluttered up and flew
close to her car, fanning her with its wings. She smled, then

si ghed deeply as she renenbered her present position

CHAPTER 1| .
MASLOVA' S EARLY LI FE
The story of the prisoner Maslova's life was a very conmon one.

Masl ova's nother was the unmarri ed daughter of a village woman
enpl oyed on a dairy farm which belonged to two nmi den | adi es who
were | andowners. This unmarried woman had a baby every year, and,
as often happens anobng the village people, each one of these
undesi red babies, after it had been carefully baptised, was
neglected by its nother, whomit hindered at her work, and |eft
to starve. Five children had died in this way. They had all been
bapti sed and then not sufficiently fed, and just left to die.

The sixth baby, whose father was a gi psy tranp, would have shared
the sane fate, had it not so happened that one of the maiden

| adies cane into the farnmyard to scold the dairymaids for sending
up creamthat snelt of the cow. The young wonman was lying in the
cowshed with a fine, healthy, new born baby. The old nmiden | ady
scol ded the maids again for allow ng the wonan (who had just been
confined) to lie in the cowshed, and was about to go away, but
seei ng the baby her heart was touched, and she offered to stand
godnother to the little girl, and pity for her little

god- daughter induced her to give mlk and a little noney to the
not her, so that she should feed the baby; and the little girl
lived. The old | adies spoke of her as "the saved one." Wen the
child was three years old, her mother fell ill and died, and the
mai den | adi es took the child from her old grandnother, to whom
she was not hing but a burden.

The little bl ack-eyed mai den grew to be extremely pretty, and so
full of spirits that the [ adies found her very entertaining.
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The younger of the | adies, Sophia |Ivanovna, who had stood
godnother to the girl, had the kinder heart of the two sisters;
Maria Ivanovna, the elder, was rather hard. Sophia |Ivanovna
dressed the little girl in nice clothes, and taught her to read
and wite, neaning to educate her like a |ady. Maria |Ivanovna

t hought the child should be brought up to work, and trai ned her
to be a good servant. She was exacting; she punished, and, when
in a bad tenper, even struck the little girl. Growi ng up under
these two different influences, the girl turned out half servant,
hal f young | ady. They called her Katusha, which sounds |ess
refined than Katinka, but is not quite so common as Katka. She
used to sew, tidy up the roons, polish the netal cases of the

i cons and do other light work, and sonetines she sat and read to
t he | adi es.

Though she had nore than one offer, she would not marry. She felt
that life as the wife of any of the working men who were courting
her would be too hard; spoilt as she was by a life of case.

She lived in this manner till she was sixteen, when the nephew of
the old ladies, a rich young prince, and a university student,
cane to stay with his aunts, and Katusha, not daring to

acknowl edge it even to herself, fell in love with him

Then two years later this same nephew stayed four days with his
aunts before proceeding to join his reginment, and the night
before he I eft he betrayed Katusha, and, after giving her a
100-roubl e note, went away. Five months |ater she knew for
certain that she was to be a nother. After that everything seened
repugnant to her, her only thought being how to escape fromthe
shame that awaited her. She began not only to serve the ladies in
a hal f-hearted and negligent way, but once, w thout know ng how
it happened, was very rude to them and gave them notice, a thing
she repented of later, and the | adies |let her go, noticing
sonmet hi ng wong and very dissatisfied with her. Then she got a
housemai d's place in a police-officer's house, but stayed there
only three nonths, for the police officer, a man of fifty, began
to tornent her, and once, when he was in a specially enterprising
mood, she fired up, called him"a fool and old devil," and gave
hi m such a knock in the chest that he fell. She was turned out
for her rudeness. It was useless to | ook for another situation,
for the tine of her confinenent was drawi ng near, so she went to
the house of a village mdw fe, who also sold wi ne. The
confinenent was easy; but the midw fe, who had a case of fever in
the village, infected Katusha, and her baby boy had to be sent to
t he foundlings' hospital, where, according to the words of the
ol d woman who took himthere, he at once di ed. When Katusha went
to the mdw fe she had 127 roubles in all, 27 which she had
earned and 100 given her by her betrayer. Wen she |eft she had
but six roubles; she did not know how to keep noney, but spent it
on herself, and gave to all who asked. The m dwi fe took 40
roubles for two nonths' board and attendance, 25 went to get the
baby into the foundlings' hospital, and 40 the m dw fe borrowed
to buy a cow with. Twenty roubles went just for clothes and

dai nties. Having nothing left to Iive on, Katusha had to | ook out
for a place again, and found one in the house of a forester. The
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forester was a married man, but he, too, began to annoy her from
the first day. He disgusted her, and she tried to avoid him But
he, nore experienced and cunni ng, besides being her master, who
coul d send her wherever he |iked, nmanaged to acconplish his
object. His wife found it out, and, catching Katusha and her
husband in a roomall by thensel ves, began beating her. Katusha
def ended hersel f, and they had a fight, and Katusha got turned
out of the house wi thout being paid her wages.

Then Katusha went to live with her aunt in town. The aunt's
husband, a bookbi nder, had once been confortably off, but had
lost all his custoners, and had taken to drink, and spent all he
could lay hands on at the public-house. The aunt kept a little

| aundry, and nmanaged to support herself, her children, and her
wr et ched husband. She of fered Katusha the place of an assi stant

| aundress; but seeing what a life of misery and hardship her
aunt's assistants | ed, Katusha hesitated, and applied to a
registry office for a place. One was found for her with a | ady
who lived with her two sons, pupils at a public day school. A
week after Katusha had entered the house the elder, a big fell ow
wi th nmoustaches, threw up his studies and made | ove to her,
continually followi ng her about. His nother laid all the blame on
Kat usha, and gave her noti ce.

It so happened that, after many fruitless attenpts to find a
situation, Katusha again went to the registry office, and there
nmet a woman with bracelets on her bare, plunmp arnms and rings on
nost of her fingers. Hearing that Katusha was badly in want of a
pl ace, the woman gave her her address, and invited her to cone to
her house. Katusha went. The woman received her very kindly, set
cake and sweet wi ne before her, then wote a note and gave it to
a servant to take to sonebody. In the evening a tall nman, with
long, grey hair and a white beard, entered the room and sat down
at once near Katusha, smiling and gazing at her with glistening
eyes. He began joking with her. The hostess called himaway into
the next room and Katusha heard her say, "A fresh one fromthe
country," Then the hostess called Katusha aside and told her that
the man was an author, and that he had a great deal of nmpney, and
that if he liked her he would not grudge her anything. He did

i ke her, and gave her 25 roubles, promsing to see her often

The 25 roubl es soon went; some she paid to her aunt for board and
| odgi ng; the rest was spent on a hat, ribbons, and such like. A
few days |l ater the author sent for her, and she went. He gave her
anot her 25 roubles, and offered her a separate | odging.

Next door to the lodging rented for her by the author there lived
a jolly young shopman, w th whom Katusha soon fell in |love. She
told the author, and noved to a little | odging of her own. The
shopman, who promi sed to marry her, went to Nijni on business

wi t hout nentioning it to her, having evidently thrown her up, and
Kat usha renmmi ned al one. She neant to continue living in the

| odgi ng by herself, but was infornmed by the police that in this
case she would have to get a license. She returned to her aunt.
Seeing her fine dress, her hat, and mantle, her aunt no | onger

of fered her | aundry work. As she understood things, her niece had
ri sen above that sort of thing. The question as to whether she
was to becone a | aundress or not did not occur to Katusha,

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Resurrection

either. She |looked with pity at the thin, hard-worked

| aundresses, sone already in consunption, who stood washing or
ironing with their thin arns in the fearfully hot front room
whi ch was al ways full of soapy steam and draughts fromthe

wi ndows, and thought with horror that she m ght have shared the
same fate.

Kat usha had begun to snoke sonme tine before, and since the young
shopman had thrown her up she was getting nore and nore into the
habit of drinking. It was not so much the flavour of w ne that
tenmpted her as the fact that it gave her a chance of forgetting
the misery she suffered, making her feel nore unrestrained and
nmore confident of her own worth, which she was not when quite
sober; w thout wine she felt sad and ashamed. Just at this tine a
woman cane al ong who offered to place her in one of the |argest
establishnents in the city, explaining all the advantages and
benefits of the situation. Katusha had the choice before her of
either going into service or accepting this offer--and she chose
the latter. Besides, it seened to her as though, in this way, she
coul d revenge herself on her betrayer and the shoprman and al
those who had injured her. One of the things that tenpted her

and was the cause of her decision, was the woman telling her she
m ght order her own dresses--velvet, silk, satin, |ow necked bal
dresses, anything she |iked. A nmental picture of herself in a
bright yellow silk trimed with black velvet with | ow neck and
short sl eeves conquered her, and she gave up her passport. On the
same evening the procuress took an isvostchik and drove her to
the notorious house kept by Carolina Al bertovna Kitaeva.

Fromthat day a life of chronic sin against human and divine | aws
comrenced for Katusha Maslova, a life which is |ed by hundreds of
t housands of wonen, and which is not nerely tol erated but
sanctioned by the Governnment, anxious for the welfare of its
subjects; a life which for nine wonen out of ten ends in painfu
di sease, premature decrepitude, and death.

Kat usha Maslova lived this life for seven years. During these
years she twi ce changed houses, and had once been to the
hospital. In the seventh year of this life, when she was
twenty-six years old, happened that for which she was put in
prison and for which she was now being taken to be tried, after
nore than three nonths of confinement with thieves and nurderers
in the stifling air of a prison.

CHAPTER | 11 .

NEKHL UDOFF.

When Masl ova, wearied out by the Iong wal k, reached the building,
acconpani ed by two soldiers, Prince Dmitri Ivanovitch Nekhl udoff,

who had seduced her, was still lying on his high bedstead, with a
feather bed on the top of the spring mattress, in a fine, clean
wel |l -ironed linen night shirt, snoking a cigarette, and

consi deri ng what he had to do to-day, and what had happened
yest erday.
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Recal | i ng the evening he had spent with the Korchagins, a wealthy
and aristocratic fam |y, whose daughter every one expected he
woul d marry, he sighed, and, throwing away the end of his
cigarette, was going to take another out of the silver case; but,
changing his mnd, he resolutely raised his solid frane, and,
putting down his snooth, white | egs, stepped into his slippers,
threw his silk dressing gown over his broad shoul ders, and passed
into his dressing-room wal king heavily and quickly. There he
carefully cleaned his teeth, many of which were filled, with
tooth powder, and rinsed his nouth with scented elixir. After

t hat he washed his hands with perfuned soap, cleaned his |ong
nails with particular care, then, froma tap fixed to his marble
washstand, he let a spray of cold water run over his face and
stout neck. Having finished this part of the business, he went
into a third room where a shower bath stood ready for him
Having refreshed his full, white, nuscular body, and dried it
with a rough bath sheet, he put on his fine undergarnents and his
boots, and sat down before the glass to brush his black beard and
his curly hair, that had begun to get thin above the forehead.
Everyt hi ng he used, everything belonging to his toilet, his
linen, his clothes, boots, necktie, pin, studs, was of the best
quality, very quiet, sinple, durable and costly.

Nekhl udoff dressed | eisurely, and went into the dining-room A
tabl e, which | ooked very inposing with its four |egs carved in
the shape of lions' paws, and a huge side-board to match, stood
in the oblong room the floor of which had been polished by three
men the day before. On the table, which was covered with a fine,
starched cloth, stood a silver coffeepot full of aromatic coffee,
a sugar basin, a jug of fresh cream and a bread basket filled
with fresh rolls, rusks, and biscuits; and beside the plate |ay
the | ast nunber of the Revue des Deux Mondes, a newspaper, and
several letters.

Nekhl udoff was just going to open his letters, when a stout,

nm ddl e-aged worman in nourning, a |lace cap covering the w dening
parting of her hair, glided into the room This was Agraphena
Petrovna, fornerly lady's maid to Nekhludoff's nother. Her

m stress had died quite recently in this very house, and she
remai ned with the son as his housekeeper. Agraphena Petrovna had
spent nearly ten years, at different tines, abroad with

Nekhl udoff's not her, and had the appearance and manners of a

| ady. She had lived with the Nekhludoffs fromthe tinme she was a
child, and had known Dmitri Ivanovitch at the time when he was
still little Mtinka.

"Good-nmorning, Dmtri Ivanovitch.”

" Good- nor ni ng, Agraphena Petrovna. What is it you want?"
Nekhl udof f asked.

"Aletter fromthe princess; either fromthe nother or the
daughter. The maid brought it some tine ago, and is waiting in ny
room" answered Agraphena Petrovna, handing himthe letter with a
significant smile.

"Al'l right! Directly!" said Nekhludoff, taking the letter and
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frowning as he noticed Agraphena Petrovna's snile

That smile meant that the letter was fromthe younger Princess
Kor chagi n, whom Agraphena Petrovna expected himto marry. This
supposition of hers annoyed Nekhl udoff.

"Then I'Il tell her to wait?" and Agraphena Petrovna took a crunb
brush which was not in its place, put it away, and sailed out of
the room

Nekhl udoff opened the perfumed note, and began reading it.

The note was witten on a sheet of thick grey paper, with rough
edges; the witing | ooked English. It said:

Havi ng assuned the task of acting as your nenory, | take the
liberty of reminding you that on this the 28th day of April you
have to appear at the Law Courts, as juryman, and, in
consequence, can on no account acconpany us and Kol osoff to the
picture gallery, as, with your habitual flightiness, you prom sed
yesterday; a noins que vous ne soyez di spose a payer l|la cour

d' assise |les 300 roubles d anende que vous vous refusez pour
votre cheval, for not appearing in time. | renenbered it |ast

ni ght after you were gone, so do not forget.

Princess M Korchagi n.
On the other side was a postscript.

Maman vous fait dire que votre convert vous attendra jusqu' a |la
nuit. Venez absolunent a quelle heure que cela soit.

M K

Nekhl udoff nade a grinmace. This note was a continuation of that
skil ful manoeuvring which the Princess Korchagin had already
practised for two nonths in order to bind himcloser and cl oser
with invisible threads. And yet, beside the usual hesitation of
men past their youth to marry unless they are very nuch in |ove,
Nekhl udof f had very good reasons why, even if he did make up his
mnd to it, he could not propose at once. It was not that ten
years previously he had betrayed and forsaken Masl ova; he had
quite forgotten that, and he would not have considered it a
reason for not marrying. No! The reason was that he had a liaison
with a married wonman, and, though he considered it broken off,
she did not.

Nekhl udoff was rather shy with women, and his very shyness
awakened in this married woman, the unprincipled wife of the

mar echal de nobl esse of a district where Nekhludoff was present
at an election, the desire of vanquishing him This woman drew
himinto an intimacy which entangl ed himnore and nore, while it
dai ly becanme nore distasteful to him Having succunbed to the
tenptati on, Nekhludoff felt guilty, and had not the courage to
break the tie wi thout her consent. And this was the reason he did
not feel at liberty to propose to Korchagin even if he had w shed
to do so. Anong the letters on the table was one fromthis
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woman' s husband. Seeing his witing and the postmark, Nekhl udoff
flushed, and felt his energies awakening, as they always did when
he was facing any kind of danger

But his excitenent passed at once. The marechal do nobl esse, of
the district in which his largest estate lay, wote only to |et
Nekhl udoff know that there was to be a special neeting towards
the end of May, and that Nekhludoff was to be sure and come to
"donner un coup d'epaule," at the inportant debates concerning
the schools and the roads, as a strong opposition by the

reacti onary party was expected.

The marechal was a liberal, and was quite engrossed in this
fight, not even noticing the m sfortune that had befallen him

Nekhl udoff renenbered the dreadful nonents he had |ived through
once when he thought that the husband had found hi mout and was
going to challenge him and he was making up his nmnd to fire
into the air; also the terrible scene he had with her when she
ran out into the park, and in her excitenent tried to drown
herself in the pond.

"Well, 1 cannot go now, and can do nothing until | get a reply
fromher," thought Nekhludoff. A week ago he had witten her a
decisive letter, in which he acknow edged his guilt, and his
readi ness to atone for it; but at the sane tinme he pronounced
their relations to be at an end, for her own good, as he
expressed it. To this letter he had as yet received no answer.
This m ght prove a good sign, for if she did not agree to break
off their relations, she would have witten at once, or even cone
hersel f, as she had done before. Nekhludoff had heard that there
was sone officer who was paying her marked attention, and this
tormented hi m by awakeni ng j eal ousy, and at the sane tine
encouraged himwi th the hope of escape fromthe deception that
was oppressing him

The other letter was fromhis steward. The steward wote to tell
himthat a visit to his estates was necessary in order to enter
into possession, and also to deci de about the further nanagenent
of his lands; whether it was to continue in the sane way as when
his nother was alive, or whether, as he had represented to the

| ate | anented princess, and now advi sed the young prince, they
had not better increase their stock and farmall the |and now
rented by the peasants thenselves. The steward wote that this
woul d be a far nore profitable way of managi ng the property; at
the sane tinme, he apol ogised for not having forwarded the 3,000
roubl es i ncome due on the 1st. This noney would he sent on by the
next mail. The reason for the delay was that he could not get the
nmoney out of the peasants, who had grown so untrustworthy that he
had to appeal to the authorities. This letter was partly

di sagreeabl e, and partly pleasant. It was pleasant to feel that
he had power over so large a property, and yet disagreeable,
because Nekhl udoff had been an enthusiastic adnmrer of Henry
George and Herbert Spencer. Being hinmself heir to a |arge
property, he was especially struck by the position taken up by
Spencer in Social Statics, that justice forbids private

I andhol di ng, and with the straightforward resol uteness of his
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age, had not nerely spoken to prove that |and could not be | ooked
upon as private property, and witten essays on that subject at
the university, but had acted up to his convictions, and,
considering it wong to hold | anded property, had given the snal
pi ece of land he had inherited fromhis father to the peasants.
Inheriting his nmother's |large estates, and thus beconing a | anded
proprietor, he had to choose one of two things: either to give up
his property, as he had given up his father's land ten years
before, or silently to confess that all his former ideas were

m st aken and fal se.

He coul d not choose the former because he had no neans but the

| anded estates (he did not care to serve); noreover, he had
formed | uxurious habits which he could not easily give up

Besi des, he had no | onger the sane inducenents; his strong
convictions, the resol uteness of youth, and the anbitious desire
to do sonething unusual were gone. As to the second course, that
of denying those cl ear and unanswerabl e proofs of the injustice
of | andhol di ng, which he had drawn from Spencer's Social Statics,
and the brilliant corroboration of which he had at a | ater period
found in the works of Henry George, such a course was inpossible
to him

CHAPTER 1 V.
M SSY.

WHEN Nekhl udof f had finished his coffee, he went to his study to
| ook at the sumons, and find out what tinme he was to appear at
the court, before witing his answer to the princess. Passing
through his studio, where a few studi es hung on the walls and,
facing the easel, stood an unfinished picture, a feeling of
inability to advance in art, a sense of his incapacity, came over
him He had often had this feeling, of late, and explained it by
his too finely-devel oped aesthetic taste; still, the feeling was
a very unpl easant one. Seven years before this he had given up
mlitary service, feeling sure that he had a talent for art, and
had | ooked down with sone disdain at all other activity fromthe
hei ght of his artistic standpoint. And now it turned out that he
had no right to do so, and therefore everything that rem nded him
of all this was unpleasant. He | ooked at the |uxurious fittings
of the studio with a heavy heart, and it was in no cheerful nood
that he entered his study, a large, lofty roomfitted up with a
view to confort, convenience, and el egant appearance. He found
the summons at once in a pigeon hole, labelled "i mediate," of
his large witing table. He had to appear at the court at 11

o' cl ock.

Nekhl udoff sat down to write a note in reply to the princess,

t hanki ng her for the invitation, and promising to try and cone to
di nner. Having witten one note, he tore it up, as it seened too

intimate. He wrote another, but it was too cold; he feared it

m ght give offence, so he tore it up, too. He pressed the button

of an electric bell, and his servant, an elderly, norose-I|ooking

man, wi th whi skers and shaved chin and lip, wearing a grey cotton
apron, entered at the door.
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"Send to fetch an isvostchik, please.”

"Yes, sir.

"And tell the person who is waiting that | send thanks for the
invitation, and shall try to conme."

"Yes, sir.

"It is not very polite, but | can't wite; no matter, | shall see
her today," thought Nekhludoff, and went to get his overcoat.

VWhen he came out of the house, an isvostchik he knew, wth

i ndi a-rubber tires to his trap, was at the door waiting for him
"You had hardly gone away from Prince Korchagin's yesterday," he
said, turning half round, "when | drove up, and the Swiss at the
door says, 'just gone.'" The isvostchi k knew t hat Nekhl udof f
visited at the Korchagins, and called there on the chance of
bei ng engaged by him

"Even the isvostchi ks know of ny relations with the Korchagins,"
t hought Nekhl udoff, and again the question whether he should not
marry Princess Korchagin presented itself to him and he could
not decide it either way, any nore than nost of the questions
that arose in his nmind at this tinme.

It was in favour of marriage in general, that besides the
conforts of hearth and hone, it nade a noral |ife possible, and
chiefly that a fam |y would, so Nekhludoff thought, give an aim
to his now enpty life.

Agai nst marriage in general was the fear, comon to bachelors
past their first youth, of |osing freedom and an unconsci ous awe
before this nysterious creature, a wonan.

In this particular case, in favour of marrying M ssy (her nane
was Mary, but, as is usual anong a certain set, a nicknane had
been given her) was that she cane of good fanmly, and differed in
everyt hing, manner of speaking, wal king, |aughing, fromthe
common peopl e, not by anything exceptional, but by her "good
breedi ng"--he could find no other termfor this quality, though
he prized it very highly---and, besides, she thought nmore of him
t han of anybody el se, therefore evidently understood him This
understanding of him i.e., the recognition of his superior
merits, was to Nekhludoff a proof of her good sense and correct
judgment. Against marrying Mssy in particular, was, that in al
likelihood, a girl with even higher qualities could be found,
that she was already 27, and that he was hardly her first |ove.
This last idea was painful to him His pride would not reconcile
itself with the thought that she had | oved sonme one el se, even in
the past. O course, she could not have known that she should
meet him but the thought that she was capabl e of |oving another
of fended him So that he had as many reasons for marrying as
against it; at any rate, they weighed equally w th Nekhl udoff,
who | aughed at hinself, and called hinmself the ass of the fable,
remai ning |ike that animal undeci ded which haycock to turn to.
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"At any rate, before | get an answer from Mary Vasilievna (the
marechal 's wife), and finish conpletely with her, | can do
nothing," he said to hinmself. And the conviction that he m ght
and was even obliged, to delay his decision, was conforting.
"Well, | shall consider all that later on," he said to hinself,
as the trap drove silently along the asphalt pavenent up to the
doors of the Court.

"Now | nust fulfil my public duties conscientiously, as | amin
the habit of always doing, and as | consider it right to do.
Besi des, they are often interesting.” And he entered the hall of
the Law Courts, past the doorkeeper

CHAPTER V.
THE JURYMEN

The corridors of the Court were already full of activity. The
attendants hurried, out of breath, dragging their feet along the
ground without lifting them backwards and forwards, with all
sorts of nmessages and papers. Ushers, advocates, and |aw officers
passed hither and thither. Plaintiffs, and those of the accused
who were not guarded, wandered sadly along the walls or sat

wai ting.

"Where is the Law Court?" Nekhl udoff asked of an attendant.
"Whi ch? There is the Civil Court and the Crimnal Court."
"I amon the jury."

"The Crimnal Court you should have said. Here to the right, then
to the left--the second door."

Nekhl udoff foll owed the direction

Meanwhi | e some of the Crimnal Court jurymen who were | ate had
hurriedly passed into a separate room At the door nentioned two
men stood waiting.

One, atall, fat nmerchant, a kind-hearted fellow had evidently
partaken of sonme refreshments and a gl ass of sonething, and was
in nmost pleasant spirits. The other was a shopnan of Jew sh
extraction. They were tal king about the price of wool when

Nekhl udoff cane up and asked themif this was the jurymen's room

"Yes, ny dear sir, this is it. One of us? On the jury, are you?"
asked the nmerchant, with a nerry wi nk.

"“Ah, well, we shall have a go at the work together," he

conti nued, after Nekhludoff had answered in the affirmative. "My
nane i s Bakl asheff, merchant of the Second Cuild," he said,
putting out his broad, soft, flexible hand.

"Wth whom have | the honour?"

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Resurrection

Nekhl udoff gave his name and passed into the jurynmen's room

I nside the room were about ten persons of all sorts. They had
cone but a short while ago, and some were sitting, others walking
up and down, | ooking at each other, and naking each other's
acquai ntance. There was a retired colonel in uniform sone were
in frock coats, others in nmorning coats, and only one wore a
peasant's dress.

Their faces all had a certain | ook of satisfaction at the
prospect of fulfilling a public duty, although many of them had
had to | eave their businesses, and nost were conpl aining of it.

The jurynen tal ked anpong thensel ves about the weather, the early
spring, and the business before them sone having been

i ntroduced, others just guessing who was who. Those who were not
acquai nted with Nekhl udoff nmade haste to get introduced,
evidently | ooking upon this as an honour, and he taking it as his
due, as he always did when anpong strangers. Had he been asked why
he consi dered hinmsel f above the majority of people, he could not
have given an answer; the life he had been living of |ate was not
particularly nmeritorious. The fact of his speaking English,
French, and German with a good accent, and of his wearing the
best linen, clothes, ties, and studs, bought fromthe npst
expensive dealers in these goods, he quite knew would not serve
as a reason for claimng superiority. At the sane tinme he did
claimsuperiority, and accepted the respect paid himas his due,
and was hurt if he did not get it. In the jurynen's roomhis
feelings were hurt by disrespectful treatment. Anong the jury

t here happened to be a man whom he knew, a former teacher of his
sister's children, Peter Gerasinmovitch. Nekhludoff never knew his
surname, and even bragged a bit about this. This man was now a
master at a public school. Nekhludoff could not stand his
famliarity, his self-satisfied |laughter, his vulgarity, in
short.

"Ah ha! You're also trapped."” These were the words, acconpani ed
wi th boisterous |aughter, with which Peter Gerasinovitch greeted
Nekhl udof f. "Have you not managed to get out of it?"

"I never neant to get out of it," replied Nekhludoff, gloomly,
and in a tone of severity.

"Well, | call this being public spirited. But just wait until you
get hungry or sleepy; you'll sing to another tune then."
"This son of a priest will be saying 'thou' [in Russian, as in

many ot her | anguages, "thou" is used generally anong people very
famliar with each other, or by superiors to inferiors] to ne
next," thought Nekhludoff, and wal ked away, with such a | ook of
sadness on his face, as mght have been natural if he had just
heard of the death of all his relations. He canme up to a group
that had forned itself round a cl ean-shaven, tall, dignified man,
who was recounting sonething with great ani mation. This nman was
tal king about the trial going on in the Civil Court as of a case
wel | known to himself, nentioning the judges and a cel ebrated
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advocate by nanme. He was saying that it seened wonderful how the
cel ebrat ed advocate had managed to give such a clever turn to the
affair that an old | ady, though she had the right on her side,
woul d have to pay a |large sumto her opponent. "The advocate is a
geni us," he said.

The listeners heard it all with respectful attention, and severa
of themtried to put in a word, but the man interrupted them as
if he alone knew all about it.

Though Nekhl udoff had arrived late, he had to wait a long tine.
One of the nenmbers of the Court had not yet come, and everybody
was kept waiting.

CHAPTER VI .
THE JUDGES.

The president, who had to take the chair, had arrived early. The
president was a tall, stout man, with long grey whi skers. Though
married, he led a very loose life, and his wife did the sane, so
they did not stand in each other's way. This norning he had
received a note froma Swiss girl, who had fornerly been a
governess in his house, and who was now on her way from South
Russia to St. Petersburg. She wote that she would wait for him
between five and six p.m in the Hotel Italia. This nmade hi m w sh
to begin and get through the sitting as soon as possible, so as
to have tine to call before six p.m on the little red-haired
Clara Vasilievna, with whom he had begun a romance in the country
| ast summer. He went into a private room |atched the door, took
a pair of dunb-bells out of a cupboard, noved his arms 20 tines
upwar ds, downwards, forwards, and sideways, then hol ding the
dunmb- bel | s above his head, lightly bent his knees three tines.

"Not hi ng keeps one going like a cold bath and exercise," he said,
feeling the biceps of his right armwith his |eft hand, on the
third finger of which he wore a gold ring. He had still to do the
nmoul i nee novenent (for he always went through those two exercises
before a long sitting), when there was a pull at the door. The
presi dent quickly put away the dunb-bells and opened the door
saying, "l beg your pardon."”

One of the nmenbers, a high-shoul dered, discontented-Iooking man,
with gold spectacles, cane into the room "Matthew Nikitich has
again not cone," he said, in a dissatisfied tone.

"Not yet?" said the president, putting on his uniform "He is
al ways late."

"It is extraordinary. He ought to be ashaned of hinself," said

the nmenber, angrily, and taking out a cigarette.

This menber, a very precise man, had had an unpl easant encounter
with his wife in the norning, because she had spent her allowance
before the end of the nonth, and had asked himto give her sone
nmoney i n advance, but he would not give way to her, and they had
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a quarrel. The wife told himthat if he were going to behave so,
he need not expect any dinner; there would be no dinner for him
at home. At this point he left, fearing that she m ght carry out
her threat, for anything m ght be expected fromher. "This cones
of living a good, noral |ife," he thought, |ooking at the

beam ng, healthy, cheerful, and kindly president, who, with

el bows far apart, was snoothing his thick grey whiskers with his
fine white hands over the enbroidered collar of his uniform "He
is always contented and nmerry while | amsuffering.”

The secretary cane in and brought some docunent.

"Thanks, very nmuch," said the president, lighting a cigarette.
"Whi ch case shall we take first, then?"

"The poi soning case, | should say," answered the secretary, wth
i ndi fference.

"Al'l right; the poisoning case let it be," said the president,
t hi nki ng that he could get this case over by four o'clock, and
then go away. "And Matthew Nikitich; has he come?"

"Not yet."
"“And Breve?"
"He is here," replied the secretary.

"Then if you see him please tell himthat we begin with the
poi soning case."” Breve was the public prosecutor, who was to read
the indictnent in this case.

In the corridor the secretary net Breve, who, with up lifted
shoul ders, a portfolio under one arm the other swinging with the
pal mturned to the front, was hurrying along the corridor
clattering with his heels.

"M chael Petrovitch wants to know if you are ready? the secretary
asked.

"Of course; | am always ready," said the public prosecutor. "What
are we taking first?

"The poi soning case."

"That's quite right," said the public prosecutor, but did not
think it at all right. He had spent the night in a hotel playing
cards with a friend who was giving a farewell party. Up to five
in the norning they played and drank, so he had no tinme to | ook
at this poisoning case, and neant to run it through now. The
secretary, happening to know this, advised the president to begin
with the poisoning case. The secretary was a Liberal, even a

Radi cal, in opinion.

Breve was a Conservative; the secretary disliked him and envied
hi m hi s position.
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"Well, and how about the Skoptzy?" [a religious sect] asked the
secretary.

"l have already said that | cannot do it w thout w tnesses, and
so | shall say to the Court."

"Dear me, what does it matter?"

"l cannot do it,"
his private room

said Breve; and, waving his arm he ran into

He was putting off the case of the Skoptzy on account of the
absence of a very uninportant witness, his real reason being that
if they were tried by an educated jury they m ght possibly be
acqui tted.

By an agreenent with the president this case was to be tried in
the com ng session at a provincial town, where there would be
nore peasants, and, therefore, nmore chances of conviction

The novenent in the corridor increased. The people crowded nost
at the doors of the Civil Court, in which the case that the
dignified man tal ked about was bei ng heard.

An interval in the proceeding occurred, and the old wonan cane
out of the court, whose property that genius of an advocate had
found neans of getting for his client, a person versed in | aw who
had no right to it whatever. The judges knew all about the case,
and the advocate and his client knew it better still, but the
nove they had invented was such that it was inpossible not to
take the old woman's property and not to hand it over to the
person versed in | aw

The old woman was stout, well dressed, and had enornopus flowers
on her bonnet; she stopped as she cane out of the door, and
spreadi ng out her short fat arms and turning to her advocate, she
kept repeating. "Wat does it all nean? just fancy!"

The advocate was | ooking at the flowers in her bonnet, and
evidently not |listening to her, but considering sone question or
ot her.

Next to the old woman, out of the door of the Civil Court, his
broad, starched shirt front glistening fromunder his | ow cut

wai stcoat, with a self-satisfied | ook on his face, canme the

cel ebrated advocate who had nanaged to arrange matters so that
the old woman | ost all she had, and the person versed in the |aw
recei ved nore than 100, 000 roubl es. The advocate passed close to
the old woman, and, feeling all eyes directed towards him his
whol e bearing seened to say: "No expressions of deference are
required.”

CHAPTER VI I .

THE OFFI CI ALS OF THE COURT.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

18



The Resurrection 19

At last Matthew Nikitich also arrived, and the usher, a thin man
with a long neck and a kind of sideways walk, his nether lip
protruding to one side, which made himresenble a turkey, cane
into the jurynen's room

Thi s usher was an honest man, and had a university education, but
could not keep a place for any length of tine, as he was subject
to fits of drunkenness. Three nonths before a certain countess,
who patronised his wife, had found himthis place, and he was
very pleased to have kept it so |ong.

"Well, sirs, is everybody here?" he asked, putting his pince-nez
on his nose, and | ooking round.

"Everybody, | think," said the jolly merchant.
"All right; we'll soon see." And, taking a |ist fromhis pocket,
he began calling out the names, |ooking at the nen, sonetines

t hrough and sonetimes over his pince-nez.

"Councillor of State, [grades such as this are conmon in Russi a,
and nean very little] J. M N kiforoff!"

"I am he," said the dignified-Iooking man, well versed in the
habits of the |law court.

"lvan Seni onovitch lvanoff, retired col onel
"Here!" replied a thin man, in the uniformof a retired officer
"Merchant of the Second Guild, Peter Bakl asheff!"

"Here we are, ready!" said the good-hunmoured nerchant, with a
broad smle.

"Li eutenant of the Guards, Prince Dmtri Nekhludoff!"
"I am he," answered Nekhl udoff.

The usher bowed to him | ooking over his pince-nez, politely and
pl easantly, as if wishing to distinguish himfromthe others.

"Captain Youri Demitrievitch-Dantchenko, nerchant; Grigor
Euphi mi tch Koul eshoff," etc. Al but two were present.

"Now pl ease to cone to the court, gentlenen," said the usher
pointing to the door, with an am able wave of his hand.

All nmoved towards the door, pausing to | et each other pass. Then
they went through the corridor into the court.

The court was a large, long room At one end there was a raised
platform with three steps leading up to it, on which stood a
tabl e, covered with a green cloth trinmed with a fringe of a
darker shade. At the table were placed three armchairs, with

hi gh-carved oak backs; on the wall behind them hung a
full-length, brightly-coloured portrait of the Enperor in uniform
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and ribbon, with one foot in advance, and holding a sword. In the
right corner hung a case, with an inmage of Christ crowned with
thorns, and beneath it stood a |lectern, and on the sane side the
prosecuting attorney's desk. On the left, opposite the desk, was
the secretary's table, and in front of it, nearer the public, an
oak grating, with the prisoners' bench, as yet unoccupi ed, behind
it. Besides all this, there were on the right side of the

pl at f or m hi gh- backed ashwood chairs for the jury, and on the
floor below tables for the advocates. All this was in the front
part of the court, divided fromthe back by a grating.

The back was all taken up by seats in tiers. Sitting on the front
seats were four wonen, either servant or factory girls, and two
wor ki ng nen, evidently overawed by the grandeur of the room and
not venturing to speak above a whi sper

Soon after the jury had cone in the usher entered, with his
sideward gait, and stepping to the front, called out in a |oud
voice, as if he meant to frighten those present, "The Court is
com ng!" Every one got up as the nenbers stepped on to the
platform Anmong themthe president, with his nuscles and fine
whi skers. Next came the gl oony nmenber of the Court, who was now
nore gl oony than ever, having net his brother-in-law, who
informed himthat he had just called in to see his sister (the
menber's wife), and that she had told himthat there would be no
di nner there.

"So that, evidently, we shall have to call in at a cook shop,"”
t he brother-in-1aw added, | aughing.

"It is not at all funny," said the gloony nenber, and becane
gl oom er still.

Then at last came the third menber of the Court, the same Matthew
Ni kitich, who was always |ate. He was a bearded man, with |arge,
round, kindly eyes. He was suffering froma catarrh of the
stomach, and, according to his doctor's advice, he had begun
trying a new treatnent, and this had kept him at honme | onger than
usual . Now, as he was ascending the platform he had a pensive
air. He was in the habit of naking guesses in answer to all sorts
of self-put questions by different curious neans. Just now he had
asked whet her the new treatment woul d be beneficial, and had
decided that it would cure his catarrh if the nunber of steps
fromthe door to his chair would divide by three. He nade 26
steps, but nmanaged to get in a 27th just by his chair

The figures of the president and the nenbers in their uniforms,
wi t h gol d-enbroi dered collars, |ooked very inposing. They seened
to feel this thenselves, and, as if overpowered by their own
grandeur, hurriedly sat down on the high backed chairs behind the
table with the green cloth, on which were a triangular article
with an eagle at the top, two glass vases--sonething |ike those
in which sweetneats are kept in refreshnment rooms--an inkstand,
pens, clean paper, and good, new y-cut pencils of different

ki nds.

The public prosecutor canme in with the judges. Wth his portfolio
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under one arm and swinging the other, he hurriedly wal ked to his
seat near the wi ndow, and was instantly absorbed in reading and

| ooki ng through the papers, not wasting a single nmonent, in hope
of being ready when the busi ness comenced. He had been public
prosecutor but a short time, and had only prosecuted four tines
before this. He was very anbitious, and had firmy made up his
mnd to get on, and therefore thought it necessary to get a

convi cti on whenever he prosecuted. He knew the chief facts of the
poi soni ng case, and had already fornmed a plan of action. He only
wanted to copy out a few points which he required.

The secretary sat on the opposite side of the platform and,
havi ng got ready all the papers he m ght want, was | ooking
through an article, prohibited by the censor, which he had
procured and read the day before. He was anxious to have a talk
about this article with the bearded nenber, who shared his views,
but wanted to | ook through it once nore before doing so.

CHAPTER VI I I .
SWEARI NG I N THE JURY

The president, having | ooked through sone papers and put a few
guestions to the usher and the secretary, gave the order for the
pri soners to be brought in.

The door behind the grating was instantly opened, and two
gendarnmes, with caps on their heads, and hol di ng naked swords in
their hands, canme in, followed by the prisoners, a red-haired,
freckl ed man, and two wonen. The man wore a prison cloak, which
was too long and too wide for him He stuck out his thunbs, and
held his arns close to his sides, thus keeping the sleeves, which
were also too long, fromslipping over his hands. Wthout | ooking
at the judges he gazed steadfastly at the form and passing to
the other side of it, he sat down carefully at the very edge,

| eaving plenty of roomfor the others. He fixed his eyes on the
presi dent, and began noving the nuscles of his cheeks, as if

whi spering sonmething. The woman who canme next was al so dressed in
a prison cloak, and had a prison kerchief round her head. She had
a sall ow conpl exi on, no eyebrows or |ashes, and very red eyes.
Thi s woman appeared perfectly calm Having caught her cloak

agai nst somnet hing, she detached it carefully, w thout any haste,
and sat down.

The third prisoner was Masl ova.

As soon as she appeared, the eyes of all the nmen in the court
turned her way, and remai ned fixed on her white face, her

sparklingly-brilliant black eyes and the swelling bosom under the
prison cl oak. Even the gendarnme whom she passed on her way to her
seat | ooked at her fixedly till she sat down, and then, as if

feeling guilty, hurriedly turned away, shook hinself, and began
staring at the window in front of him

The president paused until the prisoners had taken their seats,
and when Masl ova was seated, turned to the secretary.
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Then the usual procedure comrenced; the counting of the jury,
remar ks about those who had not cone, the fixing of the fines to
be exacted fromthem the decisions concerning those who cl ai ned
exenption, the appointing of reserve jurynen.

Havi ng fol ded up sone bits of paper and put themin one of the

gl ass vases, the president turned up the gol d-enbroi dered cuffs
of his uniforma little way, and began drawing the |lots, one by
one, and openi ng them Nekhl udoff was anpng the jurymen thus
drawn. Then, having |let down his sleeves, the president requested
the priest to swear in the jury.

The old priest, with his puffy, red face, his brown gown, and his
gold cross and little order, l|aboriously noving his stiff |egs,
came up to the lectern beneath the icon.

The jurynen got up, and crowded towards the | ectern.

"Cone up, please,” said the priest, pulling at the cross on his
breast with his plunp hand, and waiting till all the jury had
drawn near. When they had all cone up the steps of the platform
the priest passed his bald, grey head sideways through the greasy
openi ng of the stole, and, having rearranged his thin hair, he
again turned to the jury. "Now, raise your right arns in this
way, and put your fingers together, thus," he said, with his
tremul ous old voice, lifting his fat, dinpled hand, and putting
the thumb and two first fingers together, as if taking a pinch of
sonmet hing. "Now, repeat after me, '|I prom se and swear, by the

Al mighty God, by H's holy gospels, and by the life-giving cross
of our Lord, that in this work which,"" he said, pausing between
each sentence--"don't let your armdown; hold it like this," he
remarked to a young man who had lowered his arm-""that in this
work which . . . ""

The dignified nman with the whi skers, the col onel, the nerchant,
and several nmore held their arns and fingers as the priest
required of them very high, very exactly, as if they liked doing

it; others did it unwillingly and carel essly. Sone repeated the
words too loudly, and with a defiant tone, as if they neant to
say, "In spite of all, I will and shall speak." O hers whispered

very low, and not fast enough, and then, as if frightened,
hurried to catch up the priest. Sone kept their fingers tightly
together, as if fearing to drop the pinch of invisible sonething
they hel d; others kept separating and folding theirs. Every one
save the old priest felt awkward, but he was sure he was
fulfilling a very useful and inportant duty.

After the swearing in, the president requested the jury to choose
a foreman, and the jury, thronging to the door, passed out into
the debati ng-room where alnost all of them at once began to
snmoke cigarettes. Sone one proposed the dignified man as forenan,
and he was unani nously accepted. Then the jurymen put out their
cigarettes and threw them away and returned to the court. The
dignified man informed the president that he was chosen foreman
and all sat down again on the high-backed chairs.
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Everythi ng went snoothly, quickly, and not without a certain
solemity. And this exactitude, order, and solemity evidently

pl eased those who took part in it: it strengthened the inpression
that they were fulfilling a serious and val uabl e public duty.
Nekhl udoff, too, felt this.

As soon as the jurynen were seated, the president nade a speech
on their rights, obligations, and responsibilities. Wile
speaki ng he kept changing his position; now | eaning on his right,
now on his |eft hand, now agai nst the back, then on the arms of
his chair, now putting the papers straight, now handling his
penci | and paper-knife.

According to his words, they had the right of interrogating the
pri soners through the president, to use paper and pencils, and to
exam ne the articles put in as evidence. Their duty was to judge
not falsely, but justly. Their responsibility neant that if the
secrecy of their discussion were violated, or comruni cati ons were
established with outsiders, they would be liable to punishnent.
Every one listened with an expression of respectful attention.
The nerchant, diffusing a snell of brandy around him and
restraining | oud hiccups, approvingly nodded his head at every
sent ence.

CHAPTER | X.

THE TRI AL-- THE PRI SONERS QUESTI ONED

VWhen he had finished his speech, the president turned to the male
prisoner.

"Si neon Kartinkin, rise."

Si meon junped up, his |lips continuing to nove nervously and
i naudi bl y.

"Your nane?"

"Simon Petrov Kartinkin," he said, rapidly, with a cracked voi ce,
havi ng evidently prepared the answer.

"What class do you bel ong to?"
"Peasant . "
"What governnent, district, and parish?"

"Toul a Governnent, Krapivinskia district, Koupianovski parish,
the village Borki."

"Your age?"
"Thirty-three; born in the year one thousand ei ght--"

"What religion?"
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"Of the Russian religion, orthodox."
“Married?"
"Ch, no, sir."

"Your occupation?"

"I had a place in the Hotel Mauritania."

"Have you ever been tried before?”

"l never got tried before, because, as we used to |ive
formerly--"

"So you never were tried before?"

"God forbid, never."

"Have you received a copy of the indictnment?"
"I have."

"Sit down."

"Euphem a | vanovna Botchkova," said the president, turning to the
next prisoner.

But Sinmon continued standing in front of Botchkova.
"Kartinkin, sit down!" Kartinkin continued standi ng.

"Kartinkin, sit down!" But Kartinkin sat down only when the
usher, with his head on one side, and with preternaturally

wi de- open eyes, ran up, and said, in a tragic whisper, "Sit down,
sit down!"

Kartinkin sat down as hurriedly as he had risen, wapping his
cl oak round him and again began noving his lips silently.

"Your nanme?" asked the president, with a weary sigh at being
obliged to repeat the sane questions, w thout |ooking at the
pri soner, but glancing over a paper that lay before him The
presi dent was so used to his task that, in order to get quicker
through it all, he did two things at a tine.

Bot chkova was forty-three years old, and canme fromthe town of
Kal ooma. She, too, had been in service at the Hotel Mauritania.

"I have never been tried before, and have received a copy of the
i ndictment." She gave her answers boldly, in a tone of voice as
if she meant to add to each answer, "And | don't care who knows
it, and I won't stand any nonsense."

She did not wait to be told, but sat down as soon as she had
replied to the | ast question.
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"Your name?" turning abruptly to the third prisoner. "You will
have to rise,"” he added, softly and gently, seeing that Maslova
kept her seat.

Masl ova got up and stood, with her chest expanded, |ooking at the
president with that peculiar expression of readiness in her
smling black eyes.

"What is your nane?"
"Lubov," she said.

Nekhl udof f had put on his pince-nez, |ooking at the prisoners
while they were being questioned.

"No, it is inmpossible," he thought, not taking his eyes off the
pri soner. "Lubov! How can it be?" he thought to hinself, after
heari ng her answer. The president was going to continue his
qguestions, but the menmber with the spectacles interrupted him
angrily whispering sonmething. The president nodded, and turned
again to the prisoner.

"How is this," he said, "you are not put down here as Lubov?"

The prisoner remmined silent.

"I want your real nane."

"What is your baptismal nane?" asked the angry nenber.
"Formerly | used to be called Katerina."

"No, it cannot be," said Nekhludoff to hinself; and yet he was
now certain that this was she, that sane girl, half ward, half
servant to his aunts; that Katusha, with whom he had once been in
love, really in love, but whom he had betrayed and then
abandoned, and never again brought to mind, for the nmenory woul d
have been too painful, would have convicted himtoo clearly,
proving that he who was so proud of his integrity had treated
this woman in a revolting, scandal ous way.

Yes, this was she. He now clearly saw in her face that strange,

i ndescri babl e individuality which distinguishes every face from
all others; sonething peculiar, all its own, not to be found
anywhere else. In spite of the unhealthy pallor and the ful ness
of the face, it was there, this sweet, peculiar individuality; on
those lips, in the slight squint of her eyes, in the voice,
particularly in the naive smle, and in the expression of

readi ness on the face and figure.

"You shoul d have said so," remarked the president, again in a
gentle tone. "Your patronym c?"

"I amillegitimte."

"Well, were you not called by your godfather's nane?"
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"Yes, M khael ovna."

"And what is it she can be guilty of?" continued Nekhludoff, in
his mnd, unable to breathe freely.

"Your famly name--your surnane, | nmean?" the president went on
"They used to call me by my nother's surnanme, Maslova."

"What cl ass?"

"Meschanka. ™ [the | owest town class or grade]

"Rel i gi on--orthodox?"

"“Ort hodox. "

"Cccupation. What was your occupation?"

Masl ova remai ned silent.

"What was your enpl oynment?”
"You know yoursel f," she said, and smled. Then, casting a
hurried | ook round the room again turned her eyes on the
presi dent.

There was sonet hing so unusual in the expression of her face, so
terrible and piteous in the meaning of the words she had uttered,
inthis smle, and in the furtive glance she had cast round the
room that the president was abashed, and for a few m nutes
silence reigned in the court. The silence was broken by sone one
anong the public |aughing, then sonebody said "Ssh," and the
presi dent | ooked up and conti nued:

"Have you ever been tried before?”

"Never," answered Masl ova, softly, and sighed.

"Have you received a copy of the indictnment?"
"I have," she answered.
"Sit down."

The prisoner |leant back to pick up her skirt in the way a fine
| ady picks up her train, and sat down, folding her small white
hands in the sleeves of her cloak, her eyes fixed on the

presi dent. Her face was cal m again.

The witnesses were called, and sone sent away; the doctor who was
to act as expert was chosen and called into the court.

Then the secretary got up and began reading the indictnment. He
read distinctly, though he pronounced the "I" and "r" alike, with
a loud voice, but so quickly that the words ran into one anot her
and forned one uninterrupted, dreary drone.
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The judges bent now on one, now on the other armof their chairs,
then on the table, then back again, shut and opened their eyes,
and whi spered to each other. One of the gendarnes several tinmes
repressed a yawn.

The prisoner Kartinkin never stopped noving his cheeks.
Bot chkova sat quite still and straight, only now and then
scratchi ng her head under the kerchief.

Masl ova sat inmovabl e, gazing at the reader; only now and then
she gave a slight start, as if wishing to reply, blushed, sighed
heavi ly, and changed the position of her hands, |ooked round, and
again fixed her eyes on the reader

Nekhl udoff sat in the front row on his high-backed chair, wthout
renmovi ng his pince-nez, and | ooked at Maslova, while a
conplicated and fierce struggle was going on in his soul

CHAPTER X.
THE TRI AL-- THE | NDI CTMENT.

The indictnent ran as follows: On the 17th of January, 18--, in
t he | odgi ng- house Mauritania, occurred the sudden death of the
Second Guild merchant, Therapont Emilianovich Snel koff, of

Kour gan.

The | ocal police doctor of the fourth district certified that
death was due to rupture of the heart, owing to the excessive use
of alcoholic Iiquids. The body of the said Snel koff was interred.
After several days had el apsed, the nmerchant Ti nokhin, a

fell ow-townsman and conpani on of the said Snel koff, returned from
St. Petersburg, and hearing the circunstances that acconpanied
the death of the latter, notified his suspicions that the death
was caused by poison, given with intent to rob the said Snel kof f
of his noney. This suspicion was corroborated on inquiry, which
proved:

1. That shortly before his death the said Smel koff had received
the sum of 3,800 roubles fromthe bank. When an inventory of the
property of the deceased was namde, only 312 roubles and 16
copecks were found.

2. The whol e day and ni ght preceding his death the said Snel kof f
spent with Lubka (alias Katerina Maslova) at her home and in the
| odgi ng- house Mauritania, which she also visited at the said
Snel kof f's request during his absence, to get sonme nobney, which
she took out of his portmanteau in the presence of the servants
of the | odgi ng-house Mauritania, Euphem a Botchkova and Sinmeon
Kartinkin, with a key given her by the said Smel koff. In the
port mant eau opened by the said Maslova, the said Botchkova and
Kartinkin saw packets of 100-roubl e bank-notes.

3. On the said Snmel koff's return to the |odgi ng-house Mauritania,
together with Lubka, the latter, in accordance with the attendant
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Kartinkin's advice, gave the said Snel koff some white powder
given to her by the said Kartinkin, dissolved in brandy.

4. The next norning the said Lubka (alias Katerina Mslova) sold
to her mistress, the witness Kitaeva, a brothel -keeper, a dianond
ring given to her, as she alleged, by the said Snel koff.

5. The housemai d of the | odgi ng-house Mauritania, Euphenia

Bot chkova, placed to her account in the |ocal Conmercial Bank

1, 800 roubles. The postnortem exam nation of the body of the said
Snel kof f and the chem cal analysis of his intestines proved
beyond doubt the presence of poison in the organism so that
there is reason to believe that the said Snel koff's death was
caused by poi soni ng.

When cross-exan ned, the accused, Maslova, Botchkova, and
Kartinkin, pleaded not guilty, deposing--Mslova, that she had
really been sent by Snel koff fromthe brothel, where she "works,"
as she expresses it, to the | odgi ng-house Mauritania to get the
mer chant sone noney, and that, having unl ocked the portmanteau
with a key given her by the nerchant, she took out 40 roubles, as
she was told to do, and that she had taken nothing nore; that

Bot chkova and Kartinkin, in whose presence she unl ocked and

| ocked the portmanteau, could testify to the truth of the
statenent .

She gave this further evidence--that when she canme to the

| odgi ng- house for the second tine she did, at the instigation of
Si meon Kartinkin, give Snel koff sonic kind of powder, which she
t hought was a narcotic, in a glass of brandy, hoping he would
fall asleep and that she would be able to get away fromhim and
that Snel kof f, having beaten her, hinself gave her the ring when
she cried and threatened to go away.

The accused, Eupheni a Bot chkova, stated that she knew nothing
about the m ssing noney, that she had not even gone into
Snel kof f's room but that Lubka had been busy there all by
herself; that if anything had been stolen, it nust have been done
by Lubka when she came with the merchant's key to get his noney.

At this point Maslova gave a start, opened her nouth, and | ooked
at Bot chkova. "When," continued the secretary," the receipt for
1,800 roubles fromthe bank was shown to Botchkova, and she was
asked where she had obtained the noney, she said that it was her
own earnings for 12 years, and those of Simeon, whom she was
going to marry. The accused Sinmeon Kartinkin, when first

exam ned, confessed that he and Botchkova, at the instigation of
Masl ova, who had come with the key fromthe brothel, had stol en
the noney and divided it equally anong thensel ves and Masl ova.
Here Masl ova again started, half-rose from her seat, and,

bl ushi ng scarlet, began to say sonething, but was stopped by the
usher. "At last," the secretary continued, reading, "Kartinkin
confessed al so that he had supplied the powders in order to get
Snel kof f to sl eep. When exam ned the second tinme he deni ed having
had anything to do with the stealing of the nobney or giving

Masl ova the powders, accusing her of having done it alone.”
Concerning the noney placed in the bank by Botchkova, he said the
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same as she, that is, that the noney was given to them both by
the lodgers in tips during 12 years' service.

The i ndi ctment concl uded as fol |l ows:

In consequence of the foregoing, the peasant of the village
Borki, Sinmeon Kartinkin, 33 years of age, the meschanka Eupheni a
Bot chkova, 43 years of age, and the neschanka Katerina Msl ova,
27 years of age, are accused of having on the 17th day of
January, 188--, jointly stolen fromthe said nerchant, Snel koff,
a ring and noney, to the value of 2,500 roubles, and of having
gi ven the said nerchant, Smel koff, poison to drink, with intent
of depriving himof |life, and thereby causing his death. This
crime is provided for in clause 1,455 of the Penal Code,

par agraphs 4 and 5.

CHAPTER XI .
THE TRI AL- - MASLOVA CROSS- EXAM NED

When the reading of the indictnent was over, the president, after
havi ng consulted the nenbers, turned to Kartinkin, with an
expression that plainly said: Now we shall find out the whole
truth down to the minutest detail

"Peasant Sineon Kartinkin," he said, stooping to the left.

Si meon Kartinkin got up, stretched his arns down his sides, and
| eaning forward with his whol e body, continued noving his cheeks
i naudi bl y.

"You are accused of having on the 17th January, 188--, together
wi t h Eupheni a Bot chkova and Katerina Maslova, stolen noney froma
port mant eau bel onging to the nmerchant Snel koff, and then, having
procured sone arsenic, persuaded Katerina Maslova to give it to
the nmerchant Snel koff in a glass of brandy, which was the cause
of Smel koff's death. Do you plead guilty?" said the president,
stooping to the right.

"Not nohow, because our business is to attend on the | odgers,
and- - "

"You'll tell us that afterwards. Do you plead guilty?"
"Ch, no, sir. | only,--"
"You'll tell us that afterwards. Do you plead guilty?" quietly

and firmy asked the president.
"Can't do such a thing, because that--"

The usher again rushed up to Sineon Kartinkin, and stopped him
in a tragic whisper.

The president noved the hand with which he held the paper and
pl aced the elbow in a different position with an air that said:
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"This is finished,” and turned to Euphem a Bot chkova.

"Euphem a Botchkova, you are accused of having, on the 17th of
January, 188-, in the |odging-house Mauritania, together with
Si neon Kartinkin and Katerina Maslova, stolen sone noney and a
ring out of the nerchant Snel koff's portmanteau, and having
shared the noney anobng yoursel ves, given poison to the merchant
Snel kof f, thereby causing his death. Do you plead guilty?"

"I amnot guilty of anything,"” boldly and firmy replied the
prisoner. "I never went near the room but when this baggage went
in she did the whol e business.”

"You will say all this afterwards," the president again said,
quietly and firmy. "So you do not plead guilty?"

"I did not take the nobney nor give the drink, nor go into the
room Had | gone in | should have kicked her out."

"So you do not plead guilty?"
"Never."

"Very well."
"Katerina Maslova," the president began, turning to the third
pri soner, "you are accused of having come fromthe brothel with
the key of the merchant Snel koff's portnanteau, noney, and a
ring." He said all this like a | esson | earned by heart, |eaning
towards the nenber on his left, who was whi spering into his car
that a bottle nentioned in the list of the material evidence was
m ssing. "Of having stolen out of the portnmanteau noney and a
ring," he repeated, "and shared it. Then, returning to the

| odgi ng house Mauritania with Snel koff, of giving him poison in
his drink, and thereby causing his death. Do you plead guilty?"

"I amnot guilty of anything," she began rapidly. "As | said
before I say again, | did not take it--1 did not take it; | did
not take anything, and the ring he gave me hinself."

"You do not plead guilty of having stolen 2,500 roubl es?" asked
the president.

“I"ve said | took nothing but the 40 roubles."”

"Well, and do you plead guilty of having given the nerchant
Snel kof f a powder in his drink?"

"Yes, that | did. Only |I believed what they told nme, that they
wer e sl eeping powders, and that no harmcould cone of them |
never thought, and never wished. . . God is ny witness; | say, |
never meant this," she said.

"So you do not plead guilty of having stolen the noney and the

ring fromthe merchant Smel koff, but confess that you gave him
t he powder?" said the president.
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"Well, yes, | do confess this, but | thought they were sl eeping
powders. | only gave themto make him sleep; | never neant and
never thought of worse.”

"Very well," said the president, evidently satisfied with the
results gained. "Now tell us how it all happened," and he | eaned
back in his chair and put his fol ded hands on the table. "Tell us
all about it. A free and full confession will be to your

advant age. "

Masl ova continued to | ook at the president in silence, and
bl ushi ng.

"Tell us how it happened."”

"How it happened?" Masl ova suddenly began, speaking quickly. "I
came to the | odgi ng-house, and was shown into the room He was
there, already very drunk." She pronounced the word HE with a

| ook of horror in her wi de-open eyes. "l wi shed to go away, but
he woul d not let ne." She stopped, as if having | ost the thread,
or remenbered sonme thing else.

"Well, and then?"
"Well, what then? |I renmained a bit, and went hone again."

At this nonent the public prosecutor raised hinself alittle,
| eani ng on one el bow in an awkward manner

"You would like to put a question?" said the president, and
havi ng received an answer in the affirmative, he nade a gesture
inviting the public prosecutor to speak.

"I want to ask, was the prisoner previously acquainted with

Si meon Kartinkin?" said the public prosecutor, wthout |ooking at
Masl ova, and, having put the question, he conpressed his |ips and
fr owned.

The president repeated the question. Maslova stared at the public
prosecutor, with a frightened | ook.

"Wth Sineon? Yes," she said.

"I should like to know what the prisoner's acquai ntance with
Kartinkin consisted in. Did they neet often?"

"Consisted in?

"He invited nme for the |lodgers; it was not an acquai ntance at
all," answered Masl ova, anxiously noving her eyes fromthe
president to the public prosecutor and back to the president.

"I should like to know why Kartinkin invited only Maslova, and
none of the other girls, for the | odgers?" said the public
prosecutor, with half-closed eyes and a cunning, Mephistophelian
smle.
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"I don't know. How should I know?" said Maslova, casting a
frightened | ook round, and fixing her eyes for a nonment on
Nekhl udoff. "He asked whom he |iked."

"I's it possible that she has recogni sed nme?" thought Nekhl udoff,
and the bl ood rushed to his face. But Maslova turned away wi thout
di stinguishing himfromthe others, and again fixed her eyes

anxi ously on the public prosecutor.

"So the prisoner denies having had any intimte relations with
Kartinkin? Very well, | have no nore questions to ask."

And the public prosecutor took his el bow off the desk, and began
writing sonething. He was not really noting anythi ng down, but
only going over the letters of his notes with a pen, having seen
the procureur and | eadi ng advocates, after putting a clever
guestion, make a note, with which, later on, to annihilate their
adversari es.

The president did not continue at once, because he was consulting
the nmenber with the spectacles, whether he was agreed that the
questions (which had all been prepared be forehand and witten
out) should be put.

"Wel Il What happened next?" he then went on
"I cane home," looking a little nore boldly only at the

presi dent, "and went to bed. Hardly had | fallen asl eep when one
of our girls, Bertha, woke nme. 'Go, your nerchant has cone
again!' He"--she again uttered the word HE with evident horror--
"he kept treating our girls, and then wanted to send for nore

wi ne, but his noney was all gone, and he sent ne to his | odgi ngs
and told ne where the noney was, and how nuch to take. So

went . "

The president was whispering to the nmenber on his left, but, in
order to appear as if he had heard, he repeated her |ast words.

"So you went. Well, what next?"

"I went, and did all he told ne; went into his room | did not go
al one, but called Sineon Kartinkin and her," she said, pointing

t o Bot chkova.

"That's a lie; | never went in,"
st opped.

Bot chkova began, but was

"I'n their presence | took out four notes,
frowni ng, wi thout |ooking at Botchkova.

conti nued Masl ova,

"Yes, but did the prisoner notice," again asked the prosecutor
"how nuch nmoney there was when she was getting out the 40
roubl es?"

Masl ova shuddered when the prosecutor addressed her; she did not
know why it was, but she felt that he wi shed her evil.
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"I did not count it, but only saw some 100-rouble notes."
"Ah! The prisoner saw 100-rouble notes. That's all?"

"Well, so you brought back the npney," continued the president,
| ooki ng at the clock

"1 did."

"Well, and then?"

"Then he took me back with him" said Maslova.

"Well, and how did you give himthe powder?, In his drink?"
"How did | give it? | put themin and gave it him"

Why did you give it hinP"

She did not answer, but sighed deeply and heavily.

"He would not let me go," she said, after a nonent's silence,
"and | was quite tired out, and so | went out into the passage
and said to Sinmeon, 'If he would only let me go, | amso tired.'
And he said, 'We are also sick of him we were thinking of giving
hi m a sl eeping draught; he will fall asleep, and then you can
go.' So | said all right. | thought they were harnl ess, and he
gave me the packet. | went in. He was |ying behind the partition
and at once called for brandy. | took a bottle of 'fine
chanpagne' fromthe table, poured out two gl asses, one for him
and one for nyself, and put the powders into his glass, and gave
it him Had | known how could |I have given themto hinP"

"Well, and how did the ring cone into your possession? asked the
president. "When did he give it you?"

"That was when we cane back to his lodgings. | wanted to go away,
and he gave nme a knock on the head and broke ny conmb. | got angry
and said I'd go away, and he took the ring off his finger and
gave it to ne so that | should not go," she said.

Then the public prosecutor again slightly raised hinself, and,
putting on an air of sinplicity, asked pernmission to put a few
nore questions, and, having received it, bending his head over
hi s enbroidered collar, he said: "I should like to know how | ong
the prisoner remained in the nmerchant Snel koff's room™

Masl ova agai n seened frightened, and she again | ooked anxiously
fromthe public prosecutor to the president, and said hurriedly:

"I do not renmenber how |l ong."

"Yes, but does the prisoner renenber if she went anywhere else in
t he | odgi ng- house after she | eft Smel kof f?"

Masl ova consi dered for a noment. "Yes, | did go into an enpty
room next to his."
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"Yes, and why did you go in?" asked the public prosecutor
forgetting hinself, and addressing her directly.

“I went into rest a bit, and to wait for an isvostchik."
"And was Kartinkin in the roomw th the prisoner, or not?"
"He cane in."

"Why did he cone in?"

"There was sone of the merchant's brandy left, and we finished it
t oget her."

"Oh, finished it together. Very well! And did the prisoner talk
to Kartinkin, and, if so, what about?"

Masl ova suddenly frowned, blushed very red, and said, hurriedly,
"What about? | did not tal k about anything, and that's all
know. Do what you like with me; | amnot guilty, and that's all."

"I have nothing nore to ask," said the prosecutor, and, draw ng
up his shoulders in an unnatural nmanner, began witing down, as
the prisoner's own evidence, in the notes for his speech, that
she had been in the enpty roomw th Kartinkin.

There was a short silence.

"You have nothing nore to say?"

"I have told everything," she said, with a sigh, and sat down.
Then the president noted sonething down, and, having listened to
sonmet hing that the nmenmber on his left whispered to him he
announced a ten-mnutes' interval, rose hurriedly, and left the
court. The communicati on he had received fromthe tall, bearded
menber with the kindly eyes was that the nmenber, having felt a
slight stomach derangenent, wi shed to do a little massage and to
take some drops. And this was why an interval was nade.

When the judges had risen, the advocates, the jury, and the

Wi tnesses also rose, with the pleasant feeling that part of the
busi ness was finished, and began noving in different directions.

Nekhl udoff went into the jury's room and sat down by the w ndow.

CHAPTER XI I .

TVWELVE YEARS BEFORE

"Yes, this was Katusha."

The rel ati ons between Nekhl udoff and Katusha had been the

fol | ow ng:
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Nekhl udoff first saw Katusha when he was a student in his third
year at the University, and was preparing an essay on | and tenure
during the summer vacation, which he passed with his aunts. Unti
then he had always lived, in sumer, with his nother and sister
on his nother's |large estate near Moscow. But that year his
sister had married, and his nother had gone abroad to a

wat eri ng-pl ace, and he, having his essay to wite, resolved to
spend the sumer with his aunts. It was very quiet in their
secluded estate and there was nothing to distract his mnd; his
aunts loved their nephew and heir very tenderly, and he, too, was
fond of themand of their sinple, old-fashioned |ife.

During that sumrer on his aunts' estate, Nekhludoff passed
through that blissful state of existence when a young man for the
first tinme, without guidance from any one outside, realises al
the beauty and significance of |life, and the inportance of the
task allotted in it to man; when he grasps the possibility of
unlimted advance towards perfection for one's self and for al
the world, and gives hinmself to this task, not only hopefully,

but with full conviction of attaining to the perfection he

i mgi nes. In that year, while still at the University, he had
read Spencer's Social Statics, and Spencer's views on | andhol di ng
especially inpressed him as he hinself was heir to large
estates. His father had not been rich, but his nother had
received 10,000 acres of land for her dowy. At that tine he
fully realised all the cruelty and injustice of private property
in land, and being one of those to whoma sacrifice to the
demands of conscience gives the highest spiritual enjoyment, he
decided not to retain property rights, but to give up to the
peasant | abourers the land he had inherited fromhis father. It
was on this |and question he wote his essay.

He arranged his life on his aunts' estate in the foll ow ng
manner. He got up very early, sonetines at three o'clock, and
before sunrise went through the norning msts to bathe in the
river, under the hill. He returned while the dew still lay on the
grass and the flowers. Sonetinmes, having finished his coffee, he
sat down with his books of reference and his papers to wite his
essay, but very often, instead of reading or witing, he left
horme again, and wandered through the fields and the woods. Before
di nner he lay down and sl ept sonmewhere in the garden. At dinner
he anmused and entertained his aunts with his bright spirits, then
he rode on horseback or went for a row on the river, and in the
eveni ng he again worked at his essay, or sat reading or playing
patience with his aunts.

Hs joy inlife was so great that it agitated him and kept him
awake many a night, especially when it was noonlight, so that

i nstead of sl eeping he wandered about in the garden till dawn,
alone with his dreanms and fancies.

And so, peacefully and happily, he lived through the first nonth
of his stay with his aunts, taking no particular notice of their
hal f-ward, hal f-servant, the bl ack-eyed, quick-footed Katusha
Then, at the age of nineteen, Nekhludoff, brought up under his
nother's wing, was still quite pure. If a woman figured in his
dreans at all it was only as a wife. Al the other wonen, who
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according to his ideas he could not marry, were not wonen for
hi m but human bei ngs.

But on Ascension Day that sunmer, a nei ghbour of his aunts', and
her fam |y, consisting of two young daughters, a school boy, and a
young artist of peasant origin who was staying with them came to
spend the day. After tea they all went to play in the neadow in
front of the house, where the grass had al ready been nmown. They
pl ayed at the ganme of gorel ki, and Katusha joined them Running
about and changi ng partners several times, Nekhludoff caught

Kat usha, and she becane his partner. Up to this time he had |iked
Katusha's | ooks, but the possibility of any nearer relations with
her had never entered his mnd

"I npossible to catch those two," said the nmerry young artist,
whose turn it was to catch, and who could run very fast with his
short, muscul ar | egs.

"You! And not catch us?" said Katusha.

"One, two, three,” and the artist clapped his hands. Katusha,
hardly restraining her |aughter, changed places w th Nekhl udoff,
behind the artist's back, and pressing his large hand with her
little rough one, and rustling with her starched petticoat, ran
to the left. Nekhludoff ran fast to the right, trying to escape
fromthe artist, but when he | ooked round he saw the arti st
runni ng after Katusha, who kept well ahead, her firmyoung | egs
noving rapidly. There was a lilac bush in front of them and
Katusha nmade a sign with her head to Nekhludoff to join her
behind it, for if they once clasped hands again they were safe
fromtheir pursuer, that being a rule of the ganme. He understood
the sign, and ran behind the bush, but he did not know that there
was a small ditch overgrown with nettles there. He stunbled and
fell into the nettles, already wet with dew, stinging his bands,
but rose i medi ately, |aughing at his nishap

Kat usha, with her eyes black as sloes, her face radiant with joy,
was flying towards him and they caught hold of each other's
hands.

"Got stung, | daresay?" she said, arranging her hair with her
free hand, breathing fast and | ooking straight up at himwith a
gl ad, pleasant smle.

"I did not know there was a ditch here," he answered, sniling
al so, and keeping her hand in his. She drew nearer to him and he
hi msel f, not knowi ng how it happened, stooped towards her. She
did not nove away, and he pressed her hand tight and kissed her
on the I|ips.

"There! You've done it!" she said; and, freeing her hand with a
swi ft novenent, ran away from him Then, breaking two branches of
white lilac fromwhich the blossons were already falling, she
began fanning her hot face with them then, with her head turned
back to him she wal ked away, swaying her arnms briskly in front
of her, and joined the other players.
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After this there grew up between Nekhl udoff and Katusha those
peculiar relations which often exist between a pure young man and
girl who are attracted to each ot her

When Katusha canme into the room or even when he saw her white
apron from afar, everything brightened up in Nekhludoff's eyes,
as when the sun appears everything beconmes nore interesting, nore
joyful, nore inportant. The whole of life seenmed full of

gl adness. And she felt the sanme. But it was not only Katusha's
presence that had this effect on Nekhludoff. The nmere thought

t hat Katusha existed (and for her that Nekhludoff existed) had
this effect.

When he received an unpleasant letter fromhis nother, or could
not get on with his essay, or felt the unreasoni ng sadness that
young people are often subject to, he had only to renenber
Katusha and that he should see her, and it all vani shed. Katusha
had much work to do in the house, but she managed to get a little
| ei sure for reading, and Nekhl udoff gave her Dostoi evsky and
Tour geneff (whom he had just read hinself) to read. She |iked
Tourgeneff's Lull best. They had tal ks at nonments snatched when
nmeeting in the passage, on the veranda, or the yard, and
sometines in the roomof his aunts' old servant, Matrona

Pavl ovna, with whom he sonmetinmes used to drink tea, and where
Kat usha used to work.

These tal ks in Matrona Pavl ovna's presence were the pl easantest.
When they were alone it was worse. Their eyes at once began to
say sonething very different and far nore inportant than what
their nmouths uttered. Their |ips puckered, and they felt a kind
of dread of sonething that nmade them part quickly. These
relations conti nued between Nekhl udoff and Katusha during the
whole tine of his first visit to his aunts'. They noticed it, and
became frightened, and even wote to Princess El ena |Ivanovna,
Nekhl udoff's nother. His aunt, Mary |lvanovna, was afraid Dmitr
would forman intimacy with Katusha; but her fears were

groundl ess, for Nekhludoff, himself hardly conscious of it, |oved
Katusha, |oved her as the pure love, and therein lay his
safety--his and hers. He not only did not feel any desire to
possess her, but the very thought of it filled himw th horror
The fears of the nore poetical Sophia |Ivanovna, that Dmtri, with
hi s thoroughgoi ng, resolute character, having fallen in love with
agirl, mght make up his mind to marry her, w thout considering
either her birth or her station, had nore ground.

Had Nekhl udoff at that tinme been conscious of his [ove for

Kat usha, and especially if he had been told that he could on no

account join his life with that of a girl in her position, it

m ght have easily happened that, with his usual straight-

f orwar dness, he woul d have conme to the conclusion that there

could be no possible reason for himnot to marry any girl

whatever, as long as he |loved her. But his aunts did not
mention their fears to him and, when he left, he was stil
unconsci ous of his |love for Katusha. He was sure that what he

felt for Katusha was only one of the manifestations of the joy of
life that filled his whole being, and that this sweet, nerry
little girl shared this joy with him Yet, when he was going
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away, and Katusha stood with his aunts in the porch, and | ooked
after him her dark, slightly-squinting eyes filled with tears,
he felt, after all, that he was | eaving sonething beautiful
preci ous, sonething which would never reoccur. And he grew very
sad.

"Good- bye, Katusha," he said, |ooking across Sophia |vanovna's
cap as he was getting into the trap. "Thank you for everything."

"Good-bye, Dmitri Ivanovitch," she said, with her pleasant,
tender voice, keeping back the tears that filled her eyes--and
ran away into the hall, where she could cry in peace

CHAPTER XI'I'I.
LI FE I N THE ARMY.

After that Nekhludoff did not see Katusha for nore than three
years. When he saw her again he had just been pronoted to the
rank of officer and was going to join his reginment. On the way he
came to spend a few days with his aunts, being now a very
different young man fromthe one who had spent the sunmer with
them three years before. He then had been an honest, unselfish

| ad, ready to sacrifice himself for any good cause; now he was
depraved and sel fish, and thought only of his own enjoynent. Then
God's world seenmed a mystery which he tried enthusiastically and
joyfully to solve; now everything in life seemed clear and
sinple, defined by the conditions of the Iife he was |eading.
Then he had felt the inportance of, and had need of intercourse
with, nature, and with those who had |ived and thought and felt
before hi m-phil osophers and poets. Wat he now consi dered
necessary and i nportant were human institutions and intercourse
with his conrades. Then wonen seened nysterious and

charm ng--charm ng by the very nystery that envel oped thent now

t he purpose of wonen, all women except those of his own fanmily
and the wives of his friends, was a very definite one: wonen were
t he best neans towards an al ready experienced enjoynment. Then
nmoney was not needed, and he did not require even one-third of
what his nmother allowed hinm but now this allowance of 1,500
roubles a nonth did not suffice, and he had al ready had sone

unpl easant tal ks about it with his nother.

Then he had | ooked on his spirit as the |I; nowit was his healthy
strong animal | that he | ooked upon as hinself.

And all this terrible change had cone about because he had ceased
to believe hinmself and had taken to believing others. This he had
done because it was too difficult to live believing one's self;
believing one's self, one had to decide every question not in
favour of one's own animal life, which is always seeking for easy
gratifications, but alnpst in every case against it. Believing
others there was nothing to decide; everything had been deci ded
al ready, and deci ded always in favour of the animal | and agai nst
the spiritual. Nor was this all. Believing in his own self he was
al ways exposing hinself to the censure of those around him
bel i eving others he had their approval. So, when Nekhl udoff had
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tal ked of the serious matters of life, of God, truth, riches, and
poverty, all round himthought it out of place and even rather
funny, and his nmother and aunts called him wth kindly irony,
notre cher phil osophe. But when he read novels, told inproper
anecdotes, went to see funny vaudevilles in the French theatre
and gaily repeated the jokes, everybody admired and encouraged
him When he considered it right to limt his needs, wore an old
overcoat, took no wi ne, everybody thought it strange and | ooked
upon it as a kind of showi ng off; but when he spent |arge sunms on
hunting, or on furnishing a peculiar and |uxurious study for

hi nsel f, everybody adnired his taste and gave hi m expensive
presents to encourage his hobby. While he kept pure and nmeant to
remain so till he married his friends prayed for his health, and
even his nother was not grieved but rather pleased when she found
out that he had becone a real man and had gai ned over sone French
woman fromhis friend. (As to the episode with Katusha, the
princess could not without horror think that he m ght possibly
have married her.) In the sane way, when Nekhl udoff canme of age,
and gave the small estate he had inherited fromhis father to the
peasants because he considered the holding of private property in
land wong, this step filled his nother and relations with di smay
and served as an excuse for making fun of himto all his
relatives. He was continually told that these peasants, after
they had received the I and, got no richer, but, on the contrary,
poorer, having opened three public-houses and | eft off doing any
wor k. But when Nekhl udoff entered the Guards and spent and
ganmbl ed away so much with his aristocratic conpanions that Elena
I vanovna, his nother, had to draw on her capital, she was hardly
pai ned, considering it quite natural and even good that wild oats
shoul d be sown at an early age and in good company, as her son
was doi ng. At first Nekhludoff struggled, but all that he had
consi dered good while he had faith in hinself was considered bad
by others, and what he had considered evil was | ooked upon as
good by those anong whom he |ived, and the struggle grew too
hard. And at | ast Nekhludoff gave in, i.e., left off believing

hi rsel f and began believing others. At first this giving up of
faith in hinmself was unpleasant, but it did not |ong continue to
be so. At that tinme he acquired the habit of snoking, and
drinki ng wi ne, and soon got over this unpleasant feeling and even
felt great relief.

Nekhl udoff, with his passionate nature, gave hinself thoroughly
to the new way of |ife so approved of by all those around, and he
entirely stifled the inner voice which demanded sonet hi ng
different. This began after he noved to St. Petersburg, and
reached its highest point when he entered the arny.

Mlitary life in general depraves nen. It places themin
conditions of conplete idleness, i.e., absence of all usefu
work; frees them of their comon human duties, which it repl aces
by merely conventional ones to the honour of the reginent, the
uniform the flag; and, while giving themon the one hand

absol ute power over other nen, also puts theminto conditions of
servil e obedience to those of higher rank than thensel ves.

But when, to the usual depraving influence of mlitary service
with its honours, unifornms, flags, its permtted viol ence and
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nmurder, there is added the depraving influence of riches and
nearness to and intercourse with nmenbers of the Inperial famly,
as is the case in the chosen reginment of the Guards in which al
the officers are rich and of good fam |y, then this depraving

i nfluence creates in the men who succunb to it a perfect mania of
sel fishness. And this nania of selfishness attacked Nekhl udof f
fromthe nonent he entered the arny and began living in the way
hi s conmpani ons |ived. He had no occupati on whatever except to
dress in a uniform splendidly made and well brushed by other
people, and, with arnms al so nmade and cl eaned and handed to hi m by
others, ride to reviews on a fine horse which had been bred,
broken in and fed by others. There, with other nmen |ike hinself,
he had to wave a sword, shoot off guns, and teach others to do
the sane. He had no other work, and the highly-placed persons,
young and old, the Tsar and those near him not only sanctioned
hi s occupation but praised and thanked himfor it.

After this was done, it was thought inportant to eat, and
particularly to drink, in officers' clubs or the salons of the
best restaurants, squandering |arge suns of nobney, which cane
from some invisible source; then theatres, ballets, wonmen, then
again riding on horseback, waving of swords and shooting, and
agai n the squandering of noney, the w ne, cards, and wonen. This
kind of life acts on mlitary nen even nore depravingly than on
ot hers, because if any other than a mlitary man | ead such a life
he cannot hel p being ashanmed of it in the depth of his heart. A
mlitary man is, on the contrary, proud of a life of this kind
especially at war tinme, and Nekhludoff had entered the arny just
after war with the Turks had been declared. "W are prepared to
sacrifice our lives at the wars, and therefore a gay, reckless
life is not only pardonabl e, but absolutely necessary for us, and
so we lead it."

Such were Nekhl udoff's confused thoughts at this period of his
exi stence, and he felt all the time the delight of being free of
the noral barriers he had fornerly set hinself. And the state he
lived in was that of a chronic mania of selfishness. He was in
this state when, after three years' absence, he cane again to
visit his aunts.

CHAPTER XI V.
THE SECOND MEETI NG W TH MASLOVA.

Nekhl udoff went to visit his aunts because their estate |lay near
the road he had to travel in order to join his regiment, which
had gone forward, because they had very warmy asked himto cone,
and especially because he wanted to see Katusha. Perhaps in his
heart he had already formed those evil designs agai nst Katusha
whi ch his now uncontrol |l ed animal self suggested to him but he
did not acknow edge this as his intention, but only wished to go
back to the spot where he had been so happy, to see his rather
funny, but dear, kind-hearted old aunts, who al ways, w thout his
noticing it, surrounded himw th an atnmosphere of |ove and
admration, and to see sweet Katusha, of whom he had retained so
pl easant a nenory.
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He arrived at the end of March, on Good Friday, after the thaw
had set in. It was pouring with rain so that he had not a dry
thread on himand was feeling very cold, but yet vigorous and

full of spirits, as always at that tine. "lIs she still with
t hen?" he thought, as he drove into the famliar, ol d-fashioned
courtyard, surrounded by a low brick wall, and now filled with

snow of f the roofs.

He expected she woul d come out when she heard the sledge bells
but she did not. Two bare-footed women with pails and tucked-up
skirts, who had evidently been scrubbing the floors, canme out of
the side door. She was not at the front door either, and only

Ti khon, the man-servant, with his apron on, evidently al so busy
cl eaning, came out into the front porch. H's aunt Sophia |Ivanovna
alone net himin the ante-room she had a silk dress on and a cap
on her head. Both aunts had been to church and had received
contuni on.

"Well, this is nice of you to cone,” said Sophia |Ivanovna,
kissing him "Mary is not well, got tired in church; we have been
to communi on. "

"I congratul ate you, Aunt Sophia," [it is usual in Russia to
congratul ate those who have received communi on] said Nekhl udoff,
ki ssing Sophia Ivanovna's hand. "Oh, | beg your pardon, | have
made you wet."

"Go to your room-why you are soaking wet. Dear me, you have got
nmoust aches! . . . Katusha! Katusha!l Get him sone coffee; be
qui ck. "

"Directly," canme the sound of a well-known, pleasant voice from
t he passage, and Nekhludoff's heart cried out "She's here!" and
it was as if the sun had come out from behind the clouds.

Nekhl udoff, followed by Tikhon, went gaily to his old roomto
change his things. He felt inclined to ask Ti khon about Katusha;
how she was, what she was doi ng, was she not going to be married?
But Ti khon was so respectful and at the sane tinme so severe,
insisted so firmy on pouring the water out of the jug for him

t hat Nekhl udoff could not make up his mind to ask hi mabout

Kat usha, but only inquired about Tikhon's grandsons, about the
old so-called "brother's" horse, and about the dog Pol kan. Al
were alive except Pol kan, who had gone mad the summer before.

When he had taken off all his wet things and just begun to dress
agai n, Nekhl udoff heard quick, famliar footsteps and a knock at
t he door. Nekhludoff knew the steps and al so the knock. No one
but she wal ked and knocked |ike that.

Havi ng thrown his wet greatcoat over his shoul ders, he opened the
door.

"Cone in." It was she, Katusha, the sanme, only sweeter than
before. The slightly squinting naive black eyes | ooked up in the
same old way. Now as then, she had on a white apron. She brought
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himfromhis aunts a piece of scented soap, with the wrapper just
taken off, and two towel s--one a | ong Russi an enbroi dered one,
the other a bath towel. The unused soap with the stanped
inscription, the towels, and her own self, all were equally

cl ean, fresh, undefiled and pleasant. The irrepressible snmle of
joy at the sight of himmade the sweet, firmlips pucker up as of
ol d.

"How do you do, Dmitri I|vanovitch?" she uttered with difficulty,
her face suffused with a rosy bl ush.

" Good- norni ng! How do you do?" he said, also blushing. "Alive and
wel | 2"

Yes, the Lord be thanked. And here is your favorite pink soap and
towel s fromyour aunts," she said, putting the soap on the table
and hanging the towels over the back of a chair

"There is everything here," said Tikhon, defending the visitor's
i ndependence, and pointing to Nekhludoff's open dressing case
filled with brushes, perfunme, fixatoire, a great many bottles
with silver lids and all sorts of toilet appliances.

"Thank ny aunts, please. Oh, howglad | amto be here," said
Nekhl udoff, his heart filling with |ight and tenderness as of
ol d.

She only snmiled in answer to these words, and went out. The
aunts, who had al ways | oved Nekhl udoff, welconed himthis tine
nore warmy than ever. Dmitri was going to the war, where he

m ght be wounded or killed, and this touched the old aunts.

Nekhl udoff had arranged to stay only a day and night with his
aunts, but when he had seen Katusha he agreed to stay over Easter
with them and tel egraphed to his friend Schonbock, whom he was to
have joined in Odessa, that he should cone and neet himat his
aunts' instead.

As soon as he had seen Katusha Nekhludoff's old feelings toward
her awoke again. Now, just as then, he could not see her white
apron without getting excited; he could not |listen to her steps,
her voice, her |augh, without a feeling of joy; he could not | ook
at her eyes, black as sloes, without a feeling of tenderness,
especially when she sniled; and, above all, he could not notice
wi t hout agitation how she blushed when they net. He felt he was
in love, but not as before, when this |ove was a kind of nystery
to himand he would not own, even to hinself, that he | oved, and
when he was persuaded that one could | ove only once; now he knew
he was in |ove and was glad of it, and knew dimy what this |ove
consi sted of and what it mght |ead to, though he sought to
conceal it even fromhinself. In Nekhludoff, as in every man
there were two beings: one the spiritual, seeking only that kind
of happi ness for himself which should tend towards the happi ness
of all; the other, the aninmal nman, seeking only his own

happi ness, and ready to sacrifice to it the happi ness of the rest
of the world. At this period of his mania of self-Iove brought on
by life in Petersburg and in the army, this animl man rul ed
supreme and conpl etely crushed the spiritual man in him
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But when he saw Katusha and experienced the sane feelings as he
had had three years before, the spiritual man in himraised its
head once nore and began to assert its rights. And up to Easter
during two whol e days, an unconscious, ceasel ess inner struggle
went on in him

He knew in the depths of his soul that he ought to go away, that
there was no real reason for staying on with his aunts, knew that
no good could conme of it; and yet it was so pleasant, so
delightful, that he did not honestly acknow edge the facts to

hi nsel f and stayed on. On Easter eve, the priest and the deacon
who cane to the house to say mass had had (so they said) the
greatest difficulty in getting over the three nmles that |ay
between the church and the old | adi es' house, coning across the
puddl es and the bare earth in a sledge.

Nekhl udoff attended the mass with his aunts and the servants, and
kept |ooking at Katusha, who was near the door and brought in the
censers for the priests. Then having given the priests and his
aunts the Easter kiss, though it was not midnight and therefore
not Easter yet, he was already going to bed when he heard the old
servant Matrona Pavl ovna preparing to go to the church to get the
koulitch and paski [Easter cakes] blest after the m dnight
service. "I shall go too," he thought.

The road to the church was inpassable either in a sledge or on
wheel s, so Nekhl udoff, who behaved in his aunts' house just as he
did at hone, ordered the old horse, "the brother's horse," to be
saddl ed, and instead of going to bed he put on his gay uniform a
pair of tight-fitting riding breeches and his overcoat, and got
on the old over-fed and heavy horse, which neighed continually
all the way as he rode in the dark through the puddl es and snow
to the church

CHAPTER XV.
THE EARLY MASS.

For Nekhl udoff this early mass renmi ned for ever after one of the
bri ghtest and nost vivid nmenories of his life. Wen he rode out
of the darkness, broken only here and there by patches of white
snow, into the churchyard illumnated by a row of |anps around
the church, the service had al ready begun

The peasants, recognising Mary |vanovna's nephew, |ed his horse,
which was pricking up its cars at the sight of the lights, to a
dry place where he could get off, put it up for him and showed
himinto the church, which was full of people. On the right stood
the peasants; the old nen in hone-spun coats, and clean white
linen bands [long strips of linen are worn by the peasants instead
of stockings] wapped round their |egs, the young nmen in new
cloth coats, bright-coloured belts round their waists, and

t op- boot s.

On the left stood the wonen, with red silk kerchiefs on their
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heads, bl ack vel veteen sl eevel ess jackets, bright red

shirt-sl eeves, gay-coloured green, blue, and red skirts, and
thick | eather boots. The old wonen, dressed nore quietly, stood
behind them with white kerchiefs, honmespun coats, ol d-fashioned
skirts of dark home-spun material, and shoes on their feet.

Gai |l y-dressed children, their hair well oiled, went in and out
anong them

The nmen, meking the sign of the cross, bowed down and raised
t heir heads again, shaking back their hair

The wonen, especially the old ones, fixed their eyes on an icon
surrounded with candi es and made the sign of the cross, firmy
pressing their folded fingers to the kerchief on their foreheads,
to their shoul ders, and their stomachs, and, whispering
sonmet hi ng, stooped or knelt down. The children, imtating the
grown-up people, prayed earnestly when they knew that they were
bei ng observed. The gilt case containing the icon glittered,
illumnated on all sides by tall candles ornanented wi th gol den
spirals. The candel abra was filled with tapers, and fromthe
choir sounded nost merry tunes sung by amateur choristers, with
bel | owi ng bass and shrill boys' voices anpong them

Nekhl udoff passed up to the front. In the niddle of the church
stood the aristocracy of the place: a |landed proprietor, with his
wi fe and son (the latter dressed in a sailor's suit), the police
officer, the tel egraph clerk, a tradesman in top-boots, and the
village elder, with a medal on his breast; and to the right of
the ambo, just behind the | anded proprietor's wife, stood Matrona
Pavl ovna in a lilac dress and fringed shawm and Katusha in a
white dress with a tucked bodice, blue sash, and red bow in her

bl ack hair.

Everythi ng seened festive, solem, bright, and beautiful: the
priest in his silver cloth vestnments with gold crosses; the
deacon, the clerk and chanter in their silver and gold surplices;
t he amat eur choristers in their best clothes, with their
well-o0iled hair; the nerry tunes of the holiday hymms that
sounded |i ke dance nusic; and the continual blessing of the
peopl e by the priests, who held candl es decorated with flowers,
and repeated the cry of "Christ is risen!"™ "Christ is risen!" Al
was beautiful; but, above all, Katusha, in her white dress, blue
sash, and the red bow on her black head, her eyes beaming with
rapture

Nekhl udoff knew that she felt his presence w thout |ooking at
him He noticed this as he passed her, walking up to the altar
He had nothing to tell her, but he invented sonething to say and
whi spered as he passed her: "Aunt told ne that she woul d break
her fast after the late mass." The young bl ood rushed up to
Katusha's sweet face, as it always did when she | ooked at him
The bl ack eyes, laughing and full of joy, gazed naively up and
remai ned fixed on Nekhl udoff.

"I know," she said, with a snile
At this noment the clerk was going out with a copper coffee-pot
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[cof fee-pots are often used for holding holy water in Russia] of
holy water in his hand, and, not noticing Katusha, brushed her
with his surplice. Evidently he brushed agai nst Katusha through
wi shing to pass Nekhl udoff at a respectful distance, and

Nekhl udoff was surprised that he, the clerk, did not understand
that everything here, yes, and in all the world, only existed for
Kat usha, and that everything el se m ght remain unheeded, only not
she, because she was the centre of all. For her the gold
glittered round the icons; for her all these candles in

candel abra and candl esticks were alight; for her were sung these
joyful hymms, "Behold the Passover of the Lord" "Rejoice, Oye
people!™ All--all that was good in the world was for her. And it
seemed to himthat Katusha was aware that it was all for her when
he | ooked at her well-shaped figure, the tucked white dress, the
wrapt, joyous expression of her face, by which he knew that just
exactly the same that was singing in his own soul was al so
singing in hers.

In the interval between the early and the | ate mass Nekhl udof f
| eft the church. The people stood aside to |let him pass, and
bowed. Sone knew him others asked who he was.

He stopped on the steps. The beggars standing there cane
clanouring round him and he gave themall the change he had in
his purse and went down. It was dawni ng, but the sun had not yet
risen. The people grouped round the graves in the churchyard.
Kat usha had renmi ned inside. Nekhl udoff stood waiting for her

The peopl e continued comng out, clattering with their nailed
boots on the stone steps and di spersing over the churchyard. A
very old man with shaking head, his aunts' cook, stopped

Nekhl udoff in order to give himthe Easter kiss, his old wife
took an egg, dyed yellow, out of her handkerchi ef and gave it to
Nekhl udoff, and a sniling young peasant in a new coat and green
belt al so canme up.

"Christ is risen," he said, with |laughing eyes, and com ng cl ose
to Nekhl udoff he envel oped himin his peculiar but pleasant
peasant snell, and, tickling himwith his curly beard, kissed him
three tines straight on the mouth with his firm fresh |ips.

Wil e the peasant was ki ssing Nekhl udoff and giving hima dark
brown egg, the lilac dress of Matrona Pavl ovha and the dear bl ack
head with the red bow appeared.

Kat usha caught sight of himover the heads of those in front of
her, and he saw how her face brightened up

She had cone out with Matrona Pavl ovna on to the porch, and
stopped there distributing alns to the beggars. A beggar with a
red scab in place of a nose cane up to Katusha. She gave him
sonmet hi ng, drew nearer him and, evincing no sign of disgust, but

her eyes still shining with joy, kissed himthree tinmes. And
whil e she was doing this her eyes nmet Nekhludoff's with a | ook as
if she were asking, "Is this that | am doing right?" "Yes, dear

yes, it is right; everything is right, everything is beautiful.
| ove! ™
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They came down the steps of the porch, and he canme up to them

He did not nean to give themthe Easter kiss, but only to be
nearer to her. Mtrona Pavl ovna bowed her head, and said with a
smle, "Christ is risen!" and her tone inplied, "To-day we are
all equal." She wi ped her nouth with her handkerchief rolled into
a ball and stretched her lips towards him

"He is, indeed," answered Nekhludoff, kissing her. Then he | ooked
at Katusha; she blushed, and drew nearer. "Christ is risen

Dmitri Ivanovitch.” "He is risen, indeed,” answered Nekhl udoff,
and they kissed tw ce, then paused as if considering whether a
third kiss were necessary, and, having decided that it was,
kissed a third tine and snm | ed.

"You are going to the priests?" asked Nekhl udoff.

"No, we shall sit out here a bit, Dmtri Ivanovitch," said
Katusha with effort, as if she had acconplished sone joyous task,
and, her whol e chest heaving with a deep sigh, she | ooked
straight in his face with a | ook of devotion, virgin purity, and
| ove, in her very slightly squinting eyes.

In the | ove between a man and a worman there al ways conmes a nonent
when this |love has reached its zenith--a noment when it is
unconsci ous, unreasoning, and wi th nothing sensual about it. Such
a nonent had cone for Nekhludoff on that Easter eve. When he
brought Katusha back to his m nd, now, this nonent veiled al

el se; the snooth gl ossy bl ack head, the white tucked dress
closely fitting her graceful maidenly form her, as yet,

un- devel oped bosom the blushing cheeks, the tender shining black
eyes with their slight squint heightened by the sl eepless night,
and her whol e being stanped with those two narked features,
purity and chaste love, |love not only for him (he knew that), but
for everybody and everything, not for the good al one, but for al
that is in the world, even for that beggar whom she had ki ssed.

He knew she had that | ove in her because on that night and
nmorni ng he was conscious of it in hinmself, and conscious that in
this | ove he becane one with her. Ah! if it had all stopped
there, at the point it had reached that night. "Yes, all that
horri bl e busi ness had not yet happened on that Easter eve!" he

t hought, as he sat by the w ndow of the jurymen's room

CHAPTER XVI .
THE FI RST STEP.

VWhen he returned from church Nekhl udoff broke the fast with his
aunts and took a glass of spirits and some wi ne, having got into
that habit while with his regi ment, and when he reached his room
fell asleep at once, dressed as he was. He was awakened by a
knock at the door. He knew it was her knock, and got up, rubbing
his eyes and stretching hinself.
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"Katusha, is it you? Come in," said he.
She opened the door

"Dinner is ready," she said. She still had on the sane white
dress, but not the bow in her hair. She |looked at himwith a
smle, as if she had comuni cated sone very good news to him

"I am com ng," he answered, as he rose, taking his conb to
arrange his hair.

She stood still for a mnute, and he, noticing it, threw down his
conb and made a step towards her, but at that very nonent she
turned suddenly and went with quick |light steps along the strip
of carpet in the mddle of the passage.

"Dear nme, what a fool | am" thought Nekhludoff. "Wy did | not
stop her?" What he wanted her for he did not know hinself, but he
felt that when she canme into his room sonething should have been
done, sonething that is generally done on such occasions, and
that he had left it undone.

"Katusha, wait," he said.

"What do you want?" she said, stopping.
“Not hing, only--" and, with an effort, renenbering how nmen in his
position generally behave, he put his armround her waist.

She stood still and | ooked into his eyes.

"Don"t, Dmitri Ivanovitch, you nust not," she said, blushing to
tears and pushing away his armw th her strong hard hand.

Nekhl udoff | et her go, and for a nonment he felt not only confused
and ashanmed but disgusted with hinself. He should now have
bel i eved himsel f, and then he woul d have known that this
confusion and shane were caused by the best feelings of his sou
demanding to be set free; but he thought it was only his
stupidity and that he ought to behave as every one else did. He
caught her up and ki ssed her on the neck

This kiss was very different fromthat first thoughtless kiss
behind the lilac bush, and very different to the kiss this
nmorning in the churchyard. This was a dreadful kiss, and she felt
it.

"Ch, what are you doi ng?" she cried, in a tone as if he had
i rreparably broken sonething of priceless value, and ran quickly
away.

He cane into the dining-room His aunts, elegantly dressed, their
fam ly doctor, and a nei ghbour were already there. Everything
seenmed so very ordinary, but in Nekhludoff a storm was raging. He
under st ood not hi ng of what was being said and gave wong answers,
t hi nki ng only of Katusha. The sound of her steps in the passage
brought back the thrill of that |ast kiss and he could think of
not hi ng el se. When she canme into the room he, without | ooking
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round, felt her presence with his whole being and had to force
hi msel f not to | ook at her

After dinner he at once went into his bedroomand for a long tine
wal ked up and down in great excitenent, |listening to every sound
in the house and expecting to hear her steps. The ani mal man

i nside himhad now not only lifted its head, but had succeeded in
trampling under foot the spiritual man of the days of his first
visit, and even of that every norning. That dreadful aninml man
al one now rul ed over him

Though he was watching for her all day he could not manage to
nmeet her al one. She was probably trying to evade him 1In the
eveni ng, however, she was obliged to go into the roomnext to
his. The doctor had been asked to stay the night, and she had to
make his bed. When he heard her go in Nekhludoff foll owed her
treading softly and holding his breath as if he were going to
conmit a crine.

She was putting a clean pillow case on the pillow, holding it by
two of its corners with her arms inside the pillow case. She
turned round and smled, not a happy, joyful smle as before, but
in a frightened, piteous way. The smle seemed to tell himthat
what he was doi ng was wong. He stopped for a nonent. There was
still the possibility of a struggle. The voice of his real |ove
for her, though feebly, was still speaking of her, her feelings,
her Iife. Another voice was saying, "Take care | don't let the
opportunity for your own happi ness, your own enjoynent, slip by!"
And this second voice conpletely stifled the first. He went up to
her with determ nation and a terrible, ungovernabl e ani nal
passi on took possession of him

Wth his armround he nade her sit down on the bed; and feeling
that there was sonmething nore to be done he sat down besi de her

"Dmitri lvanovitch, dear! please let ne go," she said, with a
pi teous voice. "Matrona Pavlovha is conming," she cried, tearing
hersel f away. Some one was really conmng to the door

"Well, then, 1'Il conme to you in the night,"
“You'll be al one?"

he whi spered.

"What are you thinking of? On no account. No, no!" she said, but
only with her lips; the trenulous confusion of her whol e being
said something very different.

It was Matrona Pavl ovha who had cone to the door. She cane in
with a. blanket over her arm | ooked reproachfully at Nekhl udoff,
and began scol di ng Katusha for having taken the wong bl anket.

Nekhl udof f went out in silence, but he did not even feel ashamed.
He coul d see by Matrona Pavl ovna's face that she was bl anming him
he knew that she was blaming himwi th reason and felt that he was
doi ng wong, but this novel, |low animal excitenment, having freed
itself of all the old feelings of real love for Katusha, ruled
supreme, |eaving roomfor nothing else. He went about as if
demented all the evening, nowinto his aunts', then back into his
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own room then out into the porch, thinking all the tine how he
could neet her al one; but she avoided him and Matrona Pavl ovha
wat ched her closely.

CHAPTER XVI I .
NEKHLUDOFF AND KATUSHA

AND so the eveni ng passed and ni ght came. The doctor went to bed.
Nekhl udoff's aunts had al so retired, and he knew that Matrona
Pavl ovna was now with themin their bedroom so that Katusha was
sure to be alone in the maids' sitting-room He again went out
into the porch. It was dark, danp and warm out of doors, and that
white spring m st which drives away the | ast snow, or is diffused
by the thawing of the last snow, filled the air. Fromthe river
under the hill, about a hundred steps fromthe front door, cane a
strange sound. It was the ice breaking. Nekhludoff came down the
steps and went up to the wi ndow of the nmids' room stepping over
the puddl es on the bits of glazed snow. Hi s heart was beating so
fiercely in his breast that he seened to hear it, his |aboured
breath came and went in a burst of |ong-drawn sighs. In the

mai ds' room a small |anmp was burning, and Katusha sat al one by
the table, |ooking thoughtfully in front of her. Nekhludoff stood
a long tinme without noving and waited to see what she, not
knowi ng that she was observed, would do. For a mnute or two she
did not nove; then she lifted her eyes, sniled and shook her head
as if chiding herself, then changed her pose and dropped both her
arms on the table and agai n began gazing down in front of her. He
stood and | ooked at her, involuntarily listening to the beating
of his own heart and the strange sounds fromthe river. There on
the river, beneath the white m st, the unceasing | abour went on
and sounds as of somethi ng sobbing, cracking, dropping, being
shattered to pieces nixed with the tinkling of the thin bits of
ice as they broke agai nst each other like glass.

There he stood, |ooking at Katusha's serious, suffering face,
whi ch betrayed the inner struggle of her soul, and he felt pity
for her; but, strange though it may seem this pity only
confirmed himin his evil intention.

He knocked at the wi ndow. She started as if she had received an
el ectric shock, her whole body trenbled, and a | ook of horror
came into her face. Then she junped up, approached the w ndow and
brought her face up to the pane. The |l ook of terror did not |eave
her face even when, holding her hands up to her eyes I|ike

bl i nkers and peering through the gl ass, she recognised him Her
face was unusually grave; he had never seen it so before. She
returned his smle, but only in submi ssion to him there was no
smle in her soul, only fear. He beckoned her with his hand to
conme out into the yard to him But she shook her head and

remai ned by the wi ndow. He brought his face close to the pane and
was going to call out to her, but at that nonent she turned to
the door; evidently sonme one inside had called her. Nekhl udoff
nmoved away from the wi ndow. The fog was so dense that five steps
fromthe house the wi ndows could not be seen, but the Iight from
the | anp shone red and huge out of a shapel ess black mass. And on
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the river the same strange sounds went on, sobbing and rustling
and cracking and tinkling. Somewhere in the fog, not far off, a
cock crowed; another answered, and then others, far in the
village took up the cry till the sound of the crow ng bl ended
into one, while all around was silent excepting the river. It was
the second tine the cocks crowed that night.

Nekhl udof f wal ked up and down behi nd the corner of the house, and
once or twice got into a puddle. Then again came up to the

wi ndow. The lanmp was still burning, and she was again sitting
alone by the table as if uncertain what to do. He had hardly
approached the w ndow when she | ooked up. He knocked. Wt hout

| ooki ng who it was she at once ran out of the room and he heard
the outside door open with a snap. He waited for her near the
side porch and put his arns round her wi thout saying a word. She
clung to him put up her face, and nmet his kiss with her |ips.
Then the door again gave the sane sort of snap and opened, and
the voice of Matrona Pavl ovna called out angrily, "Katusha!"

She tore herself away from him and returned into the nmaids' room
He heard the latch click, and then all was quiet. The red I|ight

di sappeared and only the m st remai ned, and the bustle on the
river went on. Nekhludoff went up to the wi ndow, nobody was to be
seen; he knocked, but got no answer. He went back into the house
by the front door, but could not sleep. He got up and went with
bare feet along the passage to her door, next Matrona Pavl ovna's
room He heard Matrona Pavl ovna snoring quietly, and was about to
go on when she coughed and turned on her creaking bed, and his
heart fell, and he stood i mmovable for about five nminutes. When
all was quiet and she began to snore peacefully again, he went

on, trying to step on the boards that did not creak, and cane to
Katusha's door. There was no sound to be heard. She was probably
awake, or else he would have heard her breathing. But as soon as
he had whi spered "Katusha" she junped up and began to persuade
him as if angrily, to go away.

"Open! Let nme in just for a nonent! | inplore you! He hardly knew
what he was sayi ng.

* *x * *x * % %

When she left him trenbling and silent, giving no answer to his
words, he again went out into the porch and stood trying to
under st and t he neani ng of what had happened.

It was getting lighter. Fromthe river below the creaking and
tinkling and sobbing of the breaking ice cane still |ouder and a
gurgling sound could now al so be heard. The m st had begun to
sink, and from above it the waning noon dimy lighted up
sonmet hi ng bl ack and weird.

"What was the neaning of it all? Was it a great joy or a great
m sfortune that had befallen hinP" he asked hinsel f.

CHAPTER XVI 11 .
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AFTERWARDS.

The next day the gay, handsome, and brilliant Schonbock joined
Nekhl udof f at his aunts' house, and quite won their hearts by his
refined and am abl e manner, his high spirits, his generosity, and
his affection for Dmitri.

But though the old |adies admred his generosity it rather

perpl exed them for it seenmed exaggerated. He gave a rouble to
sonme blind beggars who canme to the gate, gave 15 roubles in tips
to the servants, and when Sophia |Ivanovna's pet dog hurt his paw
and it bled, he tore his henstitched canbric handkerchief into
strips (Sophia |Ivanovna knew t hat such handkerchi efs cost at

| east 15 roubl es a dozen) and bandaged the dog's foot. The old

| adi es had never net people of this kind, and did not know that
Schonbock owed 200, 000 roubl es which he was never going to pay,
and that therefore 25 roubles nore or less did not matter a bit
to him Schonbock stayed only one day, and he and Nekhl udof f
both, left at night. They could not stay away fromtheir regi nent
any longer, for their leave was fully up

At the stage which Nekhludoff's selfish mania had now reached he
could think of nothing but hinself. He was wondering whether his
conduct, if found out, would be blamed nuch or at all, but he did
not consi der what Katusha was now goi ng t hrough, and what was
goi ng to happen to her

He saw that Schonbock guessed his relations to her and this
flattered his vanity.

"Ah, | see how it is you have taken such a sudden fancy to your
aunts that you have been living nearly a week with them"
Schonbock remarked when he had seen Katusha. "Well, | don't

wonder - -shoul d have done the sane. She's charming." Nekhl udoff
was al so thinking that though it was a pity to go away before
having fully gratified the cravings of his love for her, yet the
absol ute necessity of parting had its advantages because it put a
sudden stop to relations it would have been very difficult for
himto continue. Then he thought that he ought to give her sone
nmoney, not for her, not because she might need it, but because it
was the thing to do.

So he gave her what seenmed to hima |iberal anount, considering
his and her station. On the day of his departure, after dinner,
he went out and waited for her at the side entrance. She flushed
up when she saw himand w shed to pass by, directing his
attention to the open door of the mamids' room by a | ook, but he
st opped her.

"I have conme to say good-bye," he said, crunbling in his hand an
envel ope with a 100-roubl e note inside. "There, I|"

She guessed what he neant, knit her brows, and shaki ng her head
pushed his hand away.

"Take it; oh, you must!" he stammered, and thrust the envel ope
into the bib of her apron and ran back to his room groaning and
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frowning as if he had hurt hinmself. And for a long tine he went
up and down withing as in pain, and even stanping and groaning
al oud as he thought of this |ast scene. "But what else could
have done? |Is it not what happens to every one? And if every one

does the same . . . well | suppose it can't be helped." In this
way he tried to get peace of mnd, but in vain. The recollection
of what had passed burned his conscience. In his soul--in the

very depths of his soul--he knew that he had acted in a base,
cruel, cowardly manner, and that the know edge of this act of his
nmust prevent him not only fromfinding fault with any one el se,
but even from | ooking straight into other people's eyes; not to
mention the inpossibility of considering hinself a splendid,
nobl e, high-mnded fellow, as he did and had to do to go on
living his |life boldly and merrily. There was only one sol ution
of the problem-i.e., not to think about it. He succeeded in doing
so. The life he was now entering upon, the new surroundi ngs, new
friends, the war, all helped himto forget. And the |onger he
lived, the | ess he thought about it, until at |ast he forgot it
conpl etely.

Once only, when, after the war, he went to see his aunts in hopes
of meeting Katusha, and heard that soon after his last visit she
had left, and that his aunts had heard she had been confined
somewhere or other and had gone quite to the bad, his heart

ached. According to the tine of her confinenent, the child m ght
or m ght not have been his. Hs aunts said she had gone w ong,
that she had inherited her nmother's depraved nature, and he was
pl eased to hear this opinion of his aunts'. It seemed to acquit
him At first he thought of trying to find her and her child, but
t hen, just because in the depths of his soul he felt so ashaned
and pai ned when thinking about her, he did not nmake the necessary
effort to find her, but tried to forget his sin again and ceased
to think about it. And now this strange coincidence brought it

all back to his nenory, and denmanded from hi mthe acknow edgnent
of the heartless, cruel cowardice which had nmade it possible for
himto live these nine years with such a sin on his conscience.
But he was still far from such an acknow edgnent, and his only
fear was that everything m ght now be found out, and that she or
her advocate nmight recount it all and put himto shane before
every one present.

CHAPTER XI X.

THE TRI AL- - RESUMPTI ON

In this state of mind Nekhludoff left the Court and went into the
jurymen's room He sat by the wi ndow snoking all the while, and
heari ng what was being said around him

The nmerry nerchant seened with all his heart to synpathise with
Snel kof f's way of spending his time. "There, old fellow, that was
sonmething |i ke! Real Siberian fashion! He knew what he was about,

no fear! That's the sort of wench for ne."

The foreman was stating his conviction, that in sone way or other
the expert's conclusions were the inportant thing. Peter
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Gerasi novitch was joki ng about sonmething with the Jew sh clerk,
and they burst out |aughing. Nekhludoff answered all the
questions addressed to himin nonosyllables and | onged only to be
left in peace.

When the usher, with his sideways gait, called the jury back to
the Court, Nekhludoff was seized with fear, as if he were not
going to judge, but to be judged. In the depth of his soul he
felt that he was a scoundrel, who ought to be ashaned to | ook
people in the face, yet, by sheer force of habit, he stepped on
to the platformin his usual self-possessed manner, and sat down,
crossing his legs and playing with his pince-nez.

The prisoners had al so been | ed out, and were now brought in
again. There were sone new faces in the Court w tnesses, and
Nekhl udoff noticed that Masl ova could not take her eyes off a
very fat woman who sat in the rowin front of the grating, very
showi |y dressed in silk and velvet, a high hat with a | arge bow
on her head, and an elegant little reticule on her arm which was
bare to the el bow. This was, as he subsequently found out, one of
the witnesses, the mi stress of the establishnment to which Mslova
had bel onged.

The exami nation of the witnesses conmenced: they were asked their
nanmes, religion, etc. Then, after sone consultation as to whether
the witnesses were to be sworn in or not, the old priest canme in
again, dragging his legs with difficulty, and, again arranging

t he gol den cross on his breast, swore the witnesses and the
expert in the same quiet manner, and with the sane assurance that
he was doi ng sonet hing useful and inportant.

The wi tnesses having been sworn, all but Kitaeva, the keeper of
the house, were | ed out again. She was asked what she knew about
this affair. Kitaeva nodded her head and the big hat at every
sentence and sniled affectedly. She gave a very full and
intelligent account, speaking with a strong German accent. First
of all, the hotel servant Sineon, whom she knew, canme to her
establ i shnment on behalf of a rich Siberian nerchant, and she sent
Lubov back with him After a time Lubov returned with the
merchant. The nmerchant was al ready sonewhat intoxicated--she
smled as she said this--and went on drinking and treating the
girls. He was short of nobney. He sent this sane Lubov to his

| odgi ngs. He had taken a "predilection" to her. She | ooked at the
pri soner as she said this.

Nekhl udoff thought he saw Masl ova snmile here, and this seenmed
di sgusting to him A strange, indefinite feeling of |oathing,
mngled with suffering, arose in him

"And what was your opinion of Maslova?" asked the blushing and
confused applicant for a judicial post, appointed to act as
Masl ova' s advocate.
"Zee ferry pesht," answered Kitaeva. "Zee yoong voman is etucated
and el ecant. She was prought up in a coot family and can reat
French. She tid have a trop too noch sonetinmes, put nefer forcot
herself. A ferry coot girl."
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Kat usha | ooked at the woman, then suddenly turned her eyes on the
jury and fixed them on Nekhludoff, and her face grew serious and
even severe. One of her serious eyes squinted, and those two
strange eyes for sonme tinme gazed at Nekhl udoff, who, in spite of
the terrors that seized him could not take his | ook off these
squinting eyes, with their bright, clear whites.

He thought of that dreadful night, with its nist, the ice
breaking on the river bel ow, and when the wani ng noon, wth horns
turned upwards, that had risen towards norning, |it up somnething
bl ack and weird. These two bl ack eyes now | ooki ng at hi mreni nded
himof this weird, black something. "She has recognised ne," he

t hought, and Nekhl udoff shrank as if expecting a blow. But she
had not recogni sed him She sighed quietly and agai n | ooked at
the president. Nekhludoff also sighed. "Ch, if it would only get
on qui cker," he thought.

He now felt the same | oathing and pity and vexation as when, out

shooting, he was obliged to kill a wounded bird. The wounded bird
struggles in the game bag. One is disgusted and yet feels pity,
and one is in a hurry to kill the bird and forget it.

Such mixed feelings filled Nekhludoff's breast as he sat
listening to the exam nation of the wtnesses.

CHAPTER XX.
THE TRI AL-- THE MEDI CAL REPORT.

But, as if to spite him the case dragged out to a great |ength.
After each witness had been exani ned separately and the expert
last of all, and a great nunber of usel ess questions had been
put, with the usual air of inportance, by the public prosecutor
and by both advocates, the president invited the jury to exam ne
the objects offered as material evidence. They consisted of an
enor nous di anond ring, which had evidently been worn on the first
finger, and a test tube in which the poison had been anal ysed.
These things had seals and | abels attached to them

Just as the witnesses were about to |ook at these things, the
public prosecutor rose and demanded that before they did this the
results of the doctor's exam nation of the body should be read.
The president, who was hurrying the business through as fast as
he could in order to visit his Swiss friend, though he knew that
the reading of this paper could have no other effect than that of
produci ng weariness and putting off the dinner hour, and that the
public prosecutor wanted it read sinply because he knew he had a
right to demand it, had no option but to express his consent.

The secretary got out the doctor's report and again began to read
in his weary |isping voice, making no distinction between the
“r's" and S.

The external exami nation proved that:
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"1. Theropont Snel koff's height was six feet five inches.

"Not so bad, that. A very good size,
with interest, into Nekhludoff's ear

whi spered the merchant,

2. He | ooked about 40 years of age.
3. The body was of a swollen appearance.

4. The flesh was of a greenish colour, with dark spots in severa
pl aces.

5. The skin was raised in blisters of different sizes and in
pl aces had cone off in |arge pieces.

6. The hair was chestnut; it was thick, and separated easily from
t he skin when touched.

7. The eye-balls protruded fromtheir sockets and the cornea had
grown dim

8. Qut of the nostrils, both ears, and the nputh oozed serous
liquid; the nouth was hal f open

9. The neck had al nost di sappeared, owing to the swelling of the
face and chest."

And so on and so on

Four pages were covered with the 27 paragraphs describing all the
details of the external exam nation of the enornous, fat,

swol | en, and deconposi ng body of the nerchant who had been nmeking
merry in the town. The indefinite |oathing that Nekhl udoff felt
was increased by the description of the corpse. Katusha's life,
and the scrum oozing fromthe nostrils of the corpse, and the
eyes that protruded out of their sockets, and his own treatnent
of her--all seenmed to belong to the same order of things, and he
felt surrounded and wholly absorbed by things of the same nature.

When the reading of the report of the external exam nation was
ended, the president heaved a sigh and raised his hand, hoping it
was finished; but the secretary at once went on to the
description of the internal exam nation. The president's head
agai n dropped into his hand and he shut his eyes. The nmerchant
next to Nekhl udoff could hardly keep awake, and now and then his
body swayed to and fro. The prisoners and the gendarnes sat
perfectly quiet.

The internal exam nation showed that:

"1l. The skin was easily detachable fromthe bones of the skull
and there was no coagul at ed bl ood.

"2. The bones of the skull were of average thickness and in sound
condi tion.

"3. On the nenbrane of the brain there were two di scol our ed
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spots about four inches Iong, the nmenbrane itself being of a dul
white." And so on for 13 paragraphs nore. Then foll owed the nanes
and signatures of the assistants, and the doctor's conclusion
showi ng that the changes observed in the stomach, and to a | esser
degree in the bowels and ki dneys, at the postnobrtem exam nation
and described in the official report, gave great probability to
the concl usion that Snel koff's death was caused by poi son which
had entered his stomach mixed with al cohol. To decide fromthe
state of the stonmach what poi son had been introduced was
difficult; but it was necessary to suppose that the poison
entered the stomach ni xed with al cohol, since a great quantity of
the latter was found in Smel koff's stomach.

"He could drink, and no m stake," again whispered the nerchant,
who had just waked up

The reading of this report had taken a full hour, but it had not
satisfied the public prosecutor, for, when it had been read

t hrough and the president turned to him saying, "I suppose it is
superfluous to read the report of the exanination of the interna
organs?" he answered in a severe tone, w thout |ooking at the
president, "I shall ask to have it read.”

He raised hinself a little, and showed by his nmanner that he had
a right to have this report read, and would claimthis right, and
that if that were not granted it would serve as a cause of

appeal

The nmenber of the Court with the big beard, who suffered from
catarrh of the stomach, feeling quite done up, turned to the
presi dent:

"What is the use of reading all this? It is only dragging it out.
These new broons do not sweep clean; they only take a |long while
doing it."

The nmenber with the gold spectacl es said nothing, but only | ooked
gloomly in front of him expecting nothing good, either fromhis
wife or Iife in general. The reading of the report comenced.

“I'n the year 188-, on February 15th, |, the undersigned,
commi ssi oned by the nedical departnment, nade an exani nation, No.
638," the secretary began again with firmess and raising the
pitch of his voice as if to dispel the sleepiness that had
overtaken all present, "in the presence of the assistant nedica

i nspector, of the internal organs:

"1. The right lung and the heart (contained in a 6-1b. glass
jar).

"2. The contents of the stomach (in a 6-Ib. glass jar).

"3. The stonmach itself (in a 6-1b. glass jar).

"4, The liver, the spleen and the kidneys (in a 9-1b. glass jar).
5. The intestines (in a 9-1b. earthenware jar)."
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The president here whi spered to one of the nmenmbers, then stooped
to the other, and having received their consent, he said: "The
Court considers the reading of this report superfluous.” The
secretary stopped reading and fol ded the paper, and the public
prosecutor angrily began to wite down sonething. "The gentl enen
of the jury may now examine the articles of material evidence,"”
said the president. The foreman and several of the others rose
and went to the table, not quite knowing what to do with their
hands. They |l ooked in turn at the glass, the test tube, and the
ring. The nerchant even tried on the ring.

"Ah! that was a finger," he said, returning to his place; "like a
cucunber," he added. Evidently the inage he had forned in his

m nd of the gigantic nerchant anmused him

CHAPTER XXI .
THE TRI AL-- THE PROSECUTOR AND THE ADVOCATES.

VWhen the exami nation of the articles of material evidence was
finished, the president announced that the investigation was now
concl uded and i nmedi ately called on the prosecutor to proceed,
hoping that as the latter was also a man, he, too, mght fee
inclined to snoke or dine, and show sone nercy on the rest. But
the public prosecutor showed nercy neither to hinself nor to any
one el se. He was very stupid by nature, but, besides this, he had
had the m sfortune of finishing school with a gold nedal and of
receiving a reward for his essay on "Servitude" when studying
Roman Law at the University, and was therefore self-confident and
self-satisfied in the highest degree (his success with the |adies
al so conducing to this) and his stupidity had becone

extraordi nary.

When the word was given to him he got up slowy, show ng the
whol e of his graceful figure in his enbroidered uniform Putting
his hand on the desk he | ooked round the room slightly bow ng
hi s head, and, avoiding the eyes of the prisoners, began to read
t he speech he had prepared while the reports were being read.

"Gentl enen of the jury! The business that now |lies before you is,
if I my so express nyself, very characteristic."

The speech of a public prosecutor, according to his views, should
al ways have a social inportance, like the cel ebrated speeches
made by the advocates who have become distinguished. True, the
audi ence consisted of three wonen--a senptress, a cook, and

Si meon's sister--and a coachman; but this did not matter. The
celebrities had begun in the sane way. To be always at the height
of his position, i.e., to penetrate into the depths of the
psychol ogi cal significance of crinme and to discover the wounds of
soci ety, was one of the prosecutor's principles.

"You see before you, gentlenmen of the jury, a crine
characteristic, if | may so express myself, of the end of our
century; bearing, so to say, the specific features of that very
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pai nful phenonenon, the corruption to which those elements of our
present -day society, which are, so to say, particularly exposed
to the burning rays of this process, are subject.”

The public prosecutor spoke at great length, trying not to forget
any of the notions he had fornmed in his mnd, and, on the other
hand, never to hesitate, and let his speech flow on for an hour
and a quarter without a break.

Only once he stopped and for sonme tine stood swallow ng his
saliva, but he soon mastered hinself and nmade up for the
interruption by heightened el oquence. He spoke, now with a
tender, insinuating accent, stepping fromfoot to foot and

| ooking at the jury, now in quiet, business-like tones, glancing
into his notebook, then with a | oud, accusing voice, |ooking from
the audi ence to the advocates. But he avoi ded | ooking at the

pri soners, who were all three fixedly gazing at him Every new
craze then in vogue anong his set was alluded to in his speech
everything that then was, and sonme things that still are,
considered to be the last words of scientific wisdom the |aws of
heredity and inborn crimnality, evolution and the struggle for
exi stence, hypnotism and hypnotic influence.

According to his definition, the nmerchant Snel koff was of the
genui ne Russi an type, and had perished in consequence of his
generous, trusting nature, having fallen into the hands of deeply
degraded i ndi vi dual s.

Si meon Kartinkin was the atavistic production of serfdom a
stupefied, ignorant, unprincipled man, who had not even any
religion. Euphem a was his nistress, and a victimof heredity;

all the signs of degeneration were noticeable in her. The chi ef
wire-puller in this affair was Maslova, presenting the phenonmenon
of decadence in its lowest form "This woman," he said, |ooking
at her, "has, as we have to-day heard fromher nmistress in this
court, received an education; she cannot only read and wite, but
she knows French; she is illegitimte, and probably carries in
her the gerns of crimnality. She was educated in an enli ghtened,
noble fam |y and m ght have |ived by honest work, but she deserts
her benefactress, gives herself up to a life of shame in which
she is distinguished fromher conpanions by her education, and
chiefly, gentlemen of the jury, as you have heard from her

m stress, by her power of acting on the visitors by nmeans of that
mysterious capacity lately investigated by science, especially by
the school of Charcot, known by the name of hypnotic influence.
By these nmeans she gets hold of this Russian, this kind-hearted
Sadko, [Sadko, the hero of a legend] the rich guest, and uses his
trust in order first to rob and then pitilessly to nmurder him?"

"Well, he is piling it on now, isn't he?" said the president with
a smle, bending towards the serious nmenber.

"A fearful blockhead!" said the serious nmenber.

Meanwhi |l e the public prosecutor went on with his speech.
"Gentlenen of the jury," gracefully swaying his body, "the fate
of society is to a certain extent in your power. Your verdict
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will influence it. Gasp the full neaning of this crine, the
danger that awaits society fromthose whom| may perhaps be
permtted to call pathol ogical individuals, such as Masl ova.
Guard it frominfection; guard the innocent and strong el enents
of society from contagi on or even destruction."”

And as if hinself overcone by the significance of the expected
verdict, the public prosecutor sank into his chair, highly
delighted with his speech

The sense of the speech, when divested of all its flowers of
rhetoric, was that Maslova, having gained the nmerchant's
confidence, hypnotised himand went to his | odgings with his key
nmeaning to take all the noney herself, but having been caught in
the act by Sinmeon and Euphemi a had to share it with them Then,
in order to hide the traces of the crinme, she had returned to the
| odgi ngs with the nmerchant and there poi soned him

After the prosecutor had spoken, a niddle-aged man in
swal l ow-tail coat and | ow cut wai stcoat showi ng a |arge
half-circle of starched white shirt, rose fromthe advocates
bench and made a speech in defence of Kartinkin and Botchkova;
this was an advocate engaged by them for 300 roubles. He
acquitted them both and put all the blame on Msl ova. He denied
the truth of Maslova's statements that Botchkova and Kartinkin
were with her when she took the nmoney, |aying great stress on the
poi nt that her evidence could not be accepted, she being charged
wi th poi soning. "The 2,500 roubles,” the advocate said, "could
have been easily earned by two honest people getting fromthree
to five roubles per day in tips fromthe | odgers. The nmerchant's
nmoney was stolen by Maslova and given away, or even |ost, as she
was not in a normal state."

The poi soning was conmitted by Masl ova al one; therefore he begged
the jury to acquit Kartinkin and Botchkova of stealing the noney;
or if they could not acquit themof the theft, at least to admt
that it was done without any participation in the poisoning.

In conclusion the advocate remarked, with a thrust at the public
prosecutor, that "the brilliant observations of that gentleman on
heredity, while explaining scientific facts concerning heredity,
were inapplicable in this case, as Botchkova was of unknown
parentage." The public prosecutor put sonething down on paper
with an angry | ook, and shrugged his shoul ders in contenptuous
surpri se.

Then Masl ova's advocate rose, and timdly and hesitatingly began
hi s speech in her defence.

W t hout denying that she had taken part in the stealing of the
noney, he insisted on the fact that she had no intention of

poi soni ng Snel kof f, but had given himthe powder only to make him
fall asleep. He tried to go in for a little eloquence in giving a
description of how Maslova was led into a |life of debauchery by a
man who had remnai ned unpuni shed while she had to bear all the

wei ght of her fall; but this excursion into the domain of
psychol ogy was so unsuccessful that it nmade everybody fee
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unconfortable. When he nuttered sonething about nmen's cruelty and
worren' s hel pl essness, the president tried to help him by asking
himto keep closer to the facts of the case. Wen he had finished
the public prosecutor got up to reply. He defended his position
agai nst the first advocate, saying that oven if Botchkova was of
unknown parentage the truth of the doctrine of heredity was
thereby in no way invalidated, since the laws of heredity were so
far proved by science that we can not only deduce the crinme from
heredity, but heredity fromthe crime. As to the statenment nade
in defence of Maslova, that she was the victimof an imaginary
(he laid a particularly venonous stress on the word inmagi nary)
betrayer, he could only say that fromthe evidence before themit
was much nore likely that she had played the part of tenptress to
many and many a victimwho had fallen into her hands. Having said
this he sat down in triunph. Then the prisoners were offered

perm ssion to speak in their own defence.

Euphem a Bot chkova repeated once nore that she knew not hi ng about
it and had taken part in nothing, and firmy laid the whole blane
on Maslova. Sinmeon Kartinkin only repeated several tinmes: "It is
your business, but | aminnocent; it's unjust."” Maslova said
nothing in her defence. Told she m ght do so by the president,
she only lifted her eyes to him cast a |look round the roomlike
a hunted animal, and, dropping her head, began to cry, sobbing

al oud.

"What is the matter?" the nerchant asked Nekhl udoff, hearing him
utter a strange sound. This was the sound of weeping fiercely
kept back. Nekhl udoff had not yet understood the significance of
his present position, and attributed the sobs he could hardly
keep back and the tears that filled his eyes to the weakness of
his nerves. He put on his pince-nez in order to hide the tears,
then got out his handkerchi ef and began bl owi ng his nose.

Fear of the disgrace that would befall himif every one in the
court knew of his conduct stifled the inner working of his soul
This fear was, during this first period, stronger than all else.

CHAPTER XXI'I.
THE TRI AL-- THE SUWM NG UP.

After the last words of the prisoners had been heard, the formin
whi ch the questions were to be put to the jury was settled, which
al so took sonme tinme. At |ast the questions were fornul ated, and

t he president began the sunmm ng up

Before putting the case to the jury, he spoke to them for sone
time in a pleasant, honely manner, explaining that burglary was
burglary and theft was theft, and that stealing froma place

whi ch was under | ock and key was stealing froma place under | ock
and key. Wiile he was explaining this, he | ooked several tines at
Nekhl udoff as if wishing to inpress upon himthese inportant
facts, in hopes that, having understood it, Nekhludoff would nake
his fellowjurymen al so understand it. Wen he considered that
the jury were sufficiently inmbued with these facts, he proceeded
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to enunci ate another truth--nanmely, that a nmurder is an action
whi ch has the death of a hunman being as its consequence, and that
poi soning could therefore also be termed nurder. When, according
to his opinion, this truth had al so been received by the jury, he
went on to explain that if theft and nurder had been comitted at
the sane tinme, the conbination of the crimes was theft with

nmur der .

Al t hough he was hinsel f anxious to finish as soon as possible,
al t hough he knew that his Swiss friend would be waiting for him
he had grown so used to his occupation that, having begun to
speak, he could not stop hinself, and therefore he went on to
inpress on the jury with nuch detail that if they found the
prisoners guilty, they would have the right to give a verdict of
guilty; and if they found themnot guilty, to give a verdict of
not guilty; and if they found themguilty of one of the crines
and not of the other, they mght give a verdict of guilty on the
one count and of not guilty on the other. Then he expl ai ned that
t hough this right was given themthey should use it with reason

He was going to add that if they gave an affirmative answer to
any question that was put to themthey would thereby affirm
everything included in the question, so that if they did not w sh
to affirmthe whole of the question they should nention the part
of the question they wi shed to be excepted. But, glancing at the
clock. and seeing it was already five mnutes to three, he
resolved to trust to their being intelligent enough to understand
this wthout further coment.

"The facts of this case are the follow ng," began the president,
and repeated all that had already been said several tinmes by the
advocates, the public prosecutor and the witnesses.

The president spoke, and the nenbers on each side of himlistened
with deeply-attentive expressions, but |ooked fromtinme to tine
at the clock, for they considered the speech too | ong though very
good--i.e., such as it ought to be. The public prosecutor, the

| awyers, and, in fact, everyone in the court, shared the sane

i npression. The president finished the sunm ng up. Then he found
it necessary to tell the jury what they all knew, or mght have
found out by reading it up--i.e., how they were to consider the
case, count the votes, in case of atie to acquit the prisoners,
and so on.

Everythi ng seenmed to have been told; but no, the president could
not forego his right of speaking as yet. It was so pleasant to
hear the inpressive tones of his own voice, and therefore he
found it necessary to say a few words nore about the inportance
of the rights given to the jury, how carefully they should use
the rights and how they ought not to abuse them about their
being on their oath, that they were the consci ence of society,
that the secrecy of the debating-room should be considered
sacred, etc.

Fromthe tinme the president comenced his speech, Maslova watched
hi mwi t hout noving her eyes as if afraid of |osing a single word,
so that Nekhl udoff was not afraid of neeting her eyes and kept
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| ooking at her all the tinme. And his mnd passed through those
phases in which a face which we have not seen for many years
first strikes us with the outward changes brought about during
the tinme of separation, and then gradually becones nore and nore
like its old self, when the changes nmade by tine seemto

di sappear, and before our spiritual eyes rises only the principa
expressi on of one exceptional, unique individuality. Yes, though
dressed in a prison cloak, and in spite of the devel oped figure,
the ful ness of the bosom and | ower part of the face, in spite of
a few winkles on the forehead and tenples and the swollen eyes,
this was certainly the same Katusha who, on that Easter eve, had
so innocently | ooked up to hi mwhom she |oved, with her fond,

| aughing eyes full of joy and life.

"What a strange coincidence that after ten years, during which
never saw her, this case should have conme up today when | am on
the jury, and that it is in the prisoners' dock that | see her

again! And how will it end? Ch, dear, if they would only get on
qui cker . "
Still he would not give in to the feelings of repentance which

began to arise within him He tried to consider it all as a

coi nci dence, which would pass without infringing his manner of
life. He felt hinself in the position of a puppy, when its
master, taking it by the scruff of its neck, rubs its nose in the
mess it has nmade. The puppy whines, draws back and wants to get
away as far as possible fromthe effects of its m sdeed, but the
pitiless master does not |et go.

And so, Nekhludoff, feeling all the repul siveness of what he had
done, felt also the powerful hand of the Master, but he did not
feel the whole significance of his action yet and woul d not
recogni se the Master's hand. He did not wish to believe that it
was the effect of his deed that lay before him but the pitiless
hand of the Master held himand he felt he could not get away. He
was still keeping up his courage and sat on his chair in the
first rowin his usual self-possessed pose, one |eg carel essly

t hrown over the other, and playing with his pince-nez. Yet al

the while, in the depths of his soul, he felt the cruelty,
cowar di ce and baseness, not only of this particular action of his
but of his whole self-willed, depraved, cruel, idle life; and
that dreadful veil which had in some unaccountabl e manner hi dden
fromhimthis sin of his and the whole of his subsequent life was
begi nning to shake, and he caught glinpses of what was covered by
that veil.

CHAPTER XXI 11 .
THE TRI AL-- THE VERDI CT.

At last the president finished his speech, and lifting the |ist
of questions with a graceful nmovenment of his arm he handed it to
the foreman, who canme up to take it. The jury, glad to be able to
get into the debating-court, got up one after the other and |eft
the room |ooking as if a bit ashanmed of themsel ves and agai n not
knowi ng what to do with their hands. As soon as the door was
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cl osed behind them a gendarnme cane up to it, pulled his sword out
of the scabbard, and, holding it up against his shoul der, stood
at the door. The judges got up and went away. The prisoners were
also led out. When the jury canme into the debating-roomthe first
thing they did was to take out their cigarettes, as before, and
begi n snoki ng. The sense of the unnatural ness and fal seness of
their position, which all of them had experienced while sitting
in their places in the court, passed when they entered the

debati ng-room and started snoking, and they settled down with a
feeling of relief and at once began an ani mated conversation

"'*Tisn't the girl's fault. She's got mixed up in it," said the

ki ndly merchant. "We nust recommend her to nercy.”

"That's just what we are going to consider," said the forenan.
"We nust not give way to our personal inpressions."”

"The president's summ ng up was good," remarked the col onel
"Good? Why, it nearly sent nme to sleep!”

"The chief point is that the servants could have known not hi ng
about the nmoney if Maslova had not been in accord with them"
said the clerk of Jew sh extraction.

"Well, do you think that it was she who stole the noney?" asked
one of the jury.

"I will never believe it,"
that red-eyed hag's doing."

cried the kindly merchant; "it was al

"They are a nice lot, all of them" said the col onel
"But she says she never went into the room"

"Ch, believe her by all neans."

"I should not believe that jade, not for the world."

"Whet her you believe her or not does not settle the question,”
said the clerk.

"The girl had the key," said the col onel
"What if she had?" retorted the nerchant.
"And the ring?"

"But didn't she say all about it?" again cried the nmerchant. "The
fell ow had a tenper of his own, and had had a drop too nuch

besi des, and gave the girl a licking; what could be sinpler?
Well, then he's sorry--quite naturally. 'There, never mnd,' says
he; 'take this.' Wy, | heard them say he was six foot five high
I should think he must have wei ghed about 20 stones."

"That's not the point," said Peter Cerasinovitch. "The question
is, whether she was the instigator and inciter in this affair, or
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t he servants?"

"I't was not possible for the servants to do it alone; she had the
key."

This kind of randomtalk went on for a considerable tinme. At |ast
the foreman said: "l beg your pardon, gentlenen, but had we not
better take our places at the table and discuss the matter?

Conme, please." And he took the chair

The questions were expressed in the follow ng manner.

1. Is the peasant of the village Borki, Krapivinskia district,

Si neon Petrov Kartinkin, 33 years of age, guilty of having, in
agreenent with other persons, given the nmerchant Snel koff, on the
17th January, 188-, in the town of N----- , With intent to deprive
himof life, for the purpose of robbing him poisoned brandy,

whi ch caused Snel kof f's death, and of having stolen from him
about 2,500 roubles in noney and a di anond ring?

2. |Is the nmeschanka Euphem a |vanovna Bot chkova, 43 years of age,
guilty of the crinmes described above?

3. Is the nmeschanka Katerina M chael ovha Masl ova, 27 years of
age, guilty of the crines described in the first question?

4. |If the prisoner Euphem a Botchkova is not guilty according to
the first question, is she not guilty of having, on the 17th
January, in the town of N----, while in service at the hote
Mauritania, stolen froma | ocked portmanteau, belonging to the
mer chant Snel koff, a | odger in that hotel, and which was in the
room occupi ed by him 2,500 roubles, for which object she

unl ocked the portnmanteau with a key she brought and fitted to the
| ock?

The foreman read the first question.

"Well, gentlemen, what do you think?" This question was quickly
answered. All agreed to say "Guilty," as if convinced that
Kartinkin had taken part both in the poisoning and the robbery.
An ol d artel shik, [nmenber of an artel, an association of worknen,
in which the nenbers share profits and liabilities] whose
answers were all in favour of acquittal, was the only exception.

The foreman thought he did not understand, and began to point out
to himthat everything tended to prove Kartinkin's guilt. The old
man answered that he did understand, but still thought it better
to have pity on him "W are not saints ourselves,” and he kept
to his opinion.

The answer to the second question concerning Botchkova was, after
much di spute and nany excl amations, answered by the words, "Not
guilty," there being no clear proofs of her having taken part in
t he poi soning--a fact her advocate had strongly insisted on. The
mer chant, anxious to acquit Maslova, insisted that Botchkova was
the chief instigator of it all. Many of the jury shared this
view, but the foreman, wishing to be in strict accord with the
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| aw, declared they had no grounds to consider her as an
acconplice in the poisoning. After much disputing the foreman's
opi nion triunphed.

To the fourth question concerni ng Botchkova the answer was
"Quilty." But on the artelshik's insistence she was recommended
to nmercy.

The third question, concerning Masl ova, raised a fierce dispute.
The foreman maintai ned she was guilty both of the poisoning and
the theft, to which the nerchant woul d not agree. The col onel

the clerk and the old artel shik sided with the nerchant, the rest
seened shaky, and the opinion of the foreman began to gain
ground, chiefly because all the jurynen were getting tired, and
preferred to take up the view that would bring them sooner to a
deci sion and thus |iberate them

From all that had passed, and from his fornmer know edge of

Masl ova, Nekhl udoff was certain that she was innocent of both the
theft and the poisoning. And he felt sure that all the others
woul d cone to the sanme conclusi on. When he saw that the
merchant's awkward defence (evidently based on his physica

adm ration for her, which he did not even try to hide) and the
foreman's insistence, and especially everybody's weari ness, were
all tending to her condemation, he longed to state his

obj ections, yet dared not, lest his relations with Maslova shoul d
be di scovered. He felt he could not allow things to go on without
stating his objection; and, blushing and growi ng pal e agai n, was
about to speak when Peter Gerasinovitch, irritated by the
authoritative manner of the foreman, began to raise his

obj ections and said the very things Nekhludoff was about to say.
“Al'l ow ne one nmonment," he said. "You seemto think that her
havi ng the key proves she is guilty of the theft; but what could
be easier than for the servants to open the portnmanteau with a
fal se key after she was gone?

"OfF course, of course," said the nmerchant.

"She coul d not have taken the noney, because in her position she
woul d hardly know what to do with it."

"That's just what | say," remarked the nerchant.

"But it is very likely that her conming put the idea into the
servants' heads and that they grasped the opportunity and shoved
all the blanme on her." Peter Cerasinovitch spoke so irritably
that the foreman becane irritated too, and went on obstinately
def endi ng the opposite views; but Peter Gerasinovitch spoke so
convincingly that the majority agreed with him and deci ded that
Masl ova was not guilty of stealing the noney and that the ring
was given her.

But when the question of her having taken part in the poisoning
was raised, her zeal ous defender, the nerchant, declared that she
must be acquitted, because she could have no reason for the

poi soni ng. The foreman, however, said that it was inpossible to
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acquit her, because she herself had pleaded guilty to having
gi ven the powder.

"Yes, but thinking it was opium" said the nerchant.

"Opiumcan al so deprive one of life," said the colonel, who was
fond of wandering fromthe subject, and he began telling how his
brother-in-law s wi fe woul d have died of an overdose of opiumif
there had not been a doctor near at hand to take the necessary
nmeasures. The colonel told his story so inpressively, with such
sel f - possession and dignity, that no one had the courage to
interrupt him Only the clerk, infected by his exanple, decided
to break in with a story of his own: "There are sone who get so
used to it that they can take 40 drops. | have a relative--," but
the col onel would not stand the interruption, and went on to
relate what effects the opiumhad on his brother-in-law s wife.

"But, gentlenmen, do you know it is getting on towards five
o' cl ock?" said one of the jury.

"Well, gentlemen, what are we to say, then?" inquired the
foreman. "Shall we say she is guilty, but without intent to rob?
And without stealing any property? WIIl that do?" Peter
Gerasimovitch, pleased with his victory, agreed.

"But she nust be recommended to nercy," said the nerchant.

Al'l agreed; only the old artelshik insisted that they should say
"Not guilty."

"It comes to the sanme thing," explained the foreman; "wi thout
intent to rob, and without stealing any property. Therefore, ' Not
guilty,' that's evident."

"All right; that'll do. And we recomrend her to nercy," said the
merchant, gaily.

They were all so tired, so confused by the discussions, that
nobody thought of saying that she was guilty of giving the powder
but without the intent of taking life. Nekhludoff was so excited
that he did not notice this om ssion, and so the answers were
written down in the form agreed upon and taken to the court.

Rabel ai s says that a | awyer who was trying a case quoted al
sorts of |laws, read 20 pages of judicial senseless Latin, and

t hen proposed to the judges to throw dice, and if the nunbers
proved odd the defendant would he right, if not, the plaintiff.

It was nmuch the same in this case. The resolution was taken, not
because everybody agreed upon it, but because the president, who
had been sunmming up at such length, omitted to say what he al ways
said on such occasions, that the answer m ght be, "Yes, guilty,
but without the intent of taking life;" because the col onel had
related the story of his brother-in-law s wife at such great

| engt h; because Nekhl udoff was too excited to notice that the
proviso "without intent to take life" had been onmitted, and

t hought that the words "without intent” nullified the conviction
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because Peter Gerasinmovitch had retired fromthe roomwhile the
questions and answers were being read, and chiefly because, being
tired, and wishing to get away as soon as possible, all were
ready to agree with the decision which would bring matters to an
end soonest.

The jurynen rang the bell. The gendarne who had stood outside the
door with his sword drawn put the sword back into the scabbard
and stepped aside. The judges took their seats and the jury cane
out one by one.

The foreman brought in the paper with an air of solemity and
handed it to the president, who |ooked at it, and, spreading out
his hands in astonishnent, turned to consult his conpanions. The
presi dent was surprised that the jury, having put in a

provi so--wi thout intent to rob--did not put in a second

provi so--wi thout intent to take |life. Fromthe decision of the
jury it followed that Mslova had not stolen, nor robbed, and yet
poi soned a man wit hout any apparent reason

"Just see what an absurd decision they have come to," he
whi spered to the menber on his left. "This nmeans penal servitude
in Siberia, and she is innocent."

"Surely you do not nmean to say she is innocent? answered the
serious menber.

"Yes, she is positively innocent. | think this is a case for
putting Article 817 into practice (Article 817 states that if the
Court considers the decision of the jury unjust it may set it

asi de)."

"What do you think?" said the president, turning to the other
menber. The kindly nenber did not answer at once. He | ooked at
the nunber on a paper before himand added up the figures; the
sum woul d not divide by three. He had settled in his mnd that if
it did divide by three he would agree to the president's
proposal , but though the sum would not so divide his kindness
made him agree all the sane.

“I', too, think it should he done," he said.
"And you?" asked the president, turning to the serious nenber.

"On no account," he answered, firmy. "As it is, the papers
accuse the jury of acquitting prisoners. Wiat will they say if
the Court does it? I, shall not agree to that on any account.”

The president | ooked at his watch. "It is a pity, but what's to
be done?" and handed the questions to the foreman to read out.
Al'l got up, and the foreman, stepping fromfoot to foot, coughed,
and read the questions and the answers. All the Court, secretary,
advocates, and even the public prosecutor, expressed surprise.
The prisoners sat inpassive, evidently not understanding the
meani ng of the answers. Everybody sat down again, and the

presi dent asked the prosecutor what punishnents the prisoners
were to be subjected to.
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The prosecutor, glad of his unexpected success in getting Maslova
convicted, and attributing the success entirely to his own

el oquence, | ooked up the necessary information, rose and said:
"Wth Sinmeon Kartinkin | should deal according to Statute 1,452
par agraph 93. Eupheni a Bot chkova according to Statute . . ., etc.
Kat eri na Masl ova according to Statute . . .,etc."

All three punishments were the heaviest that could he inflicted.

"The Court will adjourn to consider the sentence,"” said the
president, rising. Everybody rose after him and with the

pl easant feeling of a task well done began to | eave the room or
nove about in it.

"D you know, sirs, we have nmade a shaneful hash of it?" said
Pet er Gerasi novitch, approachi ng Nekhl udoff, to whomthe forenman
was relating sonething. "Why, we've got her to Siberia."

"What are you sayi ng?" exclai med Nekhludoff. This time he did not
notice the teacher's famliarity.

"Why, we did not put in our answer 'Guilty, but w thout intent of
causi ng death.' The secretary just told nme the public prosecutor
is for condemmi ng her to 15 years' penal servitude."

"Well, but it was decided so," said the foreman.

Pet er Gerasinovitch began to dispute this, saying that since she
did not take the noney it followed naturally that she could not
have had any intention of commtting nurder.

"But | read the answer before going out,"” said the foreman,

def endi ng hinmself, "and nobody objected."

"I had just then gone out of the room" said Peter Gerasinovitch
turning to Nekhludoff, "and your thoughts nust have been
wool -gathering to Il et the thing pass.”

"1 never imagined this,"” Nekhludoff replied.

"Ch, you didn't?"

"Oh, well, we can get it put right," said Nekhl udoff.
"Oh, dear no; it's finished."

Nekhl udoff | ooked at the prisoners. They whose fate was being
decided still sat notionless behind the grating in front of the
sol diers. Maslova was smiling. Another feeling stirred in

Nekhl udoff's soul. Up to now, expecting her acquittal and

t hi nki ng she would rermain in the town, he was uncertain how to
act towards her. Any kind of relations with her would be so very
difficult. But Siberia and penal servitude at once cut off every
possibility of any kind of relations with her. The wounded bird
woul d stop struggling in the gane-bag, and no | onger rem nd him
of its existence.
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CHAPTER XXI V.
THE TRI AL- - THE SENTENCE

Pet er Gerasinovitch's assunption was correct. The president cane
back fromthe debating roomw th a paper, and read as
follows:--"April 28th, 188-. By His Inperial Mujesty's ukase No.
————— The Criminal Court, on the strength of the decision of the
jury, in accordance with Section 3 of Statute 771, Section 3 of
Statutes 770 and 777, decrees that the peasant, Simeon Kartinkin
33 years of age, and the nmeschanka Katerina Masl ova, 27 years of
age, are to be deprived of all property rights and to be sent to
penal servitude in Siberia, Kartinkin for eight, Mslova for four
years, with the consequences stated in Statute 25 of the code.
The neschanka Bot chkova, 43 years of age, to be deprived of al
speci al personal and acquired rights, and to be inprisoned for
three years with consequences in accord with Statute 48 of the
code. The costs of the case to be borne equally by the prisoners;
and, in the case of their being w thout sufficient property, the
costs to be transferred to the Treasury. Articles of materia
evidence to be sold, the ring to be returned, the phials
destroyed." Botchkova was condemmed to prison, Sineon Kartinken
and Katerina Maslova to the loss of all special rights and
privileges and to penal servitude in Siberia, he for eight and
she for four years.

Kartinkin stood holding his arns close to his sides and noving
his lips. Botchkova seened perfectly calm Maslova, when she

heard the sentence, blushed scarlet. "I"mnot guilty, not
guilty!" she suddenly cried, so that it resounded through the
room "It is asinl | amnot guilty! | never w shed--I never

thought! It is the truth | am saying--the truth!" and sinking on
the bench she burst into tears and sobbed al oud. When Kartinkin
and Botchkova went out she still sat crying, so that a gendarne
had to touch the sleeve of her cloak

"No; it is inpossible to leave it as it is,"” said Nekhludoff to
hi msel f, utterly forgetting his bad thoughts. He did not know why
he wi shed to | ook at her once nore, but hurried out into the
corridor. There was quite a crowmd at the door. The advocates and
jury were going out, pleased to have finished the business, and
he was obliged to wait a few seconds, and when he at |ast got out
into the corridor she was far in front. He hurried along the
corridor after her, regardless of the attention he was arousing,
caught her up, passed her, and stopped. She had ceased crying and
only sobbed, wi ping her red, discoloured face with the end of the
kerchi ef on her head. She passed wi thout noticing him Then he
hurried back to see the president. The latter had already |eft
the court, and Nekhludoff followed himinto the | obby and went up
to himjust as he had put on his |ight grey overcoat and was
taking the silver-nounted wal ki ng-stick which an attendant was
handi ng hi m

"Sir, may | have a few words with you concerning sone business |
have just decided upon?" said Nekhludoff. | amone of the jury."
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"Ch, certainly, Prince Nekhludoff. I shall be delighted. | think
we have net before," said the president, pressing Nekhludoff's
hand and recalling with pleasure the evening when he first net
Nekhl udoff, and when he had danced so gaily, better than all the
young people. "What can | do for you?"

"There is a mstake in the answer concerni ng Maslova. She is not
guilty of the poisoning and yet she is condemmed to pena
servitude," said Nekhludoff, with a preoccupi ed and gl oony air

"The Court passed the sentence in accordance with the answers you
yoursel ves gave," said the president, noving towards the front
door; "though they did not seemto be quite in accord.” And he
remenbered that he had been going to explain to the jury that a
verdict of "guilty" nmeant guilty of intentional nurder unless the
words "without intent to take Iife" were added, but had, in his
hurry to get the business over, omtted to do so.

"Yes, but could not the mistake be rectified?"

"A reason for an appeal can always be found. You will have to
speak to an advocate," said the president, putting on his hat a
little to one side and continuing to nove towards the door

"But this is terrible."

"Well, you see, there were two possibilities before Mslova,"”
said the president, evidently wishing to be as polite and

pl easant to Nekhl udoff as he could. Then, having arranged his
whi skers over his coat collar, he put his hand lightly under
Nekhl udoff's el bow, and, still directing his steps towards the
front door, he said, "You are going, too?"

"Yes," said Nekhludoff, quickly getting his coat, and follow ng
hi m

They went out into the bright, nerry sunlight, and had to raise
their voices because of the rattling of the wheels on the
pavenent .

"The situation is a curious one, you see," said the president;
"what lay before this Maslova was one of two things: either to be
al nost acquitted and only inprisoned for a short tinme, or, taking
the prelimnary confinenment into consideration, perhaps not at
all--or Siberia. There is nothing between. Had you but added the
words, 'without intent to cause death,' she would have been
acquitted.”

“Yes, it was inexcusable of ne to omit that," said Nekhl udoff.
"That's where the whole matter lies," said the president, with a
smle, and | ooked at his watch. He had only three-quarters of an

hour left before the tinme appointed by his Clara would el apse.

"Now, if you like to speak to the advocates you'll have to find a
reason for an appeal; that can be easily done."™ Then, turning to
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an isvostchik, he called out, "To the Dvoryanskaya 30 copecks;
never give nore." "All right, your honour; here you are."

"Good-afternoon. If | can be of any use, ny address is House
Dvorni koff, on the Dvoryanskaya; it's easy to renenber." And he
bowed in a friendly manner as he got into the trap and drove off.

CHAPTER XXV.

NEKHLUDOFF CONSULTS AN ADVOCATE

Hi s conversation with the president and the fresh air quieted
Nekhl udoff a little. He now thought that the feelings experienced

by hi m had been exaggerated by the unusual surroundings in which
he had spent the whole of the norning, and by that wonderful and

startling coincidence. Still, it was absolutely necessary to take
sonme steps to lighten Maslova's fate, and to take them quickly.
"Yes, at once! It will be best to find out here in the court

where the advocate Fanarin or Mkishin lives." These were two
wel | - known advocat es whom Nekhl udoff called to m nd. He returned
to the court, took off his overcoat, and went upstairs. In the
first corridor he net Fanarin hinself. He stopped him and told
himthat he was just going to |look himup on a matter of

busi ness.

Fanarin knew Nekhl udoff by sight and nanme, and said he woul d be
very glad to be of service to him

"Though | amrather tired, still, if your business will not take
very long, perhaps you mght tell me what it is now WII you
step in here?" And he | ed Nekhludoff into a room probably sone
judge's cabinet. They sat down by the table.

"Well, and what is your business?"

"First of all, I must ask you to keep the business private. | do
not want it known that | take an interest in the affair."”

"Oh, that of course. Well?"

"I was on the jury to-day, and we have condemmed a wonan to

Si beria, an innocent woman. This bothers me very nuch."

Nekhl udoff, to his own surprise, blushed and becanme confused.
Fanarin gl anced at himrapidly, and | ooked down again, |istening.

"Wl | 2"

"We have condemed a woman, and | should like to appeal to a
hi gher court."

"To the Senate, you nean," said Fanarin, correcting him

"Yes, and | should like to ask you to take the case in hand."
Nekhl udoff wanted to get the nmost difficult part over, and added,
"I shall take the costs of the case on nyself, whatever they may
be. "
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"Ch, we shall settle all that," said the advocate, smling with
condescensi on at Nekhludoff's inexperience in these matters.
"What is the case?"

Nekhl udoff stated what had happened.

"All right. | shall |ook the case through to-norrow or the day
after--no--better on Thursday. If you will cone to ne at six
o'clock I will give you an answer. Well, and now | et us go;

have to make a few inquiries here.”

Nekhl udoff took |eave of himand went out. This talk with the
advocate, and the fact that he had taken neasures for Mslova's
defence, quieted himstill further. He went out into the street.
The weat her was beautiful, and he joyfully drewin a |long breath
of spring air. He was at once surrounded by isvostchi ks offering
their services, but he went on foot. A whole swarm of pictures
and nenories of Katusha and his conduct to her began whirling in
his brain, and he felt depressed and everything appeared gl oony.
"No, | shall consider all this later on; | nust now get rid of
all these di sagreeabl e inpressions,” he thought to hinself.

He renenbered the Korchagin's dinner and | ooked at his watch. It
was not yet too late to get there in tinme. He heard the ring of a
passing trancar, ran to catch it, and junped on. He junped off
agai n when they got to the market-place, took a good isvostchik,
and ten minutes later was at the entrance of the Korchagins' big
house.

CHAPTER XXVI .
THE HOUSE OF KORCHAG N.

"Please to walk in, your excellency," said the friendly, fat
door keeper of the Korchagi ns' big house, opening the door, which
nmoved noi sel essly on its patent English hinges; "you are
expected. They are at dinner. My orders were to admt only you."
The door keeper went as far as the staircase and rang.

"Are there any strangers?" asked Nekhl udoff, taking off his
over coat .

"M . Kolosoff and M chael Sergeivitch only, besides the famly."

A very handsone footrman wi th whi skers, in a swallowtail coat and
white gl oves, | ooked down from the | anding.

Pl ease to wal k up, your excellency," he said. "You are expected."

Nekhl udoff went up and passed through the splendid |arge

danci ng-room which he knew so well, into the dining-room There
t he whol e Korchagin fanm|y--except the nother, Sophia Vasilievna,
who never left her cabinet--were sitting round the table. At the
head of the table sat old Korchagin; on his left the doctor, and
on his right, a visitor, Ivan Ivanovitch Kol osoff, a former
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Mar echal de Nobl esse, now a bank director, Korchagin's friend and
a Liberal. Next on the left side sat M ss Rayner, the governess
of Mssy's little sister, and the four-year-old girl herself.
Opposite them M ssy's brother, Petia, the only son of the

Kor chagi ns, a public-school boy of the Sixth Class. It was
because of his exam nations that the whole famly were still in
town. Next to himsat a University student who was coaching him
and M ssy's cousin, Mchael Sergeivitch Telegin, generally called
M sha; opposite him Katerina Al exeevna, a 40-year-old maiden

| ady, a Slavophil; and at the foot of the table sat M ssy
herself, with an enpty place by her side.

"Ah! that's right! Sit down. W are still at the fish," said old
Korchagin with difficulty, chewing carefully with his false
teeth, and lifting his bl oodshot eyes (which had no visible |ids
to them) to Nekhl udoff.

"Stephen!" he said, with his nmouth full, addressing the stout,
dignified butler, and pointing with his eyes to the enpty pl ace.
Though Nekhl udof f knew Korchagin very well, and had often seen

himat dinner, to-day this red face with the sensual smacking
lips, the fat neck above the napkin stuck into his waistcoat, and
the whole over-fed mlitary figure, struck himvery disagreeably.
Then Nekhl udoff renenbered, w thout w shing to, what he knew of
the cruelty of this nman, who, when in command, used to have nen
fl ogged, and even hanged, w thout rhyne or reason, sinply because
he was rich and had no need to curry favour

"I medi ately, your excellency," said Stephen, getting a |large
soup | adl e out of the sideboard, which was decorated with a
nunmber of silver vases. He made a sign with his head to the
handsome footnman, who began at once to arrange the untouched

kni ves and forks and the napkin, elaborately folded with the
enbroi dered famly crest uppernost, in front of the enpty place
next to M ssy. Nekhludoff went round shaki ng hands with every
one, and all, except old Korchagin and the | adi es, rose when he
approached. And this walk round the table, this shaking the hands
of people, with many of whom he never tal ked, seened unpl easant
and odd. He excused hinself for being |late, and was about to sit
down between M ssy and Katerina Al exeevna, but old Korchagin
insisted that if he would not take a gl ass of vodka he should at

| east take a bit of sonmething to whet his appetite, at the side
tabl e, on which stood small dishes of |obster, caviare, cheese,
and salt herrings. Nekhludoff did not know how hungry he was
until he began to eat, and then, having taken sonme bread and
cheese, he went on eating eagerly.

"Well, have you succeeded in underm ning the basis of society?”
asked Kol osoff, ironically quoting an expression used by a
retrograde newspaper in attacking trial by jury. "Acquitted the
cul prits and condemed the innocent, have you?"

"“Underm ni ng the basis--underm ning the basis," repeated Prince
Kor chagi n, |aughing. He had a firmfaith in the wi sdom and

| earning of his chosen friend and conpani on

At the risk of seem ng rude, Nekhludoff left Kolosoff's question
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unanswered, and sitting down to his steani ng soup, went on
eating.

"Do let himeat," said Mssy, with a snile. The pronoun him she
used as a rem nder of her intimcy w th Nekhludoff. Kol osoff went
on in a loud voice and lively nmanner to give the contents of the
article against trial by jury which had aroused his indignation.
M ssy's cousin, Mchael Sergeivitch, endorsed all his statenents,
and related the contents of another article in the sane paper

M ssy was, as usual, very distinguee, and well, unobtrusively
wel |, dressed.

"You nust be terribly tired," she said, after waiting unti
Nekhl udof f had swal | owed what was in his nouth.

"Not particularly. And you? Have you been to | ook at the
pi ctures?" he asked.

"No, we put that off. W have been playing tennis at the
Sal amatoffs'. It is quite true, M. Crooks plays remarkably
wel | ."

Nekhl udoff had cone here in order to distract his thoughts, for
he used to |ike being in this house, both because its refined

l uxury had a pleasant effect on himand because of the atnosphere
of tender flattery that unobtrusively surrounded him But to-day
everything in the house was repul sive to him-everything:

begi nning with the doorkeeper, the broad staircase, the flowers,
the footman, the table decorations, up to Mssy herself, who
to-day seemed unattractive and affected. Kolosoff's self-assured,
trivial tone of liberalismwas unpleasant, as was al so the
sensual , self-satisfied, bull-like appearance of old Korchagin,
and the French phrases of Katerina Al exeevna, the Slavophil. The
constrai ned | ooks of the governess and the student were

unpl easant, too, but nopst unpl easant of all was the pronoun H'M
that M ssy had used. Nekhludoff had | ong been waveri ng between
two ways of regarding M ssy; sonetines he |ooked at her as if by
noonl i ght, and could see in her nothing but what was beautiful,
fresh, pretty, clever and natural; then suddenly, as if the

bri ght sun shone on her, he saw her defects and could not help
seeing them This was such a day for him To-day he saw all the
wri nkl es of her face, knew which of her teeth were fal se, saw the
way her hair was crinped, the sharpness of her el bows, and, above
all, how large her thunb-nail was and how |i ke her father's.

"Tennis is a dull gane," said Kolosoff; "we used to play lapta
when we were children. That was nuch nore anusing."”

"Oh, no, you never tried it; it's awfully interesting," said

M ssy, laying, it seened to Nekhludoff, a very affected stress on
the word "awfully." Then a dispute arose in which M chae
Sergeivitch, Katerina Al exeevna and all the others took part,
except the governess, the student and the children, who sat
silent and weari ed.

"Ch, these everlasting disputes!" said old Korchagin, |aughing,
and he pulled the napkin out of his waistcoat, noisily pushed
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back his chair, which the footman instantly ,caught hold of, and
left the table.

Everybody rose after him and went up to another table on which
st ood gl asses of scented water. They rinsed their nouths, then
resunmed the conversation, interesting to no one.

"Don't you think so?" said Mssy to Nekhludoff, calling for a
confirmati on of the statenment that nothing shows up a man's
character like a game. She noticed that preoccupied and, as it
seenmed to her, dissatisfied | ook which she feared, and she wanted
to find out what had caused it.

"Really, | can't tell; | have never thought about it," Nekhl udoff
answer ed.

"WIlIl you come to mamm?" asked M ssy.
Yes, yes," he said, in a tone which plainly proved that he did
not want to go, and took out a cigarette.

She | ooked at himin silence, with a questioning | ook, and he
felt ashanmed. "To cone into a house and give the people the
dunps,"” he thought about hinself; then, trying to be am able
said that he would go with pleasure if the princess would admt
hi m

"Ch, yes! Mamma will be pleased. You may snoke there; and |van
I vanovitch is also there.”

The mistress of the house, Princess Sophia Vasilievna, was a
recunbent lady. It was the eighth year that, when visitors were
present, she lay in lace and ribbons, surrounded with velvet,
gilding, ivory, bronze, |acquer and flowers, never going out, and
only, as she put it, receiving intimate friends, i.e., those who
according to her idea stood out fromthe commn herd.

Nekhl udoff was admitted into the nunber of these friends because
he was consi dered cl ever, because his nother had been an intinmate
friend of the famly, and because it was desirable that M ssy
should marry him

Sophia Vasilievna's roomlay beyond the |arge and the snal

drawi ng-roons. In the |arge draw ng-room M ssy, who was in front
of Nekhl udoff, stopped resolutely, and taking hold of the back of
a small green chair, faced him

M ssy was very anxious to get narried, and as he was a suitable
mat ch and she also |iked him she had accustoned herself to the
t hought that he should be hers (not she his). To | ose himwould
be very nortifying. She now began talking to himin order to get
himto explain his intentions.

"I see sonething has happened," she said. "Tell nme, what is the
matter with you?"

He renmenbered the neeting in the |law court, and frowned and
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bl ushed.

"Yes, sonething has happened,” he said, wishing to be truthful
"a very unusual and serious event."

"What is it, then? Can you not tell ne what it is?" She was
pursuing her aimwith that unconsci ous yet obstinate cunning
often observable in the nentally diseased.

"Not now. Please do not ask ne to tell you. | have not yet had
time fully to consider it," and he blushed still nore.
"And so you will not tell me?" A nuscle twitched in her face and

she pushed back the chair she was holding. "Well then, cone!" She
shook her head as if to expel useless thoughts, and, faster than
usual, went on in front of him

He fancied that her nmouth was unnaturally conpressed in order to
keep back the tears. He was ashaned of having hurt her, and yet
he knew that the | east weakness on his part would nean di saster
i.e., would bind himto her. And to-day he feared this nore than
anything, and silently followed her to the princess's cabinet.

CHAPTER XXVI I .
M SSY' S MOTHER

Princess Sophia Vasilievna, Mssy's nother, had finished her very
el aborate and nourishing dinner. (She had it always al one, that
no one should see her performng this unpoetical function.) By
her couch stood a small table with her coffee, and she was
snoki ng a pachitos. Princess Sophia Vasilievna was a long, thin
woman, with dark hair, |arge black eyes and |ong teeth, and stil
pretended to be young.

Her intimacy with the doctor was being tal ked about. Nekhl udoff
had known that for some tine; but when he saw the doctor sitting
by her couch, his oily, glistening beard parted in the niddle, he
not only renmenbered the runmours about them but felt greatly

di sgusted. By the table, on a |ow, soft, easy chair, next to
Sophi a Vasilievna, sat Kol osoff, stirring his coffee. A glass of
i queur stood on the table. Mssy cane in with Nekhludoff, but
did not remain in the room

"When mamma gets tired of you and drives you away, then conme to
me," she said, turning to Kol osoff and Nekhl udoff, speaking as if
not hi ng had occurred; then she went away, smiling nerrily and

st eppi ng noi sel essly on the thick carpet.

"How do you do, dear friend? Sit down and talk," said Princess
Sophia Vasilievna, with her affected but very naturally-acted
smle, showing her fine, long teeth--a splendid inmtation of what
her own had once been. "I hear that you have conme fromthe Law
Courts very much depressed. | think it nust be very trying to a
person with a heart," she added in French
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"Yes, that is so," said Nekhludoff. "One often feels one's own
de--one feels one has no right to judge."

"Comme, c'est vrai," she cried, as if struck by the truth of this
remark. She was in the habit of artfully flattering all those

wi th whom she conversed. "Well, and what of your picture? It does
interest me so. If | were not such a sad invalid | should have
been to see it long ago," she said.

"I have quite given it up,"” Nekhludoff replied drily. The

fal seness of her flattery seened as evident to himto-day as her
age, which she was trying to conceal, and he could not put
himself into the right state to behave politely.

"Ch, that IS a pity! Wiy, he has a real talent for art; | have it
fromRepin's own lips," she added, turning to Kol osoff.

"Why is it she is not ashaned of |ying so?" Nekhl udoff thought,
and frowned.

VWhen she had convinced herself that Nekhludoff was in a bad
tenper and that one could not get himinto an agreeabl e and

cl ever conversation, Sophia Vasilievna turned to Kol osoff, asking
hi s opinion of a new play. She asked it in a tone as if

Kol osoff's opinion woul d decide all doubts, and each word of this
opi nion be worthy of being inmmortalised. Kol osoff found fault
both with the play and its author, and that led himto express
his views on art. Princess Sophia Vasilievna, while trying at the
same time to defend the play, seened inpressed by the truth of
his argunents, either giving in at once, or at |east nodifying
her opi ni on. Nekhl udoff | ooked and |istened, but neither saw nor
heard what was goi ng on before him

Li stening now to Sophia Vasilievna, now to Kol osof f, Nekhl udoff
noti ced that neither he nor she cared anything about the play or
each other, and that if they talked it was only to gratify the
physical desire to nmove the nuscles of the throat and tongue
after having eaten; and that Kol osoff, having drunk vodka, w ne
and liqueur, was a little tipsy. Not tipsy |like the peasants who
drink seldom but |ike people to whom drinking wi ne has becone a
habit. He did not reel about or tal k nonsense, but he was in a
state that was not normal; excited and self-satisfied.

Nekhl udoff al so noticed that during the conversation Princess
Sophi a Vasilievna kept glancing uneasily at the w ndow, through
which a slanting ray of sunshine, which mght vividly light up
her aged face, was beginning to creep up

"How true," she said in reference to sone remark of Kol osoff's,
touching the button of an electric bell by the side of her couch
The doctor rose, and, like one who is at honme, left the room

wi t hout saying anythi ng. Sophia Vasilievna followed himw th her
eyes and continued the conversation.

"Please, Philip, draw these curtains," she said, pointing to the
wi ndow, when the handsone footman came in answer to the bell
"No; whatever you may say, there is some nysticismin him

Wi t hout nysticismthere can be no poetry,"” she said, with one of
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her bl ack eyes angrily followi ng the footman's novenents as he
was drawi ng the curtains. "Wthout poetry, mysticismis
superstition; wthout nysticism poetry is--prose,” she
continued, with a sorrowful smle, still not |losing sight of the
footman and the curtains. "Philip, not that curtain; the one on
the large wi ndow," she exclainmed, in a suffering tone. Sophia
Vasilievna was evidently pitying herself for having to make the
effort of saying these words; and, to soothe her feelings, she
raised to her lips a scented, snmoking cigarette with her jewel-
bedecked fingers.

The broad-chested, nuscul ar, handsone Philip bowed slightly, as

i f beggi ng pardon; and stepping lightly across the carpet with
hi s broad-cal ved, strong, |egs, obediently and silently went to
the other wi ndow, and, |ooking at the princess, carefully began
to arrange the curtain so that not a single ray dared fall on
her. But again he did not satisfy her, and again she had to

i nterrupt the conversation about mysticism and correct in a
martyred tone the unintelligent Philip, who was tornenting her so
pitilessly. For a nonment a light flashed in Philip's eyes.

"' The devil take you! What do you want?' was probably what he
said to hinself," thought Nekhludoff, who had been observing al
this scene. But the strong, handsome Philip at once managed to
conceal the signs of his inpatience, and went on quietly carrying
out the orders of the worn, weak, false Sophia Vasilievna.

"Of course, there is a good deal of truth in Lonbroso's
teaching," said Kolosoff, lolling back in the | ow chair and
| ooki ng at Sophia Vasilievna with sl eepy eyes; "but he
over-stepped the mark. Oh, yes."

"And you? Do you believe in heredity?" asked Sophia Vasilievna,
turning to Nekhl udoff, whose silence annoyed her. "In heredity?"
he asked. "No, | don't." At this nonment his whole mnd was taken
up by strange inages that in some unaccountable way rose up in
his i magi nation. By the side of this strong and handsonme Philip
he seemed at this mnute to see the nude figure of Kol osoff as an
artist's nodel; with his stomach |ike a nelon, his bald head, and
his arnms wi thout nuscle, |ike pestles. In the same di mway the

i rbs of Sophia Vasilievna, now covered with silks and vel vets,
rose up in his mind as they nust be in reality; but this nental
picture was too horrid and he tried to drive it away.

"Well, you know Mssy is waiting for you," she said. "Go and find
her. She wants to play a new piece by Gieg to you; it is nost
interesting.”

"She did not nean to play anything; the woman is sinply |ying,
for sone reason or other," thought Nekhludoff, rising and
pressi ng Sophia Vasilievna's transparent and bony, ringed hand.

Kat eri na Al exeevna net himin the drawi ng-room and at once
began, in French, as usual

"I see the duties of a juryman act depressingly upon you."
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"Yes; pardon me, | amin low spirits to-day, and have no right to
weary others by my presence,” said Nekhl udoff.

"Why are you in |ow spirits?"

"All ow ne not to speak about that," he said, |ooking round for

his hat.

"Don't you renmenber how you used to say that we must al ways tel
the truth? And what cruel truths you used to tell us all! Wy do
you not wish to speak out now? Don't you rememnber, M ssy?" she
said, turning to Mssy, who had just cone in.

"W were playing a game then," said Nekhludoff, seriously; "one
may tell the truth in a game, but in reality we are so bad--|
mean | am so bad--that |, at |east, cannot tell the truth."

"Ch, do not correct yourself, but rather tell us why WE are so
bad," said Katerina Al exeevna, playing with her words and
pretendi ng not to notice how serious Nekhl udoff was.

"Nothing is worse than to confess to being in low spirits," said
M ssy. "I never do it, and therefore am always in good spirits."

Nekhl udoff felt as a horse nmust feel when it is being caressed to
make it submit to having the bit put in its nouth and be
har nessed, and to-day he felt |less than ever inclined to draw.

"Well, are you coming into nmy roon? We will try to cheer you up."

He excused hinsel f, saying he had to be at home, and began taking
| eave. M ssy kept his hand | onger than usual

"Renmenber that what is inportant to you is inportant to your
friends," she said. "Are you com ng tonorrow?"

"I hardly expect to," said Nekhludoff; and feeling ashamed,
wi t hout knowi ng whet her for her or for hinself, he blushed and
went away.

"What is it? Corme cela miintrigue," said Katerina Al exeevna. "I

must find it out. | suppose it is sone affaire d' anour propre; i

est tres susceptible, notre cher Mtia."

"Plutot une affaire d' amour sale," Mssy was going to say, but
st opped and | ooked down with a face fromwhich all the |ight had

gone--a very different face fromthe one with which she had

| ooked at him She would not mention to Katerina Al exeevna even,

so vulgar a pun, but only said, "W all have our good and our bad
days. "

"I's it possible that he, too, will deceive?" she thought; "after
all that has happened it would be very bad of him"

If Mssy had had to explain what she neant by "after all that has
happened,” she could have said nothing definite, and yet she knew
that he had not only excited her hopes but had al nost given her a
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prom se. No definite words had passed between them-only | ooks
and snmiles and hints; and yet she considered himas her own, and
to I ose hi mwuld be very hard.

CHAPTER XXVI I |
THE AVWAKENI NG

"Shameful and stupid, horrid and shameful!" Nekhl udoff kept
saying to hinself, as he wal ked home along the famliar streets.
The depression he had felt whilst speaking to M ssy woul d not
leave him He felt that, looking at it externally, as it were, he
was in the right, for he had never said anything to her that
coul d be considered binding, never made her an offer; but he knew
that in reality he had bound hinself to her, had prom sed to be
hers. And yet to-day he felt with his whole being that he could
not marry her.

"Shameful and horrid, horrid and shaneful!" he repeated to
hinself, with reference not only to his relations with Mssy but
also to the rest. "Everything is horrid and shaneful ,” he
nuttered, as he stepped into the porch of his house. "I am not
goi ng to have any supper,"” he said to his manservant Corney, who
followed himinto the dining-room where the cloth was laid for
supper and tea. "You may go."

"Yes, sir," said Corney, yet he did not go, but began clearing
the supper off the table. Nekhludoff |ooked at Corney with a
feeling of ill-will. He wished to be left alone, and it seened to
hi m t hat everybody was bothering himin order to spite him Wen
Corney had gone away with the supper things, Nekhludoff noved to
the tea urn and was about to nake hinself sonme tea, but hearing
Agr aphena Petrovna's footsteps, he went hurriedly into the

drawi ng-room to avoid being seen by her, and shut the door after
him In this drawi ng-room his nother had died three nonths
before. On entering the room in which two lanps with reflectors
were burning, one lighting up his father's and the other his

not her's portrait, he remenbered what his last relations with his
nmot her had been. And they al so seened shanmeful and horrid. He
remenbered how, during the latter period of her illness, he had
sinmply wi shed her to die. He had said to hinself that he w shed
it for her sake, that she m ght be released from her suffering,
but in reality he wished to be released fromthe sight of her
sufferings for his own sake.

Trying to recall a pleasant image of her, he went up to | ook at
her portrait, painted by a celebrated artist for 800 roubles. She
was depicted in a very | ow necked bl ack velvet dress. There was
sonmet hing very revolting and bl asphenous in this representation
of his nother as a hal f-nude beauty. It was all the nore

di sgusting because three nonths ago, in this very room lay this
same woman, dried up to a mummy. And he renmenbered how a few days
before her death she clasped his hand with her bony, discol oured
fingers, looked into his eyes, and said: "Do not judge nme, Mtia,
if I have not done what | should,” and how the tears cane into
her eyes, grown pale with suffering.
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"“Ah, how horrid!" he said to hinmself, |ooking up once nore at the
hal f - naked woman, with the splendid marble shoul ders and arns,
and the triunphant smle on her lips. "Ch, how horrid!" The bared
shoul ders of the portrait rem nded hi mof another, a young wonmn,
whom he had seen exposed in the same way a few days before. It
was M ssy, who had devi sed an excuse for calling himinto her
roomjust as she was ready to go to a ball, so that he should see
her in her ball dress. It was with disgust that he renenbered her
fine shoulders and arnms. "And that father of hers, with his
doubtful past and his cruelties, and the bel-esprit her nother,
with her doubtful reputation.” Al this disgusted him and al so
made him feel ashamed. "Shameful and horrid; horrid and shaneful!

“No, no," he thought; "freedomfromall these false relations
with the Korchagins and Mary Vasilievna and the inheritance and
fromall the rest nust be got. Ch, to breathe freely, to go
abroad, to Ronme and work at ny picture! He renenbered the doubts
he had about his talent for art. "Well, never mnd; only just to
breathe freely. First Constantinople, then Rome. Only just to get
through with this jury business, and arrange with the advocate
first."

Then suddenly there arose in his mnd an extrenely vivid picture
of a prisoner with black, slightly-squinting eyes, and how she
began to cry when the last words of the prisoners had been heard;
and he hurriedly put out his cigarette, pressing it into the
ash-pan, lit another, and began pacing up and down the room One
after another the scenes he had lived through with her rose in
his mind. He recalled that |ast interviewwith her. He renenbered

the white dress and blue sash, the early nmass. "Wy, | |oved her
really loved her with a good, pure love, that night; | |oved her
even before: yes, | loved her when | lived with my aunts the

first tine and was witing ny conposition." And he renmenbered

hi rsel f as he had been then. A breath of that freshness, youth
and fulness of Iife seened to touch him and he grew painfully
sad. The difference between what he had been then and what he was
now, was enornous--just as great, if not greater than the

di fference between Katusha in church that night, and the
prostitute who had been carousing with the merchant and whom t hey
judged this norning. Then he was free and fearless, and

i nnunmer abl e possibilities lay ready to open before hinm now he
felt himself caught in the meshes of a stupid, enpty, val uel ess,
frivolous |ife, out of which he saw no neans of extricating

hi rsel f even if he wished to, which he hardly did. He rememnbered
how proud he was at one tinme of his straightforwardness, how he
had made a rul e of always speaking the truth, and really had been
truthful; and how he was now sunk deep in lies: in the nost
dreadful of lies--lies considered as the truth by all who
surrounded him And, as far as he could see, there was no way out
of these lies. He had sunk in the mre, got used to it, indulged
hinself init.

How was he to break off his relations with Mary Vasilievna and
her husband in such a way as to be able to | ook himand his
children in the eyes? How di sentangle hinmself from M ssy? How
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choose between the two opposites--the recognition that hol ding
 and was unjust and the heritage fromhis nother? How atone for
his sin agai nst Katusha? This last, at any rate, could not be
left as it was. He could not abandon a worman he had | oved, and
satisfy hinself by paying noney to an advocate to save her from
hard | abour in Siberia. She had not even deserved hard | abour
Atone for a fault by payi ng noney? Had he not then, when he gave
her the noney, thought he was atoning for his fault?

And he clearly recalled to nmind that noment when, having caught
her up in the passage, he thrust the noney into her bib and ran
away. "Oh, that noney!" he thought with the sane horror and

di sgust he had then felt. "Ch, dear! oh, dear! how disgusting,"”
he cried al oud as he had done then. "Only a scoundrel, a knave,

could do such a thing. And | amthat knave, that scoundrel!" He
went on aloud: "But is it possible?"--he stopped and stood
still--"is it possible that | amreally a scoundrel ?

Wel |, who but 1?" he answered hinself. "And then, is this the
only thing?" he went on, convicting hinmself. "WAs not ny conduct
towards Mary Vasilievna and her husband base and di sgusting? And
my position with regard to nmoney? To use riches considered by ne
unl awful on the plea that they are inherited fromny nother? And
the whole of ny idle, detestable |ife? And ny conduct towards
Katusha to crown all? Knave and scoundrel! Let nmen judge ne as
they like, | can deceive them but nyself | cannot deceive."

And, suddenly, he understood that the aversion he had lately, and
particularly to-day, felt for everybody--the Prince and Sophia
Vasi |l i evna and Corney and M ssy--was an aversion for hinself.

And, strange to say, in this acknow edgenent of his baseness
there was sonet hing pai nful yet joyful and quieting.

More than once in Nekhludoff's |ife there had been what he called
a "cleansing of the soul." By "cleansing of the soul" he neant a
state of mind in which, after a |long period of sluggish inner
life, a total cessation of its activity, he began to clear out

all the rubbish that had accunul ated in his soul, and was the
cause of the cessation of the true life. H's soul needed

cl eansing as a watch does. After such an awakeni ng Nekhl udof f

al ways nmade sone rules for hinself which he neant to foll ow
forever after, wote his diary, and began afresh a |life which he
hoped never to change again. "Turning over a new |leaf," he called
it to hinmself in English. But each tine the tenptati ons of the
world entrapped him and without noticing it he fell again, often
| ower than before.

Thus he had several tines in his life raised and cl eansed
himsel f. The first tinme this happened was during the sumrer he
spent with his aunts; that was his nost vital and rapturous
awakening, and its effects had |lasted some tine. Another
awakeni ng was when he gave up civil service and joined the arny
at war tine, ready to sacrifice his Iife. But here the choking-up
process was soon acconplished. Then an awakeni ng came when he

I eft the arny and went abroad, devoting hinself to art.

Fromthat time until this day a | ong period had el apsed wi thout
any cl eansing, and therefore the discord between the demands of
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hi s conscience and the Iife he was | eading was greater than it
had ever been before. He was horror-struck when he saw how great
t he divergence was. It was so great and the defilenent so
conplete that he despaired of the possibility of getting

cl eansed. "Have you not tried before to perfect yourself and
become better, and nothing has come of it?" whispered the voice
of the tenpter within. "Wat is the use of trying any nore? Are
you the only one?--All are alike, such is life," whispered the
voice. But the free spiritual being, which alone is true, alone
powerful, alone eternal, had al ready awakened i n Nekhl udoff, and
he coul d not but believe it. Enornmous though the distance was
bet ween what he wi shed to be and what he was, nothing appeared

i nsurnmount able to the new y-awakened spiritual being.

"At any cost | will break this lie which binds ne and confess
everything, and will tell everybody the truth, and act the truth,
"he said resolutely, aloud. "I shall tell Mssy the truth, tel
her I ama profligate and cannot marry her, and have only

usel essly upset her. | shall tell Mary Vasilievna. . . Oh, there
is nothing to tell her. | shall tell her husband that I

scoundrel that | am have been deceiving him | shall dispose of
the inheritance in such a way as to acknow edge the truth.
shall tell her, Katusha, that | ama scoundrel and have sinned

towards her, and will do all | can to ease her lot. Yes, | wll
see her, and will ask her to forgive ne.

"Yes, | will beg her pardon, as children do." . . . He
stopped---"will marry her if necessary." He stopped again, folded
his hands in front of his breast as he used to do when a little
child, lifted his eyes, and said, addressing sone one: "Lord,

help me, teach nme, conme enter within nme and purify nme of all this
aboni nation."

He prayed, asking God to help him to enter into himand cl eanse
hi m and what he was praying for had happened already: the God
wi t hi n hi m had awakened his consci ousness. He felt hinself one
with HHm and therefore felt not only the freedom fulness and
joy of life, but all the power of righteousness. All, all the
best that a man could do he felt capable of doing.

Hs eyes filled with tears as he was saying all this to hinself,
good and bad tears: good because they were tears of joy at the
awakeni ng of the spiritual being within him the being which had
been asleep all these years; and bad tears because they were
tears of tenderness to hinmself at his own goodness.

He felt hot, and went to the w ndow and opened it. The w ndow
opened into a garden. It was a noonlit, quiet, fresh night; a
vehicle rattled past, and then all was still. The shadow of a
tall poplar fell on the ground just opposite the w ndow, and al
the intricate pattern of its bare branches was clearly defined on
the clean swept gravel. To the left the roof of a coach-house
shone white in the nmoonlight, in front the black shadow of the
garden wall was visible through the tangl ed branches of the
trees.

Nekhl udoff gazed at the roof, the noonlit garden, and the shadows
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of the poplar, and drank in the fresh, invigorating air

"How del i ghtful, how delightful; oh, God, how delightful" he
sai d, neaning that which was going on in his soul

CHAPTER XXI X.
MASLOVA I N PRI SON

Masl ova reached her cell only at six in the evening, tired and
footsore, having, unaccustoned as she was to wal ki ng, gone 10
mles on the stony road that day. She was crushed by the
unexpectedly severe sentence and tornented by hunger. During the
first interval of her trial, when the soldiers were eating bread
and hard-boil ed eggs in her presence, her nmouth watered and she
real i sed she was hungry, but considered it beneath her dignity to
beg of them Three hours later the desire to eat had passed, and
she felt only weak. It was then she received the unexpected
sentence. At first she thought she had nade a m stake; she could
not imagi ne herself as a convict in Siberia, and could not

beli eve what she heard. But seeing the quiet, business-like faces
of judges and jury, who heard this news as if it were perfectly
natural and expected, she grew i ndignant, and proclai ned | oudly
to the whole Court that she was not guilty. Finding that her cry
was al so taken as sonething natural and expected, and feeling

i ncapabl e of altering matters, she was horror-struck and began to
weep in despair, knowi ng that she nmust submit to the cruel and
surprising injustice that had been done her. Wat astoni shed her
nost was that young nen--or, at any rate, not old nen--the sane
men who al ways | ooked so approvingly at her (one of them the
public prosecutor, she had seen in quite a different hunour) had
condemmed her. While she was sitting in the prisoners' room
before the trial and during the intervals, she saw these nen

| ooking in at the open door pretending they had to pass there on
sonme business, or enter the room and gaze on her with approval.
And then, for sone unknown reason, these same nen had condemed
her to hard | abour, though she was innocent of the charge laid
agai nst her. At first she cried, but then quieted down and sat
perfectly stunned in the prisoners' room waiting to be |ed back
She wanted only two things now-tobacco and strong drink. In this
state Botchkova and Kartinkin found her when they were led into
the sane room after being sentenced. Botchkova began at once to
scold her, and call her a "convict."

"Well! What have you gai ned? justified yourself, have you? Wat
you have deserved, that you've got. Qut in Siberia you'll give up
your finery, no fear!"”

Masl ova sat with her hands inside her sleeves, hangi ng her head
and looking in front of her at the dirty floor w thout noving,
only saying: "I don't bother you, so don't you bother nme. | don't
bot her you, do I?" she repeated this several tines, and was
silent again. She did brighten up a little when Botchkova and
Kartinkin were | ed away and an attendant brought her three

roubl es.
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"Are you Masl ova?" he asked. "Here you are; a |lady sent it you,"
he said, giving her the noney.

"A | ady--what | ady?"
"You just take it. I'mnot going to talk to you."

This nmoney was sent by Kitaeva, the keeper of the house in which
she used to |live. As she was |eaving the court she turned to the
usher with the question whether she m ght give Maslova a little
noney. The usher said she might. Having got permn ssion, she
removed the three-buttoned Swedi sh kid gl ove from her plunp,
white hand, and from an el egant purse brought fromthe back folds
of her silk skirt took a pile of coupons, [in Russia coupons cut
of f interest-bearing papers are often used as noney] just cut

off fromthe interest-bearing papers which she had earned in her
establishnent, chose one worth 2 roubles and 50 copecks, added
two 20 and one 10-copeck coins, and gave all this to the usher
The usher called an attendant, and in his presence gave the
noney.

"Bel ease to giff it accurately,"” said Carolina Al bertovna
Ki t aeva.

The attendant was hurt by her want of confidence, and that was
why he treated Masl ova so brusquely. Maslova was gl ad of the
noney, because it could give her the only thing she now desired.
"If | could but get cigarettes and take a whiff!l" she said to
hersel f, and all her thoughts centred on the one desire to snoke
and drink. She longed for spirits so that she tasted them and
felt the strength they would give her; and she greedily breathed
in the air when the funes of tobacco reached her fromthe door of
a roomthat opened into the corridor. But she had to wait |ong,
for the secretary, who should have given the order for her to go,
forgot about the prisoners while tal king and even disputing with
one of the advocates about the article forbidden by the censor

At |ast, about five o' clock, she was allowed to go, and was |ed
away through the back door by her escort, the Nijni man and the
Tchoovash. Then, still within the entrance to the Law Courts, she
gave them 50 copecks, asking themto get her two rolls and sone
cigarettes. The Tchoovash | aughed, took the noney, and said, "Al
right; I'll get "em" and really got her the rolls and the
cigarettes and honestly returned the change. She was not all owed
to snoke on the way, and, with her craving unsatisfied, she

conti nued her way to the prison. When she was brought to the gate
of the prison, a hundred convicts who had arrived by rail were
being led in. The convicts, bearded, clean-shaven, old, young,
Russi ans, foreigners, sonme with their heads shaved and rattling
with the chains on their feet, filled the anteroomw th dust,

noi se and an acid snell of perspiration. Passing Maslova, all the
convicts | ooked at her, and sone came up to her and brushed her
as they passed.

"Ay, here's a wench--a fine one," said one.

"My respects to you, mss," said another, w nking at her. One
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dark man with a noustache, the rest of his face and the back of
hi s head cl ean shaved, rattling with his chains and catching her
feet in them sprang near and enbraced her

"What! don't you know your chun®? Come, cone; don't give yourself
airs," showing his teeth and his eyes glittering when she pushed
hi m away.

"You rascal! what are you up to?" shouted the inspector's
assistant, conming in from behind. The convict shrank back and
junmped away. The assistant assailed Masl ova.

"What are you here for?"

Masl ova was going to say she had been brought back fromthe Law
Courts, but she was so tired that she did not care to speak.

"She has returned fromthe Law Courts, sir," said one of the
sol diers, conming forward with his fingers lifted to his cap

"Well, hand her over to the chief warder. | won't have this sort
of thing."
"Yes, sir."

"Sokol of f, take her in!" shouted the assistant inspector

The chi ef warder came up, gave Maslova a slap on the shoul der

and nmaking a sign with his head for her to follow led her into
the corridor of the wonen's ward. There she was searched, and as
not hi ng prohi bited was found on her (she had hi dden her box of
cigarettes inside a roll) she was led to the cell she had left in
t he norning.

CHAPTER XXX.
THE CELL.
The cell in which Maslova was inprisoned was a | arge room 21 feet

long and 10 feet broad; it had two wi ndows and a | arge stove.
Two-thirds of the space were taken up by shelves used as beds.
The pl anks they were made of had war ped and shrunk. Opposite the
door hung a dark-col oured icon with a wax candle sticking to it
and a bunch of everlastings hanging down fromit. By the door to
the right there was a dark spot on the floor on which stood a
stinking tub. The inspection had taken place and the women were
| ocked up for the night.

The occupants of this roomwere 15 persons, including three
children. It was still quite light. Only two of the wonmen were
I ying down: a consunptive wonman inprisoned for theft, and an

i di ot who spent nost of her tine in sleep and who was arrested
because she had no passport. The consunptive woman was nhot

asl eep, but lay with w de open eyes, her cloak fol ded under her
head, trying to keep back the phlegmthat irritated her throat,
and not to cough.
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Some of the other wonen, nost of whom had nothi ng on but coarse
brown hol |l and chemni ses, stood | ooking out of the w ndow at the
convicts down in the yard, and some sat sewi ng. Anpong the latter
was the ol d woman, Korabl eva, who had seen Maslova off in the
norni ng. She was a tall, strong, gloony-Ilooking woman; her fair
hai r, which had begun to turn grey on the tenples, hung down in a
short plait. She was sentenced to hard | abour in Siberia because
she had killed her husband with an axe for making up to their
daughter. She was at the head of the wonen in the cell, and found
means of carrying on a trade in spirits with them Beside her sat
anot her worman sewi ng a coarse canvas sack. This was the wife of a
rail way watchman, [There are small watchnen's cottages at

di stances of about one mile fromeach other along the Russian
rail ways, and the watchnmen or their wives have to neet every
train.] inprisoned for three nonths because she did not cone out
with the flags to neet a train that was passing, and an acci dent
had occurred. She was a short, snub-nosed woman, with small,

bl ack eyes; kind and tal kative. The third of the wonmen who were
sewi ng was Theodosia, a quiet young girl, white and rosy, very
pretty, with bright child' s eyes, and long fair plaits which she
wore tw sted round her head. She was in prison for attenpting to
poi son her husband. She had done this i mediately after her
weddi ng (she had been given in narriage without her consent at
the age of 16) because her husband woul d give her no peace. But
in the eight nonths during which she had been | et out on bail

she had not only nmade it up with her husband, but conme to |ove
him so that when her trial cane they were heart and soul to one
anot her. Al though her husband, her father-in-law, but especially
her nother-in-law, who had grown very fond of her, did all they
could to get her acquitted, she was sentenced to hard | abour in
Si beria. The kind, merry, ever-snling Theodosia had a place next
Masl ova's on the shelf bed, and had grown so fond of her that she
took it upon herself as a duty to attend and wait on her. Two

ot her wonen were sitting without any work at the other end of the
shel f bedstead. One was a woman of about 40, with a pale, thin
face, who once probably had been very handsome. She sat with her
baby at her thin, white breast. The crinme she had comm tted was
that when a recruit was, according to the peasants' view,
unlawful ly taken fromtheir village, and the people stopped the
police officer and took the recruit away fromhim she (an aunt

of the lad unlawfully taken) was the first to catch hold of the
bridle of the horse on which he was being carried off. The other
who sat doing nothing, was a kindly, grey-haired old woman,
hunchbacked and with a flat bosom She sat behind the stove on

t he bedshel f, and pretended to catch a fat four-year-old boy, who
ran backwards and forwards in front of her, laughing gaily. This
boy had only a little shirt on and his hair was cut short. As he
ran past the old wonman he kept repeating, "There, haven't caught
me!" This old woman and her son were accused of incendiarism

She bore her inprisonment with perfect cheerful ness, but was
concer ned about her son, and chiefly about her "old man," who she
feared would get into a terrible state with no one to wash for
hi m Besides these seven wonen, there were four standing at one
of the open wi ndows, holding on to the iron bars. They were
maki ng signs and shouting to the convicts whom Masl ova had net
when returning to prison, and who were now passi ng through the
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yard. One of these wonen was big and heavy, with a flabby body,
red hair, and freckled on her pale yellow face, her hands, and
her fat neck. She shouted sonething in a |oud, raucous voice, and
| aughed hoarsely. This woman was serving her termfor theft.

Besi de her stood an awkward, dark little woman, no bigger than a
child of ten, with a |Iong waist and very short |legs, a red,

bl otchy face, thick lips which did not hide her |ong teeth, and
eyes too far apart. She broke by fits and starts into screeching
| aughter at what was going on in the yard. She was to be tried
for stealing and incendiarism They called her Khoroshavka.
Behind her, in a very dirty grey chenise, stood a thin,

m ser abl e-|1 ooki ng pregnant woman, who was to be tried for

conceal nent of theft. This woman stood silent, but kept smling
with pleasure and approval at what was going on below. Wth these
st ood a peasant wonan of medi um hei ght, the nmother of the boy who
was playing with the old wonan and of a seven-year-old girl.
These were in prison with her because she had no one to | eave
themwi th. She was serving her termof inprisonnment for illicit
sale of spirits. She stood a little further fromthe w ndow
knitting a stocking, and though she |listened to the other

pri soners' words she shook her head di sapprovingly, frowned, and
cl osed her eyes. But her seven-year-old daughter stood in her
little chem se, her flaxen hair done up in a little pigtail, her
bl ue eyes fixed, and, holding the red-haired woman by the skirt,
attentively listened to the words of abuse that the wonen and the
convicts flung at each other, and repeated themsoftly, as if

| earning them by heart. The twelfth prisoner, who paid no
attention to what was going on, was a very tall, stately girl,

t he daughter of a deacon, who had drowned her baby in a well. She
went about with bare feet, wearing only a dirty chem se. The
thick, short plait of her fair hair had conme undone and hung down
di shevel l ed, and she paced up and down the free space of the
cell, not looking at any one, turning abruptly every tine she
came up to the wall

CHAPTER XXXI .
THE PRI SONERS.

When the padl ock rattled and the door opened to |et Maslova into
the cell, all turned towards her. Even the deacon's daughter
stopped for a nonent and | ooked at her with lifted brows before
resum ng her steady striding up and down.

Kor abl eva stuck her needle into the brown sacking and | ooked
guestioningly at Maslova through her spectacles. "Eh, eh, deary
me, so you have cone back. And | felt sure they'd acquit you. So
you've got it?" She took off her spectacles and put her work down
besi de her on the shelf bed.

"And here have | and the old | ady been saying, 'Wy, it may wel
be they'll let her go free at once.' Wy, it happens, ducky,
they'll even give you a heap of noney sonetinmes, that's sure,"
the watchman's wi fe began, in her singing voice: "Yes, we were
wondering, 'Wiy's she so |long? And now just see what it is.
Wel |, our guessing was no use. The Lord willed otherw se," she
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went on in nusical tones.

"Is it possible? Have they sentenced you?" asked Theodosia, with
concern, |ooking at Maslova with her bright blue, child-Iike
eyes; and her nerry young face changed as if she were going to
cry.

Masl ova did not answer, but went on to her place, the second from
the end, and sat down besi de Korabl eva.

"Have you eaten anything?" said Theodosia, rising and com ng up
to Masl ova.

Masl ova gave no reply, but putting the rolls on the bedstead,
took of f her dusty cloak, the kerchief off her curly black head,
and began pulling off her shoes. The ol d wonman who had been

pl aying with the boy came up and stood in front of Maslova. "Tz,
tz, tz," she clicked with her tongue, shaking her head pityingly.
The boy also came up with her, and, putting out his upper |ip,
stared with wi de open eyes at the roll Maslova had brought. Wen
Masl ova saw t he synpathetic faces of her fell ow prisoners, her
lips trenbled and she felt inclined to cry, but she succeeded in
restraining herself until the old wonan and the boy cane up.
When she heard the kind, pitying clicking of the old wonman's
tongue, and net the boy's serious eyes turned fromthe roll to
her face, she could bear it no |onger; her face quivered and she
burst into sobs.

"Didn't | tell you to insist on having a proper advocate?" said
Nor abl eva. "Well, what is it? Exile?"

Masl ova coul d not answer, but took frominside the roll a box of
cigarettes, on which was a picture of a lady with hair done up
very high and dress cut lowin front, and passed the box to

Kor abl eva. Korabl eva | ooked at it and shook her head, chiefly
because see did not approve of Maslova's putting her noney to

such bad use; but still she took out a cigarette, lit it at the
| anp, took a puff, and alnmost forced it into Masl ova' s hand.
Masl ova, still crying, began greedily to inhale the tobacco

snmoke. "Penal servitude," she nuttered, blow ng out the snoke and
sobbi ng.

"Don't they fear the Lord, the cursed soul -slayers?" nuttered
Kor abl eva, "sentencing the lass for nothing." At this nmonment the
sound of |oud, coarse |aughter cane fromthe wonmen who were stil
at the window. The little girl also |aughed, and her childish
treble m xed with the hoarse and screeching |aughter of the

ot hers. One of the convicts outside had done sonething that
produced this effect on the onl ookers.

"Lawks! see the shaved hound, what he's doing," said the

red- hai red wonman, her whol e fat body shaking with |aughter; and
| eani ng agai nst the grating she shouted neaning | ess obscene
wor ds.

"Ugh, the fat fright's cackling," said Korableva, who disliked
the red-haired woman. Then, turning to Maslova again, she asked:
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"How many years?"
"Four," said Maslova, and the tears ran down her cheeks in such
profusion that one fell on the cigarette. Maslova crunpled it up
angrily and took another.

Though the watchman's wife did not snoke she picked up the
cigarette Masl ova had thrown away and began straightening it out,
tal ki ng unceasi ngly.

"There, now, ducky, so it's true," she said. "Truth's gone to the
dogs and they do what they please, and here we were guessing that
you'd go free. Norableva says, 'She'll go free." | say, 'No,' say
I. "No, dear, ny heart tells ne they'Il give it her.' And so it's
turned out," she went on, evidently listening with pleasure to
her own voice

The wonen who had been standing by the wi ndow now al so canme up to
Masl ova, the convicts who had anused them havi ng gone away. The
first to come up were the woman inprisoned for illicit trade in
spirits, and her little girl. "Wy such a hard sentence?" asked
the woman, sitting down by Maslova and knitting fast.

"Why so hard? Because there's no noney. That's why! Had there
been noney, and had a good |l awer that's up to their tricks been
hired, they'd have acquitted her, no fear," said Korabl eva.
"There's what's-his-nane--that hairy one with the long nose. He'd
bring you out clean frompitch, num he would. Ah, if we'd only
had hinm"

"Hm indeed," said Khoroshavka. "Wiy, he won't spit at you for
| ess than a thousand roubles."

"Seens you' ve been born under an unlucky star,"” interrupted the
old woman who was i nprisoned for incendiarism "Only think, to
entice the lad's wife and | ock himhinself up to feed vernmin, and

me, too, in my old days--" she began to retell her story for the
hundredth time. "If it isn't the beggar's staff it's the prison
Yes, the beggar's staff and the prison don't wait for an
invitation."

"Ah, it seens that's the way with all of them" said the spirit
trader; and after looking at her little girl she put down her
knitting, and, drawing the child between her knees, began to
search her head with deft fingers. "Wiy do you sell spirits?" she
went on. "Why? but what's one to feed the children on?"

These words brought back to Maslova's nmind her craving for drink

"Alittle vodka," she said to Korableva, wiping the tears with
her sl eeve and sobbing | ess frequently.
"All right, fork out," said Korabl eva.

CHAPTER XXXI | .
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A PRI SON QUARREL.

Masl ova got the noney, which she had also hidden in a roll, and
passed the coupon to Korabl eva. Korabl eva accepted it, though she
could not read, trusting to Khoroshavka, who knew everything, and
who said that the slip of paper was worth 2 roubles 50 copecks,
then clinbed up to the ventilator, where she had hidden a snall
flask of vodka. Seeing this, the wonen whose places were further
of f went away. Meanwhile Masl ova shook the dust out of her cloak
and kerchief, got up on the bedstead, and began eating a roll

"I kept your tea for you," said Theodosia, getting down fromthe
shelf a nmug and a tin teapot wapped in a rag, "but I'mafraid it
is quite cold." The liquid was quite cold and tasted nore of tin
than of tea, yet Maslova filled the nug and began drinking it
with her roll. "Finashka, here you are," she said, breaking off a
bit of the roll and giving it to the boy, who stood | ooking at

her nout h.

Meanwhi | e Kor abl eva handed the flask of vodka and a mug to
Masl ova, who offered some to her and to Khoroshavka. These
prisoners were considered the aristocracy of the cell because
they had sone noney, and shared what they possessed with the
ot hers.

In a few nonments Masl ova brightened up and related nerrily what

had happened at the court, and what had struck her nobst, i.e.,
how all the nmen had foll owed her wherever she went. In the court
they all | ooked at her, she said, and kept conming into the

prisoners' room while she was there.

"One of the soldiers even says, 'It's all to |ook at you that
they come.' One would come in, 'Where is such a paper?' or
sonmething, but | see it is not the paper he wants; he just
devours me with his eyes," she said, shaking her head. "Regul ar
artists.”

"Yes, that's so," said the watchman's wife, and ran on in her
musi cal strain, "they're like flies after sugar."

"And here, too," Maslova interrupted her, "the sane thing. They
can do without anything else. But the likes of themw Il go

Wi t hout bread sooner than miss that! Hardly had they brought ne
back when in cones a gang fromthe railway. They pestered ne so,
I did not know how to rid nmyself of them Thanks to the
assistant, he turned themoff. One bothered so, | hardly got
away. "

"VWhat's he |ike?" asked Khoroshevka.

“"Dark, wi th noustaches."

“I't nust be him"

"Hi m -who?"

"Why, Schegloff; himas has just gone by."
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"What's he, this Schegl of f?"

"What, she don't know Schegl of f? Why, he ran twice from Si beri a.
Now t hey've got him but he'll run away. The warders thensel ves
are afraid of him" said Khoroshavka, who managed to exchange
notes with the nale prisoners and knew all that went on in the
prison. "He'll run away, that's flat."

"If he does go away you and |'Il have to stay," said Korableva,

turning to Maslova, "but you'd better tell us now what the
advocate says about petitioning. Now s the tinme to hand it in.

Masl ova answered that she knew nothing about it.

At that nonent the red-haired womman cane up to the "aristocracy"
with both freckled hands in her thick hair, scratching her head
with her nails.

“I"1l tell you all about it, Katerina," she began. "First and
forenost, you'll have to wite down you' re dissatisfied with the
sentence, then give notice to the Procureur.”

"What do you want here?" said Korableva angrily; "snell the
vodka, do you? Your chatter's not wanted. W know what to do

wi t hout your advice."

"No one's speaking to you; what do you stick your nose in for?"

"I't's vodka you want; that's why you come wiggling yourself in
here. ™

"Well, offer her some," said Maslova, always ready to share
anyt hi ng she possessed with anybody.

“I'"l'l offer her sonething."

"Conme on then," said the red-haired one, advancing towards
Kor abl eva. "Ah! think I'mafraid of such as you?"

"Convict fright!"

"That's her as says it."

"Slut!"

"I? A slut? Convict! Miurderess!"™ screaned the red-haired one.

"Go away, | tell you," said Korableva gloomly, but the

red- haired one cane nearer and Korabl eva struck her in the chest.

The red-haired woman seened only to have waited for this, and
with a sudden novenment caught hold of Korableva's hair with one
hand and with the other struck her in the face. Korableva seized
this hand, and Masl ova and Khoroshavka caught the red-haired
woman by her arms, trying to pull her away, but she let go the
old woman's hair with her hand only to twist it round her fist.
Kor abl eva, with her head bent to one side, was dealing out blows
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with one armand trying to catch the red-haired wonan's hand with
her teeth, while the rest of the wonmen crowded round, screaning
and trying to separate the fighters; even the consunptive one
came up and stood coughing and watching the fight. The children
cried and huddl ed together. The noise brought the wonman warder
and a jailer. The fighting wonen were separated; and Korabl eva,
taking out the bits of torn hair fromher head, and the

red- haired one, holding her torn chenm se together over her yellow
breast, began loudly to conplain.

"I know, it's all the vodka. Wait a bit; I'Il tell the inspector
tomorrow. He'll give it you. Can't | snell it? Mnd, get it al
out of the way, or it will be the worse for you," said the

warder. "We've no tinme to settle your disputes. Get to your
pl aces and be quiet."

But qui et was not soon re-established. For a long tinme the wonen
went on disputing and explaining to one another whose fault it
all was. At last the warder and the jailer left the cell, the
wonen grew qui eter and began going to bed, and the old worman went
to the icon and commenced praying.

"The two jailbirds have net," the red-haired woman suddenly
called out in a hoarse voice fromthe other end of the shelf
beds, acconpanying every word with frightfully vile abuse.
"M nd you don't get it again," Korableva replied, also adding
wor ds of abuse, and both were quiet again

"Had | not been stopped I'd have pulled your damed eyes out,"
agai n began the red-haired one, and an answer of the sanme kind
foll owed from Korabl eva. Then again a short interval and nore
abuse. But the intervals becane | onger and | onger, as when a

t hunder-cloud is passing, and at last all was quiet.

Al were in bed, sone began to snore; and only the ol d worman, who
al ways prayed a long time, went on bowi ng before the icon and the
deacon's daughter, who had got up after the warder left, was
paci ng up and down the room again. Maslova kept thinking that she
was now a convict condemmed to hard | abour, and had tw ce been
rem nded of this--once by Botchkova and once by the red-haired
woman--and she could not reconcile herself to the thought.

Kor abl eva, who lay next to her, turned over in her bed.

"There now," said Maslova in a | ow voice; "who would have thought
it? See what others do and get nothing for it."

"Never mind, girl. People nmanage to live in Siberia. As for you,
you'll not be lost there either,"” Korableva said, trying to
confort her.

"I know I'll not be lost; still it is hard. It's not such a fate
| want--1, who amused to a confortable |life."

"Ah, one can't go agai nst God," said Korableva, with a sigh.
"One can't, ny dear.”
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"I know, granny. Still, it's hard."
They were silent for a while.

"Do you hear that baggage?" whi spered Korabl eva, draw ng
Masl ova's attention to a strange sound proceeding fromthe other
end of the room

This sound was the snothered sobbing of the red-haired woman. The
red- hai red wonman was cryi ng because she had been abused and had
not got any of the vodka she wanted so badly; also because she
renmenbered how all her |ife she had been abused, nocked at,

of fended, beaten. Renenbering this, she pitied herself, and,

t hi nki ng no one heard her, began crying as children cry, sniffing
with her nose and swallowi ng the salt tears.

"I"'msorry for her," said Maslova
"Of course one is sorry," said Korableva, "but she shouldn't cone
bot heri ng." Resurrection

CHAPTER XXXI 11
THE LEAVEN AT WORK- - NEKHLUDOFF' S DOMESTI C CHANGES.

The next norni ng Nekhl udof f awoke, conscious that sonething had
happened to him and even before he had renmenbered what it was he
knew it to be sonmething inportant and good.

"Katusha--the trial!" Yes, he nust stop lying and tell the whole
truth.

By a strange coincidence on that very norning he received the
| ong- expected letter from Mary Vasilievna, the wife of the
Mar echal de Nobl esse, the very letter he particularly needed.
She gave himfull freedom and w shed him happiness in his

i ntended marri age.

"Marriage!" he repeated with irony. "How far I amfromall that
at present.”

And he renmenbered the plans he had forned the day before, to tel

t he husband everything, to nake a clean breast of it, and express
his readiness to give himany kind of satisfaction. But this
nmorning this did not seem so easy as the day before. And, then

al so, why make a man unhappy by telling himwhat he does not
know? Yes, if he cane and asked, he would tell himall, but to go
purposely and tell--no! that was unnecessary.

And telling the whole truth to Mssy seened just as difficult
this nmorning. Again, he could not begin to speak w thout offence.
As in many worldly affairs, something had to remai n unexpressed.
Only one thing he decided on, i.e., not to visit there, and to
tell the truth if asked

But in connection with Katusha, nothing was to remain unspoken.
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"I shall go to the prison and shall tell her every thing, and ask
her to forgive ne. And if need be--yes, if need be, | shall marry
her," he thought.

This idea, that he was ready to sacrifice all on noral grounds,
and marry her, again nmade him feel very tender towards hinself.
Concerning noney matters he resolved this norning to arrange them
in accord with his conviction, that the hol ding of |anded
property was unlawful. Even if he should not be strong enough to
gi ve up everything, he would still do what he could, not

decei ving hinmself or others.

It was long since he had net the coming day with so nmuch energy.
When Agraphena Petrovna cane in, he told her, with nore firmmess
than he thought hinself capable of, that he no | onger needed this
| odgi ng nor her services. There had been a tacit understanding
that he was keeping up so | arge and expensive an establishnent
because he was thinking of getting married. The giving up of the
house had, therefore, a special neaning. Agraphena Petrovna

| ooked at himin surprise.

"1 thank you very nuch, Agraphena Petrovna, for all your care for
me, but | no longer require so |arge a house nor so many
servants. If you wish to help me, be so good as to settle about
the things, put themaway as it used to be done during nmanmma's
life, and when Natasha conmes she will see to everything." Natasha
was Nekhl udoff's sister.

Agr aphena Petrovna shook her head. "See about the things? Wy,
they'Il be required again,"” she said.

"No, they won't, Agraphena Petrovna; | assure you they won't be
required," said Nekhludoff, in answer to what the shaking of her
head had expressed. "Please tell Corney also that | shall pay him
two nonths' wages, but shall have no further need of him"

"It is a pity, Dmtri Ivanovitch, that you should think of doing
this,"” she said. "Well, supposing you go abroad, still you'l
require a place of residence again."”

"You are mi staken in your thoughts, Agraphena Petrovna; | am not
goi ng abroad. If | go on a journey, it will be to quite a
different place." He suddenly blushed very red. "Yes, | nust tel
her," he thought; "no hiding; everybody nust be told."

"A very strange and inportant thing happened to nme yesterday. Do
you renmenber my Aunt Mary |vanovna's Katusha?"

"Oh, yes. Wiy, | taught her how to sew. "

"Well, this Katusha was tried in the Court and | was on the
jury.”

"Ch, Lord! What a pity!" cried Agraphena Petrovna. Wat was she
being tried for?"

"Murder; and it is | have done it all."
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"Well, nowthis is very strange; how could you do it all?"
"Yes, | amthe cause of it all; and it is this that has altered
all ny plans.™

"What difference can it nake to you?"

"This difference: that |, being the cause of her getting on to
that path, nmust do all | can to help her."

"That is just according to your own good pl easure; you are not
particularly in fault there. It happens to every one, and if
one's reasonable, it all gets snoothed over and forgotten," she
said, seriously and severely. "Wy should you place it to your
account? There's no need. | had already heard before that she had
strayed fromthe right path. Well, whose fault is it?"

"Mne! that's why | want to put it right."
"It is hard to put right."

"That is ny business. But if you are thinking about yourself,
then I will tell you that, as mammm expressed the wi sh--"

"I am not thinking about nyself. | have been so bountifully
treated by the dear defunct, that | desire nothing. Lisenka" (her
marri ed niece) "has been inviting nme, and | shall go to her when
| am not wanted any longer. Only it is a pity you should take
this so to heart; it happens to everybody."

"Well, 1 do not think so. And | still beg that you will help ne
let this |odging and put away the things. And pl ease do not be
angry with nme. | amvery, very grateful to you for all you have
done. "

And, strangely, fromthe nmonment Nekhl udoff realised that it was
he who was so bad and disgusting to hinself, others were no

| onger disgusting to hint on the contrary, he felt a kindly
respect for Agraphena Petrovna, and for Corney.

He woul d have liked to go and confess to Corney al so, but
Corney's manner was so insinuatingly deferential that he had not
the resolution to do it.

On the way to the Law Courts, passing along the sanme streets with
the sanme isvostchik as the day before, he was surprised what a
different being he felt hinself to be. The marriage with M ssy,
whi ch only yesterday seened so probabl e, appeared quite

i mpossi bl e now. The day before he felt it was for himto choose,
and had no doubts that she would be happy to marry him to-day he
felt hinmself unworthy not only of marrying, but even of being
intimate with her. "If she only knew what | am nothing would

i nduce her to receive nme. And only yesterday | was finding fault
wi th her because she flirted with N---. Anyhow, even if she
consented to marry me, could | be, | won't say happy, but at
peace, knowi ng that the other was here in prison, and woul d
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to-day or to-norrow he taken to Siberia with a gang of other

pri soners, while | accepted congratul ations and made calls with
my young wife; or while |I count the votes at the neetings, for
and agai nst the notion brought forward by the rural inspection,
etc., together with the Marechal de Nobl esse, whom | abom nably
decei ve, and afterwards nmake appointnents with his wife (how
abom nable!) or while I continue to work at my picture, which
will certainly never get finished? Besides, | have no business to
waste tinme on such things. | can do nothing of the kind now " he
continued to hinmself, rejoicing at the change he felt within
hinself. "The first thing nowis to see the advocate and find out
his decision, and then . . . then go and see her and tell her
everything."

And when he pictured to hinself how he would see her, and tel

her all, confess his sin to her, and tell her that he would do
all in his power to atone for his sin, he was touched at his own
goodness, and the tears cane to his eyes.

CHAPTER XXXI V.
THE ABSURDI TY OF LAW - REFLECTI ONS OF A JURYMAN.

On coning into the Law Courts Nekhludoff net the usher of
yesterday, who to-day seened to himnuch to be pitied, in the
corridor, and asked hi mwhere those prisoners who had been
sentenced were kept, and to whom one had to apply for permn ssion
to visit them The usher told himthat the condemmed prisoners
were kept in different places, and that, until they received
their sentence in its final form the perm ssion to visit them
depended on the president. "1'Il come and call you nyself, and
take you to the president after the session. The president is not
even here at present. After the session! And now pl ease cone in;
we are going to commence."

Nekhl udof f thanked the usher for his kindness, and went into the
jurymen's room As he was approaching the room the other jurymen
were just leaving it to go into the court. The merchant had again
partaken of a little refreshnent, and was as nerry as the day
before, and greeted Nekhludoff like an old friend. And to-day

Pet er Gerasinovitch did not arouse any unpleasant feelings in
Nekhl udoff by his famliarity and his | oud | aughter. Nekhl udoff
woul d have liked to tell all the jurymen about his relations to
yesterday's prisoner. "By rights," he thought, "I ought to have
got up yesterday during the trial and disclosed nmy guilt."

He entered the court with the other jurymen, and wi tnessed the
sane procedure as the day before.

"The judges are com ng," was again proclaimed, and again three
men, with enbroidered collars, ascended the platform and there
was the sane settling of the jury on the high-backed chairs, the
same gendarnmes, the sane portraits, the sanme priest, and

Nekhl udoff felt that, though he knew what he ought to do, he
could not interrupt all this solemity. The preparations for the
trials were just the sanme as the day before, excepting that the
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swearing in of the jury and the president's address to them were
om tted.

The case before the Court this day was one of burglary. The

pri soner, guarded by two gendarnmes with naked swords, was a thin,
narrow chested | ad of 20, with a bl oodl ess, sallow face, dressed
in a grey cloak. He sat alone in the prisoner's dock. This boy
was accused of having, together with a conpani on, broken the | ock
of a shed and stolen several old mats valued at 3 roubles [the
rouble is worth a little over two shillings, and contains 100
copecks] and 67 copecks. According to the indictment, a

pol i ceman had stopped this boy as he was passing with his
conpani on, who was carrying the mats on his shoul der. The boy and
hi s conpani on confessed at once, and were both inprisoned. The
boy's conpanion, a locksmith, died in prison, and so the boy was
being tried alone. The old mats were lying on the table as the
objects of material evidence. The business was conducted just in
the sane manner as the day before, with the whole armoury of

evi dence, proofs, w tnesses, swearing in, questions, experts, and
cross-exam nations. In answer to every question put to himby the
president, the prosecutor, or the advocate, the policemn (one of
the witnesses) in variably ejected the words: "just so," or
"Can't tell." Yet, in spite of his being stupefied, and rendered
a nere machine by mlitary discipline, his reluctance to speak
about the arrest of this prisoner was evident. Another witness,
an old house proprietor, and owner of the mats, evidently a rich
ol d man, when asked whether the mats were his, reluctantly
identified them as such. Wen the public prosecutor asked him
what he neant to do with these mats, what use they were to him
he got angry, and answered: "The devil take those mats; | don't
want themat all. Had I known there would be all this bother
about them | should not have gone | ooking for them but would

rat her have added a ten-rouble note or two to them only not to
be dragged here and pestered with questions. | have spent a | ot
on isvostchiks. Besides, | amnot well. | have been suffering
fromrheumatismfor the | ast seven years." It was thus the

W t ness spoke.

The accused hinself confessed everything, and | ooking round
stupidly, like an animal that is caught, related how it had al
happened. Still the public prosecutor, drawi ng up his shoul ders
as he had done the day before, asked subtle questions cal cul ated
to catch a cunning crimnnal

In his speech he proved that the theft had been conmitted froma
dwel | i ng- pl ace, and a | ock had been broken; and that the boy,

t herefore, deserved a heavy puni shment. The advocate appoi nted by
the Court proved that the theft was not comitted froma

dwel I'i ng-pl ace, and that, though the crinme was a serious one, the
pri soner was not so very dangerous to society as the prosecutor
stated. The president assunmed the role of absolute neutrality in
the sane way as he had done on the previous day, and inpressed on
the jury facts which they all knew and could not hel p know ng.
Then came an interval, just as the day before, and they snoked;
and again the usher called out "The judges are coning," and in
the sanme way the two gendarnes sat trying to keep awake and
threatening the prisoner with their naked weapons.
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The proceedi ngs showed that this boy was apprenticed by his
father at a tobacco factory, where he remained five years. This
year he had been di scharged by the owner after a strike, and,
having | ost his place, he wandered about the town wi thout any
work, drinking all he possessed. In a traktir [cheap restaurant]
he met another |ike himself, who had | ost his place before the
pri soner had, a locksnith by trade and a drunkard. One ni ght,

t hose two, both drunk, broke the | ock of a shed and took the
first thing they happened to |l ay hands on. They confessed all and
were put in prison, where the locksmth died while awaiting the
trial. The boy was now being tried as a dangerous creature, from
whom soci ety nust be protected.

"Just as dangerous a creature as yesterday's culprit," thought
Nekhl udoff, listening to all that was going on before him "They
are dangerous, and we who judge then? I, a rake, an adulterer, a
deceiver. W are not dangerous. But, even supposing that this boy
is the nost dangerous of all that are here in the court, what
shoul d he done from a common-sense point of view when he has
been caught? It is clear that he is not an exceptional evil-doer
but a nost ordinary boy; every one sees it--and that he has
become what he is sinply because he got into circunstances that
create such characters, and, therefore, to prevent such a boy
from going wong the circunstances that create these unfortunate
bei ngs nust be done away with.

"But what do we do? W seize one such | ad who happens to get
caught, knowing well that there are thousands |ike himwhom we
have not caught, and send himto prison, where idleness, or nost
unwhol esonme, usel ess | abour is forced on him in conmpany of

ot hers weakened and ensnared by the lives they have |l ed. And then
we send him at the public expense, fromthe Mdscow to the

I rkoutsk Governnment, in conpany with the nost depraved of nen.

"But we do nothing to destroy the conditions in which people Iike
these are produced; on the contrary, we support the
establishnments where they are formed. These establishnments are
wel | known: factories, mlls, workshops, public-houses,

gi n-shops, brothels. And we do not destroy these places, but,

| ooki ng at them as necessary, we support and regulate them W
educate in this way not one, but mllions of people, and then
catch one of them and i nagi ne that we have done sonethi ng, that
we have guarded oursel ves, and nothing nore can be expected of
us. Have we not sent himfromthe Moscow to the Irkoutsk
Government ?" Thus thought Nekhl udoff w th unusual clearness and
vividness, sitting in his high-backed chair next to the col onel
and listening to the different intonations of the advocates',
prosecutor's, and president's voices, and | ooking at their

sel f-confident gestures. "And how nmuch and what hard effort this
pretence requires," continued Nekhludoff in his mnd, glancing
round the enornmous room the portraits, |anps, arncthairs,

uni forms, the thick walls and | arge wi ndows; and picturing to

hi rsel f the trenendous size of the building, and the still nore
ponder ous di mensi ons of the whole of this organisation, with its
army of officials, scribes, watchmen, nmessengers, not only in
this place, but all over Russia, who receive wages for carrying
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on this comedy which no one needs. "Supposing we spent
one-hundredth of these efforts hel ping these castaways, whom we
now only regard as hands and bodies, required by us for our own
peace and confort. Had sone one chanced to take pity on himand
given sonme help at the tine when poverty made them send himto
town, it mght have been sufficient,” Nekhludoff thought, | ooking
at the boy's piteous face. "Or even |l ater, when, after 12 hours
work at the factory, he was going to the public-house, |ed away
by hi s conpani ons, had sonme one then conme and said, 'Don't go,
Vania; it is not right,' he would not have gone, nor got into bad
ways, and woul d not have done any w ong.

"But no; no one who woul d have taken pity on himcame across this
apprentice in the years he lived like a poor little animal in the
town, and with his hair cut close so as not to breed vernmn, and
ran errands for the workmen. No, all he heard and saw, fromthe
ol der workmen and hi s conpani ons, since he cane to live in town,
was that he who cheats, drinks, swears, who gives another a

t hrashi ng, who goes on the loose, is a fine fellow. IIl, his
constitution underm ned by unheal thy |abour, drink, and
debauchery--bewi |l dered as in a dream knocking ainm essly about
town, he gets into sone sort of a shed, and takes fromthere sone
old mats, which nobody needs--and here we, all of us educated
people, rich or confortably off, neet together, dressed in good
clothes and fine uniforns, in a splendid apartnent, to nock this
unfortunate brother of ours whom we oursel ves have rui ned.

"Terriblel It is difficult to say whether the cruelty or the
absurdity is greater, but the one and the other seemto reach
their climx."

Nekhl udoff thought all this, no longer listening to what was
going on , and he was horror-struck by that which was being
revealed to him He could not understand why he had not been able
to see all this before, and why others were unable to see it.

CHAPTER XXXV.
THE PROCUREUR- - NEKHLUDOFF REFUSES TO SERVE

During an interval Nekhludoff got up and went out into the
corridor, with the intention of not returning to the court. Let
them do what they liked with him he could take no nore part in
this awful and horrid tonfoolery.

Havi ng i nquired where the Procureur's cabi net was he went
straight to him The attendant did not wish to let himin, saying
that the Procureur was busy, but Nekhl udoff paid no heed and went
to the door, where he was net by an official. He asked to be
announced to the Procureur, saying he was on the jury and had a
very inportant comrunication to make.

His title and good clothes were of assistance to him The

of ficial announced himto the Procureur, and Nekhl udoff was |et
in. The Procureur met him standing, evidently annoyed at the
persi stence with which Nekhl udoff demanded admittance.
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"What is it you want?" the Procureur asked, severely.

"I amon the jury; my name is Nekhludoff, and it is absolutely
necessary for ne to see the prisoner Maslova," Nekhl udoff said,
qui ckly and resol utely, blushing, and feeling that he was taking
a step which would have a decisive influence on his life.

The Procureur was a short, dark man, with short, grizzly hair
qui ck, sparkling eyes, and a thick beard cut close on his
projecting | ower jaw

"Masl ova? Yes, of course, | know. She was accused of poisoning,"”
the Procureur said, quietly. "But why do you want to see her?"
And then, as if wishing to tone down his question, he added, "I
cannot give you the perm ssion without know ng why you require
it."

"I require it for a particularly inportant reason."

"Yes?" said the Procureur, and, lifting his eyes, |ooked
attentively at Nekhludoff. "Has her case been heard or not?"

"She was tried yesterday, and unjustly sentenced; she is
i nnocent . "

"Yes? I f she was sentenced only yesterday," went on the
Procureur, paying no attention to Nekhludoff's statenment
concerni ng Maslova's i nnocence, "she nust still he in the
prelimnary detention prison until the sentence is delivered in
its final form Visiting is allowed there only on certain days;
shoul d advise you to inquire there."

"But | nust see her as soon as possible," Nekhludoff said, his
jaw trenbling as he felt the decisive nonent approaching.

"Why nust you?" said the Procureur, lifting his brows with sone
agi tation.

"Because | betrayed her and brought her to the condition which
exposed her to this accusation."”

"All the sane, | cannot see what it has to do with visiting her."

"This: that whether | succeed or not in getting the sentence
changed | want to follow her, and--marry her," said Nekhl udoff,
touched to tears by his own conduct, and at the sanme tinme pleased
to see the effect he produced on the Procureur

"Real ly! Dear ne!" said the Procureur. "This is certainly a very
exceptional case. | believe you are a nenber of the Krasnoporsk
rural administration?" he asked, as if he renmenbered havi ng heard
before of this Nekhludoff, who was now nmeki ng so strange a

decl arati on.

"I beg your pardon, but | do not think that has anything to do
with nmy request,” answered Nekhludoff, flushing angrily.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




The Resurrection

"Certainly not," said the Procureur, with a scarcely perceptible
smle and not in the | east abashed; "only your wish is so
extraordi nary and so out of the common.”

"Well; but can | get the perm ssion?"

"The perm ssion? Yes, | will give you an order of admittance
directly. Take a seat."

He went up to the table, sat down, and began to write. "Please
sit down."

Nekhl udof f conti nued to stand.

Having witten an order of admittance, and handed it to
Nekhl udoff, the Procureur |ooked curiously at him

"I nmust also state that | can no longer take part in the
sessions. "

"Then you will have to lay valid reasons before the Court, as
you, of course, know. "

"My reasons are that | consider all judging not only useless, but
i moral ."
"Yes," said the Procureur, with the sane scarcely perceptible

smle, as if to show that this kind of declaration was well known
to him and belonged to the amusing sort. "Yes, but you wll
certainly understand that | as Procureur, can not agree with you

on this point. Therefore, | should advise you to apply to the
Court, which will consider your declaration, and find it valid or
not valid, and in the latter case will inpose a fine. Apply,

then, to the Court."

"I have made mny declaration, and shall apply nowhere el se,”
Nekhl udoff said, angrily.

"Wel |, then, good-afternoon,"” said the Procureur, bow ng his
head, evidently anxious to be rid of this strange visitor.

"Who was that you had here?" asked one of the menmbers of the
Court, as he entered, just after Nekhludoff left the room

"Nekhl udof f, you know, the same that used to nmeke all sorts of
strange statenents at the Krasnoporsk rural meetings. Just fancy!
He is on the jury, and anong the prisoners there is a woman or
girl sentenced to penal servitude, whom he says he betrayed, and
now he wants to marry her."

"You don't nmean to say so."

"That's what he told me. And in such a strange state of
excitement!"”

"There is sonmething abnormal in the young nmen of to-day."
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"Ch, but he is not so very young."

"Yes. But how tiresone your fanmous |Ivoshenka was. He carries the
day by wearying one out. He tal ked and tal ked wi thout end."

"Ch, that kind of people should be sinply stopped, or they wll
become real obstructionists.”

CHAPTER XXXVI .
NEKHLUDOFF ENDEAVOURS TO VI SI' T MASLOVA.

From the Procureur Nekhludoff went straight to the prelininary
detention prison. However, no Maslova was to be found there, and
the inspector explained to Nekhludoff that she woul d probably be
in the old tenporary prison. Nekhludoff went there.

Yes, Katerina Maslova was there.

The di stance between the two prisons was enornous, and Nekhl udof f
only reached the old prison towards evening. He was going up to
the door of the large, gloony building, but the sentinel stopped
hi m and rang. A warder cane in answer to the bell. Nekhl udoff
showed him his order of admittance, but the warder said he could
not let himin without the inspector's perm ssion. Nekhl udoff
went to see the inspector. As he was going up the stairs he heard
di stant sounds of sone conplicated bravura, played on the piano.
When a cross servant girl, with a bandaged eye, opened the door
to him those sounds seened to escape fromthe roomand to strike
his car. It was a rhapsody of Liszt's, that everybody was tired
of, splendidly played but only to one point. Wen that point was
reached the sanme thing was repeated. Nekhludoff asked the
bandaged mai d whet her the inspector was in. She answered that he
was not in.

"WIIl he return soon?"

The rhapsody again stopped and recommenced loudly and brilliantly
again up to the sane charned point.

"I will go and ask," and the servant went away.

"Tell himhe is not in and won't be to-day; he is out visiting.
What do they cone bothering for?" came the sound of a woman's

voi ce from behind the door, and again the rhapsody rattled on and
st opped, and the sound of a chair pushed back was heard. It was
plain the irritated pianist nmeant to rebuke the tiresone visitor
who had cone at an untinely hour. "Papa is not in," a pale gir
with crinped hair said, crossly, conmng out into the ante-room
but, seeing a young man in a good coat, she softened.

"Cone in, please. . . . Wuat is it you want?"

"I want to see a prisoner in this prison."
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"A political one, | suppose?"

"No, not a political one. | have a perm ssion fromthe
Procureur."

"Well, 1 don't know, and papa is out; but come in, please," she

said, again, "or else speak to the assistant. He is in the office
at present; apply there. What is your name?"

"I thank you," said Nekhludoff, w thout answering her question
and went out.

The door was not yet closed after himwhen the same lively tones
recommenced. In the courtyard Nekhludoff nmet an officer with
bristly nmoustaches, and asked for the assistant-inspector. It was
the assistant hinmself. He | ooked at the order of adnittance, but
said that he could not decide to let himin with a pass for the
prelimnary prison. Besides, it was too |late. "Please to cone
again to-norrow. To norrow, at 10, everybody is allowed to go in
Come then, and the inspector hinmself will be at home. Then you
can have the interview either in the commn roomor, if the

i nspector allows it, in the office."

And so Nekhl udoff did not succeed in getting an interview that
day, and returned hone. As he went along the streets, excited at
the idea of neeting her, he no | onger thought about the Law
Courts, but recalled his conversations with the Procureur and the
i nspector's assistant. The fact that he had been seeking an
interview with her, and had told the Procureur, and had been in
two prisons, so excited himthat it was |ong before he could calm
down. When he got hone he at once fetched out his diary, that had
| ong renmni ned untouched, read a few sentences out of it, and then
wote as follows:

"For two years | have not written anything in my diary, and
t hought | never should return to this childishness. Yet it is not
chi | di shness, but converse with ny own self, with this rea
di vine self which lives in every man. Al this tine that | slept

there was no one for nme to converse with. | was awakened by an
extraordi nary event on the 28th of April, in the Law Court, when
I was on the jury. | saw her in the prisoners' dock, the Katusha
betrayed by ne, in a prisoner's cloak, condenmmed to pena
servitude through a strange mi stake, and ny own fault. | have
just been to the Procureur's and to the prison, but | was not
adnmitted. | have resolved to do all | can to see her, to confess

to her, and to atone for ny sin, even by a nmarriage. God help ne.
My soul is at peace and | amfull of joy."

CHAPTER XXXVI |

MASLOVA RECALLS THE PAST.

That ni ght Maslova |lay awake a long tinme with her eyes open

| ooki ng at the door, in front of which the deacon's daughter kept
passi ng. She was thinking that nothing would i nduce her to go to

the island of Sakhalin and marry a convict, but would arrange
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matters sonehow with one of the prison officials, the secretary,
a warder, or even a warder's assistant. "Aren't they all given
that way? Only | nust not get thin, or else |l amlost."”

She thought of how the advocate had | ooked at her, and also the
presi dent, and of the nmen she net, and those who came in on
purpose at the court. She recoll ected how her conpani on, Bertha,
who cane to see her in prison, had told her about the student
whom she had "l oved" while she was with Kitaeva, and who had

i nqui red about her, and pitied her very nuch. She recalled nmany
to mnd, only not Nekhludoff. She never brought back to nmind the
days of her chil dhood and youth, and her |ove to Nekhl udoff.

That woul d have been too painful. These nmenories |ay untouched
somewhere deep in her soul; she had forgotten him and never
recal l ed and never even dreant of him To-day, in the court, she
did not recognise him not only because when she | ast saw him he
was in uniform w thout a beard, and had only a small npustache
and thick, curly, though short hair, and now was bald and
bearded, but because she never thought about him She had buried
his menmory on that terrible dark ni ght when he, returning from
the arny, had passed by on the railway w thout stopping to cal
on his aunts. Katusha then knew her condition. Up to that night
she did not consider the child that |ay beneath her heart a
burden. But on that night everything changed, and the child
became not hing but a weight.

Hi s aunts had expected Nekhludoff, had asked himto come and see
them in passing, but he had tel egraphed that he could not cone,
as he had to be in Petersburg at an appointed time. Wen Katusha
heard this she made up her nmind to go to the station and see him
The train was to pass by at two o' clock in the night. Katusha
havi ng hel ped the old |ladies to bed, and persuaded a little girl,
the cook's daughter, Mashka, to conme with her, put on a pair of
old boots, threw a shawl over her head, gathered up her dress,
and ran to the station.

It was a warm rainy, and wi ndy autum night. The rain now pelted
down in warm heavy drops, now stopped again. It was too dark to
see the path across the field, and in the wood it was pitch

bl ack, so that although Katusha knew the way well, she got off
the path, and got to the little station where the train stopped
for three m nutes, not before, as she had hoped, but after the
second bell had been rung. Hurrying up the platform Katusha saw
himat once at the windows of a first-class carriage. Two

of ficers sat opposite each other on the velvet-covered seats,

pl ayi ng cards. This carriage was very brightly lit up; on the
little table between the seats stood two thick, dripping candles.
He sat in his closefitting breeches on the arm of the seat,

| eani ng agai nst the back, and | aughed. As soon as she recognised
hi m she knocked at the carriage wi ndow with her benunbed hand,

but at that nonent the last bell rang, and the train first gave a
backward jerk, and then gradually the carriages began to nove
forward. One of the players rose with the cards in his hand, and
| ooked out. She knocked again, and pressed her face to the

wi ndow, but the carriage noved on, and she went al ongsi de | ooking
in. The officer tried to | ower the w ndow, but could not.

Nekhl udoff pushed hi m asi de and began lowering it hinself. The
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train went faster, so that she had to wal k quickly. The train
went on still faster and the wi ndow opened. The guard pushed her
asi de, and junped in. Katusha ran on, along the wet boards of the
pl atform and when she cane to the end she could hardly stop
herself fromfalling as she ran down the steps of the platform
She was running by the side of the railway, though the
first-class carriage had | ong passed her, and the second-cl ass
carriages were gliding by faster, and at last the third-cl ass
carriages still faster. But she ran on, and when the | ast
carriage with the |l anps at the back had gone by, she had already
reached the tank which fed the engines, and was unsheltered from
the wi nd, which was bl owi ng her shawl about and making her skirt

cling round her legs. The shawl flew off her head, but still she
ran on.
"Katerina M chael ovna, you've |ost your shaw !" screaned the

little girl, who was trying to keep up with her

Kat usha stopped, threw back her head, and catching hold of it
with both hands sobbed al oud. "Gone!" she screaned.

"He is sitting in a velvet armchair and joking and drinking, in
a brightly Iit carriage, and |, out here in the nud, in the
darkness, in the wind and the rain, am standi ng and weeping," she
t hought to herself; and sat down on the ground, sobbing so |oud
that the little girl got frightened, and put her arns round her
wet as she was.

"Come home, dear," she said.
"When a train passes--then under a carriage, and there will be an
end," Katusha was thinking, wthout heeding the girl.

And she nade up her nmind to do it, when, as it always happens,
when a nmonment of quiet follows great excitenent, he, the
child--his child--mde hinmself known within her. Suddenly al

that a moment before had been tornenting her, so that it had
seenmed i npossible to live, all her bitterness towards him and
the wish to revenge hersel f, even by dying, passed away; she grew
qui eter, got up, put the shawl on her head, and went hone.

Wet, nuddy, and quite exhausted, she returned, and fromthat day
t he change whi ch brought her where she now was began to operate
in her soul. Beginning fromthat dreadful night, she ceased
believing in God and in goodness. She had herself believed in
God, and believed that other people also believed in H n but
after that night she became convinced that no one believed, and
that all that was said about God and His | aws was deception and
untruth. He whom she | oved, and who had | oved her--yes, she knew
that--had thrown her away; had abused her love. Yet he was the
best of all the people she knew. All the rest were still worse
All that afterwards happened to her strengthened her in this
belief at every step. His aunts, the pious old |adies, turned her
out when she could no | onger serve them as she used to. And of
all those she nmet, the wonen used her as a neans of getting
noney, the men, fromthe old police officer down to the warders
of the prison, |ooked at her as on an object for pleasure. And no
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one in the world cared for aught but pleasure. In this belief the
ol d author with whom she had cone together in the second year of
her life of independence had strengthened her. He had told her
outright that it was this that constituted the happi ness of life,
and he called it poetical and aesthetic.

Everybody lived for hinmself only, for his pleasure, and all the
tal k concerning God and righteousness was deception. And if
sonmeti mes doubts arose in her mind and she wondered why
everything was so ill-arranged in the world that all hurt each
ot her, and made each other suffer, she thought it best not to
dwell on it, and if she felt nelancholy she could snoke, or
better still, drink, and it woul d pass.

CHAPTER XXXVI | |
SUNDAY | N PRI SON- - PREPARI NG FOR MASS.

On Sunday norning at five o' clock, when a whistle sounded in the
corridor of the wonen's ward of the prison, Korableva, who was
al ready awake, called Masl ova.

"Ch, dear! life again," thought Maslova, with horror
involuntarily breathing in the air that had becone terribly

noi sone towards the norning. She wished to fall asleep again, to
enter into the region of oblivion, but the habit of fear overcane
sl eepi ness, and she sat up and | ooked round, draw ng her feet
under her. The wonen had all got up; only the elder children were
still asleep. The spirit-trader was carefully drawi ng a cl oak
fromunder the children, so as not to wake them The watchman's
wi fe was hanging up the rags to dry that served the baby as
swaddl i ng cl othes, while the baby was scream ng desperately in
Theodosia's arns, who was trying to quiet it. The consunptive
woman was coughing with her hands pressed to her chest, while the
bl ood rushed to her face, and she sighed |oudly, alnost

screanming, in the intervals of coughing. The fat, red-haired
wormen was |ying on her back, with knees drawn up, and |oudly
relating a dream The old woman accused of incendiarism was
standing in front of the inmage, crossing herself and bow ng, and
repeating the sane words over and over again. The deacon's
daughter sat on the bedstead, |ooking before her, with a dull

sl eepy face. Khoroshavka was tw sting her black, oily, coarse
hair round her fingers. The sound of slipshod feet was heard in

t he passage, and the door opened to let in two convicts, dressed
in jackets and grey trousers that did not reach to their ankles.
Wth serious, cross faces they lifted the stinking tub and
carried it out of the cell. The women went out to the taps in the
corridor to wash. There the red-haired woman agai n began a
quarrel with a woman from anot her cell

"I's it the solitary cell you want?" shouted an old jailer

sl appi ng the red-haired woman on her bare, fat back, so that it
sounded through the corridor. "You be quiet."

"Lawks! the old one's playful,"”
for a caress.

sai d the woman, taking his action
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"Now, then, be quick; get ready for the mass."” Maslova had hardly
time to do her hair and dress when the inspector came with his
assi stants.

"Conme out for inspection,” cried a jailer

Sonme nore prisoners cane out of other cells and stood in two rows
al ong the corridor; each woman had to place her hand on the
shoul der of the woman in front of her. They were all counted.

After the inspection the woman warder |led the prisoners to
church. Masl ova and Theodosia were in the mddle of a colum of
over a hundred wonen, who had conme out of different cells. Al
were dressed in white skirts, white jackets, and wore white
kerchi efs on their heads, except a few who had their own col oured
cl othes on. These were wives who, with their children, were
following their convict husbands to Siberia. The whole flight of
stairs was filled by the procession. The patter of softly-shod
feet mingled with the voices and now and then a | augh. When
turning, on the | anding, Mslova saw her eneny, Botchkova, in
front, and pointed out her angry face to Theodosia. At the bottom
of the stairs the wonen stopped tal king. Bowi ng and crossing

t hensel ves, they entered the enpty church, which glistened with
gi I ding. Crowdi ng and pushi ng one another, they took their places
on the right.

After the wonen canme the nmen condemmed to bani shnent, those
serving their termin the prison, and those exiled by their
Communes; and, coughing loudly, they took their stand, crowding
the left side and the mddl e of the church

On one side of the gallery above stood the nen sentenced to pena
servitude in Siberia, who had been let into the church before the
ot hers. Each of them had half his head shaved, and their presence
was indicated by the clanking of the chains on their feet. On the
ot her side of the gallery stood those in prelimnary confinement,
wi t hout chains, their heads not shaved.

The prison church had been rebuilt and ornamented by a rich

mer chant, who spent several tens of thousands of roubles on it,
and it glittered with gay colours and gold. For a tinme there was
silence in the church, and only coughing, blow ng of noses, the
crying of babies, and now and then the rattling of chains, was
heard. But at |ast the convicts that stood in the niddl e noved,
pressed agai nst each other, |eaving a passage in the centre of
the church, down which the prison inspector passed to take his
place in front of every one in the nave.

CHAPTER XXXI X.

THE PRI SON CHURCH- - BLI ND LEADERS OF THE BLI ND

The service began

It consisted of the follow ng. The priest, having dressed in a
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strange and very inconveni ent garb, made of gold cloth, cut and
arranged little bits of bread on a saucer, and then put theminto
a cup with wine, repeating at the sane tinme different names and
prayers. Meanwhil e the deacon first read Slavonic prayers,
difficult to understand in thenselves, and rendered still nore

i nconpr ehensi ble by being read very fast, and then sang themturn
and turn about with the convicts. The contents of the prayers
were chiefly the desire for the welfare of the Enperor and his
fam ly. These petitions were repeated many tines, separately and
together with other prayers, the people kneeling. Besides this,
several verses fromthe Acts of the Apostles were read by the
deacon in a peculiarly strained voice, which made it inpossible
to understand what he read, and then the priest read very
distinctly a part of the Gospel according to St. Mark, in which
it said that Christ, having risen fromthe dead before flying up
to heaven to sit down at His Father's right hand, first showed

H nmsel f to Mary Magdal ene, out of whom He had driven seven
devils, and then to eleven of His disciples, and ordered themto
preach the Gospel to the whole creation, and the priest added
that if any one did not believe this he would perish, but he that
believed it and was bapti sed shoul d be saved, and shoul d besi des
drive out devils and cure people by laying his hands on them
should talk in strange tongues, should take up serpents, and if
he drank poi son should not die, but renmain well

The essence of the service consisted in the supposition that the
bits cut up by the priest and put by himinto the w ne, when
mani pul ated and prayed over in a certain way, turned into the

fl esh and bl ood of God.

These mani pul ati ons consisted in the priest's regularly lifting
and holding up his arnms, though hanpered by the gold cloth sack
he had on, then, sinking on to his knees and kissing the table
and all that was on it, but chiefly in his taking a cloth by two
of its corners and waving it regularly and softly over the silver
saucer and golden cup. It was supposed that, at this point, the
bread and the wine turned into flesh and bl ood; therefore, this
part of the service was perfornmed with the greatest solemity.

"Now, to the bl essed, nobst pure, and nost holy Mther of Cod,"
the priest cried fromthe golden partition which divided part of
the church fromthe rest, and the choir began solemly to sing
that it was very right to glorify the Virgin Mary, who had borne
Christ without |osing her virginity, and was therefore worthy of
greater honour than sone kind of cherubim and greater glory than
some kind of seraphim After this the transformation was

consi dered acconplished, and the priest having taken the napkin
of f the saucer, cut the nmiddle bit of bread in four, and put it
into the wine, and then into his nmouth. He was supposed to have
eaten a bit of God's flesh and swallowed a little of His blood.
Then the priest drew a curtain, opened the nmiddle door in the
partition, and, taking the gold cup in his hands, canme out of the
door, inviting those who wished to do so also to cone and eat
some of God's flesh and blood that was contained in the cup. A
few children appeared to wish to do so

After having asked the children their names, the priest carefully
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took out of the cup, with a spoon, and shoved a bit of bread
soaked in wine deep into the nouth of each child in turn, and the
deacon, while wiping the children's nouths, sang, in a nerry

voi ce, that the children were eating the flesh and drinking the
bl ood of God. After this the priest carried the cup back behind
the partition, and there drank all the renmining blood and ate up
all the bits of flesh, and after having carefully sucked his
nmoust aches and wi ped his nmouth, he stepped briskly from behind
the partition, the soles of his cal fskin boots creaking. The
principal part of this Christian service was now finished, but
the priest, wishing to confort the unfortunate prisoners, added
to the ordinary service another. This consisted of his going up
to the gilt hammered-out inmage (with black face and hands)
supposed to represent the very God he had been eating,

illum nated by a dozen wax candl es, and proceeding, in a strange,
di scordant voice, to humor sing the foll ow ng words:

Jesu sweetest, glorified of the Apostles, Jesu | auded by the
martyrs, almghty Mnarch, save ne, Jesu ny Saviour. Jesu, npst
beauti ful, have mercy on himwho cries to Thee, Saviour Jesu.
Born of prayer Jesu, all thy saints, all thy prophets, save and
find themworthy of the joys of heaven. Jesu, |over of nmen."

Then he stopped, drew breath, crossed hinmself, bowed to the
ground, and every one did the sane--the inspector, the warders,
the prisoners; and from above the clinking of the chains sounded
nore unintermttently. Then he continued: "OF angels the Creator
and Lord of powers, Jesu nost wonderful, the angels' amazenent,
Jesu most powerful, of our forefathers the Redeener. Jesu
sweetest, of patriarchs the praise. Jesu nost glorious, of kings
the strength. Jesu nobst good, of prophets the fulfilnment. Jesu
nost amazing, of martyrs the strength. Jesu nost hunble, of nobnks
the joy. Jesu nost nmerciful, of priests the sweetness. Jesu nopst
charitable, of the fasting the continence. Jesu npbst sweet, of
the just the joy. Jesu nobst pure, of the celibates the chastity.
Jesu before all ages of sinners the salvation. Jesu, son of God,
have nercy on me."

Every tinme he repeated the word "Jesu" his voice becane nore and
nore wheezy. At |ast he canme to a stop, and holding up his

sil k-1ined cassock, and kneeling down on one knee, he stooped
down to the ground and the choir began to sing, repeating the
words, "Jesu, Son of God, have nercy on ne," and the convicts
fell down and rose again, shaking back the hair that was left on
their heads, and rattling with the chains that were bruising
their thin ankles.

This continued for a long time. First cane the glorification,

whi ch ended with the words, "Have nmercy on ne." Then nore
glorifications, ending with "Alleluial!" And the convicts nade the
sign of the cross, and bowed, first at each sentence, then after
every two and then after three, and all were very glad when the
glorification ended, and the priest shut the book with a sigh of
relief and retired behind the partition. One |ast act remai ned.
The priest took a large, gilt cross, with enanel medallions at
the ends, froma table, and cane out into the centre of the
church with it. First the inspector cane up and kissed the cross,
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then the jailers, then the convicts, pushing and abusi ng each
other in whispers. The priest, talking to the inspector, pushed
the cross and his hand now agai nst the nouths and now agai nst the
noses of the convicts, who were trying to kiss both the cross and
the hand of the priest. And thus ended the Christian service,

i ntended for the confort and the teaching of these strayed

br ot hers.

CHAPTER XL.
THE HUSKS OF RELI G ON.

And none of those present, fromthe inspector down to Maslova,
seemed conscious of the fact that this Jesus, whose nane the

pri est repeated such a great nunber of tinmes, and whom he praised
with all these curious expressions, had forbidden the very things
that were being done there; that He had prohibited not only this
meani ngl ess nmuch-speaki ng and the bl asphenpus incantation over

t he bread and wi ne, but had also, in the clearest words,
forbidden men to call other men their master, and to pray in
tenpl es; and had ordered that every one should pray in solitude,
had forbidden to erect tenples, saying that He had cone to
destroy them and that one should worship, not in a tenple, but
in spirit and in truth; and, above all, that He had forbi dden not
only to judge, to inprison, to tornent, to execute nen, as was
bei ng done here, but had prohibited any kind of violence, saying
that He had cone to give freedomto the captives.

No one present seemed conscious that all that was going on here
was the greatest blaspheny and a supreme nockery of that same
Christ in whose nane it was being done. No one seened to realise
that the gilt cross with the enanmel nedallions at the ends, which
the priest held out to the people to be kissed, was nothing but
the enmbl em of that gallows on which Christ had been executed for
denounci ng just what was going on here. That these priests, who

i magi ned they were eating and drinking the body and bl ood of
Christ in the formof bread and wine, did in reality eat and
drink His flesh and His bl ood, but not as wine and bits of bread,
but by ensnaring "these little ones" with whom He identified

Hi nmsel f, by depriving them of the greatest blessings and
submtting themto nost cruel tornents, and by hiding from nen
the tidings of great joy which He had brought. That thought did
not enter into the nmind of any one present.

The priest did his part with a quiet conscience, because he was
brought up from chil dhood to consider that the only true faith
was the faith which had been held by all the holy nen of ol den
tinmes and was still held by the Church, and demanded by the State
authorities. He did not believe that the bread turned into flesh,
that it was useful for the soul to repeat so many words, or that
he had actually swallowed a bit of God. No one could believe
this, but he believed that one ought to hold this faith. Wat
strengthened himnost in this faith was the fact that, for
fulfilling the demands of this faith, he had for the last 15
years been able to draw an inconme, which enabled himto keep his
fam ly, send his son to a gymasium and his daughter to a schoo
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for the daughters of the clergy. The deacon believed in the sane
manner, and even nore firmy than the priest, for he had
forgotten the substance of the dognmas of this faith, and knew
only that the prayers for the dead, the masses, with and wi thout
the acathistus, all had a definite price, which real Christians
readily paid, and, therefore, he called out his "have nercy, have
mercy," very willingly, and read and said what was appoi nt ed,
with the same quiet certainty of its being necessary to do so
with which other nen sell faggots, flour, or potatoes. The prison
i nspector and the warders, though they had never understood or
gone into the neaning of these dogmas and of all that went on in
church, believed that they nust believe, because the higher
authorities and the Tsar hinmself believed in it. Besides, though
faintly (and thensel ves unable to explain why), they felt that
this faith defended their cruel occupations. If this faith did
not exist it would have been nore difficult, perhaps inpossible,
for themto use all their powers to tornent people, as they were
now doi ng, with a quiet conscience. The inspector was such a

ki nd- hearted nman that he could not have lived as he was now
living unsupported by his faith. Therefore, he stood notionless,
bowed and crossed hinself zealously, tried to feel touched when
the song about the cherubi ns was bei ng sung, and when the
children received communion he lifted one of them and held him
up to the priest with his own hands.

The great mpjority of the prisoners believed that there lay a
mystic power in these gilt inmges, these vestnents, candles,
cups, crosses, and this repetition of inconprehensible words,
"Jesu sweetest” and "have mercy"--a power through which m ght be
obt ai ned nuch convenience in this and in the future life. Only a
few clearly saw the deception that was practised on the people
who adhered to this faith, and laughed at it in their hearts; but
the mpjority, having nmade several attenpts to get the

conveni ences they desired, by neans of prayers, nmsses, and

candl es, and not having got them (their prayers renmining
unanswered), were each of them convinced that their want of
success was accidental, and that this organisation, approved by
the educated and by archbi shops, is very inportant and necessary,
if not for this, at any rate for the next life.

Masl ova al so believed in this way. She felt, like the rest, a
m xed sensation of piety and dul ness. She stood at first in a
crowd behind a railing, so that she could see no one but her
conpani ons; but when those to receive comuni on noved on, she
and Theodosia stepped to the front, and they saw the inspector
and, behind him standing anong the warders, a little peasant,
with a very light beard and fair hair. This was Theodosia's
husband, and he was gazing with fixed eyes at his wife. During
t he acat hi stus Masl ova occupi ed herself in scrutinising himand
tal king to Theodosia in whispers, and bowed and nade the sign of
the cross only when every one el se did.

CHAPTER XLI .

VI SI TI NG DAY--THE MEN S WARD
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Nekhl udoff |eft home early. A peasant fromthe country was stil
driving along the side street and calling out in a voice peculiar
to his trade, "M I k! mlk!l mlk!"

The first warmspring rain had fallen the day before, and now
wherever the ground was not paved the grass shone green. The
birch trees in the gardens | ooked as if they were strewn with
green fluff, the wild cherry and the poplars unrolled their |ong,
bal my buds, and in shops and dwel | i ng- houses the doubl e

wi ndow franmes were being renoved and the w ndows cl eaned.

In the Tol koochi [literally, jostling market, where second-hand
clothes and all sorts of cheap goods are sold] market, which
Nekhl udoff had to pass on his way, a dense crowd was surging

al ong the row of booths, and tattered nmen wal ked about selling
top-boots, which they carried under their arms, and renovated
trousers and wai stcoats, which hung over their shoul ders.

Men in clean coats and shining boots, |iberated fromthe
factories, it being Sunday, and women with bright silk kerchiefs
on their heads and cloth jackets trinmred with jet, were already
thronging at the door of the traktir. Policenen, with yell ow
cords to their uniforns and carrying pistols, were on duty,

| ooki ng out for sone disorder which mght distract the ennui that
oppressed them On the paths of the boul evards and on the

new y-revived grass, children and dogs ran about, playing, and
the nurses sat nmerrily chattering on the benches. Along the
streets, still fresh and danp on the shady side, but dry in the
m ddl e, heavy carts runbl ed unceasingly, cabs rattled and
trancars passed ringing by. The air vibrated with the pealing and
clangi ng of church bells, that were calling the people to attend
to a service like that which was now being conducted in the
prison. And the people, dressed in their Sunday best, were
passing on their way to their different parish churches.

The isvostchik did not drive Nekhludoff up to the prison itself,
but to the last turning that led to the prison

Several persons--nen and womnen--nost of themcarrying small

bundl es, stood at this turning, about 100 steps fromthe prison
To the right there were several | ow wooden buildings; to the
left, a two-storeyed house with a signboard. The huge brick

buil ding, the prison proper, was just in front, and the visitors
were not allowed to come up to it. A sentinel was pacing up and
down in front of it, and shouted at any one who tried to pass
hi m

At the gate of the wooden buildings, to the right, opposite the

sentinel, sat a warder on a bench, dressed in uniform wth gold
cords, a notebook in his hands. The visitors cane up to him and
nanmed the persons they wanted to see, and he put the nanes down.
Nekhl udoff al so went up, and named Katerina Maslova. The warder

wr ot e down the name.

"Why--don't they admit us yet?" asked Nekhl udoff.
"The service is going on. When the mass is over, you'll be
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adm tted."

Nekhl udoff stepped aside fromthe waiting cromd. A man in
tattered clothes, crunpled hat, with bare feet and red stripes
all over his face, detached hinself fromthe crowd, and turned
towards the prison.

"Now, then, where are you goi ng?" shouted the sentinel with the
gun.

"And you hold your row," answered the tranp, not in the |east
abashed by the sentinel's words, and turned back. "Well, if
you'll not let nein, I'lIl wait. But, no! Miust needs shout, as if
he were a general ."

The crowd | aughed approvingly. The visitors were, for the greater
part, badly-dressed people; sone were ragged, but there were al so
some respectabl e-1ooking men and wonen. Next to Nekhl udoff stood
a cl ean-shaven, stout, and red-cheeked man, hol ding a bundl e,
apparently containing under-garnments. This was the doorkeeper of
a bank; he had cone to see his brother, who was arrested for
forgery. The good-natured fellow told Nekhl udoff the whole story
of his |ife, and was going to question himin turn, when their
attention was aroused by a student and a veiled |ady, who drove
up in a trap, with rubber tyres, drawn by a | arge thoroughbred
horse. The student was holding a |large bundle. He canme up to
Nekhl udoff, and asked if and how he could give the rolls he had
brought in alns to the prisoners. His fiancee wished it (this

| ady was his fiancee), and her parents had advised themto take
some rolls to the prisoners.

"I nyself amhere for the first time," said Nekhludoff, "and
don't know, but | think you had better ask this man," and he
pointed to the warder with the gold cords and the book, sitting
on the right.

As they were speaking, the large iron door with a window in it
opened, and an officer in uniform followed by another warder

st epped out. The warder with the notebook proclainmed that the
adm ttance of visitors would now comrence. The sentinel stepped
aside, and all the visitors rushed to the door as if afraid of
being too | ate; sone even ran. At the door there stood a warder
who counted the visitors as they came in, saying aloud, 16, 17,
and so on. Another warder stood inside the building and al so
counted the visitors as they entered a second door, touching each
one with his hand, so that when they went away agai nh not one
visitor should be able to remain inside the prison and not one
prisoner might get out. The warder, w thout |ooking at whom he
was touching, slapped Nekhl udoff on the back, and Nekhl udoff felt
hurt by the touch of the warder's hand; but, renmenbering what he
had come about, he felt ashamed of feeling dissatisfied and

t aki ng of fence.

The first apartnment behind the entrance doors was a | arge vaulted
roomwith iron bars to the small windows. In this room which was
call ed the neeting-room Nekhludoff was startled by the sight of
a large picture of the Crucifixion
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"What's that for?" he thought, his mind involuntarily connecting
the subject of the picture with liberation and not with
i mpri sonment .

He went on, slowy letting the hurrying visitors pass before, and
experiencing a mngled feeling of horror at the evil-doers | ocked
up in this building, conpassion for those who, |ike Katusha and
the boy they tried the day before, nust be here though guiltless,
and shyness and tender enotion at the thought of the interview
before him The warder at the other end of the neeting-room said
sonmet hi ng as they passed, but Nekhl udoff, absorbed by his own

t houghts, paid no attention to him and continued to follow the
majority of the visitors, and so got into the nen's part of the
prison instead of the wonen's.

Letting the hurrying visitors pass before him he was the last to
get into the interview ng-room As soon as Nekhl udoff opened the
door of this room he was struck by the deafening roar of a
hundred voi ces shouting at once, the reason of which he did not

at once understand. But when he came nearer to the people, he saw
that they were all pressing against a net that divided the room
intwo, like flies settling on sugar, and he understood what it
meant. The two hal ves of the room the wi ndows of which were
opposite the door he had cone in by, were separated, not by one,
but by two nets reaching fromthe floor to the ceiling. The wire
nets were stretched 7 feet apart, and soldiers were wal ki ng up
and down the space between them On the further side of the nets
were the prisoners, on the nearer, the visitors. Between them was
a double row of nets and a space of 7 feet wide, so that they
coul d not hand anything to one another, and any one whose si ght
was not very good could not even distinguish the face on the
other side. It was also difficult to talk; one had to screamin
order to be heard.

On both sides were faces pressed close to the nets, faces of

wi ves, husbands, fathers, nothers, children, trying to see each
other's features and to say what was necessary in such a way as
to be understood.

But as each one tried to be heard by the one he was tal king to,
and his neighbour tried to do the same, they did their best to
drown each other's voices' and that was the cause of the din and
shouti ng whi ch struck Nekhludoff when he first came in. It was

i mpossi bl e to understand what was being said and what were the
rel ati ons between the different people. Next Nekhludoff an old
wormen with a kerchief on her head stood trenmbling, her chin
pressed close to the net, and shouting sonething to a young
fellow, half of whose head was shaved, who listened attentively
with raised brows. By the side of the old woman was a young man
in a peasant's coat, who |istened, shaking his head, to a boy
very like hinmself. Next stood a man in rags, who shouted, waving
his arm and | aughing. Next to hima wonman, with a good wool |l en
shawl on her shoul ders, sat on the floor holding a baby in her
lap and crying bitterly. This was apparently the first tine she
saw t he greyheaded nman on the other side in prison clothes, and
with his head shaved. Beyond her was the doorkeeper, who had
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spoken to Nekhl udoff outside; he was shouting with all his night
to a greyhaired convict on the other side.

When Nekhl udoff found that he would have to speak in simlar
conditions, a feeling of indignation against those who were able
to make and enforce these conditions arose in hinm he was
surprised that, placed in such a dreadful position, no one seened
of fended at this outrage on hunan feelings. The soldiers, the

i nspector, the prisoners thenselves, acted as if acknow edgi ng
all this to be necessary.

Nekhl udoff remained in this roomfor about five minutes, feeling
strangely depressed, consci ous of how powerl ess he was, and at
variance with all the world. He was seized with a curious noral
sensation |ike seasickness.

CHAPTER XLI I .

VI SI TI NG DAY- - THE WOMEN' S WARD

"Well, but I nmust do what | cane here for," he said, trying to
pi ck up courage. "What is to be done now?" He | ooked round for an
official, and seeing a thin little man in the uniform of an

of ficer going up and down behind the people, he approached him
“Can you tell nme, sir," he said, with exceedingly strained

pol i teness of manner, "where the wonen are kept, and where one is
allowed to interview then"

"Is it the wonen's ward you want to go to?"

"Yes, | should like to see one of the wonen prisoners,"
Nekhl udoff said, with the same strai ned politeness.

"You shoul d have said so when you were in the hall. Wo is it,
then, that you want to see?”

"I want to see a prisoner called Katerina Maslova."

"I's she a political one?"

"No, she is sinply .
"What! |s she sentenced?"

"Yes; the day before yesterday she was sentenced," neekly
answer ed Nekhl udoff, fearing to spoil the inspector's good
hurmour, which seenmed to incline in his favour

"If you want to go to the wonen's ward please to step this way,"
said the officer, having decided from Nekhl udoff's appearance
that he was worthy of attention. "Sideroff, conduct the gentl eman
to the wonmen's ward," he said, turning to a nmoustached corpora
with medals on his breast.

"Yes, sir.
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At this nonment heart-rendi ng sobs were heard com ng from sone one
near the net.

Everythi ng here seened strange to Nekhl udoff; but strangest of
all was that he should have to thank and feel obligation towards
the inspector and the chief warders, the very men who were
perform ng the cruel deeds that were done in this house.

The corporal showed Nekhludoff through the corridor, out of the
men's into the wonen's interview ng-room

This room |ike that of the nmen, was divided by two wire nets;
but it was much snaller, and there were fewer visitors and fewer
pri soners, so that there was | ess shouting than in the nen's
room Yet the sanme thing was going on here, only, between the
nets instead of soldiers there was a wonan warder, dressed in a
bl ue- edged uniform jacket, with gold cords on the sleeves, and a
blue belt. Here also, as in the nen's room the people were
pressing close to the wire netting on both sides; on the nearer
side, the townspeople in varied attire; on the further side, the
prisoners, sone in white prison clothes, others in their own

col oured dresses. The whole length of the net was taken up by the
peopl e standing close to it. Some rose on tiptoe to be heard
across the heads of others; sone sat tal king on the fl oor

The nost remarkable of the prisoners, both by her piercing
screans and her appearance, was a thin, dishevelled gipsy. Her
kerchi ef had slipped off her curly hair, and she stood near a
post in the mddle of the prisoner's division, shouting
sonet hi ng, acconpani ed by quick gestures, to a gipsy man in a

bl ue coat, girdled tightly bel ow the wai st. Next the gi psy man, a
sol dier sat on the ground talking to prisoner; next the soldier

| eaning close to the net, stood a young peasant, with a fair
beard and a flushed face, keeping back his tears with difficulty.
A pretty, fair-haired prisoner, with bright blue eyes, was
speaking to him These two were Theodosia and her husband. Next
to themwas a tranp, talking to a broad-faced woman; then two
wonen, then a man, then again a woman, and in front of each a
prisoner. Maslova was not anmong them But sonme one stood by the
wi ndow behi nd the prisoners, and Nekhludoff knew it was she. His
heart began to beat faster, and his breath stopped. The decisive
nonment was approaching. He went up to the part of the net where
he coul d see the prisoner, and recogni sed her at once. She stood
behi nd the bl ue-eyed Theodosia, and smiled, |istening to what
Theodosi a was saying. She did not wear the prison cloak now, but
a white dress, tightly drawn in at the waist by a belt, and very
full in the bosom From under her kerchief appeared the black
ringlets of her fringe, just the same as in the court.

“"Now, in a nmonment it will be decided," he thought.
"How shall | call her? Or will she conme hersel f?"
"She was expecting Bertha; that this man had cone to see her

never entered her head.
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"Whom do you want?" said the warder who was wal ki ng between the

nets, comng up to Nekhl udoff.

"Katerina Masl ova,"” Nekhludoff uttered, with difficulty.

"Katerina Masl ova, sone one to see you," cried the warder

CHAPTER XLII1.
NEKHLUDOFF VI SI TS MASLOVA.

Masl ova | ooked round, and with head thrown back and expanded
chest, cane up to the net with that expression of readi ness which
he wel|l knew, pushed in between two prisoners, and gazed at

Nekhl udoff with a surprised and questioning | ook. But, concl uding
fromhis clothing he was a rich man, she smled.

"I's it nme you want?" she asked, bringing her smling face, with
the slightly squinting eyes, nearer the net.

"I, 1--1 wished to see "Nekhl udoff did not know how to address

her. "I wished to see you--1--" He was not speaking | ouder than
usual .
"No; nonsense, | tell you!" shouted the tranp who stood next to

him "Have you taken it or not?"

"Dying, | tell you; what nore do you want?" sone one el se was
scream ng at his other side. Maslova could not hear what

Nekhl udof f was sayi ng, but the expression of his face as he was
speaki ng rem nded her of him She did not believe her own eyes;
still the smile vanished fromher face and a deep |ine of
suffering appeared on her brow

"I cannot hear what you are saying," she called out, wrinkling
her brow and frowni ng nore and nore.

"I have cone," said Nekhludoff. "Yes, | amdoing ny duty--1 am
confessing," thought Nekhludoff; and at this thought the tears
cane in his eyes, and he felt a choking sensation in his throat,
and holding on with both hands to the net, he nade efforts to
keep from bursting into tears.

"I say, why do you shove yourself in where you're not wanted?"
some one shouted at one side of him

"God is nmy witness; | know nothing," screamed a prisoner fromthe
ot her side.

Noticing his excitenent, Maslova recogni sed him

“"You're like . . . but no; | don't know you," she shouted,

wi t hout | ooking at him and blushing, while her face grew stil
nore stern.

"I have conme to ask you to forgive nme," he said, in a |oud but
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nonot onous voice, |ike a |lesson |earnt by heart. Having said

t hese words he becane confused; but imedi ately canme the thought
that, if he felt ashanmed, it was all the better; he had to bear
this shane, and he continued in a |oud voice:

"Forgive ne; | have wonged you terribly."

She stood notionl ess and without taking her squinting eyes off
hi m

He could not continue to speak, and stepping away fromthe net he
tried to suppress the sobs that were choking him

The inspector, the sane officer who had directed Nekhludoff to
the wonen's ward, and whose interest he seened to have aroused,
cane into the room and, seeing Nekhludoff not at the net, asked
hi m why he was not talking to her whom he wanted to see.

Nekhl udoff bl ew his nose, gave hinself a shake, and, trying to
appear calm said:

"I't's so inconvenient through these nets; nothing can be heard.”
Agai n the inspector considered for a nonment.

"Ah, well, she can be brought out here for awhile. Mary
Karl ovna," turning to the warder, "lead Maslova out."

A minute | ater Maslova came out of the side door. Stepping
softly, she cane up close to Nekhludoff, stopped, and | ooked up
at him fromunder her brows. Her black hair was arranged in
ringlets over her forehead in the same way as it had been two
days ago; her face, though unhealthy and puffy, was attractive,
and | ooked perfectly calm only the glittering black eyes gl anced
strangely from under the swollen |ids.

"You may talk here," said the inspector, and shrugging his
shoul ders he stepped aside with a | ook of surprise. Nekhl udoff
moved towards a seat by the wall

Masl ova cast a questioning | ook at the inspector, and then
shruggi ng her shoulders in surprise, followed Nekhludoff to the
bench, and having arranged her skirt, sat down beside him

"I know it is hard for you to forgive nme," he began, but stopped.
His tears were choking him "But though | can't undo the past, |
shall now do what is in nmy power. Tell ne--"

"How have you managed to find ne?" she said, w thout answering
hi s question, neither |ooking away from himnor quite at him
with her squinting eyes.

"O God, help nme! Teach nme what to do," Nekhl udoff thought,
| ooki ng at her changed face. "I was on the jury the day before
yesterday," he said. "You did not recogni se ne?"

"No, | did not; there was not tinme for recognitions. | did not
even | ook, " she said.
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"There was a child, was there not?" he asked.

"Thank God! he died at once," she answered, abruptly and
vi ciously.

"What do you nean? Why?"

"I was so ill nyself, |I nearly died," she said, in the sane quiet
voi ce, which Nekhl udoff had not expected and coul d not
under st and.

"How coul d ny aunts have |l et you go?"

"Who keeps a servant that has a baby? They sent ne off as soon as
they noticed. But why speak of this? |I renenber nothing. That's
all finished."

“"No, it is not finished; | wish to redeemny sin."

"There's nothing to redeem What's been has been and is passed,”
she sai d; and, what he never expected, she |ooked at him and
smled in an unpleasantly luring, yet piteous, manner.

Masl ova never expected to see himagain, and certainly not here
and not now, therefore, when she first recognised him she could
not keep back the nmenories which she never wi shed to revive. In
the first nonent she renmenbered dimy that new, wonderful world
of feeling and of thought which had been opened to her by the
charm ng young man who | oved her and whom she | oved, and then his
i nconpr ehensi ble cruelty and the whole string of humiliations and
suffering which flowed fromand followed that magic joy. This
gave her pain, and, unable to understand it, she did what she was
al ways in the habit of doing, she got rid of these nenories by
envel oping themin the mist of a depraved life. In the first
nonment, she associated the man now sitting beside her with the

| ad she had | oved; but feeling that this gave her pain, she

di ssoci ated them again. Now, this well-dressed, carefully-got-up
gentl eman with perfuned beard was no | onger the Nekhl udoff whom
she had | oved but only one of the people who made use of
creatures like herself when they needed them and whom creatures
like herself had to make use of in their turn as profitably as
they could; and that is why she | ooked at himwith a luring smle
and considered silently how she could best make use of him

"That's all at an end," she said. "Now |I'm condemmed to Siberia,"”
and her lip trenmbled as she was saying this dreadful word.

"I knew, | was certain you were not guilty," said Nekhl udoff.
"Quilty! of course not; as if | could be a thief or a robber."
She stopped, considering in what way she could best get sonething
out of him

"They say here that all depends on the advocate," she began. "A
petition should be handed in, only they say it's expensive."
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"Yes, nost certainly," said Nekhludoff. "I have al ready spoken to

an advocate."

"No noney ought to be spared; it should be a good one,"” she said.

"I shall do all that is possible.”

They were silent, and then she snmiled again in the same way.

"And | should like to ask you . . . alittle noney if you can .
not nuch; ten roubles, | do not want nore," she said, suddenly.
"Yes, yes," Nekhludoff said, with a sense of confusion, and felt

for his purse.

She | ooked rapidly at the inspector, who was wal ki ng up and down
the room "Don't give it in front of hinm he'd take it away."

Nekhl udoff took out his purse as soon as the inspector had turned
hi s back; but had no tinme to hand her the note before the
i nspector faced them again, so he crushed it up in his hand.

"This worman is dead," Nekhludoff thought, |ooking at this once
sweet, and now defiled, puffy face, lit up by an evil glitter in
the bl ack, squinting eyes which were now glancing at the hand in
whi ch he held the note, then followi ng the inspector's novenents,
and for a nmonment he hesitated. The tenpter that had been speaking
to himin the night again raised its voice, trying to | ead him
out of the realmof his inner into the realmof his outer life,
away from the question of what he should do to the question of
what the consequences woul d be, and what woul d he practical

"You can do nothing with this wonan," said the voice; "you will
only tie a stone round your neck, which will help to drown you
and hi nder you from being useful to others.

Is it not better to give her all the noney that is here, say
good- bye, and finish with her forever?" whispered the voice.

But here he felt that now, at this very noment, sonething nost

i mportant was taking place in his soul--that his inner |ife was,
as it were, wavering in the balance, so that the slightest effort
woul d make it sink to this side or the other. And he made this
effort by calling to his assistance that God whom he had felt in
his soul the day before, and that God instantly responded. He
resolved to tell her everything now-at once.

"Katusha, | have come to ask you to forgive nme, and you have
given me no answer. Have you forgiven nme? WIlIl you ever forgive
me?" he asked.

She did not listen to him but |ooked at his hand and at the
i nspector, and when the latter turned she hastily stretched out
her hand, grasped the note, and hid it under her belt.

"That's odd, what you are saying there," she said, with a snile
of contenpt, as it seened to him
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Nekhl udoff felt that there was in her soul one who was his eneny
and who was protecting her, such as she was now, and preventing
himfromgetting at her heart. But, strange to say, this did not
repel him but drew himnearer to her by sone fresh, peculiar
power. He knew that he nust waken her soul, that this was
terribly difficult, but the very difficulty attracted him He now
felt towards her as he had never felt towards her or any one el se
before. There was nothing personal in this feeling: he wanted

not hing fromher for hinself, but only w shed that she m ght not
remai n as she now was, that she m ght awaken and become again
what she had been.

"Kat usha, why do you speak like that? | know you; | renenber
you--and the ol d days in Papovo."

"What's the use of recalling what's past?" she remarked, drily.
"I amrecalling it in order to put it right, to atone for my sin
Kat usha, " and he was going to say that he would marry her, but,
nmeeting her eyes, he read in them sonething so dreadful, so
coarse, so repellent, that he could not go on.

At this nonent the visitors began to go. The inspector came up to
Nekhl udoff and said that the tinme was up

"Good-bye; | have still nuch to say to you, but you see it is

i npossible to do so now," said Nekhludoff, and held out his hand.
"I shall conme again."

"1 think you have said all."

She took his hand but did not press it.

“"No; | shall try to see you again, somewhere where we can talk,
and then | shall tell you what | have to say-sonething very

i mportant."”

"Well, then, come; why not?" she answered, and smiled wth that
habi tual, inviting, and promni sing smle which she gave to the nen
whom she wi shed to pl ease

"You are nore than a sister to ne," said Nekhl udoff.

"That's odd," she said again, and went behind the grating.

CHAPTER XLI V.
MASLOVA' S VI EW OF LI FE

Before the first interview, Nekhludoff thought that when she saw
hi m and knew of his intention to serve her, Katusha would be

pl eased and touched, and woul d be Katusha again; but, to his
horror, he found that Katusha existed no nore, and there was

Masl ova in her place. This astonished and horrified him
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VWhat astoni shed hi m nost was that Katusha was not ashamed of her
position--not the position of a prisoner (she was ashamed of
that), but her position as a prostitute. She seened sati sfied,
even proud of it. And, yet, how could it be otherw se? Everybody,
in order to be able to act, has to consider his occupation

i mportant and good. Therefore, in whatever position a person is,
he is certain to formsuch a view of the life of men in genera
which will make his occupation seeminportant and good.

It is usually imgined that a thief, a murderer, a spy, a
prostitute, acknow edging his or her profession as evil, is
ashaned of it. But the contrary is true. People whomfate and
their sin-m stakes have placed in a certain position, however
false that position may be, forma view of life in general which
makes their position seem good and admissible. In order to keep
up their view of life, these people instinctively keep to the
circle of those people who share their views of life and their
own place in it. This surprises us, where the persons concerned
are thieves, bragging about their dexterity, prostitutes vaunting
their depravity, or nurderers boasting of their cruelty. This
surprises us only because the circle, the atnosphere in which
these people live, is limted, and we are outside it. But can we
not observe the sane phenonmenon when the rich boast of their

wealth, i.e., robbery; the conmanders in the arny pride thenselves
on victories, i.e., nurder; and those in high places vaunt their
power, i.e., violence? W do not see the perversion in the views

of life held by these people, only because the circle forned by
themis nore extensive, and we ourselves are noving inside of it.

And in this manner Masl ova had fornmed her views of life and of
her own position. She was a prostitute condemmed to Siberia, and
yet she had a conception of life which nmade it possible for her
to be satisfied with herself, and even to pride herself on her
position before others.

According to this conception, the highest good for all nen

Wi t hout exception--old, young, school boys, generals, educated and
uneducat ed, was connected with the relation of the sexes;
therefore, all nmen, even when they pretended to be occupied with
other things, in reality took this view She was an attractive
woman, and therefore she was an inportant and necessary person.
The whol e of her former and present life was a confirnmation of
the correctness of this conception.

Wth such a view of life, she was by no neans the | owest, but a
very inportant person. And Maslova prized this view of life nore
t han anyt hing; she could not but prize it, for, if she |lost the

i nportance that such a view of |ife gave her anong nen, she would
| ose the nmeaning of her life. And, in order not to | ose the
meani ng of her life, she instinctively clung to the set that

| ooked at life in the same way as she did. Feeling that

Nekhl udoff wanted to | ead her out into another world, she
resisted him foreseeing that she would have to | ose her place in
life, with the self-possession and self-respect it gave her. For
this reason she drove from her the recollections of her early
youth and her first relations with Nekhludoff. These
recol l ections did not correspond with her present conception of
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the world, and were therefore quite rubbed out of her mnd, or
rather, lay somewhere buried and untouched, closed up and

pl astered over so that they should not escape, as when bees, in
order to protect the result of their l[abour, will sonetines

pl aster a nest of worns. Therefore, the present Nekhludoff was
not the man she had once loved with a pure love, but only a rich
gentl eman whom she coul d, and nust, nake use of, and with whom
she could only have the sanme relations as with nmen in general

“"No, | could not tell her the chief thing," thought Nekhl udoff,
novi ng towards the front doors with the rest of the people. "I
did not tell her that I would marry her; | did not tell her so,
but I will," he thought.

The two warders at the door let out the visitors, counting them
agai n, and touching each one with their hands, so that no extra
person should go out, and none renmain within. The slap on his
shoul der did not offend Nekhludoff this time; he did not even
notice it.

CHAPTER XLV.
FANARI N, THE ADVOCATE-- THE PETI Tl ON

Nekhl udoff neant to rearrange the whole of his external life, to
let his |arge house and nove to an hotel, but Agraphena Petrovna
poi nted out that it was useless to change anything before the
winter. No one would rent a town house for the sumer; anyhow, he
woul d have to live and keep his things somewhere. And so all his
efforts to change his manner of life (he neant to |live nore
sinmply: as the students live) led to nothing. Not only did
everything remain as it was, but the house was suddenly filled
with new activity. Al that was made of wool or fur was taken out
to be aired and beaten. The gate-keeper, the boy, the cook, and
Corney hinself took part in this activity. Al sorts of strange
furs, which no one ever used, and various uniforns were taken out
and hung on a line, then the carpets and furniture were brought
out, and the gate-keeper and the boy rolled their sleeves up
their muscul ar arns and stood beating these things, keeping
strict tine, while the roons were filled with the snell of
napht hal i ne.

When Nekhl udoff crossed the yard or | ooked out of the w ndow and
saw all this going on, he was surprised at the great nunber of
things there were, all quite useless. Their only use, Nekhl udoff
t hought, was the providing of exercise for Agraphena Petrovna,
Corney, the gate-keeper, the boy, and the cook

"But it's not worth while altering my manner of life now " he

t hought, "while Maslova's case is not decided. Besides, it is too
difficult. It will alter of itself when she will be set free or
exiled, and I follow her."

On the appoi nted day Nekhl udoff drove up to the advocate
Fanarin's own splendid house, which was decorated wi th huge pal ns
and ot her plants, and wonderful curtains, in fact, with all the
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expensive luxury witnessing to the possession of nuch idle noney,
i.e., money acquired without |abour, which only those possess who
grow rich suddenly. In the waiting-room just as in a doctor's
wai ting-room he found many dej ect ed-1 ooki ng people sitting round
several tables, on which lay illustrated papers neant to anuse
them awaiting their turns to be admtted to the advocate. The
advocate's assistant sat in the roomat a high desk, and having
recogni sed Nekhl udoff, he cane up to himand said he would go and
announce him at once. But the assistant had not reached the door
before it opened and the sounds of |oud, animted voices were
heard; the voice of a m ddl e-aged, sturdy nerchant, with a red
face and thick nmoustaches, and the voice of Fanarin hinself.
Fanarin was al so a m ddl e-aged man of nedi um height, with a worn
| ook on his face. Both faces bore the expressi on which you see on
the faces of those who have just concluded a profitable but not
qui te honest transaction.

"Your own fault, you know, ny dear sir," Fanarin said, smling.

"We'd all be in 'eaven were it not for hour sins."

"Oh. yes, yes; we all know that,"” and both | aughed un-naturally.
"Oh, Prince Nekhludoff! Please to step in," said Fanarin, seeing
hi m and, noddi ng once nore to the nerchant, he | ed Nekhl udoff

into his business cabinet, furnished in a severely correct style.

"Won't you snoke?" said the advocate, sitting down opposite
Nekhl udoff and trying to conceal a smle, apparently stil
excited by the success of the acconplished transaction

"Thanks; | have cone about Mslova's case."

"Yes, yes; directly! But oh, what rogues these fat nobney bags
are!" he said. "You saw this here fellow. Wy, he has about
twelve million roubles, and he cannot speak correctly; and if he
can get a twenty-five rouble note out of you he'll have it, if
he's to wench it out with his teeth.”

"He says "'eaven and hour,' and you say 'this here fellow '"
Nekhl udoff thought, with an insurnountable feeling of aversion
towards this man who wi shed to show by his free and easy manner
that he and Nekhl udoff belonged to one and the same canp, while
his other clients belonged to another

"He has worried me to death--a fearful scoundrel. | felt | nust
relieve ny feelings," said the advocate, as if to excuse his
speaki ng about things that had no reference to business. "Well
how about your case? | have read it attentively, but do not
approve of it. | mean that greenhorn of an advocate has left no
valid reason for an appeal."

"Well, then, what have you deci ded?"

"One nonent. Tell him" he said to his assistant, who had just
come in, "that | keep to what | have said. If he can, it's al
right; if not, no matter."
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"But he won't agree.”

"Well, no matter,"” and the advocate frowned.

"There now, and it is said that we advocates get our noney for
not hing," he remarked, after a pause. "l have freed one insolvent
debtor froma totally false charge, and now they all flock to ne.
Yet every such case costs enormous | abour. Wiy, don't we, too,
"lose bits of flesh in the inkstand?' as sone witer or other has
said. Well, as to your case, or, rather, the case you are taking
an interest in. It has been conducted abom nably. There is no
good reason for appealing. Still," he continued, "we can but try
to get the sentence revoked. This is what | have noted down." He
took up several sheets of paper covered with witing, and began
to read rapidly, slurring over the uninteresting | egal terns and
| aying particular stress on sone sentences. "To the Court of
Appeal , crimnal departnent, etc., etc. According to the

deci sions, etc., the verdict, etc., So-and-so Maslova pronounced
guilty of having caused the death through poison of the merchant
Snel kof f, and has, according to Statute 1454 of the penal code,
been sentenced to Siberia," etc., etc. He stopped. Evidently, in
spite of his being so used to it, he still felt pleasure in
listening to his own productions. "This sentence is the direct
result of the nost glaring judicial perversion and error," he
continued, inpressively, "and there are grounds for its
revocation. Firstly, the reading of the nedical report of the
exam nation of Snelkoff's intestines was interrupted by the

presi dent at the very beginning. This is point one.”

"But it was the prosecuting side that demanded this reading,"”
Nekhl udoff said, with surprise.

"That does not matter. There m ght have been reasons for the
defence to demand this reading, too."

"Ch, but there could have been no reason whatever for that."

"It is a ground for appeal, though. To continue: ' Secondly,' he
went on readi ng, 'when Maslova's advocate, in his speech for the
defence, wishing to characterise Maslova's personality, referred
to the causes of her fall, he was interrupted by the president
calling himto order for the alleged deviation fromthe direct
subj ect. Yet, as has been repeatedly pointed out by the Senate,
the elucidation of the crimnal's characteristics and his or her
noral standpoint in general has a significance of the first

i mportance in crimnal cases, even if only as a guide in the
settling of the question of inputation.' That's point two," he
said, with a | ook at Nekhl udoff.

"But he spoke so badly that no one could make anything of it,"
Nekhl udoff said, still nore astonished.

"The fellow s quite a fool, and of course could not be expected
to say anything sensible,” Fanarin said, l|aughing; "but, all the
sanme, it will do as a reason for appeal. Thirdly: 'The president,
in his summing up, contrary to the direct decree of section 1
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statute 801, of the crimnal code, omitted to informthe jury
what the judicial points are that constitute guilt; and did not
mention that having admitted the fact of Maslova having
adm ni stered the poison to Snel koff, the jury had a right not to
impute the guilt of nmurder to her, since the proofs of wlful
intent to deprive Snel koff of life were absent, and only to
pronounce her guilty of carel essness resulting in the death of

t he nerchant, which she did not desire.' This is the chief

poi nt. "

"Yes; but we ought to have known that ourselves. It was our
m st ake. "

"And now the fourth point," the advocate continued. "The form of
the answer given by the jury contai ned an evident contradiction.
Masl ova i s accused of wilfully poisoning Snel koff, her one object
being that of cupidity, the only notive to comrit murder she
could have had. The jury in their verdict acquit her of the
intent to rob, or participation in the stealing of val uables,
fromwhich it follows that they intended also to acquit her of
the intent to nurder, and only through a m sunderstandi ng, which
arose fromthe inconpleteness of the president's sumri ng up
omtted to express it in due formin their answer. Therefore an
answer of this kind by the jury absolutely demanded the
application of statutes 816 and 808 of the crimnal code of
procedure, i.e., an explanation by the president to the jury of
the m stake nade by them and another debate on the question of
the prisoner's guilt.”

"Then why did the president not do it?"

"I, too, should like to know why," Fanarin said, |aughing.

"Then the Senate will, of course, correct this error?"
"That will all depend on who will preside there at the tine.
Well, now, there it is. | have further said," he continued,

rapidly, "a verdict of this kind gave the Court no right to
condemm Maslova to be punished as a crinmnal, and to apply
section 3, statute 771 of the penal code to her case. This is a
deci ded and gross violation of the basic principles of our
criminal law. In view of the reasons stated, | have the honour of
appealing to you, etc., etc., the refutation, according to 909,
910, and section 2, 912 and 928 statute of the crimnal code,
etc., etc. . . . to carry this case before another departnent of
the sane Court for a further exam nation. There; all that can be
done is done, but, to be frank, | have little hope of success,

t hough, of course, it all depends on what nenbers will be present
at the Senate. |If you have any influence there you can but try."

"l do know sone."

Al right; only be quick about it. Else they'll all go off for a
change of air; then you nay have to wait three nonths before they

return. Then, in case of failure, we have still the possibility
of appealing to His Majesty. This, too, depends on the private
i nfl uence you can bring to work. In this case, too, | amat your
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service; | mean as to the working of the petition, not the

i nfluence. "

"Thank you. Now as to your fees?"

"My assistant will hand you the petition and tell you."

"One thing nore. The Procureur gave nme a pass for visiting this
person in prison, but they tell ne | nust also get a perm ssion

fromthe governor in order to get an interview at another tine
and in another place than those appointed. Is this necessary?"

"Yes, | think so. But the governor is away at present; a
vi ce-governor is in his place. And he is such an inpenetrable
fool that you'll scarcely be able to do anything with him"

"I's it Mesl ennikoff?"
"Yes."

"I know him" said Nekhludoff, and got up to go. At this noment a
horribly ugly, little, bony, snub-nosed, yellow faced woman fl ew
into the room It was the advocate's wife, who did not seemto be
in the least bit troubled by her ugliness. She was attired in the
nost original manner; she seenmed envel oped in somethi ng nade of
vel vet and silk, sonething yellow and green, and her thin hair
was crinmped.

She stepped out triunphantly into the ante-room followed by a
tall, smling man, with a greenish conplexion, dressed in a coat
with silk facings, and a white tie. This was an author.

Nekhl udoff knew hi m by sight.

She opened the cabinet door and said, "Anatole, you nust conme to
me. Here is Sinmeon Ivanovitch, who will read his poens, and you
nmust absolutely conme and read about Garshin."

Nekhl udoff noticed that she whi spered sonething to her husband,
and, thinking it was something concerning him w shed to go away,

but she caught himup and said: "I beg your pardon, Prince,

know you, and, thinking an introduction superfluous, | beg you to
stay and take part in our literary matinee. It will be npst
interesting. M Fanarin will read."

"You see what a lot | have to do," said Fanarin, spreading out
his hands and smilingly pointing to his wife, as if to show how
i npossible it was to resist so charming a creature.

Nekhl udof f thanked the advocate's wife with extrene politeness
for the honour she did himin inviting him but refused the
invitation with a sad and solem | ook, and left the room

"What an affected fellow" said the advocate's w fe, when he had
gone out.

In the ante-roomthe assistant handed hima ready-witten
petition, and said that the fees, including the business with the
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Senate and the conm ssion, would cone to 1,000 roubles, and
expl ained that M Fanarin did not usually undertake this kind of
busi ness, but did it only to oblige Nekhludoff.

"And about this petition. Who is to sign it?"

"The prisoner may do it herself, or if this is inconvenient, M
Fanarin can, if he gets a power of attorney from her."

Oh, no. | shall take the petition to her and get her to signit,"”
sai d Nekhl udoff, glad of the opportunity of seeing her before the
appoi nted day.

CHAPTER XLVI .
A PRI SON FLOGG NG

At the usual tine the jailer's whistle sounded in the corridors of
the prison, the iron doors of the cells rattled, bare feet
pattered, heels clattered, and the prisoners who acted as
scavengers passed along the corridors, filling the air with

di sgusting snmells. The prisoners washed, dressed, and canme out

for revision, then went to get boiling water for their tea.

The conversation at breakfast in all the cells was very lively.
It was all about two prisoners who were to be flogged that day.
One, Vasiliev, was a young man of some education, a clerk, who
had killed his nmistress in a fit of jealousy. H's

fell owprisoners |iked him because he was nerry and generous and
firmin his behaviour with the prison authorities. He knew the
laws and insisted on their being carried out. Therefore he was
disliked by the authorities. Three weeks before a jailer struck
one of the scavengers who had spilt sonme soup over his new
uniform Vasiliev took the part of the scavenger, saying that it
was not lawful to strike a prisoner.

"I"l'l teach you the law," said the jailer, and gave Vasiliev a
scol ding. Vasiliev replied in Iike manner, and the jailer was
going to hit him but Vasiliev seized the jailer's hands, held
them fast for about three mnutes, and, after giving the hands a
twi st, pushed the jailer out of the door. The jailer conplained
to the inspector, who ordered Vasiliev to be put into a solitary
cell.

The solitary cells were a row of dark closets, |ocked from

out side, and there were neither beds, nor chairs, nor tables in
them so that the inmates had to sit or lie on the dirty floor
while the rats, of which there were a great many in those cells,
ran across them The rats were so bold that they stole the bread
fromthe prisoners, and even attacked themif they stopped

novi ng. Vasiliev said he would not go into the solitary cell
because he had not done anything wong; but they used force. Then
he began struggling, and two other prisoners helped himto free
himself fromthe jailers. Al the jailers assenbl ed, and anong

t hem was Petrov, who was distinguished for his strength. The
prisoners got thrown down and pushed into the solitary cells.
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The governor was inmediately informed that sonething very like a
rebel lion had taken place. And he sent back an order to flog the
two chief offenders, Vasiliev and the tranp, Nepomi shy, giving
each thirty strokes with a birch rod. The fl oggi ng was appoi nted
to take place in the wonen's interview ng-room

Al this was known in the prison since the evening, and it was
bei ng tal ked about with animation in all the cells.

Kor abl eva, Khoroshevka, Theodosia, and Maslova sat together in
their corner, drinking tea, all of themflushed and ani mated by
t he vodka they had drunk, for Mslova, who now had a constant
supply of vodka, freely treated her conpanions to it.

"He's not been a-rioting, or anything," Korableva said, referring
to Vasiliev, as she bit tiny pieces off a lunp of sugar with her
strong teeth. "He only stuck up for a chum because it's not
lawful to strike prisoners nowadays."

"And he's a fine fellow, |I've heard say," said Theodosi a, who sat
bareheaded, with her long plaits round her head, on a | og of wood
opposite the shelf bedstead on which the teapot stood.

"There, now, if you were to ask HM" the watchman's wife said to
Masl ova (by hi m she nmeant Nekhl udoff).

"I shall tell him He'll do anything for ne,"
tossing her head, and smling

Masl ova sai d,

"Yes, but when is he com ng? and they've already gone to fetch
them" said Theodosia. "It is terrible," she added, with a sigh

"I once did see how they flogged a peasant in the village.

Fat her-in-law, he sent nme once to the village elder. Well, |
went, and there" . . . The watchman's wi fe began her long story,
whi ch was interrupted by the sound of voices and steps in the
corridor above them

The wonen were silent, and sat |istening.

"There they are, hauling himalong, the devils!" Khoroshavka
said. "They'll do himto death, they will. The jailers are so
enraged with hi mbecause he never would give in to them"

Al'l was quiet again upstairs, and the watchman's wife finished
her story of how she was that frightened when she went into the
barn and saw them fl oggi ng a peasant, her inside turned at the
sight, and so on. Khoroshevka rel ated how Schegl of f had been

fl ogged, and never uttered a sound. Then Theodosi a put away the
tea things, and Korableva and the watchnman's wi fe took up their
sewi ng. Masl ova sat down on the bedstead, with her arns round her
knees, dull and depressed. She was about to |lie down and try to
sl eep, when the wonan warder called her into the office to see a
visitor.

"Now, mind, and don't forget to tell himabout us,” the old wonman
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(Menshova) said, while Maslova was arranging the kerchief on her
head before the dimlooking-glass. "W did not set fire to the
house, but he hinself, the fiend, did it; his workman saw hi m do

it, and will not damm his soul by denying it. You just tell to
ask to see ny Mtri. Mtri will tell himall about it, as plain
as can be. just think of our being locked up in prison when we
never dreanmt of any ill, while he, the fiend, is enjoying hinself

at the pub, with another nman's wife."

"That's not the law, " renmarked Korabl eva.

"Il tell him-I"Il tell him" answered Msl ova. "Suppose | have
anot her drop, just to keep up courage,” she added, with a w nk;
and Kor abl eva poured out half a cup of vodka, which Masl ova
drank. Then, having wi ped her nouth and repeating the words "j ust
to keep up courage," tossing her head and sniling gaily, she

foll owed the warder along the corridor.

CHAPTER XLVI | .
NEKHLUDOFF AGAI N VI SI TS MASLOVA.

Nekhl udoff had to wait in the hall for a long time. When he had
arrived at the prison and rung at the entrance door, he handed
the permission of the Procureur to the jailer on duty who net
hi m
“No, no,"
engaged. "

the jailer on duty said hurriedly, "the inspector is

“"In the office?" asked Nekhl udoff.

"No, here in the interview ng-room".

"Why, is it a visiting day to-day?

"No; it's special business."”

"I should like to see him What am | to do?" said Nekhl udoff.

"When the inspector cones out you'll tell him-wait a bit," said

the jailer.

At this nonent a sergeant-nmgjor, with a snmooth, shiny face and
noust aches i npregnated with tobacco snoke, came out of a side
door, with the gold cords of his uniformglistening, and
addressed the jailer in a severe tone.

"What do you nmean by letting any one in here? The office.

"I was told the inspector was here," said Nekhludoff, surprised
at the agitation he noticed in the sergeant-nmgjor's manner

At this nonment the inner door opened, and Petrov came out, heated
and perspiring.
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"He'll remenber it," he nuttered, turning to the sergeant major
The latter pointed at Nekhludoff by a | ook, and Petrov knitted
his brows and went out through a door at the back

"Who will remenber it? Why do they all seem so confused? Wiy did
the sergeant-nmjor make a sign to hin? Nekhludoff thought.

The sergeant-nmgjor, again addressing Nekhludoff, said: "You
cannot neet here; please step across to the office." And

Nekhl udof f was about to conply when the inspector came out of the
door at the back, |ooking even nore confused than his

subordi nates, and sighing continually. When he saw Nekhl udoff he
turned to the jailer.

"Fedot of f, have Maslova, cell 5, wonen's ward, taken to the

of fice."

"WIlIl you come this way, please," he said, turning to Nekhl udoff.
They ascended a steep staircase and entered a little roomwith
one wi ndow, a witing-table, and a few chairs in it. The

i nspector sat down.

"M ne are heavy, heavy duties," he remarked, again addressing
Nekhl udoff, and took out a cigarette.

"You are tired, evidently," said Nekhl udoff.

Tired of the whole of the service--the duties are very trying.
One tries to lighten their lot and only nmakes it worse; nmy only
t hought is how to get away. Heavy, heavy duties!”

Nekhl udoff did not know what the inspector's particular
difficulties were, but he saw that to-day he was in a peculiarly
dej ect ed and hopel ess condition, calling for pity."

"Yes, | should think the duties were heavy for a kind-hearted
man, " he said. "Why do you serve in this capacity?

"I have a famly."
"But, if it is so hard--"

"Well, still you know it is possible to be of use in sone
nmeasure; | soften down all | can. Another in ny place would
conduct the affairs quite differently. Wiy, we have nore than
2,000 persons here. And what persons! One nmust know how to nmanage
them It is easier said than done, you know. After all, they are
al so men; one cannot help pitying them"™ The inspector began
telling Nekhludoff of a fight that had lately taken place anpng
the convicts, which had ended by one nan being kill ed.

The story was interrupted by the entrance of Maslova, who was
acconpanied by a jailer.

Nekhl udoff saw her through the doorway before she had noticed the
i nspector. She was follow ng the warder briskly, smling and
tossi ng her head. When she saw the inspector she suddenly
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changed, and gazed at himwith a frightened |ook; but, quickly
recovering, she addressed Nekhl udoff boldly and gaily.

"How d'you do?" she said, drawling out her words, and
Resurrection smlingly took his hand and shook it vigorously, not
like the first tinme.

"Here, 1've brought you a petition to sign," said Nekhl udoff,
rather surprised by the bol dness with which she greeted him
t o- day.

"The advocate has witten out a petition which you will have to
sign, and then we shall send it to Petersburg.”

"All right! That can be done. Anything you like," she said, with
a wink and a smle.

And Nekhl udoff drew a fol ded paper from his pocket and went up to
t he table.

"May she sign it here?" asked Nekhludoff, turning to the
i nspect or.

"It's all right, it's all right! Sit down. Here's a pen; you can
write?" said the inspector

"I could at one tine," she said; and, after arranging her skirt
and the sleeves of her jacket, she sat down at the table, sniled
awkwar dly, took the pen with her small, energetic hand, and

gl anced at Nekhludoff with a |augh

Nekhl udoff told her what to wite and pointed out the place where
to sign.

Si ghi ng deeply as she di pped her pen into the ink, and carefully
shaki ng sone drops off the pen, she wote her nane.

"Is it all?" she asked, |ooking from Nekhludoff to the inspector
and putting the pen now on the inkstand, now on the papers.

"I have a few words to tell you," Nekhludoff said, taking the pen
from her.

"All right; tell me," she said. And suddenly, as if renmenbering
sonmet hing, or feeling sleepy, she grew serious.

The inspector rose and left the room and Nekhl udoff remained
with her.

CHAPTER XLVI I |

MASLOVA REFUSES TO MARRY.

The jailer who had brought Maslova in sat on a windowsill at some

di stance fromthem
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The deci sive noment had cone for Nekhludoff. He had been

i ncessantly blanm ng hinmself for not having told her the principa
thing at the first interview, and was now determined to tell her
that he would marry her. She was sitting at the further side of
the tabl e. Nekhludoff sat down opposite her. It was light in the
room and Nekhludoff for the first tinme saw her face quite near
He distinctly saw the crowsfeet round her eyes, the winkles
round her nmouth, and the swollen eyelids. He felt nore sorry than
before. Leaning over the table so as not to be beard by the
jailer--a man of Jewi sh type with grizzly whiskers, who sat by

t he wi ndow - Nekhl udof f sai d:

"Shoul d this petition come to nothing we shall appeal to the
Enmperor. All that is possible shall be done.™

"There, now, if we had had a proper advocate fromthe first," she
interrupted. "My defendant was quite a silly. He did nothing but
pay nme conplinents," she said, and |laughed. "If it had then been
known that | was acquainted with you, it would have been anot her
matter. They think every one's a thief."

"How strange she is to-day," Nekhludoff thought, and was just
going to say what he had on his nm nd when she began agai n:

"There's sonmething | want to say. We have here an old wonman; such
a fine one, d you know, she just surprises every one; she is

i mpri soned for nothing, and her son, too, and everybody knows
they are innocent, though they are accused of having set fire to
a house. D you know, hearing | was acquainted with you, she says:
"Tell himto ask to see nmy son; he'll tell himall about it."'
Thus spoke Masl ova, turning her head fromside to side, and

gl anci ng at Nekhl udoff. "Their name's Menshoff. Well, will you do
it? Such a fine old thing, you know, you can see at once she's

i nnocent. You'll do it, there's a dear," and she snmled, glanced
up at him and then cast down her eyes.

"Al'l right. I'"lIl find out about them" Nekhl udoff said, nore and
nor e astoni shed by her free-and-easy manner. "But | was going to
speak to you about nyself. Do you remenber what | told you | ast
time?"

"You said a lot last tinme. What was it you told me?" she said,
continuing to smle and to turn her head from side to side.

"I said | had conme to ask you to forgive nme," he began
"What's the use of that? Forgive, forgive, where's the good of--"

"To atone for ny sin, not by nere words, but in deed. | have nade
up ny mnd to marry you."

An expression of fear suddenly canme over her face. Her squinting
eyes renmined fixed on him and yet seemed not to be | ooking at
hi m

"What's that for?" she said, with an angry frown.
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"I feel that it is my duty before God to do it."

"What God have you found now? You are not saying what you ought
to. God, indeed! What God? You ought to have renenbered God
then," she said, and stopped with her nouth open. It was only now
t hat Nekhl udoff noticed that her breath snelled of spirits, and
that he understood the cause of her excitenent.

"Try and be calm" he said.

"Why should | be cal n?" she began, quickly, flushing scarlet. "I
am a convict, and you are a gentleman and a prince. There's no
need for you to soil yourself by touching ne. You go to your
princesses; mnmy price is a ten-rouble note."

"However cruelly you nmay speak, you cannot express what | nyself
amfeeling," he said, trenbling all over; "you cannot inmagine to
what extent | feel nyself guilty towards you.

"Feel yourself guilty?" she said, angrily mnmicking him "You did
not feel so then, but threw ne 100 roubles. That's your price.”

"I know, | know, but what is to be done now?" said Nekhludoff. "I
have deci ded not to | eave you, and what | have said | shall do."

"And | say you sha'n't," she said, and | aughed al oud.

"Kat usha" he said, touching her hand.

"You go away. | am a convict and you a prince, and you've no

busi ness here," she cried, pulling away her hand, her whole
appearance transformed by her wrath. "You've got pleasure out of
me inthis |ife, and want to save yourself through ne in the life
to come. You are disgusting to ne--your spectacles and the whol e

of your dirty fat nug. Go, go!" she screaned, starting to her
feet.

The jailer came up to them
"What are you kicking up this row for?' That won't--"
"Let her alone, please," said Nekhludoff.

"She nust not forget herself,"” said the jailer. "Please wait a
little," said Nekhludoff, and the jailer returned to the w ndow.

Masl ova sat down again, dropping her eyes and firmy clasping her
smal | hands.

Nekhl udoff stooped over her, not know ng what to do.
“You do not believe ne?" he said.

"That you nmean to marry ne? It will never be. |I'Il rather hang
nmyself. So there!"

"Well, still I shall go on serving you."
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"That's your affair, only I don't want anything fromyou. | am
telling you the plain truth,” she said. "Oh, why did | not die
then?" she added, and began to cry piteously.

Nekhl udoff coul d not speak; her tears infected him

She lifted her eyes, |ooked at himin surprise, and began to w pe
her tears with her kerchief.

The jailer came up again and renminded themthat it was tine to
part.

Masl ova rose

"You are excited. If it is possible, | shall cone again tonorrow,
you think it over," said Nekhl udoff.

She gave him no answer and, wi thout | ooking up, followed the
jailer out of the room

"Well, lass, you'll have rare tinmes now, " Korabl eva said, when
Masl ova returned to the cell. "Seens he's mighty sweet on you;
make the nost of it while he's after you. He'll help you out.

Ri ch people can do anything."

"Yes, that's so," remarked the watchman's wife, with her nusica
voi ce. "When a poor man thinks of getting married, there's many a
slip "twixt the cup and the lip; but a rich man need only nmake up
his mnd and it's done. We knew a toff like that duckie. What
d'you think he did?"

"Well, have you spoken about ny affairs?" the old wonan asked.

But Masl ova gave her fellowprisoners no answer; she |ay down on
the shel f bedstead, her squinting eyes fixed on a corner of the
room and lay there until the evening.

A painful struggle went on in her soul. Wat Nekhludoff had told
her called up the nmenory of that world in which she had suffered
and which she had | eft w thout having understood, hating it. She
now feared to wake fromthe trance in which she was |iving. Not
having arrived at any concl usi on when eveni ng cane, she again
bought sone vodka and drank with her conpani ons.

CHAPTER XLI X.
VERA DOUKHOVA.

"So this is what it neans, this," thought Nekhludoff as he left
the prison, only now fully understanding his crinme. |If he had not
tried to expiate his guilt he would never have found out how
great his crime was. Nor was this all; she, too, would never have
felt the whole horror of what had been done to her. He only now
saw what he had done to the soul of this woman; only now she saw
and under st ood what had been done to her
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Up to this tinme Nekhludoff had played with a sensation of
self-admration, had admred his own renorse; now he was sinply
filled with horror. He knew he could not throw her up now, and
yet he could not imagi ne what would conme of their relations to
one anot her.

Just as he was going out, a jailer, with a disagreeabl e,
i nsi nuati ng countenance, and a cross and nedal s on his breast,
cane up and handed hima note with an air of mystery.

"Here is a note froma certain person, your honour,"” he said to

Nekhl udof f as he gave himthe envel ope.
"What person?"

"You will know when you read it. A political prisoner. | amin
that ward, so she asked nme; and though it is against the rules,
still feelings of humanity--" The jailer spoke in an unnatura
manner .

Nekhl udof f was surprised that a jailer of the ward where
political prisoners were kept should pass notes inside the very
prison walls, and alnobst within sight of every one; he did not
then know that this was both a jailer and a spy. However, he took
the note and read it on coming out of the prison

The note was witten in a bold hand, and ran as follows: Having
heard that you visit the prison, and are interested in the case
of a crimnal prisoner, the desire of seeing you arose in me. Ask
for a permssion to see ne. | can give you a good deal of

i nformati on concerning your protegee, and al so our group.--Yours
gratefully, VERA DOUKHOVA. "

Vera Doukhova had been a school -teacher in an out-of-the-way
vill age of the Novgorod Government, where Nekhl udoff and sone
friends of his had once put up while bear hunting. Nekhl udoff
gladly and vividly recalled those old days, and his acquai ntance
wi th Doukhova. It was just before Lent, in an isolated spot, 40
mles fromthe railway. The hunt had been successful; two bears
had been killed; and the conmpany were having di nner before
starting on their return journey, when the nmaster of the hut
where they were putting up cane in to say that the deacon's
daughter wanted to speak to Prince Nekhludoff. "lIs she pretty?"
some one asked. "None of that, please,"” Nekhludoff said, and rose
with a serious look on his face. Wping his nmouth, and wondering
what the deacon's daughter nmight want of him he went into the
host's private hut.

There he found a girl with a felt hat and a warm cl oak on--a
sinewy, ugly girl; only her eyes with their arched brows were
beauti ful .

"Here, nmiss, speak to him" said the old housewife; "this is the
prince hinself. | shall go out neanwhile.”

"I'n what way can | be of service to you?" Nekhludoff asked.
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"lI--1--1 see you are throw ng away your money on such

nonsense--on hunting," began the girl, in great confusion. "I
know -1 only want one thing--to be of use to the people, and
can do nothing because | know nothing--" Her eyes were so

truthful, so kind, and her expression of resoluteness and yet
bashful ness was so touching, that Nekhludoff, as it often
happened to him suddenly felt as if he were in her position,
under st ood, and synpat hi sed.

"What can | do, then?"

"l am a teacher, but should Iike to follow a course of study; and
| amnot allowed to do so. That is, not that | amnot allowed to;
they'd allow nme to, but | have not got the neans. G ve themto
me, and when | have finished the course |I shall repay you. | am
thinking the rich kill bears and give the peasants drink; al

this is bad. Wiy should they not do good? | only want 80 roubles.
But if you don't wish to, never mnd," she added, gravely.

"On the contrary, | amvery grateful to you for this opportunity.
I will bring it at once,"” said Nekhl udoff.

He went out into the passage, and there net one of his conrades,
who had been overhearing his conversation. Paying no heed to his
chaf fing, Nekhludoff got the nobney out of his bag and took it to
her .

"Ch, please, do not thank me; it is | who should thank you," he
sai d.

It was pleasant to renenber all this now, pleasant to renenber
that he had nearly had a quarrel with an officer who tried to
make an obj ectionable joke of it, and how another of his conrades
had taken his part, which led to a closer friendship between
them How successful the whole of that hunting expedition had
been, and how happy he had felt when returning to the rail way
station that night. The line of sledges, the horses in tandem
glide quickly along the narrow road that |ies through the forest,
now bet ween hi gh trees, now between low firs wei ghed down by the
snow, caked in heavy lunps on their branches. A red |ight flashes
in the dark, sone one lights an aromatic cigarette. Joseph, a
bear driver, keeps running fromsledge to sledge, up to his knees
in snow, and while putting things to rights he speaks about the
el k which are now goi ng about on the deep snow and gnawi ng the
bark off the aspen trees, of the bears that are lying asleep in
their deep hidden dens, and his breath comes warm through the
opening in the sledge cover. Al this came back to Nekhludoff's
m nd; but, above all, the joyous sense of health, strength, and
freedomfromcare: the lungs breathing in the frosty air so
deeply that the fur cloak is drawn tightly on his chest, the fine
snow drops off the | ow branches on to his face, his body is warm
his face feels fresh, and his soul is free fromcare

sel f-reproach, fear, or desire. How beautiful it was. And now, O
God! what torment, what trouble!

Evi dently Vera Doukhova was a revolutionist and inprisoned as
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such. He must see her, especially as she prom sed to advise him
how to |lighten Maslova's |ot.

CHAPTER L.
THE VI CE- GOVERNOR OF THE PRI SON

Awaki ng early the next norning, Nekhludoff renmenbered what he had
done the day before, and was seized with fear

But in spite of this fear, he was nore determ ned than ever to
conti nue what he had begun.

Conscious of a sense of duty, he left the house and went to see
Masl enni koff in order to obtain fromhima pernmssion to visit
Masl ova in prison, and al so the Menshoffs--nother and son--about
whom Masl ova had spoken to him Nekhl udoff had known this

Masl| enni koff a long time; they had been in the reginment together
At that tinme Maslenni koff was treasurer to the regiment.

He was a ki nd-hearted and zeal ous officer, knowing and wishing to
know not hi ng beyond the reginent and the Inperial fam|ly. Now
Nekhl udoff saw himas an adm ni strator, who had exchanged the
regiment for an administrative office in the governnent where he
lived. He was married to a rich and energetic woman, who had
forced himto exchange mlitary for civil service. She |aughed at
him and caressed him as if he were her own pet ani nmal

Nekhl udoff had been to see them once during the winter, but the
couple were so uninteresting to himthat he had not gone again

At the sight of Nekhludoff Maslenni koff's face beaned all over.
He had the sane fat red face, and was as corpul ent and as wel
dressed as in his mlitary days. Then, he used to be al ways
dressed in a well-brushed uniform made according to the | atest
fashion, tightly fitting his chest and shoul ders; now, it was a
civil service uniformhe wore, and that, too, tightly fitted his
wel | -fed body and showed off his broad chest, and was cut
according to the |atest fashion. In spite of the difference in
age (Masl enni koff was 40), the two nen were very famliar with
one anot her.

"Hal l oo, old fellow How good of you to conme! Let us go and see
my wife. | have just ten mnutes to spare before the neeting. My
chief is away, you know. | am at the head of the Governnent

admi nistration,"” he said, unable to disguise his satisfaction

"l have cone on business."

"What is it?" said Maslenni koff, in an anxi ous and severe tone,
putting hinself at once on his guard.

"There is a person, whom | amvery rmuch interested in, in prison”
(at the word "prison" Mslennikoff's face grew stern); "and
should like to have an interviewin the office, and not in the
conmon visiting-room | have been told it depended on you."
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"Certainly, non cher," said Mslennikoff, putting both hands on
Nekhl udoff's knees, as if to tone down his grandeur; "but
remenber, | am nonarch only for an hour."

"Then will you give ne an order that will enable ne to see her?"
"It's a worman?"

"Yes."

"What is she there for?"

"Poi soni ng, but she has been unjustly condemmed."”

"Yes, there you have it, your justice admnistered by jury, ils
n'en font point d autres," he said, for some unknown reason, in
French. "I know you do not agree with ne, but it can't be hel ped,

c' est non opinion bien arretee," he added, giving utterance to an
opi nion he had for the | ast twelve nonths been reading in the
retrograde Conservative paper. "I know you are a Liberal."

"l don't know whether | am a Liberal or something else,"”

Nekhl udoff said, smiling; it always surprised himto find hinself
ranked with a political party and called a Liberal, when he

mai nt ai ned that a man shoul d be heard before he was judged, that
before being tried all nmen were equal, that nobody at all ought
to be ill-treated and beaten, but especially those who had not
yet been condemmed by law. "I don't know whether | am a Libera

or not; but |I do know that however had the present way of
conducting a trial is, it is better than the old."

"And whom have you for an advocate?"
"I have spoken to Fanarin."

"Dear me, Fanarin!" said Meslennikoff, with a grinace,

recoll ecting how this Fanarin had exam ned himas a witness at a
trial the year before and had, in the politest manner, held him
up to ridicule for half an hour

"I should not advise you to have anything to do with him
Fanarin est un home tare."

"I have one nore request to nake," said Nekhludoff, without
answering him "There's a girl whom| knew | ong ago, a teacher
she is a very pitiable little thing, and is now al so i nprisoned,
and would like to see ne. Could you give nme a perm ssion to visit
her ?"

Mesl enni kof f bent his head on one side and consi dered.

"She's a political one?"

"Yes, | have been told so."
"Well, you see, only relatives get perm ssion to visit politica
prisoners. Still, I'lIl give you an open order. Je sais que vous
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n' abuserez pas. What's the name of your protegee? Doukhova? Elle
est jolie?"

"Hi deuse. "

Masl enni kof f shook his head di sapprovingly, went up to the table,
and wote on a sheet of paper, with a printed heading: "The
bearer, Prince Dmitri |vanovitch Nekhludoff, is to be allowed to
interview in the prison office the nmeschanka Masl ova, and al so

t he nedi cal assistant, Doukhova," and he finished with an

el aborate flourish.

"Now you'll be able to see what order we have got there. And it
is very difficult to keep order, it is so crowded, especially
with people condemmed to exile; but | watch strictly, and | ove
the work. You will see they are very confortable and contented.
But one must know how to deal with them Only a few days ago we
had a little trouble--insubordinati on; another would have called
it mutiny, and would have nade many m serable, but with us it al
passed quietly. W nust have solicitude on one hand, firmess and
power on the other," and he clenched the fat, white,

turquoi se-ringed fist, which issued out of the starched cuff of
his shirt sleeve, fastened with a gold stud. "Solicitude and firm
power . "

"Well, | don't know about that," said Nekhludoff. "I went there
twice, and felt very nmuch depressed."”

"Do you know, you ought to get acquainted with the Countess
Passek, " continued Masl enni koff, growi ng tal kative. "She has
given herself up entirely to this sort of work. Elle fait
beaucoup de bien. Thanks to her--and, perhaps | may add wi t hout
fal se nodesty, to ne--everything has been changed, changed in
such a way that the fornmer horrors no |onger exist, and they are
really quite confortable there. Well, you'll see. There's
Fanarin. | do not know hi m personally; besides, nmy socia
position keeps our ways apart; but he is positively a bad man
and besides, he takes the liberty of saying such things in the
court--such things!"

"Well, thank you," Nekhludoff said, taking the paper, and wi thout
listening further he bade good-day to his former conrade.

"And won't you go in to see ny wfe?"
"No, pray excuse ne; | have no tinme now "

"Dear me, why she will never forgive ne," said Masl ennikoff,
acconpanyi ng his old acquai ntance down to the first |anding, as
he was in the habit of doing to persons of not the greatest, but
the second greatest inportance, with whom he classed Nekhl udoff;
"now do go in, if only for a nonent."

But Nekhl udof f rermained firm and while the footman and the
door - keeper rushed to give himhis stick and overcoat, and opened
t he door, outside of which there stood a policenman, Nekhl udoff
repeated that he really could not cone in.
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"Well, then; on Thursday, please. It is her "at-home." | wll
tell her you will come,"” shouted Maslenni koff fromthe stairs.

CHAPTER LI .
THE CELLS.

Nekhl udoff drove that day straight from Masl enni koff's to the
prison, and went to the inspector's |odging, which he now knew.
He was again struck by the sounds of the same piano of inferior
quality; but this tinme it was not a rhapsody that was being

pl ayed, but exercises by Clenenti, again with the same vi gour

di stinctness, and qui ckness. The servant with the bandaged eye
said the inspector was in, and showed Nekhludoff to a snmll

drawi ng-room in which there stood a sofa and, in front of it, a
table, with a large | anp, which stood on a piece of crochet work,
and the paper shade of which was burnt on one side. The chief

i nspector entered, with his usual sad and weary | ook

"Take a seat, please. What is it you want?" he said, buttoning up
the middl e button of his uniform

"I have just been to the vice-governor's, and got this order from
him | should like to see the prisoner Mslova."

"Mar kova?" asked the inspector, unable to bear distinctly because
of the nusic.

"Masl ova! "

"Well, yes." The inspector got up and went to the door whence
proceeded Cl enenti's roul ades.

“"Mary, can't you stop just a mnute?" he said, in a voice that
showed that this nusic was the bane of his life. "One can't hear
a word."

The piano was silent, but one could hear the sound of reluctant
steps, and sone one | ooked in at the door

The inspector seened to feel eased by the interval of silence,
lit a thick cigarette of weak tobacco, and offered one to

Nekhl udof f .

Nekhl udoff refused.

"What | want is to see Maslova."

"Ch, yes, that can be managed. Now, then, what do you want?" he
said, addressing a little girl of five or six, who cane into the
room and wal ked up to her father with her head turned towards
Nekhl udoff, and her eyes fixed on him

"There, now, you'll fall down," said the inspector, smling, as
the little girl ran up to him and, not |ooking where she was
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goi ng, caught her foot in alittle rug.
"Well, then, if I may, | shall go."

"It's not very convenient to see Maslova to-day," said the

i nspector.

"How s that ?"

"Well, you know, it's all your own fault," said the inspector
with a slight smle. "Prince, give her no noney into her hands.
If you like, give it ne. I will keep it for her. You see, you

gave her sone noney yesterday; she got sone spirits (it's an evi
we cannot nmanage to root out), and to-day she is quite tipsy,
even violent."

"Can this be true?"

"COh, yes, it is. | have even been obliged to have recourse to
severe measures, and to put her into a separate cell. She is a
qui et woman in an ordinary way. But please do not give her any
nmoney. These people are so--" What had happened the day before
cane vividly back to Nekhludoff's mind, and again he was seized
with fear.

"And Doukhova, a political prisoner; mght | see her?"

"Yes, if you like," said the inspector. He enmbraced the little
girl, who was still |ooking at Nekhludoff, got up, and, tenderly
noti oni ng her aside, went into the ante-room Hardly had he got
into the overcoat which the maid hel ped himto put on, and before
he had reached the door, the distinct sounds of Clenenti's

roul ades agai n began.

"She entered the Conservatoire, but there is such disorder there.
She has a great gift," said the inspector, as they went down the
stairs. "She neans to play at concerts."

The inspector and Nekhludoff arrived at the prison. The gates
were instantly opened as they appeared. The jailers, with their
fingers lifted to their caps, followed the inspector with their
eyes. Four nen, with their heads half shaved, who were carrying
tubs filled with sonmething, cringed when they saw the inspector
One of them frowned angrily, his black eyes glaring.

"Of course a talent |ike that nust be devel oped; it would not do
to bury it, but in a small |odging, you know, it is rather hard."
The inspector went on with the conversation, taking no notice of

the prisoners.

"Who is it you want to see?"

"Doukhova. "

"Ch, she's in the tower. You'll have to wait a little," he said.

"M ght | not meanwhile see the prisoners Menshoff, nother and
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son, who are accused of incendiarisnP"
"Ch, yes. Cell No. 21. Yes, they can be sent for."

"But might I not see Menshoff in his cell?"

"Ch, you'll find the waiting-roomnore pleasant."
"No. | should prefer the cell. It is nore interesting."
Well, you have found sonething to be interested in!"

Here the assistant, a smartly-dressed officer, entered the side
door.

"Here, see the Prince into Menshoff's cell, No. 21," said the
i nspector to his assistant, "and then take himto the office. And
"Il go and call--Wat's her nane?" Vera Doukhova."

The inspector's assistant was young, with dyed moustaches, and
diffusing the smell of eau-de-col ogne. "This way, please," he

said to Nekhludoff, with a pleasant smile. "Qur establishnment

i nterests you?"

"Yes, it does interest nme; and, besides, | |ook upon it as a duty
to help a man who | heard was confi ned here, though innocent."

The assi stant shrugged his shoul ders.

"Yes, that may happen,” he said quietly, politely stepping aside
to let the visitor enter, the stinking corridor first. "But it
al so happens that they lie. Here we are."

The doors of the cells were open, and sonme of the prisoners were
in the corridor. The assistant nodded slightly to the jailers,
and cast a side glance at the prisoners, who, keeping close to
the wall, crept back to their cells, or stood like soldiers, with
their arnms at their sides, following the official with their
eyes. After passing through one corridor, the assistant showed
Nekhl udoff into another to the left, separated fromthe first by
an iron door. This corridor was darker, and snelt even worse than
the first. The corridor had doors on both sides, with little

hol es in them about an inch in dianeter. There was only an old
jailer, with an unpl easant face, in this corridor

"Where is Menshoff?" asked the inspector’'s assistant.
"The eighth cell to the left."
"And t hese? Are they occupi ed?" asked Nekhl udoff.

Yes, all but one."

CHAPTER LI I .

NO. 21.
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"May | | ook in?" asked Nekhl udoff.

"Oh, certainly,"” answered the assistant, smling, and turned to
the jailer with sone question.

Nekhl udoff | ooked into one of the little holes, and saw a tal
young nman pacing up and down the cell. Wen the nan heard sone
one at the door he | ooked up with a frown, but continued wal ki ng
up and down.

Nekhl udoff | ooked into another hole. His eye nmet another |arge
eye | ooking out of the hole at him and he quickly stepped aside.
In the third cell he saw a very small nman asl eep on the bed,
covered, head and all, with his prison cloak. In the fourth a
broad-faced man was sitting with his el bows on his knees and his
head | ow down. At the sound of footsteps this man rai sed his head
and | ooked up. His face, especially his large eyes, bore the
expressi on of hopel ess dejection. One could see that it did not
even interest himto know who was | ooking into his cell. Woever
it mght be, he evidently hoped for nothing good from him

Nekhl udoff was seized with dread, and went to Menshoff's cell

No. 21, without stopping to |ook through any nore holes. The
jailer unlocked the door and opened it. A young man, with |ong
neck, well-devel oped nuscles, a small head, and kind, round eyes,
stood by the bed, hastily putting on his cloak, and | ooking at
the newconmers with a frightened face. Nekhludoff was specially
struck by the kind, round eyes that were throwi ng frightened and
inquiring glances in turns at him at the jailer, and at the

assi stant, and back again.

"Here's a gentleman wants to inquire into your affair."”
"Thank you kindly."

"Yes, | was told about you," Nekhludoff said, going through the
cell up to the dirty grated wi ndow, "and | should like to hear
all about it fromyourself."

Menshoff al so cane up to the wi ndow, and at once started telling
his story, at first looking shyly at the inspector’'s assistant,
but growi ng gradual ly bol der. Wen the assistant |left the cel

and went into the corridor to give sone order the man grew quite
bol d. The story was told with the accent and in the manner conmon
to a nmost ordinary good peasant |ad. To hear it told by a

pri soner dressed in this degrading clothing, and inside a prison
seemed very strange to Nekhl udoff. Nekhludoff |istened, and at
the sane time kept |ooking around him-at the | ow bedstead with
its straw mattress, the wi ndow and the dirty, danmp wall, and the
piteous face and formof this unfortunate, disfigured peasant in
his prison cloak and shoes, and he felt sadder and sadder, and
woul d have liked not to believe what this good-natured fell ow was
saying. It seened too dreadful to think that nmen could do such a
thing as to take a man, dress himin convict clothes, and put him
in this horrible place without any reason only because he hinself
had been injured. And yet the thought that this seem ngly true
story, told with such a good-natured expression on the face,
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m ght be an invention and a lie was still nore dreadful. This was
the story: The village public-house keeper had enticed the young
fellow s wife. He tried to get justice by all sorts of neans. But
everywhere the public-house keeper managed to bribe the
officials, and was acquitted. Once, he took his wife back by
force, but she ran away next day. Then he canme to denmand her

back, but, though he saw her when he cane in, the public-house
keeper told himshe was not there, and ordered himto go away. He
woul d not go, so the public-house keeper and his servant beat him
so that they drew blood. The next day a fire broke out in the
publi c- house, and the young man and his nother were accused of
havi ng set the house on fire. He had not set it on fire, but was
visiting a friend at the tine.

"And it is true that you did not set it on fire?"

"It never entered ny head to do it, sir. It nmust be my eneny that
did it hinself. They say he had only just insured it. Then they
said it was nother and | that did it, and that we had threatened
him It is true | once did go for him ny heart couldn't stand it
any | onger."

"Can this be true?"

"God is my witness it is true. Ch, sir, be so good--" and
Nekhl udoff had sone difficulty to prevent himfrom bow ng down to
the ground. "You see | am perishing w thout any reason." His face
qui vered and he turned up the sleeve of his cloak and began to
cry, wiping the tears with the sleeve of his dirty shirt.

"Are you ready?" asked the assistant.

"Yes. Well, cheer up. We will consult a good | awer, and will do
what we can," said Nekhludoff, and went out. Menshoff stood cl ose
to the door, so that the jailer knocked himin shutting it, and
while the jailer was locking it he remai ned | ooki ng out through
the little hole.

CHAPTER LIII.
VI CTI MS OF GOVERNMENT.

Passi ng back along the broad corridor (it was dinner tine, and
the cell doors were open), anmong the nen dressed in their |ight
yel | ow cl oaks, short, wide trousers, and prison shoes, who were

| ooki ng eagerly at him Nekhludoff felt a strange m xture of
synmpathy for them and horror and perplexity at the conduct of

t hose who put and kept them here, and, besides, he felt, he knew
not why, ashanmed of hinmself calmy exanmining it all

In one of the corridors, sone one ran, clattering with his shoes,
in at the door of a cell. Several nen came out from here, and
stood in Nekhludoff's way, bowing to him

"Pl ease, your honour (we don't know what to call you), get our
affair settled somehow. "
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"I amnot an official. | know nothing about it.

"Wel |, anyhow, you conme fromoutside; tell sonebody--one of the
authorities, if need be," said an indignant voice. "Show sone
pity on us, as a hunan being. Here we are suffering the second
nonth for nothing."

"What do you nmean? Why?" said Nekhl udoff.

"Why? We ourselves don't know why, but are sitting here the
second nonth."

"Yes, it's quite true, and it is owing to an accident," said the
i nspector. "These people were taken up because they had no
passports, and ought to have been sent back to their native
governnent; but the prison there is burnt, and the |oca
authorities have witten, asking us not to send themon. So we
have sent all the other passportless people to their different
governments, but are keeping these.”

"What! For no other reason than that?" Nekhl udoff excl ai nmed,
st oppi ng at the door

A crowmd of about forty nen, all dressed in prison clothes,
surrounded himand the assistant, and several began tal king at
once. The assistant stopped them

"Let sone one of you speak."

A tall, good-Iooking peasant, a stone-mason, of about fifty,
stepped out fromthe rest. He told Nekhludoff that all of them
had been ordered back to their honmes and were now bei ng kept in
pri son because they had no passports, yet they had passports
which were only a fortnight overdue. The sane thing had happened
every year; they had many tines omitted to renew their passports
till they were overdue, and nobody had ever said anything; but
this year they had been taken up and were being kept in prison
the second nonth, as if they were crimnals

"We are all masons, and belong to the same artel. We are told
that the prison in our governnent is burnt, but this is not our
fault. Do help us."

Nekhl udoff |istened, but hardly understood what the good-| ooking
old man was sayi ng, because his attention was riveted to a | arge,
dar k-grey, many-|egged | ouse that was creeping along the
good- | ooki ng man's cheek

"How s that? Is it possible for such a reason?" Nekhl udoff said,
turning to the assistant.

"Yes, they should have been sent off and taken back to their
honmes, " calmy said the assistant, "but they seemto have been
forgotten or somnething.”

Before the assistant had finished, a small, nervous man, also in
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pri son dress, canme out of the crowd, and, strangely contorting
his mouth, began to say that they were being ill-used for
not hi ng.

"Worse than dogs," he began.

“Now, now, not too much of this. Hold your tongue, or you know-"

"What do | know?" screaned the little man, desperately. "Wat is
our crinme?"

"Silence!" shouted the assistant, and the little man was silent.

"But what is the nmeaning of all this?" Nekhludoff thought to

hi nrsel f as he canme out of the cell, while a hundred eyes were

fi xed upon himthrough the openings of the cell doors and from
the prisoners that met him making himfeel as if he were running
the gauntlet.

"Is it really possible that perfectly innocent people are kept
here?" Nekhl udoff uttered when they left the corridor

"What woul d you have us do? They lie so. To hear themtal k they
are all of theminnocent," said the inspector's assistant. "But
it does happen that sone are really inprisoned for nothing."

"Well, these have done nothing."

"Yes, we nust admit it. Still, the people are fearfully spoilt.
There are such types--desperate fellows, with whomone has to
| ook sharp. To-day two of that sort had to be punished.”

"Puni shed? How?"
"Fl ogged with a birch-rod, by order."
"But corporal punishnment is abolished."

"Not for such as are deprived of their rights. They are stil
liable to it."

Nekhl udoff thought of what he had seen the day before while
waiting in the hall, and now understood that the punishnment was
then being inflicted, and the m xed feeling of curiosity,
depression, perplexity, and noral nausea, that grew into physica
si ckness, took hold of himnore strongly than ever before.

Wthout |istening to the inspector's assistant, or |ooking round,
he hurriedly left the corridor, and went to the office. The

i nspector was in the office, occupied with other business, and
had forgotten to send for Doukhova. He only renenbered his

prom se to have her call ed when Nekhl udoff entered the office.

"Sit down, please. I'Il send for her at once," said the
i nspector.
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CHAPTER LI V.
PRI SONERS AND FRI ENDS

The office consisted of two roons. The first room wth a |arge,
di | api dated stove and two dirty wi ndows, had a bl ack neasure for
measuring the prisoners in one corner, and in another corner hung
a large inmage of Christ, as is usual in places where they torture
people. In this roomstood several jailers. In the next room sat
about twenty persons, nen and wonen in groups and in pairs,
talking in | ow voices. There was a witing table by the w ndow.

The i nspector sat down by the table, and offered Nekhl udoff a
chair beside him Nekhludoff sat down, and | ooked at the people
in the room

The first who drew his attention was a young man with a pl easant
face, dressed in a short jacket, standing in front of a

m ddl e-aged worman wi th dark eyebrows, and he was eagerly telling
her somet hing and gesticulating with his hands. Beside them sat
an old man, with blue spectacles, holding the hand of a young
woman in prisoner's clothes, who was telling himsonething. A
school boy, with a fixed, frightened |Iook on his face, was gazing
at the old man. In one corner sat a pair of |lovers. She was quite
young and pretty, and had short, fair hair, |ooked energetic, and
was el egantly dressed; he had fine features, wavy hair, and wore
a rubber jacket. They sat in their corner and seened stupefied
with love. Nearest to the table sat a grey-haired wonan dressed
in black, evidently the nother of a young, consunptive-I| ooking
fellow, in the sanme kind of jacket. Her head |ay on his shoul der
She was trying to say something, but the tears prevented her from
speaki ng; she began several tinmes, but had to stop. The young man
hel d a paper in his hand, and, apparently not knowi ng what to do,
kept folding and pressing it with an angry |ook on his face.

Besi de them was a short-haired, stout, rosy girl, with very

prom nent eyes, dressed in a grey dress and a cape; she sat

besi de the weeping nmother, tenderly stroking her. Everything
about this girl was beautiful; her large, white hands, her short,
wavy hair, her firmnose and |lips, but the chief charm of her
face lay in her kind, truthful hazel eyes. The beautiful eyes
turned away fromthe nmother for a nonent when Nekhl udoff cane in,
and net his |ook. But she turned back at once and said sonething
to the nother.

Not far fromthe |overs a dark, dishevelled nman, with a gl oony
face, sat angrily talking to a beardless visitor, who | ooked as
if he belonged to the Scoptsy sect.

At the very door stood a young nan in a rubber jacket, who seened
nore concerned about the inpression he produced on the onl ooker

t han about what he was sayi ng. Nekhludoff, sitting by the

i nspector's side, looked round with strained curiosity. Alittle
boy with cl osely-cropped hair cane up to him and addressed himin
athinlittle voice.

"And whom are you waiting for?"
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Nekhl udoff was surprised at the question, but |ooking at the boy,
and seeing the serious little face with its bright, attentive
eyes fixed on him answered himseriously that he was waiting for
a worman of his acquai ntance.

"I's she, then, your sister?" the boy asked.

"No, not ny sister," Nekhludoff answered in surprise.
"And with whom are you here?" he inquired of the boy.
"I'? Wth mamma; she is a political one,"” he replied.

“"Mary Pavl ovna, take Kolia!" said the inspector, evidently
consi dering Nekhl udoff's conversation with the boy ill egal

Mary Pavl ovha, the beautiful girl who had attracted Nekhludoff's
attention, rose tall and erect, and with firm alnost manly

st eps, approached Nekhl udoff and the boy.

"What is he asking you? Who you are?" she inquired with a slight
smle, and | ooking straight into his face with a trustful look in
her kind, prom nent eyes, and as sinply as if there could be no
doubt what ever that she was and nust be on sisterly terns with
ever ybody.

"He |likes to know everything," she said, |ooking at the boy with
so sweet and kind a smile that both the boy and Nekhl udoff were
obliged to smle back.

"He was asking me whom | have conme to see."”

“"Mary Pavlovna, it is against the rules to speak to strangers.
You know it is," said the inspector

"Al'l right, all right," she said, and went back to the
consunptive lad's nother, holding Kolia"s little hand in her

| arge, white one, while he continued gazing up into her face.
"Whose is this little boy?" Nekhludoff asked of the inspector
"H's nother is a political prisoner, and he was born in prison,"
said the inspector, in a pleased tone, as if glad to point out
how excepti onal his establishment was.

"Is it possible?"

"Yes, and now he is going to Siberia with her."

"And that young girl?"

"l cannot answer your question," said the inspector, shrugging

his shoul ders. "Besides, here is Doukhova."

CHAPTER LV.
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VERA DOUKHOVA EXPLAI NS.

Through a door, at the back of the room entered, with a
wriggling gait, the thin, yell ow Vera Doukhova, with her |arge,
ki nd eyes.

"Thanks for having conme," she said, pressing Nekhludoff's hand.
"Do you renmenber me? Let us sit down."

"I did not expect to see you like this."

"Oh, | amvery happy. It is so delightful, so delightful, that I
desire nothing better," said Vera Doukhova, with the usua
expression of fright in the large, kind, round eyes fixed on
Nekhl udoff, and twisting the terribly thin, sinewy neck
surrounded by the shabby, crunpled, dirty collar of her bodice.
Nekhl udof f asked her how she came to be in prison.

In answer she began relating all about her affairs with great
ani mation. Her speech was interm ngled with a great many | ong
wor ds, such as propaganda, di sorgani sation, social groups,
sections and sub-sections, about which she seened to think
everybody knew, but which Nekhl udoff had never heard of.

She told himall the secrets of the Nardovol stvo, [literally,
"People's Freedom" a revolutionary novement] evidently

convi nced that he was pleased to hear them Nekhl udoff | ooked at
her mserable little neck, her thin, unkenpt hair, and wondered
why she had been doing all these strange things, and why she was
now telling all this to him He pitied her, but not as he had
pitied Menshoff, the peasant, kept for no fault of his own in the
stinking prison. She was pitiable because of the confusion that
filled her mnd. It was clear that she considered herself a
heroi ne, and was ready to give her life for a cause, though she
could hardly have expl ai ned what that cause was and in what its
success would lie.

The business that Vera Doukhova wanted to see Nekhl udoff about
was the following: A friend of hers, who had not even bel onged to
their "sub-group," as she expressed it, had been arrested with
her about five nonths before, and inprisoned in the

Pet ropavl ovsky fortress because sone prohi bited books and papers
(whi ch she had been asked to keep) had been found in her
possessi on. Vera Doukhova felt herself in sone nmeasure to bl ane
for her friend s arrest, and inplored Nekhl udoff, who had
connections anong influential people, to do all he could in order
to set this friend free.

Besi des this, Doukhova asked himto try and get perm ssion for
anot her friend of hers, Gourkevitch (who was al so inprisoned in
the Petropavl ovsky fortress), to see his parents, and to procure
some scientific books which he required for his studies.

Nekhl udoff prom sed to do what he could when he went to

Pet er sbur g.

As to her own story, this is what she said: Having finished a
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course of mdw fery, she became connected with a group of
adherents to the Nardovol stvo, and nmade up her mind to agitate in
t he revol utionary novenent. At first all went on snoothly. She
wrot e procl amati ons and occupi ed herself with propaganda work in
the factories; then, an inportant nenber having been arrested,
their papers were seized and all concerned were arrested. "I was
al so arrested, and shall be exiled. But what does it matter?

feel perfectly happy." She concluded her story with a piteous
smle.

Nekhl udoff made some inquiries concerning the girl with the

prom nent eyes. Vera Doukhova told himthat this girl was the
daughter of a general, and had been |long attached to the
revolutionary party, and was arrested because she had pl eaded
guilty to having shot a gendarne. She lived in a house with sone
conspirators, where they had a secret printing press. One night,
when the police came to search this house, the occupiers resolved
to defend thensel ves, put out the |light, and began destroying the
things that might incrimnate them The police forced their way
in, and one of the conspirators fired, and nortally wounded a
gendarnme. VWhen an inquiry was instituted, this girl said that it
was she who had fired, although she had never had a revolver in
her hands, and would not have hurt a fly. And she kept to it, and
was now condemed to penal servitude in Siberia.

"An altruistic, fine character," said Vera Doukhova, approvingly.
The third business that Vera Doukhova wanted to tal k about
concerned Masl ova. She knew, as everybody does know in prison
the story of Maslova's |life and his connection with her, and

advi sed himto take steps to get her renoved into the politica
prisoner's ward, or into the hospital to help to nurse the sick
of which there were very nmany at that tinme, so that extra nurses
wer e needed.

Nekhl udoff thanked her for the advice, and said he would try to
act upon it.

CHAPTER LVI .
NEKHLUDOFF AND THE PRI SONERS

Their conversation was interrupted by the inspector, who said
that the tinme was up, and the prisoners and their friends nust
part. Nekhl udoff took |eave of Vera Doukhova and went to the
door, where he stopped to watch what was goi ng on

The inspector's order called forth only hei ghtened ani mati on
anong the prisoners in the room but no one seened to think of

goi ng. Sone rose and continued to talk standi ng, sone went on
talking without rising. A few began crying and taking | eave of
each other. The nother and her consunptive son seened especially
pat hetic. The young fellow kept twisting his bit of paper and his
face seened angry, so great were his efforts not to be infected
by his nmother's enotion. The nother, hearing that it was tinme to
part, put her head on his shoul der and sobbed and sniffed al oud.
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The girl with the prom nent eyes--Nekhludoff could not help

wat chi ng her--was standi ng opposite the sobbing nother, and was
saying sonething to her in a soothing tone. The old man with the
bl ue spectacl es stood holding his daughter's hand and nodding in
answer to what she said. The young |overs rose, and, hol ding each
ot her's hands, | ooked silently into one another's eyes.

"These are the only two who are nerry," said a young man with a
short coat who stood by Nekhludoff's side, also |ooking at those
who were about to part, and pointed to the |overs. Feeling

Nekhl udoff's and the young man's eyes fixed on them the |overs--
the young man with the rubber coat and the pretty girl--stretched
out their arms, and with their hands clasped in each other's,
danced round and round again. "To-night they are going to be
married here in prison, and she will follow himto Siberia," said
t he young nan.

"What is he?"

"A convict, condemed to penal servitude. Let those two at | east
have a little joy, or else it is too painful,"” the young nman
added, listening to the sobs of the consunptive |lad's nother.

“Now, my good peopl e! Please, please do not oblige ne to have
recourse to severe neasures," the inspector said, repeating the
same words several times over. "Do, please," he went on in a
weak, hesitating manner. "It is high time. What do you nean by
it? This sort of thing is quite inpossible. I am now asking you
for the last tinme," he repeated wearily, now putting out his
cigarette and then |ighting another

It was evident that, artful, old, and conmon as were the devices
enabling nen to do evil to others without feeling responsible for
it, the inspector could not but feel conscious that he was one of
those who were guilty of causing the sorrow which manifested
itself in this room And it was apparent that this troubled him
sorely. At length the prisoners and their visitors began to
go--the first out of the inner, the latter out of the outer door
The man with the rubber jacket passed out anmong them and the
consunptive youth and the dishevelled man. Mary Pavl ovna went out
with the boy born in prison.

The visitors went out too. The old man with the bl ue spectacl es,
st eppi ng heavily, went out, followed by Nekhl udoff.

"Yes, a strange state of things this," said the tal kative young
man, as if continuing an interrupted conversation, as he
descended the stairs side by side with Nekhludoff. "Yet we have
reason to be grateful to the inspector who does not keep strictly
to the rules, kind-hearted fellow. If they can get a talk it does
relieve their hearts a bit, after all!"

While talking to the young nman, who introduced hinself as

Medi nzef f, Nekhl udoff reached the hall. There the inspector cane
up to themw th weary step
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"If you wish to see Maslova," he said, apparently desiring to be
polite to Nekhludoff, "please cone to-norrow. "

"Very well," answered Nekhludoff, and hurried away, experiencing
nore than ever that sensation of noral nausea which he al ways
felt on entering the prison.

The sufferings of the evidently innocent Menshoff seened
terrible, and not so nmuch his physical suffering as the
perplexity, the distrust in the good and in God which he nust
feel, seeing the cruelty of the people who tornented hi mw thout
any reason.

Terrible were the disgrace and sufferings cast on these hundreds
of guiltless people sinply because sonmething was not written on
paper as it should have been. Terrible were the brutalised
jailers, whose occupation is to tornment their brothers, and who
were certain that they were fulfilling an inportant and usefu
duty; but nost terrible of all seemed this sickly, elderly,

ki nd-hearted inspector, who was obliged to part nother and son
father and daughter, who were just the same sort of people as he
and his own children.

"What is it all for?" Nekhludoff asked hinself, and could not
find an answer.

CHAPTER LVI I .
THE VI CE- GOVERNCOR' S " AT- HOVE" .

The next day Nekhl udoff went to see the advocate, and spoke to

hi m about the Menshoffs' case, begging himto undertake their

def ence. The advocate promised to ook into the case, and if it
turned out to be as Nekhludoff said he would in all probability
undertake the defence free of charge. Then Nekhl udoff told him of
the 130 nen who were kept in prison owing to a m stake. "On whom
did it depend? Wose fault was it?"

The advocate was silent for a nonent, evidently anxious to give a
correct reply.

"Whose fault is it? No one's," he said, decidedly. "Ask the

Procureur, he'll say it is the Governor's; ask the Governor,
he'll say it is the Procureur's fault. No one is in fault."
"I amjust going to see the Vice-CGovernor. | shall tell him"

"Oh, that's quite useless,"” said the advocate, with a smle. "He
is such a--he is not arelation or friend of yours?--such a

bl ockhead, if | may say so, and yet a crafty aninmal at the sane
time."

Nekhl udof f renenbered what Masl enni koff had sai d about the

advocate, and did not answer, but took | eave and went on to
Masl enni koff's. He had to ask Masl enni koff two things: about
Masl ova's renmoval to the prison hospital, and about the 130

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

154



The Resurrection 155

passportl ess nen innocently inprisoned. Though it was very hard
to petition a man whom he did not respect, and by whose orders

men were flogged, yet it was the only neans of gaining his end,
and he had to go through with it.

As he drove up to Masl enni koff's house Nekhl udoff saw a nunber of
different carriages by the front door, and renenbered that it was
Masl enni koff's wife's "at-home" day, to which he had been
invited. At the nonment Nekhludoff drove up there was a carri age
in front of the door, and a footman in livery, with a cockade in
his hat, was hel ping a | ady down the doorstep. She was hol di ng up
her train, and showi ng her thin ankles, black stockings, and
slippered feet. Anpong the carriages was a cl osed | andau, which he
knew to be the Korchagins'.

The grey-haired, red-checked coachman took off his hat and bowed
in a respectful yet friendly manner to Nekhludoff, as to a

gentl eman he knew wel |. Nekhl udoff had not had tine to inquire
for Masl enni kof f, when the |latter appeared on the carpeted
stairs, acconpanying a very inportant guest not only to the first
| andi ng but to the bottom of the stairs. This very important
visitor, a mlitary man, was speaking in French about a lottery
for the benefit of children's hones that were to be founded in
the city, and expressed the opinion that this was a good
occupation for the ladies. "It anuses them and the noney cones."”

"Qu' elles s'amusent et que le bon dieu |l es benisse. M

Nekhl udoff! How d'you do? How is it one never sees you?" he
greeted Nekhludoff. "Allez presenter vos devoirs a Madane. And
t he Korchagins are here et Nadi ne Bukshevden. Toutes les jolies
fermes de la ville," said the inportant guest, slightly raising
hi s uni formed shoul ders as he presented themto his own richly
liveried servant to have his military overcoat put on. "Au
revoir, nmon cher." And he pressed Masl enni koff's hand.

“Now, come up; | amso glad," said Msl enni koff, grasping

Nekhl udoff's hand. In spite of his corpul ency Masl ennikof f
hurried quickly up the stairs. He was in particularly good
spirits, owing to the attention paid himby the inportant
personage. Every such attention gave himthe sanme sense of
delight as is felt by an affectionate dog when its naster pats
it, strokes it, or scratches its ears. It wags its tail, cringes,
junps about, presses its ears down, and nadly rushes about in a
circle. Maslennikoff was ready to do the sane. He did not notice
the serious expression on Nekhludoff's face, paid no heed to his
words, but pulled himirresistibly towards the draw ng-room so
that it was inpossible for Nekhludoff not to follow "Business
after wards. | shall do whatever you want,"” said Meslenni koff, as
he drew Nekhl udoff through the dancing hall. "Announce Prince
Nekhl udoff," he said to a footnman, w thout stopping on his way.
The footman started off at a trot and passed them

"Vous n'avez qu' a ordonner. But you nust see ny wife. As it is,
| got it for letting you go without seeing her last tinme."

By the tinme they reached the drawi ng-roomthe footman had al ready
announced Nekhl udoff, and from between the bonnets and heads that
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surrounded it the smling face of Anna Ignatievna, the

Vi ce- Governor's wi fe, beamed on Nekhludoff. At the other end of
t he draw ng-room several |adies were seated round the tea-table,
and sonme military nmen and sone civilians stood near them The
clatter of male and femal e voices went on unceasingly.

"Enfin! you seemto have quite forgotten us. How have we

of fended?" Wth these words, intended to convey an idea of

i nti macy which had never existed between herself and Nekhl udoff,
Anna | gnatievna greeted the newconer.

"You are acquai nted?--Madam Ti |l yaevsky, M Chernoff. Sit down a
bit nearer. M ssy vene donc a notre table on vous apportera votre
the . . . And you," she said, having evidently forgotten his
name, to an officer who was talking to Mssy, "do cone here. A
cup of tea, Prince?"

"I shall never, never agree with you. It's quite sinple; she did
not love," a woman's voice was heard sayi ng.

"But she loved tarts."

"Ch, your eternal silly jokes!" put in, laughingly, another |ady
respl endent in silks, gold, and jewels.

"C est excellent these little biscuits, and so light. | think
"Il take another."

"Well, are you noving soon?"

"Yes, this is our last day. That's why we have conme. Yes, it must
be lovely in the country; we are having a delightful spring."

M ssy, with her hat on, in a dark-striped dress of sone kind that
fitted her like a skin, was |ooking very handsome. She bl ushed
when she saw Nekhl udof f.

"And | thought you had left,"” she said to him

"I amon the point of |eaving. Business is keeping me in town,
and it is on business |I have cone here."

"Wn't you cone to see mammm? She would |like to see you," she
said, and know ng that she was sayi ng what was not true, and that
he knew it al so, she blushed still nore.

"I fear | shall scarcely have tine," Nekhludoff said gloonily,
trying to appear as if he had not noticed her blush. M ssy
frowned angrily, shrugged her shoul ders, and turned towards an
el egant officer, who grasped the enpty cup she was hol di ng, and
knocking his sword against the chairs, manfully carried the cup
across to another table.

"You nust contribute towards the Honme fund."

"I am not refusing, but only wish to keep my bounty fresh for the
lottery. There |I shall let it appear in all its glory."
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"Well, ook out for yourself,
evidently feigned | augh.

said a voice, followed by an

Anna lgnatievna was in raptures; her "at-home" had turned out a
brilliant success. "Mcky tells ne you are busying yourself with
pri son work. | can understand you so well," she said to

Nekhl udoff. "M cky (she nmeant her fat husband, Masl enni koff) may
have ot her defects, but you know how ki nd-hearted he is. Al
these mi serable prisoners are his children. He does not regard

themin any other light. Il est d une bonte---" and she stopped,
finding no words to do justice to this bonte of his, and quickly
turned to a shrivelled old woman with bows of lilac ribbon al

over, who came in just then.

Havi ng said as nuch as was absolutely necessary, and with as
little neaning as conventionality required, Nekhludoff rose and
went up to Mesl enni koff. "Can you give me a few nminutes' hearing,
pl ease?"

"Oh, yes. Well, what is it?"
"Let us cone in here."

They entered a snall Japanese sitting-room and sat down by the
wi ndow.

CHAPTER LVI I | .
THE VI CE- GOVERNOR SUSPI CI QUS

"Well? Je suis a vous. WIIl you snoke? But wait a bit; we nust be
careful and not make a nmess here," said Masl enni koff, and brought
an ashpan. "Wel|l?"

"There are two matters | wish to ask you about."
"Dear ne!"

An expression of gl oomand dejection came over Masl enni koff's
countenance, and every trace of the excitenent, like that of the
dog's whomits master has scratched behind the cars, vani shed
conpletely. The sound of voices reached them fromthe draw ng-
room A women's voice was heard, saying, "Janmis je ne croirais,"
and a man's voice fromthe other side relating sonething in which
the names of |a Contesse Voronzoff and Victor Apraksine kept
recurring. A hum of voices, mxed with [aughter, came from

anot her side. Mslenni koff tried to listen to what was going on
in the drawi ng-room and to what Nekhl udoff was saying at the sane
tinme.

"I am agai n come about that sane woman," said Nekhl udoff."
"Ch, yes; | know. The one innocently condemed."
"I would like to ask that she should be appointed to serve in the
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prison hospital. | have been told that this could be arranged."”
Masl| enni kof f conpressed his |lips and nmeditated. "That will be
scarcely possible," he said. "However, | shall see what can be

done, and shall wire you an answer tonorrow. "

"I have been told that there were nany sick, and hel p was
needed. "

"A'l right, all right. | shall let you know in any case."
"Pl ease do," said Nekhl udoff.

The sound of a general and even a natural |augh cane fromthe
dr awi ng-room

"That's all that Victor. He is wonderfully sharp when he is in
the right vein," said Maslennikoff.

"The next thing | wanted to tell you," said Nekhludoff, "is that
130 persons are inprisoned only because their passports are
overdue. They have been kept here a nonth."

And he related the circunstances of the case.

"How have you conme to know of this?" said Masl ennikoff, |ooking
uneasy and di ssati sfied.

"I went to see a prisoner, and these nmen cane and surrounded ne
in the corridor, and asked . "

"What prisoner did you go to see?"

"A peasant who is kept in prison, though innocent. | have put his
case into the hands of a lawer. But that is not the point."

"Is it possible that people who have done no wrong are inprisoned
only because their passports are overdue? And . "

"That's the Procureur's business,"” Mslenni koff interrupted,
angrily. "There, now, you see what it is you call a pronpt and
just formof trial. It is the business of the Public Prosecutor
to visit the prison and to find out if the prisoners are kept
there lawfully. But that set play cards; that's all they do."

"Am | to understand that you can do nothing?" Nekhl udoff said,
despondently, renmenbering that the advocate had foretold that the
Governor would put the blane on the Procureur

"Ch, yes, | can. | shall see about it at once."

"So much the worse for her. C est un souffre douleur," cane the
voi ce of a woman, evidently indifferent to what she was sayi ng,
fromthe draw ng-room

"So nmuch the better. | shall take it also," a man's voi ce was
heard to say fromthe other side, followed by the playfu

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

158



The Resurrection

| aughter of a worman, who was apparently trying to prevent the man
from taki ng sonething away from her

"No, no; not on any account," the woman's voice said.

"All right, then. | shall do all this," Maslenni koff repeated,
and put out the cigarette he held in his white, turquoise-ringed
hand. "And now l et us join the |adies."

"Wait a nmonent," Nekhl udoff said, stopping at the door of the
drawi ng-room "I was told that sone nen had received corpora
puni shment in the prison yesterday. Is this true?”

Masl enni kof f bl ushed.

"Ch, that's what you are after? No, non cher, decidedly it won't
do to let you in there; you want to get at everything. Cone,
come; Anna is calling us," he said, catching Nekhludoff by the
arm and again becoming as excited as after the attention paid
him by the inportant person, only now his excitenment was not
joyful, but anxious.

Nekhl udoff pulled his arm away, and without taking | eave of any
one and without saying a word, he passed through the draw ng-room
with a dejected | ook, went down into the hall, past the footnman,
who sprang towards him and out at the street door.

"What is the matter with hin? \What have you done to hinP" asked
Anna of her husband.

"This is a |la Francaise," renmarked sone one.
"A |l a Francai se, indeed--it is a la Zoulou."
"Ch, but he's always been |ike that."

Some one rose, some one cane in, and the clatter went on its
course. The conpany used this episode with Nekhl udoff as a
conveni ent topic of conversation for the rest of the "at-home."

On the day following his visit to Masl enni koff, Nekhl udof f
received a letter fromhim witten in a fine, firm hand, on
thick, glazed paper, with a coat-of-arns, and sealed with
seal i ng-wax. Masl enni koff said that he had witten to the doctor
concerning Maslova's renoval to the hospital, and hoped

Nekhl udoff's wi sh woul d receive attention. The letter was signed,
"Your affectionate elder conrade,” and the signature ended with a
large, firm and artistic flourish. "Fool!" Nekhludoff could not
refrain from saying, especially because in the word "conrade" he
felt Masl enni koff's condescension towards him i.e., while

Masl enni koff was filling this position, norally nost dirty and
shameful, he still thought hinmself a very inportant man, and

wi shed, if not exactly to flatter Nekhludoff, at |least to show
that he was not too proud to call him conrade.

CHAPTER LI X.
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NEKHLUDOFF' S THI RD | NTERVI EW W TH MASLOVA | N PRI SON

One of the npbst w despread superstitions is that every man has
his own special, definite qualities; that a man is kind, cruel

w se, stupid, energetic, apathetic, etc. Men are not |ike that.
W may say of a man that he is nore often kind than cruel

of tener wi se than stupid, oftener energetic than apathetic, or
the reverse; but it would be false to say of one man that he is
kind and wi se, of another that he is wi cked and foolish. And yet
we always classify mankind in this way. And this is untrue. Men
are like rivers: the water is the same in each, and alike in all
but every river is narrow here, is nore rapid there, here slower,
t here broader, now clear, now cold, now dull, nowwarm It is the
same with nen. Every man carries in hinself the gerns of every
human quality, and sonetimes one manifests itself, sonetines

anot her, and the man often becones unlike hinself, while stil
remai ni ng the same nan, In sone people these changes are very
rapi d, and Nekhl udoff was such a man. These changes in himwere
due to physical and to spiritual causes. At this tine he

experi enced such a change.

That feeling of triunph and joy at the renewal of |ife which he
had experienced after the trial and after the first interview
wi th Katusha, vani shed conpletely, and after the last interview
fear and revul sion took the place of that joy. He was determ ned
not to | eave her, and not to change his decision of marrying her
if she wished it; but it seened very hard, and made hi m suffer

On the day after his visit to Maslennikoff, he again went to the
prison to see her.

The inspector allowed himto speak to her, only not in the
advocate's roomnor in the office, but in the wonen's
visiting-room In spite of his kindness, the inspector was nore
reserved wi th Nekhludoff than hitherto.

An order for greater caution had apparently been sent, as a
result of his conversation with Meslennikoff.

"You nmay see her," the inspector said; "but please renenber what
| said as regards noney. And as to her renmpval to the hospital
that his excellency wote to ne about, it can be done; the doctor
woul d agree. Only she herself does not wish it. She says, 'Mich
need have | to carry out the slops for the scurvy beggars.' You
don't know what these people are, Prince," he added.

Nekhl udoff did not reply, but asked to have the interview The

i nspector called a jailer, whom Nekhludoff followed into the
wonmen's visiting-room where there was no one but Maslova

wai ting. She cane from behind the grating, quiet and timd, close
up to him and said, wthout |ooking at him

"Forgive nme, Dmitri Ivanovitch, | spoke hastily the day before
yesterday. "

"It is not for ne to forgive you," Nekhl udoff began.
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"But all the same, you mnmust |eave nme," she interrupted, and in
the terribly squinting eyes with which she | ooked at him
Nekhl udoff read the former strained, angry expression.

"Why should | | eave you?"
"So. "
"But why so?"

She again | ooked up, as it seened to him wth the same angry
| ook.

“"Well, then, thus it is," she said. "You nust |leave nme. It is
true what | am saying. | cannot. You just give it up altogether."
Her lips trenbled and she was silent for a nmonent. "It is true.

I'd rather hang nysel f."

Nekhl udoff felt that in this refusal there was hatred and
unforgiving resentnent, but there was al so something besides,
sonet hi ng good. This confirmation of the refusal in cold blood at
once quenched all the doubts in Nekhludoff's bosom and brought
back the serious, triunphant enotion he had felt in relation to
Kat usha.

"Katusha, what | have said | will again repeat," he uttered, very
seriously. "I ask you to marry ne. If you do not wish it, and for
as long as you do not wish it, | shall only continue to follow

you, and shall go where you are taken."

"That is your business. | shall not say anything nore," she
answered, and her |ips began to trenble again.

He, too, was silent, feeling unable to speak.

"I shall now go to the country, and then to Petersburg," he said,
when he was quieter again. "l shall do my utnbpst to get your---
our case, | nean, reconsidered, and by the help of God the
sentence may be revoked."

"And if it is not revoked, never nmind. | have deserved it, if not

in this case, in other ways," she said, and he saw how difficult
it was for her to keep down her tears.

"Well, have you seen Menshoff?" she suddenly asked, to hide her
enpotion. "lIt's true they are innocent, isn't it?"
"Yes, | think so."

"Such a splendid old wonman," she said.

There was anot her pause.

"Well, and as to the hospital ?" she suddenly said, and | ooking at
himwi th her squinting eyes. "If you like, I will go, and | shall
not drink any spirits, either."”
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Nekhl udoff | ooked into her eyes. They were smling.

"Yes, yes, she is quite a different being,"” Nekhludoff thought.
After all his fornmer doubts, he now felt something he had never
bef ore experienced--the certainty that |Iove is invincible.

When Maslova returned to her noisonme cell after this interview
she took of f her cloak and sat down in her place on the shelf
bedstead with her hands folded on her lap. In the cell were only
t he consunptive wonman, the Vliadimr woman with her baby,
Menshoff's old nother, and the watchman's wife. The deacon's
daughter had the day before been declared nentally di seased and
renoved to the hospital. The rest of the wonmen were away, washing
clothes. The old woman was asl eep, the cell door stood open, and
the watchman's children were in the corridor outside. The

Vl adi mir woman, with her baby in her arnms, and the watchman's
wife, with the stocking she was knitting with deft fingers, cane
up to Maslova. "Well, have you had a chat?" they asked. Masl ova
sat silent on the high bedstead, sw nging her |egs, which did not
reach to the fl oor.

"What's the good of snivelling?" said the watchman's wife. "The
chief thing's not to go down into the dunps. Eh, Katusha? Now,
then!" and she went on, quickly noving her fingers.

Masl ova di d not answer.

"And our wonen have all gone to wash," said the Vladinmr woman.
"I heard them say nmuch has been given in alnms to-day. Quite a | ot
has been brought."”

"Fi nashka," called out the watchman's wife, "where's the little
i mp gone to?"

She took a knitting needle, stuck it through both the ball and
the stocking, and went out into the corridor

At this nonment the sound of women's voices was heard fromthe
corridor, and the inmates of the cell entered, with their prison
shoes, but no stockings on their feet. Each was carrying a roll
sonme even two. Theodosia cane at once up to Msl ova.

"What's the matter; is anything wong?" Theodosia asked, | ooking
lovingly at Maslova with her clear, blue eyes. "This is for our
tea," and she put the rolls on a shelf.

"Why, surely he has not changed his m nd about marryi ng?" asked
Kor abl eva

"No, he has not, but | don't wish to," said Masl ova, "and so
told him"

"More fool you!" muttered Korableva in her deep tones.

"If one's not to live together, what's the use of marrying?" said
Theodosi a.
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"There's your husband--he's going with you," said the watchman's

wife.

"Well, of course, we're married," said Theodosia. "But why should
he go through the cerenmony if he is not to live with her?"

"Why, indeed! Don't be a fool! You know if he marries her she'l

roll in wealth," said Korableva
"He says, 'Werever they take you, I'Il follow '" said Maslova.
"If he does, it's well; if he does not, well also. |I am not going

to ask himto. Now he is going to try and arrange the matter in
Petersburg. He is related to all the Mnisters there. But, al
the sane, | have 