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PART I

CHAPTER I

*41‘ nine o’cfock in the morning, towards the end ot November,
he Warsaw train was approaching Petersburg at full speed.
1t was thawing, and so damp and foggy that it was difficult
to distinguish anything ten paces from the line to right or left of
the carriage windows. Some of the passengers were returning
from abroad, but the third-classcompartiments were most crowded,
chiefly wigh people of humble rank, who had come a shorter
distance on business. All of course were tired and shivering,
their eyes were heavy after the night’s journey, and all their faces
were pale and yellow to match the fog.

In one of the third-class carriages, two passengers had, from
early dawn, béen sitting facing one another by the window.
Both were young men, not very well dressed, and travelling with
little fuggage; both weresof rather striking appearance, and
both showed a desire to enter into conversation. 1f they had both
known what was remarkable in one another at that moment, they
wewld have been surprised at the chance which had so strangely
brouht thenopposite. one another i in a third-class carriage of
the Warsaw train. Q,te of them was a short man about twenty-
seven, with almost "black curly hair and small, grey, fiery
eyes. &fe had a broad and flat nose and high check bones.
His thin lips were continually curved in an insolent, mocking
and even hl]('l()us smile. But thg high and well-shaped fore-
head redeem®d the ignoble lines of the lower part of the face.
What was pr ticularly striking about the young wman’s face was
its death-lile pallor, w¥ich gave him 2 look of exhaustion ip
spiite of his sturdy figure, and®at the same time an almost pain-
fully passionate expression, out of kecping with his coarse and
insolent smile and the hagd and conceited look in his eyes.
He was warmly dressed in a full, black, sheepskin-lined overcoat,
and had not felt the cold at night, while his shivering neighbour
had been exposed to the chil] and damp of & Russian November
night, for which he was evidently unprepared He had a fairly
thick and full cloak with a big hood, fhch as is often used in winter
by t twe]lers abroad in Switzerland, or the North of Taly, who
are 10t of Gourse proposing such a journey ax that from Eydtkuh-

A



2 THE IDIOT

nen to Pctersburg. But what was quite suitable and satis-
factory in Italy turned out not quite sufficicnt for Russia.
The owner of the cloak was a young man, also twenty-six or
twenty-seven years old, above the average in height, with very
fair thick hair, with sunken cheeks and a thin, pointed,.almost
white beard. His# cyes were large, blue and dresmy ; there
was something gentle, though heavy-looking in their expression,
something of that strange look from which some people can
recognise at the first glance a vietim of epilepsy. Yet the
young man’s face was pleasing, thin and clean-cut, though
colourless, and at this moment blue with cold. He carried a
little bundle tied up in an old faded silk handkerchief, apparently
containing all his belongings. He wore thick-soled shoes and
gaiters, all in the foreign style. His dark-haired neighbour in
the sheepskin observed all this, partly from having nothing
to do, and at last, with an indelicate smile, in which satisfaction
at the misfortunes of others is sometimes so unceremoniously
and casually expressed, he asked :

“ Chilly

And he twitched his shoulders. -

“Very,” answered his neighbour, with extraordinary readiness,
“and to think it’s thawing too. What if it were freezing? I
didn’t expect it to be so cold at home.  I've got cut of thesway
of it.”

‘“ From abroad, e¢h 2”

“ Yes, from Switzerland.”

“Phew ! Youdon’tsay so!” The dark-haired man whistled
and laughed. * -

They fell into talk. Theercadiness of the fair y ung man in
the Swiss cloak to answer all his companion’s © nquiries was
remarkable. He betrayed no suspicgn of the ;xtremc im-
pertinence of some of kis misplgced ald idle questions. He
told him he had been a long while, over four years, away fromn
Russia, that he had becn sent abroad for his health on account
of a strange nervous disease, something of the nature of epilepsy
or St. Vitus’s dante, attacks of twitching and trembling. The
dark man smiled sgveral times as he listened, and laughed,
especially when, in answer to his inquiry, “ Well, have they
cured you " his companiap answered, “ No, they haven’t.”

“Ha! You must have wasted a lot of money over it, and we
believe in them over here,” the dark man observed. sa=castitally,

* Perfeotly true | interposed a badly dresscd, heavily built
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man of about forty, with a red nose and pimpled face, sitting
beside them.

He seetned to be some sort of petty official, with the typical
failings of his class. ‘‘ Perfeotly true, they only absorb all the
resources of Rassia for nothing ! .

“ Oh, you are quite mistaken in my case ! ”’ the patient from
Switzerland replied in a gentle and conciliatory voice. ‘I
can’s dispute your opinion, of course, because I don’t know all
about it, but my doctor shared his last penny with me for the
journey here; and he’s been keeping me for nearly two years
at his expense.”

“ Why, ,had you no one to pay for you ?” asked the dark
man.

" ““No ; Mr, Pavlishtchev, who used to pay for me there, died
two years ago. I've written since to Petersburg, to Madame
Epanchin, a distant relation of mine, but I've had no answer.
So I've come. ., .”

*“ Where are you going then ? ”

“ You mean, where am P going to stay ? . . . I really don’t
know yet. . . . Somewhere. . . .”

% You’ve not made up your mind yet ?” And both his
listeners laughed again.

¢ And I %hA1dn’t wonder if that byundle is all you've got in
the world ?”* queried fhe dark man.

“I wouldn’t mind betting it is,” chimed in the red-nosed
official with a gleeful air, ““and that he’s nothing else in the
luggage van, though poverty s né vice, one must admit.”

It appearc that this was the case 3 the fair-haired young man
acknowledged' it at once with peculiar readiness.

“ Your bw dle has sorge valde, anyway,” the petty official
went on, when they had *4ughed to theigheart’s content (strange
tosay, the owner of the bundle began tolaugh too,looking atthem,
and that increased their mirth), “and though one may safely
bet there is no gold in it, neither French, German, nor Duteh—
one may be sure of that, if only from the gaiters you have got
on over your foreign shoes—yet if you can add to your bundle
a relation such as Madame Epanchip, the General’s lady,
the bundle acquires a very differeng value, that is if Madame
Epanchin really is related to you, and you are not labouring
under,a delusion, a mistake that often happens . . . through
excesd of imagination.”

“ Ah, you’ve guessed right again,” the fair young man assented,
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¢ It really is almost a mistake, that’s to say, she is almost no rela-
tion ; so much so that I really was not at all surprised at getting
no answer. It was what I expected.” e

“You simply wasted the money for the stamps. Hm! ..
anyway you are straightforward and simple-hearted, and that’s
to your credit. H'm! . . . I know General Epanchin, for
he is a man every one knows ; and I used to know Mr. Pav-
lishtchev, too, who paid your expenses in Switzerland, that js if
it was Nikolay Andreyevitch Pavlishtchev, for there were two
of them, cousins. The other lives in the Crimea. The late
Nikolay Andreyevitch was a worthy man and well connected,
and he’d four thousand serfs in his day. . . .”

¢ That’s right, Nikolay Andreyevitch was his name.”’

And as he answered, the young man looked intently and
searchingly at the omniscient gentleman.

Such omniscient gentlemen are to be found pretty often in a
certain stratum of society. They know everythirg. All the rest-
less curiosity and faculties of their mind are irresistibly bent
in one direction, no doubt from lack of more important ideas
and interests in life, as the critic of to-day would explain. But
the words, *‘ they know everything,” must be taken in a rathker
limited sense: in what department so-and-so serves, who are
his friends, what his income is, where he was goperwor, whb his
wife is and what dowry she brought him, who are his first cousins
and who are his second cousins, and everytuing of that sort. For
tho most part thesc omniscient gentlemen are out at ell?ow, and
receive a salary of seventeen rqubles a month. The people
of whose lives they know every detail would be at a loss to
imagine their motives. YCt many of them get phsitive conso-
lation out of this knowledge,. whick amounts Yo a complete
BScience, and derive from it self—rcspcct“o nd their highest gpiritual
gratlﬁcatlon And indeed it isva fascinating science. I have
seen learned men, hterary men, poets, politicians, who sought
‘and, found in that science their loftiest comfort and their ulti-
mate goal, and have indeed made their carecr only by means
of it.

During this part® of the conversation the dark young man
had been yawning afd looking aunless}y out of window, g
patiently expecting the éad of the journey. He was p
occupied, extremely so, in fact, almost agitated. His behaviour
indeed was somewhat strange; sometimes he sexmedéto be
listening without hearing, and looking without sceing. He
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would laugh sometimes not knowing, or forgetting, what he was
laughing at.

“ Excase me, whom have I the honour” . .. the pimply
gentleman said suddenly, addressing the fair young man with the
bundle. v

“ Prince® Lyov Nikolayevitch Myshkin i3 my name,” the
latter replied with prompt and unhesitating readiness.

““Prince Myshkin ? Lyov Nikolayevitch ? I don’t know it.
Idon’t believe I've ever heard it,” the official responded, thought-
fully. “I don’t mean the surname, it’s an historical name, .
it’s to be found in Karamzin’s History, and with good reason ;
I mean you personally, and indeed there are no Prince Myshkms
to be met anywhere, one never hears of them.”

‘I should think not.” Myshkin answered at once, ** there are
no Prince Myshkins now except me ; I believe I am the last of
them. And as for our fathers and grandfathers, some of them
were no moré than peasant proprietors. My father was a
sub-lieutenant in the army, yet General Epanchin’s wife was
somebow Princess Myshkin,; she was the last of her lot, too. . . .”

‘“He-he-he ! The last of her lot ! He-he ! how funnily you
put it,” chuckled the official.

Jhe*dark man grinnefl too. Myshkin was rather surprised
thafhe hatl parpetrated a joke, and indeed it was a feeble one.

“ Believeme, I sald it without thinking,” he explained at last,
wondering.

““Togbe sure, to be sure you did,” the official assented good-
humouredly.

“ And have you been studymg, too, with the professor out

there, prmc% ?” asked the dark man suddenly.

“ Yes . . I have.”

“ But I've never studfed anything.”

“eWell, I only did a little, you know}” added Myshkin almokt
apologetlcally “T couldn’t be taught systematically, because
of my illness.”

Do you know the Rogozhms ?” the dark man asked quwkly

“No, I don’t know them at all. I know very few people
in Russia. Are you a Rogozhin ? .

“ Yes, my namo is® Rogozhin, Parfyotf »

“Parfyon ? One of those Rogozhins . . .”” the official began,
with increased gravity.

“®es, Bne of those, one of the same,” the da,rk man inter-
rupted quickly, with uncivil impatience. He had not once
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addressed the pimply gentleman indeed, but from the beginning
had spoken only to Myshkin.

“But . .. how is that ?” The official was petrified with
amazement, and his eyes seemed almost starting out of his head.
His whole face immediately assumed an expressiqn of reverence
and servility, almobt of awe. “ Related to the Semyen Parfeno-
vitch Rogozhin, who died a month ago and left a fortune of two
and a half million roubles ?” .

““ And how do you know he left two and a half millions ? ”

. the dark man interrupted, not deigning even now to glunce
towards the official.

“Look at him!” ho winked to Myshkin, indicating him,
“ What do they gain by cringing upon one at once ?* But it’s
true that my father has been dead a month, and here I am,
coming home from Pskov almost without boots to my feet.
My brother, the rascal, and my mother haven’t sent me a penny
nor a word—nothing! As if I were a dog! Fve been lying
ill with fever at Pskov for the last month.”

“ And now you are coming in for a tidy million, at the lowest
reckoning, oh ! Lord!” the official flung up his hands.

“ What is it to him, tell me that ? » said Rogozhin, noddirng
irritably and angrily towards him again. “ Why, I am pot
going to give you a farthing of it, you may stanqeonsyour head
before me, if you like.” -«

“ I will, I will.” * ,

“You see ! But I won’t give you anything, I won’t, if you
dance for a whole week.” ,

“Well, don’t! Why should you? Don’t! But I shall
dance, T shall leave my wifc‘and little children and@ance before
you. I must do homage! I must!” !

‘“Hang you!” the dark man spat¥, * Five weeks ago, liko
you with nothing but a bundle,’’ he said, addressing the prince,
“ I ran away from my father to my aunt’s at Pskov. And thete
Ifell ill and he died while I was away. He kicked the bucket.
Eternal memory to the deccased, but he almost killed me !
Would you believe it, prince, yes, by God ! If I hadn’t run
away then, he would bave killed me on the spot.”

“ Did you make him Very angry ? * asked the prince, looking
with special interest at theumillionaire in the sheepskin. But
though there may have been something remarkable in the million
and in coming info an inheritance, Myshkin was surprised‘and
interested ok something else as well. And Rogozhin himself
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for some reason talked readily to the prince, though indeed his
need of conversation seemed rather physical than mental, arising
more frog preoccupation than frankness, from agitation and
excitement, for the sake of looking at some one and exercising
his tongue. He seemed to be still ill or at least feverish. As
for the petty official, he was simply hanging on Rogozhin,
hardly daring to breathe,and catching at each word,as though
he hoped to find a diamond.

““ Angry he certainly was, and perhaps with reason,” answered
Rogozhin, “ but it was my brother’s doing more than anything.
My mother I can't blame, she is an old woman, spends her time
reading the lives of the saints, sitting with old women ; and what
brother Stmyon says is law.  And why'didn’t he let me know
in time ? I understand it! It’s true, I was unconscious at
the time. They say a telegram was sent, too, but it was sent to
my aunt. And she has been a widow for thirty years and she
spends her time with crazy pilgrims from morning till night.
She is not a nun exactly, but something worsc. She was
frightencd by the telegram, and took it to the police. station
without opening it, and thére it lies to this day. Only Vassily
Vassilitch Konyov was the saving of me, he wrote me all about
it., At night my brothen cut off the solid gold tassels from the
brocgded pallen my father’s coftin,  * Think what a lot of money
they are worth,” said he. For thas alone he can be sent to
Siberia if I like, for it’s sacrilege. Hey there, you scarecrow,”
he turn¢d to the oiﬁcml ““is that the law—is it sacrilege 2’

“Ttis sacrilege, it is,”” the lattu assented at once.

“Ts it & matter of Siberia‘? ”

““ Siberia, 0 be sure ! Siberia at*once.”

“They thiak I am still ill,” Rogozhin went on to Myshkin,
“ but without a word tomanyone, I got into the carriage, ill as T
was.and I am on my way home. You'll have to open the doer
to" me, brother Semyon Scmyonovitch ! He turned my father
against me, I know. But it’s true I did anger my father over
Nastasya Filippovna. That was my own doi.ng. I was irf fault
there.”

““ Over Nastasya Filippovna ¢ 7 the offigial pronounced with
servility, seeming to deliberdte. ’

*“ Why, you don’t know her !’ Regozhin shouted impatiently.

“Yes, I do!” answered the man, triumphantly.

“ Uporemy word |  But there are lots of Nastasya Filippovnas.
And what an insolent brute you are, let me tell’you ! I knew



8 THE IDIOT

some brute like this would hang on to me at once,” he continued
to Myshkin.

“But perhaps I do know!” said the official, #fidgeting.
“ Lebedyev knows! You are pleased to reproach me, your
excellency, but what if I prove it? Yes, I mean that very
Na,stasya, Filippovna, on account of whom your parent tried
to give you a lesson with his stick. Nastasya Filippovna’s
name is Barashkov, and she’s a lady, so to speak, of high position,
and even a princess in her own way, and she is connected with
a man called Totsky—Afanasy Ivanovitch—with him and no
one else, a man of property and great fortune, a member of
companies and societies, and he’s great friends with General
Epanchin on that account. e

‘“ Aha ! so that’sit, isit ? » Rogozhin was genuinely surprised
at last. ‘ Ugh, hang it, he actually does know ! ”

“He knows everything! Lebedyev knows everything! I
went about with young Alexandr Lihatchov fur two months,
your excellency, and it was after his father’s death too, and I
know my way about, so to say, so that he couldn’t stir a step
without Lebedyev. Now he is in the debtor’s prison ; but thenI
had every opportunity to know Armance and Coralic, and Princéss
Patsky and Nastasya Filippovna, and much else besides.”

 Nastasya Filippovna ! Why, did Lihatchov. . .”" Rogbzhin
looked angrily at him. his lips positively twitched and turned
white.

“Not at all! Not at all! Not in the least!” the official
assured him with nervous haste. ‘ Lihatchov couldn’t
get at her for any money! No, she is not an Armance.
She has nobody but Totsky. And of an evening she
sits in her own box at the Grand or the French theatre.
The officers may talk a lot about: her, but even they
can say nothing against her. ‘That’s the famous Nastiaya
Filippovna,’ they say, and that’s all. But nothing further, for
there is nothing.”

“Phat’s all true,” Rogozhin confirmed, frowning gloomily.
« Zalyozhev said so at the time. I was running across the Nevsky, *
prince, in my father’s threc-year-old coat and she came out
of a shop and got into her carriage. I ‘was all aflame in an
instant. I met Zalyozhev." He is quite another sort—got up
like a hair-dresser’s assistant, with an eyeglass in his eye, while
atr my father’s house we wear tarred boots and, are kept on
Lenten soup. ‘She’s no match for you, my boy,” he said ;
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‘she is a princess. Her name is Nastasya Filippovna Barashkov,
and she is living with Totsky, and Totsky doesn’t know how to
get rid of*her, for he’s just reached the proper time of life, fifty-
five,so that he wants to marry the greatest beauty in Petersburg.’
Then he told nte that I could sce Nastasya FiJippovna that day
at the Grand Theatre—at the ballet ; she’d be in her box in
the baignoire. As for going to the-ballet, if anyone at home
had tried that on, father would have settled it—he would have
killed one. But I did slip in for an hour though, and saw
Nastasya Filippovna again ; I didn’t sleep all that night. Next
morning my late father gave me two five per cent. bonds for
five thousgnd roubles cach. ‘Go and sell them,” he said, ‘and
take seven thousand five hundred to Andreyev’s office, and pay
the account, and bring back what’s left of the ten thousand
straight to me; I shall wait for you.” I cashed the bonds,
took the money, but I didn’t go to Andreyev’s. I went straight
to the English “shop, and picked out a pair of earrings with a
diamond nearly as big as a nut in each of them. I gave the
whole ten thousand for it and left owing four hundred ; I gave
them my name and they trusted me. I went with the ear-
rings to Zalyozhev ; I told him, and said, ¢ Let us go to Nastasya
Filippo"vna,’s, brother.” We set off. 1 don’t know and can’t
remesnber "whut was under my feet, what was before me or
about me. We went straight into her drawing-room, she came
in to us herself. Ididn’t tcll at the time who I was, but Zalyozhev
said,  This is from Parfyon Rogozhin,in memory of his meeting
you yesterday ; graciously accept it.”” She opened it, looked
and smiled :  ‘Thank your friend Mr. Rogozhin for his kind
attention.” She bowed and went out. Well, why didn’t 1
dic on the spot ! I weng to her because I thought I shouldn’t
come back alive. And what mortified,me most of all was that
thate beast Zalyozhev took it ‘all to himself. I am short and
badly dressed, and I stood, without a word, staring at her because
I was ashamed, and he’s in the height of fashion, curled, and
pomaded, rosy and in a check tie—he was al] bows and graces,
and I am sure she must have taken him for me! ¢ Well,’ said I,
as he went out, ‘ don’t you dare drcam ngw'of anything, do you
understand ?° Helaughed. ‘And how &re you going to account
for the meney to your father now ¢’ I feltlike throwing myself
into the water, I must own, instead of going home, but I thought
‘Whit did anything matter after all?’ and I went home in
desperation like a damned soul.”
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“Ech! Ugh!” The petty official wriggled. He positively
shuddered. ‘ And you know the dcceased gentleman was read
to do for a man for ten roubles, let alone ten thousand,’she addec{
nodding to the prince.

Myshkin scrutinised Rogozhin with interest ; the latter seemed
paler than ever af that moment.

“ Ready to do for a man !’ rcpeated Rogozhin. ‘° What do
you know about it ? He found it all out at once,” he went on,
addressing Myshkin, “and Zalyozhev went gossiping about it
to everybody. My father took me and Jocked me up upstairs and
was at me for a whole hour. ‘This is only a preface,’” he said,

" “but I’ll come in to say good night to you!’ And what do you
think ¢ The old man went to Nastasya Filippovnh’s, bowed
down to the ground before her, wept and besought her; she
brought out the box at last and flung it to him. ‘ Here are your
earrings, you old greybeard,” she said, ‘ and they are ten times
more precious to me now since Parfyon faced such a storm to get
them for me. Greet Parfyon Semyonovitch and thank him
for me,’ she said. And meanwhile I’d obtained twenty roubles

“from Scryozha Protushin, and with my mother’s blessing set off
by train to Pskov, and I arrivedina fever. The old women began
reading the Lives of the Saints over me, and I sat there drunk. I
spent my last farthing in the taverns and lay sensgless all night in
the street, and by mornirfg I was delirious, and to make matters
better the dogs gnawed me in the night. I had a narrow squeak.”

“ Well, well, now Nastasya Yilippovna will sing another tune,”
the official chuckled, rubbing his hands. ‘“ What are earrings
now, sir! Now we can make up for it with such earrings . . .”

‘ But if you say another*word abeut Nastasya T'ilippovna, as
there is a God above, I'll thrash you, though you used to go about
with Lihatchov!” cried Rogozhm, selzm'g him violently by the arm.
* ¢ Well, if you thrash’me you won’t turn me away ! leash
me, that’s just how you’ll keep me! By thrashing me vou’ll
kave put your seal on me . . Why, here weare ! ”

They had in fact reached the station. Though Rogozhin said
he had come awa¥y in secret, several men were waiting for him.
They shouted and waved their caps to him.

“1 say, Zalyozhev Here too ! ”” muttered Rogozhin, gazing at
them with a triumphant and almost malicious-looking smile, and
he turned suddenly to Myshkin. ‘ Prince, I don’t know why
I've taken to you. Perhaps bécause I've met you-at sdch a
moment, though I've met him too (he indicated Lebedyev) and
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I haven’t taken to him. Come and see me, prince. We’ll take
off those gaiters of yours, we’ll put you into a first-rate fur coat,
I'll got you a first-class dress-coat, a white waistcoat, or what you
like, I'll fill your pockets with money! ... we’ll go and see
Nastasya Filippovna | Will you come ?

*“ Listen, Prince Lyov Nikolayevitch | LeBedyev chimed in
solemnly and impressively. ‘ Don’t miss the chance, oh, don’t
miss the chance ! ”

Prince Myshkin stood up, courtcously held out his hand to
Rogozhin and said cordially :

“I will come with the greatest of pleasure and thank you very
much for liking me. I may come to-day even, if I've time. For
I tell you ffankly I've taken a great liking to you myself, I liked
you particularly when you were telling about the diamond
earrings. I liked you before that, too, though you look gloomy.
Thank you, too, for the clothes and the fur coat you promise me,
for I certainly sl all need clothes and a fur coat directly. As for
money, I have scarcely a farthing at the moment.”

“ There will be money, there will be money by the evening,
come |

¥ There will, there will ! >’ the official assented, “ by evening,
before senset there will be ¢ ”

“ And women, prince, are you very keen on them ? Let me
know to start with ! ” .

“I, n-no! Yousce. ... Perhaps you don’t know that,
owing to my illness, I know nothing of women.”

““ Well, if that’s how it is,” cricd Rogoghin, * you are a regular
blessed innocent, and God loves such as you.”

‘“ And the Iford God loves such as y8u,” the official repeated.

" ““ And you follow me,” said Rogozhin to Lebedyev.

And they all got out of the carriage. Lebedyev had ended by
gainipg his point. The noisy group séon disappeared in the:
direction of Voznesensky Prospect. The prince had to go to-
wards Liteyny. It was damp and rainy; Myshkin asked his way.
of passers-by—it appeared that he had {wo miles to go, and he
decided to take a cab. v

CHAPTER II

GBNENAL HPANCHIN lived in a house of his own not far from
Liteyny. Besides this magnificent house—five-sixths of its rooms
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were let in flats—he had another huge house in Sadovy
Street, which was also a large source of revenue to him. He
owned also & considerable and profitable estate close to Peters-
burg, and a factory of some sort in the district. In former days
the general, as every one knew, had been a' shareholder in
government monopolies. Now he had shares and & considerable
influence in the control of some well-established companies.
He had the reputation of being a very busy man of large fortune
and wide connexions. In certain positions he knew how to make
himself indispensable ; for instance, in his own department of the
government. Yet it was known that Ivan Fyodorovitch Epan-
chin was a man of no education and the son of a mmple soldier.
The latter fact, of course, could only be to his credit ; yet though
the general was an intelligent man, he was not free from some
very pardonable little weaknesses and disliked allusions to certain
subjects. But he was unquestionably an intelligent and capable
man. He made it a principle, for instance, nct to put himself
forward, to efface himsclf where necessary, and he was valued by
many people just for his unpretentiousness, just because he
always knew his place. But if only those who said this of him
could have known what was passing sometimes in the soul of I¥an
Fyodorovitch, who knew his place so well! Though -he geally
had practical knowledge and experience and some tery rémark-
able abilities, he preferretl to appear to be carrying out the ideas
of others rather than the promptings of his own intellect, to .
pose as a man ‘‘ disinterestedly devoted ”” and—to fa)l in with
the s pirit of the age—a warm- -heagted Russian. There were some
amusing stories told about him in this connexion ; but the general
was never disconcerted by these storics. Besades," he was always
successful, even at cards, and he played for very high stakes and
far from attempting to conceal this*little, as he called it, weak-
"ness, which was pecuniaTily and in other ways profitable to him, he
intentionally made a display of it. He mixed in very varied
~3ocjety, though only, of course, with people of consequence.
But he had evervthmg before him, he had plenty of time, pl.,nty
of time for everything, and everythmg was bound to come in its
due time. And in years, too, the general was what is called in the
prime of life, fifty-sixX; not more, and we know that that is the
very flower of manhood ; the age at which real life begins. His
good health, his complexion, his sound though black teeth, his
sturdy, solid figure, his preoccupied air at his office in‘the morning
and his good-humoured countenance in the evening at cards
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or at ¢ his grace’s ’—all contributed to his success in the present
and in the future, and strewed his excellency’s path with roses.

The general had a family of blooming children. All was not
roses there, indeed, but there was much on which his excellency’s
fondest hopes and plans had long been earnestly and deeply
concentrated® And,after all, what plans are graver and more
sacred than a father’s? What should a man cling to, if not to
his family ?

The general’s family consisted of a wife and three grown-up
daughters. The general had married many years before, when
only a lieutenant, a girl of almost his own age, who was not
distinguished either by beauty or education, and with whom
he had recefved only a dowry of fifty souls, which served, however,
as a stepping-stone to his fortune in later days. But the general
never in after years complained of his early marriage, he never re-
garded it as the error of his luckless youth, and he so respected his
wife, and at times so feared her, indeed, that he positively loved
her. His wife was a Princess Myshkin, of an ancient though by
no means brilliant family, and she had a great opinion of herself
on account of her birth. An influential person, one of those
patrons whose patronage costs them nothing, had consented
to iptersst himself in the.young princess’s marriage. He had
openetl a way for the young officer and had given him a helping
hand along it, though indeed no hard was needed, a glance
was enough and would not have been thrown away! With
few exceptions the husband and wife had spent their whole life
in harmony together. At an early age Madame Epauchin, as a
princess by birth, the last of her family, possibly, too, through
her personal gualities, had succeeded in finding influen tial friends
in the highest circles. In later years, through her husband’s
wealth and consequence i# the service, she began to feel almost
at hqme in those exalted regions. '

it was during these ycars that the general’s three daughters—
Alexandra, Adelaida and Aglam—had grownup. They wereonly
Epanchins, it’s true, but of 'noble rank on their mother’s side,
with considerable dowries and a father who wes expected to rise
to a very high position sooner or later, angd what was also an
important matter, they were 21l three remarkably good-looking,
even the eldest, Alexandra, who was already turned twenty-five.
The second was twenty-three and the youngest, Aglaia, was only
just éwensy. This youngest one was quite a beauty and was
beginning to attract much attention in society. But that was
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not everything; all three were distinguished by education,
cleverness and talent. Every one knew that they were remark-
ably fond of one another and always hung together. People even
talked of sacrifices made by the two elder sisters for the sake of
the youngest, who was the idol of the house. - They were not
fond of showing themselves off in society and were’modest to a
fault. No one could reproach them with haughtiness or conceit,
yet they were known to be proud and to understand their own
value. The eldest was a musician, the second painted remarkably
well, but this had not been generally known till lately and had
only come out accidentally. In a word, a great deal was said in
praise of them. But there were hostile critics. People talked
with horror of the number of books they had read. They were
in no hurry to get married ; they valued belonging to a certain
circle in society, yet not to excess. This was the more remarkable
as every one knew the attitude, the character, the aims and
the desires of their father. >

It was about eleven o’clock when Myshkin rang at the general’s
flat, which was on the first floor, and , was a modest one considering
his position. A liveried servant opened the door and Myshkin had
much ado to explain his appearance to the man who, from the fifst,
looked suspiciously at him and his' bundle. At last,® one his
repeated and definite assertion that he really was Frifice Mﬁshk.m
and that he absolutely must see the general on urgent business,
the wondering servant conducted him into a little anteroom
Jeading to the waiting-room that adjoined the generals study,
and handed him over to another servant, whose duty it was
to wait in the morning in the antercom and to announce visitors
to the general. This second servant, who wofe a tailcoat,
was a man over forty, with an anxious countenance. He was h1s
excellency’s special attendant who ushred visitors into the study
and so knew his own importance: o,

** Step into the waiting-room and lecave your bundle here,” he
ss,ld, seating himself in his armchair with deliberation and
dignity, and looking with stern surprise at Myshkin, who hed
sat down on a chair beside him with his bundle in his hands. ¢

« If you’ll allow m,” said Myshkln, ‘“ I'd rather wait here with
you ; what am I to do in there alone ? ”’

“ You can’t stay in the anteroom for you are a visitor, in other
words a guest. Do you want to see the general himself ?

The servant obviously found it difficult to bring *himeelf to
admit such a visitor and decided to question him once more,
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* Yes, I have business . . .” Myshkin began.

‘I don’t ask you what business—my duty is only to announce
you. But,I've told you already, without the secretary’s leave
I am not going to announce you.”

The man’s suspicion grew more and more marked : the prince
was too unlike the ordinary run of visitors. Though at a certain
hour the general used often, almost every day in fact, to receive
visitors of the most varied description, especially on business,
yet in spite of the latitude of his instructions the attendant felt
great hesitation ; the secretary’s opinion was essential before he
showed him in.

“Are you really . .. from abroad ?” he asked, almost in
spite of hinusclf, and was confused.

He had been about perhaps to ask, ““ Are you really Prince
Myshkin ? *’

“Yes, I have only just come from the station. I think you
were going to ask, ‘am I really Prince Myshkin ?’ but you didn’t
ask from politeness.”

“Hm ! ” grunted the astounded servant.

“T assure you that I haved’t told you a lie and you won’t get
inta trouble on my account. And you need not be surprised at
my looking like this and baving a bundle; I am not in very
flourlshing cirepmstances just now.”

“Hm! I have no apprehension on that score, you know.
It’s my duty to announce you, and the sccretary will see you,
unless you . . . that’s just the difficulty. . .. You are not
asking thé general for a,smstance if I may make bold to inquire 2

‘“ Oh no, you can rest assured of that. My business is different.”

“ You must.:xcuse me, but I asked looking at you. Wait for
the secrctary ; his excellency is engaged with the colonel at
present a.nd then the sccrewary . . . from the company . . . is

coml-?g
‘hen, if Thave to wait a long while, I should like to ask you if
'there is anywhere I could smoke ? T've got a pipe and tobacco.”

““ Smoke ? ”’ repeated the ‘attendant, glancing at him with
scornful surprise as though he could scarcely believe his ears.
“Smoke ¢ No, you can’t smoke here ; you onght to be ashamed
to think of such a thing He-he! It’s a queer business.”

“ Oh, I didn’t mean in this room ; I know that, I would have
gone anywhere else you showed me, for I haven’t had a smoke
for thrge hoars. T am used toit. But it’s as you please, there's .
a saying, you know, ‘ At Rome one must . . .””

svact baylrivun: Pubde

b-‘ﬁgﬁ_m I,z
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“ Well, how am I going to announce a fellow hke you ?” the
attendant could not help muttering. ‘ In the first place you Kave
no business to be here, you ought to be sitting in the waiting-room,
for you are a visitor, in other words a guest, and I shall’be blamed
for it. . You are not thinking of staying with the family ? *
he added glancing once more at the bundle, which gvidently dis-
turbed him.

“No, I don’t think so. Even if they invite me, I shan’t stay.
I've simply come to make their acquaintance, that’s all,”

“What ¢ to make their acquaintance ?” the attendant
repeated with amazement and redoubled suspiciousness. * Why,
you said at first you’d come on business ?

“ Oh, it’s hardly business. Though I have busipess, if you
like, but only to ask advice; ’ve come chiefly to introduce
myself, because I am Prince Myshkin and Madame Epanchin
is a Princess Myshkin, the last of them, and there are no Myshkins
left but she and 1.”

““ Then you are a relation ? ”’ the startled lackéy was positively
alarmed.

*“ Hardly that either. Still, to stzetch a point, Iam a relation,
but so distant that it’s not worth counting. I wrote to Madame
Epanchin from abroad, but she didn’t answer me. Yet I thought
I must make her acquaintance on my return. I tell you a]) this
that you may have no doubt about me, for I dee Gou ake still
uneasy. Announce Prince Myshkin, and the name itself will be
a sufficient reason for my visit. If I am received—well and good,
if not, it’s perhaps just as well. But I don’t think.shey can
refuse to see me. Madame Epanehin will surcly want to see the
last representative of the clder branch of her family. She thinks
a great deal of her family, as 1 have heard on good zfuthorlty 17

The prince’s conversation seemed g_umple enough yet its very
simplicity only made it more inappropriate in the present case,
and the experienced attendant could not but feel that whe:t was
perfectly suitable from man, to man was utterly unsuitable from
‘a wisitor to a manservant. And since servants are far more
intelligent than their masters usually suppose, it struck the man
that there were two explanations : either the prince was some
sort of impostor wiio had come to beg of the general, or he was
simply a little bit soft'and had no sense of dignity; for a prince.
with his wits about him and a sense of his own dignity, would not
sit in an anteroom and talk to'a servant about his affairs. So
in either case he might get into trouble over him, ¢ ¢
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“ Anywa¥, it would be better if you’d walk into the waiting-
room,” he observed, as impressively as possible.

“ But if I had been there, I wouldn’t have explained it all to
you,” said Myshkin, laughing good-humouredly, *“ and you would
still have been.anxious, looking at my cloak and bundle. Now,
perhaps, you needn’t wait for the secretary; but can go and
announce me to the general.”

“I can’t announce a visitor 1 ke you without the secretary ;
besides, his excellency gave special orders just now that he was
not to be disturbed for anyone while he is with the colonel.
Gavril Ardalionovitch goes in without being announced.”

‘“ An official ? ”’

““ Gavrile Ardalionovitch ? No. He is in the service of the
company. You might put your bundle here.”

I was meaning to, if I may. And I think I'll take off my
cloak t00.”

‘“ Of course, ypu couldn’t go in in your cloak.”

Myshkin stood up and hurriedly took off his cloak, remaining
in a fairly decent, well-cut, though worn, short jacket. A steel
chain was visible on his whistcoat, and on the chain was a
silger Geneva watch.

Though the prince was a bit soft—the footman had made up his
mind ¢hat he was so—yet he felt it unseemly to keep up a conver-
sation®with a visitor. Moreover, he could not help feeling a sort
of liking for the prince, though from another point of view he
aroused in him a feeling of strong and coarse indignation.

“ And*Madame Epanchin, when does she see visitors ? >’ asked
Myshkin, sitting down again iff the same place.

“ That’s no my business. She sees visitors at different times
according to who theyare. The dressmaker is admitted at eleven
even, Gavril Ardalionovitth is admitted earlier than other

people, even to early lunch.” .

““#Pour rooms here are kept warmer than abroad,” observed

Myshkin, “ but it’s warmer out of doors there than here. A
Russian who is not used to it*can hardly live in their house in
the winter.”

““ Don't they heat them ?

““ No, and the houseg are dlferently bq,l]t that is to say the
stoves and windows are different.”

“Hm 1 Have you been away long ?”

*“ Fogr yegrs. But I was almost all the time at the same place

in the country.”
. B
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‘“ You’ve grown strange to our ways ? ”

“ Yes, that’s true. Would you believe it, I am surprised to
find I haven’t forgotten how to speak Russian. AsI tatk toyou, I
keep thinking ‘ Why, I am speaking Russian nicely.” Perhaps
that’s why I talk so much. Ever since yesterday I keep longing
to talk Russian.”

“Hm! Ha! Used you to live in Petersburg ?”’ In spite
of his efforts the lackey could not resist being drawn into such
a polite and affable conversation.

“In Petersburg ¢ I've scarcely been there at all, only on iy
way to other places. I kncew nothing of the town before, and now
I hear there’s so much new in it that anyone who knew it would
have to get to know it afresh. People talk a greatr deal about
the new Courts of Justice now.”

“Hm! ... Courts of Justice. ... It’s true there are
Courts of Justice. And how is it abroad, are their courts better
than ours ?”

“Idon’tknow. I'vehearda greatdeal that’sgoodabout ours.
We’ve no capital punishment, you know.”

“ Why, do they execute people there then ¢

“Yes. Isawitin France, at Lyons. Dr. Schneider took me
with him.”

‘Do they hang them ? ” . -

“ No, in France they always cut off their heads.” i

““ Do they scream ? ”

‘“ How could they ¢ It’s done in an instant. They make the
man lie down and then a great knife is brought down by a heavy,
powerful machine, called the gdillotine. . . . The head falls
off before one has time to'wink. The preparatious are horrible.
When they read the sentence, get the man ready, bind him, lead
him to the scaffold—that’s what’s”awful! Crowds assemble,

- even women, though they don’% like women to look on. . , .”

“ It’s not a thing for them ! ” '

o ‘“ Of course not, of course not ! Such a horrible thing ! .
The criminal was an intelligent, middle-aged man, strong and
courageous, calléd Legros. But I assure you, though you may
not believe me, when he mounted the scaffold he was weeping
and was as white as paper. » Isn’vit incredible ? dsn’t it awful ?
Who cries for fear ? I'd no idea that a grown man, not & child,
a man who never cried, a man of forty-five, could cry for fear !
What must be passing in the soul at such a moment; %o what
anguish it must be brought ! It’s an outrage on the soiil, that’s
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whatitis ! Itis written ¢ Thou shalt not kill,’ so because he has
killed, are we to kill him ? No, that’s impossible. It’sa month
since I sew that, but I seem to see it before my eyes still. I've
dreamst of it halt & dozen times.”

Myshkin was quite moved as hespoke, afaint colour came into
his pale fale. though his voice was still gentle. The footman
followed him with sympathetic interest, so that he seemed sorry
for him to stop. He, too; was perhaps a man of imagination and
strainings after thought.

“It’s a good thing at least that there is not much pain,” he
observed, ‘‘ when the head falls off.”

“Do you know,” Myshkin answered warmly, “ you've just
made that® obsetvation and every one says the same, and the
guillotine was invented with that object. But the idea oc-
cyered to ne at the time that perhaps it made it worse. That
will seem to you an absurd and wild idea, but if one has some
imagination, one may suppose even that. Think ! if there were
torture, for instance, there would be suffering and wounds, bodily
agony, and so all that would distract the mind from spiritual
suffering, so that one would only be tortured by wounds till
onedicd. But the chief and worst pain may not be in the bodily
suffeging but in one’s knowing for certain that in an hour, and then
in tenyminudess and then in half a minute, and then now, at the
very moment, the soul will leave the body aund that one will cease
to be a man and that that’s bound to happen ; the worst part of
it is that,it’s certain. When you lay your head down under the
knife and hear the knife sh'de.ovcr your head, that quarter of a
second is the most terrible of all. You know this is not only
my fancy, mafy people have said the same. I believe that so
thoroughly that I'll tell yoy what I think. To kill for murder is
a punishment incomparably worse than the crime itself. Murder
by lggal sentence is immeasurabdy more ferrible than murder by’
brigands. Anyone murdered by brigands, whose throat is eut
at might in a wood, or somethjrig of that sort, must surely hgpe
to escape till the veriy last minute. There have been instances
when a mati has still Hoped for escape, runhink ot begging for
mercy after his thtoat was cut. But in thesther case all that
last hope, which makes dying tén times 4s easy, is taken away for
certatn. There is the sentence, and the whole awful torture lies
in the fact that there is cértainly no esedpe, and there is no torture
in the world®more terrible. You may léad a soldiet out and set him
facing the cannhon in battle ane fite a6 him shd he’ll still hope ;
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but read a sentence of certain death over that same soldier, and
he will go out of his mind or burst into tears. Who can tell
whether human nature is able to bear this without imadness ?
Why this hideous, useless, unnecessary outrage ¢ Perhaps there
is some man who has been sentenced to death, been exposed to this
torture and has then been told ‘ you can go, you are pardoned.’
Perhaps such a man could tell us. It was of this torture and of
this agony that Christ spoke, too. No, you can’t treat a man
like that !

Though the footman would not have been able to express himself
like Myshkin, he understood most, if not all, of the speech ; that
was evident from the softened cxpression of his face.

“If you are so desirous of smoking,” he observed, “ you might
bz able to, perhaps, only you would have to make haste about it.
For his excellency might agk for you all of a sudden and you
wouldn’t be here. You see the door under the stairs, go in there
and there’s a little room on the right ; you can syjaoke there, only
you must open the window, for it’s against the rules. . . .”

But Myshkin had not time to go and smoke. A young man
with papers in his hands suddenly appeared in the anteroom.
The footman began helping him off with hjs eoat. The young
man looked askance at Myshkin.

¢ This gentleman, Gavril Ardalionovitch,”” the foofman héegan,
confidentially and almost familiarly, *announces himself as
Prince Myshkin and a relation of the mistress ; he has just arrived
from abroad with the bundle in his hand, only 2

Myshkin could not catch the rest. As the footman* began to
whisper, Gavril Ardalionovitch lititened attentively and looked
with great interest at the prince. He ceased listening at last
and approached him impatiently.

“ You are Prince Myshkin ? ”’ he adied with extreme politeness

4

‘and cordiality. '

He was a very good-looking, well-built young man, also ‘About
cight-and-twenty, of medium height, with fair hair, a small,
Napoleonic beard and a clever and very handsome face. Only
his «mile, with 411 its affability, way a trifle too subtle ; it dis-
played teeth too pearl-like and even ; in spite of his gaiety and
apparent good-naturesthere was sgmethmg too intent and sea,rch- .

ing in his eyes.
‘“ He must look quite different when he is alone and perhaps he
never laughs at a ,? was what Myshkin felt. P

The prince bneﬂy explained all he could, saying almost the
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same as he had to the footman and before that to Rogozhin.
Meanwhile Gavril Ardalionovitch seemed recalling something.

“Was it you,” he asked, ‘‘ who sent a letter to Lizaveta
Prokofye¥na a year ago, or even less, from Switzerland, I think ?”

‘¢ Yes',’

“ Then they know about you here and will cgrtainly remember
you. You want to see his excellency ? I’ll announce you
at once. . . . He will be at liberty directly. Only you ought
. . . you had better step into the waiting-room. . ., . Why is
the gentleman here ? > he asked the servant sternly.

“Itell you, he wouldn’t himself . . . .”

At that moment the door from the study was thrown open
and a military man with a portfolio in his hand bowed himself out,
talking loudly.

“ You are there, Ganya,” cried a voice from the study, * come
Mere.”

Gavril Ardalionovitch nodded to Myshkin and went hastily
into the study.*

Two minutes later the door was opened again and the musical
and affable voice of Gavril Ardalionovitch was heard :

* Prince, please come in.”

CHAPTER III.

GENERA& IvaN FyoporoviTcE EPANCHIN stood in the middle of
the room and looked with extreme curiosity at the young man
as he entered, He even took two steps towards him. Myshkin
went up to him and introduced himself.

*“ Quite s0,” said the gegeral, *“ what can I do for you ? ”’

“T have no urgent business, my objec is simply to make your
acqpeintance. I should be sérry to disturb you, as I don’t
know your arrangements,or when you see visitors. . . . But I
have only just come from &he station. . . . I've come fyom
Switzerland.”

The general was on the point of smiling, but oh second thoughts
he checked himself. Then he thought agasin, screwed up his
eyes, scrutinised his vigitor again from he&d to foot, then rapidly
motioned him to a chair, sat down himself a little on one side of
him, and turned to him in impatient expectation. Ganya
was stndifg in the corner at the bureau, sorting papers. |
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“1 have little time for making acquaintances as a rule,”
observed the general, ‘“but as you have no doubt some
object. . ..”

* That's just what I expected,” Myshkin interrupttd,  that
you would look for some special object in my visit. But I assure
you I have no personal object except the pleasyrg of making
your acquamtance

* It is of course a great pleasure to me too, but life is not all

play, you know, one has work sometimes as well. . More-
over, so far, I haven’t been able to discover a.nythmg in oommon
between us . . . . any reason, so to speak. .

*“ There certainly is no reason, and very httle in common, of
course. For my being Prince Myshkin and Madame Epanchin’s
being of the sae family is no reason, to be sure. I quite under-
stand that. And yet it’s only that that has brought me. It’s
more than four years since I was in Russia, and I left in such a
state—almost out of my mind. T knew nothing then and less
than ever now. 1need to know good people; there is also
a matter of business I must attend to, and I don’t know to whom
to apply. The thought struck me at Berlin that you were
almost relations, and so I would begin with you; we might
perhaps be of use to one another—you to me and I to yod—
if you were good people, and I had heard that you wese good
people.” e - ;

“ T am very much obliged to you,” said the general, surprised.
‘“ Allow me to inquire where are you staying ?

“ITam not staying anywhere as yet.”

*“ So you’ve come straight from,the train to me ? And
with luggage ?

“ All the luggage I have is a little bundle of my linen, 1've
nothing else ; I generally carry 1t ip my hand. T shall have
time to take a room thig evening.’

“ 8o you still mtend to take a Yoom at a hotel 2 @,

““ Oh yes, of course.’

~ ‘4 From your words I was led to suppose that you had come to
stay here.”

“ That might be but only on your invitation. I confess,
though, I wouldn’ t*sta.y even on your invitation, not for any
reason, but simply . . ! because I'm like that.” '

““ Then it’s quite as woll that I haven’t invited you, and am
not, going to invite you. Allow-me, prince, so as to make things
clear ence for all :. since we have agreed already that thére can
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be no talk of relationship between us, though it would of course
be very flattering for me, there’s nothing byt . . .”

“ Nothing but to get up and go > Myshkin got up, laughing
with positdve mirthfulness, in spite of all the apparent difficulty
of his position. ‘“ And would you believe it, general, although
I know nothmg of practical life, nor of the customs here, yet I
felt sure thet this was how it was bound to Be. Perhaps it is
better so. And you didn’t answer my letter, then. . . . Well,
good-bye, and forgive me for troubling you.”

Myshkin’s face was so cordial at that moment, and his smile so
free from the slightest shade of anything like concealed ill-will, that
the general was suddenly arrested and seemed suddenly to look
at his visitor from a different point of view ; the change of attitude
took place%ull in a minute.

‘ But do you know, prince,” he said in a quite different voice,
‘A don’t know you, affer all, and Lizaveta Prokofyevna will
perhaps like to have a look at one who bears her name. . . .
Stay a little, if you will, and if you have time.”

“ Oh, I've plenty of time, my time is entirely my own.” And
Myshkin at once laid his soft round hat on the table. I con-
fess I was expecting that Lizaveta Prokofyevna might remember
that T had written to her. Your servant, while I was waiting
just, now, suspected I'd jeome to beg for assistance. I noticed
that, ?nd no goubt you’ve given strict orders on the subject.
But I've really not come for that, I’ve really only come to get
to know people. But I am only afraid I am in your way, and
that wogries me.’

“ Well, prince,” said the general, with a good-humoured
smile, ““if you really are the sOrt of person you seem to be, it will
be pleasant t8 make your acquaintance, only I am a busy man,
you see, and I'll sit down again directly to look through and
sign some things, and then I'm going to his grace’s, and then to
the gpffice, so though I am glad to seé people . . . nice ones;
that is, but . . . I am so sure, however, that you are a man
of very good breeding, that .. . And how old are you, prince}?,"

“ Twenty-six.”

‘“ Oh, I supposed you were much younger.”

“Yes, I am told I look younger than my age. I shall soon
learn not ta be in your way, f0r I very much dislike being in the
way. And I fancy, besides, that we seem such different people

. through various circumstances, that we cannot perhaps
have many points in common. But yet I don’t believe in that
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lagt idea myself, for it often only seems that there are no points
in common, when there really are some . . .it’s just laziness
that makes people classify themselves according to appearances,
and fail to find anything in common. . . . But perhaps I am
boring you ¢ You seem . . .”

“ Two words ; have you any meansatall ? Ordo you intend
to take up some kind of work ? Excuse my asking.”

“ Certainly, I quite appreciate and understand your question.
I have for the moment no means and no occupation either, but
I must have. The money I have had was not my own, it was
given me for the journey by Schneider, the professor who has
been treating me and teaching me in Switzerland. He gave
me just enough for the journey, so that now I have only a few
farthings left. There is one thing, though, and I need advice
about it, but . . .”

‘ Tell me, how do you intend to live meanwhile, and what are
your plans ? "’ interrupted the general.

““ I wanted to get work of some sort.” ‘

“ Oh, so you are a philosopher; but are you aware of any
talents, of any ability whatever in yourself, of any sort by which
you can earn your living ¢ Excuse me again.”

“ Oh, please don’t apologise. No, I fancy I've no talents
or special abilities ; quite the contrary in fact, for Iram an
invalid and have not had a systematic educaticn. As .o my
living, I fancy . . .”

Again the general interrupted, and began questioning him
again. The prince told him all that has been told already. It
appeared that the general had heard of his deceased benefactor,
Pavlishtchev, and had even krown him personally. Why
Pavlishtchev had interested himself in his education the prince
could not explain ; possibly it was simply from a friendship of
long standing with his father. Myshkin lost his parents when
‘he was a small child. Hehad grewn up and spent all his life in the
country, as his health made country air essential. Pavlishtchev
bad put him in charge of some old ladies, relations of his, and
had engaged for him first a governess and then a tutor. Myshkin
said that, although he remembered everything, there was much
in his past life he cguld not explain, because he had never fully
understood it. Frequent attacks of his dllness had made him |
almost an idiot (Myshkin used that word *idiot’’). He said
that Pavlishtchev had met in Berlin Professor Schneider, a

wiss, who was a specialist in such diseases and had‘an iwstitu-

[N
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tion in Switzerland in the canton of Valais, where he had patients
suffering even from idiocy and insanity, and treated them on his
own method with cold water and gymnastics, training them
also, and®superintending their mental development generally.
Pavlishtchev had sent him to Switzerland to this doctor nearly
five years ago, and had died suddenly two years ago, making
no provision for him. Schneider had kept him and continued
his treatment for those two years, and although he had not
completely cured him, he had greatly improved his condition.
Finally, at his own wish, and in consequence of something that
had happened, he had sent him now to Russia.

The general was very much surprised. “And you have
no one in Russia, absolutely no one ? ” he asked.

““ At thé moment no one, but I hope . . . I have received a

letter . . .”
» ‘“Have you, anyway,” the general broke in, not hearing the last
phrase, “have you at least been trained for something, and
would your affliction not prevent your taking, for instance, some
easy post ?

“ Oh, it would certainly not prevent me. And I should be
very glad of a post, for I want to sec what I am fit for. I have
been studying for the last four years without a break, though on
his gpeeial system, not quite on the regular plan. And I managed
to regd a great deal of Russian, too.”

“Russian ¢ Then you know the Russiun grammar and can
write without mistakes ? "’

*“ Ohyes, perfectly.”

* That's good ; and your handwriting ?

“ My writing is excellent. “Perhaps I may call that a talent, I
am quite a talligraphist. Let me write you something as a
specimen,”” said Myshkin warmly.

“ By all means. It’s quite essential, in fact. And I like
yoyg readiness, prince ; you are very nice, I must say

“You’ve got such splendid writing materials, and what numbers
of pens and peneils, and what splendid thick paper. . . . Apd
what a jolly study! I know that landscape, it’s a view in
' Switzerland. I am sure the artist painted it f.om nature, and I
am certain I've seen the place—it’s in the capton of Uri . . .”

“ Very probably, though it was bought.here. Ganya, give the
prince some paper; thcre are pens and paper, write at that
little table. What's that ?” asked the general, turning to
Ganys., who had meanwhile taken from his portfolio and handed
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him a large photograph ‘ Ah, Nastasya Filippovna ! Did she
send it you, she, she herself 7 ” he asked Ganya eagerly and
with great curiosity.

“ She gave it me just now, when I went with my céngratula-
tions. I've been begging her for it a long time. I don’t know
whether it wasn’t a hint on her part at my . commg empty-
handed on such®a day,” added Ganya, with an' unpleasant
smile.

** Oh, no,” said the general with conviction. * What a way of
looking at things you have! She’d not be likely to hint . . .
and she is not mercenary either. Besides, what sort of present
could you make her, that’s a matter of thousands | You might
give her your portrait, perhaps ¢ And, by the way, hasn’t she
asked for your portrait yet ¢ ”’ .

“ No, she hasn’t ; and perhaps she never will. You remember
the party this evening, Ivan Fyodorovitch, of course ¢ ¥ou are
one of those particularly invited.”

‘ Oh, I remember, to be sure 1 remember, and }am coming. I
should think so, it’s her twenty-fifth birthday. Hm! Do you
know, Ganya, 1 don’t mind telling you a secret. Prepare your-,
self. 'She promised Afanasy Ivanovitch and me that at the
party this evening she would say the final word : to bc or Aot
to be. Sa mind you are prepared.”

Ganya was suddenly so taken aback that he turned & htt]t; pa.le

“ Did she say that poritively ?°’ he asked, and there was a
quaver in his voice.

“ She gave us her promise the day before yesterday. We both
pressed her till she gave way. But she asked me not to tell you
beforehand.”

The general looked steadily at Ganya ; he was“vidently not
pleased at his discomfiture.

“ Remember Ivan Fyodorovitch,’ t}anya, said, hesitating and
uneasy, ‘ that she has Yeft me quite at liberty till she mgkes
up her mind, and that even then the decision rests with me.”

« Do you mean to say you . . . ¢o you mean tosay . . .” the
general was suddeuly alarmed.

“ I mean nothing.”

‘‘ Good heavens, what sort of position will you put us in ? ”

I haven’t refused, you know. I know Fhave expressed myself
b&dly »o
L The idea of your refusing |  said the general with vexa.tlon,
%hioh he did not even care to conceal. * It’s not a Huestion of
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yaur wof refusing, my boy, but of your readiness, of the pleasurs
and the gladness with which you will receive her promise. . . .
How are things going at home ? ”’

“ What does that matter ? Idecide everythingathome. Only
father is playing the fool as usual, but you know what a perfect
disgrace he has become. 1 never speak to him, but I do keep
him in check, and if it were not for my mother I would turn him
out of the house. Mother does nothing but cry, of course ; my
sister is angry, but I told them straight out at last that I can do
what I like with myself, and that I wish to be . . . master in
the house. I put it all very clearly to my sister, while my
mother was there.”

“1 still fajl to understand it, my boy,” observed the general
meditatively, with a slight motion of his hands and shrug of his
shoulders. “ Nina Alexandrovna kept sighing and moaning
when she came the other day, you remember. What’s the
matter ? I asked. It appeared that it would mean dishonour
to them. Whemxe does the dishonour conme in, allow me to ask ¢
What can anyone reproach Nastasya Filippovna with ¢ What
«an anyone bring up against her ¥ Not that she has been living
with Totsky, surely ? That'’s such nonsense, under the circum-
stafices, especially. ¢ You wouldn’t let her be introduced to your
daughters,’ she says. Wellg what next ! Sheisa person! How
can sl failto see, how can she fail to understand, . . .’

“Her own position ¢ Ganya prompted the embarrassed
general. * She does undcrstand it ; don’t be angry with her.
But I did give her a good lesson not to meddle in other people’s
affairs. Yet the only thing {hat keeps them quiet at home is
that the final word has not yet been said, but there’s a storm
brewing. If it’s finally settled to-ddy, it will be sure to break
out.” .

Myshkin heard all this conversation sitting in the corner writing
his specimen copy. He finished! went to the table and presented
his page.

“So that's Nastasya Filippovna |” he observed, looking
attentively and curiously at the photograph. ‘ Wonderfully
beautiful,”” he added warmly at once. *

The portrait was indeed that of a wonderfully beautiful woman.
She had been photograpphed in a black silk dress of an extremely
simple and elegant cut; her hair, which looked as though it
were dark brown, was arranged in a simple homely style ; her
eyes were dark and deep, her brow was pensive ; her expression
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was passionate, and, as it were, disdainful. She was rather thin
in the face and perhaps pale.

Ganya and the general stared at Myshkin in surpnse

“ Nastasya Filippovna ? Surely you don’t know Nastasya
Filippovna already ? ”’ queried the general.

“ Yes, I've only been twenty-four hours in Russia, and already
I knowa beautyqlke that,” answered Myshkin.

And then he described his meeting with Rogozhin, and repeated
the story he had told him.

‘“ Here’s something new !” said the general, uneasy again.
He had listened to the story with the greatest attention and looked
searchingly at Ganya.

“ Most likely nothing but vulgar fooling,” muttered Ganya,
who was also somewhat disconcerted. “ A young ‘merchant’s
spree. I’ve heard something about him before.”

““ And so have I, my boy,” put in the general. ‘‘ Nastasya
Filippovna told the whole story of the earrings at the time.
But now it’s a different matter. It may really mean millions
and . . . a passion. A low passion, perhaps, but still there’s
the note of passion about it, and w¢ know what these gentlemens
are capable of when they are infatuated. .Hm! ... Tonly
hope nothing sensational will come of it,’ the general concluﬂed
thoughtfully.

“ You are afraid of his millions % asked Ganye with a Qmu'k

*“ And you are not, of eourse ? ”

“How did he strike you, prince,” asked Ganya, turning
suddenly to him. “Is he a serious person or simply a silly
fool ¥ What is your opinion ¢ |

There was something peculiar taking place in Ganya as he
was asking his question. °It was as though a new and peculiar
idea was kindled in his brain, and flashed impatiently in his
eyes. The general, who was simply and genuinely uneasy,
also looked askance at ‘the printe, but did not seem to empect
much from his answers.

«n I don’t know what to tell you,” answered Myshkin, “ only
I fancied that there was a great deal of passion in him, and even
a sort of morbid passion. And he seems still quite ill, too. It’s
quite possible that he'll be laid upina da,y or two again, especially
if he begins carousing.’t

“What ? Youfancied that ? ” the genera,l caught at this idea.

es. ,
h get something sensational may well happen, not In a tay or
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two, but before to-night, something may turn up perhaps to-
day,” said Ganya to the general, with a grin.

“Hm!, . . Of course. . . . Very likely, and then it will
all depend on how it strikes her, said the general.

“ And you know what she is like sometimes ?

“ Like what, do you mean ?” the generalspounced at him,
roused to extreme perturbation. *‘ Listen, Ganya, please don’t
contradict her much to-day . . . and try to be, you know . . .
in fact, to please her . . . Hm! ... Why are you grinning
like that ¥ Listen, Gavril Ardalionovitch, it won’t be out of
place, not at all so, to ask now what are we workingfor ¢ You
understand that as regards any personal advantage to me in the
matter, I am quite at rest; in one way or another I shall
settle it. Totsky has made up his mind once for all, so I am
pprfectly secure, and therefore all I desire now is simply your
advantage. You can see that for yourself. Can you mistrust
me ? Besides, youareaman . .. aman . . . infacta man of
sense, and I was relying upon you . . . since in the present case

.. that . .. that . ..”

“ That’s the chief thing,”s put in Ganya again, coming to the
asgistance of the hesitating general, and twisting his lips into a
malignant smile, which he did not even try to conceal. He looked
the ggneral straight in the face with his feverish eyes, as though
he wented him to read in his eyes all that was in his mind. The
general crimsoned and was angry.

‘“ Quite so, sense is the chief thing !” he assented, looking
sharply‘at Ganya. * You are a funny person, Gavril Ardaliono-
vitch! You seem pleased about this young merchant, I observe,
as though he might be a way out of if for you. But in this affair
it’s just by your sense you ought to have been guided from the
first. In this affair you owght to understand and to act honestly
and straightforwardly with both sides, or else to have glven
watnmg beforehand, to avoid compromising others, especially as
you’ve had plenty of time to do so, and there’s stlll tlme, indeed,
now,” (the general raised his eyebrows significantly) ‘‘ alth<.agh
there are only a few hours left. Do you undgrstand * Do you
understand ¢ Will you or won’t you ¢ If you won’t, say 80—
and please yourself. Nobody is coercing you, Gavril Ardaliono-
vitch, nobody i is dragging you into a tfap, that is, if you look
on it as a trap.”

“ I will,” said Ganya in a low voice, but firmly. He dropped
his eyes and sank into gloomy silence.
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The general was satisfied. He had been carried away by
anger, but he evidently regretted that he had gone so far. He
turned suddenly to Myshkin, and his face scemed te betray an
uneasy consciousness that the prince had been there and had at
least heard what was said. But he was instantly reassured ; a
glance at Myshkin was enough to reasstire anyone. °

“Oho!” cried the general, looking at the specimen of the
handwriting presented him by Myshkin. ‘ That’s a prize copy !
And a splendid one ! Look, Ganya, what skill | ”

On the thick sheet of vellum the prmce had writtenin medigval
Russian characters the sentence, ‘‘ The humble Abbiot Pafnuty
has put his hand thereto.”

“That,” Myshkin cxplained with extraordihary pleasure and
eagerness, ““ that’s the precise signature of the Abbot Pafnuty,
copied from a fourteenth-century manuscript. Our old abbots
and bishops used to sign their names beautifully, and somectimes
with what taste, with what exactitude ! Havent you Pogodin’s
collection, general ? And here I’ve written in another style ; this
is the large round French writing of last century, some letters
were quite different. It was the writing of the market-place,
the writing of professional scribes imitated from their samples.
I had one. You Il admit that it has points. Look at those
round o’s and a’s. 1 have adapted the French wriping i i0 the
Russian alpbabet, which was very difficult, but the result is
successful. There’s another spleridid and original writing—see
the phrase ‘Perseverance overcomes all obstacles’—that’s Russian
handwriting, a professional or perhaps military scribe’s ; that’s
how government instructions to an‘important person are wrltten
That’s a round handwriting, too, a splendid Wiack writing,
written thick but with remarkable taste. A specialist in pen-.
manship would disapprove of those ‘lourishes, or rather those
attempts at flourishes, shose unfinished tails—you see them—
but yet you know they give it a character, and you really see > tho
very soul of the military scribe peeping out in them, the longing
to“dreak out in some way and to find expression for his talent,
and the military gpllar tight round his neck, and discipline, too,
is in the handwntmg——lt s lovely! I was so struck with a
specimen of it lately] I came on it by chanre, and fancy where—
in Bwitzerland ! Now this is assimple, otdinary, English hand-
writing. Art can go no further, it’s all exquisite, tiny beads,
pearls ; it’s all Aiiished. But here is a variation, and again a

¢ French one, I got it from a French commercial traveller. 1t's the
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same style as the English, but the black strokes are a trifle
blacker and thicker than in the English, and you see the propor-
tion is spailed. Notice, too, the oval is a trifle rounder, and the
flourish is admitted, too, and & flourish is a most perilous thirg !
A flourish requires extraordinary taste, but if only it’s successfiil,
if symmetryis attained, the writing is so incornparable that one
may simply fall in love with i5.”

““Oho ! but you go into such niceties | ”’ laughed the geheral,
“You are riot simply a good penman, my dear fellow, you are an
artist ! Eh, Ganya ?”

“ Marvellotis,” said Gahya, “and he recognises his vocation
t00,”” he added, with a sarcastic laugh.

“ You may laugh, but there’s a career in it,” said the general.
“Do you know, prince, to what personage we’ll get you to
wpite now ¢ Why, you can count on thirty-five roubles a month
from the start. But it’s half-past twelve,”” he added, glancing
at the clock. ‘“To business, prince, for 1 must make haste
énd perhaps I may not see you again to-day. Sit down for a
mihute. I have explained already that I cannot sec you very
often, but I am sincerely anxious to help you a little, a little
of gourse, that is, in what’s essential, and then for the rest you
must do as you please. I’ll find you & job in the office, not a
difficnlt one, but needing accuracy. Now for the next thing.
In the home, that is, the family of Gavzil Ardalionoviteh Ivolgin,
this young friend of mine with whom I beg you to become
acquainted—his mother and sister have set apart two or thtce
filrhished rooms, and let them with board and attendance to
specially recommended lodgeis. I am sure Nina Alexandrovna
will accept m.y recommendation. Fpr you it will be a godsend,
prince, for you will not be alone, but, so to speak, in the bosom
of a family, and to my tHinking you ought not to be alonte at
first_in such a town as Petersburg. Nina Alexandrovna and
Varvara Ardalionovna, her daughter, are ladies for whom I
have the greatest respect. Nina Alexandrovna is the wife of a
retited general who was a 8omrade of mine when I was rirst
in the service, though owing to circumstances I've broken off
all relations with him. That doesn’t prevetit me, however, from
respectitig Him in a certain sense. I fell you all this, priitce,
that you thay understand that I récomtend you personally, and
so I make myself in a sehse responsible for you. The tertis are
ektrergely emoderate, and I hope that your salaty will soon be
quite sutficient to meet them. Of course @ man wants pocket.
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money, too, if only a little, but you wont be angry with me,
prince, if I tell you that you’d be better off without pocket-
money, and, indeed, without any money in your pocket. I speak
from the impression I have of you. But as your purse is quite
empty now, allow me to lend you twenty-five roubles for your
immediate expenses. You can repay me afterwards, of course,
and if you are as sincere and genuine a person as you appear to
be, no misunderstandings can arise between us. I have a
motive for interesting myself in your welfare ; you will know of
it later. You see I am perfectly straightforward with you. I
hope, Ganya, you’ve nothing against the prince’s being installed
in your house ¢’

‘ Oh, quite the contrary. And my mother will be delighted,”
Ganya assented politely and obligingly.

*“ You’ve only one room let, I think. That, what’s his name

. Ferd . .. ter . .

« Ferdyshtchenko ”

“ Oh, yes. I don’t like your Ferdyshtchenko, he is a dirty
clown. And I can’t understand why Nastasya Filippovna
encourages him so ? Is he really a zelation of hers ?

“ Oh,no, that’s only a joke! There’s not a trace of relationship.”

“ Well, hang him ! Well, prince, are you satisfied ?

“ Thank you, general, you have beeh very kind to me, espedxa]ly
as I haven’t even asked for help ; I don’t say that from pride ; I
really didn’t know where to lay my head. It's true Rogozhin
invited me just now.’

‘“ Rogozhin ? Oh, no, I would advise you as a father, 8r, if you
prefer, as a friend, to forget Mr. Rogozhin. And altogether I
would advise you to stick tp the family which you ere entering.”

“ Since you are so kind,” began the prince, ‘I have one piece
of business. I ha.ve received the news . . .”

“ Excuse me,” brokesin the enera.l “1 haven't a mmute
more now. I’ll goand tell Lizaveta Prokofyevna about you ;
she wishes to see you at once (I will try to give her a good
pRssmn of you) I advise you to make use of the opportunity and
gain her good graces, for Lizaveta Prokofyevna can be of great
use to you ; you bear her name. If she doesn’t wish to, there’s
nothing for it, somefother time perhaps. And you, Ganya, look
through these accounts’ meantime, Fedoseyev and I have beer
struggling with them. You mustn’t forget to include them.”

The general went out, and so Myshkin did not succeegl in gel]mg
him about the business which he had four times essayed to speak



THE IDIOT 33

ofin vain. Ganya lighted a cigarette and offered one to Myshkin.
The latter accepted it, but refrained from conversation, for fear of
interrupting him. He began looking about the study But
Ganya scarcely glanced at the sheet covered with figures, which
the general had indicated to him. He was preoccupied ; his smile,
his expressioff, his thoughtfulness weighed om Myshkin even
more when they were left alone. All at once Ganya approached
Myshkin, who was at that moment standing before the portrait of
Nastasya Filippovna, gazing at it.

“So you admire a woman like that, prince ? ” he asked him
suddenly, looking searchingly at him and as though with some
peculiar intention.

‘“It’s a wonderful face,”” he answered, ‘“ and I feel sure her
story is not an ordinary one. The face is cheerful, but she has
passed through terrible suffering, hasn’t she ¢ Her eyes tell
offe that, the cheek bones, these points under her eyes. It’s a
proud face awfully proud, but I don’t know whether she is kind-
hearted. Ah if she were | That would redeem it all |

“ And would you marry such a woman ? ’ Ganya went on, his
feverish eyes fixed upon him.s

“oL can’t marry any one, I am an invalid,” said Myshkin.

*“ Anq would Rogozhin marry her ¢ What do you think ? ”

““ Marry her | he might to-morrow, I dare say he’d marry her
and in'h week perhaps murder her.”

He had no sooner uttered this than Ganya shuddered so
violently that Myshkin almost cried out.

“ What’s the matter ¢ ”’ he asked, seizing his hand.

“Your excellency ! His excellency begs you to come to her
excellency,” the footman announced, gppearing at the door.

Myshkin followed the footman.

CHAPTER IV

Tre three daughters of General Epanchin were blooming,
healthy, well-grown young women, with magnificent shoulders,
well-developed chests a,nd stromg, almost maSculine, arms ; and
naturally with their Wth and strengt® they were fond of a
good dinner and hafl‘ho desirg, fo conceal the fact. Their
mammg, sognetimes Jooked aska‘ce at the frankness of their
appetite, but though her views were always received with &
c
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show of respect by her daughters, some of her opinions had long
ceased to carry the unquestioned authority of early years; eo
much so that the three girls, always acting in concert, were
continually too strong for their mother, and for the sake of her
own dignity she found it more expedient to yield without
opposition. Her temperament, it is true, often prevented her
from following the dictates of good sense ; Lizaveta Prokofyevna
was becoming more capricions and impatient every year. She
was even becoming rather eccentric, but as her well-trained and
submissive husband was always at hand, her pent-up moods
were usually vented upon him, and then domestic harmony was
restored and all went well again.

Madam Epanchin herself had not lost her appetite, however,
and as a rule she joined her daughters at half-past twelve at a
substantial lunch almost equivalent to a dinner. The young
ladies drank a cup of coffee earlier, in their beds as soon as they
waked, at ten o’clock precisely. They liked this custom and
had adoptdﬂ it once for all. At half-past twelve the table was
laid in the little dining-room next to their mamma’s apartments,
and occasionally when the general had time, he joined this
family party at lunch.” Besides tea, coffee, cheese, honey,
butter, a special sort of fritters beloved by the lady of the house,
cutlets, and so on, strong hot soup was also served., -

On the morning when our story begins, the whole family was

gathered together in the dining-room waiting for the general,
who had promised to appear at half-past twelve. If he had
been even a moment late, he would have been sent for, but he
made his appearance punctually.« Going up to his wife to wish
her good-morning and kiss her hand, he notited something
special in her face. And although he had had a presentiment
the night before that it would be sv, owing to an ‘‘ incident ”
_(his favourite expression), and, had been uneasy on this score
as he fell asleep, yet now he was alarmed again. His daughtérs
went up to kiss him ; though they were not angry with him,
tnore was something special about them too. The general had,
it is true, become excessively suspicious of late. But as he was
a husband and father of experience and dexterity, he promptly
took his measures.*

It will perhaps help to make our story clearer, if we break off
here and introduce some direct explanations of the circumstances
and relations, in which we find General Epanchin’s femily at the
begimning of our tale. We have just said that the genersa,
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though not @ man of much education, but, as he expressed it, a
self-taught man, was an experienced husband and a dexterous
father ; he®had, for instance, made it a principle, got to hurry
his daughters into garriage—that is, not to pester and worry
them by over-anxiety for their happmess, as 80 many parents
unconsclously and naturally do, even in the most sensible
families in which grown-up daughters are accumulating. He
even succeeded in brirging over Lizaveta Prokofyevna to his
principle, though it was difficult to carry out—difficult because
it was unnatural. But the gerféral’s arguments were exceedingly
weighty and founded on palpable facts. Moreover, left to their
own will and decision, the girls would inevitably be bound to
realise the *position themselves, and then things would go
smoothly, for they would set to work willingly, give up being
capricious and cxcessively fastidious. All that would be left
for the parents to do would be to keep an unflagging and, as far
as possible, unnoficeable watch over them, that they gnight make
no strange choice and show no unnatural inclination’; and then
to seize a fitting moment to come to their aqmqtance with all
their strength and influence *to bring ghings te a finish. The
mers fact, too, that their fortune and social consequence was
growmg.every year in geomgetrical progression made the girls
gain in the rpargiage market as time went on.

But all these incontestable facts were confronted ,})y another
fact. The eldest daughter, Alexandra, suddeply and quite
unexpectedly indeed (as always happens) reached the age of
twenty-ﬁ.ve Almost at the same moment Afanasy Ivanovitch
Totsky, a man in the best socieby, of the highest connexions, and
extraordinary %ealth, again expressec his long-cherished desire
to marry. He was a man of five-and-fifty, of artistic tempera-
ment and extraordinary ,réfinement. He wanted to make a
good marriage; he was a greay admirlr of feminine beauty, «
As he had been for some time on terms of the closest friendship
with General Epanchin, especially since they had both takgu.
part in the same financial chterprises, he had broached the
subject, 80 to speak, by a.skmg his friendly adviee and guidance.
Would a proposal of marriage to oné of his daughters be con-
sidered ¢ A break in the quiet and happy pourse of the general’s
family life was evidently at hand.

The beauty of the family was, as we have said already, un-
questiogably the youngest, Aglaia. But even Totsky, a man
of extraordinary egoism, realised that it was useless for him to
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look in that direction and that Aglaia was not for him. Perhaps
the somewhat blind love and the over-ardent affection of the
sisters exaggerated the position, but they had settled among
themselves I a most simple-hearted fashign that Aglaia’s fate
was not to be an ordinary fate, but the hig (ﬁ:ast ‘possible ideal of
earthly bliss. Aglaia’s future husband was to be'a paragon of
all perfections and achievements, as well as the possessor of vast
wealth. The sisters had even agreed between themselves, with-
out saying much aboutit, that if necessary they would sacrifice
their interests for the sake of Aglaia. Her dowry was to be
colossal, unheard-of. The parents knew of this compact on the
part of the twgq elder sisters, and so when Totsky asked advice,
they scarcely doubted that one of the elder sisters would consent
to crown their hopes, especially as Afanasy Ivanovitch would
not be exacting on the score of dowry. The general with his
knowledge of life attached the greatest value to Totsky’s proposal
from the first. As owing to certain special circumstances,
Totsky wasdbliged to be extremely cn'cumspect“m his behaviour,
and was merely feeling his way, the parents only presented the
question to their daughters as & remote proposition. They
received in response a satisfactory, though not absolutely definite,
assurance that the eldest, Alexandra, might perhaps nqt refuse
him. She was a good-natured and sensible gir], yery edsy to
get on with, though she had a will of her own. It wis con-
ceivable th?i,t she was perfectly ready to marry Totsky ; and if
she gave her wbrd, she would keep to it honourably. She was
not fond of show, with her there would be no risk of violent
change and disturbance, and sk might well bring sweetness
and peace into her hushand’s life. She was wery handsome,
though not particularly striking. Wha.t could be better for
Totsky ? ,
. Yet the project was still at the tentative stage. It had been
mutually agreed in a friendly way between Totsky and ghe
general that they should take no final and irrevocable step for
a time. The parents had not eveh begun to speak quite openly
on the subject to their daughters; there were signs of a dis-
cordant element : Madame Epanchin, the mother, was for some
reason evincing dx&samsfa.ctlon, and.-that was a matter of great:
importance. There was one serious obstacle, one complicated
and troublesome factor, which might rfuin the whole business
conmpletely.

g:?ls complicated and troublesome ‘ factor ”’ had as Totsky
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himself expressed it, come on to the scene a long time—some
eighteen years—before.

Afanasy Jvanovitch had one of his finest estates in a central
province of Russia. His nearest neighbour was the &wner of a
small and poverty-stricken property, and was a man remarkable
for his continual and almost incredible ill-luck., He -was a
retired officer of good family—better, in fact, than Totsky’s own—
by name Filip Alexandrovitch Barashkovs Burdened with debts
and mortgages, he managed r working fearfully hard, almost
like a peasant, to get his land into a more or less satisfactory
condition. At the smallegt success he was extraordinarily
elated. Radiant with hope, he went for a few days to the little
district town to see and,*if possible, come tp an agreement with
one of his chief creditors. He had been two days in the town
when the elder of his little village rode in with his beard burnt
off'and his cheek scarred, and informed him®hat the place had
been burnt down the day before, just at midday, and “ tha¥ his
lady had graciously been burnt, but his children were unhurt.”
This surprise was too much even' for Barashkov, accustomed as
he was to the bufletingeof fortupe. He went out of his mind
and died in delirium & month later. The ruined property with
its beggared peasants was sold to pay his debts. « Afanasy
Ivanoyitch Totsky in the generosity of his heart undertook to
bring yp ard educate Barashkov’s children, two little girls of
six and seven. They were brought #p with the ghildren of
Totsky’s steward, a retired government clerk with a large
family, and, moreover, a German. The younger child died of
whooping cough, and little Nastasya was left alone. Totsky
lived abroad gnd soon completely forgot her existence. Five
years later it occurred to him en his*way elsewhere to look in
on his estate, and he noticed, in the family of his German steward
a charming child, a girl about twelve, pl&yful, sweet, clever and
promising to become extremely beautiful. On that subject’
Afanasy I1vanovitch was an unerring connoisseur. He only spent
a few days on his estate, but he made arrangements for a greut” .
change in the girl's education.r A respeotable and cultivated
elderly Swiss governags, experienced Hi" igher education of
girls and competent to teach various subjeqfs besides French,
was engaged for her. +She was installed in Totsky’s country
house, and little Nastasya began to receive an education on the
broadest lines. Just four years later this education was over ;
the gowernets left, and a lady who lived .near another estate of -
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Totsky’s in another remote province came, by his instructions,
and took Nastasya away. On this estate there was also a small
recently built wooden house. It was very elegantly furnished,
and the place was appropriately called * The Pleasaunce.” The
lady brought Nastasya straight to this little house, and as she
was a childless, widow, living only three-quarters of a mile
away, she installed herself in the house with her. An old
housekeeper and an experienced young maid were there to wait
on Nastasya. In the house she found musical instruments, a
choice library for a young grrl pictures, engravings, pencils,
paints and brushes, a thoroughbred lap-dog, and within a fort-
night Afanasy Ivanovitch himself made his appearance. . . .
Since then he had been particularly fond of that remote pro-
perly in the steppes and had spent two or three months there
every summer. So passed & fairly long time—four years,
calmly and happil¥ in tasteful and elegant surroundings.

1" bappened once at the beginning of winter, four months
after one of Totsky’s summer visits, which hadton that occasion
lasted only a fortnight, a rumour was circulated, or rather
reached Nastasya Filippovna, that Afanasy Ivanovitch was
going to be married in Petersburg to a beautiful heiress of good
family—that he was, in fact, making a wealthy and brifliant
match. The rumour turned out to be not quite correct im some
details, The supposed marriage was only a projett, stll very
vague ; byt it was a ‘wurning-point in Nastasya Filippovna's
life. She displayed great determination and quite unexpected
strength of will. Without wasting time on reflectior, she left
her little house in the country and,suddenly made her appearance
in Petersburg, entlrely alone, going straight to Tgtsky. He was
amazed. and, as soon as hé began to speak to her, %e found almost
from the first word that he had completely to abandon the
language, the intonations, the logic, the subjects of the agreeable
and refined conversations that aad been so successful hitherto—
everything, everything! He saw sitting before him an entirely
~different woman, not in the least like the girl he had left only
that July.

This new Womaﬁ@tumed out, in the fimt place, to know and
understand a great: deal—so much that one could not but mar
where she had got such knowledge and how she could have
arrived at such definite ideas. (Surely not from her young
girl's library 1) What was more, she understood many things

. in their legal aspect and had a positive knowledge,'if nét of the
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world, at least of how some things are done in the world ; more-
over, she had not the same character as before. There was
nothing of the timidlty, the schoolgirlish uncertainty, some-
times faschating in its original simplicity and playfulness,
sometimes melancholy and dreamy, astonished, mistrustful,
tearful and unedsy.

Yes, it wad a new and surprising creature who laughed in his
face and stung him with venomous sarcasms, openly declaring
that she had never had any feeling in hér heart for him except
contempt—contempt and loathing which had come upon her
immediately after her first surprise. This new woman announced
that it was a matter of absolute indifference to her if he married
at once any one he chose, but she had come to prevent his making
that marriage, and would not allow it from spite, simply because
she chose not to, and that therefore so it must be-—** if only tha.t
Fmay have a good laugh at you, for 1 too want to laugh now.’

That at least was what she said ; she did not perhaps utter

all that was in her mind.  But while this new Nastasya Filippovna
laughed and talked like this, Afanasy Ivanovitch was deliberating
on the position and, as far as he could, collecting his somewhat
shattered ideas. This deliberation took him some time : ; he
was weighing things and making up his mind for a fortnight.
But at, the end of that fortnight he had reached a decision.

Afanasy, Ivanovitch was at that time a man of fifty, his
charalter was set and his habits forged. His position in the
world and in society had long been established on the must
secure foundations. Hc loved and prized himself, his peace and
comfors, above everything in the world, as befits a man of the
highest breeding. No destructlive, no dubious element could be
admitted int® that splendid edifice which his whole life had been
building up. On the other hand, his experience and deep insight
told Totsky very quickly find quite correctly that he had to do
with a creature quite out of thg ordinasy—a creature who would
not only threaten but certainly act, and, what was more, would
stick at nothing, especially as she prized nothing in life and go
oould not be tempted. Kvldently there was something else“In
it : there were indications of a chaotic ferment at work in mind
and heart, something like romantic indignation—God knows
why and with whom,!—an insatiable and‘exaggerated passion
of contempt; in fact, something highly ridiculous and in-
admissible in good society, and bound to be a regular nuisance
to ay well-bred man. Of course, with Totsky’s wealth and



40 THE IDIOT

connexions he could at once have got rid of the annoyance
by some trifling and quite pardonable piece of villainy. On
the other hand, it was evident that Nastasya Filippovna was
hardly in a position to do much harm, in a legal sense, for instance.
She could not even create a scandal of any consequence, because
it was so easy to circumvent her. But all that oply applied if
Nastasya Filippovna should think fit to behave as people do
behave in such circumstances without departing too widely
from the regular course. But here Totsky’s keen eye served him
well : he was clever enough to see that Nastasya Filippovna
fully realised that she could not harm him by means of the law,
but that there was something very different in her mind and . . .
in her flashing eyex. As she valued nothing and herself least of
all (it needed much intelligence and insight in a sceptical and
worldly cynic, such as he was, to realise that she had long ceased
to care what became of her, and to believe in the earnestness of
this feeling), Nastasya Filippovna was quite capable of facing
hopeless ruin and disgrace, prison and Siberia, quly to humiliate
the man for whom she cherished such an inhuman aversion.
Afanasy Ivanovitch never concealed the fact that he was some-
what a coward, or rather perhaps highly conservative. If he
had known, for instance, that he would be murdered at the aitar
on his wedding day, or that anything of that sort, excesdingly
unseemly, ridiculous, impossible in society, would happen, he
would certainly have been alarmed ; but not so much of being
killed or wounded, or of having some one spit in his face in
public, or of anything of that kind, as of the unnatural and
vulgar form of the insult. And that was just what Nastasya
Filippovna threatened, though sh¢. said nothing about it. He
knew that she had studied. him and understood hiin thoroughly,
and so knew how to wound him. And as his marriage had been
merely a project, Afanasy Ivanovitch submitted and gave way
to Nastasya Filippovna. n

There was another consideration which helped him to this
decision : it was difficult to imagine how unlike in face this new
Nastasya Filippovna was to the ola one. She had been only a
very pretty young girl, but now ... Totsky could not forgive
himself for having failed for four years to see what was in that

e

face. Much no doubt was due to the inward and sudden change 4

in their relative attitudes. He remembered, however, that there 3

had been moments even in the past when strange ideas had come
into his mind, looking at those eyes. There was a promjse in

¥
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them of something deep. The look in those eyes seemed dark
and mysterious. They seemed to be asking a riddle. He had
often wondered during the last two yearsat the change in Nastasya
Filippovnd’s complexion. She had become fearfully pale and,
strange to say, was even handsomer for it. Totsky, like all gentle-
men who haye lived freely in their day, felt contemptuously how
cheaply he had obtained this virginal soul. But of late he had
been rather shaken in this feeling. He had in any case made up
his mind in the previous spring to lose no time in marrying
Nastasya Filippovna off with a good dowry to some sensible
and decent fellow serving in another province. (Oh, how
horribly and maliciously Nastasya Filippovna laughed at the
idea now!) But now Afanasy Ivanovitch, fascinated by her
novelty, positively imagined that he might again make use of
this woman. He decided to settle Nastasya Filippovna in
Petersburg and to surround her with luxury and comfort. If
not one thing, he would have the other. He might even gratify
his vanity and gain glory in a certain circle by means of her.
Afanasy Ivanovitch greatly prized his reputation in that line.
Five years of life in Petersburg had followed, and of course
many things had become cléar in that time. Totsky’s position
wasnot an agreeable one. The worst of it was that, having been
once intimidated, he could never quite regain his confidence.
He wag afrgid and could not even tell why he was afraid—he was
simply” afraid of Nastasya Filippovna, For some time during
the first two years he suspected that Nastasya Filippovna wanted
to marry him herself, but did not speak from her extraordinary
pride and was obstinately waiting for him to make an offer.
It would have been a strarge demand, but he had become
suspicious; le frowned and brooded unpleasantly. To his
great and (such is the heart of man!) somewhat unpleasant
surprise, he was convinced by something that happened that,
even if he made the offer, he would not be accepted. It was a
long while before he could understand this. It seemed to him
that there was only one possible explanation : that the pride of
the “ offended and fantastic‘woman ” had reached such a pitch
of frenzy that she preferred to express her sgorn once for all
by refusing him, to securing her future position and mounting
to inaccessible heights of gramdeur. The vworst of it was that
Nastasya Filippovna got the upper hand of him in a shocking
way. She was not influenced by mercenary considerations
either, however large the bait, and though she accepted the
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luxury offered her, she lived very modestly and had scarcely saved
anything during those five years. Totsky ventured upon very
subtle tactics to break his chains; he began, with skilful assist-
ance, trying to tempt her with all sorts of temptations of the
most idealistic kind. But the ideals in the form of princes, hussars,
secretaries from the embassies, poets, novelists, even Socialists—
none of them made the least impression on Nastasya Filippovna,
a8 though she had a stone for a heart and her feelings had been
withered and dried up for ever. She lived a rather secluded life,
reading and even studying ; she was fond of music. She had few
friends ; she associated with the wives of petty officials, poor and
ridiculous people, was asquainted with two actresses and some old
women, was very fond of the family of a respectable teacher, and
the numerous members of this family loved her and gave her a
warm welcome. She would often have five or six friends to see
her in the evening. 'T'otsky visited her frequently and regularly.
General Epanchin had with some difficulty made her acquaint-
ance of late. At the same time a young gqvernmient clerk,
called Ferdyshtchenko, a drunken and ill-bred buffoon, who
affected to be funny, had made her acquaintance with no difficulty
whatever. Another of her circle®*was a strange young man,
called Ptitsyn, modest, precise and of highly polished manzers,
who had risen from poverty and hecomc a moneylender. At
last Gavril Ardalionovitch was introduced to her.,. ... Nﬁstasya
Filippovna ended by gajning a strange reputa,tlon Every one
had heard of her beauty, but that was all. No one could boast
of her favours, no one had anything to tell of her. This reputa-
tion, her education, her elegant manners, her wit, all confirmed
Totsky in a certain plan of his. ®1t was at this moment that
General Epanchin began te take so active a part n the affair,
When Totsky had so courteously approached him, asking for
his advice as a friend in regard to ohe of his daughters, he had
in the noblest way made the gengral a full and candid confession.
He told him that he had made up his mind not to stick at any
Eea.ns to gain his freedom ; that he would not feel safe even if
agtasya Filippovna assured him*herself that she would leave
him in peace for the future; that words meant little to him,
that he needed the fullest guarantees. They talked things over
and determined té act togethes. It was decided to try the,
gentlest means first and to play, so to speak, on the ‘‘ finer chords
of her heart.” They went together to Nastasya Filippovna, and
Totsky spoke straight away of the intolerable misery, of his
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position. He blamed himself for everything; he said frankly
that he could not repent of his original offence, for he was an
inveterate sensualist and could not control himself, but that
now he wanted to marry, and the whole possibility of this highly
suitable and distinguished marriage was in her hands : in a word,
he rested all his hopes on her generous heart. Then General
Epanchin, as the father, began to speak and he talked reason-
ably, avoiding sentimentality, He only mentioned that he fully
admitted her right to decide Afanasy Ivanovitch’s fate, and made
a clever display of his own humility, pointing out that the fate
of his daughter, and perhaps of his two other daughters, was
now depending on her decision. To Nastasya Filippovna’'s
question what it was they wanted of her, Totsky with the same
bald directness confessed that she had given him such a scare
five years before that he could not feel quite safe even now till

astasya Filippovna was herself married. He added at once
that this proposition, would, of course, be absurd on his part,
if he had not eome foundation for it. He had observed and
knew for a fact that a young man of good birth and respectable
family, Gavril Ardalionovitch Ivolgin, who was an acquaintance
she welcomed in her house, Joved her and had long loved her
pa8sionately, and would of course give half his life for the bare
hope ‘of winning her affection. Gavril Ardalionovitch had
confefsed us vnuch to him—Totsky—in a friendly way long ago,
in the simplicity of his pure young heart, and Ivan Fyodoro-
vitch, who had befriended the young man, had long known of
his passion. Finally, he said that if he—Totsky—were not
mistaken, Nastasya Fl.hppovna. must herself have long been
aware of the young man’s love ; and he fancied indeed that she
looked on it indulgently. It was ef course, he said, harder for
him than any one to spegk of this; but if Nastasya Filippovna
would allow that he—Totsky—had at least some thought for her
good, as well as a selfish desire to arranfe for his own comfort, she
would realise that it had for some time been strange and painful
to him to see her loneliness, which was all due to vague depges-
gion and complete disbelief in the possibility of a new life, which
might spring up with new aims in love and marriage; that it
was throwing away talents perhaps of the most brilliant, a
wanton brooding over grief—that it,was, in fact, a sort of
sentimentality unworthy of the good sense and noble heart of
Nastasya Filippovna. Repeating that it was harder for him
thane for® any one to speak of it, he finished up by saying
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he could not help hoping that Nastasya Filippovna would not
meet him with contempt, if he expressed a genuine desire to
guarantee her future and offered her the sum of spventy-five
thousand roubles. He added in explanation that that sum was
already secured to her in his will; that, in fact, it was not a
question of compensation of any sort ... thoughgsindeed, why
refuse to admit and forgive in him a human desire to do some-
thing to ease his conscience—and 8o on and 8o on, as is always
said in such circumstances. Afanasy Ivanoviteh spoke elegantly
and at length. He added, as though in passing, the interesting
information that he had not dropped a word about the seventy-
five thousand, and that no one, not even Ivan Fyodorovitch
sitting here, knew of it.

Nastasya Filippovna’s answer astounded the two friends.
She showed no trace of her former irony, her former hostility
and hatred, of the laughter which even in recollection sent a
cold shiver down Totsky’s spine ; on the contrary, she seemed
glad of the opportunity of speaking to some one with frankness
and friendliness. She acknowledged that she had long been
wanting to ask for friendly advice and that only her pride had
hindered her ; but once the ice was broken, nothing could be
better. At hrst with a mournful smile and then with a gay and
playful laugh, she confessed that there could in any case hs no
such storm as in the past; that she had for some tim# past
looked at things differently, and that, although there was no
change in her heart, she had been compelled to accept many
things as accomplished facts; that what was done cos:ld not
be undone, that what was past was over, 8o much so that she
wondered at Afanasy Ivanovitch’s still being uneagy. Then she
“turned to Ivan Fyodorovitch and with a very deferential air
said that she had long ago heard a gregt deal about his daughters
and entertained a profound and sincere respect for them. The
very idea that she could be in any way of service to them would
be a source of pride and gladness to her. It was true that she
was depressed and dreary, very dreary; Afanasy Ivanovitch
had guessed her dreams ; she longed to begin a new life, finding
new aims in children and home-life, if not in love. As for Gavril
Ardalionovitch, she could scarcely speak. She thought it was
true that he loved her ; ,she believéd that she too might care for-
him, if she could beheve in the reality of his attachment ; but
even if h= were sincere, he was very young ; it was hard for her
to make up her mind. What she liked best of all #bout him
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was that he yas working and supporting his family without
assistance. She had heard that he was a man of energy and
pride, eager to make his way, to make his career. She had
heard too that his mother, Nina Alexandrovna, was an excellent
woman, highly respected ; that his sister, Varvara Ardalionovna,
was a very remarkable girl of great character ;, she had heard a
great deal about her from Ptitsyn. She had heard that they
had borne their misfortunes bravely. She would be very glad
to make their acquaintance, but it was a question whether they
would welcome her into their family. She would say nothing
against the possibility of such a marriage, but she must think
more about it ; she would beg them not to hurry her. As for the
seventy-five thousand, there was no need for Afanasy lvan-
ovitch to make so much of speaking about it. She knew the
yalue of money and would certainly take it. She thanked
Afanasy Ivanovitch for his delicacy in not having spoken of the
money to Gavril Ardalionovitch, or even to the general; but
why should nof the young man know about it ? There was no
need for her to be ashamed of accepting this money on entering
their family. In any case ghe had no intention of apologising
to gny one for anything, and wished that to be known. She
would not marry Gavril Ardalionovitch, until she was certain
that quelther he nor his family had any hidden feehng about her.
In any case she did not consider herself to blame in any way ;
Gavril Ardalionovitch had much betttr know on what footing
she had been living for those five years in Petersburg, on what
terms #ie had been with Afanasy Ivanovitch, and whether she
had laid by any money. If ghe accepted the money now it was
not as payment for the loss of her maldenly honour, for which
she was in no way to blame, but silnply as a compensation for
her ruined life. .

She grew so hot and angry saying thig (which was very natural,
however) that General Epanchirt was much pleased, and considered
the matter settled. But Totsky, having once been so thoroughly
scared, was not quite confident even now, and was for a lomg
time afraid that there might be a snake under the flowers. But
negotiations had been opened ; the point on which the whole
scheme of the two friends rested, the posgibility of Nastasya
Filippovna’s being attracted by Ganyas became more and more
clear and definite, so that even Totsky began to believe at times
in the ossibility of success. Meanwhile Nastasya Filippovna came
to an*indérstanding with Ganya ; very little wes said, as though
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the subject were painful to her delicacy. She recognised and
sanctioned his love, however, but insisted that she would not
bind herself in any way ; that she reserved for herfelf till the
marriage (if marriage there were) the right to say no up to the
very last moment, and she gave Ganya equal freedom. Ganya
soon afterwardse learned by a lucky chance that Nastasya
Filippovna knew in full detail all about his family’s hostility to
the marriage and to her personally, and the scenes at home to
which it gave rise. She had not spoken of this to him, though
he was expecting it daily.

There is much more to be told of all the gossip and complica-
tions arising from the proposed match and the negotiations for
it ; but we have been anticipating things already, and some of
these complications were no more than vague rumours. It was
said, for instance, that Totsky had found out that Nastasya
Filippovna had some undefined and secret understanding with
the general’s daughters—a wildly improbable story. But another
story he could not help believing, and it haunted him like a
nightmare. He heard for a fact that Nastasya Filippovna was
fully aware that Ganya was marryirg her only for money ; that
Ganya had a bad, mercenary, impatient, envious heart, and
that his vanity was grotesque and beyond all bounds,; that
though Ganya had really been passionately striving to cgﬂquer
Nastasya Filippovna, yet after the two elder men had ‘detefmined
to exploit the incipient ‘passion on both sides for their own
purposes, and to buy Ganya by selling to him Nastasya Filippovna
in lawful wedlock, he began to hate her like a m‘g‘htmare.
Passion and hatred were «strangely mingled in his soul, and
although he did after painfq] hesitation give his corsent to marry
the ¢ disreputable hussy,” he swore in his heart to make her
pay bitterly for it and *‘ to take it 8ut of her ” afterwards, as
he was said to have expressed it himself. It was rumoured
Nastasya Filippovna knew all fhis and had some secret plan
up her sleeve. Totsky was in such a panic that he even gave
u)p confiding his uneasiness to Epanchin ; but there were moments
when, like a weak man, he readily regained his spirits and took
quite a cheerful view. He was greatly relieved, for instance,
when Nastasya Filippovna promised the two friends that she
would give them her fin4l decision on the evening of her birthday.

On the other hand, the strangest and most incredible rumour
concerning no less honoured a person than Ivan Fypdorgvitch
appeared, alas | more and more well founded as time went on.
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At the first blush it sounded perfectly wild. It was difficult
to believe that Ivan Fyodorovich at his venerable time of life,
with his dxcellent understanding and his practical knowledge
of the world, and all the rest of it, could have fallen under
Nastasya Filippovna’s spell himself, and that it had come to
such a pitch that this caprice had almost become a passion.
What he was hoping for it was difficult to imagine ; possibly for
asyistance from Ganya himself. Totsky suspected something
of the kind, at any rate; he suspected the existence of some
tacit agreement between the general and Ganya, resting on their
comprehension of each other. But it is well known that & man
carried away by passion, especially a man getting on in years, is
quite blind, and prone to find grounds for hope where there are
none ; what’s more, he loses his judgment and acts like a foolish
olfild, however great an intellect he may have. It was known
that the general had procured for Nastasya Filippovna’s birthday
some magniﬁcept pearls, costing an immense sum, as a present
from himself, and had thought a great deal about this present,
though he knew that Nastasya Filippovna was not mercenary.
On the day before the birthday he was in a perfect fever, though
he successfully concealed his emotion. It was of those pearls
that Madame Epanchin had heard. Lizaveta Prokofyevna had,
it is Ygue, papy years’ experience of her husband’s flightiness,
and hatl in fact got almost accustomed to it, but it was impossible
to let such an incident pass; the rumour about the pearls made
a great impression upon her. The general detected this before-
hand ; some words had been uttered on the previous day ; he
foresaw a momentous explanation scoming, and dreaded it.
That was wiy he was particularly ,unwilling to lunch in the
bosom of his family on the morning on which our story begins.
Before Myshkin’s appearafice he had decided to escape on the
pretext of urgent business. Making his escape often meant in
the general’s case simply running away. He wanted to gain
that day at least, and above all that evening, undisturbed b
unpleasantness. And suddehly the prince had turned up so
appropriately. “ A perfect godsend !’ thought the general to
himself, as he went in to meet his wife.
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CHAPTER V

MapamE EPANCHIN was jealous of the dignity of her family.
What must it have been for her to hear without ‘the slightest
preparation that this Prince Myshkin, the last of the family, of
whom she had heard something already, was no better than a
poor idiot, was almost a beggar, and was ready to accept
charity! The general reckoned on making an effect, impressing
her at once, turning her attention in another direction and
avoiding the question of the pearls under cover of this sensation.

When anything extraordinary happened, Madame Epanchin
used to open her eyes very wide, and, throwing back her whole
person, she would stare vaguely before her without uttering a
word. She was a woman of large build and of the same age
as her husband, with dark hair, still thick, though getting very
grey. She was rather thin, with a somewhat aquiline nose,
sunken yellow cheeks, and thin drawn-in lips. Her forehead
was high but narrow; her large grey eyes had sometimes a
most unexpected expression. She had once had the weakness
to fancy that her eyes were particularly effective, and nothing
had been able to efface the conviction. -

“Receive him ? You receive him now, at once > And the
lady opened her eyes to their very widest, gazing at Ivan
Fyodorovitch, as he fidgeted before her.

““ Oh, as far as that goes, there’s no need of ceremony; if only
you don’t mind seeing him, my dcar,” the general hastened to
explain. * He is quite a child and such a pathetic figure; he
has some sort of fits. He has just arrived from Switzerland—
came straight from the station. Hé is queerly dressed, like a
German, and not a penny, literally ; he is almost crying. I gave
him twenty-five roubles, and want to find him some little post
as a clerk in our office. And I beg you, mesdames, to offer him
lunch, for I think he is hungry too!'...”

“You amaze me!” Madame Epanchin went on as befpre.
“ Hungry and fits! What sort of fits 2

‘“ Oh, they don’t+occur so frequently ; and, besides, he is like
a child, but well educatéd. I should like to ask you, mesdames ”
—he addressed his daughters .again—" to put him through an
examination ; it would be as well to know what he is fit for.”

“ An ex-am-in-a-tion ¢ ”’ drawled his wife, and in the utmost
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astonishment she rolled her eyes from her husband to her
daughters and back again.

“ Oh, my dear, don’t take it in that sense ... but of course
it’s just as you please. I was meaning to be friendly to him and
introduce him to the family, because it’s almost an act of
charity.” N .

“ Introduce him to the family ? From Switzerland ?

“ That’s no drawback ; but, 1 repeat again, it’s as you like.
T thought of it because, in the first place, he is of the same name,
and perhaps a relation ; and besides, he’s nowhere to lay his
head. I supposed it would be rather interesting to you to sco
him, in fact, because after all he belongs to the same family.”

“ Of course, maman, if one needn’t stand on ceremony with
him. Besides he must be hungry after the journey ; why not
give him something to eat, if he has nowhere to go ? ” said the
eldest girl, Alexandra.

“ And if be is a perfect child, too. We could have a game of
blind man’s buff with him.”

“ Blind man’s buff ! What do you mean ? ”

* Oh, maman, please leave oﬁ pretending ! ”’ Aglaia interrupted
in vexation.

THe second daughter, Adeclaida, who was of mirthful disposi-
tion, gpuld not restrain herself and burst out laughing.

“ Sergl fomhim, papa, maman gives you leave,” Aglaia decided.

The general rang, and told the servané to call the prince.

“ But on condition he has a napkin tied round his neck when
he sits a§ the table,” his wife insisted. ““ Call Fyodor or Mavra

. to stand behind his chair and look after him while he eats.
I only trust ho is quiet when®he has a fit. Does he wave his
arms ?”’ .

** Oh, quite the opposite, lje is very well bred and has charming
manners ; he is just a little simple sometimes. But here he is.
Come, let me introduce Prince Myshkin} the last of the name, -
your namesake and perhaps your kinsman ; make him welcome
and be kind to him. Lunch will be served directly, prince, soe

do us the honour. . . . But excuse me, I must hurry off, 1 am
la,te ”

“ We know where you are hurrvmv off to,” observed his wife
ma]estlca,lly

‘1 am in a hurry—I am in a hurry, my dear; I am late.
Give him your albums, mesdames; let him write something
there fer yeu, his handwriting is something exquisite. You
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gshould see how he wrote out for me in the old-world characters,
¢ The Abbot Pafnuty put his hand thereto.” . . . Well, good-bye.”

“Pafnuty ? The abbot ! Stop a minute—stop a minute.
Where are you off to, and who is this Pafnuty ? *’ his wife called
with distinct annoyance and almost agitation after her escaping
spouse.

““ Yes, yes, my dear, it was an abbot who lived in old days. . .
But I am off to the count’s, I ought to have been there long ago ;
he fixed the hour himself. . . . Good-byo for the present, prince.”

The general retired with rapid steps.

I know what count he is going to see,” Lizaveta Prokofyevna
pronounced sharply, and she turncd her eyes irritably to the
prince. “ What was it ¢ "’ she began peevishly and grumpily,
trying to remember. ““Well, what was it? Ah, yes, what
abbot ¢ . . .”

“ Maman,” Alexandra was beginning; and Aglaia even
stamped her foot.

“ Don't interfere with me, Alexandra Ivanovna,” snapped the
mother. ‘T want to know too. Sit here, prince, here on this
easy-chair, opposite me ; no, here. Move into the sun, nearer
the light, so that I may sec you. Well, what abbot ?

“The Abbot Pafnuty,” answered Myshkin attentively and
seriously. ; N

“Pafnuty ? That’s interesting.  Well, what abeut him ¢

The lady asked her yuestions impatiently, rapidly, sharply,
keeping her cyes fixed on the prince; and when Myshkin
answered, she nodded her head at every word. ,

“The Abbot Pafnuty of the fourteenth century,” began
Myshkin. ‘‘ He was at the head of a monastery on the Volga in
what is now the province«of Kostroma. He was famous for his
holy life. He visited the Tatars, helped in the management
of public affairs, and signed some document. I've seen a copy

-of the signature. 1 liked the handwriting and 1 imitated it.
When the general wanted to see my writing just now so as to

+find me a job, I wrote several phrases in different handwritings,
and among others 1 wrote ‘ the Abbot Pafnuty put his‘hand
thereto ’ in the abbot’s own handwriting. The general liked it
very much, and so he spoke of it just now.”

“ Aglaia,” said 'Madame Epatnchin, *‘ remember Pafnuty, or
better,write it down, else I always forget. But I thought it
wauld ‘be more interesting. Where is this signature ? ”’

« [ think it was left in the general’s study, on thestable.”
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“Send at once and fetch it.”

“ Hadn’t I better write it again for you, if you like ¢ ”

“ Of course, maman,” said Alexandra. ‘‘ But now we had
better have lunch, we are hungry.”

‘“ Quite so,” assented her mother. ‘ Comec along, prince.
Are you very hungry ?”’

“Yes, I've begun to be very hungry now, and I am very
grateful to you.’

“It's a very good thing that you are polite, and I notice
you are not nearly such a ... queer creature as you were
described. Come along. Sit here, facing me.” She insisted
on making Myshkin sit down when they went into the dining-
room. ‘I want to look at you. Alexandra, Adelaida, help the
prince to something. He is really not such an . . . invalid, is
he,? Perhaps the table-napkin is not necessary. . . . Used you
to have a napkin tied round your neck at mealtimes, prince ¢’

“ Long ago, when 1 was seven, I believe 1 did, but now I
usually have my napkin on my knee at mealtimes.”

“ Quite right. And your fits ? 7

“Fits ¢ The prince wag a little surprised. ‘“ My fits don’t
haplgen very often now. But I don’t know; I am told the
climate here will make me worse.’ .

“ Hee ‘speaks well,” said the lady, turning to hor daughters ;
she sti¥ nddd®td her head at every word Myshkin uttered.
* I didn’t expeet it.  So it was all stuff and nonsense, as usual.
Help yourself, prince, and tell me where you were born and
where yu’ve been brought up? I want to know all about
you; you interest me extromely.”

Myshkin thanked her, and while eating with excellent appetite
began again repeating the story he Had repeated several times
that morning. The lady was more and more pleased with him ;
the girls too listened rather attentively, They worked out the
relationship ; it turned out thaf Myshkin knew his family-trec*
fairly well. But in spite of their efforts they could make out
scarcely any connexion between him and Madame Epanchin’
Among the grandfathers and the grandmothers a distant kin-
ship might be discovered. The lady was particularly delighted
with this dry subject, for she, scarcely evegy had & chance of
indulging her tastes by discussing her pesligree. So she got up
from table guite excited.

“‘ Come, all of you, into our assembly-room,” she said, ‘ ‘and
we'll hve cofiee there. We have a room where we all meet,”
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she said to Myshkin, as she led him there. ‘ My little drawing-
room, where we assemble and sit when we are alone and each
of us does her work. Alexandra, my eldest daughter here,
plays the piano or rcads or sews; Adelaida paints landscapes
and portraits (and can never finish anything); and Aglaia sits
doing nothing. < 1 am not much good at work éither; I can
never get anything done. Well, here we are. Sit here, prince,
by the fire and tell me something. I want to know how you
tell a story. I want to be fully convinced, and when T see old
Princess Byclokonsky, I shall tell her all about you. I want
them all to be interested in you too. Come, tell me something.”

“ But, maman, it’'s very queer to tell a story like that,”
observed Adclaida, who had by now set up her easel, taken out
her brushes and palette, and was setting to work copying from
an engraving a landscape she had begun long ago.

Alexandra and Aglaia sat down on a little sofa and, folding
their arms, prepared to listen to the conversation. .Myshkin
observed that he was a centre of attention on all sides.

“I would never say anything if I were told to like that,”
observed Aglaia. '

“Why not ? What is there quecer about it ¢ Why shouldn’t
he tell me something ? He has a tongue. T want to know how
he can describe things. (‘ome, a,'nythin“r Tell us hgw you
liked Switzerland, your first i 1mpress1on of it. You will see, he'll
begin directly, and begm well too

“Tt was a strong impression ”’ . . . Myshkin was beginning.

““ There, you see,” the eager lady broke in, addressing her
daughters, ““ he has begun.” )

“ Do let him speak at legst, maman,” said Alexandra, checking
her. “ This prince may be a great roguc and not an idiot at
all,” she whispered to Aglaia.

“No doubt of it; I've seen that a long while,” answered
"Aglaia.  ““ And it's homd of him to play a part. Is he trying
to gain something by it ? ”

“My first impression was a'very strong one,” Myshkin

eated. “ When I was brought from Russia through various
erman towns, 1 simply looked about in silence and, I remember,

asked no questions. That was after a long series of violent and
painful gttacks of my Gllness, and when my complaint was at its
worst and my fits frequent, I always sank into complete stupefac-
tion. - I lost my memory, and though my brain worked, the
logidhl sequence of ideas seemed broken. I couldn’t ©onnect

«
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more than two or three ideas together. That’s how it seems to
me. When the fits became less frequent and violent, T became
strong and healthy again as I am now. I remember I was
insufferably sad ; I wanted to cry. 1 was all the while lost in
wonder and uneasiness. What affected me most was that
cverything was strange ; 1 realised that. I wag crushed by the
strangeness of it. I was finally roused from this gloomy state,
I remember, one evening on reaching Switzerland at Bale, and
1 was roused by the bray of an ass in the market-place. I was
immensely struck with the ass, and for some reason extra-
ordinarily pleased with it, and suddenly everything seemed to
clear up in my head.”

“An ass ? That’s odd,” obscrved Lizaveta Prokofyevna.
“Yet there’s nothing odd about it ; one of us may even fall in
loye with an ass,” she observed, looking wrathfully at the
laughing girls, ** It's happened in mythology. Go on, prince.”

“T’'ve been awfully fond of asses ever since; they have a
special attraction for me. I began to ask about thembecause
T’d never seen one before, and 1 understood at once what a
useful creature il was—industrious, strong, patient, cheap, long-
suffering. And so, through the ass, all Switzerland began to
attrhct me, so that my melancholy passed completely.”

“ That’s all very strange, sbut you can pass over the ass ; let’s
come & someshing else. Wh) do you keep laughing, Aglaia ?
And you, Adelaida ? The prince toldeus splendidly about the
ass. He has secn it himself, but what have you seen ? You've
never been abroad.”

“ 1 have seen an ass, maman,” said Adelaida.

“ And 1've gven heard one,” asserted Aglaia.

The three girls laughed again. Myshkin laughed with them.

“That’s too bad of yow,” observed the lady. ‘ You must
excuse them, prince, they are good-natured. I am always
quarrelling with them, but I+love them. They are flighty;
thoughtless madcaps.”

“Why ?” laughed Myshkin. “I should have done the same
in their place. But still I stand up for the ass; the ass s a
good-natured and useful creature.”

“ And are you good-natured, prince ? I ask from curiosity,”
inquired Madame Epanchin. * .

They all laughed again. :

‘“ That hateful ass again! I wasn’t thinking about it,” cried
the lady. *‘ Believe me, prince, I spoke without any . . .”
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“Hint ? Oh, I believe you certainly.” And Myshkin went
on laughing.

“I am glad you are laughing. T see you are a‘very good-
natured young man,” said Lizaveta Prokofyevna.

 Sometimes not good-natured,” answered Myshkin.

“1 am good-natured,” the lady put in unexpettedly, ““ and
if you like I am always good-natured, you may say ; it's my
one failing, for one oughtn’t to be always good-natured. I get
angry often with these girls, and still more with 1lvan
Fyodoroviteh ; but the worst of it is that T am always more good-
natured when I am angry. Just before you came in I was angry
and pretended that I didn’t and couldn’t understand anything.
I am like that sometimes; like a child. Aglaia pulled me up.
Thank you for the lesson, Aglaia. But it's all nonsense. I am
not quite such a fool as I seem and as my daughters would like
to make me out. I have a-will of my own and am not easily
put to shame. But 1 say this without malice. Come here,
Aglaia, give me a kiss, there . . . that's fondling enough,” she
observed, when Aglaia had with real feeling kissed her on the
lips and on the hand. ‘(o on, prince. ]’erhaps you will
remember something more interesting than an ass.’

“1 don’t understand how any one can describe stmlght off
like that,”” Adelaida observed agam. “1 cou]dn b thmk of
anything.”

“ But the prince will think of something, for he is extremely
clever—at least ten times as clever as you are, very likely twelve
times. 1 hope you will {eel it after this. DProve it t& them,
prince, go on. You really can pass over the ass now. What did
you see abroad besides the ass ¢ v

‘It was clever about the ass too,” observed Alexandra. It
was interesting what the prince told'us of his invalid condition
and how one external shock made everything pleasant to him.
I've always been interested to khow how people go out of their
minds and recover again. Ispecially when it happens all of a
sbhdden.” '

“Yes, yes,” cried her mother eagerly. ‘I see that you can
be clever sometimes too. Well, come, stop laughing. You were
speaking of Swiss seenery, prince, I think. Well 27

“ We reached Luccrite and I was taken to the lake. I felt
how beautiful it was, but I felt dreadfully depressed by it,” said
Myshkin.’

“Why 9’ asked Alexandra.
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“T don’t know why. I always feel depressed and uneasy at
the sight of such a landscape for the first time ; I feel both happy
and uneasy. But that was all while I was still ill.”

“1 should awfully like to see it,” said Adelaida. “1 can’t
understand why we don’t go abroad. I haven’t been able to
find subjects Yor painting for the last two yearss The East and
the South have been painted long ago. ¥ind me a subject for
a picture, prince.”

“T know nothing about it. I should have thought you’'ve
only to see and to paint.”

“T don’t know how to see things.”

“Why do you keep talking in riddles ? T can’t make head
or tail of it,” interrupted her mother. ‘“ What do you mean by
not knowing how to see ¢ You’ve got eyes; see with them.
Ii-you can’t sce here, you won’t learn how to abroad. Better
tell us how you saw things yourself,-prince.”’

“ Yes, that would be better,” added Adelaida. * Th@ prince
has learnt to see things abroad.”

“I don’t know. 1 simply got better abroad ; T don’t know
whether 1 learnt to see things. But I was almost all the time
very,happy.”

“Happy ? You know how to be happy ?” cried Aglaia.
“Theh how, can you say you didn’t learn to see things 2 You
might tBach us, even.”

 Please do !’ laughed Adelaida.

“1 can’t teach anything,” Myshkin laughed too. I spent
almost a1l my time abroad in the same Swiss village. I rarely
went excursions, and only toea short distance. What could I
teach you ? At first I was simply npt dull; I soon began to
grow stronger. Then every day became precious to me, and
more precious as timec wenl on, so that I began to notice it.
I used to go to bed very happy and get wp happier still. But it
would be hard to say why.” ’

“So you didn’t want to go away ? You had no desire to
go anywhere ?  asked Alexantlra. '

““ At the beginning, quite at the beginning, I had, and I used
to become very restless. I was continually thinking of the life
I would lead. I wanted to knoew what life had in store for me.
I was particularly restless at some moménts. You know there
are such mobments, especially in solitude, There was a small
waterfall there ; it fell from a height on the mountain, such a
tiny thread, almost perpendicular—foaming, white and splashing. -
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Though it fell from a great height it didn’t seem so high ; it was
the third of a mile away, but it only looked about fifty paces.
I used to like listening to the sound of it at night. At such
moments 1 was sometimes overcome with great restlessness ;
sometimes too at midday I wandered on the mountains, and
stood alone halfway up a mountain surrounded by*great ancient
resinous pine trees ; on the crest of the rock an old medizyal
castle in ruins ; our little village far, far below, scarcely visible ;
bright sunshine, blue sky, and the terrible stillness. At such
times I felt something was drawing me away, and I kept fancying
that if I walked straight on, far, far away and reached that line
where sky and earth meet, there I should find the key to the
mystery, there I should sce a new life a thousand times richer
and more turbulent than ours. I dreamed of some great town
like Naples, full of palaces, noise, roar, life. And I dreamed of
all sorts of things, indeed. But afterwards 1 fancied one might
find a wealth of life even in prison.”

“ Thét last edifying reflection 1 read when 1 was twelve in my
‘ Reader,” ”’ said Aglaia.

*“That’s all philosophy,” observed Adelaida. “ You are a
philosopher and have come to instruct us.” .

“ Perhaps you are right,” smiled Myshkin. “1 am really a
philosopher perhaps, and—who knews ?—perhaps I really have
a notion of instructing. . . . That’s possible, trtdy’” ¢

“ And your philosophy is just like Yevlampia Nikolayevna’s,”
Aglaia put in again. ““ She is the widow of a clerk, who comes
to sec us, rather like o poor relation. Cheapness is€her one
object in life—to live as cheaply,as possible, and she talks of
nothing but farthings. And yet she has money, you know ; she
is sly. That’s like your wealth of life in prison ; perhaps, too,
your four years of happiness in the country for which you
bartered your Naples; and you seem to have gained by the
~bargain, though it was a petty ¢ne.”

“There may be two opinions about life in prison,” said
Myshkin. “ A man who spent twelve years in prison told me
something. He was one of the invalids in the care of my pro-
fessor. He had fits ; he was sometimes restless, wept, and even
tried to kill himself. His life in prison had been a very sad
one, I assure you, butenot at all'petty. Yet he had no friends
but a spider and a tree that grew under his window. . . . But
I’d: better tell you how I met another man last year. There
wasone very strange circumstance about it—strange vecause
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such things rarely happen. This man had once been led out
with others to the scaffold and a sentence of death was read
over him. He was to be shot for a political offence. Twenty
moments later a reprieve was read to them, and they were
condemned to another punishment instead. Yet the interval
between those two sentences, twenty minutgs or at least a
quarter of an hour, he passed in the fullest conviction that he
would die in a few minutes. I was always eager to listen when
ho recalled his sensations at that time, and I often questioned
him about it. He remembered it all with extraordinary distinct-
ness and used to say that he never would forget those minutes.
Twenty paces from the scaffold, round which soldiers and other
people were standing, there were three posts stuck in the ground,
as there were several criminals. The three first were led up,
bound to the posts, the death-dress (a long white gown) was
put on, and white caps were pulled over their eyes so that they
should not see the guns; then a company of several soldiers was
drawn up against each post. My friend was the eighth on the
list, so he had to be one of the third set. The priest went to
each in turn with a cross.  He had only five minutes more to
live. He told me that those five minutes seemed to him an
infilite time, a vast wealth; he felt that he had so many lives
left im those five minutes that there was no need yet to think of
the lad% mément, so much so that he divided his time up. He
set aside time to take leave of his comrades, two minutes for
that ; then he kept another two minutes to think for the last
time ; »and then a minute to look about him for the last time.
He remembered very well Qaving divided his time like that.
He was dying at twenty-seven, strong and healthy. As he took
leave of his comrades, he remembédred asking one of them a
somewhat irrelevant questéion and being particularly interested
in the answer. Then when he had said good-bye, the two
minutes came that he had sev apart for thimking to himself.
He knew beforehand what he would think about. He wanted
to realise as quickly and clearly as possible how it could be that
now he existed and was living and in three minutes he would be
something—some one or something. But what ? Where ? He
meant to decide all that in those two miputes! Not far off
there was a church, and the gilt roof wag glittering in the bright
sunshine. He remembered that he stared very persistently at
that roof and the light flashing from it ; he could not tear him-
self away from the light. It seemed to him that those rays were
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his new nature and that in three minutes he would somehow
melt into them. . . . The uncertainty and feeling of aversion
for that new thing which would be and was just coming was
awful. But he said that nothing was so dreadful at that time
as the continual thought, * What if I were not to die! What if
I could go backs to life—what eternity! And it*would all be
mine! I would turn every minute into an age; I would lose
nothing, I would count every minute as it passed, I would not
waste one !’ He said that this idea turned to such a fury at
last that he longed to be shot quickly.”

Myshkin suddenly ccased speaking : every one expected him
to go on and draw some conclusion.

“ Have you finished ? ” asked Aglaia.

“What ? Yes,” said Myshkin, rousing himself from a
momentary dreaminess.

““ But what did you tell that story for ? ”’

““Oh . . . something in our talk reminded me of it. . . .

“You are very disconnected,” observed Alexandra. * You
probably meant to show, prince, that not one instant of life can
be considered petty, and that sometimes five minutes is a precious
treasure. That's all very laundable, but let me ask, how,did
that friend who told you such horrors . . . he was reprieved,
#0 he was presented with that  etefnity of life.” What did he
do with that wealth afterwards? Did he live 'cou.nti[& cach
moment ¢ 7 ‘

* Oh no, he told me himself. T asked him about that too.
He didn’t live like that at all ; he wasted many, many mfhutes.”

“ Well, there you have it tried.e So il seems it’s impossible
really to live ‘ counting each moment.” For somec reason it's
impossible.”

“ Yes, for some rcason it is impo8sible,” repeated Myshkin.
“T1 thought so myself ... . and. yet 1 somehow can’t believe
it ..

*“ Then you think you will live more wisely than any one ?
sdid Aglaia. .

* Yes, I have thought that too sometimes.”

‘“ And you think so still 27

“Yes . . . 1 think so still,” apswered Myshkin, looking at
Aglaja with the same ¥entle and even timid smile; but he
langhed again at once and looked.gaily at her.

** That’s modest,” said Aglaia almost irritably.

** But how brave you are, you laugh ! But I was so impressed

”






