






























































lvan Turgenev

4 astonish me anymore. . . . But [ could not get used to what
¥ was beginning vaguely to guess at in Zinaida. . . . Adventuress, my
mother had once called her. She, my idol, my divinity—an adventuress!
The word stung me, I tried to escape from it by burying my face in
the pillow, I chafed at it . . . and yet, and yet, what would I not have
given to be that happy he of the fountain!

My blood surged madly in my veins. “The park . . . the fountain
. .”” thought 1. “Suppose I go out into the park?” I was dressed in a
moment and slipped out. It was a dark night. The trees were whispering
almost inaudibly. A still coolness came from above, and the smell of
fennel was wafted from the vegetable garden. I visited all the paths;
the sound of my own light footsteps at the same time alarmed and
cheered me; I stopped to listen to the beating of my heart—full, rapid
beats. At last I came up to the fence and leaned against the thin palings.
Suddenly—or was it my imagination?—a female form slipped past me.
... I strained my eyes into the darkness, holding my breath. . . . What
was that? Was it the sound of steps, or only the beating of my heart
again? “Who’s there?” I lisped indistinctly. Again! Was it a stifled laugh

. . or the rustling of branches . . . or had someone sighed, close to
my ear? | was seized with panic. “Who’s there?”’ I repeated still more
softly.

A light breeze rose for a moment; something flashed across the
sky: a shooting star. “Is it Zinaida?”’ | wanted to ask, but the words
died on my lips. And all of a sudden, as it often happens in the middle
of the night, a profound stillness prevailed. . . . Even the grasshoppers
stopped chirping in the bushes, and from somewhere came the sound
of a window being closed. I stood there for a short time, then returned
to my room, to my cold bed. I felt a strange excitement, as if I had
kept a tryst but found myself alone, brushing past another’s happiness.

XVII

Next day I was only able to catch a glimpse of Zinaida as she and her
mother drove by. I did see Lushin, who, however, merely bestowed
upon me the briefest of greetings, and I saw Malevsky. The young
count smirked at me and spoke to me in a friendly fashion. Of all the

people visiting at the annex he alone had managed to insinuate himself

into our house and get into my mother’s good graces. My father did
not take to him and treated him with an almost insulting politeness.

“Ab, monsieur le page!” said Malevsky. “Glad to see you! What
is your beauteous queen doing?”
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His handsome, healthy face was at that moment so detestable to
me, and the look he turned on me was so insultingly facetious, that I
made no reply.

“What, still angry with me?”’ he went on. “You shouldn’t be. It
wasn’t I who called you a page, you know, and it’s usually queens who
have pages. But allow me to observe that you are somewhat negligent
of your duties.”

“My duties?”

“Yes. A page should never leave his mistress’s side; a page should
know what she is doingall the time—should watch all her movements,”
he added, lowering his voice. ‘“By day—and by night.”

“What d’you mean by that?”

“Mean? I should have thought my meaning was clear enough. By
day—and by night. The day doesn’t matter so much. It is light in the
day, and there are always plenty of people about. But in the night—
that’s when you must be on the alert. I would advise you not to sleep
at night, but watch, watch, for all you are worth. Remember the park,
the night, the fountain—that is where you should watch. You will
thank me for this one day.”

Malevsky laughed and turned his back on me. In all probability
he did not attach much importance to his words; he enjoyed the rep-
utation of a first-rate hoaxer and was famous for his ability to take
people in at masked balls, in which he was greatly aided by the falseness
that had become second nature to him. . . . He had only been teasing
me, but every word was like a drop of poison in my veins. The blood
rushed to my head. “Ha, so that’s it, is it!” I said to myself. “Very
well! So it was not for nothing that I was drawn toward the park! But
I won’t have it!” I cried aloud, smiting my chest, though I would not
have been able to say exactly what it was [ would not have. “Whether
I ind Malevsky himself in the park,” I told myself (perhaps it was his
own secret he blurted out, he is brazen enough for that), “or anyone
else” (the fence around our garden was low, and there would be no
difficulty in climbing over it), “whoever it is, had better look out for
himself, it is me he will have to do with!. .. I will prove to the world
and to the false one” (yes, that is what I called her!) “that I know how
to revenge myself!” )

I went back to my room, took out of a drawer in my desk an
English penknife that I had purchased a few days ago, felt its sharp
blades, and, with knitted brows and an air of cold, steadfast resolution,
as if | were thoroughly accustomed to this sort of thing, slipped it into
my pocket. My heart throbbed angrily, and then seemed to turn to
stone. | went about all day with knitted brows and tightly compressed
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lips, pacing up and down the floor of my room, gripping the knife,
which had gotten quite warm in my pocket, and preparing myself for
some terrible event. These sensations were so new, so unprecedented
that they quite entertained me, and I was so elated by them that I hardly
gave a thought to Zinaida herself. I kept picturing to myself Aleko and
the young Gypsy—‘“Whither, young fellow? Lie there! . ..” and then:
“You are covered with blood! Oh, what have you done? . . .”
“Nothing!” With what a cruel smile I repeated that word: “Nothing!”
My father was not at home, but my mother, who wasnow in a perpetual
state of repressed irritation, noted my air of fatality and asked me at
suppertime:

“You look like a cat watching a mouse—what’s the matter?”

For a reply I gave a condescending smile, thinking to myself: “If
they only knew!” Eleven o’clock struck; I went up to my room but did
not undress. I was waiting for midnight to strike; and at last it struck.
“Now!” I whispered through clenched teeth, and made for the garden,
having first taken the precaution to button up my jacket and, for some
reason, turn up my sleeves.

I had selected in advance the spot where I intended to keep my
watch: at the very end of the garden, where the fence dividing our
grounds from those of the Zasekins ended in the wall that surrounded
both, there stood a solitary fir tree; by taking up my post beneath its
dense low-growing branches I could see all around me, as far as the
darkness of the night allowed: there was a little path here that had
always seemed mysterious to me; it wound its way snakelike beneath
the fence and was trampled at this particular spot by the feet of those
who clambered over the palings; farther it led to a circular arbor,
formed by the branches of acacias. Reachingthis firtree, I leaned against
its trunk and began my watch.

It was a still night like the one before, but the sky was not so
cloudy, and the outlines of the bushes and of the taller flowers showed
more distinctly. The first minutes of waiting were wearisome, almost
eerie. I was ready to do anything! But I had not quite made up my
mind as to the manner in which I ought to proceed. Should I thunder
out: “Whither away? Halt! Confess, or die!” or simply stab in the
dark? Every sound, every rustle, every flutter seemed to me unusual,
significant. . . . I got ready to spring, bending forward. . . . But half
an hour passed, then an hour; I grew calmer and cooler; the realization
that what I was doing was futile, that I had made a fool of myself,
that Malevsky had only been making fun of me, gradually came over
me. | abandoned my ambush and made a round of the garden. As if
to spite me, there was not a sound to be heard; all was still; even our
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dog was asleep, curled up in a ball at the garden gate. I climbed up to

the top of the ruined conservatory, gazed at the distant field beneath,

remembered my encounter with Zinaida, and fell into a reverie.
Suddenly I started. . . . I thought I could hear the creaking of a

~ door being opened, followed by the light snapping of twigs. . . . In two

bounds I was on the ground again and froze to the spot. Light steps,
rapid and stealthy, could be distinctly heard in the garden. . . . They
were approaching me. “Here he is at last!” flashed across my mind. I
pulled the knife convulsively out of my pocket, opened it no less
convulsively—red sparks whirled in front of my eyes, my hair stood
on end with fear and rage. . . . The steps were approaching the very
spot where I was standing—I crouched, straining toward them. . . .
The figure of a man appeared—good heavens! It was my father!

I recognized him at once, though he was muffled in a dark cloak
and his hat was pulled down over his brows. He passed me on tiptoe.
There was nothing to conceal me, but he did not notice me, for I had
crouched so low and was so huddled up as to seem almost one with
the earth itself. In a single moment the jealous, bloodthirsty Othello
was transformed into a schoolboy. . . . The unexpected apparition of
my father had so terrified me that at first I did not even notice where
he was coming from, or the direction in which he disappeared. It was
only when all was quiet again that I allowed my limbs to relax and
asked myself what my father could be doing in the garden at night. In
my fright I had dropped the knife into the grass but was too much
ashamed to look for it. I had sobered down instantaneously. On my
way home, however, I went to my bench beneath the elder bush and
looked up at Zinaida’s window. The small, slightly convex panes of
the window were a dim blue in the feeble light shed by the nocturnal
sky. Suddenly their color changed . . . and behind them—I saw it
distinctly—a curtain of some light color was cautiously and gently
lowered till it touched the windowsill, where it hung motionless.

“What does it all mean?”’ I said aloud, almost involuntarily, when
I was back in my own room. “A dream, a chance occurrence,
or .. .?” The suspicions that now entered my mind were so new and
strange that I scarcely dared to admit them.

XVIII

I got up with an aching head the next morning. The excitement of the
day before had vanished. In its place were nothing but painful bewil-
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dermemt and a melancholy such as I had never before known, as if
something within me were dying.

“You look like a rabbit with half its brains removed,” said Lushin
when we chanced to meet that day.

I shot stealthy glances at my mother and father at the breakfast
table. He was calm as usual, she, as usual, full of suppressed irritation.
I half expected my father to say a kind word to me, as he sometimes
did. . . . But this time he did not even bestow on me his daily cool
caress. “‘Should I tell Zinaida all?...” I wondered. “For nothing matters
now, all is over between us.” I went to her, but not only was unable
to tell her anything, I did not even get a chance to speak to her properly.
The old princess’s son, a twelve-year-old cadet, had arrived from Peters-
burg for the holidays. Zinaida at once turned her brother over to me.
“Here’s a friend for you, dearest Volodya.” (She had never called me
that before.) “His name is Volodya, too. I hope you’ll like him; he’s
rather shy, but he has a good heart. Show him Neskuchny Gardens,
go for walks with him, in a word, take him under your wing. You will,
won’t you? You're a kindhearted boy yourself!”’ She placed her hands
affectionately on my shoulders, and I lost my heart to her all over again.
The arrival of this boy turned me back into a boy myself. I looked at
the cadet in silence, and he stared back as silently. Zinaida burst out
laughing and pushed us toward one another. “Come on, children,
embrace!” We obeyed.

“Would you like to see the park?” I asked the cadet.

“Yes, please, sir,” he answered in a husky voice, like a real cadet.
Zinaida laughed again. . . . I noted that her complexion had never been
so lovely as it was that day. The cadet and I set off. There was an old
swing in our garden; I helped him onto the narrow seat and began
swinging him. He sat motionless in his new uniform of thick cloth
adorned with broad strips of gold braid holding on to the ropes with
all his might.

“Why don’t you unfasten your collar?” I asked.

“Oh, we’re used to it,” he said, clearing his throat. He was very
like his sister; his eyes, in particular, reminded me of hers. I enjoyed
looking after him, but the old grief still gnawed at my heart. “Today
I’'m just a child,” I told myself, “while only yesterday . . .” I remem-
bered the spot where I had dropped my knife and went to look for it.
I found it and the cadet begged me for it, broke off a thick stem of
hemlock, made himself a whistle, and began blowing it. Othello whis-
tled a bit, too.

But in the evening poor Othello wept bitterly in the arms of Zi-
naida, when, discovering him in a secluded nook in the garden, she
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asked him what made himlook so sad. My tears gushed outso violently
that she was quite alarmed. “What’s the matter, Voldemar? What is
it?”’ she kept asking, and getting no answer and seeing that I did not
stop crying, she tried to kiss my wet cheek. But I turned from her,
whispering through my sobs: “I know all. Why did you play with me?
What did you need my love for?”

“Yes, ] am much to blame, Volodya,” said Zinaida, “I know I
am,” and she clasped her hands. “There is so much that is bad, dark,
sinful in me. . . . But I am not playing with your affections now, I re’a}ry
am fond of you, you can have no idea why. ... But ... what do you
know?”

What was there for me to say? She stood before me, looking at
me, and I was hers, all hers, from head to foot, whenever she looked
at me. . . . A quarter of an hour Jater, I was running races with
the cadet and Zinaida. I was laughing now, not weeping, but the laugh-
ter made the tears spill from swollen eyelids; I wore a ribbon of Zi-
naida’s around my neck instead of a tie, and shouted with joy when I
managed to catch her around her waist. She could do what she liked
with me.

b

XIX

If 1 were asked to give a detailed account of my feelings during the
week following my unsuccessful nocturnal expedition, I should not
know how to set about it. It was a strange, feverish period, a'kind of
chaos in which feelings, thoughts, suspicions, hopes, joys, and sufferings
of the most conflicting nature were caught up in a mad vortex; I was
afraid of looking into my heart, if a boy of sixteen may be considered
capable of looking into his own heart, afraid of thinking seriously about
anything; 1 simply scrambled through the day as best I could; but I
slept well . . . here my childish levity came to my relief. I did not want
to know whether I was loved, and I did not want to admit to myself
that I was not loved; I avoided my father, but Zinaida I could not
avoid. . . . Her presence consumed me like a flame . . . and what did
I care what was the fire that burned and melted me, so long as it was
sweet to burn and melt? Yielding to every impression as it came, I
played hide-and-seek with myself, shunned memories, and closed my
eyes to what I felt was in store for me. . . . This feverish state could
not have lasted long. A thunderbolt put a sudden end to it and quite
changed the stream of my existence.

Returning to dinner one day, after rather a long walk, I learned
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to my surprise that | was to dine alone; that my father had gone out,
and my mother did not feel well, did not want any dinner, and had
locked herself in her bedroom. I could see by the faces of the servants
that something unusual had happened. . . . I did not dare to question
them, but I had one friend among them, Philip, the young footman, a
passionate lover of poetry and a ‘skilled performer on the guitar, and
I turned to him. I learned that there had been a terrible scene between
my father and my mother (every word of it could be heard in the maids’
room; the conversation had been carried on chiefly in French, but
Masha, one of the maids, had worked five years in the house of a
seamstress from Paris, and understood it all); that my mother had
accused my father of having been unfaithful to her, of carrying on an
affair with the next-door younglady; that my father had at first denied
the charge, but had afterward flared up himself and said something
nasty about ““a woman of her age,”” which had made my mother cry;
that my mother had also mentioned a promissory note which my father
was supposed to have given the old princess, adding harsh words about
the latter, as well as about the young lady, and it was then that my
father had spoken so unkindly.

“And it all started,” concluded Philip, “with an anonymous letter;
nobody knows who wrote it; that’s how it all came out, it never would
have come out but for the letter.”

“Why—do you mean there was anything?”’ I forced myself to ask,
my feet and hands going cold and a quiver starting somewhere inside
me. Philip gave a significant wink.

“There was. You can’t conceal that sort of thing; your father was
ever so careful this time, but there’s always a carriage tb be hired, or
something . . . you can’t do without servants.”

I dismissed Philip and threw myself on my bed. I did not burst
into tears or give myself up to despair; I did not ask myself how and
when had it all happened; I did not ask myself how it was that I had
not discovered it long ‘ago—I did not even murmur against my father.
... What I had just learned was too much for me: the sudden revelation
had crushed me. . . . All was over. All my flowers had been torn up
by the roots and lay around me, scattered and trampled.

XX

The next day my mother announced her intention of going back to
town. My father went into her bedroom in the morning and had a
long talk with her. No one heard what he said, but my mother stopped
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crying; she calmeddown and called for her breakfast, without however
leaving her room or changing her decision. I remember strolling about
all day, but I did not go into the garden, and never so much as glanced
in the direction of the annex. And that evening I was the witness of
an extraordinary scene: taking Count Malevsky’s arm, my father led
him out of the drawing room into the hall and said coldly, in the
presence of one of the footmen: “A few days ago Your Honor was
shown the door in a certain house; and now, without going into any
explanations, it is my privilege to inform you that if you ever try to
come here again, I will throw you out of the window. I don’t like your
handwriting.” The count cringed, ground his teeth, shrugged his shoul-
ders, and slunk away.

Preparations began for the move to town, to our house in Arbat
Street. My father himself probably had no desire to stay any longer in
the country; but he had evidently succeeded in dissuading my mother
from making any scandal; everything was done quietly, without haste,
my mother even sending her compliments to the princess and expressing
her regret that a slight indisposition prevented her from taking leave
of her. I wandered about as if possessed, desiring one thing only—for
all this to come to an end as soon as possible. There was one thought
I could not shake off—how could she, a young girl, and after all a
princess, have brought herself to act as she had knowing that my father
was not a free man, and well aware that she could easily have
married—Belovzorov, for instance! What had she expected to come of
it? Did she not fear to ruin her whole future? “There,” thought I,
“that’s what love is, that’s passion, that’s devotion!” And Lushin’s
words came to my mind: “There are evidently people who enjoy sac-
rificing themselves.”” Once during this period I caught sight of some-
thing pale at one of the windows of the wing. . .. “Could it be Zinaida’s
face?”” I wondered . . . and that was just what it was. I could no longer
restrain myself. I could not bear to part with her without a word of
farewell. I watched for an opportunity and made my way to the wing
of the house.

The old princess received me in the drawing room in her usual
careless and dingy manner.

“How is it your people are taking wing so early, sir?”’ she asked,
cramming snuff into both her nostrils. I looked at her, and a load fell
from my shoulders. The term promissory note, which Philip had let
drop, had been torturing me. She suspected nothing, or so at least it
seemed to me at the time. Zinaida appeared from the other room, in
a black dress, pale, her hair out of curl; she took my hand in hers
silently and led me away.
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“I heard your voice,” she said, ‘“and came out immediately. And
was it so easy for you to desert us, cruel boy?”

“I'have come to bid you farewell, Princess,” I said in answer, “and
probably forever. You have heard that we are moving back to town?”

Zinaida looked searchingly at me.

“Yes, I have. Thank you for coming. I began to think I should
never see you again. Think kindly of me, if you can. I tormented you
sometimes, | know, but I am not what you think me.”

She turned away, leaning against the window frame.

“Really I’m not. I know you have a bad opinion of me.”

“I have?”

“Yes, you . . . you.

“I?” I repeated sorrowfully, and my heart was shaken as before
under the spell of her irresistible, indescribable charm. “I? Believe rhe,
Zinaida Alexandrovna, whatever you have done, however you have
tortured me, I shall love and adore you to the end of my days.”

She turned swiftly, her arms spread wide, and then flung them
around my neck, kissing me passionately and firmly. God knows whom
that long farewell kiss was intended for, but I drank up its sweetness
eagerly, I knew it would never be repeated. “Good-bye, good-bye,” 1
said again and again.

She tore herself from me and went out of the room. I, too, went
away. | am incapable of describing the feelings with which I went away.
I should not like to have to go through all this again, and yet I should
count myself an unhappy man if I had missed it.

We moved back to town. It was long before I was able to shake
off the past and begin working again. My wound healed slowly; but I
bore no grudge against my father. On the contrary, he had grown in
my eyes; let psychologists explain the paradox as they may. I was
walking along a boulevard one day when to my greatjoy whom should
I run into but Lushin! I liked him for his frank, sincere ways, and he

~ was dear to me for the memories he aroused in me. I rushed up to him.

“Ha!” he said, knitting his brows. “It’s you, young man, is it?
Let’s have a look at you! Still a bit sallow, but the moping expression
has gone from your eyes. You look like a human being, not a lapdog.
That’s good. Well, how are you? Working?”

I heaved a sigh. I did not want to lie, and was ashamed of owning
the truth.

“Never mind,” continued Lushin, “don’t lose heart! The chief
thing is to lead a normal life and not let yourself be carried away by
your feelings. For what’s the good of that? Wherever the wave carries
you, it is bad; but as long as a man has so much as a stone beneath

I’

First Love 385

him—at least he stands on his two feet. I do nothing but cough—and
Belovzorov—have you heard about him?”

“Why, what about him?”

“Completely disappeared; they say he went to the Caucasus. Let
it be a lesson to you, young man! And all because people don’t know
when it’s time to part, to tear the net. You seem to have come out of
it unscathed. Mind you don’t get caught another time! Good-bye!”

“I’ll never be caught again,” thought I. “I’ll never see her again.”
But I was destined to see Zinaida once more.

‘

XXI

My father was in the habit of taking a ride every day; he had a fine
English russet stallion with a long thin neck and long legs; it was a
savage, indomitable animal; its name was Electric. Nobody but my
father could manage it. One day he came into my room in a good-
natured mood, a rare thing with him of late; he was going out riding
and had his spurs on. I begged him to take me with him.

“We’d better play leapfrog, instead,” my father answered, “you
won’t be able to keep up with me on your little German nag.”

“Oh yes, I will; I'll put on spurs.”

“Come on, then!”

We set out. I had a shaggy black pony, surefooted and spirited;
true, it had to go at a gallop to keep up with Electric’s trot, but I did
not fall behind. I have never seen a horseman like my father; his seat
was so carelessly easy, so elegant, and the horse seemed to feel it and
to be proud of its rider. We rode through the boulevards, spent some
time on the Devichye Polye, jumped several fences (at first I had been
afraid of jumping, but my father despised timid people—and so I had
stopped being afraid), crossed the Moscow River twice, and I was
beginning to think we were going back, especially as my father re-
marked that my horse seemed tired, when he suddenly turned sharply
from me and made for the Krymsky ford, sending his horse at a gallop
along the bank. I galloped after him. When we reached a towering pile
of old logs, he jumped lightly off Electric, bade me dismount, threw
the reins of his horse into my hands, and told me to wait there, by the
logs; then he turned into a narrow side street and disappeared from
my sight. I began pacing backward and forward along the bank, leading
the horses and scolding Electric, who kept tossing his head, shaking
all over, snorting and neighing; whenever I stood still, he pawed the
ground, squealed, and bit my nag on the neck, in a word, behaved like

-
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the spoiled thoroughbred he was. Still my father did not come back.
An unpleasant dampness rose from the river; a drizzling rain fell sound-
lessly, mottling with tiny dark patches those tiresome gray logs, around
which I kept wandering till heartily sick of them. I felt bored and
dejected, and still my father did not come. A policeman, evidently a
Finn, as gray as the logs, with an enormous potlike hat on his head,
and carrying a halberd (and what on earth was a policeman doing on
the bank of the Moscow River?) approached me, and turning a face
like that of a wrinkled beldame toward me, asked:

“What are you doing here with those horses, master? Let me hold
them for you.”

I did not answer him; he begged for some tobacco. To get rid of
him (and also because my impatience was becoming intolerable) I took
a few paces in the direction in which my father had gone; then I went
down the side street, turned the corner—and stopped short. About
forty paces away, at the open window of a small wooden house, stood
my father, his back to me; he was leaning against the windowsill, and
inside, half concealed by the curtain, sat a woman in a dark dress,
talking to my father; the woman was Zinaida.

I was dumbfounded. I had certainly not expected this. My first
impulse was to turn tail. “If my father looks back, I am lost,” I thought.
But a strange feeling, which was stronger than curiosity, stronger even
than jealousy, stronger than fear, kept me rooted to the spot. I stood
gazing and straining my ears to catch their words. My father seemed
to be insisting on something to which Zinaida would not consent. I
can still see her face—sorrowful, grave, beautiful, stamped with an
indescribable blend of devotion, sadness, and love, and with a kind of
despair—I can find no other word for it. She spoke in monosyllables,
never raising her eyes, merely smiling humbly and stubbornly. The
smile alone would have told me it was Zinaida. My father shrugged
his shoulders and straightened his hat—a sure sign of impatience with
him. . . . Then I made out the words: “Vous devez vous séparer de
cette. . . .” Zinaida drew herself up and stretched out her arm. ... An
extraordinary scene was enacted before my eyes: my father lifted his
riding crop, with which he had been flicking the dust from the skirts
of his coat, and brought it down with a smart crack on that bared
forearm. It was all I could do not to cry out, but Zinaida only started,
looked at my father in silence, lifted her arm slowly up to her lips,
kissing the weal crimsoning on it. Flinging away the riding crop, my
father rushed up the steps of the porch and burst into the house. . . .
Zinaida turned away from the window, her arms outstretched and her
head thrown back. . . .
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I retreated, faint with fear, my heart filled with an anguish of
amazement; I ran to the end of the side street, almost letting Electric
break loose from the halter, and returned to the riverbank. My thoughts
were in utter confusion. I had known before that my father, usually
so cool and reserved, was given to sudden fits of fury, and yet I found
it impossible to realize what it was I had just witnessed. . . . But | knew
I'should never be able to forget, as long as I lived, Zinaida’s gesture,
look, smile; I knew that her image, so suddenly revealed to me in this
new aspect, would be engraved forever on my memory. I gazed vacantly
at the river, unconscious of the tears trickling down my cheeks. “He
beat her,” I kept repeating, “‘beat her, beat her. . . .”

“Come on, give me the reins, won’t you?” It was my father’s voice
behind me.

I handed him the reins mechanically. He leaped onto Electric’s
back. . .. The horse, chilled from the long wait, reared, and then sprang
forward ten feet or so. But my father soon got the better of it, plunging
his spurs into the animal’s sides and striking it on the neck with his
fist. . . . “Ah—I haven’t got my whip!”’ he muttered.

I thought of the crack with which the riding crop had come down,
and shuddered.

“What have you done with it?” I asked my father after a short
pause.

He galloped ahead without answering. I overtook him. I felt 1
simply must see his face.

“Did you get tired waiting?”’ my father asked through his teeth.

“Rather. But where did you drop your whip?”’ I insisted.

My father darted a swift glance at me.

“I didn’t drop it,” he said, “I threw it away.”

He turned thoughtful and bent his head . . . and it was then, for
the first and probably last time, that I saw what kindness and com-
passion his severe features were capable of expressing.

Again he set his horse at a gallop, and this time I was not able to
overtake him. I arrived home a quarter of an hour after he did.

“That’s what love is!”” I told myself once more that night, seated
at my desk, on which books and notebooks were gradually accumu-
lating. “That’s passion! You would think anyone would be roused to
anger, no one would submit to a blow, however dear the hand that
dealt it! But apparently even this can be endured by one who loves.

..AndI...and]I thought...”

This last month had matured me considerably, and my own love,
with its agitation and sufferings, now seemed to me petty, childish,
insignificant, in comparison with that otherunknown thing as to which
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I could only form vague surmises, that thing which was as terrifying
to me as an unfamiliar countenance, beautiful but stern, which one
seeks in vain to make out through the gloom. . .

I had a strange and terrible dream that night. I dreamed I went
into a dark, low-ceilinged room. . . . My father stood there, whip in
hand, stamping his foot; Zinaida crouched in the corner, and there was
a red gash, not on her arm, but across her brow. Behind them both
rose the figure of Belovzorov, covered with blood. He opened his pale
lips and uttered angry threats at my father. . . .

Two months later I entered the university, and six months after
that my father died (of a stroke) in Petersburg, where we had just
moved. A few days before his death he received a letter fromi Moscow
that caused him great agitation. He went to my mother and asked her
for something, they say he actually wept—my father wept! On the
morning of the day when he had his stroke, he began a letter to me in
French: “My son,” he wrote, ‘“beware of the love of woman, beware
of that joy, that poison. . . .”” After his death, my mother sent a con-
siderable sum of money to Moscow.

XXII

Three or four years passed. I had just graduated from the university
but had not yet made up my mind what to take up, what door to
knock at; in the meantime I merely idled. One evening I met Maidanov
at the theater. He was married and was employed in a government
office, but I did not find any changes in him. He still mdulged in futile
enthusiasm and sudden fits of depression.

“Do you know, he said casually, ‘“that Madame Dolskaya is
here?”

“Who is Madame Dolskaya?”

“Have you forgotten? She’s the former Princess Zasekina, with
whom we were all, including yourself, in love. In the country, near
Neskuchny Gardens—remember?”

“Is she married to Dolsky?”

“Yes.”

“And is she here, at the theater?”

“No, but she arrived in Petersburg a few days ago; she’s going
abroad.” '

“And what sort of man is her husband?”

“Oh, he’s an excellent fellow, rich, too. We used to work together,
in Moscow. You understand, after that affair—but you know all about
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that, of course”—Maidanov gave a significant smile—"‘it was not so
easy for her to find a husband; there were consequences. . . . But a
woman of her ability can manage anything. Go and call on her, she’ll
be very glad to see you. She’s lovelier than ever.”

Maidanov gave me Zinaida’s address. She was staying at the De-
muth Hotel. Old memories stirred within me. . . . I promised myself I
would visit my old flame the very next day. But all sorts of things
turned up; I let a week go by, and another, and when at last I set out
for the Demuth Hotel and asked for Madame Dolskaya, I was told she
died four days ago, rather unexpectedly, in childbirth.

I felt as if someone had struck me right over the heart. The thought
that I might have seen her, and had not, and would never see her again,
this bitter thought ate into my soul with all the power of stark reproach.
“Dead!” I echoed, staring blankly at the porter, and then went quietly
out into the street and walked off, without any idea where I was going.
The entire past surged up before me. So this is how that young, brilliant,
eager life was fated to end, this is the destiny to which it had aspired
with such haste and perturbation! Thus musing, I recalled those dear
features, those eyes, those tresses, all shut up in a narrow wooden box,
reposing in the damp dark earth somewhere not far from me—who
was still living—perhaps only a few yards away from my father. . . .
Turning over all these things in my mind, I tried to concentrate on
them, but the words:

Indifferent lips pronounced the fatal tidings
To my indifferent ears .

echoed in my soul. Oh, youth, youth! You care for nothing, you seem
to possess all the treasures of the universe, grief itself is a source of
entertainment for you, even sorrow is becoming to you! Confident and
arrogant, you declare: behold, I alone live, while your days flee, van-
ishing unreckoned and leaving not a trace behind them, and everything
within you vanishes, like wax melting in sunlight, like snow. ... And
it may be that the whole secret of your charm lies, not in your ability
to achieve whatsoever you will, but in your ability to believe there is
nothing you could not achieve, in the fact that you expend so recklessly
forces for which you can find no other uses, that each one of us is
firmly convinced of his right to say: what would not I have done, if 1
had not wasted my time so vainly!

Take myself, for example: on what were my expectations based,
what did I hope for, what brilliant future did I anticipate, that I scarcely
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gave a sigh, scarcely felt a moment’s grief, as I bade farewell to the
specter of my first love? '

And what, of all | hoped for, has come true? And now, as the
evening shadows begin to fall across my path, is there anything more
radiant, more precious to me than the memories of that short-lived
early morning storm in spring?

But why do I seek to calumniate myself? Even then, in those reck-
less youthful days, I was not deaf to the sorrowful voice calling to me,
to the solemn sound reaching me from the grave. I remember a few
days after that on which I heard of Zinaida’s death, I attended, of my
own accord, obeying an irresistible impulse, the deathbed of a poor
old woman who lived in the same building as I did. She lay there in
her agony, struggling for her life, beneath a covering of rags, her mat-
tress a couple of hard planks, her pillow a sack. Her life had been one
grinding struggle with incessant poverty. She had never known any
joys, never tasted the sweets of happiness—she might have been ex-
pected to welcome death, to see in it her peace and freedom. And yet,
while her decrepit body held out, while her bosom still rose and fell
painfully beneath the icy hand that had her in its grip, while there was
still a vestige of strength left in her, the old woman crossed herself
continually, whispering: “O Lord, forgive my sins . . .”” and the horror,
the fear of death that could be seen in her eyes only disappeared as
the last spark of consciousness left her. . . . | remember that there, at
the deathbed of this poor old woman, I thought with anguish of Zi-
naida, and a desire rose in me to pray for her, for my father, for myself.

(1860)

ON BELINSKY

Some of my readers will perhaps be surprised at the word idealist with
which I thought it necessary to characterize Belinsky. . . . Such a de-
scription suited him admirably. Belinsky was as much an idealist as a
negationist. He negated in the name of his ideal. That ideal had quite
a definite and homogeneous quality, though it was called and still is
called by different names: science, progress, humanity, civilization—
the West, in short. Well-meaning but ill-disposed people even use the
word revolution. What matters is not the name, but the substance,
which is so clear and indubitable that it is not worthwhile dwelling
upon it. There can be.no misunderstandings here. Belinsky devoted
himself wholly to the service of this ideal. He belonged te the camp of
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the “Westernizers,” as their opponents called them, with all his sym-
pathies and with the whole of his activity. He was a Westerner not
only because he acknowledged the superiority of Western science, West-
ern art, and the Western social order, but also because he was deeply
convinced of the need for Russia to absorb everything the West had
produced for the development of her own powers and her own im-
portance. He believed there was no salvation for us other than to follow
the path Peter the Great pointed out to us and upon which the Sla-
vophiles hurled their choicest execrations at that time. To accept the
results of Western life, to adapt them to ours, taking into account the
peculiarities of our history and climate and, treating them, too, of
course, freely and critically—it was in this way that he thought we
could at last achieve originality, a quality he prized much more than
is generally believed. . . . Yes, Belinsky loved Russia; but he loved
freedom and enlightenment as ardently. To combine what to him were
the highest interests—therein lay the whole meaning of his work, that
was what he aspired to.

(1869)
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e
In these days of doubt, in these days of painful brooding over the fate
of my country, you alone are my rod and my staff, O great, mighty,
true, and free Russian language! If it were not for you, how ¢ould one
keep from despairing at the sight of what is going on at home? It is
inconceivable that such a language should not belong to a great people.





