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INTRODUCTION

In one sense the introduction to a classic is superfluous. Having
established a claim on our attention, it is for each reader to respond in his
or her own way. Yet the very fact that a novel has become a classic
suggests that there is more to the claim than immediately meets the eye.
Even a vague awareness of the hundreds of books and thousands of
articles (or is it now thousands and hundreds of thousands?) on The
Brothers Karamazov and other works by Dostoevsky may intimidate the
scholar and critic, let alone the general reader.

What makes The Brothers Karamazov a literary classic? It is easy to
list some of the superficial reasons. Over a century after publication it
remains a readable, up-to-date, entertaining and thought-provoking novel
of action, its plot pivoting on those standbys of the best-seller — murder,
violence and sexual rivalry.

At a deeper level, its characters and the dramatic events in which they
participate continue to agitate the memory long after the book has been
put down. lvan, Dmitri or Alyosha Karamazov, what they say, their
emotional torments, their clash of personalities, how they react to dramatic
events, readily spring to mind in discussions of the modern condition.
Dostoevsky's characters are men and women under stress, victims of
modern neuroses, in the grip of modern ideas. Their presentation, while
eminently readable in realistic terms, has also provoked comparisons with
modernist and postmodernist fiction. Indeed, not least of the novel's claims
to classic status is that it has continued, it seems, to stimulate and to find
an echo in every significant intellectual development to have gripped the
western mind since its appearance.

Yet it is not just that The Brothers Karamazov seems contemporary
and relevant to every succeeding generation — like that famous portrait
whose eyes seem to follow you round the room; it also echoes and
develops some of the most ancient paradoxes and preoccupations of
humanity and foresees intellectual, social and political developments of our
own time. It was the French existentialist Albert Camus who said that
Dostoevsky not Karl Marx was the great prophet of the twentieth century.
No less interestingly, though more difficult to fathom, Albeit Einstein



declared that he had learnt more from Dostoevsky than from any other
thinker.

‘Does Dostoevsky then simply use the novel form as a vehicle for his
philosophical and religious ideas, for prophecy and psychological
experiment? The reactions of some critics, in his own day as much as in
ours, might lead one to think so. There they are on the shelves: works on
Dostoevsky and theology, psychology, philosophy and so forth. But the
important point is that for Dostoevsky himself only imaginative fiction is
capable of expressing what matters about the human condition. It does not
always do so, especially in the work of the ‘realists’ of his day at whom he
was always having a dig. Yet at its best, it is capable not simply of
entertaining, telling a good story or providing a social chronicle, but also of
plumbing and illuminating the depths of the human soul. In Dostoevsky, one
might say following his own line of thought, the novel finds its true vocation.

The Brothers Karamazov was Dostoevsky's last book, published in
serial form in The Russian Herald from January 1879 to November 1880,
and is generally held to represent the synthesis and culmination of his
entire work. It appeared as a single volume almost immediately its
serialization was complete, bearing the date 1881. The prefatory note
called ‘From the author’ indicates that there was to be a sequel and it is
widely assumed that we were denied this only by Dostoevsky's untimely
death on 28 January 1881. (All dates are given according to the pre-
revolutionary calendar which was twelve days behind ours in the nineteenth
century.) But Dostoevsky could easily have (hanged his mind. The surviving
notebooks for his novels show how often he did this. What we have is a
tent which, because it claims to be incomplete, stimulates the reader to
imagine how it might have continued and that is much more important than
any fragmentary evidence of what was in Dostoevsky's mind: for whatever
reason The Brothers Karamazov is a novel whose story has no definite
end.

His last few years, in spite of the fatal illness which would shortly
overtake him at the age of fifty-nine, were probably the most stable and
relaxed period of Dostoevsky's life, and the notebooks for this novel are
the most coherent. He had married Anna Grigorevna, his second wife, in
1867, having employed her in a crisis to take down The Gamblerin
shorthand as he composed it. Thanks to her good housekeeping his



financial affairs were in order for the first time in his life. The greater part of
the book was written at Staraia Russa, a provincial town about a hundred
and fifty miles south-east of St Petersburg, where the Dostoevskys bought
a house in 1877, and the novel was completed at Bad Ems, a German spa
near Koblenz, to which Dostoevsky repaired from time to time for health
reasons. In the summer of 1880 he had been hailed as a great
contemporary prophet by representatives of the warring factions in the
Russian intelligentsia on the occasion of his famous ‘Pushkin Speech’,
delivered to mark the unveiling of the Pushkin statue in Moscow. Moreover
he was now persona gratain government and court circles. He was on
good personal terms with Konstantin Pobedonostsey, the reactionary and
increasingly influential Chief Procurator of the Holy Synod, and
corresponded with him about the religious aspects of The Brothers
Karamazov. Moreover the Emperor had asked him to act as spiritual
guide to his younger sons. Still, tragedy haunted him. In May 1878 his little
boy Aleksei died and he made a pilgrimage in the company of the young
philosopher Vladimir Solovyov to the monastery of Optina Pustyn. Both
these events had a profound effect on the writing of the novel.

If Dostoevsky's last days saw increasing acceptance and
respectability, it had not always been so. His life story seems to swing
backwards and forwards between extremes. His introduction to the great
critic Belinsky and the literary circles of St Petersburg in the mid-1840s
had, owing to the success of his first novel Poor Folk, momentarily turned
his head. But hubris invited nemesis: his flirtation with groups of Utopian
socialists in St Petersburg at the end of the decade led to his arrest, a
death-sentence, the commuting of the sentence at the place of execution
and eight years in Siberia.

The sixties and seventies, after his return to St Petersburg from exile,
did indeed see his transformation into the great European novelist we
know, with the publication of Notes from Underground (18(14), Crime,
and Punishment (1866), The Idiot (1808), and The Possessed (1871).
But the price in personal terms was considerable. These years also saw
him racked by iliness, with increasingly severe epileptic fits, by a gambling
obsession and consequent debts, which he only began to get on top of
with his wife’s help in the 1870s. Indeed the tormented character of the
novels themselves is evidence enough of his state of mind.



All Dostoevsky's major novels tun on murder. The Brothers
Karamazov is exceptional in this respect only in the nature of the murder,
parricide. In spite of the assurance in ‘From the author’ that the hero of the
novel is Alyosha, the main story line is about his brother Dmitri who has the
motive, the means and the opportunity to kill his father and is deeply
incriminated by circumstantial evidence. Many readers, when the book first
came out in serial form, were held in suspense month by month wondering
if he would do it, if he had done it, whether he would be convicted and if so
whether he would escape. And this narrative still grips the imagination.

In curious ways the theme of parricide haunted Dostoevsky all his life.
As a boy he had been fascinated by Schiller’s play The Robbers. In 1838
he entered the Engineering Academy in St Petersburg, housed in the
building where the Emperor Paul had been murdered, some believed with
the collusion of the future Alexander I. In 1839 Dostoevsky's father died,
presumed murdered by his serfs, and though Dostoevsky certainly had no
hand in it, and there is even doubt about whether it was murder at all, the
point is that he always believed in the murder story and perhaps felt guilty
about his absence at the time. Freud certainly associates this event with
the working out of the Oedipus complex in Dostoevsky's life and work, as
also the metaphorical threat to the Tsar implicit in his association with the
Utopian socialists in the forties, for which Dostoevsky accepted
punishment in Siberia. Late in life he returned to The Robbers which he
read to his young children and to which their are allusions in The Brothers
Karamazov. Most important of all for the plot of the novel was an encounter
in Siberia with a convict called linsky, who served ten years for the murder
of his father, before the real murderers confessed and he was exonerated.
At the time of his trial he had denied all knowledge of the crime though the
evidence was overwhelming. Dostoevsky was convinced of llinsky's
innocence after meeting him.

Yet in each case one is struck more by the fascination than by the
reality, and in each there is a certain distance between Dostoevsky and
the act of parricide. Either we are dealing with fiction ( The Robbers or
George Sand’s Mauprat which also has striking parallels with the plot of
Dostoevsky's novel), or doubt and error (Alexander | seems not to have
known about the intention of killing his father; Dostoevsky certainly had no
hand in his father’s death, which may not even have been murder; he never



had any intention of assassinating the Tsar; linsky was actually innocent).

So it is with the novel. Guilt and guilt feelings vaguely motivate the
action of all rather than focus on the one who physically committed the
crime. Is there parricide at all? Assuming Dmitri did not commit the deed
and Smerdyakov did: is Dmitri still in some sense morally culpable? Is
Smerdyakov definitely Fyodor Karamazov's son? Is not lvan in some
sense to blame? Is not even Alyosha guilty of dereliction? Is not everybody,
in Zosima’s words, in some sense guilty for everything?

So we find ourselves drawn from our focus on the murder story to
questions of moral responsibility and guilt, complicity and collusion. We
also find ourselves drawn into lvan Karamazov's thinking about religion: is
his rejection of God not a sort of religious parricide, a killing in his own
mind of the Divine Father, reminding us of the nearly contemporaneous
claim by Nietzsche that God is dead? Similarly we find ourselves thinking
about whether Fyodor Karamazov brought his death upon himself, about
his treatment of his wives and the Karamazov children, of innocent
suffering (the source of lvan Karamazov's rebellion and the stories he
gathers from the newspapers). The very nature of fatherhood is discussed
at the trial itself, reflecting another of Dostoevsky's long-term ambitions, to
write a novel about children.

The reader who reads exclusively for the excitement of the story may of
course become impatient with, or even skip, Books Five and Six. But for
Dostoevsky they were the heart of the novel. lvan’s rebellion against God
and his ‘Legend of the Grand Inquisitor’ have been widely read as an
immensely powerful indictment of Christianity on the one hand and as a
uniquely prescient analysis of totalitarianism on the other.

Dostoevsky believed that lvan’s rebellion against God was much more
devastating than any case contemporary left-wing intellectuals had
managed to assemble. The text speaks for itself. By marshalling a series
of anecdotes illustrating the suffering inflicted by adults on innocent
children (child abuse as we have come to call it) lvan reaches the
conclusion that he cannot accept God’s world and that if such suffering is
the price of entry into paradise then (echoing Schiller here) he respectfully
returns the entry ticket. He does not at this point deny the existence of God
as he does elsewhere in the text; he revolts against the order of the
universe out of compassion for the suffering of little children. In letters to N.



A. Liubimoyv, his editor, and to Konstantin Pobedonostsev, Dostoevsky
insists that lvan's blasphemous arguments are to be refuted later in the
novel. Clearly, he was anxious that the censor, the publisher (M. N. Katkov)
or the editor might refuse publication. But as time went on, Dostoevsky
found the task of refuting them through Zosima increasingly taxing.

Meanwhile ‘Rebellion’ was followed by ‘The Legend of the Grand
Inquisitor’. Whole books have been written on this chapter (a reference to
Sandoz's book is given below) and indeed it has many enigmatic aspects.
For example, the meaning of Jesus’ silence and his kiss has generated
much discussion, as has the Grand Inquisitor’s reading of the Gospel
narrative of the temptations in the wilderness, which the novel presents in
Matthew’s version. Since the Legend is there to be read in Dostoevsky's
text it would be fatuous to repeat it here. Nevertheless it may be worth
rehearsing some of its central features. Some modern readers are
overwhelmed by its in-cisiveness, but others labour in vain to discover the
point.

The Grand Inquisitor, a Roman Catholic Cardinal, already ninety years
old, in charge of the burning of heretics in sixteenth-century Seville, is
unexpectedly visited by Jesus in his cell, and attempts to justify himself. It
should be noticed that the Grand Inquisitor is actually an atheist. He is also
a humanitarian, motivated by a deep love for humanity. His objective is the
happiness of mankind and he has devoted his life to organizing society so
as to ensure general peace and prosperity. He perceives that humanity's
deepest need is not for freedom: moral choice is the gift which Jesus
brought to the world, but it is a burden too heavy for all but a very few to
bear. Humanity's present lot is conflict, turmoil, confusion, bloodshed and
unhappiness, the result of that gift of freedom. Humanity yearns above all
not for freedom but for what the Grand Inquisitor calls ‘mystery’, ‘miracle’
and ‘authority’, and he relates these three principles to the three
temptations in the wilderness. There the devil tempted Jesus to win
people’s hearts by turning stones into bread, to test God by leaping from
the pinnacle of the temple, and to rule over all the kingdoms of the earth.
Jesus was wrong to reject these temptations. The Catholic Church has
corrected Jesus’ error and accepted them. For eight centuries it has been
on the devil's side. Of course this means that for eight centuries the
leaders of the Church have been propagating an enormous lie, since they



alone know that there is no God and that Christianity is an elaborate myth
designed to organize and control people’s rebellious imaginations. But
they have done so in the interests of humanity and its greater happiness.
Freedom is incompatible with happiness.

By adopting these three principles — formulated by the devil in the
most penetrating questions ever devised — the Church has furnished all
that humanity seeks on earth: someone to bow down to, someone to take
over their consciences, and a means for uniting everyone into a common,
concordant and incontestable anthill.

Alyosha challenges Ivan’s identification of his Grand Inquisitor with the
Catholic Church, but of course Ivan’s Legend does not have to be taken
literally: he is talking about fundamental forces in human history. For him
the Grand Inquisitor stands for all totalitarian creeds and ideologies based
on an honest desire to save humanity from its own inability to handle
freedom without lapsing into bloodshed and chaos. Ivan does not question
the Grand Inquisitor’'s motives: indeed he affirms that he is tormented by
great sadness and loves humanity. But until human beings understand the
feebleness of their rebellion, the burning of heretics will continue to be
necessary.

Readers familar with Dostoevsky's other writings know that
Dostoevsky saw socialism as the illegitimate offspring of Catholicism. The
‘anthill and the ‘“Tower of Babel' which the Legend also mentions are
among Dostoevsky's favourite metaphors for socialism. It is for such
reasons that the Legend has frequently been taken from its context in the
novel and seen as a powerful allegory of the development of twentieth-
century totalitarianism, particularly of the Communist variety. There can be
little doubt that with the collapse of the Soviet empire it will take on a potent
new force as that country reviews its recent history.

The Legend is but one of four, or possibly five, stages in lvan’'s thought
recorded in the novel. They span the period between his eighteenth and
twenty-fourth year: they are the legend of the philosopher who refused to
believe in paradise, the Legend of the Grand Inquisitor, the article on the
ecclesiastical courts, the conversation with Alyosha on rebellion and the
theory of ‘geological upheaval’ set forth by van’s hallucinatory devil. Each
of them represents a stage in lvan’s wrestling with questions of theodicy,
God and the world-order. And they feed back into the plot through the



axiom which so impresses Smerdyakoy, that ‘if there is no God there is no
morality’.

It was Dostoevsky's declared intention that the refutation of Ivan’'s
rebellion should find its focus in Zosima’s testament in Book Six. The
Jesus of the Legend remains entirely silent apart from the Aramaic words
‘talitha cumi’ (‘damsel arise’) which he utters as he makes his way through
the crowd to meet the Inquisitor. Alyosha concludes that the Legend is in
praise of Jesus and does not blaspheme him.

Dostoevsky was, however, very worried by the thought that he might fail
to refute lvan’s blasphemy convincingly. In May 1879 he assured Liubimov
that he was working on the chapter ‘The Russian monk’ ‘with fear,
trepidation and awe’. He had done an enormous amount of background
reading of the Bible and works of Russian Orthodox piety; he had briefly
met the Elder Amvrosy on his visit to Optina Pustyn. He had read the monk
Parfeny's account of a visit to the Elder Leonid. In August 1879 he wrote to
Pobedonostsev that he did not intend to refute lvan ‘point by point’ but
‘indirectly’ by means of an ‘artistic picture’.

Whether this ‘artistic picture’ does the work Dostoevsky intended for it
has been a matter of intense dispute. His Zosima has been accused of
heresy by some; others have simply regarded his image as too weak to
overcome the deep emotional impact made by lvan. Some, though usually
those with a pre-existing commitment to Christianity, have been profoundly
impressed by him. Yet there remains a lingering doubt that the God whom
the Grand Inquisitor failed to take account of is frustratingly elusive in
Zosima’s religious consciousness as well. One scholar (A. B. Gibson) has
referred to ‘the combination of the sincerest piety with the apparent
absence of its object’.

Alyosha too represents the religious principle in the debate, but for all
his allegiance to Zosima and the life of the monastery, his profoundest
religious ecstasy has very little about it that is specifically Christian.

It was as if threads from all those innumerable worlds of God came
together in his soul, and it was trembling all over, ‘touching other worlds.’
He wanted to forgive everyone and for everything, and to ask forgiveness,
oh, not for himself! but for all and for everything, ‘as others are asking for
me,’ rang again in his soul. But with each moment he felt clearly and almost
tangibly something as firm and immovable as this heavenly vault descend



into his soul. Some sort of idea, as it were, was coming to reign in his mind
— now for the whole of his life and unto ages of ages. He fell to the earth a
weak youth and rose up a fighter, steadfast for the rest of his life, and he
knew it and felt it suddenly, in that very moment of his ecstasy. Never, never
in all his life would Alyosha forget that moment. ‘Someone visited my soul
in that hour,” he would say afterwards, with firm belief in his words ...

Expressions such as ‘as if, ‘almost, ‘some sort of, qualify the
description and it is ‘someone’, not specifically ‘God’, who visits his soul.
Perhaps to the modern mind, however, this bashfulness about the
Christian God is less important than the affirmation of the value of religious
experience itself. There is no doubt that Dostoevsky wanted at all costs to
escape dry conventionality in the presentation of his answer to Ivan, and to
represent religious faith as a synthesis of unique personal experience with
the authority of the Scriptures. What he has undoubtedly succeeded in
doing is demonstrating a wide variety of religious experience, much of it
false (lvan, Ferapont, Fyodor Karamazov), some of it bearing fruit in richer
lives (Zosima, Markel, Alyosha).

As always, ideas are intimately linked with personal feelings in
Dostoevsky and the reader is invited to judge the validity of the ideas by
the viability of the personality. In that case, Alyosha’s spiritual destiny,
being more enviable than van’s, might incline us in his favour. The Russian
scholar Valentina Vetlovskaia has shown, moreover, that Dostoevsky uses
various subtle rhetorical devices to predispose us towards Zosima and
Alyosha, and against van and characters such as Miusov and Rakitin.
Indeed, Zosima’s and Alyosha’s voices are never presented ironically,
whereas the reverse is true to varying degrees of all the other characters.

This runs against what many readers, following the influential Russian
critic Mikhail Bakhtin, have seen as the principal distinguishing feature of
Dostoevsky's major novels, and The Brothers Karamazovin particular.
Bakhtin called the Dostoevskian novel ‘polyphonic’. One of the things he
meant by this is that each voice in the book has equal weight in an ongoing
dialogue, including the author’s. Nowadays we should be more inclined to
say ‘including the narrator’s’ in order not to confuse the wvoice of
Dostoevsky's narrator (itself a fictional construct) with his own. Bakhtin
argues that this constitutes a major revolution in the history of the novel.
Most other novels are ‘monologic’ in the sense that the voices of the



characters are evidently subordinated to a single consciousness which we
usually identify with that of the author. As a matter of fact (as Terras
explains), Dostoevsky's narrator himself exhibits here two fundamentally
incompatible voices: a local resident who is realistic and sceptical, and an
omniscient narrator who is an idealist and a believer, and who knows
things about the characters’ thoughts which the resident could not possibly
know. The reader may notice that in the former mode the narrator displays
all sorts of stylistic awkwardness. Although the permissible limits of stylistic
awkwardness are not the same in English as in Russian, the translators of
this much-acclaimed English version have endeavoured to retain his
idiosyncratic prose, thereby preserving much of the humour and distinctive
voicing of the novel.

There has of course been much dispute about Bakhtin's thesis, but it
has proved a very powerful tool when applied to Dostoevsky's major
novels. They do privilege free dialogue in a more radical way than we find
in any of Dostoevsky's predecessors or contemporaries. One thing about
which there is no doubt is that each of the major characters has a distinct
and distinctive personality and with it an individual voice of his or her own.
Although it is claimed that each of the brothers has something of the
Karamazov inheritance, they are so different from each other that some
critics have been tempted to see in them three basic human types, roughly
defined as the sensual (Dmitri), the spiritual (Alyosha) and the intellectual
(van).

It is true that Dmitri seems to have inherited sensuality from his father,
but he has none of his father’s low meanness. On the contrary, Dmitri is
notable for his idealism, his sense of honour and his wrestling with the idea
of two kinds of beauty — the beauty of Sodom and the beauty of the
Madonna. He complains that people are so complex that a thirst for both
types of beauty can coexist within them.

In spite of his own misgivings, Alyosha appears to have very little of his
father’s sensuality and what he has seems, as the critic Frank Seeley
argues, to have been sublimated: ‘Alyosha is predominantly his mother’s
son.” To the reader of Dostoevsky's earlier novels he follows in that
tradition of ‘saintly’ characters which include Sonya Marmeladova (Crime
and Punishment), Myshkin (The Idiot), Shatov (The Possessed)and
Makar (A Raw Youth). He is, however, healthier and less complicated than



any of his predecessors, though he shares with them a certain immediacy
and childlikeness of response, insight into the hidden thoughts of others,
compassion and humility.

lvan’s relationship to his father is seen differently by different people.
Fyodor does not see himself in lvan and Ivan loathes and rejects the old
man. lvan certainly experiences a love of life but, above all, his energies
are channelled into thought, a thought racked with his own inner
contradictions based, one would surmise, on his repression of the
Karamazov inheritance. However that may be, lvan is doomed to neurotic
inactivity and indecision in the world of action.

Dialogue in Dostoevsky means not just the coexistence of independent
and distinctive voices. It means being able to absorb aspects of the voice
of another and exerting influence over the other’s voice. The examples
given show how Fyodor Karamazov's wvoice is partly absorbed (and
modified) in his sons. But we also observe Zosima’s influence on Alyosha,
lvan’s on Smerdyakov, Alyosha’s on Kolya. And we may note that the
whole novel can be read as an extension of lvan’s voice (point-of-view), or
Alyosha’s or Mitya’s. In extreme cases (but not unusual ones in
Dostoevsky) characters have ‘doubles’. This term is sometimes used to
denote conflicting ‘personalities’ in the same character. Sometimes it is
used to refer to a projection of some aspect of a character’s personality
with which the character enters into dialogue. The classic case occurs in
Dostoevsky's early novel The Double where the hero meets his
Doppelganger. The most striking case in this story is, of course, lvan's
conversation with his devil representing aspects of his personality he
wants to disown but cannot. The third use of the term ‘double’ indicates
secondary characters who seem to embody one significant aspect of a
main character's personality. Such is SmerdyakoV's relationship to lvan.

Dostoevsky often brings divergent and conflicting personalities
together in scenes of excruciating embarrassment, variously known as his
‘conclaves’ or ‘scandal scenes’. Possibly the most memorable of these in
The Brothers Karamazov occurs in the monastery in Part |, Book Two.
Typically Dostoevsky sets the scene in a place and on an occasion where
a high degree of social decorum is expected. Any breach of it will
inevitably cause offence and embarrassment. He places there at least one
character who sets great store by the preservation of this decorum but who



is on edge in fear of a disaster. He also introduces a number of other
characters who in a variety of ways are likely to cause some sort of
scandal — perhaps because this kind of decorum goes against their
normal inclinations. But they are also predisposed to do things to upset
each other; their personalities and interests are bound to clash and since
they are all play-acting to some degree, they may try to ‘unmask’ each
other and show up the other’s lie. Interestingly, it is not the monks who are
embarrassed. Equally interestingly, Zosima accurately diagnoses the
source of Fyodor Karamazov's provocative behaviour, advising him not to
lie, above all to himself. The victims of the scandal are Miusov and the
Karamazovs.

Another memorable scandal scene, though played out on a less public
stage, is described in the chapter ‘The Two Together’, in which Grushenka
has lured Katerina into pouring out her heart, only to turn on the girl and
humiliate her, finally revealing in a parting taunt that she knows her awful
secret. Katerina is devastated in Alyosha’s presence, just as Grushenka
had planned. At a time when Katerina is emotionally wvulnerable she
proffers love and then cruelly withdraws it. She calls attention to areas of
Katerina’s personality of which Katerina is but dimly aware and which she
is unwilling to recognize. She stimulates her emotionally in a situation
where it is disastrous for her to respond. She exposes her almost
simultaneously to stimulation and frustration and switches from one
emotional wavelength to another while on the same topic. Finally, she
blames Katerina for provoking the scene which she has herself
engineered. These are akin to the strategies which the psychologist R. D.
Laing has identified as causing the most intense emotional confusion.
They can be found at work frequently between Dostoevsky's characters.

But the ‘multivoicedness’ of Dostoevsky's novel is not restricted to
dialogue between and within the characters and the narrator. It has other
important functions. One of them involves the constant echoes of other
texts. Of course if one actually knows these texts intimately the echoes are
richer and more thought-provoking. Otherwise they appear as little more
than unfamiliar quotations. Footnotes can do little to repair this deficiency.
Still, if one is aware of the precursor voices summoned up through the
shared memory of author and reader one still senses that
multidimensionality which is one of the glories of The Brothers



Karamazov. Such awareness may stimulate all sorts of reflections which
the author was unaware of, especially if the ‘allusions’ one detects are to
texts which post-date the novel. Some would call such connections
misreading. Others would point to them as evidence of Dostoevsky's
extraordinary powers of anticipation.

The novel contains over eighty quotations from the Bible alone. Over
forty different sources are mentioned or quoted by lvan in ‘The Legend of
the Grand Inquisitor’. In addition quotations from hagiography and religious
folklore, Pushkin, Schiller, Shakespeare, Nekrasov, Herzen, Pecherin,
Polezhaev and others, not to mention contemporary journalism, abound
throughout the novel. The end-notes to this edition will indicate the sources
of some of them. But, as Nina Perlina has pointed out, their significance
does not end with their place in the text or the associations they may have
in our memories of their sources. Sometimes, for example, sources are
reaccen-tuated and misquoted, and this may play an important role in
characterization. Perlina notes that in his drafts to Part | of the novel,
Dostoevsky wrote,

Most important... the landowner quotes from the Gospel and
makes a crude mistake. Miusov corrects him and he makes even
worse errors. Even the scholar makes mistakes. No-one knows the
Gospel. ‘Blessed is the womb that bore thee,’ ... said Christ... It is not
Christ who said that ...

Sometimes, of course, there is no quotation or overt allusion, but the
well-read reader will catch the tones of other texts, and the likeness is so
compelling one suspects that such texts have served Dostoevsky as
models, even unconsciously. Hackel's view that Dostoevsky must have
modelled his presentation of Zosima in part on the Bishop Bienvenu in
Victor Hugo'’s novel Les Misérables is based partly on such intuitions and
partly on Dostoevsky's known admiration for the book.

The result of such techniques is that the reader’s mind is encouraged
to stray from the path of the narrative and to reflect on connections,
parallels, echoes, both within the text and without. The narrator’s own
inadequacies and uncertainties also encourage this. But the more one
ponders the novel the more one realizes that one is dealing with layer upon
layer of text, of voice echoing other voices and not with a single reliable



‘true’ version of events or of life. The sections of the book which purport to
lay bare the truth in one form or other (‘The Legend’, Zosima’s testament,
the trial) seem to exhibit this most clearly. ‘The Legend of the Grand
Inquisitor’, for example, that mighty myth of modern times, is presented as
a poem, not to be taken literally, never written down, and recalled by one of
the characters in conversation with another. How the narrator got hold of it
in all its detail is never explained. Zosima’s discourse is introduced by the
narrator, but it appears to be his account of Alyosha’s recollections of
fragments of conversations with Zosima over a period of time. This itself
contains recollections of fragments of conversations with Markel and the
mysterious visitor. The mysterious visitor, in turn, talks about his own past
experiences. And so on. As for the trial, the inadequacy of every account
— the prosecutor’s, the defence counsel's, the witnesses’ — to the
evidence with which the reader is acquainted simply underlines their
provisional nature.

This is why Nathalie Sarraute, an exponent of the French nouveau
roman, could write,

The time had long passed when a Proust could believe that ‘in
pushing his powers of penetration to their limits’ he could ‘attempt to
reach those far depths where truth, the ultimate reality, our authentic
experience reside.” Everyone now knew, enlightened by successive
deceptions, that there is no such thing as ultimate reality. ‘Our
authentic experience has been revealed as a multiplicity of depths
and these depths go on to infinity.’

It is to this vision that she assimilates Dostoevsky which is not to say,
of course, that he was unconcerned with truth to life in the social sphere.
That he consulted experts in matters of theology, psychology (lvan's
nightmare) and legal procedure (the trial) is well attested. It does, however,
point to the diversity of possible interpretations.

Many of these interpretations can be found in the critical literature on
the novel. There are many general books on Dostoevsky's life and work.
Konstantin Mochulsky's scholarly but highly readable work is still rightly
regarded by many as the classic work of its kind. More recent is Richard
Peace’s fine book which provides an excellent reading of The Brothers
Karamazov. lt is notable, among other things, for its treatment of the



tradition of the Russian Old Believers in Dostoevsky's novel. And, although
it certainly cannot be regarded as an introductory study, no list of works on
Dostoevsky nowadays should fail to draw attention to Bakhtin's seminal
book, which has probably been more influential than any other, not only on
Dostoevsky studies but on literary studies in general.

Among books specifically on this novel, Victor Terras’ Karamazov
Companion is an invaluable guide to every student of Russian literature. It
has a long introduction which examines virtually every aspect of the novel,
thematic and stylistic. Robert Belknap’s latest book on the novel displays
many remarkable critical insights and is the work of a distinguished and
influential scholar who has devoted many years to his subject.

New Essays on Dostoevsky, edited by myself and Garth Terry,
contains an excellent psychological study of lvan Karamazov by K. F.
Seeley and an exceptionally knowledgeable and well-presented analysis of
Zosima'’s discourse by Sergei Hackel.

This brings me to the philosophical and religious dimensions of the
novel. Sandoz's magpnificent book on the ‘Legend of the Grand Inquisitor’
is required reading. Stewart Sutherland’s book brings the insights of an
Anglo-Saxon philosopher tf bear on the religious philosophy of the novel
with some surprisingly positive and fruitful results. Gibson’s book, also
written by a philosopher, adopts a more conventional, but no less
informative approach. In Cambridge, Diane Thompson has recently
published a fine and convincing study of the fundamental structuring role of
memory in the novel which is sure to stimulate much interesting discussion.

Some readers will be fascinated by Wasiolek’s English translation of
the Notebooks for The Brothers Karamazov. Notebooks can be very
difficult to translate because by their very nature notes are often elliptical
and obscure: the associations which they had in the mind of the writer,
using another language, are often impossible to capture, especially in
translation. Very often too notebooks are distinguished by what the author
rejected rather than what leads directly into his text. So they should always
be used with caution in interpreting obscure parts of the published work.
But with these warnings the enthusiastic reader may find much of interest
in them and explore the writer’s workshop at leisure. As a matter of fact the
drafts that remain are relatively late and close to the text we know.

There are many biographies of Dostoevsky. The most recent, which



can be thoroughly recommended, is Geir Kjet-saa’s Fyodor Dostoyevsky:
A Witer's Life.

Last of all (or possibly first of all) some readers may like to explore
W.J. Leatherbarrow’s magisterial and invaluable Reference Guide, which
lists, with commentary, over twelve thousand books and articles in many
languages by and about Dostoevsky. Many of them are, of course, in
English and many of them are relevant to The Brothers Karamazov. This is
a book above all for the specialist, but for him or her it is indispensable.

So | return to my starting point. That, for better or for worse, is the fate
of classics.

Malcolm V. Jones
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List of Characters

The following list comprises the names of the novel's main characters,
with variants and pronunciation. Russian names are composed of first
name, patronymic (from the father’s first name), and family name. Formal
address requires the use of first name and patronymic; diminutives are
commonly used among family and friends and are for the most part
endearing, but in a certain blunt form (Katka, Mitka, Alyoshka, Rakitka) can
be insulting and dismissive. Stressed syllables are indicated by italics.
N.B. The zin Karamazov is pronounced like the zin zoo, not like the z in
Mozart.

Karamazov, Fyodor Paviovich

Dmitri Fyodorovich (Mitya, Mitka, Mitenka, Mifri Fyodorovich) Ivan
Fyodorovich (Vanya, Vanka, Vanechka)

Alexei Fyodorovich (Alyosha, Alyoshka, Alyoshenka, Alyoshechka,
Alexeichik, Lyosha, Lyoshenka)

Smerdyakov, Pavel Fyodorovich

Svetlov, AgrafenO Alexandrovna (Grushenka, Grusha, Grushka)

Verkhovtsev, Katerina Ivanovna (Katya, Katka, Katenka)

Zosima (Zinovy before he became a monk)

Snegiryov, Nikolai llyich Arina Petrovna Varvara Nikolaevna (Varya)
Nina Nikolaevna (Ninochka) llyusha (llyushechka, llyushka)

Krasotkin, Niko/ai lvanov (Kolya)

Khokhlakov, Katerina Osipovna Liza (Lise) List of Characters

Kutuzov, Grigory Vasilievich (also Vasiliev ) Marfa Ignatievna (also
Ignatieva)

Rakitin, Mikhail Osipovich (Misha, Rakitka, Rakitushka)

Paissy

Ferapont

Ippolit Kirillovich (no family name)

Nelyudov, Nikolai Parfenovich

Fetyufcovich

Herzenstube

Maximov (Maximushka)

Kalganov, Pyotr Fomich (Petrusha)



Perkhotin, Pyotr llyich

Miusov, Pyotr Alexandrovich

Trifon Borisovich (also Borisich)

Fedosya Markovna (Fenya, also Fedosya Markov)
Samsonov, Kuzma Kuzmich

Lizaveta Smerdyashchaya (Stinking Lizaveta; no family name)
Makarov, Mikhail Makarovich (also Makarich)
Mussyalovich

Vrublevsky

Maria Kondratievna (no family name)

Varvmsky



THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV

Dedicated to Anna Grigorievna Dostoevsky
Verily, verily, | say unto you, Except a corn of
wheat fall into the ground and die, it abideth
alone: but if it die, it bringeth forth much fruit.
John 12:24






From the Author

Starting out on the biography of my hero, Alexei Fyodorovich
Karamazov, | find myself in some perplexity. Namely, that while | do call
Alexei Fyodorovich my hero, still, | myself know that he is by no means a
great man, so that | can foresee the inevitable questions, such as: What is
notable about your Alexei Fyodorovich that you should choose him for your
hero? What has he really done? To whom is he known, and for what? Why
should |, the reader, spend my time studying the facts of his life?

This last question is the most fateful one, for | can only reply: perhaps
you will see from the novel. But suppose they read the novel and do not
see, do not agree with the noteworthiness of my Alexei Fyodorovich? | say
this because, to my sorrow, | foresee it. To me he is noteworthy, but |
decidedly doubt that | shall succeed in proving it to the reader. The thing is
that he does, perhaps, make a figure, but a figure of an indefinite,
indeterminate sort. Though it would be strange to demand clarity from
people in a time like ours. One thing, perhaps, is rather doubtless: he is a
strange man, even an odd one. But strangeness and oddity will sooner
harm than justify any claim to attention, especially when everyone is striving
to unite particulars and find at least some general sense in the general
senselessness. Whereas an odd man is most often a particular and
isolated case. Is that not so?

Now if you do not agree with this last point and reply: “Not so” or “Not
always,” then perhaps | shall take heart concerning the significance of my
hero, Alexei Fyodorovich. For not only is an odd man “not always” a
particular and isolated case, but, on the contrary, it sometimes happens
that it is precisely he, perhaps, who bears within himself the heart of the
whole, while the other people of his epoch have all for some reason been
torn away from it for a time by some kind of flooding wind.

I would not, in fact, venture into these rather vague and uninteresting
explanations but would simply begin without any introduction—if they like it,
they'll read it as it is—but the trouble is that while | have just one biography,
I have two novels. The main novel is the second one—about the activities
of my hero in our time, that is, in our present, current moment. As for the
first novel, it already took place thirteen years ago and is even almost not a



novel at all but just one moment from my hero’s early youth. It is impossible
for me to do without this first novel, or much in the second novel will be
incomprehensible. Thus my original difficuty becomes even more
complicated: for if |, that is, the biographer himself, think that even one
novel may, perhaps, be unwarranted for such a humble and indefinite hero,
then how will it look if | appear with two; and what can explain such
presumption on my part?

Being at a loss to resolve these questions, | am resolved to leave them
without any resolution. To be sure, the keen-sighted reader will already
have guessed long ago that that is what I've been getting at from the very
beginning and will only be annoyed with me for wasting fruitless words and
precious time. To this | have a ready answer: | have been wasting fruitless
words and precious time, first, out of politeness, and, second, out of
cunning. At least | have given some warning beforehand. In fact, | am even
glad that my novel broke itself into two stories “while preserving the
essential unity of the whole”: having acquainted himself with the first story,
the reader can decide for himself whether it is worth his while to begin the
second. Of course, no one is bound by anything; he can also drop the book
after two pages of the first story and never pick it up again. But still there
are readers of such delicacy that they will certainly want to read to the very
end so as to make no mistake in their impartial judgment. Such, for
instance, are all Russian critics. Faced with these people, | feel easier in
my heart: for, in spite of their care and conscientiousness, | am
nonetheless providing them with the most valid pretext for dropping the
story at the first episode of the novel. Well, that is the end of my
introduction. | quite agree that it is superfluous, but since it is already
written, let it stand.

And now to business.






PART |









BOOK I: A NICE LITTLE FAMILY

Chapter 1: Fyodor Pavlovich Karamazov

Alexei Fyodorovich Karamazov was the third son of a landowner from
our district, Fyodor Paviovich Karamazov, well known in his own day (and
still remembered among us) because of his dark and tragic death, which
happened exactly thirteen years ago and which | shall speak of in its
proper place. For the moment | will only say of this “landowner” (as we
used to call him, though for all his life he hardly ever lived on his estate) that
he was a strange type, yet one rather frequently met with, precisely the type
of man who is not only worthless and depraved but muddleheaded as well
—one of those muddieheaded people who still handle their own little
business deals quite skillfully, if nothing else. Fyodor Paviovich, for
instance, started with next to nothing, he was a very small landowner, he
ran around having dinner at other men’s tables, he tried to foist himself off
as a sponger, and yet at his death he was discovered to have as much as
a hundred thousand roubles in hard cash. At the same time he remained
all his life one of the most muddleheaded madcaps in our district. Again |
say it was not stupidity—most of these madcaps are rather clever and
shrewd—but precisely muddleheadedness, even a special, national form
of it.

He was married twice and had three sons—the eldest, Dmitri
Fyodorovich, by his first wife, and the other two, lvan and Alexei, by his
second. Fyodor Paviovich’s first wife belonged to a rather wealthy
aristocratic family, the Miusovs, also landowners in our district. Precisely
how it happened that a girl with a dowry, a beautiful girl, too, and moreover
one of those pert, intelligent girls not uncommon in this generation but
sometimes also to be found in the last, could have married such a
worthless “runt,” as everyone used to call him, | cannot begin to explain. But
then, | once knew a young lady still of the last “romantic” generation who,
after several years of enigmatic love for a certain gentleman, whom, by the
way, she could have married quite easily at any moment, ended up, after



inventing all sorts of insurmountable obstacles, by throwing herself on a
stormy night into a rather deep and swift river from a high bank somewhat
resembling a cliff, and perished there decidedly by her own caprice, only
because she wanted to be like Shakespeare’s Ophelia. Even then, if the
cliff, chosen and cherished from long ago, had not been so picturesque, if
it had been merely a flat, prosaic bank, the suicide might not have taken
place at all. This is a true fact, and one can assume that in our Russian life
of the past two or three generations there have been not a few similar
facts. In the same way, the action of Adelaida Ivanovna Miusov was
doubtless an echo of foreign influences, the chafings of a mind

imprisoned.m Perhaps she wanted to assert her feminine independence,
to go against social conventions, against the despotism of her relatives
and family, and her obliging imagination convinced her, if only briefly, that
Fyodor Paviovich, despite his dignity as a sponger, was still one of the
boldest and most sarcastic spirits of that transitional epoch—transitional to
everything bette—whereas he was simply an evil buffoon and nothing
more. The affair gained piquancy from elopement, which strongly appealed
to Adelaida Ivanovna. As for Fyodor Paviovich, his social position at the
time made him quite ready for any such venture, for he passionately
desired to set himself up by whatever means. To squeeze into a good
family and get a dowry was tempting indeed. As for mutual love, it seems
there never was any either on the bride’s part or on his own, despite the
beauty of Adelaida lvanovna. This was, perhaps, the only case of its kind in
Fyodor Paviovich'’s life, for he was a great sensualist all his days, always
ready to hang onto any skirt that merely beckoned to him. This one woman
alone, sensually speaking, made no particular impression on him.

They had no sooner eloped than it became clear to Adelaida Ivanovna
that she felt only contempt for her husband and nothing more. Thus the
consequences of their marriage revealed themselves extraordinarily
quickly. And though her family even accepted the situation fairly soon and
allotted the runaway bride her dowry, the married couple began leading a
very disorderly life, full of eternal scenes. It was said that in the
circumstances the young wife showed far more dignity and high-
mindedness than did Fyodor Paviovich, who, as is now known, filched all
her cash from her, as much as twenty-five thousand roubles, the moment



she got it, so that from then on as far as she was concerned all those
thousands positively vanished, as it were, into thin air. As for the little
village and the rather fine town house that came with her dowry, for a long
time he tried very hard to have them transferred to his name by means of
some appropriate deed, and he would probably have succeeded, merely
because of the contempt and loathing, so to speak, that his shameless
extortions and entreaties aroused in his wife, merely because of her
emotional exhaustion—anything to be rid of him. Fortunately, Adelaida
lvanov-na’s family intervened and put a stop to his hogging. It is well known
that there were frequent fights between husband and wife, but according to
tradition it was not Fyodor Paviovich who did the beating but Adelaida
lvanovna, a hot-tempered lady, bold, dark-skinned, impatient, and
endowed with remarkable physical strength. Finally she fled the house and
ran away from Fyodor Paviovich with a destitute seminarian, leaving the
three-year-old Mitya in his father’s hands. Fyodor Paviovich immediately
set up a regular harem in his house and gave himself to the most unbridled
drinking. In the intermissions, he drove over most of the province, tearfully
complaining to all and sundry that Adelaide had abandoned him, going into
details that any husband ought to have been too ashamed to reveal about
his married life. The thing was that he seemed to enjoy and even feel
flattered by playing the ludicrous role of the offended husband,
embroidering on and embellishing the details of the offense. “One would
think you had been promoted, Fyodor Paviovich,” the scoffers used to say,
“you’re so pleased despite all your woes!” Many even added that he was
glad to brush up his old role of buffoon, and that, to make things funnier still,
he pretended not to notice his ridiculous position. But who knows, perhaps
he was simply naive. At last he managed to find the trail of his runaway
wife. The poor woman turned out to be in Petersburg, where she had gone
to live with her seminarian and where she had thrown herself
wholeheartedly into the most complete emancipation. Fyodor Pavlovich at
once began bustling about, making ready to go to Petersburg. Why? He, of
course, had no idea. True, he might even have gone; but having
undertaken such a decision, he at once felt fully entitled to get up his
courage for the journey by throwing himself into more boundless drinking.
Just then his wife’s family received news of her death in Petersburg. She
died somehow suddenly, in some garret, of typhus according to one



version, of starvation according to another. Fyodor Paviovich was drunk
when he learned of his wife’s death, and the story goes that he ran down
the street, lifting his hands to the sky and joyfully shouting: “Now lettest thou

thy servant depart in peace.”[g] Others say that he wept and sobbed like a
little child, so much so that they say he was pitiful to see, however repulsive
they found him. Both versions may very well be true—that is, that he
rejoiced at his release and wept for her who released him, all at the same
time. In most cases, people, even wicked people, are far more naive and
simple-hearted than one generally assumes. And so are we.



Chapter 2: The First Son Sent Packing

Of course, one can imagine what sort of father and mentor such a man
would be. As a father he did precisely what was expected of him; that is,
he totally and utterly abandoned his child by Adelaide Ivanovna, not out of
malice towards him and not from any wounded matrimonial feelings, but
simply because he totally forgot about him. While he was pestering
everyone with his tears and complaints, and turning his house into an
iniquitous den, a faithful family servant, Grigory, took the three-year-old
Mitya into his care, and if Grigory had not looked after him then, there
would perhaps have been no one to change the child’s shirt. Moreover, it
so happened that the child’s relatives on his mother’s side also seemed to
forget about him at first. His grandfather, that is, Mr. Miusov himself, the
father of Adelaide Ivanovna, was no longer living. His widow, Mitya’'s
grandmother, had moved to Moscow and was quite ill, and the sisters were
all married, so that Mitya had to spend almost a whole year with the servant
Grigory, living in the servants’ cottage. But even if his papa had
remembered him (indeed, he could not have been unaware of his
existence), he would have sent him back to the cottage, for the child would
have gotten in the way of his debaucheries. Just then, however, the late
Adelaide Ivanovna’s cousin, Pyotr Alexandrovich Miusov, happened to
return from Paris. Afterwards he lived abroad for many years, but at the
time he was still a very young man, and, among the Miusovs, an unusual
sort of man—enlightened, metropolitan, cosmopolitan, a lifelong
European, and at the end of his life a liberal of the forties and fifties. In the
course of his career he had relations with many of the most liberal people
of his epoch, both in Russia and abroad; he knew Proudhon and Bakunin

3
personally;[_] and he particularly liked to recall and describe—this was
already near his journey’s end—the three days of the February revolution in

4
Paris in forty—eight,u letting on that he himself had almost taken part in it
on the barricades. This was one of the most delightful memories of his



youth. He had independent property, valued according to the old system at

about a thousand souls.@ His splendid estate lay just beyond our little
town and bordered on the lands of our famous monastery, with which Pyotr
Alexandrovich, while still very young, having just come into his inheritance,
at once began endless litigation over the rights to some kind of fishing in
the river or wood-cutting in the forest—I am not sure which, but to start a
lawsuit against the “clericals” was something he even considered his civic
and enlightened duty. Hearing all about Adelaide Ivanovna, whom he of
course remembered and had once even shown some interest in, and
learning of Mitya’s existence, he decided, despite his youthful indignation
and his contempt for Fyodor Paviovich, to step into the affair. It was then
that he first made the acquaintance of Fyodor Paviovich. He told him
straight off that he wanted to take responsibility for the child’s upbringing.
Years later he used to recall, as typical of the man, that when he first began
speaking about Mitya with Fyodor Paviovich, the latter looked for a while
as if he had no idea what child it was all about, and was even surprised, as
it were, to learn that he had a little son somewhere in the house. Though
Pyotr Alexandrovich may have exaggerated, still there must have been
some semblance of truth in his story. But all his life, as a matter of fact,
Fyodor Paviovich was fond of play-acting, of suddenly taking up some
unexpected role right in front of you, often when there was no need for it,
and even to his own real disadvantage, as, for instance, in the present
case. This trait, however, is characteristic of a great many people, even
rather intelligent ones, and not only of Fyodor Paviovich. Pyotr
Alexandrovich hotly pursued the business and even got himself appointed
the child’s guardian (jointly with Fyodor Pavlovich), since there was, after
all, a small property, a house and estate, left by his mother. Mitya did, in
fact, go to live with his mother’s cousin, but the latter, having no family of
his own, and being in a hurry to return to Paris for a long stay as soon as
he had arranged and secured the income from his estates, entrusted the
child to one of his mother’s cousins, a Moscow lady. In the event, having
settled himself in Paris, he, too, forgot about the child, especially after the
outbreak of the abovementioned February revolution, which so struck his
imagination that he was unable to forget it for the rest of his life. The
Moscow lady died and Mitya was passed on to one of her married



daughters. It seems he later changed homes a fourth time. | won’t go into
that now, particularly as | shall have much to say later on about this first-
born son of Fyodor Paviovich, and must confine myself here to the most
essential facts, without which | could not even begin my novel.

First of all, this Dmitri Fyodorovich was the only one of Fyodor
Pavlovich’s three sons who grew up in the conviction that he, at any rate,
had some property and would be independent when he came of age. He
spent a disorderly adolescence and youth: he never finished high school;
later he landed in some military school, then turned up in the Caucasus,
was promoted, fought a duel, was broken to the ranks, promoted again,
led a wild life, and spent, comparatively, a great deal of money. He
received nothing from Fyodor Paviovich before his coming of age, and until
then ran into debt. He saw and got to know his father, Fyodor Pavlovich, for
the first time only after his coming of age, when he arrived in our parts with
the purpose of settling the question of his property with him. It seems that
even then he did not like his parent; he stayed only a short time with him
and left quickly, as soon as he had managed to obtain a certain sum from
him and made a certain deal with him concerning future payments from the
estate, without (a fact worth noting) being able to learn from his father
either the value of the estate or its yearly income. Fyodor Paviovich saw at
once (and this must be remembered) that Mitya had a false and inflated
idea of his property. Fyodor Paviovich was quite pleased with this, as it
suited his own designs. He simply concluded that the young man was
frivolous, wild, passionate, impatient, a wastrel who, if he could snatch a
little something for a time, would immediately calm down, though of course
not for long. And this Fyodor Paviovich began to exploit; that is, he fobbed
him off with small sums, with short-term handouts, until, after four years,
Mitya, having run out of patience, came to our town a second time to finish
his affairs with his parent, when it suddenly turned out, to his great
amazement, that he already had precisely nothing, that it was impossible
even to get an accounting, that he had already received the whole value of
his property in cash from Fyodor Paviovich and might even be in debt to
him, that in terms of such and such deals that he himself had freely entered
into on such and such dates, he had no right to demand anything more,
and so on and so forth. The young man was stunned, suspected a lie or a
trick, was almost beside himself, and, as it were, lost all reason. This very



circumstance led to the catastrophe, an account of which forms the subject
of my first introductory novel, or, better, the external side of it. But before |
go on to this novel, I must introduce the other two sons of Fyodor Paviovich,
Mitya's brothers, and explain where they came from.



Chapter 3: Second Marriage, Second Children

Fyodor Paviovich, having packed off the four-year-old Mitya, very soon
married for a second time. This second marriage lasted about eight years.
He took his second wife, Sofia lvanovna, also a very young person, from
another province, where he happened to have gone for a bit of contracting
business in the company of some little Jew. Fyodor Paviovich, though he
led a wild, drunken, and debauched life, still never stopped investing his
capital, and always managed his deals successfully, though of course
almost always somewhat shabbily. Sofia lvanovna was one of our “little
orphans,” left without relations in early childhood, the daughter of some
obscure deacon, who grew up in the rich house of her benefactress,
mistress, and tormentress, an aristocratic old lady, the widow of General
Vorokhov. | do not know the details but have only heard that, it seems, the
ward, who was a meek, gentle, uncomplaining girl, was once taken out of a
noose that she had hung from a nail in the closet—so hard was it for her to
endure the willfulness and eternal nagging of the old woman, who was
apparently not wicked but had become a most insufferable crank from
sheer idleness. Fyodor Paviovich offered his hand, inquiries were made,
and he was turned away; and then once again, as with his first marriage,
he suggested elopement to the little orphan. Most likely she would not have
married him for anything if she had learned more about him in time. But
she lived in another province, and what could a sixteen-year-old girl
understand except that she would rather drown herself than stay with her
benefactress. So the poor girl traded a benefactress for a benefactor.
Fyodor Paviovich did not get a penny this time, because the general's
widow was furious, refused to give anything, and, moreover, cursed them
both; yet this time he did not even count on getting anything, but was
tempted only by the innocent girl's remarkable beauty, and above all by her
innocent look, which struck the sensualist who until then had been a
depraved admirer only of the coarser kind of feminine beauty. “Those
innocent eyes cut my soul like a razor,” he used to say afterwards with his



disgusting little snigger. However, in a depraved man this, too, might be
only a sensual attraction. As he had gotten no reward, Fyodor Paviovich
did not stand on ceremony with his wife, and taking advantage of the fact
that she was, so to speak, “guilty” before him, and that he had practically
“saved her from the noose,” taking advantage, besides that, of her
phenomenal humility and meekness, he even trampled with both feet on
the ordinary decencies of marriage. Loose women would gather in the
house right in front of his wife, and orgies took place. | should report, as a
characteristic feature, that the servant Grigory, a gloomy, stupid, and
obstinate pedant, who had hated his former mistress, Adelaide vanovna,
this time took the side of the new mistress, defended her, and abused
Fyodor Paviovich because of her in a manner hardly befitting a servant;
and on one occasion even broke up the orgy and drove all the scandalous
women out of the house. Later this unhappy young woman, who had been
terrorized since childhood, came down with something like a kind of
feminine nervous disorder, most often found among simple village women,
who are known as shriekers because of it. From this disorder,
accompanied by terrible hysterical fits, the sick woman would sometimes
even lose her reason. Nevertheless she bore Fyodor Paviovich two sons,
lvan and Alexei, the first in the first year of marriage, the second three
years later. When she died, the boy Alexei was in his fourth year, and,
though it is strange, | know that he remembered his mother all his life—as if
through sleep, of course. After her death, almost exactly the same thing
happened with both boys as had happened with the first one, Mitya: they
were totally forgotten and forsaken by their father and wound up in the
same cottage with the same servant, Grigory. It was in this cottage that
they were found by that old crank, the general’'s widow, their mother’s
mistress and benefactress. She was still alive, and in all that time, for all
those eight years, had not forgotten the injury done her. For all those eight
years, she had been receiving under-handedly the most exact information
about “her Sofia’s” life, and, hearing how ill she was and in what
outrageous surroundings, she said aloud two or three times to her lady
companions: “It serves her right. God has sent it to her for her ingratitude.”
Exactly three months after Sofia lvanovna’s death, the general's widow
suddenly appeared in person in our town, right at Fyodor Paviovich’'s
house. She spent only about half an hour in our litle town, but she



accomplished a great deal. It was evening. Fyodor Paviovich, whom she
had not seen for all those eight years, was tipsy when he came out to her.
They say that the moment she saw him, without any explanations, she at
once delivered him two good, resounding slaps and jerked him three times
by his forelock; then, without adding a word, she made straight for the
cottage and the two boys. Seeing at a glance that they were unwashed and
in dirty shirts, she gave one more slap to Grigory himself and announced to
him that she was taking both children home with her, then carried them
outside just as they were, wrapped them in a plaid, put them in the
carriage, and took them to her own town. Grigory bore his slap like a
devoted slave, without a word of abuse, and while helping the old lady to
her carriage, he bowed low and said imposingly that “God would reward
her for the orphans.” “And you are a lout all the same!” the general's widow
shouted as she drove away. Fyodor Pavlovich, thinking the whole thing
over, found that it was a good thing, and in a formal agreement regarding
his children’s education by the general's widow did not afterwards object
to any point. As for the slaps he had gotten, he drove all over town telling
the story himself.

It so happened that the general’'s widow, too, died soon after that. In
her will, however, she set aside a thousand roubles for each of the little
ones, “for their education, and so that the money will be spent only on them,
but in a way that will make it last until their coming of age, for it is quite
enough of a handout for such children, and if anyone else wants to, let him
loosen his own purse-strings,” and so on and so forth. | did not read the will
myself, but 've heard that there was indeed something strange of this sort
in it, and rather peculiarly expressed. The old woman’s principal heir,
however, turned out to be an honest man, the provincial marshal of nobility

of that province,[@] Yefim Petrovich Polenov. After an exchange of letters
with Fyodor Paviovich, he guessed at once that no one could drag any
money out of him even for the education of his own children (though he
never refused directly, but in such cases always simply delayed,
sometimes even pouring out sentimentalities). He took a personal interest
in the orphans, and came especially to love the younger one, Alexei, who
for a long time even grew up in his family. | should like the reader to
remember that from the very beginning. If there was anyone to whom the



brothers were indebted for their upbringing and education for the rest of
their lives, it was to this Yefim Petrovich, a most generous and humane
man, of a kind rarely found. The thousands left to the little ones by the
general’'s widow he kept intact, so that by the time they came of age, each
thousand with interest had grown to two thousand, and meanwhile he
educated them at his own expense, certainly spending far more than a
thousand on each boy. Again, for the time being, | will not go into a detailed
account of their childhood and adolescence, but will note only the most
important circumstances. However, of the elder, Ivan, | will only say that as
he was growing up he was somehow gloomy and withdrawn, far from timid,
but as if he had already perceived by the age of ten that they were indeed
living in someone else’s family and on someone else’s charity, that their
father was such that it was a shame to speak of him, and so on and so
forth. The boy began very early, almost in infancy (so they say at least), to
show some sort of unusual and brilliant aptitude for learning. | do not know
exactly how, but it somehow happened that he parted from Yefim
Petrovich's family when he was barely thirteen, passing on to one of the
Moscow secondary schools and boarding with a certain experienced and
then-famous pedagogue, a childhood friend of Yefim Petrovich's. lvan
himself used to say afterwards that it all happened, so to speak, because
of the “ardor for good works” of Yefim Petrovich, who was carried away by
the idea that a boy of genius must also be educated by an educator of
genius. However, neither Yefim Petrovich nor the educator of genius was
living when the young man, having finished school, entered university.
Yefim Petrovich left his affairs in disarray, and owing to red tape and the
various formalities quite unavoidable among us, there was a delay in
obtaining the children’s own money, left to them by the cranky widow, which
had grown from one thousand to two thousand with interest, so that for his
first two years at the university the young man found himself in a pickle,
since he was forced all the while both to feed and keep himself and to
study at the same time. It must be noted that he did not even try at that time
to communicate with his father—perhaps out of pride or contempt for him,
perhaps because his cold common sense told him that he would not get
even the smallest token of support from his papa. Be that as it may, the
young man was not at all at a loss, and did succeed in finding work, at first
giving lessons at twenty kopecks an hour, and then running around to



newspaper publishers, plying them with ten-line articles on street incidents,
signed “Eyewitness.” These little articles, they say, were always so
curiously and quaintly written that they were soon in great demand; and
even in this alone the young man demonstrated his practical and
intellectual superiority over that eternally needy and miserable mass of our
students of both sexes who, in our capitals, from morning till night,
habitually haunt the doorways of various newspapers and magaznes,
unable to invent anything better than the eternal repetition of one and the
same plea for copying work or translations from the French. Having made
the acquaintance of the editors, lvan Fyodorovich never broke his
connection with them afterwards, and in his later years at the university
began to publish rather talented reviews of books on various specific
subjects, so that he even became known in some literary circles. However,
it was only quite recently that he had succeeded by accident in suddenly
attracting to himself the particular attention of a much wider circle of
readers, so that a great many people at once noticed and remembered
him. The incident was rather curious. Having already graduated from the
university, and while preparing to go abroad on his two thousand roubles,
lvan Fyodorovich suddenly published in one of the big newspapers a
strange article that attracted the attention even of non-experts, and above
all on a subject apparently altogether foreign to him, since he had
graduated in natural science. The article dealt with the issue of

ecclesiastical courts, which was then being raised everywhere.m While
analyzing some already-existing opinions on the subject, he also
expressed his own view. The main thing was the tone of the article and its
remarkably unexpected conclusion. And yet many churchmen decidedly
counted the author as one of their own. Suddenly, however, along with
them, not only secularists but even atheists themselves began to applaud
from their side. Finally some quick-witted people concluded that the whole
article was just a brazen farce and mockery. | mention this incident
particularly because the article in time also penetrated our famous
neighboring monastery, where there was general interest in the newly
emerged issue of ecclesiastical courts—penetrated and produced
complete bewilderment. When they learned the author’s name, they
became interested in the fact that he was a native of our town and a son of



“that very same Fyodor Paviovich.” And then suddenly, just at that time, the
author himself appeared among us.

Why Ivan Fyodorovich came to us then is a question | even recall
asking myself at the time, almost with a certain uneasiness. This so-fateful
arrival, which was the start of so many consequences, long afterwards
remained almost always unclear to me. Generally considered, it was
strange that so learned, so proud, and seemingly so prudent a young man
should suddenly appear in such a scandalous house, before such a father,
who had ignored him all his life, who did not know or remember him, and
who, though if his son had asked, he would certainly not have given him
any money for anything in the world or under any circumstances,
nonetheless was afraid all his life that his sons Ivan and Alexei, too, would
one day come and ask for money. And here the young man comes to live
in the house of such a father, lives with him for one month, then for another,
and they get along famously. This last fact especially astonished not only
me but many others as well. Pyotr Alexandrovich Miusov, whom | have
already mentioned, a distant relation of Fyodor Paviovich’s through his first
wife, happened to be in the neighborhood again at that time on his nearby
estate, paying us a visit from Paris, where he had already settled
permanently. | remember it was precisely he who marveled most of all
when he got acquainted with the young man, who interested him greatly
and with whom he used—not without inner pangs—to have occasional
intellectual altercations. “He is proud,” he used to say to us about him, “he
will always have something in his pocket, and even now he has enough
money to go abroad—what does he want here? It's clear to everyone that
he did not come to his father for money, because in any case his father
won't give it to him. He doesn't like drinking and debauchery, and yet the
old man can’t do without him, they get along so well!” It was true: the young
man even had a noticeable influence over the old man; the latter almost
began to listen to him occasionally, though he was extremely and at times
even spitefully willful; he even began sometimes to behave more decently.

Only later did we learn that lvan Fyodorovich had come partly at the
request and on the behalf of his elder brother, Dmitri Fyodorovich, whom
he met and saw for the first time in his life on this visit, but with whom,
however, he had entered into correspondence prior to his arrival from
Moscow, on the occasion of a certain important matter of more concern to



Dmitri Fyodorovich than to himself. What that matter was, the reader will
learn fully and in detail in due time. Nevertheless, even when | already knew
about this special circumstance, van Fyodorovich still seemed to me a
mysterious person, and his arrival among us still inexplicable.

| will add that Ivan Fyodorovich seemed at the time to be a mediator
and conciliator between his father and his elder brother, Dmitri
Fyodorovich, who had gotten into a great quarrel with his father and had
even started formal proceedings against him.

This nice little family, | repeat, got together then for the first time and
some of its members saw each other for the first time in their lives. Only the
youngest brother, Alexei Fyodorovich, had been living in our parts already
for about a year, and so had come to us before the rest of his brothers. It is
about this very Alexei that it is most difficult for me to speak in my
introductory story, before bringing him on stage in the novel. Still, | shall
have to write an introduction for him as well, if only to give a preliminary
explanation of one very strange point—namely, that | must present my
future hero to the reader, from the first scene of his novel, dressed in the
cassock of a novice. Yes, at that time he had been living for about a year in
our monastery, and it seemed he was preparing to shut himself up in it for
the rest of his life.

Chapter 4: The Third Son, Alyosha

He was then only twenty years old (his brother lvan was in his twenty-
fourth year, and their elder brother, Dmitri, was going on twenty-eight). First
of all  announce that this young man, Alyosha, was not at all a fanatic, and,
in my view at least, even not at all a mystic. | will give my full opinion

beforehand: he was simply an early lover of mankind,”~ and if he threw
himself into the monastery path, it was only because it alone struck him at
the time and presented him, so to speak, with an ideal way out for his soul
struggling from the darkness of worldly wickedness towards the light of
love. And this path struck him only because on it at that time he met a
remarkable being, in his opinion, our famous monastery elder Zosima, to



whom he became attached with all the ardent first love of his unquenchable
heart. However, | do not deny that he was, at that time, already very
strange, having been so even from the cradle. Incidentally, | have already
mentioned that although he lost his mother in his fourth year, he
remembered her afterwards all his life, her face, her caresses, “as if she
were standing alive before me.” Such memories can be remembered
(everyone knows this) even from an earlier age, even from the age of two,
but they only emerge throughout one’s life as specks of light, as it were,
against the darkness, as a corner torn from a huge picture, which has all
faded and disappeared except for that little corner. That is exactly how it
was with him: he remembered a quiet summer evening, an open window,
the slanting rays of the setting sun (these slanting rays he remembered
most of all), an icon in the corner of the room, a lighted oil-lamp in front of it,
and before the icon, on her knees, his mother, sobbing as if in hysterics,
with shrieks and cries, seizing him in her arms, hugging him so tightly that it
hurt, and pleading for him to the Mother of God, holding him out from her
embrace with both arms towards the icon, as if under the protection of the
Mother of God ... and suddenly a nurse rushes in and snatches him from
her in fear. What a picture! Alyosha remembered his mother’s face, too, at
that moment: he used to say that it was frenzied, but beautiful, as far as he
could remember. But he rarely cared to confide this memory to anyone. In
his childhood and youth he was not very effusive, not even very talkative,
not from mistrust, not from shyness or sullen unsociability, but even quite
the contrary, from something different, from some inner preoccupation, as
it were, strictly personal, of no concern to others, but so important for him
that because of it he would, as it were, forget others. But he did love
people; he lived all his life, it seemed, with complete faith in people, and
yet no one ever considered him either naive or a simpleton. There was
something in him that told one, that convinced one (and it was so all his life
afterwards) that he did not want to be a judge of men, that he would not
take judgment upon himself and would not condemn anyone for anything. It
seemed, even, that he accepted everything without the least
condemnation, though often with deep sadness. Moreover, in this sense he
even went so far that no one could either surprise or frighten him, and this
even in his very early youth. Coming to his father in his twentieth year,
precisely into that den of dirty iniquity, he, chaste and pure, would simply



retire quietly when it was unbearable to watch, yet without the least
expression of contempt or condemnation of anyone at all. His father, a
former sponger and therefore touchy and easily offended, and who met
him at first with sullen suspicion (“He’s too quiet,” he said, “and he reasons
in himself too much”), soon ended up, nonetheless, in no more than two
weeks, by hugging and kissing him terribly often, with drunken tears and
tipsy sentimentality, true, but apparently having come to love him sincerely
and deeply, more than such a man had, of course, ever managed to love
anyone else.

Indeed, everyone loved this young man wherever he appeared, and it
was so even in his earliest childhood. When he came to live in the house of
his benefactor and guardian, Yefim Petrovich Polenov, he attached
everyone in the family to himself so much that they decidedly considered
him, as it were, their own child. Yet he entered the house at such an early
age that one could hardly expect in a child any calculated cunning, or
pushiness, or skill in ingratiating himself, or knowledge of how to please
and how to make himself loved. Thus he possessed in himself, in his very
nature, so to speak, artlessly and directly, the gift of awakening a special
love for himself. It was the same with him at school, too, and yet it would
seem that he was exactly the kind of child who awakens mistrust,
sometimes mockery, and perhaps also hatred, in his schoolmates. He
used, for instance, to lapse into revery and, as it were, set himself apart.
Even as a child, he liked to go into a corner and read books, and yet his
schoolmates, too, loved him so much that he could decidedly be called
everyone’s favorite all the while he was at school. He was seldom playful,
seldom even merry, but anyone could see at once, at a glance, that this
was not from any kind of sullenness, that, on the contrary, he was serene
and even-tempered. He never wanted to show off in front of his peers.
Maybe for that very reason he was never afraid of anyone, and yet the boys
realized at once that he was not at all proud of his fearlessness, but looked
as if he did not realize that he was brave and fearless. He never
remembered an offense. Sometimes an hour after the offense he would
speak to the offender or answer some question with as trustful and serene
an expression as though nothing had happened between them at all. And
he did not look as if he had accidentally forgotten or intentionally forgiven
the offense; he simply did not consider it an offense, and this decidedly



captivated the boys and conquered them. There was only one trait in him
that in all the grades of his school from the lowest even to the highest
awakened in his schoolmates a constant desire to tease him, not out of
malicious mockery but simply because they found it funny. This trait was a
wild, frantic modesty and chastity. He could not bear to hear certain words
and certain conversations about women. These “certain” words and
conversations, unfortunately, are ineradicable in schools. Boys, while still
almost children, pure in mind and heart, very often like to talk in classes
among themselves and even aloud about such things, pictures and
images, as even soldiers would not speak of, moreover, many things that
soldiers themselves do not know or understand are already familiar to still
quite young children of our educated and higher society. There is, perhaps,
no moral depravity yet, and no cynicism either of a real, depraved, inner
sort, but there is external cynicism, and this is not infrequently regarded
among them as something refined, subtle, daring, and worthy of emulation.
Seeing that “Alyoshka Karamazov” quickly put his fingers in his ears when
they talked “about that,” they would sometimes purposely crowd around
him, pull his hands away by force, and shout foul things into both his ears,
while he struggled, slipped to the floor, lay down, covered his head, all
without saying a word to them, without any abuse, silently enduring the
offense. In the end, however, they left him alone and no longer teased him
with being “a little girl”; moreover, they looked upon him, in this respect,
with compassion. Incidentally, he was always among the best of his class
in his studies, but was never the first.

After Yefim Petrovich died, Alyosha spent two more years at the local
secondary school. Yefim Petrovich’s inconsolable spouse left almost
immediately after his death for a long visit to ltaly with her whole family,
which consisted entirely of persons of the female sex, while Alyosha wound
up in the house of two ladies he had never even seen before, some distant
relations of Yefim Petrovich’s, but on what terms he himself did not know. It
was characteristic, even highly characteristic of him, that he never worried
about who was supporting him. In this he was the complete opposite of his
older brother, lvan Fyodorovich, who lived in poverty for his first two years
at the university, supporting himself by his own labor, and who even as a
child was bitterly aware that he was eating his benefactor’s bread. But it
was not possible, it seems, to judge this strange trait in Alexei’s character



very harshly, for anyone who got to know him a little would immediately be
convinced, if the question arose, that Alexei must be one of those youths,

like holy fools,[g] as it were, who, if they were to chance upon even a large
fortune, would have no trouble giving it away for a good deed to the first
asker, or maybe even to some clever swindler who approached them.
Generally speaking, he seemed not to know the value of money at all—not,
of course, in the literal sense. When he was given pocket money, which he
himself never asked for, he either did not know what to do with it for weeks
on end, or was so terribly careless with it that it disappeared in a moment.
Later, after getting used to Alyosha, Pyotr Alexandrovich Miusov, who was
rather ticklish on the subjects of money and bourgeois honesty, once
pronounced the following aphorism: “Here, perhaps, is the only man in the
world who, were you to leave him alone and without money on the square
of some unknown city with a population of a million, would not perish, would
not die of cold and hunger, for he would immediately be fed and
immediately be taken care of, and if no one else took care of him, he
would immediately take care of himself, and it would cost him no effort, and
no humiliation, and he would be no burden to those who took care of him,
who perhaps, on the contrary, would consider it a pleasure.”

He did not complete his studies at school; he had one more year to go
when he suddenly announced to his ladies that he had to see his father
about a certain matter that had come into his head. They were sorry for him
and did not want to let him go. The trip was very inexpensive, and the
ladies would not allow him to pawn his watch—a gift from his benefactor’s
family before they went abroad—but luxuriously provided him with means,
and even with new clothes and linen. He, however, returned half the money;,
announcing that he definitely intended to travel third class. On his arrival in
our town, he made no direct reply to the first question of his parent: “And
precisely why this visit before you've finished your studies?” but he was,
they say, more than usually thoughtful. It soon became clear that he was
looking for his mother’s grave. He even as much as confessed himself,
then, that that was the sole purpose of his coming. But this hardly
exhausted the reasons for his visit. Most likely he himself did not know and
would not at all have been able to explain what it was precisely that
suddenly rose up in his soul and irresistibly drew him onto some sort of



new, unknown, but already inevitable path. Fyodor Paviovich could not
show him where he had buried his second wife, because he had never
visited her grave after her coffin was covered with earth, and it was all so
long ago that he just could not recall where they had buried her . . .

By the way, about Fyodor Paviovich. For a long time before then, he
had not been living in our town. Three or four years after his second wife’s
death, he set off for the south of Russia and finally wound up in Odessa,
where he lived for several years in a row. First, he made the acquaintance,
in his own words, of “a lot of Yids, big Yids, little Yids, baby Yids,” but he
ended up later being received “not just by Yids but by Jews, too.” We may
assume it was during this period of his life that he developed his special
skill at knocking money together, and at knocking it out of other people. He
came back to our town again, finally, only three years before Alyosha’s
arrival. Former acquaintances found him terribly aged, though he was by
no means such an old man. He behaved, shall we say, not with more
dignity but somehow with more effrontery. There appeared in this old
buffoon, for example, an insolent need to make others into buffoons. He
now loved to be outrageous with the female sex, not simply as before, but
even, somehow, in a more repulsive way. He soon became the founder of
a number of new taverns throughout the district. it was apparent that he had
maybe as much as a hundred thousand, or perhaps only a little less. Many
inhabitants of our town and district immediately got into debt with him,
naturally on the best securities. Lately he had somehow become bloated;
he began somehow to be erratic, lost his self-control, and even fell into a
sort of lightheadedness; he would start one thing and end up with another;
he somehow became scattered; and he got drunk more and more often. If
it hadn’'t been for the very same servant Grigory, who by then had also
aged considerably, and who looked after him sometimes almost like a
tutor, Fyodor Paviovich would not have gotten away without serious trouble.
Alyosha’s arrival seemed to affect him even on the moral side, as if
something woke up in this untimely old man, something that had long been
stifled in his soul. “Do you know,” he now often said to Alyosha, studying
him intently, “you resemble her, the ‘shrieker?” That was how he referred to
his dead wife, Alyosha’s mother. The “shrieker’s” grave was finally pointed
out to Alyosha by the servant Grigory. He took him to our town cemetery,
and there, in a remote corner, showed him a cast-iron marker, inexpensive



but well tended, on which there was an inscription giving the name, social
position, age, and date of death of the deceased woman, and below that
even some sort of four-line verse chosen from the old cemetery lore
commonly used on middle-class tombs. Surprisingly, this marker turned
out to be Grigory's doing. He himself had erected it over the grave of the
poor “shrieker” at his own expense, after Fyodor Paviovich, whom he had
already pestered with numberless reminders about the grave, finally went
off to Odessa, brushing aside not only graves but all his memories.
Alyosha did not show any particular emotion at his mother’s grave; he
simply listened to a solemn and sensible account of the construction of the
marker, stood for a while looking downcast, and walked away without
saying a word. After that, perhaps even for a whole year, he did not visit the
cemetery. But this little episode also had an effect on Fyodor Paviovich—
and a very original one. He suddenly took a thousand roubles and brought
them to our monastery to have memorial services said for the soul of his
wife, but not of his second wife, Alyosha’s mother, the “shrieker,” but of the
first, Adelaida vanovna, who used to thrash him. In the evening of that day,
he got drunk and berated monks to Alyosha. He was far from religious; the
man probably had never put a five-kopek candle in front of an icon.
Strange fits of sudden feelings and sudden thoughts come over such
individuals.

| have already mentioned that he had grown very bloated. His
physiognomy by that time presented something that testified acutely to the
characteristics and essence of his whole life. Besides the long, fleshy bags
under his eternally insolent, suspicious, and leering little eyes, besides the
multitude of deep wrinkles on his fat little face, a big Adam’s apple, fleshy
and oblong like a purse, hung below his sharp chin, giving him a sort of
repulsively sensual appearance. Add to that a long, carnivorous mouth with
plump lips, behind which could be seen the little stumps of black, almost
decayed teeth. He sprayed saliva whenever he spoke. However, he
himself liked to make jokes about his own face, although he was
apparently pleased with it. He pointed especially to his nose, which was
not very big but was very thin and noticeably hooked. “A real Roman one,”
he used to say. “Along with my Adam’s apple, it gives me the real
physiognomy of an ancient Roman patrician of the decadent period.” He
seemed to be proud of it.



And then, quite soon after finding his mother’s grave, Alyosha suddenly
announced to him that he wanted to enter the monastery and that the
monks were prepared to accept him as a novice. He explained further that
this was his highest desire and that he was asking for his solemn consent
as his father. The old man already knew that the elder Zosima, who was
seeking salvation in the monastery hermitage, had made a particular
impression on his “quiet boy.”

“That elder is, of course, the most honest man there,” he remarked,
having listened to Alyosha silently and thoughtfully, almost, however, as if
he were not at all surprised by his request. “Hm ... so that’s where you want
to go, my quiet boy!” He was half drunk, and suddenly smiled his long, half-
drunken smile, which was not devoid of cunning and drunken slyness. “Hm
... l even had a feeling you'd end up with something like that, can you
imagine? That's just where you were headed. Well, why not? After all, you
do have your little two thousand—there’s a dowry for youl—and |, my angel,
will never forget you, I'll pay in for you now, too, whatever’s due, if they ask.
And if they don't ask, well, we can’'t go pushing ourselves on them, can we?
You spend money like a canary, anyway, two little grains a week ... Hm.
You know, there’s one monastery that has a little village nearby, and
everybody around knows that only ‘monastery wives’ live there, that's what
they call them, about thirty little bits of wives, I'd say ... | was there, and, you
know, it's interesting—in its own way, of course, for the sake of variety. The
only trouble is this terrible Russianism, there are no French women at all,
not so far, and there could be, the money’s there, plenty of it. Once the
word gets around, theyll come. Well, there’s nothing like that here, no
monastery wives, and about two hundred monks. It's honest. They fast. |
admit it ... Hm. So you want to go to the monks? You know, I'm sorry for
you, Alyosha, truly, believe me, I've grown to love you ... However, it's a
good opportunity: you can pray for us sinners, we’ve sat around sinning too
much. | keep thinking all the time: who is ever going to pray for me? Is there
anyone in the world? My dear boy, you know, I'm terribly stupid about these
things, would you believe it? Terribly stupid. You see, stupid as | am, I still
keep thinking about it, | keep thinking, every once in a while, of course, not
all the time. Surely it's impossible, | think, that the devils will forget to drag
me down to their place with their hooks when I die. And then I think: hooks?
Where do they get them? What are they made of? Iron? Where do they



forge them? Have they got some kind of factory down there? You know, in
the monastery the monks probably believe there’s a ceiling in hell, for
instance. Now me, I'm ready to believe in hell, only there shouldn’'t be any
ceiling; that would be, as it were, more refined, more enlightened, more
Lutheran, in other words. Does it really make any difference—uwith a ceiling
or without a ceiling? But that's what the damned question is all about!
Because if there’s no ceiling, then there are no hooks. And if there are no
hooks, the whole thing falls apart, which, again, is unlikely, because then
who will drag me down with hooks, because if they don’'t drag me down,
what then, and where is there any justice in the world? Il faudrait les

inventer,mjthose hooks, just for me, for me alone, because you have no
idea, Alyosha, what a stinker | am...I” “No, there are no hooks there,”
Alyosha said quietly and seriously, studying his father.

“Yes, yes. Only shadows of hooks. | know, | know. That's how one
Frenchman described hell: Jai vu l'ombre dun cocher, qui avec l'ombre

dune brosse frottait l'ombre dune carrosse.[ﬂ] How do you know, my
dear, that there are no hooks? When you've been with the monks for a
while, you'll sing a different tune. But go, get to the truth there, and come
back and tell me: anyway it will be easier to go to the other world knowing
for certain what it's like. And it will be more proper for you to live with the
monks than with me, a little old drunk man with his young girls ... though
you're like an angel, nothing touches you. Well, maybe nothing will touch
you there either, that’s why 'm letting you do it, because | hope for that. The
devil hasn't made off with your wits. You'll burn and burn out, you'll get
cured and come back. And I'll be waiting for you: | really feel you're the only
one in the world who hasn’'t condemned me, you are, my dear boy, | feel it,
how can I not feel it...!I"”

He even began to snivel. He was sentimental. He was wicked and
sentimental.

Chapter 5: Elders



Perhaps some of my readers will think that my young man was a sickly,
ecstatic, poorly developed person, a pale dreamer, a meager, emaciated
little fellow. On the contrary, Alyosha was at that time a well-built, red-
cheeked nineteen-year-old youth, clear-eyed and bursting with health. He
was at that time even quite handsome, slender, of above-average height,
with dark brown hair, a regular though slightly elongated face, and bright,
deep gray, widely set eyes, rather thoughtful, and apparently rather serene.
Some will say, perhaps, that red cheeks are quite compatible with both
fanaticism and mysticism, but it seems to me that Alyosha was even more
of a realist than the rest of us. Oh, of course, in the monastery he believed
absolutely in miracles, but in my opinion miracles will never confound a
realist. It is not miracles that bring a realist to faith. A true realist, if he is not
a believer, will always find in himself the strength and ability not to believe
in miracles as well, and if a miracle stands before him as an irrefutable
fact, he will sooner doubt his own senses than admit the fact. And even if
he does admit it, he will admit it as a fact of nature that was previously
unknown to him. In the realist, faith is not born from miracles, but miracles
from faith. Once the realist comes to believe, then, precisely because of
his realism, he must also allow for miracles. The Apostle Thomas declared
that he would not believe until he saw, and when he saw, he said: “My Lord
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and my God!* Was it the miracle that made him believe? Most likely
not, but he believed first and foremost because he wished to believe, and
maybe already fully believed in his secret heart even as he was saying: “I
will not believe until I see.”

Some will say, perhaps, that Alyosha was slow, undeveloped, had not
finished his studies, and so on. That he had not finished his studies is true,
but to say that he was slow or stupid would be a great injustice. | will simply
repeat what | have already said above: he set out upon this path only
because at the time it alone struck him and presented him all at once with
the whole ideal way out for his soul struggling from darkness to light. Add
to this that he was partly a young man of our time—that is, honest by
nature, demanding the truth, seeking it and believing in it, and in that belief
demanding immediate participation in it with all the strength of his soul;
demanding an immediate deed, with an unfailing desire to sacrifice
everything for this deed, even life. Although, unfortunately, these young men



do not understand that the sacrifice of life is, perhaps, the easiest of all
sacrifices in many cases, while to sacrifice, for example, five or six years
of their ebulliently youthful life to hard, difficult studies, to learning, in order
to increase tenfold their strength to serve the very truth and the very deed
that they loved and set out to accomplish—such sacrifice is quite often
almost beyond the strength of many of them. Alyosha simply chose the
opposite path from all others, but with the same thirst for an immediate
deed. As soon as he reflected seriously and was struck by the conviction
that immortality and God exist, he naturally said at once to himself: “l want
to live for immortality, and | reject any halfway compromise.” In just the
same way, if he had decided that immortality and God do not exist, he
would immediately have joined the atheists and socialists (for socialism is
not only the labor question or the question of the so-called fourth estate, but
first of all the question of atheism, the question of the modern embodiment
of atheism, the question of the Tower of Babel buiilt precisely without God,

i 3l
not to go from earth to heaven but to bring heaven down to earth).
Alyosha it even seemed strange and impossible to go on living as before.
It was said: “If thou wilt be perfect, give all that thou hast to the poor and

come and follow me.”m} So Alyosha said to himself: “| cannot give two
roubles instead of ‘all, and instead of ‘follow me’ just go to the Sunday
liturgy.” Among his early childhood memories, something may have been
preserved about our neighboring monastery, where his mother may have
taken him to the Sunday liturgy. Perhaps he was also affected by the
slanting rays of the setting sun before the icon to which his mother, the
“shrieker,” held him out. Thoughtful, he came to us, then, maybe only to see
if it was “all” here, or if here, too, there were only “two roubles”—and in the
monastery he met this elder . . .

This elder was, as | have explained above, the elder Zosima; but |
ought to say a few words first about what, generally, the “elders” in our
monasteries are, and the pity is that | feel myself not very competent or
steady on this path. | shall try, however, to give a superficial account in a
few words. First of all, special and competent people maintain that elders
and the institution of elders appeared in our country, in our Russian



monasteries, only very recently, less than a hundred years ago, whereas in

[15]

the whole Orthodox East, especially on Sinai and Athos, they have
existed for well over a thousand years. Some maintain that the institution of
elders also existed in Russia in ancient times, or must have existed, but

16
that owing to national calamities—the Tartar yoke,u disorders, the
interruption of the former ties with the East after the fall of

17
Constanti nople[_]—the institution was forgotten and elders ceased. It was
revived again in our country at the end of the last century by one of the

[18]

great ascetics (as he is known), Paissy Velichkovsky, and his
disciples, but even to this day, after almost a hundred years, it exists in
rather few monasteries and has sometimes been subjected almost to
persecution as an unheard-of innovation in Russia. The institution

flourished especially in one celebrated hermitage, Kozelskaya-Optina. 19
When and by whom it was planted in our neighboring monastery | cannot
say, but they had already counted a succession of three elders, the latest
being the elder Zosima. But he himself was now dying from weakness and
disease, and they did not even know whom to replace him with. It was an
important question for our monastery, which until then had not been famous
for anything in particular: it had no relics of saints, no wonder-working
icons, not even any glorious legends connected with its history, nor did it
have to its credit any historical deeds or services to the fatherland. It
flourished and became famous all over Russia precisely because of the
elders, whom crowds of pilgrims from all over Russia, from thousands of
miles, came flocking to us to see and hear. What, then, is an elder? An
elder is one who takes your soul, your will into his soul and into his will.
Having chosen an elder, you renounce your will and give it to him under
total obedience and with total self-renunciation. A man who dooms himself
to this trial, this terrible school of life, does so voluntarily, in the hope that
after the long trial he will achieve self-conquest, self-mastery to such a
degree that he will, finally, through a whole life’s obedience, attain to
perfect freedom—that is, freedom from himself—and avoid the lot of those
who live their whole lives without finding themselves in themselves. This
invention—that is, the institution of elders—is not a theoretical one, but



grew in the East out of a practice that in our time is already more than a
thousand years old. The obligations due to an elder are not the same as
the ordinary “obedience” that has always existed in our Russian
monasteries as well. All disciples accept an eternal confession to the
elder, and an indissoluble bond between the one who binds and the one
who is bound. They say, for instance, that once in the early days of
Christianity there was such a disciple who, having failed to fulfill a certain
obedience imposed on him by his elder, left his monastery in Syria and
went to another country, to Egypt. There, after a long life of great
asceticism, it was finally granted him to suffer torture and die a martyr for
the faith. When the Church, already venerating him as a saint, went to bury
his body, suddenly, at the deacon’s exclamation: “All catechumens,

depar‘t,”@] the coffin containing the martyr’s body tore from its place and
cast itself out of the church. This happened three times. In the end, it was
discovered that this holy martyr had broken his obedience and left his
elder, and therefore could not be forgiven without the elder’s absolution,
even despite his great deeds. The elder was summoned and absolved him
of his obedience, and only then could his burial take place. Of course, all
that is only ancient legend, but here is a recent fact: one of our
contemporary monks was seeking salvation on Mount Athos, and suddenly
his elder ordered him to leave Athos, which he loved and adored with all
his soul as a haven of peace, and go first to Jerusalem to venerate the holy
places, and then back to Russia, to the north, to Siberia: “Your place is
there, not here.” Stricken and overcome with grief, the monk went to

Constantinople, to the Ecumenical Patriarch,m] and implored him to
release him from his obedience, but the Ecumenical bishop replied that
not only was he, the Ecumenical Patriarch, unable to release him but there
neither was nor could be any power on earth that could release him from
his obedience, once it had been imposed by the elder, except the power of
the very elder who had imposed it. Thus elders are, in certain cases,
granted a boundless and inconceivable power. That is why in many
Russian monasteries the institution of elders was first met almost with
persecution. Yet elders immediately found great respect among the
people. For instance, common people as well as the highest nobility
flocked to the elders of our monastery so that, prostrating before them, they



could confess to them their doubts, their sins, their sufferings, and ask for
advice and admonition. Seeing which, the opponents of the elders
shouted, among other accusations, that here the sacrament of confession
was being arbitrarily and frivolously degraded, although a disciple’s or
layman’s ceaseless confession of his soul to the elder is not at all
sacramental. In the end, however, the institution of elders held out and is
being established little by little in Russian monasteries. It is also true,
perhaps, that this tested and already thousand-year-old instrument for the
moral regeneration of man from slavery to freedom and to moral perfection
may turn into a double-edged weapon, which may lead a person not to
humility and ultimate self-control but, on the contrary, to the most satanic
pride—that is, to fetters and not to freedom.

The elder Zosima was about sixty-five years old, came from a
landowning family, had been in the army back in his very early youth, and
served in the Caucasus as a commissioned officer. No doubt he struck
Alyosha by some special quality of his soul. Alyosha lived in the cell of the
elder, who loved him very much and allowed him to stay by him. It should
be noted that Alyosha, while living in the monastery at that time, was not yet
bound by anything, could go wherever he pleased even for whole days, and
if he wore a cassock, it was voluntarily, so as not to be different from
anyone else in the monastery. But of course he also liked it. It may be that
Alyosha’s youthful imagination was deeply affected by the power and fame
that constantly surrounded his elder. Man