
   [image: Cover: The Double by Fyodor Dostoevsky]

   
      
         
            Fyodor Dostoevsky
      

            The Double
      

            Translated by Constance Garnett
      

         

         
            SAGA Egmont
      

         

      
   


   
      
         
            The Double

             
      

            Translated by Constance Garnett

             
      

            Original title: Двойник

             
      

            Original language: Russian

             
      

            The characters and use of language in the work do not express the views of the publisher. The work is published as a historical document that describes its contemporary human perception.

Cover image: Freepik/@master1305

Copyright © 1859, 2022 SAGA Egmont

             
      

            All rights reserved

             
      

            ISBN: 9788726501315

             
      

            1st ebook edition

Format: EPUB 3.0

             
      

            No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

This work is republished as a historical document. It contains contemporary use of language.

             
      

            www.sagaegmont.com

Saga is a subsidiary of Egmont. Egmont is Denmark’s largest media company and fully owned by the Egmont Foundation, which donates almost 13,4 million euros annually to children in difficult circumstances.

         

      
   


   
      
         
            Chapter I
      

         

         I
         t
          was a little before eight o’clock in the morning when Yakov Petrovich Golyadkin, a titular councilor, woke up from a long sleep. He yawned, stretched, and at last opened his eyes completely. For some two minutes, however, he lay in his bed without moving, like a man who is not yet quite certain whether he is awake or still asleep, whether all that is going on around him is real and actual, or the continuation of his confused dreams. Very soon, however, Mr. Golyadkin’s senses began to receive their habitual, everyday impressions more clearly and more distinctly. The dirty green, smoke-begrimed, dusty walls of his little room, his mahogany chest of drawers and imitation mahogany chairs, the table painted red, the ottoman upholstered in reddish oilcloth with little green flowers on it, and finally the clothes taken off in haste overnight and flung in a crumpled heap on the sofa, all looked at him familiarly. At last the gray autumn day, dull and dirty, peeped into the room through the dingy windowpane with such a sour grimace that Mr. Golyadkin could not possibly doubt any longer that he was not in the never-never land, but in the capital city of Petersburg, in his own flat on the fourth story of a huge tenement house in Shestilavochny Street. Having made this important discovery, Mr. Golyadkin closed his eyes, as though regretting his dream and convulsively wanting to bring it back for a moment. But a minute later he leaped out of bed at one bound, probably all at once grasping the idea about which his scattered and wandering thoughts had been revolving until then. From his bed he ran straight to a little round looking glass that stood on the chest of drawers. Though the sleepy, weak-sighted countenance and rather bald head reflected in the mirror were of such an insignificant character that at first sight they would certainly not have attracted anyone’s particular attention, yet the owner of the countenance was satisfied with all that he saw in the looking glass. “What a thing it would be,” said Mr. Golyadkin in an undertone, “what a thing it would be if I were not up to the mark today, if something were amiss, if some unauthorized pimple had made its appearance, or anything else unpleasant had happened; so far, however, there’s nothing wrong, so far all goes well.” Greatly delighted that all went well, Mr. Golyadkin put the looking glass back in its place and, although he was barefoot and in the attire in which he was accustomed to go to bed, he ran to the window and with great interest began looking for something in the courtyard, which the windows of his flat fronted. Apparently what he was looking for in the yard quite satisfied him too; his face beamed with a self-satisfied smile. Then, after first peeping, however, behind the partition into his valet Petrushka’s cubicle and making sure that Petrushka was not there, he tiptoed to the table, unlocked the drawer in it, and, fumbling in the farthest comer of it, took from under old yellowed papers and all sorts of rubbish a shabby green pocketbook, opened it cautiously, and with care and relish peeped into the remotest, secret fold of it. Probably the wad of green, gray, blue, red, and particolored notes looked at Golyadkin, too, affably and approvingly: with a radiant face he laid the open pocketbook before him and rubbed his hands vigorously in token of the greatest pleasure. Finally, he took it out—his comforting wad of notes—and, for the hundredth time since the previous day, counted them over, carefully rubbing every note between forefinger and thumb.

         “Seven hundred and fifty roubles in notes,” he concluded at last, in a half-whisper. “Seven hundred and fifty roubles, a notable sum! It’s an agreeable sum,” he went on, in a trembling voice somewhat weak with gratification, as he squeezed the wad with his fingers and smiled significantly; “a very agreeable sum! A sum agreeable to anyone! I should like to see the man to whom that would be a trivial sum! There’s no knowing how far a sum like that may lead a man…. What’s the meaning of it, though?” thought Mr. Golyadkin; “where’s Petrushka?” And still in the same attire he peeped behind the partition again. Again there was no sign of Petrushka; and alone the samovar standing on the floor was beside itself, fuming and raging, threatening every minute to boil over, chattering in its queer lisping, burring language, probably telling Mr. Golyadkin something like, “Take me, good people, I’m perfectly ripe and ready.”

         “Damn the fellow,” thought Mr. Golyadkin. “That lazy brute might really drive a man out of all patience; where’s he dawdling now?”

         In righteous indignation he went out into the hall, which consisted of a little corridor at the end of which was a door into the entry, and saw his servant surrounded by a goodsized group of lackeys, a mixed rabble of local domestics and outsiders. Petrushka was holding forth, the others were listening. Apparently both the subject of the conversation and the conversation itself were not to Mr. Golyadkin’s liking. He promptly called Petrushka and returned to his room, displeased and even upset. “That beast would sell a man for a halfpenny, and especially his master,” he thought to himself: “and he has sold me, he certainly has. I bet he has sold me for next to nothing. Well?”

         “They’ve brought the livery, sir.”

         “Put it on, and come here.”

         When he had put on his livery, Petrushka, with a stupid grin on his face, came into the room. His costume was as strange as can be. He had on a much-worn green livery, with frayed gold braid on it, apparently made for a man a yard taller than Petrushka. In his hand he held a hat also trimmed with gold braid and with green feathers in it, and at his hip hung a footman’s sword in a leather sheath. Finally, to complete the picture, Petrushka, who had a weakness for informal attire, was barefoot. Mr. Golyadkin examined Petrushka from all sides and was apparently satisfied. The livery had evidently been hired for some solemn occasion. It was also noticeable that during his master’s inspection Petrushka watched him with strange expectancy, and with marked curiosity followed every movement he made, which extremely embarrassed Mr. Golyadkin.

         “Well, and what about the carriage?”

         “The carriage is here too.”

         “For the whole day?”

         “For the whole day. Twenty-five roubles.”

         “And have the boots been sent?”

         “Yes.”

         “Dolt! Can’t even say, ‘Yes, sir.’ Bring them here.” Having expressed his satisfaction that the boots fitted, Mr. Golyadkin asked for his tea, and for water to wash and shave. He shaved with great care and washed as scrupulously, hurriedly sipped his tea and proceeded to the principal final ceremony of attiring himself: he put on an almost new pair of trousers; then a shirtfront with brass studs, and a very bright and agreeably flowered waistcoat; about his neck he tied a particolored silk cravat, and finally drew on his full-dress coat, which was also brand-new and carefully brushed. As he dressed, he more than once looked lovingly at his boots, lifted up first one leg and then the other, admiring the shape of his footwear, kept muttering something to himself, and from time to time made expressive grimaces in response to his thoughts. Mr. Golyadkin was, however, extremely absent-minded that morning, for he scarcely noticed the little smiles and grimaces made at his expense by Petrushka, who was helping him dress. At last, having arranged everything properly and having finished dressing, Mr. Golyadkin put his wallet in his pocket, took a final admiring look at Petrushka, who had put on his boots and was therefore also quite ready, and, noticing that everything was done and that there was nothing left to wait for, he ran hurriedly and fussily down the stairs, with a slight throbbing at his heart.

         The light-blue hired carriage with a crest on it came thundering up to the steps. Petrushka, exchanging winks with the driver and some loiterers, helped his master into the carriage; and, hardly able to suppress an idiotic laugh, shouted in an unnatural voice, “Go ahead!” jumped on the footboard, and the whole turnout, clattering and rumbling noisily, rolled in the direction of the Nevsky Prospect.

         As soon as the light-blue carriage passed the gate, Mr. Golyadkin rubbed his hands convulsively and went off into a quiet, noiseless chuckle, like a man of a cheerful disposition who has succeeded in playing a splendid trick, and is himself as pleased as Punch with the performance. Immediately after his access of gaiety, however, laughter was replaced by a strange, anxious expression on the face of Mr. Golyadkin. Though the day was damp and cloudy, he let down both windows of the carriage and began carefully scrutinizing the passers-by to the left and to the right, at once assuming a decorous and sedate air when he thought anyone was looking at him. At the comer of Liteyny Street and Nevsky Prospect he was startled by a most unpleasant sensation and, frowning like some poor devil whose com has been accidentally stepped on, he huddled hastily, even fearfully, into the darkest comer of his carriage.

         The fact is that he had noticed two of his colleagues, two young clerks employed in the same government department as he. The clerks, on their part, were also, it seemed to Mr. Golyadkin, extremely perplexed at encountering their colleague in this way; one of them, in fact, pointed out Mr. Golyadkin to the other. Mr. Golyadkin even fancied that the latter actually hailed him loudly by name, which, of course, was very unseemly in the street. Our hero concealed himself and did not respond. “The silly youngsters!” he began to reason with himself. “Why, what is there strange about it? A man in a carriage, a man needs to be in a carriage, and so he hires a carriage. They’re simply trash! I know them—simply urchins, who still want thrashing! Playing pitch-and-toss when they’re flush and gadding about—that’s all they think about. I’d like to tell them a thing or two, but…”

         Mr. Golyadkin broke off suddenly, petrified. A smart pair of Kazan horses, very familiar to Mr. Golyadkin, hitched to a fashionable droshky, drove rapidly by on the right side of his carriage. The gentleman sitting in the droshky, happening to catch a glimpse of Mr. Golyadkin, who had rather incautiously poked his head out of the carriage window, also appeared to be extremely astonished at the unexpected sight and, bending out as far as he could, looked with the greatest curiosity and interest into the corner of the carriage in which our hero made haste to conceal himself. The gentleman in the droshky was Andrey Filippovich, section head of the office in which Mr. Golyadkin was employed as assistant to the chief clerk. Mr. Golyadkin, seeing that Andrey Filippovich recognized him, that he was looking at him open-eyed, and that it was impossible to hide, flushed to the roots of his hair.

         “To bow or not to bow? To hail him or not? To recognize him or not?” our hero wondered in indescribable anguish, “or shall I pretend that I am not myself, but somebody else strikingly like me, and look as though nothing were the matter? Just… not me, not me and that’s all,” said Mr. Golyadkin, taking off his hat to Andrey Filippovich, and keeping his eyes fixed upon him. “Don’t… don’t mind me,” he whispered with an effort; “just don’t mind me. It’s not me at all, Andrey Filippovich, it’s not me at all, not me, and that’s all.”

         Soon, however, the droshky passed the carriage, and the magnetism of his chief’s eyes was at an end. Yet he went on blushing, smiling, and muttering something to himself….

         “I was a fool not to have hailed him,” he thought at last. “I ought to have taken a bolder line and behaved with gentlemanly frankness. I ought to have said, ‘This is how it is, Andrey Filippovich. I too have a dinner invitation,’ and that’s all!”

         Then, suddenly recalling that he had flunked out, our hero flushed as hot as fire, frowned, and cast a terrible, defiant glance at the front corner of the carriage, a glance calculated to reduce instantly all his foes to ashes. At last, he was suddenly inspired to pull the cord attached to the driver’s elbow, and stopped the carriage, telling him to drive back to Liteyny Street. The fact was that Mr. Golyadkin, probably for the sake of his own peace of mind, found it urgently necessary to say something very interesting to his doctor, Krestyan Ivanovich. True, he had made Krestyan Ivanovich’s acquaintance quite recently, having, indeed, paid him only a single visit the previous week to consult him about some matter. But a doctor, as they say, is like a confessor, and it would be stupid for him to avoid Krestyan Ivanovich, who was indeed in duty bound to know his patients. “Will it be all right, though,” our hero went on, getting out of the carriage at the entrance to a five-story house on Liteyny Street, at which he had told the driver to stop: “Will it be all right? Will it be proper? Will it be appropriate? After all, though,” he went on, as he mounted the stairs out of breath and trying to check the palpitation of his heart, which had the habit of palpitating on other people’s staircases. “After all, I am on my own business and there’s nothing reprehensible in it…. It would be stupid to avoid him. Why, I’ll make believe that I am all right, and have simply looked in as I passed…. He will see that it’s all just as it should be.”

         Reasoning like this, Mr. Golyadkin mounted to the second story and stopped before flat number five, on the door of which there was a handsome copper plate with the inscription:

         
            KRESTYAN IVANOVICH RUTENSPITZ
      

            Doctor of Medicine and Surgery
      

         

         Stopping at the door, our hero made haste to assume an air of propriety, undue familiarity, and even of a certain amiability, and prepared to pull the cord of the bell. As he was about to do so he promptly and rather appropriately reflected that it might be better to come tomorrow, and that there was no very pressing need for the moment. But as he suddenly heard footsteps on the stairs, he immediately changed his mind again and, while he was about it, rang Krestyan Ivanovich’s bell—with an air, moreover, of great determination.

      
   





Chapter II



The doctor of medicine and surgery, Krestyan Ivanovich Rutenspitz, a very hale though elderly man, endowed with thick eyebrows and whiskers that were beginning to turn gray, expressive and sparkling eyes by means of which alone he routed every disease, and, lastly, with a distinguished order on his breast, was sitting in his consulting room that morning in his comfortable armchair. He was drinking coffee, which his wife had brought him with her own hand, smoking a cigar, and from time to time writing prescriptions for his patients. After prescribing a medicine for an old man who was suffering from hemorrhoids and seeing the aged patient out by the side door, Krestyan Ivanovich sat down to await the next visitor. Mr. Golyadkin walked in.

Apparently Krestyan Ivanovich did not in the least expect or desire to see Mr. Golyadkin, for he was suddenly taken aback for a moment, and his countenance involuntarily assumed a strange and, one may almost say, a displeased expression. As Mr. Golyadkin, on his part, almost always inappropriately sagged and lost his presence of mind whenever he approached anyone about his own little affairs, on this occasion, too, he was thrown into considerable confusion. Having neglected to get ready his first sentence, which was invariably a stumbling block for him on such occasions, he muttered something—apparently an apology—and, not knowing what to do next, took a chair and sat down. But, realizing that he had sat down without being asked to do so, he was immediately conscious of his lapse, and made haste to efface his offense against etiquette and good breeding by promptly getting up again from the seat he had taken uninvited. Then, collecting himself and dimly perceiving that he had committed two stupid blunders at once, he immediately decided to commit a third— that is, tried to right himself, muttered something, smiled, blushed, was overcome with embarrassment, sank into expressive silence, and finally sat down for good and did not get up again. Only, to be on the safe side, he secured his position by fixing the doctor with that defiant look which had an extraordinary power of figuratively crushing Mr. Golyadkin’s enemies and reducing them to ashes. This glance, moreover, expressed to the full Mr. Golyadkin’s independence—that is, said plainly that there was nothing the matter with Mr. Golyadkin, that he was by himself, like everybody else, and that, in any event, he minded his own business. Krestyan Ivanovich coughed, grunted, apparently in token of approval and assent to all this, and bent an inquisitorial, questioning gaze upon his visitor.

“I have come to trouble you a second time, Krestyan Ivanovich,” Mr. Golyadkin began with a smile, “and now I venture to ask your indulgence a second time….” He was obviously at a loss for words.

“H’m… Yes!” Krestyan Ivanovich brought out, sending forth a jet of smoke from his mouth and putting down his cigar on the table, “but you must follow the treatment prescribed; I explained to you that what would be beneficial to your health is a change of habits…. Well, amusements, and visits to friends and acquaintances; also, no hostility to the bottle; likewise, cheerful company.”

Mr. Golyadkin, still smiling, hastened to observe that he thought he was like everyone else, that he was at his own place, that he had amusements like everyone else… that, of course, he might go to the theater, for he had the means like everyone else, that he spent the day at the office and the evenings at home, that he was quite all right; he even observed, in passing, that he was, so far as he could see, as good as anyone, that he lived at home, and, finally, that he had Petrushka. At this point Mr. Golyadkin stopped short.

“H’m, no, that is not the proper order, and that is not at all what I wanted to ask you about. I am interested to know, in general, if you, a great lover of cheerful company, a jolly time have, and if your mode of life melancholy or gay is.”

“Krestyan Ivanovich, I…”

“H’m… I tell you,” interrupted the doctor, “that you must a radical change of your entire life have, must, in a certain sense, your character break.” (Krestyan Ivanovich laid special stress on the word “break,” and paused for a moment with a very significant air.) “Must not shun gaiety, must see plays and visit club, and, in any case, to the bottle not hostile be. Staying at home is not good for you…. You must by no means stay at home.”

“I like quiet, Krestyan Ivanovich,” said Mr. Golyadkin, with a significant look at the doctor and evidently seeking words to express his thought most aptly. “In my flat there’s only me and Petrushka… I mean my man, Krestyan Ivanovich. I mean to say, Krestyan Ivanovich, that I go my way, my own way, Krestyan Ivanovich. I keep myself to myself, and so far as I can see am not dependent on anyone. I go for walks, too, Krestyan Ivanovich.”

“What’s that? Yes! Well, nowadays there’s no pleasure in walking; the climate’s extremely bad.”

“Quite so, Krestyan Ivanovich. Though I’m a peaceable man, Krestyan Ivanovich, as I’ve had the honor of explaining to you already, yet my way lies apart, Krestyan Ivanovich. The road of life is broad… I mean… I mean to say, Krestyan Ivanovich…. Excuse me, Krestyan Ivanovich, I’m a poor hand at speaking eloquently.”

“H’m… you say…”

“I say, you must excuse me, Krestyan Ivanovich, that as far as I can see I am no great hand at eloquence in speaking,” Mr. Golyadkin articulated in a half-offended tone, going somewhat astray and getting confused. “In that respect, Krestyan Ivanovich, I’m not quite like other people,” he added, with a peculiar smile. “I can’t talk much, and have never learned to embellish my style. But then, I act, Krestyan Ivanovich. But then, I act, Krestyan Ivanovich.”

“H’m… How do you mean… you act?” responded Krestyan Ivanovich.

Then a moment’s silence followed. The doctor looked somewhat strangely and mistrustfully at his visitor. Mr. Golyadkin, for his part, too, stole a rather mistrustful glance at the doctor.

“Krestyan Ivanovich,” he began, going on in the same tone as before, somewhat irritated and puzzled by the doctor’s extreme obstinacy, “I like tranquillity and not the noisy gaiety of fashionable society. Among them, I mean, in high society, Krestyan Ivanovich, one must know how to polish the floor with one’s boots…” (here Mr. Golyadkin made a slight scrape on the floor with his foot); “they expect it, and they expect puns too… one must know how to make a perfumed compliment, sir… that’s what they expect there. And I’ve not learned to do it, Krestyan Ivanovich, I’ve never learned all those tricks, I’ve never had the time. I’m a simple person, and not ingenious, and I’ve no external polish. In that respect, I surrender, Krestyan Ivanovich, I lay down my arms, speaking in that sense.”

All this Mr. Golyadkin delivered with an air which made it perfectly clear that our hero by no means regretted that he was laying down his arms in that sense and that he had not learned these tricks; quite the contrary, indeed. As Krestyan Ivanovich listened to him, he looked down with a very unpleasant grimace on his face, seeming to have a presentiment of some sort. Mr. Golyadkin’s tirade was followed by a rather long and significant silence.

“You have, I think, departed a little from the subject,” Krestyan Ivanovich said at last, in a low voice. “I confess I cannot quite understand you.”

“I’m not a great hand at fine phrases, Krestyan Ivanovich; I’ve had the honor to inform you, Krestyan Ivanovich, already that I’m a poor hand at speaking eloquently,” said Mr. Golyadkin, this time in a sharp and resolute tone.

“H’ml”

“Krestyan Ivanovich!” began Mr. Golyadkin again in a low but significant and somewhat solemn style, emphasizing every point. “Krestyan Ivanovich, when I came in here I began with apologies. I repeat the same thing again, and again ask your indulgence for a while. I have nothing to conceal from you, Krestyan Ivanovich. I’m a little man, as you know; but, fortunately for me, I do not regret being a little man. Quite the contrary, Krestyan Ivanovich; and, to be perfectly frank, I’m proud that I’m not a great man but a little man. I’m no intrigant and I’m proud of that too. I don’t act on the sly, but openly, without wiles, and although I could do harm too, and a great deal of harm, indeed, and know to whom and how to do it, Krestyan Ivanovich, yet I won’t sully myself, and in that sense I wash my hands. In that sense, I say, I wash them, Krestyan Ivanovich!” Mr. Golyadkin paused expressively for a moment; he had been speaking with mild fervor.

“I go my way, Krestyan Ivanovich,” our hero continued, “directly, openly, by no devious paths, for I disdain them, and leave them to others. I do not try to humiliate those who are perhaps more blameless than you and I… that is, I mean, I and they, Krestyan Ivanovich—I didn’t mean you. I don’t like insinuations; I’ve no taste for contemptible duplicity; gossip and slander I disdain. I only put on a mask at a masquerade, and don’t wear one before people every day. I only ask you, Krestyan Ivanovich, how would you revenge yourself upon your enemy, your most spiteful enemy—the one you would consider such?” Mr. Golyadkin concluded with a challenging glance at Krestyan Ivanovich.

Though Mr. Golyadkin uttered all this most distinctly and clearly, weighing his words with a self-confident air and reckoning on their probable effect, yet meanwhile he was looking at Krestyan Ivanovich with anxiety, with great anxiety, with extreme anxiety. Now he was all eyes, and timidly waited for the doctor’s answer with irritable and agonized impatience. But, to the perplexity and complete rout of our hero, Krestyan Ivanovich only muttered something to himself under his breath; then he moved his armchair up to the table, and rather dryly, though politely, announced something to the effect that his time was valuable, and that he did not quite understand; that he was ready, however, to be of service to him as far as he was able, but he would not go into anything further that did not concern him. At this point he took the pen, drew a piece of paper toward him, cut out of it the usual long strip, and announced that he would immediately prescribe what was necessary.

“No, sir, it’s not necessary, Krestyan Ivanovich! No, sir, that’s not necessary at all!” said Mr. Golyadkin, getting up from his seat, and clutching Krestyan Ivanovich’s right hand. “That isn’t what’s wanted, Krestyan Ivanovich.”

And, while he said this, a queer change came over him. His gray eyes gleamed strangely, his lips began to quiver, all the muscles, all the features of his face began moving and working. He was trembling all over. After stopping the doctor’s hand, Mr. Golyadkin followed his first movement by standing motionless, as though he had no confidence in himself and were waiting for some inspiration for further action.

Then followed a rather strange scene.

Somewhat taken aback, Krestyan Ivanovich seemed for a moment rooted to his chair and gazed in open-eyed bewilderment at Mr. Golyadkin, who looked at him in exactly the same way. At last Krestyan Ivanovich stood up, gently holding on to the lapel of Mr. Golyadkin’s coat. For some seconds they both stood like that, motionless, with their eyes fixed on each other. Then, however, in an extraordinarily strange way came Mr. Golyadkin’s second movement. His lips trembled, his chin began twitching, and our hero quite unexpectedly burst into tears. Sobbing, shaking his head, and beating his breast with his right hand, while with his left clutching the lapel of the doctor’s coat, he tried to say something and to offer some explanation without delay, but could not utter a word.

At last Krestyan Ivanovich recovered from his amazement.

“Come, calm yourself, sit down!” he brought out at last, trying to make Mr. Golyadkin sit down in an armchair.

“I have enemies, Krestyan Ivanovich, I have enemies; I have malicious enemies who have sworn to destroy me…” Mr. Golyadkin answered in a frightened whisper.

“Come, come, why enemies? You mustn’t talk about enemies! You really mustn’t. Sit down, sit down,” Krestyan Ivanovich went on, finally getting Mr. Golyadkin into the armchair.

Mr. Golyadkin sat down at last, still keeping his eyes fixed on the doctor. With an extremely displeased air, Krestyan Ivanovich began to pace his consulting room. A long silence followed.

“I’m grateful to you, Krestyan Ivanovich, I’m very grateful, and I’m very sensible of all you’ve done for me now. To my dying day I shall never forget your kindness, Krestyan Ivanovich,” said Mr. Golyadkin, getting up from his seat with an offended air.

“Enough of this! I tell you, enough of this!” Krestyan Ivanovich responded rather sternly to Mr. Golyadkin’s outburst, making him sit down again.

“Well, what’s the matter? Tell me what is worrying you now?” Krestyan Ivanovich went on. “What enemies are you talking about? What is wrong?”

“No, Krestyan Ivanovich, we’d better leave that now,” answered Mr. Golyadkin, casting down his eyes; “let us put all that aside for the present… till another time, Krestyan Ivanovich, till a more convenient moment, when everything will be revealed, and the mask will fall off certain faces, and something will come to light. But, meanwhile, now, of course, after what has passed between us… you will agree yourself, Krestyan Ivanovich…. Allow me to wish you good morning, Krestyan Ivanovich,” said Mr. Golyadkin, getting up gravely and resolutely and taking his hat.

“Oh, well… as you like… h’m…” (A moment of silence followed.) “For my part, you know… whatever I can do… and I sincerely wish you well.”

“I understand you, Krestyan Ivanovich, I understand; I understand you perfectly now…. In any case excuse me for having troubled you, Krestyan Ivanovich.”

“H’m, no, I didn’t mean to tell that. However, as you please; go on taking the medicines as before….”

“I will go on with the medicines as you say, Krestyan Ivanovich. I will go on with them, and I will get them at the same chemist’s… To be even a chemist nowadays, Krestyan Ivanovich, is an important business….”

“How so? In what sense do you mean?”

“In a very ordinary sense, Krestyan Ivanovich. I mean to say that nowadays that’s the way of the world….”

“H’m…”

“That every silly youngster, not only a chemist’s boy, turns up his nose at respectable people.”

“H’m. How do you mean?”

“I’m speaking of a certain person, Krestyan Ivanovich… of a common acquaintance of ours, Krestyan Ivanovich, of Vladimir Semyonovich, for instance….”

“Ah!”

“Yes, Krestyan Ivanovich: and I know certain people, Krestyan Ivanovich, who don’t quite keep to the general rule of telling the truth, sometimes.”

“Ah! How so?”

“Why, that’s how it is: but that’s beside the point: they sometimes manage to treat you to an egg in juice.”

“Treat you to what?”

“An egg in juice, Krestyan Ivanovich. It’s a Russian saying. They know how to congratulate someone at the right moment, for instance; there are people like that.”

“Congratulate?”

“Yes, congratulate, Krestyan Ivanovich, as someone with whom I am on very friendly terms did the other day!”

“Someone you are on very friendly terms with?… Ah! How’s that?” said Krestyan Ivanovich, looking attentively at Mr. Golyadkin.

“Yes, someone I am very well in with indeed congratulated someone else who is a close acquaintance, and, what’s more, a friend, a ‘bosom friend,’ as the saying goes, on his promotion, on his receiving the rank of assessor. This was how he put it: ‘I am exceedingly glad of the opportunity to offer you, Vladimir Semyonovich, my congratulations, my sincere congratulations, on your receiving the rank. And I’m the more pleased, as all the world knows that nowadays there are no more grannies who tell fortunes.’”

At this point Mr. Golyadkin gave a sly nod, and, screwing up his eyes, looked at Krestyan Ivanovich….

“H’m. So he said that….”

“He did, Krestyan Ivanovich, he said it and then and there glanced at Andrey Filippovich, the uncle of our darling, Vladimir Semyonovich. But what is it to me, Krestyan Ivanovich, that he has been made an assessor? What is it to me? But he wants to get married, and he is still wet behind the ears, if I may be allowed the expression. And I said as much. Vladimir Semyonovich, said I! I’ve i said everything now; allow me to withdraw.”

“H’m…”

“Yes, Krestyan Ivanovich, allow me now, I say, to withdraw. But, to kill two birds with one stone, as I twitted | the young fellow by mentioning the grannies, I turned to Klara Olsufyevna (it all happened the day before yesterday at Olsufy Ivanovich’s), and she had only just sung a romance full of feeling. ‘You’ve been pleased to sing songs full of feeling, madam,’ said I, ‘but they’ve not been listened to with a pure heart.’ And by that I hinted plainly, Krestyan Ivanovich, hinted plainly, that they were not currying favor with her now, but looking higher….”

“Ah! And what did he say?”

“He bit into a lemon, Krestyan Ivanovich, as the saying goes.”

“H’m…”

“Yes, Krestyan Ivanovich. To the old man himself, too, I said, ‘Olsufy Ivanovich,’ said I, ‘I know how much I’m indebted to you, I appreciate to the full all the kindness you’ve showered upon me since I was almost a child. But open your eyes, Olsufy Ivanovich,’ I said. ‘Look about you. I myself do things openly and aboveboard, Olsufy Ivanovich.’”

“Oh, really!”

“Yes, Krestyan Ivanovich. Really…”

“Well, what did he say?”

“Yes, what, indeed, Krestyan Ivanovich? He mumbled one thing and another, saying, ‘I know you,’ and ‘his Excellency is a beneficent man’—he rambled on, he spun it out…. You know, he’s begun to be a bit shaky, as they say, with old age.”

“Ah! So that’s how it is now!”

“Yes, Krestyan Ivanovich. And that’s how we all are! Poor old man! He has one foot in the grave, as they say, but whenever a bit of old wives’ gossip is being cooked up, he is right there, listening; without him it is impossible; without him they wouldn’t…”

“Gossip, you say?”

“Yes, Krestyan Ivanovich, they’ve cooked up some gossip. Our bear, too, had a finger in it, and so did his nephew, our darling. They’ve joined hands with the old women and, of course, cooked up the affair. Would you believe it? What do you think they trumped up to murder a man?”

“To murder a man?”

“Yes, Krestyan Ivanovich, to murder a man, to murder him morally. They spread about… I’m speaking of a close friend of mine.”

Krestyan Ivanovich nodded.

“They spread a rumor about him…. I confess I’m ashamed to speak of it, Krestyan Ivanovich.”

“H’m…”

“They spread a rumor that he had signed a marriage promise, that he was already engaged… and would you believe it, Krestyan Ivanovich, to whom?”

“Really?”

“To a disreputable German woman, the proprietress of an eating house, from which he gets his dinners; instead of paying what he owes her, he offers her his hand.”

“Is that what they say?”

“Would you believe it, Krestyan Ivanovich? A German woman, a low, nasty, shameless German woman, Karolina Ivanovna, if you know…”

“I confess, for my part…”

“I understand you, Krestyan Ivanovich, I understand, and for my part I feel it….”

“Tell me, please, where are you living now?”

“Where am I living now, Krestyan Ivanovich?”

“Yes… I want… I believe, you used to live…”

“Yes, Krestyan Ivanovich, I did, I used to. To be sure, I lived!” answered Mr. Golyadkin, accompanying his words with a little laugh, and somewhat disconcerting Krestyan Ivanovich by his answer.

“No, you misunderstood me; I mean, for my part…”

“I, too, meant for my part, Krestyan Ivanovich, I meant it too,” Mr. Golyadkin continued, laughing. “But I’ve kept you far too long, Krestyan Ivanovich. I hope you will allow I me now to wish you good morning.”

“H’m…”

“Yes, Krestyan Ivanovich, I understand you; I fully understand you now,” said our hero, slightly showing off before Krestyan Ivanovich. “And so permit me to wish you good morning….”
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