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Foreword

ANNA KARENINA AND HER TIMES*
1

There are authors who go through life without ever
changing their once established view of the world. Lev Ni-
kolayevich Tolstoy {(1828-1910) was not one of them, In
mid-life he experienced a deep spiritual crisis. He started
out as a novelist. But from 1881, while still remaining a
novelist, he became also a moralist, philosopher and teacher
of life. His name became inseparably associated with the
revolutionary history of Russia. From 1865 to 1868 he
wrote his historical epic War and Peace and from 1889 to
1899 the accusatory novel Resurrection. In the “boundary”
period between these (1873-1878) came Anna Karenina,
his “novel of modern life”’. The essence of Tolstoy’s spi-
ritual crisis was, as he said in his famous Confession
(1881-82), that he “renounced the life of his own circle”.
By birth and upbringing Tolstoy belonged to the topmost
circle of the Russian nobility. The title of Count had been
conferred on his ancestor in the early 18th century by Peter
the Great himself. Lev Tolstoy had inherited the large
family estate at Yasnaya Polyana in central Russia with
its serfs, forests, lands, waters and fishing rights... Even
the nightingales that sang at the window were his own,
he would say. But he reached the conclusion that there
could be no moral justification for wealth amid mass po-
verty, During fhe period ol socia relorm n 186} he did
all he could for the emancipation of the serfs. In Tolstoy’s
activities the Russian gentry were, as it were, negating

* ©Manarenscrso oIl cor 1978
English tmnlnion@!?x%g:u Publishers 1978



8 Foreword

their own state system. His “exposure of the rich” grew
particularly forceful on the eve of the First Russian Revo-
lution of 1905. Breaking with the gentry, Tolstoy went
over to the side of the people, “the makers of life”’. The
artist Ilya Repin portrayed Tolstoy as a strong peasant
ploughing his native soil. Such a figure was already to be
found in Anna Karenina where Tolstoy says of Levin
that “now, almost against his will, he dug himself deeper
and deeper into the soil, like a plough, and he could not
pull himself out without turning a furrow”, It was just
such a deep furrow that Lev Tolstoy left in Russian lite-
rature and Russian life.

2

At the very beginning of the novel Tolstoy writes: “The
Oblonsky home was in turmoil.” It is a brief sentence full
of meaning, embracing the general features of the age and
the particular circumstances of family life in the‘18705~
Tolstoy’s criticism of society began with the family and
went on to consider highly topical problems of private
property and the state, all inseparably interlinked. An
early reviewer, writing while the novel was still appear-
ing in_instalments in the Russky Vestnik {Russian Mes:
senger), penetratingly observed in Tolstoy’s novel s.,gns.of
“the most palpable break-up of the family”. It is with
this that the novel begins. Anna Karenina comes to Moscow
to reconcile the Oblonskys, but at the very same txme.hﬂ
own life is shattered. Karenin’s family, too, is cru.ml':ulm.g,
despite all his efforts to preserve peace and propricties in
his own home. Karenin firmly believed in the {nfhssolu-
bility of marriage. But just when Tolstoy was writing An-
na Karenina in the seventies the view was gaining groun
that the legal severance of family ties was both possnblC‘
and permissible, In a rough draft of the novel Tolstoy wrote:
“On’ the question of divorce that people were widely
discussing Alexei Alexandrovich always spoke ?}83"‘“
it in public and in private.” But in the novel Karenin suf-
fers defeat both in public and in private. And he is not the
only one, Everywhere the family life of the landed gentry
was breaking up. “His wife?.. Only today he had a talk
with Prince Chechensky,” Tolstoy says, describing Ob-

-



Foreword 9

lonsky’s impressions of St. Petersburg. “Prince Chechensky
had a wife and family—grown boys in the Corps of
Pages—and he had another, illegitimate family where he
also had children. Excellent as was the first family, Prince
Chechensky felt happier in the second one.” Seemingly
simple solutions were found to problems, but behind them
loomed terrible consequences which Tolstoy found alarm-
ing. “His children? In St Petersburg children did not
bother their parents. Children were put into schools to be
educated.” In 4nna Karening Tolstoy was not a destroyer
of the family; nihilist theories about marriage were repug-
nant to him, But he clearly saw the break-up of the old
aristocratic family. And it was in the life of the common
people that he wished to find the springs of a renewal of
“the idea of the family”. Levin longs for “a pure life of
toil”. At haymaking time in the village Levin meets a
young peasant Ivan and his wife and their love is a great
revelation. “Levin had often been struck with admiration
for this sort of life,” writes Tolstoy, “he had often envied
those who lived it, but today for the first time—especially
after observing the relations between Ivan and his young
wife—for the first time the thought clearly presented itself
to him that it was within his power to change the idle, arti-
ficial, highly individual sort of life that weighed so heavily
upon him for this pure life of common labour that ap-
pealed to him so strongly.” Levin’s dream was not just a
personal whim of his own: in Tolstoy’s novel thoughts
about the family merge with thoughts about the people.

3

An even more important and acute issue was that of
gentry property. The abolition of serfdom in Russia in
1861 had undermined the traditional manner of gentry
landownership. All attempts by the gentry to preserve the
old manner of farming and of everyday life conspicuously
failed. In Anng Karenina failure was hard pressing on every
side not only Oblonsky but Levin as well. “Oblonsky’s
affairs were in a bad way... He had no money at all,”
Tolstoy writes. Oblonsky is forced to seek a post; he sells
the woods, his last remaining wealth, His estate is in utter
decline. Dolly, his wife, is completely at a loss in the coun-
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try. “On the day after their arrival there was a heavy
rain. That night it leaked into the nursery and the hall so
badly that the beds had to be moved into the drawing:
room. There was no cook. Of nine cows it turned out, ac-
cording to the woman who took care of the cattle, that
some were with calf, others had just calved, others were
old and still others were harduddered; there was not
enough butter or milk even for the clildren. There were no
eggs. There were no young chickens, they boiled and fried
old, tough, blue-skinned roosters. No women could .bc
found to scrub the floors, they were all busy planting
potatoes. The family could not go driving because the one
horse was unsteady and reared in the shafts. They could
not bathe in the river because the entire bank had been
trampled to a2 mush by the cows and was open to the road.
They could not even walk in the garden because the cows
came through holes in the fence and there was a frightful
bull that roared so loudly it must surely be dangerous.
There was not enough space for their clothes; the doors
of the few wardrobes cither would not shut or opened
of themselves whenever anyone walked past. There were
no pokers or irons for the fire, no boiler for laundering,
not even an ironing board in the maids’ room.” 5

This was the picture which gentry landownership pre-
sented in the 1870s. Unlike Oblonsky, Levin lives in the
country and is actively engaged in farming. But all his ef-
forts to improve farming run up against the insuperable
distrust of peasants. “Another difficulty,” writes Tolstoy,
“lay in the peasants’ invincible conviction that the master
could have no purpose but that of fleecing them.” And
Levin can see that “his boat had sprung a leak”. And,
just as he sought “simplicity”” in family life, so in farming
he comes round to the idea of “renunciation”, though he
does not know how to go about this “renunciation of his
old way of life ... of his fruitless knowledge and of his
superfluous education.”

4

The prevailing mood in Anna Karenina is one of alr'lxiﬂy
and confusion. Not only does Anna Karenina live “in the
shadow of despair”, but so does Levin, who also comes
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close to the thought of suicide when seeking the meaning
of existence. In a life which is already almost totally
exhausted, everybody is overcome by vague anxiety and
unease. Even carefree Vasenka Veslovsky, when the tak
turns to relations between “master and peasant”, says that
“there is something underhand in such business”, And the
kind-hearted Oblonsky admits it is “dishonest” that the
peasant remains poor and defenceless no matter how hard
he works, Levin endeavours not to widen the gap between
his own wellbeing and that of the poor, but the difference
is too great for his sense of justice to leave him at ease. The
old order has already been *“turned upside down” but the
new bourgeois capitalist relations gradually taking shape
in Russia are alien to him, unfamiliar and incomprehensi-
ble. He views them with fear and distrust. Oblonsky, for in-
stance, who comes of a long line of nobility, has to wait a
long time to be received by the “railway king” Bolgarinov.
He is already more dependent upon cash and capital than
upon land. “The getting of gain by dishonest means,”
Levin argues is the same as “the profits of a banking
house... This evil, the amassing of enormous fortunes
without labour, is exactly what our tax-farmers did, only
in a different form... Scarcely did we do away with the
tax-farmers when the railway magnates and the bankers
stepped in. Theirs, too, is profit without labour.” Tolstoy
was creating his own “work ethic”, considering its fun-
damental basis to be “farm work”, the “pure common
working life” of the tiller of the soil. Even more important
for Levin was his meeting with Sviazhsky and the “con-
firmed supporter of the serf system”, an elderly landowner
wha assures him that the root cause of all farming troubles
is that power “has been taken away™ from the landowners.
Levin wishes to found a new science of farming and to this
end studies the labour laws of old feudal Russia and of
bourgeois England. He thinks the most important questions
now are farming, the hiring of labourers “and similar
things”. “Perhaps they are unimportant under the serf
system,” thinks Levin, “or in England since both England
and the serf system offer conditions of stability, but with
us at present, when everything has been overturmed andis
just beginning to take new shape, the question as to what
this shape is to be, is the one question of importance.”
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Tolstoy’s novel presents contemporary life with its full
variety of topical issues. Konstantin Levin's brother Ni-
kolai is a revolutionary. He rejects both the old feudal
and the new bourgeois relations: “The capital is crushing
the workers,” he says to Levin. *Our workers and peasants
carry the whole burden of labour on their shoulders and
yet are placed in such a position that no matter how
they try they cannot rise above their animal-like existence.
All the profits of their labour ... are taken away from them
by the capitalists.” Levin detects in his brother his own
lively sense of social justice. And Tolstoy, too, who pon-
dered problems of ethics, was inspired by his quest for
truth and justice. “His brother’s words about commu-
nism, which he then treated so lightly,” Tolstoy says
about Levin, “now caused him to stop and ponder.” Here
Levin, despite his preoccupation with self-improvement,
was confronted with the acute social problem of altering
the economic conditions. Konstantin Levin dreams of 2
moral revolution while Nikolai talks of an economic
revolution. And the similarity between them lies in the
very fact that they are brothers. On reading Anna Kare-
nina Dostoyevsky was amazed to find “in the work of an
author who is supremely a creative artist and chiefly a
writer of fiction, real news items—everything of any im-
portance in our current Russian political and social issues,
and concentrated, as it were, in one place.”

5

But perhaps nowhere else did Tolstoy’s view of the deep
crisis of the Russian social order in the second half of .t.h'e
19th century find so clear an expression as in Karenin’s
character and outlook. For he was one of those who made
the laws or saw that they were observed. Tolstoy depicts
with sympathy Karenin's marital troubles and lets him
voice many of his own thoughts on marriage and the fam-
ily. But he portrays his public and government activitics
with irony. Karenin is patently a failure, In his day, the
philosopher Konstantin Leontiev admired Vronsky as a
strong Guards officer, a defender of the Russian throne
and statehood. In this sense the confrontation between
Karenin and Vronsky is also of profound historical signi-

-~
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ficance. Karenin was a competent official, but even in the
natrow sphere of his own official duties he fails as mi-
serably as in his personal relations. “It so happened,”
Tolstoy writes, “that at the celebrated Commission of the
2nd of June harsh criticism was levelled at Karenin’s min-
istry for its mismanagement of the irrigation of fields
in Zaraisk Gubemnia, a notorious example of red-tape
and needless expenditure. Karenin knew that the criti-
cism was just” yet decided to defend his stand and
lost. Having ruined his career he tumed for consolation
to religion and mysticism,

It was against this background that there unfolded the
story of the restless heart of Anna Karenina, whom neither
Karenin could save nor Vronsky could make happy, and
she sped “like a lawless comet” through a world sinking
ever deeper into chaos. Anna ceased loving or had never
loved Karenin; but Vronsky too ceased loving, or had
never appreciated Anna and her truthful, freedom-loving
and fair-minded nature. This was something only Levin
understood and it came to him as an amazing revelation.
“She did not wish to hide from him the hardships of her
position,” writes Tolstoy, “..and her face had become
severe, as if turned to stone. She was even more beauti-
ful like this.” This is how Levin saw Anna Karenina for
the last time. “She is an exceptional woman. It is warm-
heartedness that captivates even more than her intelli-
gence, I do feel sorry for her.”

Tolstoy was neither prosecutor nor defence counsel of
Anna Karenina. He neither excused nor accused her. He
chronicled her appalling tragedy, relating it as “a histo-
rian of the human soul”, One of Tolstoy’s wisest contem-
poraries, the poet Afanasi Fet, said: “This novel is a stern
and honest judgement of our whole way of life.” And in
the very epigraph of the novel: “Vengeance is mine; I will
repay, saith the Lord™, Fet saw not religious so much as
social and historical meaning: *Tolstoy pointed to the
phrase 1 will repay’ not as to the cane of an angry teacher
but as to the power things have to punish.” Tolstoy was
writing the history of his own day, a history of the decline
and break-up of an entire social system, and in the chaos
of everyday life he saw the direct and natural bonds of
cause and effect.
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The modemity of Anna Karenina lay not only in the
topicality of the issues it dealt with but also in t ¢ lively
detail it contained of life in the 1870s. To some episodes
Tolstoy assigned dates—such as the sceing-off of volun-
teets in the summer of 1876. If we work back from this
date to the beginning of the novel the full chronological
sequence of events is revealed with absolute precision.
Anna Karenina arrived in Moscow in the winter of 1873.
The tragedy at Obiralovka railway station happened in the
Sﬁring of 1876. Vronsky left for Serbia in the summer of
that same year. The chronological structure of the novel
is based not only on a calendar sequence of events but on
a definite selection of details drawn from contemporary
life. Thus there are references in the novel to the Samara
famine and the Khiva campaign (1873), to the introduc-
tion of universal military service and the Sunday schools
(1874), to the proposal for a Pushkin memorial and to
the university issue (1875), and to Milan Obrenovic and
the Russian volunteers (1876). It was during this period
that Tolstoy wrote and published almost the whole of his
novel. Not for nothing does Dostoyevsky speak of news
items™ in one of his comments on the novel. The action
of Tolstoy’s novel was synchronous with life itself.

Tolstoy kept no diary while working on the ng"‘{i
“I wrote everything into Anna Karenina,” he said, “an
nothing was left over.” In letters to friends he spoke of the
novel as a diary, He wrote to Fet: “I have tried to express
much of what I thought in the last chapter of the April
number of the Russky Vestnik.” . .

This is the chapter describing the death of Nikolai
Levin. Tolstoy put much of his own experience into the
novel. Levin®s estate at Pokrovskoye reminds us of
Yasnaya Polyana, His study of philosophy, management of
the farm and his joining in the haymaking—all this was
autobiographical for Tolstoy.

7

In his article Lev Tolstoy and His Epoch Lenin wrote:
“The cpoch to which Lev Tolstoy belongs and which
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is reflected in such bold relief both in his brilliant lite-
rary works and in his teachings began after 1861 and lasted
until 1905.* It was a turning-point in Russian history—
from peasant reform to the first Revolution. The nature
of it is well shown in Anna Karenina where Tolstoy
speaking through Levin, points out that “everything has
now been turned upside down and is only just taking
shape”. “It is difficult to imagine a more apt characteri-
zation of the period 1861-1905,” notes Lenin, Anng Ka-
renina is one of the greatest social novels of the 19th
century, penned by a writer of genius, Dostoyevsky ad-
mired its “tremendous psychological probing of the human
soul”, “its incredible depth and power” and “a realism
of portrayal unlike anything we have yet seen.” Turgenev
confessed that as he was reading it the book fell from his
grasp and he exclaimed: *How can anybody write so welll >
Tolstoy, however, did not attach much importance to his
success. In 1878 he wrote in English to William Ralston:
“I am fully convinced by many examples of writers, of
whom their contemporaries made very much of and who
were qguite forgotten in their lifetime, that for contempo-
raries it is impossible to judge rightly the merits of lite-
rary works, and therefore, notwithstanding my wishes, I
cannot share the temporary illusion of some friends of
mine who seem to be sure that my works must occupy
some place in Russian literature. Quite sincerely not know-
ing if my works shall be read after 2 hundred years or will
be forgotten in a hundred days, 1 do not wish to take a
ridiculous partin the very probable mistake of my friends.***
But Tolstoy’s friends, such as Dostoyevsky and Turge-
nev, were not mistaken. Anna Karenina along with War
and Peace won worldwide fame and recognition. In 1887
Tolstoy received a letter from John Forest in the United
States, who wrote: “It gives me pleasure to acknowledge
to you that I am under great intellectual obligation to your
wonderful studies of human nature War and Peace, Anna
Karenina... As for Anna Karenina—alas, poor brilliant,
desperate Anna,—what a wreck she made of life! And
what a wreck she could have left me.... Well, your characters

*V, L Lenin, Collected Works, Vol. 17, p. 49
**Lev Tolstoy, Collected Works in 90 volumes, Vol. 62. Letters {in Russian).
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are as real to me, Count, a5 you arc... You and Dostoyer
and Gogpl have within the last year peopled for me vt
was Previously a solitude inhabiteq only by geograph
Rames. If I should come to Russia now, I should look!
Natasha, Sonia, Anna, Pierre and Levin more confident
than I shoulq look for the Tsar. And if I were tdd th,
they were dead, I shoulg be greatly grieved, and should s
What! Al How comes it that all Russian novelists)ml
with this sincerity and actuality? There was nothing like]
before,.ex.cept in the works of the little known Stendhal.
n hxs. interesting comments Forest makes many tn
Obse.xvzguons about Tolstoy’s work. Tolstoy was very a
Preciative of sych letters.” “1¢ always gives me particul
Pleasure 1o feg] 4 brotherly bond with people who geogrt
Phically, ethnographically” and politically might seem
Fmote as anyone could possibly be."” He described A
Karemnq as “a free and far-ranging novel” which “with
ANy strain’ embrageq everything the author himself U
derstood ang observed “from a new, unusual and wor
while aspect,
In Tolstoy’s free novel we find not only freedom .b‘j
%50 strict artistic necessity, The novel’s merit lies not jus
In the aesthetic significance of particular episodes butﬂ.:
¢ perfection of the whole. Each and every idea in th
novel can pe 8rasped and correctly understood only i
conjunction with the Whole. A “respect for life” is to th
hggheFt degree characteristic of Tolstoy the author. He saa
1S aim to pe not “to find an incontestable solution t
Problems byt 1o make people love Jife in all its endless an
ever inexhaustiple manifestations”, He said: “If I wer
told that what 1 Wrote would be read by today’s Chfldmé
; 0 years from noyy and that they would weep over e
2ugh and come ¢, love life, T would devote my the[.lr
and strength 14 it.” He wrote this over a century ago. Hus
*en Tolstoy hag inmind are y oring over his books,
ac}! new work of ,arenowp ation to rcadcrfy.
But it w?s a revclatioﬂog;:(m: a:lv:}: ; ::;51. “What I wrotf,,
Pc said, ‘w.as Jjust ag NEW to me a5 to those who read it.
ethaps this i the only e source of creative work.

Edward Babaye|
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Vengeance is mine; I will
repay, saith the Lord

All happy families resemble one another; every unhappy
family is unhappy in its own way.

The Oblonsky home was in turmoil. The wife had dis-
covered that her husband was having a love affair with
their former French governess and she told him she could
no longer live under the same roof with him. This state of
affairs had prevailed for three days and was painfully
felt not only by the husband and wife but by all the other
members of the houschold as well. All the members of
the household felt there was no longer any sense in their
going on living together, that strangers whom chance
circumstances had brought together in a public inn had
more in common than they, the members of the Oblonsky
family and household. The wife did not leave her rooms,
the husband had not been home for three days. The child-
ren ran all over the house Iike gamins; the English governess
quarrelled with the housekeeper and wrote to a friend
asking her to find her a new situation; the cook left the
house at dinner time of the second day; the kitchen gird
and the coachman gave notice.

On the third day after the rupture Prince Stepan Oblon-
sky (“Steve’ as he was known to his friends in the fashion-
able world) awoke at his usual hour, which is to say at
eight o’clock in the mormning, not in his wife’s bedroom
but in the study, on a leather sofa. He turned his well-

2¢



20 LEV TOLSTOY

padded, well-tended body over on the soft sofa as if about
to sink back into a deep slecp, tightly hugging the pillow
and pressing his cheek to it; but suddenly he sprang to a
sitting position and opened his eyes, .

“Let’s see, let’s see, how was it?” he said to himself ai
he tried to recall his dream. “How was it, now? Ah, yes!
Alabin had us to dinner in Darmstadt; no, not Darmstat.it

something American ... no, this Darmstadt was in
Americal That’s it, Alabin gave a dinner on glass tables.
and—I'll be dashed if the tables didn’t sing! JI mio tesoro;
no, not Il mio tesoro ... something even better ... and
pretty little wine-glasses ... and tie wine-glasses were
ladies...” he recalled, .

Oblonsky’s eyes twinkled merrily and he smiled 35-”;
gave himself up to his dream. “Very jolly. Very. Lotss
other nice things too, but you can’t put it all into worl H
or even thoughts, can’t express it when you wake up.
Noticing a streak of light peering round the edge of onc
of the heavy window hangings, he light-heartedly swung
his legs off the sofa, felt with his feet for the slippers
trimmed in gold-coloured leather his wife had ma.de for
him (a gift on his last birthday) and without getting up
reached for the dressing-gown " that had been hanging 1
the same place for the Ppast nine years. It was at this point
that he realized he was not sleeping in his wife’s bedroom
but in the study and why. The smile vanished and he knit-
ted his brows, 4

“Oh me, oh my!” he moaned, remembering all that ha
happened. He went over in his mind every detail of his
quarrel with his wife, the hopelessness of his situation and,
which troubled him most of all, his own guilt. 5

“No, she will never forgive me, she cannot forgive
me. Worst of all is that I am to blame; I am to blame
and yet it is not my fault. That is the tragedy of it
he thought. “Oh me, oh myl” he groaned in despair
as he recalled what for him was the worst moment of their
quarrel,

The worst moment was the first moment when, on
returning from the theatre happy and pleased with hxmsc{f.
holding in his hand an enormous pear for his wife he did

not find her in the drawing-room; to his surprise he did
not find her in the study cither; he came upon her at Jast
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in the bedroom with that accursed note in her hand that
exposed everything.

There she was, the ever anxious, ever bustling, not too
clever (in his estimation) Dolly, sitting motionless with the
note in her hand, staring at him in horror, despair and
anger.

$'c\\v'hat do you call this? What do you call this?” she
asked, holding up the note.

As he recalled the scene, Qblonsky was distressed not
so much by the situation itself as by the way in which he
bad responded to his wife’s words.

What happened to him at that moment is what always
happens to those who are unexpectedly caught in some
shameful deed. He had no time to adapt his face to the
position in which he was placed by the discovery of his
wrong-doing. Instead of waxing indignant, denying every-
thing, trying to vindicate himself, asking forgiveness, even
displaying indifference (anything would have been pre-
ferable to what he did dol), his lips involuntarily (reflex
action, he said to himself; he took an interest in physio-
logy)—his lips quite involuntarily spread in his usual
good-natured and therefore foolish smile.

He could not forgive himself that foolish smile. On
seeing this smile Dolly winced as if from physical pain,
poured forth a stream of harsh words with characteristic
vehemence and rushed out of the room. Since then she had
steadfastly avoided her husband.

“It was all that foolish smile,” thought Oblonsky.
“What’s to be done? What’s to be done?” he asked
himself despairingly. He found no answer.

Oblonsky was honest with himself. He could not pretend
that he repented of his misdemeanour. He was unable to
tepent that he, a handsome, susceptible man of thirty-four
‘was not in love with his wife, the mother of five living and
two dead children, a woman only one year younger than
himself. He only repented that he had been unable to hide
it from her. He was, however, aware of the gravity of his
position and he was sorry for his wife, his children and
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himself. Perhaps he would have been more careful had he
known she would take it so hard. Without cver having put
the question to himself frankly, he had vaguely assumed
that his wife must know (and have known for long) that he
was unfaithful to her, and that she chose to dx'srcgm! it.
He even felt that, worn out as she was with childbearing,
no longer young and no longer beautiful, nothing but the
usual mother of a family, though a very kind one, she
ought, in all fairness, to be lenient. She was just the
opposite.

How dreadful! Dear me, how really dreadful! Oblonsky
kept saying to himself without finding any way out. HO\]‘I
pleasant everything was until this happened! How we!
we got onl She found happiness and contentment in her
children, I did not cross her in anything, allowed her :i"
run the household and bring up the children as she liked.
Too bad, of course, ske was living here as governess. Too
bad, too bad! There is something petty and vulgar ""
making up to one’s governess. But what a govcm;,ss‘
(Here a vivid picture of Mademoiselle Roland’s smile and :‘;
roguish black eyes rose before him.) But after all I allow;
myself no libertics so long as she lived in the house. Tl :
worst thing is that she is already... Good God, how could i
have happened? What’s to be done now? e

There was no answer except the universal answer life
offers to the most complicated and insoluble prub]cmls-

€ answer was: forget these problems by losing yoursc
in the daily round. You cannot lose yourself in dreams—
not, at least, until night sets in; you cannot go back to the
music sung by the wine-glass ladies, and so you had better
lose yourself in the dream of daily life. 5 d so

Well, we shall see, Oblonsky said to himself, an !}s‘
saying he got up, put on his grey dressing-gown with the
blue silk lining, flipped the tassels into a knot, drew in
a deep breath of air that filled the vast cavity of his ths:i,
went to the window with the bold stride of out-pointe
toes that so lightly carried his stoutness, lifted the curtain
and gave the bell-cord a vigorous tug. Matvei, his valet
and old friend, promptly came in with hisclothes, his boots
and a telegram, At Matvei’s heels came the barber bring-
ing the shaving things.

“Any papers from the office?” asked Oblonsky as he
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boots and holding the telegram in his hand, Oblonsky was
washed and combed and ready to be dressed. The barber
had gone. .

“DariaAlexandrovna told me to say she was gomg
away. She said let him—you, that is—do as he likes.” He
laughed with his eyes alone and stood gazingat his master
with his hands in his pockets and his head cocked.

Oblonsky said nothing for a while. Then a kindly and so-
mewhat pathetic little smile crept over his handsome face.

“How do you like that, Matvei?” he said, shaking his
head. » gid
“Have no fear, sir; everything will shape up,” sai
Matvei.

“Shape up?”

““Oh, yes; it will.” .

"Youythink s0? Who's there?” asked Oblonsky, hearing
the rustle of skirts on the other side of the door. .

“It’s me, sir,” said a firm and pleasant feminine voice.
In the doorway appeared the grave pockmarked face ol
Matrona, the nursemaid. . the

“What is it, Matrona?” asked Oblonsky, going to
door. .
Even though Oblonsky had done his wife a 56;‘:::
wrong, as he himself knew only too well, most o s
people in the house, including the nursemaid, who V“;i
Daria Alexandrovna’s help and mainstay, took his side.

“What is {t?” he asked dispiritedly. 5

“Go to her, sir, and ask her forgivcncss. again. It ma')s'
help, God willing. She is so miserablel Wrings a P{fsonf
heart, so it does, and the house all topsy-turvy. Think l:l
the children, sir. Do beg her pardon, sir. It can’t be helped.
Once you've made your bed..,”

“But she won’t accept...” R iful

“You do what you ought to do, sir, God is merciful.
Pray to Him, sir, pray to Him,”

‘?;/cry well, gouy may go,” and Oblonsky blushed.
“Come, time I was dressing,” he said to Matvei, throwing
off his dressing-gown abruptly. . .

Matvei was already holding up his shirt like 2 ’}O“‘d
collar; he blew away some invisible eck and SI'P}"t
the shirt over his master’s sleek bo?y with manites
pleasure,
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When he was dressed Oblonsky sprinkled some scent on
nimself, straightened his shirt cuffs, felt various pockets
to see that cigarettes, pocket-book, matches and watch
with double chain and fobs were all in their proper places,
shook out a clean handkerchief, and with the pleasant
sense of being clean, fragrant, healthy and physically
elated despite his misfortune, walked with a springy step
into the dining-room, where he found coffee waiting for
him and letters and papers lying beside his cup.

He read the letters. One of them was unpleasant. h‘was
from the merchant who was buying woodland on his wife’s
estate. It was imperative that these woods be sold, but
there could be no question of discussing the matter until
he was reconciled with his wife. Nothing could be more
unpleasant than to have money matters mixed up with this
business of reconciliation, It was insulting to think that
their relations could be influenced by money matters, that
in fact he might seek a reconciliation just so that he could
sell the woods.

When the letters were read Oblonsky pulled over the
papers from the office, quickly leafed through two sets of
them, jotted down a few remarks with a big pencil and
pushed them aside so that he could enjoy his coffee. As
he drank he unfolded the morning paper on which the
printer’s ink was still damp.

Oblonsky took (and sedulously read) a liberal news-
paper, not the extreme one but a paper whose trend was
supported by the majority. And although he was not
particularly interested in science or art or politics, in all
of these fields he strictly adhered to the views held by the
majority and by his paper, and he changed them only
when the majority changed theirs; perhaps it would be
more correct to say he never changed them; the views
imperceptibly changed of themselves.

. Oblonsky did not choose trends and views. Trends and
views came 1o him of their own accord, just as he did not
choose the fashion of his hats and coats butaccepted what.
ever was being wom. Living as he did in a particular
society and experiencing the need of intellectual activity
that usually comes with maturity. he found it ac ecsan il
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to hold views as to wear hats. If there was a reason for his
preferring the liberal trend to the conservative one (held
Oy many people of his circle), it was not that he found the
lxbc_ral trend more logical but that he found it more con-
genial to his way of life. The liberal party said that every-
thing was wrong in Russia, and certainly Oblonsky had 2
great many debts and very little money. The liberal party
said that marriage was an outworn institution that must
be renovated, and certainly Oblonsky got little satisfac_twn
out of family life which forced him to lie and deceive—
things that were contrary to his nature, The liberal party
said, or rather assumed, that religion was nothing but 2
means of holding in reign the wuncivilized part of the
population, and ccrtainil;l Oblonsky could not stand
through even a short church service without coming away
with pains in his legs and he never could understand why
all those frightening high-sounding phrases should be ex-
pended on the other world when this world was such 2
Jolly place to live in, Moreover Oblonsky, who was fond
of a joke, would sometimes shock a conformer by saying
that if a person was so proud of his ancestors why should
he stop at Rurik, Russia’s first prince, and not go all the
way back to the very source—the ape? The liberal trend
had indeed become a habit with Oblonsky and he loved
his newspaper, as he loved his after-dinner cigar, for the
shg_ht haze it produced in his head. He read the leading
article explaining that in our times it is utterly useless to
raise a hue and cry as to radicalism swallowing up

conservative elements and the government being obliged
fo suppress the hydra of revolution: on the contrary, “.it
Is our opinion that the danger lies not in the mythical
hydra of revolution but in the stubborn traditions hinder-
Ing progress...” and so on and so forth. He read still
another article, one on finance, in which the names of
Bentham and Mill were mentioned and hints wert
!:ln.appegi reflecting on a certain ministry. With character-
istic quickness he caught the meaning of the hints, by whom
and at whom they were aimed and on what provocation,
and as always this afforded him considerable satisfaction.
But today his satisfaction was marred by the remembrance
of Matrona’s advice and the trouble in the family. He
further read that Count Beist was said to have left for



AnnaKarenina G

Wiesbaden, that hair was out, that a light carriage
was for sale and fr ;X\mg lady was looking for a situation.
But this information did not bring him the amused satis-
faction it usually did.

When he had finished the paper, a second cup of coffee
and a buttered roll, he got up, shook the crumbs off his
waistcoat, squared his broad shoulders and smiled hap-
pily, not because he was thinking of something pleasant—
no, the happy smile was engendered by a good digestion.

But the happy smile instantly reminded him of things
that made him grow thoughtful. .

Children’s voices came to him from the other side of
the door {he recognized them as belonging to Grisha, his
younger son, and Tanya, his elder daughter). Apparently
they had dropped something. N

“I told you not to put passengers on the roof,” cried
the little girl in English. “Now you can justpick them up!”

Everything's topsy-turvy, said Oblonsky to himself.
The children running about with no one to look after
them. He went to the door and called them. They dropped
tf.hr. box they had turned into a train and went to their
ather.

The little girl, his favourite, ran boldly up to him,

threw her arms about his neck and hung there laughing,

delighting as usual in the familiar scent of his side-

whiskers, When she had kissed his face, flushed from

bending over and beaming with tenderness, she let go
;:‘i him and would have run back if he had not stopped
er.

“What is mamma doing?” he asked, passing his hand
over her smooth delicate throat., “Good morning,” he
;qid, smiling at the little boy who had come up to greet

im.

Oblansky was aware of cating more for the girl than
for the boy and always made an effort to hide his prefer-
ence; but the boy sensed it and did not respond to his
father's chilly smile.

‘Mamma? She just got up,” said the httle girl.

Oblonsky heaved a sigh. That means she’s had another
sleepless night, he thought,

“Is she cheerful?”

The little girl knew her mother and father had quar-
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relled and for that reason her mother could not be cheer-
ful and her father must know it and was justsrﬂcnde
when he asked the question in such an off-hand way. She
blushed for her father. He understood and blushed too.

“I don’t know,"” said his daughter, “She said we were
to take a walk to Grandmamma's with Miss Hull instcad
of doing lessons today.,” " id

“Then run along, darling, Ah, just a moment,” he said,
detaining her again and stroking her soft little hand. He
took 2 box of sweets off the mantelpiece where he had put
it the night before and, selecting her favourites—a choco-
Iate and a fondant—gave them to her.

“For Grisha?" she said, holding out the choco}att;

“Oh, yes.” He stroked her again on the shoulder, kisse
her on the neck and at the edge of her hair and let hctdg?-

*“Fhe carriage is ready,” said Matvci, adding: “A lady’s
come to ask for something.”

‘Has she been waiting Iong?” asked Oblonsky.

*“Half an hour or so.” Ie
“How many times have I told you to announce peop!
immediately!” 3 20 gaid

“And are you not to have your coffee in peace? sas-
Matvei in that rough friendly tone that made it imp
sible to become angry with him. 5 3 "

“Well, ask her in and be quick about it,” said Oblonsky,
frowning with vexation, . Second

The request made by this woman, widow of 2 ccabc
Captain named Kalinin, was foolish and could m}):ra
satisfied, but Oblonsky, as was his custom, offered hel d
chair and listened attentively, without interrupting, m:n
gave her detailed advice as to whom to see; he c‘t,hc
scrawled a brisk note in his large flowing hand Wh 4
functionary who might be of help to her. When he d:r-
scen her out, Oblonsky took his hat and paused, WO(;‘ ot
ing if there was anything he had forgotten. It turne Zt'
k_c hgtf:l forgotten nothing but what he wanted to forget:

is wife.

Ah, yes. He dropped his head and a mournful ’]‘zog
clouded his handsome face. To go to her or not? he aske
himself. An inner voice told him there was no point in
going, that nothing but falseness would come of it; it wa_:
Impossible to mend or improve their relations because i
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was impossible to make her lovely and scdu}:uvg again,
or to make him senile and incapable of falling in love,
Nothing but falseness and lies would come of it, and
falseness and fes were contrary to his nature.

But I will have to do jt eventually; things cannot go on
as they are, he thought, trying to bolster up h1§ courage,
He squared his shoulders, took out a cigarette, lighted up,
took two draws, tossed it into a shell ashtray, walked

Daria Alcxandrovna, in a shirt-waist, the braids of her
now thin hair, once thick and lustrous, pinned up on the
back of her head, with a thin drawn face and big frightened
cyes that the thinness of her cheeks made even bigger, was
standing among a litter of things in fromt of an open chest
of drawers from which she was selecting articles of
clothing, Hearing her husband’s footsteps, she stopped
and stared at the door, vainly trying to adopt a stern and

2ys the youngest one had fallen ill becanse he was fed
unwholesome broth, and the others had eaten Practically
no dinner at g yesterday. She felt it was impossible to
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leave, yet she deceived herself by selecting their things and
pretending she was going to leave, .
As soon as she saw her husband she began rummaging
in the drawers again and looked round only when he was
close beside her. Her face, which she had tried so hard
to make stern and resolute, showed only suffering and
bewilderment, 5 d
“Dolly,” he said in a soft meck voice. He let his hea
sink on his chest and tried to look chastened and submis-
sive, but for all that he radiated freshness and health.
In one swift glance she swept him from head to foot;
all that radiant freshness and health, Yes, he is happy an
content, she said to herself, and I? And that loathsome
kindheartedness for which everybody loves and praises
him; how I hate that kindheartedness! she'thought- H;’
mouth hardened and the cheek muscles twitched on the
right side of her pale nervous face. . .
“What do you want?” she asked quickly in a deep voice
unlike her own, wver in Hs
“Dolly,” he repeated, and there was a quiver in
voice. “Anna is coming today.” .
“What is that to mgc? 1 cyannot receive her!” she cried.
“But you must, Dolly.” . .
“Go gway, go awa;’, go away!” she shrieked without
looking at him, as if shrieking from physical pain. d
Oblonsky could think of his wife with compofm‘;""‘t
hope that everything would “‘shape up”, as Matvei ha fFl;
it; he could calmly read his paper and drink his co Cd:
but when he saw her haggard suffering face and hcard
that note in_her voice that said she had given up hope 3’3n
bowed to her fate, he caught his breath, a lump rose i
his throat and tears glistened in his eyes. 's sakel
“My God! What have I done! Dolly! For God’s sa bC~
After all...” He could not go on, he was choked by sobs.
She slammed the drawer shut and looked at him.
‘“What can I say, Dolly? Only one thing: forgive ’l"fc’
forgive me. Consider: do not the nine years of our life
together outweigh minutes ... minutes...” hat
She dropped her cyes and listened, waiting to hear wha
he would say, imploring him, as it were, to say something
that would restore her faith in him, 1d
*..minutes of infatuation,” he brought out and wou
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have gone on, but at the sound of that wo_rd she again
compressed her lips as if from physical pain and again
the muscles of her right cheek began to twitch.

“Go away! Go away!” she shrieked louder than ever.
“And don't dare speak to me of your infatuations and your
beastliness!” R

She turned to go out but swayed and seized the back
of a chair {or support, His face swelled, his lips puffed up,
his eyes were brimming with tears. .

“Dolly,” he murmured, now whimpering audibly, “For
God's sake think of the children; they are not to blame.
I am to blame, punish me, make me pay for my sin.Iam
ready to do anything in my power. I am guilty, no words
can express how guilty I am. But forgive me, Dolly!l”

She sat down. He heard her heavy breathing and felt
unutterably sorry for her. She made several attempts to
speak but was unable to do so. He waited.

“You only think of the children when you want to play
with them, but I think of them always and know that now
they are ruined,” she said; evidently this was one of the
sentences she had kept repeating to herself in the course
of these three days.

Her voice softened as she spoke to him and in gratitude
he glanced at her and reached for her hand, but she drew
back in revulsion.

“I think of the children and would do anything in the
world to save them, but 1 myself don’t know how to save
them: by taking them away from their father or by leaving
them with their reprobate father— yes, reprobate. Tell me,
Pray, after .., after what has happened, is it possible for
Us to go on living together? Is it possible?” she repeated,
faising her voice again. “‘After my husband, the father of
my children, has had a love affair with his children’s
governess!”

. “But what is to be done? What is to be done?” he asked
in a pitiful voice, hardly knowing what he was saying and
lct}mghis head fall lower and lower,

“You are loathsome, disgusting!” she cried, growing
more and more angry. “Your tears are mere water! You
have never loved me; you have no heart and no nobility
of soull You are low, beastly, a stranger to me~yes, an
utter stranger!” With spite and pain she pronounced the
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word stranger, which sounded so terrible to her.

He glanced at her and the spite in her face frightened
and astonished him. He did not understand that his pity
exasperated her. She could see that he felt sorry for her
but did not love her. No, she will never forgive me, she
hates me, he said to himself.

*“This is dreadful, dreadful,” he said.

Just then a child began to cry in the next room—perhaps
it had fallen down. Dolly listened and suddenly her face
softened. It seemed to take her a few seconds to realize
where she was and what she must do; then getting up
quickly, she went to the door. .

After all, she loves my child, he thought, rcmafkjf;g
the change that came over her face on hearing the cry. My
child, so how can she hate me? . h

“Dolly, one word more,” he said, going after t}cxr.

“If you come after me I shall call the servants, l'cI
children! Let them all know that you are a scoundre o
am leaving the house today and you can live here wi
your mistress.” ;

She went out and slammed the door behind her. walked
Oblonsky heaved a sigh, wiped his face and th'c
towards the door with slow steps. Matvei says every [‘!‘f
will shape up, but how can it? I see no possibility o lllc
Oh me, oh my! How dreadfull And how vulgarly "
shrieked! he said to himself as he recalled her shricks an
the words scoundrel and mistress. Dear me, the maids ma§
have heard! Horribly vulgar, hormibly. Oblonsky stoocl
there a little, wiped his eyes, heaved another sigh, square

his shoulders and went out. indi

It was Friday and the German clock-maker was win ‘l’l‘g
up the clock in the dining-room. Oblonsky smiled asual
remembered having once jested that this bald, P““c'ks
clock-maker was wound up for life to wind up clocks.
Oblonsky enjoyed a joke, Perhaps everything will: shape
up after all, he thought. That’s a nice expression: 'shape
up’’. I must tell it to the chaps. id

“Matveil ” he called. When Matvei appeared he said,
“Make arrangements with Matrona to have my sister
sleep in the sitting-room.”

“Yes, sir.”
Oblonsky put eon his coat and went out on the porch.
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ff"You will riot dine at home?” asked Matvei, secing him
4}

“We shall see, Here, this is for expenses,” he said, taking
ten rubles out of his pocket-book. “Is it enough?”

“Enough or not, it will have to do,” said Matvei as
he shut the carriage door and turned back to the porch,

brief time she had been in the nursery, the English gov-
¢mess and Matrona had assailed her with urgent questions
she alone could answer, such as: what were the children
to put on for thejr walk? Were they to be given milk?
Must a new cook be sent for?

“Oh, let me alone, let me alone! » she wailed. She went
bj“:_k to her room and sat down in the chair she had been

Jie has'gone, she saig to herself, but has he ended every-
thing With her? Can he still be seeing her? Why did I not
ask himp No, no, it is impossible that we should go on

ther, Even if we remain under the same roof,

Im! Heavens above, how I oved him!.. And now—do
1 not love him now? Do I not love him now even more
than beforep How dreadful! And the main thing is ...
Her thoughts were cut off at this point by Matrona’s put-
ting her head in at the door. X
. Do send somebody for my brother, Ma’am,” she said.

He can a4 least make us some dinner so that things don_’t
80 on like -Yesterday, with the children hungry until six
o’clock.”

"Very well, T will come directly and see to everything.
Have you sent for fresh milk?”
nd Dolly gave herself up to the cares of the day,
drowning hey grief in them for the time being.



34 LEV TOLSTO

Oblonsky did well at school thanks to his native ability,
but he waslazy and mischievous and for that reason ended
among the lowest in his class. Despite his reckless habits,
his comparative youth and his low rank in the civil service,
he held an honourable and lucrative post as head of one
of Moscow’s administrative offices, He had received this
post through his sister Anna’s husband, Alexei Alexandro-
vich Karenin, who was an important official in the ministry
to which the Moscow office belonged; but even if Karenin
had not appointed his brother-in-law to this post, hundreds
of other brothers, sisters, cousins, uncles, aunts and distant
relatives would have seen to it that Steve Oblonsky had
this or a similar post bringing him in the six thousand
annual income so essential to him because his affairs,
notwithstanding his wife’s considerable fortune, were ina
bad way. ,

Half of Moscow and St. Petersburg were Oblonsky’s
relatives or friends. He was born among those who were
and are the great ones of this world, One third of the
elderly men at the head of state were friends of his father
and had known Steve when he was still in long clothes;
another third were his intimate friends; the rest were good
acquaintances. It follows that those who distributed earthly
blessings in the form of appointments, concessions, in-
come and such, were all his friends and could not possibly
overlook one of their own. Oblonsky did not have to put
forth great effort to obtain a profitable situation; he had
only not to refuse, not to envy, not to quarrel and not to
take offence, and since all of these things were contrary to
his nature he did none of them. If anyone had suggested
that he might not be given a post offering him the salary
he required, he would have found the suggestion absurd,
especially since he demanded nothing exceptional, only
what his friends received, and he could discharge his
duties as well as any of them. .

Those who knew Steve Oblonsky loved him not only
for his kindhearted, cheerful nature and indubitable
honesty, but also because there was something in his
bright "and handsome appearance, in his shining cyes,
black eyebrows and hair, fair and ruddy complexion, that
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acted physically on those who met him, transmitting to
them his amiability and good cheer. *Ah, Stevel Ah,
Oblonsky! Glad to see youl “—was what those who met
him invariably cried with a bright smile. If, after talking
with him, they sometimes discovered that nothing to
rejoice over had occurred, even so they rejoiced in the
same way on seeing him the next time, and the next.

In the three years Oblonsky had been head of this
Moscow office he had won the estcem as well as the love
of his colleagues, his subordinates, his superiors, and all
who had dealings with him. The main qualities that carned
him this esteem at the office were, first of all, his indul-
gence towards others, arising out of his appreciation of
his own shortcomings; secondly, the absolute liberalism
of his attitude, not a liberalism derived from the news-
paper, but a liberalism that flowed in his veins and made
him treat all men alike regardless of their wealth and
position; thirdly and most important, his complete indif-
ference to the work he was engaged in, as a result of
which he never became emotionally involved or made
mistakes.

On arriving at the office Oblonsky, escorted by the
deferential doorman, entered his small private office,
changed into his uniform and went to the board room.
Clerks and copyists all stood up and bowed cheerfully and
deferentially. Oblonsky walked to his place with his
springy step, shook hands with the board members and
sat down. He joked and gossiped only so long as he could
do so with propriety before tuming to the work in hand.
No one better than he was able to set the exact bounds
to the ease, freedom and official manner required for the
pleasant carrying on of business, The secretary brought
him some papers cheerfully and deferentially, as all things
were done in Oblonsky’s office, and remarked in the tone
of liberal familiarity he had cultivated in his subordinates:

“At last we have succeeded in getting that information
from Penza Gubernia. Here, wouldn’t you like?”

“So you have, have you?” said Oblonsky, slipping a
finger between the papers. “Well, gentlemen...” and the
day’s session began,

If they only knew, he thought as he listened to a report
with a grave face, his head cocked on one side, if they only
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.

knew what a guilty boy their chairman looked half an hour
ago! and his eyes twinkled. They were to go on with their
business until two o’clock, when there would be an inter-
val for lunch.

It was not yet two when the big glass doors of the board
room were thrown open and somebody came in. The boa
members sitting below the portrait and the double-headed
eagle glanced at the doors, glad of the distraction. But the
hall porter instantly put the intruder out and shut the doors.

When the report was over Oblonsky got up an
stretched. As a tribute to the liberalism of the day he
allowed himself to take out a cigarette in the board room
before leaving for his own office, followed by two asstg
ciates: Nikitin, who had grown old in the service, an
Kammerjunker Grinevich. »

“We will have time to finish everything after-Iunch,
remarked Oblonsky.

“Oh, indeed we will! * said Nikitin. ) .

“That Fomin must certainly be a rascal,” said Grine-
vich, referring to one of the men involved in the business
under discussion. 5

Oblonsky frowned at Grinevich’s words without com-
menting on them, thereby letting him know that premature
judgements were not to be suffered. Al

“Who was it that entered the room?” he asked the h
porter. .

“Don’t know, Your Excellency; pushed in without
asking directly my back was tumed. Asked for you. When
the meeting’s over, I tells him, that’ll be time—""

“Where is he now?” N d

“Must be he went downstairs, he was walking up af‘d
down here. Ah, that’s him,” and the hall porter pointe
to a broad-shouldered, athletically built man with a curly
beard who, without taking off his sheepskin cap was run-
ning lightly up the worn steps of the stone staircase. A.
lean functionary going down the steps with a folder under
his arm stopped to look disapprovingly at the flashing legs
and then to cast an inquiring glance at Oblonsky. .

Oblonsky was standing at the top of the staircasc. His

face, shining good-humouredly above the braided cgUﬂdf
of his uniform, shone all the brighter when he recognize
the runner.
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“Well, now, if it isn’t Levin at last! ” he cried with a
friendly amused smile as he took in the advancing figure.
“How did you bring yourself to visit me in my den?” he
asked. Finding a handshake inadequate, he kissed his
friend. “Been here long?”

‘I just arrived and wanted very much to see you,”
replied Levin, glancing about him shyly, ill-humouredly
and uneasily.

“Here, we’'ll go into my office,” said Oblonsky, aware
of his friend’s proud and ungracious shyness. He took his
ann and led him away as if guiding him among perils.

Oblonsky addressed almost all of his acquaintances
with good-natured familiarity—old men of sixty, young
men of twenty, actors, ministers, tradesmen and generals.
Many of them stood on opposite ends of the social ladder
and would have been greatly surprised to discover that
their relations with Steve Oblonsky provided them with
something in common. It goes without saying that he was
on terms of familiarity with everyone with whom he drank
champagne, and he drank champagne with everyone; if,
in the presence of his subordinates, he met one of his
“disreputable pals”, as he jocularly referred to many of
his friends, he was able to moderate the bad impression
made on them thanks to his native tact. Levin was cer-
tainly not one of his “disreputable pals”, but Oblonsky’s
tact told him Levin might think that he, Oblonsky, did not
wish to reveal their intimacy to his subordinates, and so
he hastened to take him into his private office.

Levin was about the same age as Oblonsky and on terms
of intimacy with him, but not because they drank cham-
pagne together. They had been friends from early youth,
They were devoted to each other in spite of the difference
in their characters and tastes, as people are devoted who
have kunown each other frem eatly yauth. But, as aften
happens with those who have chosen different fields of
activity, each of them, while justifying the other’s activi-

ties when considering them rationally, secretly held them
in contempt. Each considered that the life he had chosen
was the only real one, and that that chosen by his friend
was unsubstantial. Oblonsky could not restrain a slightly
amused smile on sceing Levin. He had seen him many
times on his visits to Moscow from the country, where he



38 LEV TOLSTOY

was engaged in doing something or other—-Oblonsky fvlﬂd
never understand exactly what and was not sufficiently
Interested to try to understand. Whenever Levin came to
Moscow, he was excited, hurried, a little self-conscious
and irritated by his self-consciousness; usually it was dis-
covered that he had just adopted some new and unexpected
view of things, Oblonsky laughed at all this and loved him
nonetheless. In just the same way Levin secretly despised
his friend’s urban life and his occupation, too, which he
considered a mere waste of time, and he laughed at them
in his turn. The difference was that Oblonsky, since he did
exactly what everybody else did, laughed "complacently
and good-naturedly; Levin laughed without complacency
and sometimes ill-humouredly. s

“We've been expecting you for a long time,” said
Oblonsky, letting go of Levin’s arm as they entered his
office as if to indicate that the danger was over.

“I'm delighted to see you. Delighted,” he went on.
“Well, how are you? When did you get here?” i

Instead of replying, Levin stared at the unfamiliar facc;
of Oblonsky’s companions and especially at the hand Od
the elegant Grinevich with such long white fingers an
such long yellow nails curving round the tips, and wit
such a big shiny cuff-link in the sleeve that all his atten-
tion was drawn to these hands and he could think of
nothing else. Oblonsky observed this and smiled. o

“Ah, yes; allow me to introduce you,” he S_Zild~ MY
colleagues, Filipp Ivanovich Nikitin and Mikhail Stanis-
lavich Grinevich.” Then, tuming to Levin: “Konstantin
Dmitrich Levin, a man who takes an active part in zemstvo
administration, a country gentleman of the new type, an
athlete who canlift five poods with one hand, a sportsman,
a cattle-breeder, my good friend and the brother of Sergei
Ivanovich Koznishev.”

“Glad to meet you,” said the old man. .

“I have the honour of being acquainted with your
brother Sergei Ivanovich,” said Grinevich, holding out the
thin hand with the long nails. )

Levin scowled, coldly pressed the hand, and instantly
tumned back to Oblonsky, Although Levin had the greatest
esteem for his half-brother, a writer well known
throughout the country, he could not bear to be accepted
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as the brother of the celebrated Koznishev rather than as
himself, Konstantin Levin.

“I no longer take an active part in zemstvo administra-
tion. I have quarrelied with everybody and do not even
attend meetings any more,” he said, addressing himself
to Oblonsky alone.

“It didn’t take you long,” replied Oblonsky with a
smile. *How did it happen? What is the reason?”

“That’s a longstory. Iwill tell you later,” said Levin, but
he began it immediately. “To put it briefly, I became con-
vinced that nothing is or can be accomplished by ourzemst-
vo administration.”” He said it with the air of one who has
just received an affront. “On the one hand it is mere
child’s play—playing at parliament—and Iam neither young
enough nor old enough to amuse myself with childish
games; on the other hand” (he stumbled over the words)
“it is a means for the country gentry to line their pockets,
They used to get it from patronage and judgeships, now it
comes from the Zemstvo Council, not in the form of
bribes but of uneamed salaries.” He spoke as heatedly as if
one of those present were challenging his opinion,

“Dear me, 1 see you have entered a new phase, a conser-
vative one,” said Oblonsky. “But we will discuss it later.”

“Yes, later. Now I must speak to you,” said Levin,
looking with Ioathing at Grinevich’s hand.

Oblonsky smiled faintly.

“Was it not you who said you would never again wear
European clothes?” he said, taking in his friend’s new suit,

obviously cut by a French tailor. “Yes, I can see it—a new
ase.”

Levin blushed suddenly, not as grown people blush—
slightly, without noticing it themselves—but as little boys
blush, aware that their shyness makes them look ridicu-
lous and therefore blushing and suffering all the more,
almost to the point of tears. It was so incongruous to see
so childish a state reflected on that manly intelligent face
that Oblonsky turned his eyes away.

“Where shall we meet? 1 simply must speak to you,”
said Levin,

Oblonsky seemed to be considering the matter:

“We could lunch at Gurin’s, we can talk there. I am
free until three.”
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“No,” said Levin after a pause. “I have to make a
call.”

“Very well, then we shall dine together.” . .

“Dine together? But I only want a word with you, just
to ask you something, We can talk later,”

“Then ask me now and we will talk at dinner.” .

“This is it...” said Levin. “Oh, well, nothing in partic-
ular, 10 be sure.” His efforts to suppress his bashfulness
made him look positively ferocious. “What can you tell me
about the Scherbatskys? Is everything the same witl
them?” he came out with suddenly. 3 .

Oblonsky, who had long known that Levin was in love
with his sister-in-law Kitty, smiled faintly and his eyes
sparkled.

“You have asked me ina word but I cannot ansiwer you
in 2 word because... Just amoment.” :

The secretary entered the room and with respectful in-
formality and ‘the modest conviction common to most
secretaries that they know more about the business Y-hfi"
their chiefs, went over to Oblonsky with some papers and,
under the pretext of making inquiries, began explaining
certain difficulties to him. Without hearing him out,
Oblonsky laid 2 gentle hand on the secretary’s arm:

“No, you had better do as I told you,” he said, S.Uftmt'_
ing his rebuke with a smile; after a brief explanation o
his own view of the matter, he pushed the papers 3‘?;?’
and said: “So please do as I told you to do, Zakhar Niki-
tich—just as I told you,” .

The discomfited secretary went out, While the conver-
sation with the secretary was going on Levin, who ?i
recovered his composure, stood leaning with both hands
on the back of a chair and listening with amused atten-
tion. P
“I can’t understand it, I simply can not understand it,
he said.

“What cannot you understand?” asked Oblonsky, S";?'
ing as complacently as ever as he took out a cigarette. He
expected one of Levin’s odd observations. . » aid

“I cannot understand what you are doing here,” sait
Levin, shrugging his shoulders. “How can you take it
seriously?”

“Why should I not?”
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“What have you to complain of, Stepan Arkadievich?”
“Everything. Everything has gone wrong,” said Oblon-
sky with a deep sigh.

When Oblonsky asked Levin what had brought him to
Moscow, Levin had blushed and been angry with himself
for blushing because he could not say, “I have come to
make your sister-in-law an offer,” although that was
precisely why he had come. .

The Levin and Scherbatsky families were old aristo-
cratic Moscow families and they had always been in close
and friendly relations. Their intimacy had been strength-
ened in Levin’s student days. He had prepared for the
university together with young Prince Scherbatsky,
brother of Dolly and Kitty, and together they b?d been
accepted as students. In those days Levin often visited the
Scherbatskys and he fell in love with their home. Odd as
it may seem, it was precisely with the home, with the
family, especially the female members of the family, that
Konstantin Levin fell in love. Levin did not remember his
mother, and his only sister was a great deal older than
he was, so that in the Scherbatsky home he saw for the
first time the sort of old, aristocratic, cultivated and high-
principled family that he had been deprived of by th;
death of his father and mother. He saw all the members 0
the family, especially the female members, through a veil
of mystery and poetry, and not only did he perceive no
shortcomings in them but through the veil of poetry
enshrouding them he divined the most elevated feelings
and every sort of perfection. Why these three young ladies
should speak only French or English every other day;
why at certain hours they should take turns playing on
the piano, whose sounds reached their brother’s room
upstairs where the students were studying; why thos¢
tutors of French literature, music, drawing and dancing
should come to them; why at a certain hour the three
young ladies escorted by Mademoiselle Linon should go
for a drive along Tverskoi Boulevard in their silk coats—
Dolly in a long one, Natalia in a half-length one and Kitty
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Post and no position in socicty, whereas his contempora-
ries, also thirty-two years of age, were colonels, profes-
sors, directors of banks and railways, or, like Oblonsky,
heads of state offices. He, in contrast (he knew very well
how he must look to othcr?, was just a country landlord
engaged in the breeding of cows, the shooting of snipe
and the building of barns, in other words, a witless fellow
whe had come to nothing and who, in the opinion of the
fashionable world, was oing what those did who could
do nothing better,

Moreover, the beautiful and mysterious Kitty gould not
love a man as unprepossessing as he believed himself to
be and one who, cven worse, was so simple and unexcep-
tional. And his former relations with Kitty—those of 2
grownup to a child owing to his friendship with her
brother—now seemed to him a further obstacle to winning
her love. In his opinion, a good-natured unattractive mé‘lin
like himself could be loved as a friend, but only a h"“d'
some and, above all, an exceptional man could be love
with the sort of love he bore Kitty. .

He had heard that women often Jove simple unatgmcnvc
men but he did not believe it; he judged by his own
attitude in this matter: he himself could only love beauti-
ful, mysterious and exceptional women, h

But after spending two months alone in the country ‘t’
was convinced that this was not just another attachmcnt
such ashe had experienced in early youth. This attachmen
did not give him a moment’s peace; he could not go on
living without an answer to the question: would she or
would she not be his wife? He also felt that his despair
was born of his imaginings, and he had no proof whatever
that his offer would be refused. So he went to Moscow
with the firm determination to make an offer and to %;Y
married if the offer was accepted. If it was not.. He
could not bear to think what would become of him if he
were rejected.

Levin arrived in Moscow by the morning train and wcr;l
directly to stay with Sergei Ivanovich Koznishev, his half-
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brother on his mother’s side, 2 man older than himself.
As soon as he had changed his clothes he went to his
brother’s study with the intention of telling him why he
had come and asking his advice. But he did not find his
brother alone. With him was an eminent professor of
philosophy who had come from Kharkov with the express
Purpose of discussing a difference of opinion that had
arisen between them on an important philosophical
question. The professor was waging a heated campaign
against the materialists; Koznishev was following the cam-
Paign with interest and after reading the professor’s last
article had written him a letter in which he took objection
to it;he accused the professor of making too many conces-
Slons to the materialists. The professor had immediately
come to discuss it with him, The subject was a popular one
at the time: is there a dividing line between psychical
and physiological phenomena in human behaviour and if
50, where is this line?

. Koznishev met his brother with his usual coldly affec-
tionate smile, and after introducing him to his visitor went
back to their discussion.

The little sallow-faced professor in spectacles and with
4 narrow forehead allowed himself to be distracted for a
moment, but as soon as the introduction was over he went
on speaking without paying the slightest attention to

Levin, Levin, who sat down to wait for the professor to
80, soon found himself taking an interest in what they
were saying,

Levin had seen the magazine articles under discussion,
had read them and been interested in their elaboration of

e basic principles of natural science as he had been
taught them as a student at the Biological Department of
the University, but never had he connected these scientific
discussions of reflexes, biology, sociology and the origin
of man-the-animal, with questions about the meaning of
life and death which had occupied his mind more and
more frequently of late.

As he listened to his brotherand the professor he became
aware that they connected scientific questions with spi-
nitual ones, several times they almost touched on the
latter, but as soon as they came very.close to what for him
was most important of all, they beat a hasty retreat and
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once more gave themselves up to making subtle distinc-
tions, reservations, suppasitions and references to author-
ities, until he had di[ﬁcully in understanding what they
were talking about. ..
“I cannot allow...” said Koznishev with characteristic
lucidity and precision of cxpression and elegance of diction,
“...under no circumstances can | agree with Keiss '!h:ll all
my conceptions of the world spring from sensory impres-
sions. The most basic conception, that of being, cannot be
conveyed to me through my senses because there is no
special  sense organ for conveying that conception.
“True, but Wurst and Knaust and Pripassov would
answer that your consciousness of being issues from 1h;
sum total of your sensations, that the consciousness o
being is a result of sensations. Wurst even goes so far as
to assert that if there are no sensations there can be no
consciousness of being.” ..
“T would assert just the opposite,” began Koznishev.
But at this point jt appeared to Levin that, having come
to the most important matter of all, they again were
beating a retreat, and so he ventured to ask the professor
a question. . d
“It follows, then, that if my ability to feel is dcstroY‘d'
if my body dies, T cannot possibly exist?”’ he HSkCAi
The professor glanced at him with vexation and ashl
suffering mental pain from the intrusion of one WH"
looked more like a bargeman than a philosopher. ft?
turned his eyes to Koznishev with a look of inquiry: W'?ah
could he say to such a one? Koznishev, who spoke wit
nothing like the vehemence and one-sidedness of the P!l)'i"
fessor and who was sufficiently broad-minded to be al ]‘
to answer the professor and still understand ﬂ.lc’ simple
and natural viewpoint that had given rise to Levin's ques-
tion, smiled and said: »
“We have no right to answer that question as yet.
“We have no data,” confirmed the professor, and he
went on expounding his ideas. “On the other hand,” he
said, “I point out that if, as Pripassov contends, percep-
tion js based on sensory impressions, we must draw a
sharp distinction between these two.”
Levin stopped listening and just sat waiting for the
professor to go.
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When the professor was gone Koznishev turned to his
brother: .

“Awfully glad you've come. For long? How are-youn
getting on with your farming?”

Levin knew that his elder brother took little interest in
famming and asked just to be polite, so the only reply he
made was to tell him about the selling of the wheat and
the money it had brought in.

Levin wanted to talk about his intention of getting
married and ask his advice; indeed, he had firmly resolved
on this, but when he saw his brother and listened to his
conversation with the professor, and when he heard the
patronizing tone in which he asked him about farming
(their mother’s estate had not been divided and Levin
supervised the entire property), Levin felt that for some
reason he could not begin speaking to him about his deci-
sion to get married. He sensed that his brother would not
regard it as he would like him to do,

“Well, what’s going on in the Zemstvo Council?” asked
Koznishev, who was interested in the council and attri-
buted great importance to it.

“I really can’t say.”

“How is that? You're a member of the committee, are
you not?”

“Not any meore. I resigned,” replied Levin. “I don’t
even attend meetings any more.”

*A pity,” murmured Koznishev with a frown.

To vindicate himself Levin described what went on at
zemstvo meetings in his uyezd. 3

“That’s always the way,” interrupted Koznishev. “That’s
always the way with us Russians. It may be a virtue—the
ability to see your own shortcomings—but we carry it too

farand console ourselves with the irony that is always on the
tip of our tongues. Let me tell you that if the rights conceded
to our zemstvo administration were enjoyed by any other
European country they—the Germans, the English—would
work it up into freedom, whereas we only makeAfun of it.”

“What can I do?” asked Levin apologetically. “I have
made my last attempt. I threw my whole heart into it. I
can’t do it. I am incapable.”
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“Not incapable,” said Koznishev. “You take the wron
view of things,”

*Perhaps,” replied Levin glumly.

“By the way, brother Nikolal is here again.” 3

Nikolai, Konstantin’s elder blood brother and Kozni
shev’s half-brother, was a ntined man. He had squapdcrcd
the greater part of his means, had chosen the society of
strange and disreputable people and had quarrelled with
his brothers, .

“What do you sayl ” exclaimed Levin, shocked. “How
do you know?”

“Prokofi met him in the street.” .

“Here in Moscow? Where is he—do you know?” Levin
got up a5 if about to go and find him at once. L

“I'am sorry I told you,” said Koznishev, shaking his
head to see his younger brother so distressed. I sent my
man to find out where he is staying and to deliver his
promissory note made out to Trubin, which I paid. This is
the answer I received.” And Koznishev took a note from
under a paper-weight and handed it to his brother. -

Levin read what was written in a peculiar and familiar
hand: “I humbly ask you to leave me in peace. That is
the only thing I demand of my respected brothers. Nikolai
Levin,”

Having read it, Levin stood before Koznishey with the
note in his hand without raising his head. A struggle was
going on within him between the desire to forget all abo.qt
his unfortunate brother and the consciousness that this
would be wrong. .

“He seems to want to offend me,” went on Koznishev,
“but he cannot offend me; with all my heart I should like
to help but I know it is impossible.”

“I know, I know,” said Levin, “I understand and appre
ciate your attitude. Still I will go and see him.” 3

‘Go, if you like, but I don’t advise it,” said Koznishev.
“That is, I fear nothing for myself in your going, he can-
not cause a quarrel between you and me, but for your own
sake I think it would be better for you not to go. You
cannot help him. However, do as you like.” .

“I may not be able to help him, but I feel, especially
at this time—but that is another thing~I feel that I will
have no peace otherwise,” *
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“Well, that I don’t understand,” said Koznishev. “Wh‘at
[ do understand,” he added, “is that this is a lesson in
umility, I look differently, more indulgently, on what‘xs
called depravity now that Nikolai has become what he is.
Do you know what he has done?”

“Ol}, dreadful, dreadfu]l » exclaimed Levin,

’s address from Koznishev’s
t out at once, bu

( , and, having got news of the
)(cihcrbatskys, went where

tty.
y

I o’clock Levin with beating heart got out of his

At fou
ab at the Zoological Gardens and walked down the path
0 the slide and the skating rink, certain that he would
ind her there for he had recognized the Scherbatsky car-
Tage at the gate,

e glay was cold and clear, At the entrance stood rows
of Carriages, sleighs, coachmen and gendarmes. Members
of the fashionable world, their hatg gleaming in the bright
un, were thmnging at the

vaths between Russian log houses with carved ridge-poles.
(he olg birches of the gardens, their branches drooping
inder » weight of Snow, appeared to be newly clad in
onestly robey,

As he made hjs way down the path to the skating rink
e kept 5aying to himself: I mustn’t be excited, I must be
Alm; and ‘1o his heart: What’s this? Why are you flutter-
ng? Be quiet, foolish! But the more he tried to calm
mself, the more breathless he became. An a i
alled to im but he Was not even aware of who he was,
¢ reached the Ry noisy with the chains of toboggans
eing pulleq YP and let down, with the whisk of sliding
leds and the 8ay cries of the sliders. A few more steps
Taught him

to the skating rink and instantly, among all
he other skaters, he descried her.
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He knew her by the Jjoy and fear that seized his heart.
She was standing and talking to a lady on the other side
of the rink, There was nothing, it would scem, in either

all sorts of people were in her presence and that he, too,
might have just come here to skate. He went down the
bank, avoiding looking at her as one avoids looking at the
sulinl, but he saw her, as one sees the sun, without looking
at her.

On this day of the week and at this hour of the day,
People of a certain set, all of them acquainted, gathE{ed
at the rink. Here were Past-masters of the sport, showing
off their skill, and beginners tottering and slipping as they
leamed to skate by holding on to little carts like prams on
runners, and little boys, and elderly people excercising for
their health. Levin fancied that all of them were enjoying
a special dispensation by being allowed to be near her.
Yet with complete indifference they overtook her, passed
her by, even talked to her, and were gay quite apart from
her, thoroughly enjoying this excellent ice and this fine
weather, .

Nikolai Scherbatsky, Kitty’s cousin, in a short jacket
and tight trousers and with skates on his feet, was sitting
on a bench. He was the first to catch sight of Levin and
called out: .

“Ah, Russia’s skating champ! Been here long? Capital
icel Put on your skates! »

“I have no skates,” replied Levin, astonished by such
boldness and unreserve in her presence; not for a secon
did he lose sight of her, yet not once did he glance at her.
He was conscious of the sun drawing near him. She was
taking a curve and, turning out her slender feet in high
boots, she came towards him, clearly unsure of hersell.
A boy in Russian dress swept past her, bent almost in
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two, swinging his arms fiercely. She was not steady on her
legs; taking her hands out of the little muff hanging from
a cord round her neck, she held them out to save herself
and fixed her eyes on Levin, whom she had recognized,
and smiled at him and at her own fears. When she com-
pleted the curve she pushed off with a strong little foot
and glided directly to Nikolai, clutched him, and nodded,
smiling, to Levin, She was even more wonderful than he
had imagined her.

When he thought of her he could see all of her in his
mind’s eye, especially her face with its childlike frankness
and goodness, and the loveliness of her small fair head set
so firmly on her shapely girlish shoulders. The childlike
expression of her face together with the slender grace of
her figure constituted that particular loveliness he remem-
bered so well; but what always struck him anew, like a
surprise, was the look in her eyes, a shy, quiet, truthful
look, and, even more, her smile, which always transported
Levin to an enchanted world where he experienced the
tenderness of spirit and softening of heart that he could
remember experiencing only on rare occasions in carly
childhood.

“Have you been here long?” she asked, giving him her
hand. “Thank you,” she added when he picked up the
handkerchief that dropped out of her muff.

“I? Not long ... yesterday ... that is, today..." replied
Levin, unable in his agitation to grasp her question imme-
diately. “1 intended calling on you,” he said and the reali-
zation of why he intended calling on her made him blush
and feel uneasy. “I did not know you skated, and skated
so well,”

She looked at him attentively, as if trying to guess the
reason for his uneasiness.

“If you say so it is praise indeed. You still have the
reputation of being the best skater here,” she said, knock-
ing some needles of frost off her muff with a little hand in
a black glove.

“Ah, there was a time when skating was a passion with
me. I wanted to achieve perfection.”

“You seem to do everythingwith passion,” she said with
a smile. “I should so love to see you skate! Do put on

skatesand let us skate together.”
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Skate togethert Is such a thing possible? thought 1‘“{5
without taking his eyes off her, “I will go and get them,
he said. And he Went 1o put on skates, X d

“Haven't seen you for a long time, sir,” said the attend-
ant as he held Levin's foor and screwed the skate to the
heel. “None of the gentlemen have mastered the sport as
you have. Comfortable?* he asked as he tightened the
strap, i .
“Quite, do hurry if you don’t mind,” replied k‘}'xmt'
having difficulty in repressing the smilc of happiness !”:‘
would break through, Ah, this is [ife! ‘This is happiness! "
said to himself, Together she said, Let us shate togelhff_-d
Ought I to tell her now? But that is just why I am afme
to tell her, because I am so happy; happy because 1 h.’ﬂ;
hope... And yet, what if2.. But'I must do itl Must!
Must! Enough of this weakness! .

Levin got to his feet, took off his coat and, running
across the uneven ice near the building, struck out on the
smooth ice and glided effortlessly, as if his will alone were
directing his course and making him go faster or.SIDW‘r"
He approached her shyly, but once again her smile reas
sured him, d

She gave him her hand and they set out together, grahc
ually increasing thejr speed, and the faster they went t
tighter she grasped his hand, . "

“I would learn faster with you, I feel confidence in you,
she said. .

“And I feel confidence in myself when you are leaning
on me,” he said, Instantly he was frightened by havmg
e enough, as soon as he pronounce

puckered by a litcle frown, irht

“I hope nothing is troubling you? But I have no righ
to ask,” he apologized. R s

“Why have you not? No, nothing is troublmlg me,” she
replied in a chilling tone, adding hurriedly, “Have you
seen Mademoiselle Linonp»

“Not yet,”

“Do go to her, she is so fond of you,”

What could be the matter? I must have displeased her.
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Dear God, help me! said Levin to himself as he made for
the bench on which the old French woman with the grey
ringlets was sitting. She greeted him as an old friend,
displaying her false teeth in a broad smile,

“Yes, we grow up,” she said, indicating Kitty with her
eyes. “We grow older. Tiny Bear is big now,” she laughed,
reminding him of his having called the sisters the Three
Bears from the fairy-tale. ““You remember you used to say
so?”

He did not remember, but for the last ten years she had
attributed this pleasantry to him and took great pleasure
in it,

“Well, go now, go and skate. OQur Kitty has learned to
skate well, hasn’t she?”

When Levin went back to Kitty her face was no longer
severe, her eyes looked at him as truthfully and gently as
before, but Levin fancied there was a special, a deliberate
composure behind her gentleness. This made him sad. When
they had spoken of her old governess and her oddities
Kitty questioned him about his Iife.

“Are you not bored in the country in winter?”’ she
asked.

“Not at all, T am too busy,” he said aware that she was
bolding him in check by adopting this tone of compo-
sure and that he would not be ab%e to break through it,
as_he had not.been able to do at the beginning of the
winter.

“Have you come for long?” Kitty asked him.

“I don’t know,” he replied without thinking of what he
was saying. The idea had struck him that if he surrendered
to this tone of placid friendship he would again go away
without deciding anything, and he resolved to take the
plunge.

“What? You don’t know?”

“No, I don’t know. It all depends on you,” he said, hor-
rified by the words the moment they were out.

Perhaps she heard them, or perhaps she chose not to
hear them: be that as it may, she suddenly stumbled, and
hurriedly skated away, going first to Mademoiselle Linon

and saying something to her, then to the pavilion where
the ladies took off their skates.

My God, what have I done? Dear God, help me, show
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me the wayl he prayed, Feeling an urgent need ofVigDm‘g
exercise he dashed off, inscribing big circles to left an

right.

Just then one of the younger men, the best of the new

much as ﬂinging out ) d
That’s a new trick, said Levin to himself, and instantly
ran up the steps to try jt himself, . )
“You’ll kiupyoursgf.’ It takes practice! ** Nikolai Scher
batsky called out. . d
On reaching the top Levin, too, took a running start a"s
flew down the steps, keeping his balance with his ?intnht
He stumbled when he got to the bottom and touche 4
ice lightly with hjs hand, but a violent twist of his :? Y
kept "him from falling and he skated away, Jaug] "}‘1%
What a dear, what 2 darling he js! thought Kitty, v :
came out of the pavilion with Mademoiselle Lman_at.!“ii
this moment and stood gazing at him with a quiet agd
tender smile, ag at a beloved brother. Am I to. b? Mat’}':
for anything? Haye | done anything wrong? Flirting, they
call it I know I Jove somebody else, but still I am happg
with him, he is such a dear. I wonder why he should havi
said such a thing? she mused, ith her
When Levin caught sight of Kitty going away with her
mother, who had met her at the steps, he stopped, flus! hi
with exercise, and considered a little, then took off his
skates and overtook mother and daughter at the entrance
to the gardens, .
“Delighted to sce you,” said the elder princess. “We are
athomeon Thursdays as usual,”
215

;‘ch, we shall be very glad to see you,” said the princess
stiffly,
Kitty as chagrined by her mother’s stiffness ﬂ"g
tried to atone for jt by tuming to him with 2 smile an
saying:
“Well, then, see you this evening! " .
Just then Oblonsky, hat aslant, face and eyes shining,
entered the gardens with the air of a gay conqueror. He
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put on a grave and guilty countenance, however, as he
came up to his motherin-law and answered her inquiries
as to Dolly’s health. They exchanged a few words in low,
sombre voices, after which he threw out his chest again
and took Levin's arm.

“Well, shall we be off?” he asked. “I've been thinking
about you all this time; I am uncommonly glad you've
come,” he said, looking into his eyes meaningfully.

“Yes, yes,” replied the happy Levin, whose ears were
still ringing with that “See you this evening! ™ and whose
eyes still saw the smile with which it was said.

“To the English Hotel or the Hermitage?”

“It’s all the same to me.”

“Then to the English Hotel,” said Oblonsky, choosing the
English Hotel because he owed more money there than at
the Hermitage and considered it ungentlemanly to stay
away on that account. “Have you a cab? Good! T sent my
carriage home.”

The friends were silent on the way. Levin was pondering
the reason for Kitty's change of expression, one moment
assuring himself that he had grounds for hope, the next
falling mto despair, convinced that it was madness to hope;
even so he felt a different man from the one he had been
before that smile and the words See you this evening!
Oblonsky’s thoughts were occupied with the composing of
a menu for their dinner.

“I believe you are fond of turbot, are you not?” he asked
Levin as they came near the hotel.

“What's that?”” asked Levin. “Ah, turbot. Oh yes, I am
vastly fond of turbot! ”

10

As Levin entered the restaurant with Oblonsky he could
not help remarking a peculiarity of expression, a kind of
suppressed radiance that emanated from his friend’s face
and entire person. Oblonsky took off his top coat and with
his hat tipped to one side went into the dining-room,
where he gave instructions to the Tatar waiters in tail coats
and with napkins over their arms who rushed up to serve
them. Bowing right andleft to theacquaintances who here,
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as everywhere, were delighted to sec him, he made his wz
to the buffet where he had an appetizer of fish and VOdth
and mumured jests to the painted French girl behind the

her laugh heartily, Levin did not take anK vodka bCCﬂ“:h'
his finer feclings were offended by the sight of the Ff;",
girl, who appeared to be fashioned entirely of false .a]“»
poudre de nx and vinaigre de toilette, He walked swi )s'
away from her as from something unclean. His heart "‘:s
brimming over with remembrances of Kitty and his ey
glowed with a smile of triumph and happlnt_ss~ here,”

“Here, Your Excellency;you will not bedisturbed C"’]'d
s2id the waiter, the most persistent of them, anft;n's
white-haired Tatar so broad in the hips that !h!;"wls ",d o
coat parted company, “Here, Your Excellency,” he 5":; in
Levin, dcmonstrating his estecem for Oblonsky by being
solicitous of his friend as well, the

When he had deftly thrown a fresh table-cloth ovcrth .
one already covering’ the round table standing benea nd
bronze wall-bracket, he pulled out the velvet chairs 2
planted himself in front of Oblonsky, napkin over his am
and menu-card in hand, waiting for the order.

leaving dircctly, We've received fresh oysters, Your Ex
cellency.”

“Ah, oysters.”

Oblonsky considered the possibilities. 197 he

“Perhaps we had better change our plans, Levin? -
said, Interrupting the progress of his finger down the mf"rc
card. His face expressed genuine perplexity, “Are you sul
the oysters are good? Mind, now! 4

“F]ensburg oysters, Your Excellency, not Ostﬂ';1 -

“Flensburg oysters are good enough, but are they
fresh?” - s

Got them just last evening, Your Excellency.’ d

“Then perhaps we ought to begin with oysters an
change our plans accordingly, shall we?”

“Makes no difference to me. I should prefer cabbagg
soup and buckwheat Pporridge, but they are not to be ha
here.”

“Porridge & la Russe, sir?” asked the waiter, bending
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over Levin as a nurse would bend over a child. .

“All joking aside, anything you order will suit me.
Skating has given me a whale of an appetite. And don't
think I fail to appreciate your choice,” he added, noticing
a shadow of disapproval cross Oblonsky’s face. “I'm only
too glad to have a good meal.” . X

“I should hope so! Say what you will, but that is one
of life’s real pleasures,” said Oblonsky. “Well then, my
man, give us two—no, better three dozen oysters ... broth
with herbs—"

“Printantére,” put in the Tatar, but Ob!onsk was
apparently unwilling to give the man the satisfaction of
naming the dishes in French. i

“With herbs, mind you. Then turbot with thick sauce,
then ... er ... roastbeef—but be sure it is properly done!
Capons, perhaps, and certainly preserves.”

The Tatar, recalling Oblonsky’s reluctance to name the
dishes in French, did not repeat each item after him, but
later he allowed himself the pleasure of reading the entire
order according to the French menu: *Soupe printanidre,
turbot, sauce Beaumarchass, poularde & Uestragon, macé-
dotne de fruits...” and immediately, as if by clockwork,
he put down one card and picked up another, the wine list,
and handed it to Oblonsky.

“What shall we drink?”

“Whatever you say, only not much. Champagne, per-
haps?” said Levin,

“What? To begin with? But you may be right. Do you
like White Seal?”

“Cachet blanc,” offered the Tatar.

“Very well, give us that brand with our oysters and then
we shall see.”

“Yes sir. And what table-wine will you drink?”
“Nuit. Or no, better make it the classic Chablis."
X ;‘Yes, Your Excellency. And will you have your cheese,
sir?”
“Most certainly: Parmesan. Or do you prefer some
other sort?"” .

“It really makes no difference to me,” said Levin, unable
to suppress a smile.

The Tatar scuttled away, tails flying, and in five minutes
was back with a platter of openced oysters in their
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shells, and with a bottle swin ing between his fingers.

Oblonsky crumpled his starcﬁcd napkin, thrust it into
his waistcoat and, resting his elbows comfortably on the
arms of the chair, sct to work on the oysters.

“Not bad,” he said as he loosened the juicy molluscs
from their shells with a silver fork and swallowed 'h‘":
one after another. “Not bad,” he repeated, looking now 2
Levin, now at the Tatar, with moist and shining CY;S'

Levin did not refuse to eat the oysters, although l:
would have preferred white bread and cheese. But he too‘
pleasure in watching Oblonsky. Even the waiter, as h‘,“t"
corked the bottle and poured out the sparkling wine mg
thin glasses, smiled with satisfaction and put up a han
to straighten his white tie. 2 gaid

“I'm afraid you don’t like oysters much, do you? wc_
Oblonsky, draining his wine-glass. “Or have you got som
thing on'your mind? Is that jt?" hat

He wanted Levin to be gay. But jt was not so much !bl:
Levin did not feel gay as that he did not feel comfortal -
His heart was full of something that made him feel lmc
happy and uncomfortable in this restaurant, among thes
private rooms where gentlemen were dining th}{ ladxcsr,
in the midst of all this fuss and excitement. His fine
feelings were offended by the atmosphere of bm.nzcsf
looking-glasses, gas lights and waiters. He was afraid o
sullying the something that filled his heart to O\jﬂ'ﬂo“""g'

“Yes, I have somethingon my mind; but outside of g"‘“;
I feel out of placehere,” he said, “You cannot imagine lixs
outrageous it seems to me, 2 country man; as outrageo »
as the fingemails of that gentleman I saw in your ofﬁghc‘

“Yes, I observed the interest you took in poor Grin
vich’s fingernails,” Iaughed Oblonsky. ¢

“It’s too much for me,” replied Levin. “Try to ?l:v
yourself in my place, to see things from the point ofvxcin
of 2 rustic. In the country we try to keep our hands §
working shape, and so we cut the nails short and s"m‘v
times roll up our sleeves. Here people let their nails grov
as long as possible and hook cuff-links the size of saucers
into their sleeves so that they can do nothing whatever
with tlhcirkhands." 4 4 a

Oblons inned good-naturedly: .

“That ozlgngoes t% show that h):_- has no need of doing
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rough wark, he works with his head.” 5

“Perhaps. But even so I find it outrageous, just as I find
it outrageous that you and 1 should be trying to spend as
much time as possible over our meal, and so we begin with
oysters, while in the country we try to eat as quickly as
possible and be about our work.” .

“Oh, yes indeed,” put in Oblonsky. “But that is just thg
purpose of cultivation—to turn everything into pleasure.

“Well, if that is its purpose, I would rather be a bar-
barian,”

“And so you are. All you Levins are barbarians.”

Levin heaved a sigh. He thought of his brother Nikolai
and the thought hurt and shamed him and he frowned; but
Oblonsky changed the subject to one that instantly dis-
tracted his attention.

“Well, do you intend calling on our family—I mean the
Scherbatskys—this evening?” he asked, his eyes sparkling
meaningfully as he pushed away the rough empty oyster-
shells and reached for the cheese.

“Indeed 1 do,” replied Levin. “Even though I thought
the princess was not anxious to invite me.”

“What’s that? Utter nonsense! It’s just a way she has...
Waiter]  Bring us our soup! .. Just her manner, that of a
grande dame,” said Oblonsky. “I am going too, but first
I must attend a rehearsal at Countess Bonina’s. Tell me,
pray, are yout not really a barbarian? How else can you
explain staying away from Moscow for so long? The
Scherbatskys ask me about you endlessly, as if I were ex-
pected to know, The only thing I know is that you always
do what nobody else does.”

“Yes,” said Levin slowly and with feeling. “You are
right, I do the wildest things. But the wildest was my
coming here, not my staying away. I have come—"

“Oh, what a lacky chap you arel * interposed Oblonsky
pccﬁ\xy\}% i;\to Levin’s eyes.

prAn e

““1 know an eagle by the way it scales the skies; T know
a lover by the lavelight in ;'xis eyes,’ ™ he declaimed.
“Everything lies ahead of you,”

“And does everything lie behind you?”

“Well, not exactly everything. But you havea future and
I-a present with a great many ups and downs,”



60 LEV TOLSTOY

“To be more explicit?”

“Mostly down at the moment. But I don't want to tak
about myself, and besides it would be hard to CXP“}’:;‘
cverything,” said Oblonsky, “Well, what then h::s bro“gcd
you to Moscow?.. Here, waiter, take our plates,” he call
to the Tatar. . Ky

“Have you not guessed?” replied Levin, fixing Oblonsky
with eyes shining in their very depths. et

“I have guessed, but I dare not speak. That in itscl
ought to tell you whether my guess is right or wmngl;f
said Oblonsky, looking at Levin with the subtlest
smiles, L. e

“What can you tell me?” saiq Levin in a quivering V"'co’
aware that the muscles of his face were quivering too.
“How do you regard jtp" .

Oblonsky cmg:t‘icd his glass of Chablis slowly, without
taking his eyes off Levin, is nothi

“As for me,” he came out with at last, “there is no h“‘%
I desire more. Nothing. It’s the best thing that could hap
pen.”
“Are you sure You have not made a mistake? Are you
sure you know what we are talking about?” said Le;ma’
searching his companion’s eyes. “Do you think suc
thing is possible?”

1 do. Why should it not be possible?” hink.

“You really do? Come, tell me exactly what you t.l;l‘]
What if ... what if I should be rejected? And it seams highly
probable...” 5 ky, "

“Why should you think such a thing?” said Oblonsky,
smiling at his friend’s agitation. for

“Well, I do at times, And that would be dreadful foi
both of us—for her as well as for me.” L.

““Oh, no; she would find nothing dreadful in it. Every
young girl is proud of being made an offer.”

“Yes, every young girl—but not she.” . he

Oblonsky “smiled. He understood Levin’s feelings,
knew that for him the young girls of the world Wi'ﬁ
livided into two groups: one—all the girls but Kitty,
f them quite ordinary and with human frailtics; the othcdr
~she alone, with no frailties whatever, far above an
eyond all the rest of mankind.

“Oh, do try the sauce,” he said, putting a hand on
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in’ ushing the sauce-boat away. .
Leg:vxg:;i:r:t&a;‘;lped i%imself to some sauce, but did
Qblonsky to go on eating: )
nc}‘\a&l’l;;x wait,” h‘{: sai'g. “This is a matter of life and de:‘ﬂ
to me, you know. I have not spoken of it to angolxx:m d
I cannot speak of it to anyone but you. You and e as
different as can be—in our tastes, in our views, It <:d r;,'c
thing; and yet 1 know that you understand mz at;_ au
deveted to me, and that Qzal_cte}: me 50 very fond of you.
od’s sake be frank with me. .
Bu}‘lhgf&ellisng you exactly what 1 think,” said Oplot}sky,
smiling. “But I will tell you even more: my wife is a:l;
extraordinary woman.” Oblonsky sighedas he remembere
his present relations with his wife and he paused for a
moment before he went on. “She has the gift of divina-
tlons it is not only that she sees straight through a person,
she can even foretell the future, especially as to marriages.
For instance, she foretold that Shakhovskaya would marry
Brenteln. Nobody would believe it, but that is how it

turned out. And my wife is on your side.”
“What do you mean?”

“I mean she is not only fond of you, she says Kitty is
sure to marry you.” . i .
At these words Levin’s face broke into a radiant smile,
a smile on the verge of tears of rapture. .
“Does she really say that?” cried Levin. *1 have always

said she was charming, your wife. But enough, enough of
this! ” he said, jumping up.

“Very well, but sit down.” i

Levin, however, was unable to sit down. With a
firm step he twice walked the length of the little room,
blinking back his tears, and only then resumed his
seat.

“Can’t you understand?” he said. “This is not love. 1
have been in love before but th

is is something different.
It is not my own feelings, it is an outside force that has
taken possession of me. I went away because I was certain
this could never be, that it was 100 great a happiness to be
experienced on this earth; § struggled with myself for a
long time until in the end 1 realized this was something
I could not live without, that it had to be decided~one
way or another.”
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“Then why on carth did you run away?”

“But wait. There is so much to say! " So much to ask!
Listen, you cannot possibly imagine what you have done
for me by telling me this. In my happiness I have become
a beast, I have forgotten everything else; only today I
found out that my brother Nikolaizhe is here, did you
know? And I have forgotten all about him. Now it scems
to me that even he must be happy, and that is sheer mad-
ness. But there is one thing that is dreadful—youmust know
the feelings—you got marricd yourself. It is dreadful that
we, already older men with a past—a past not of love but
of sin—that we suddenly find ourselvesabout to be intimate
with a pure innocent soul. That is revolting and cannot but
make you feel unworthy.”

**Oh, comc, you have not sinned so often.”

“Even so,” ‘said Levin. “Even so, ‘With Joathing do 1
read the record of my life, and shudder, and accuse,.and
bitterly lament..." Yes, that is how it is.” -

“Can’t be helped. That is the way of the world,” said
Oblonsky.

“There is only one consolation, as in that prayer that
has always appealed to me: ‘Forgive me not according to
my deserts but according to Thy mercy.’ This is the only
way she can forgive me.”

11

Levin drained his glass and they sat in silence a little.

“There is one other thing I must tell you. Do you know
Vronsky?” asked Oblonsky.

“No, I do not. Why do you ask?” .

“Bring another bottle,” said Oblonsky to the waiter,
who was refilling their glasses and hovering near just when
he was not wanted.

“Why should I know Vronsky?”

“Because he is your rival.” ;

“Who is he?” asked Levin, whose expression of child-
like rapture that had so amused Oblonsky now changed
to one of anger and displeasure, :

“Vronsky is a son of Count Kirill Ivanovich Vronsky
and 2 fine specimen of Petersburg’s gilded youth. I made
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his acquaintance when I was serving in Tver and he came
there to enroll recruits, He is horribly rich, handsome, well-
connected and already an aide-de-camp; even so he is a
decent, kind-hearted chap. But he is more than that. Now
that I've had a chance to know him better, I've discovered
he s highly cultivated as well and exceedingly clever. He
is destined to go far.”

Levin scowled and said nothing.

“Well, he put in an appearance here shortly after you
went away and I believe has fallen head over heels in love
with Kitty. You can well imagine that her mother—"

“Sorry, but I can imagine nothing at all,” said Levin,
looking dour. Just then he recalled his brother Nikolai and
what a beast he was to have forgotten him,

“Come, come,” said Oblonsky, smiling and putting a
hand on his arm. “f have told you everything I know and
1 repeat that, if conjecturing is valid in such a delicate
matter, I believe your chances are better.”

Levin flung himself back in his chair. His face was
white.

“But I would advise you to settle matters as soon as
possible,” went on Oblonsky as he refilled Levin’s glass.

“No thanks, I'll have no more,” said Levin, pushing
away the glass. “I shall be drunk. Well, how are you get-
ting on?” he asked in an obvious effort to change the
subject,

"One word more: in any case I advise you to decide
things at once. I don't advise you to speak this evening
though,” said Oblonsky. “Go tomomrow morning in the
accepted manner and make your offer, and may God bless

ou,*”

“Did you not once say you would like to have some
shooting” at my place? Come this spring,” said Levin.
_From the bottom of his heart he regretted having
discussed the matter with Oblonsky. His special feclings
were offended by this talk about a Petersburg officer being
s rival, and by Oblonsky’s advice and suggestions.
. Oblonsky smiled. He understood what was going on
in Levin’s soul.
"I will come one of these days,” he said. “Ah, yes,
my dear fellow, women are the axis round which every-
thing revolves. My own affairs are in a bad way, very bad.
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And all because of women. Give me your honest opinion
now,” he said as he took out a cigar with one hand and
held his wineglass in the other. “I want your advice.”

“What about?”

“This is what. Let us say that you are marricd and

love your wife but have become infatuated with another
woman,”
. “Forgive me, but that is beyond my understanding, it
is as if ... I can no more understand it than I could under-
stgnd going out of here after eating a big meal and stealing
a bun,”

Oblonsky’s eyes sparkled more than usual.

“And why should you not? Somctimes the smell of
fresh buns in irresistible.

Himmlisch ist’s, wenn ich bexwungen
Meine irdische Begier;

Aber doch wenn’s nicht gelungen,
Hatt’ich auch recht hiibsch Plaisir] »

Oblonsky smiled as he recited the verse and even Levin
smiled.

“But to be serious,” went on Oblonsky, “I must tell

you that this other woman is a meek, charming, loving crea-
ture, poor and lonely, and she has sacrificed everything
for me. Now that the leap has been taken am I to cast her
off? Let’s say that I do leave her so as to preserve the
family, but am I not to pity her, take care of her, ease her
lot?”
“That is not in my line. You know that for me there
are only two sorts of women ... or rather, there are women
and there are.. I never have and never will find any-
thing enchanting in fallen creatures; as for women like
that painted French lady behind the bar—I find them
loathsome, as I do all fallen women.”

“The one in the Bible too?”
Christ would never have pronounced

“Oh, stop it! >
those words had He known what misuse would have been
made of them. They are the only, rom th | -,
people remember. What I say, h~ twh 3
but what I feel. I have an avers wo -

eve

are afraid of spiders,I of them.1



]
.

AnnaKarening 65

spiders and do not know their true characters; well, neither
do I know theirs.”

“It is casy for you to talk; you are like that character
from Dickens who always tossed unpleasant problems over
is right shoulder. But denying facts does not do away
with them, What is to be done?—tell me that; what is to
be done? Your wife is growing old and you are still burst-
Ing with life and energy. Before you know it you find it
mpossible to love your wife with love, however you may
Tespect her. Then suddenly love presents itself and you are
ost ... lost,” said Oblonsky in despair.

Levin gave 2 little snort,

“Yes, lost,” reiterated Oblonsky, “What is to be done?”

“Don’t stcal buns,”

Oblonsky laughed.

“Oh, you moralist! But try to picture these two women:
one of them demands her rights, and her rights are to your
10‘[5, which you cannot give her; the other sacrifices every-
thing and demands nothing. What is a person to do? How
to behave? A temrible tragedy.”

“If you want my honest opinion, there is no tragedy here
at all. And this is why: it seems to me that love—l_mth
kinds of love as Plato defines them in his Sympostum,
remember?—both kinds of love are a test of character;
some people understand only one kind, some only the
other; those who understand only non-platonic love have
no right to speak of tragedy, that kind of love cannot cause
tragedy: “Thank you for your kindness, my dear, and fare
you well.’—there’s your whole tragedy for you; nor can
there be any tragedy with platonic love, for that sort of

Ove is pure and bright and therefore...” )

t this point Levin recalled his own transgressions and
“&Z inner struggle they had cost him. Unexpectedly he
added: .

“But perhaps you are right after all. It is quite possible.
Idon’t know, I simply don’t know.” . .

“You see?” said Oblonsky. “You are a single-minded,
Pumposeful man, That is your virtue and that is your
2iling, You yourself are purposeful and you would have
the whole of life made up of purpasefpl parts, but this is
not the reality. You hold the civil service in contempt be-
cause you would have its activities correspond invariably

$-397
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with a purpose, but this is not the reality. You would like
the actions of cvery individual always to have a purpose,

beauty of life consists in the play of light and shade.”

Levin sighed and made no reply. He was too busy
thinking of his own affairs to listen to Oblonsky.

Suddenly they both realized that although they were
friends and were dining together and drinking together,
which ought to have made them feel even closer, each was
absorbed in his own concerns and cared nothing about d";
other’s concerns. Many a time had Oblonsky experience!
this growing alienation rather than affinity after dining
with someone, and he knew what to do in such a circum-
stance. .

“Waiter, the billl * he called out and went into the big
room where he met an aide-de-camp of his acquam‘a’}C;
and began discussing a certain actress and her patron ‘V‘;

im. The conversation with the aide-de-camp immediately

brought him relief and refreshment after his talk with
Levin, who always forced him to make too great an in-
tellectual and moral effort, .

When the Tatar brought a bill that came to something
over twenty-six rubles with the tip extra, Levin, who, as
2 country dweller, would ordinarily have been horrified by
having his share amount to fourtcen rubles, paid no atten-
tion to it this time, simply settled his bill and went home
to dress for his call on the Scherbatskys, where his fate
was to be decided,

12

Princess Kitty Scherbatskaya was eighteen years old.
This was her first winter in society. Her popularity was
greater than that enjoyed by her elder sisters in their tlmf
and greater than her mother had anticipated. Not onl])
Were most of the young men who attended Moscow balls
in love with Kitty but two of them, Levin and Count
Vronsky (the Count had put in an appearance soon after
Levin Icft for the country), were serious aspirants for her
hand that very first season.
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Levin’s attentions at the beginning of the winter, his
frequent calls and obvious love for Kitty, gave rise to her
parents’ {irst serious discussion of Kitty’s future and to
disputes between them. The prince favoured Levin and
said he could desire nothing better for Kitty. His wife,
evading the jssue as women are prone to do, said that
Kitty was too young, that Levin had offered no evidence
of the scriousness of his intentions, that Kitty was not
attached to him, and other things; she did not, however,
say the main thing, which was that she was awaiting a
better match for her daughter, that she did not like and
did not understand Levin. When Levin had gone away so
unexpectedly she was delighted and said to her husband
trinmnphanty: “See? I was right.” When Vronsky appeared
on the scene she was even more delighted and even
more convinced that Kitty ought to make not simply a
good match but a brilliant one,

There could be no comparison, as far as Kitty’s mother
was concerned, between Vronsky and Levin, She did not
like Levin’s odd and harsh judgements, his awkwardness
in society, which, in her opinion, came from his pride, and
his mad preference for life in the country, where he had
dealings with cattle and peasants; furthermore, she was
resentful that he should visit their home for all of a month
and a half and, although obviously in love with their
daughter, hesitate to propose, as though afraid he would
be according them too great an honour by making their
daughter an offer of marriage, and as if unaware that if
he so persistently visited a home in which there was a
marriageable daughter he was expected to declare his
intentions. Suddenly, without any explanation, he went
away. A good thing he is not attractive or Kitty might
have fallen in love with him, thought the mother.

Vronsky satisfied all the mother’s requirements. He was
exceedingly rich and clever, of aristocratic birth, on the
way to making a career for himself as an officer attached
to the court, and a fascinating person in his own right.
Nothing better could be desired.

Vronsky openly courted Kitty at the balls, chose her as
his dancing partner and called at the house, all of which
left no doubt as to his serious intentions. Notwithstanding
this, Kitty’s mother was in a state of excitement and

s
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uncertainty all winter,

She herself had married thirty years before, the match
having been arranged by her aunt. Her future husband,
of whom she had been told in advance, paid them a visit
so that she could see him and he could sce her, after which
her aunt found out what the impressions had been on both
sxdcg and communicated them to the respective parties;
the impressions were good; accordingly, on an appoint
day the expected proposal was made, to the parents and
accepted. Very simple and easy. At least, so it now seemed
to the princess. But experience with her daughters taught
her that this seemingly ordinary business of giving daugh-
ters away in marriage was not at all simple and easy. How
many fears had she struggled with, how many thoughts
had she pondered, how much money had she spent, how
many conflicts with her husband had she engaged in before
her two elder daughters, Dolly and Natalie, were safely
married! Now, in arranging for her youngest, she was
experiencing the same fears, the same doubts, and engag:
ing in even more conflicts with her husband than when
she had given the elder gitls away. The old prince, like
all fathers, was extremely punctilious in matters touching
on his daughters’ honour and reputation. He was un-
reasonably Jealous of his daughters, especially of Kitty,
his favourite, and was continually making scenes with h!S
wife in which he accused her” of compromising their
daughter. The princess had experienced all this with her
elder girls, but this time she felt that his punctiliousness
had more foundation. She saw that social traditions were
undergoing great changes, which only added to a mother’s
responsibilities. She saw that gitls of Kitty’s age were
joining various socicties, attending various courses, con-
ducting themselves with unwonted freedom in the compa-
ny of men and riding about the streets unescorted; many
of them no longer curtsied, and, to crown it all, they were
firmly convinced that the choosing of a husband was their
business and not the business of their parents. “Today girls
are not given in marriage as they used to be,” was what
these young girls and even older people were thinking and
saying. Yet no one could tell the princess how they were
given in marriage today, The French tradition—everything
arranged by the parents—was condemned and rejected. The



AnnaKarenina 69

English tradition—complete freedom of choice by the girls
~was also rejected as being quite impossible in Russian
society. The Russian tradition of match-making was con-
sidered monstrous and laughed at by everyone, including
the princess. But nobody could say how girls ought to be
matched and married. Everyone to whom the princess put
the question said the same thing: “Gracious! It’s high time
we gave up those out-worn practices. It’s the young people
who are to get married, not their parents, and so they must
be left to arrange things as they see fit.” Very well for
those to speak who had no daughters; the princess knew
only too well that social intercourse might lead to her
daughter’s falling in love with someone who had no inten-
tion of getting married, or who lacked the qualifications
of a good husband. Try as they would to convince the
princess that in our day youngpeople ought to decide their
fate themselves, she could no more believe it than she
could believe that in our day, or any other day, the best
toy for a five-year-old child was a loaded pistol. This was
why the princess was more worried about Kitty than about
her elder daughters.

At present she feared that Vronsky might do no more
than ffin with her daughter. She saw that her daughter was
in love with him and consoled herself with the belief that
he was an honest man and therefore would not trifle with
her. At the same time she knew how easily a girl could be
deceived as to a man’s intentions in this age of free rela-
tions, and how little his conscience would trouble him. In
the preceding week Kitty had told her mother of a con-
versation she had had with Vronsky during a mazurka.
This conversation had somewhat reassured the princess;
but she could not be altogether calm, Vronsky had told
Kitty that he and his brother were so accustomed to sub-
mitting to their mother’s will that they never made im-
portant decisions without first consulting her. “That is
why I take it as a particular bit of good fortune that
mother is coming here from Petersburg just now,” he had

said,

Kitty told this to her mother without attributing any
particular importance to the words. But her mother took
them differently. She knew that the old countess was ex-
pected any day, and she knew she would approve of her
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son’s choice, therefore she found it odd that the son should
refrain from Proposing for fear of offending his mother.
She was, howcver, so anxious for this marriage to take
place and, to an even greater extent, to be rcllc».'cd of her
anxiety, that she hoped for the best, Bitter as it was for
the princess to sce the misery of her elder daughter Dolly,
who was contemplating leaving her husband, all "‘;‘“
feclings were cclipsed by her anxiety over the fate of %‘
youngest daughter. The arrival of Levin on this day ha
added to her anxiety. She feared that her daughtcr., wh?m
she belicved to have once entertained tender feelings for
Levin, might reject Vronsky out of an cxaggcrafed scns;
of honour, and that Levin’s arrival would c_omplxcate aﬂ.
delay the progress of an affair so close to its consumma
tion, .
“Has he been here long?” asked the princess as to Levin
when they got home.

“He came only today, manan.” .

“There is only one thing I wish to say,” began the prir
cess. The serious, animated expression of her face fore
warmned Kitty of what was coming, . . to

“Mamma,” she said, blushing and turning quickly Y
hher, “please, please don’t speak of it. I know every
thing.”
Sfc desired the same thing her mother desired, but she
resented her mother’s motives for desiring it. ]

“I only wanted to say that having raised the hopes o
one person—"" .

“Please, mother darling, [ beg you not to say anything-

It’s so frightening to speak of such things.” o her

“I won't, I won’'t,” said her mother, seeing tears in hel
daughter’s eyes. “Only one thing, my love: will you prom-
ise not to keep anything from me? Will you?” .

“I do promise, mamma, I do,” replied Kitty, bl‘x‘xshmg
again and looking directly into hier mother’s eyes. P“'d
have nothing to tell you now ... I... I ... even if I wishe
Twould not know what to say. I don’t know...” h

With eyes like that she could not possibly tell an untruth,
thought the mother, smiling at her daughter’s happiness
and agitation, The mother smiled to think how enormous
and meaningful the poor child must find that which was
taking place within her heart.
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Between dinner and the arrival of the guests, Kitty's
feelings resembled those of a youth before a battle. Her
heart pounded furiously and she could not concentraté her
thoughts on anything.

She was aware that this evening, when those two would
meet for the first time, was to decide her fate. She kept
seeing them in her mind’s eyes, now each separately, now
both together. As she went over the past, the memory of
her relations with Levin brought pleasure and tenderness.
Recollections of her childhood and of Levin’s friendship
with her dead brother lent a peculiarly poetic shade to
their relations. His love for her, of which she was certain,
made her proud and happy. She found herself at ease when
she thought of Levin. When she thought of Vronsky a
certain awkwardness intruded ijtself even though he was
suave and urbane in the highest degree; there seemed to be
2 falseness—not in him, he could not have been more nat-
ural and charming—~but in herself, whereas with Levin she
felt perfectly open and natural. Yet when she thought of a
future with Vronsky, it presented itself as something joyous
and brilliant; a future with Levin was veiled in uncertainty.

As she went upstairs to dress for the evening she glanced
in the Jooking-glass and was happy to see that this was
one of her good days, she was in complete command
of all her forces and ‘this was essential for what awaited
her: she was aware of an outer quietude and a free grace
of movement.

Hardly had she entered the drawing-room at half past
seven when the footman announced “Konstantin Dmitrich
Levin”. The clder princess was still in her room and the
prince had not yet put in an appearance. Just as I thought,
said Kitty to herself, and all the blood rushed to her heart.
She was startled by the reflection of her pale face in the
looking-glass.

Now she knew for certain that he had come early so as
to find her alone and make her an offer. And now for the
first time she saw everything in an entirely different light.
Now, and only now, did she realize that her decision did
not concern herself alone, that it was not merely a matter
of whom she loved and with whom she would be happy;
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it also meant that now, at this very moment, she was g0m§
to hurt someone she loved. Hurt him cruelly. And why?
Because he was so good, because he loved her, was in Tove
with her. But it could not be helped, it must be done, it
had to be done. .
Merciful heavens, must I be the one to tell him? Sh‘l’
- thought. What shall T telf him? Can I bring myself to s;zy‘,
don’t love him? But that s not tnte. What shall I tell him?
That I love another? No, I cannot, I cannot, I shall go 3“’;},"

She had already reached the door when she heard fl‘f
steps. No, this is being faint-hearted. What am 1 afraid oli
I have done nothing wrong. Come what may, 1 wil te
him the truth. I cannot feel embarrasscd with him. H‘;’
he is, she said to herself as he saw him coming towarss
her, strong and timid, his shining eyes fixed on her cycv;
She returned his gaze as if begging for mercy as she ga
him her hand, ” he

“I have come at the wrong time, I fear: too early, His
said, casting his eyes about the empty room. On s:cmi.
hopes fulfilled by finding nobody there to prevent him
from declaring himself, his face grew sombre. ble.

“Oh, no,” said Kitty and sat down at a little ta »

“That was precisely what I wanted—to find you 310’}‘;{
he began, not sitting down and not looking at her for fe
of losing courage. . frer

“Mother will come Presently, She is very tired 2
yesterday. Yesterday—" .

She spoke without knowing what her lips were saying,
still looking at him with gentle, besceching eyes.

He looked at her. She blushed and was silent.

“I told you I did not know for how long I had come...
that it all' depended on you.” She allowed her head ;g
fall lower and lower, still not knowing how she wou
respond to what was coming. . od

“That it all depended on you,” he repeated. “I want
to say ... I wanted to say... That is what I came for ..
to ask you... to bemy wife! * He had said it, not knowmg
what he said, but now that the worst was over he stoppe
and gazed at her, .

Her breath came in little gasps and she did not raise her
cyes. She was transported. Her heart overflowed with joy.
Never had she expected a declaration of love to affect her
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50 decply. This, howered, lasted but for a moment. Sh.c
remembered Vronsky. She lifted clear, truthful eyes to his
face and when she saw how desperately tense he looked
she hastened to say:

“It cannot be ,.. forgive me...”

ow close, how essential to his life she had been but a

moment before! And how far away and alien to him she
Was now!

“It could not be otherwise,” he said looking away.

He bowed and was about to go out.

14

OWI. again and waited for the arrival of other guests so
that he might escape unnoticed, .

ive minutes later a friend of Kitty’s came in, Countess
Nordston, who had got married the winter bcfogc. .

he was a sallow, nervous, sickly woman with brilliant
black c¢yes. She was devoted to Kitty and her devotion was
¢Xpressed, as the devotion of married women for unma};
Ned girls ‘js always expressed, in wanting her to marnf' le
accordance with her own jdeal of happiness, and thﬂ‘]’_fe’d
Tl wanted her to marry Vronsky. She had never I o
Levin, whom' she had often met at the beginning of win ex
in their home, Her favourite f's\rr_ld ;‘qvanab]e amuseme
when they met consisted in chaffing him.

“I adoyre having him look down upon me fro“;szlzziﬁx):
heights; either he breaks off an intellectual com«;iscends

€cause Tam too stupid to understand it, or heilm;cendsl 1

to me. Is that not just too delicnsus?—h_edcofnh;n
rejoice that he cannot endure me,” she sai h" s ho -despist

She was right, Levin could not endure her; 't e
her for the very things she considered her merits an

-
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proud of: her nervous sensitivity, her exquisite contempt
for and indifference to all that was coarse and mundane.

A relationship had developed between Countess Nord-
ston and Levin that is frequently to be met with in the
fashionable world, when two people, outwardly preserving
the appearance of friendship, despise each other to such
an extent that they cannot tzke each other seriously or be
offended by each other. .

Countess Nordston instantly pounced upon Levin.

“‘Oh, Konstantin Dmitrich! So you have come back to
our wicked Babylon! ” she said, offering him a tiny yellow
hand as she referred to his having called Moscow a Baby-
fon at the beginning of winter. “Well, has our Babylon
improved or have you become corrupted?” she added with
amocking glance at Kitty.

“I am flattered that you should have remembered my
words, Countess,” replied Levin, who had taken }umse}f.l“
hand by this time and assumed the tone of jocular hostility
he always used with Countess Nordston. “They must have
made a strong impression on you.” . al

“Indeed they did! I jot down such things in a specis
notebook. Well, Kitty, were you skating again_today?

And she began talking to Kitty. Uncivil as it might seem
for Levin to take his leave now, it was easier for him to
appear uncivil than to remain all evening in the ct.)mPa"Z{’
of Kitty, who kept glancing at him from time to time an
yet avoided his eyes. Just as he was about to get up, the
princess, remarking his silence, addressed him: i

“Do you intend staying in Moscow long? I believe yot
take an active interest in zemstvo administration and $0
cannot remain away for any length of time.” .

“No, Princess, I no longer take part in zemstvo admint:
stration,” he said. “I have come for only a few days.

There is something odd in his behaviour, said Countess
Nordston to herself, noting his grave and cheerless look-
For some reason he is not expostulating in his usual way-
But I will draw him out. I find it dreadful fun to make him
ridiculous in front of Kitty and I will do it now. )

“Konstantin Dmitrich,” she said to him, “be so }uﬂd as
to explain to me what can be the meaning of this—you
seem to know everything: the peasants and their womc:i\
on our Kaluga estate have drunk up all their means an
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have nothing left with which to pay us rent, What is the
Eeﬁiﬁng of it? You have always praised the peasants so
ighly.”

At this point another lady entered the room and Levin
got up,

“Sorry, Countess, but I know nothing about it and can
say nothing,” he replied, his eyes on a young officer who
entered behind the lady.

That must be Vronsky, he thought. To confirm his guess
helooked at Kitty. She had glanced at Vronsky and turned
back to Levin, and from that one glance, so bright were her
cyes, he knew she loved thisman as surely as if she had told

M in so many words, Ah, but what sort of man was he?
Now, whether he ought to or not, Levin could not go
2way; he had to find out what this man she loved was like.
€r¢ are people who, on meeting rivals who have been
Successful in any way, are blind to all that is good in them
and see only the bad; there are others who, on the con-
» Want nothing so much as to discover in their success-

ing €Xtraordinary composure and firmness. His face and
om, from his closely-clipped black hair and freshly shaven
chin ‘to hjg loosely-fitting brand-new uniform, were in
every detail simple yet elegant, Having allowed the lady
to enter ahead of him, he went directly to the elder prin-
cess, then to Kitty. .
,As he approached her a particularly tcndc}' glow hghtcd
his beautify] €yes; with a scarcely perceptible smile of
2ppiness and modest triumph (or so it seemed to Levin),
€ bent over her diffidently, respectfully, offering her his
road but rather smalt hand,

When he had greeted everyone and spoken a few words,
he sat down without once glancing at Levin, whose eyes
had not left his face fora moment. .

“Allow me 1o introduce you,” said the elder princess,
indicating Levin, “Konstantin Dmitrich Levin, Count Alexei
Kirillovich Vronsky.”
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. Vronsky got up and looked amiably at Levin as he shook
his hand.

I believe I was to have dined with you on one occasion
this winter,” he said with his frank engaging smile, “but
you unexpectedly left for the country.”

“Konstantin Dmitrich loathes and detests the town and
townspeople,” put in Countess Nordston.

. “My words must have made a deep impression on you
if you remember them so well,” said Levin; then, recalling
that he had just said the same thing, he blushed.

Vronsky turned his eyes from Levin to Countess Nord-
ston and smiled.

“Do you live in the country all year round?” he asked.
“Frightfully boring in winter, I should think.” i

“Not boring in the least if one is busy, and certainly
not boring to be with oneself,” replied Levin sharply.

“I am very fond of the country,” said Vronsky, aware
of Levin’s tone and feigning to be unaware of it.

“But I hardly think you would be willing to spend all
your days there,” said Countess Nordston.

“I can’t say, I have never tricd it for any length of
time,” he went on. “But never have I been so homcs{ck
for the Russian village with its bast sandals and muzhiks
as I was the winter I spent in Nice with my mother. Nice
is a dull place, you know. But Naples and Sorrento, too,
are enjoyable only for a short time. It is precisely there
that one has poignant memories of Russia, and of thf'
Russian countryside in particular. It is as though...

He addressed Kitty and Levin as he spoke, turning his
genial glance from one to the other and saying, appar-
ently, the first thing that entered his head.

Observing that Countess Nordston wished to speak, h,‘
broke off in the middle of a sentence and gave her his
attention,

The conversation went on without pause, so that the
elder princess, who always kept two_heavy weapons ready

to be brought up if the conversapi4. 5 d (the advant-
ages of an academic as oppose ¢ | * ercial educa
tion, and universal military serv v ed of usin
them, nor had Countess Nordst " tunity to
chaff Levin. 2

could

Levin wished to enter into the
“‘.
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not make himself do so; he kept saying to himselff Go
away now, go now, but he did not go, it was as if he
were waiting for something to happen. . .

The conversation turned to table-tapping and spirits,
and Countess Nordston, who had taken up spiritualism,
Tecounted the wonders she had witnessed.

“Oh, you must take me to these people, Countess, upon
my word you must. I have never yet seen anything extra-
ordinary, though I have searched for it everywhere,” said
Vronsky with a smile. .

“Very well, it shall be next Saturday,” replied Countess
Nordston, “And you, Konstantin Dmitrich, do you believe
In such things?” she asked Levin, .
b “Why do you ask me? You know what my answer will
e,”

“But I should like to hear your opinion.”

“My opinion,” said Levin, “is that those tapping tables
only show that our so-called cultivated society is not a
whit above the peasants. They believe in the evil eye and
charms; we believe—" .

“In other words, you do not believe in such things.

*I cannot believe in them, Countess.” X
"Igot cven if I tell you I have seen them with my own
cyes?”

“Village women tell you they have seen the house.
goblin with their own eyes.” .

“So you accuse me of fibbing,” she said with a rueful
Little laugh, i

“Oh, no, Masha: Konstantin Dmitrich only said he
could not believe in them,” said Kitty, blushing for Levin,
and he understood this and it only aggravated his state
and he would have made a sharp ‘answer but Vronsky,
with his usual open, cheerful smile, rushed to the rescue
of a Conversation that threatened to end dls:}strol,x'sly.

“Do you not admit the possibility of such things? h?
asked. “Why should you not? We admit the existence o
electricity, which no one has sbccn; \;:h)}'x S}’l,OLlld there not

€ ancw force as yet unknown but which-— .

“When !:I:ctric)i,ly was discovered,” interrupted LC\'":
quickly, “it was only the phenomenon that was rtcoli,:i
nized, no one knew where it came from} or what it co_u
do, and it took ages before anyone discovered how to
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harness this force. Spiritualists, on the contrary, begin with
making tables tap out letters and spirits visit them, ang
only after that do they talk about some unknown force.

Vronsky listened attentively, as he always did, display-
ing much interest in what was being said.

“Yes, but spiritualists say: at present we do not know
what this force is, but it exists and these are the circum-
stances in which it manifests itself; let scientists dlsCOVC;
its properties. For my part, I do not see why there shoul
not be some new force, inasmuch as—" » it

“Why, just because,” interrupted Levin again, ‘“‘when 1
comes to electricity, every time you rub a stick of rcslltn
with a piece of wool you get the same well-known result,
whereas here you do not get the same result every time,
which means it is not a natural phenomenon.” .

Probably sensing that the conversation was becoming
too serious for the drawing-room, ansky did not P“;s.uc
it but tried to change the subject by turning to the ladies
with a bright smile, .

“Let us put it to the test, Countess,” he began. Levin,
however, was not to be put off. <o olists?

“It seems to me,” he went on, “that the spiritualis A
attempt to explain their wonders by attributing them to
new and unknown force is their very weakest point. Th:g
speak openly, of a spiritual force, yet try to subject it
amaterial test.” 3 felt

Everyone was impatient for him to finish and he
this.
“And it seems to me you would make an excellent me-
dium,” said Countess Nordston. “There is something so
exalted in your nature.” of

Levin opened his mouth to reply but thought better
it and only reddened. » aid

“Come, Countess, let us put the tables to th,c test,” sal
Vronsky. “Have we your permission, Princess?” <1abl

Whereupon he got up and looked about for a suitable

table.
Kitty left the table she was sitting at, and as she passed
Levin their eyes met. She pitied him with all her heart,
especially since she herself was the cause of his misery.
If you can forgive me, pray do! her glance said. I am
so happyl
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I hate everybody, including you and myself, his glance
rgphed, and he reached for his hat. But he was not des-
tined to go away. Just when they were about to seat
themselves at the table and Levin made ready to leave,
the old prince cafne in and, after greeting the ladies,
turned to Levin.

“Ah!” he exclaimed happily. “Have you been here long?
1 didnt know you had come. Delighted to see you.”

He embraced him and was so engrossed in talking to him
that he took no notice of Vronsky, who had got up and
was quietly waiting for the prince to address him.

_K)tty sensed that Levin found her father’s attentions
painful after what had happened. She also remarked the
coldness with which her father finally returned Vronsky’s
bow and the amiable perplexity with which Vronsky
looked at her father, trying to understand, and not under-
standing, how and for what reason anyone could feel
enmity  towards him, The colour rose to her cheeks.

“Do let us have Konstantin Dmitrich, Prince,” said
Countess Nordston. “We are about to make an experi-
ment.”

“Ah experiment? Table-tapping? Well, begging your
pardon, ladies and gentlemen, I should say ‘Who's got the
button’ was a much jollier game,” said the old prince,
glancing at Vronsky and surmising that he was the in-
Stigator. “At least there’s some sense in ‘Who’s got the
button’.”

Vronsky tumed his firm gaze on the prince wonderingly,
then, smiling faintly, began talking to Countess Nordston
about the ball that was to be held the following week.

“I trust you will attend it,” he said to Kitty.

The moment the old prince turned away, Levin escaped
unobtrusively, the last impression made upon him that
evening being Kitty’s radiant face as she answered Vron-
sky’s question about the ball.

15
When the evening was over Kitty told her mother about

her talk with Levin, and although she felt sorry for him,
she was delighted to have received a proposal. She did
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not doubt that she had done the right thing, yet she coul
not fall asleep for a long time when she went to bed, On
vision kept haunting her: Levin’s face, his knitted brow:
and hls'gcntlc eyes looking out from under them drearily
unhappily, as he stood listening to her father and watch
ing her and Vronsky. She felt so sorry for him that tears
filled her eyes. But the next moment she turned her
thoughts to the one she had chosen in his stead. Vividly
she recalled his manly, resolute face, its noble serenity,
the good-will towards all that emanated from its every fea-
ture; she reminded herself that she was loved by him
whom she Ioved, and once more her heart was J'Dy.f“l
and she snuggled into the pillow with a blissful smile.
It’s sad, very sad, but it can’t be helped. I am not to
blame, she said to herself, an inner voice, however,
said something quite different. Whether she felt remorse
for having roused Levin'’s affections or for having refused
him, she did not know, but her happiness was marred by
misgivings. God have mercy, God have mercy, God
hz;ve mercy, she kept repeating to herself until she fell
asleep.

Meanwhile downstairs, in the prince’s little study, the
parents were having one of those quarrels over their fa-
vourite daughter which took place so often now. L.

“What? This is whatl ” shouted the prince, waving his
arms, then, flinging shut his squirrel-lined house-robe:
“You have no pride, no dignity, you are disgracing and
ruining your daughter with this absurd, detestable match-
making! "

“But for the love of heaven, tell me what I have done!
cried the princess, almost in tears.

Pleased and happy after her talk with her daughter,
she had come to say goodnight to the prince as us{“}r
and while she had no intention of telling him of Levin' -
offer and Kitty’s refusal, she hinted broadly that she

pected matters were comin ~ 7 with Vronsky. .
would be finally settled [ ‘s mother arn
No sooner had these wor " than the pn
flew into a rge and bega using unse
guage. -
‘“What have you done? first pl
oon

you are openly angling fo
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Moscow will be talking of it and with good reason. If
you must hold these evenings, invitc cverybody and not
Just suitors. Call together all the young whippersnappers
(that was what the prince called Mosc9w’_s young b]o?ds).
“hire a piano-player and let them trip it, and don’t do
as tonight—nothing but suitors and match-making! A foull,
foul thing to watchl And you have got what you wanted!
The poor girl is head over heels! And Levin is a thou-
sand times the better man. That Petersburg fop! The likes
of him are stamped out by machine, all alike and all worth-
less. Let him be a prince of the blood, my daughter has
no need of him!

“But what have I done?”

“Just that,” cried the prince wrathfully. Y

“One thing is certain~if I were to listen to you, put
in the princess, “wc would never find a husband for our
daughter. If that's how it is, we had better go and live
in'the country.”

“And so we had.” a1
“Do be reasonable. Have I fawned upon anyone?
have not fawned in the least. It is just that a young man,
and a very fine young man, has fallen in love, and fancy

she, too—* . i

“You fancyl And what, pray, if she does indeed fall u;
love and he has as much thought of marrying h§r_ as]
have? Oh, that I had never set eyes on him! | ‘La, S?"?“faci
ism! La, Nicel La, going to balll *** The pm}ct‘:‘mumclilet
his wife by making a curtsy with every ‘La’. “And wl l?c
if we make Kitty miserable for life? She may really ta
it inﬁo her head—" L such a thing?”

“But why should you think such a thing?

“T don’tythink, kanow. It’s men who have eyes for
such things, not women. I can see a man with serious
Intentions—Levin is such a one. And I can see your ﬂ)lttcrs,;
your mashers, who only w‘aint to m;nuse themselves.
“You do ¢ most absurd notions! ”

';lYou wil?e:c:':cmbcr my words when it is too Iate, as
with Dolly,” i

“Oh, V};Iy well, very well, we won’t 5}"32"}‘t ‘:}f‘ cltma:n}f
more,” put in the princess hurriedly, wincing a
tion of her unfortunate Dolly.

“Capital. Good night.”

.
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They made the sign of the cross above each other and
exchanged kisses and parted for the night, each set in
his own opinion. .

At first the princess was firmly convinced that this
evening had decided Kitty’s fate and that there could be
no doubt of Vronsky’s intentions; but her husband’s words
had disconcerted her. On reaching her room, terrified by
the uncertainty of the future, she, like Kitty, repeated to
herself, God have mercy, God have mercy, God have
mercy]

16

Vronsky had never known real family life. His mother
had been ‘a brilliant society woman in her youth; during
her life with her husband, and especially after it, she had
had many romantic affairs known to everyone in the
world of fashion. He hardly remembered his father and
had received his education in the Corps of Pages. .

He finished school as a brilliant young officer and im-
mediately fell into the way of life of rich Petersburg mili-
tary men, Although he appeared in society from time to
time, all his love affairs were conducted outside of so-
ciety.

In Moscow, after the coarse and luxurious life he had
been leading in St. Petersburg, he had his first expe-
rience of the joy of being on close terms with 2 sweet
and innocent gitl of his own class who was in love with
him. It never occurred to him that there might be anything
wrong in his relations with Kitty. He chosc her to dance
with at balls and he visited her home. He said to her the
things that are usually said in society, all sorts of non-
sense, but he unconsciously said them in a way that made
her attach particular importance to them. Although he
said nothing to her that could not have been said in front
of everybody, he felt she was becoming more and more
dependent upon him, and the stronger he felt this the
pleasanter his sensations and the more tender his feclings
for her, He did not know that there was a definitc term
for his behaviour towards Kitty, that he was philandering,
soliciting a young girl’s love with no intention of marry-
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ing her, and that such philandering was one of the evil
practices commonly engaged in by brilliant young men
like himself. He imagined he was the first to discover this
particular pleasure and he revelled in his discovery.

Had he heard the conversation between her parents
that evening, had he been able to see things from the point
of view of the family, had he known that Kiity would
be deeply unhappy if he did not marry her, he would
have been astonished and indeed would not have be-
lieved it. He did not believe there could be anything wrong
in 2 relationship that brought him, and to an even greater
extent her, such delight. Even less could he believe that
he ought to marry her.

He had never looked upon marriage as a possibility.
It was not only that he disliked family life, but from the
viewpoint of the bachelor set in which he moved there
was something hostile, uncongenial and, above all, ludi-
crous about a family man, especially a husband. And while
Vronsky had no idea of what her parents were saying,
he was aware as he left the Scherbatskys’ that the mysteri-
ous spiritual bond between him and Kitty had been so
strengthened that evening that something must be done
about it. He had not, however, the faintest idea what could
and ought to be done.

The beauty of jt, he thought as he went home from the
Scherbatskys’, taking with him as usual a pleasant sense
of pureness and freshness arising Farﬂy from his not
having smoked all evening and partly from being touched in
2 new way by her love for him—the beauty of it is that
not a word was spoken by me or by her, yet so perfectly
do we understand the language of looks and intonation
that she told me more clearly than ever before that she
loves me. How sweet, how simple, and above all how
trustingl I feel that I myself am better and purer for it.
I feel that I have a heart beating in my breast and that
there is a great deal of good in me. Oh, those dear loving
cyest And when she saig, oh, very much,..

Well, what? Well, nothing. I am happy and she is happy.
And he tumed to a consideration of how he should spend
the rest of the evening.

He went over in his mind the places to which he might
go. To the club?—a hand of bezique and a bottle of cham-
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pagne with Ignatov? No, I shan’ go here. The Chateau
des Fleurs?>—No, there I will meet Oblonsky—songs,
the cancan. Bah! Sick of it. That is why I like going to
the Scherbatskys’~I feel a better man. I shall go home.
And he did go directly to Dussot’s Hotel, ordered supper
in his room, undressed, and almost before his head
touched the pillow fell into his usual deep, tranquil sleep.

17

At eleven o’clock in the morning of the following day
Vronsky left for the Pctersburg Railway Station to meet
his mother, and the first person he ran into on the big
stairway was Oblonsky, who was expecting his sister by
the same train.

“Ah, Your Excellency,” cried Oblonsky. “Who are you
meeting?”’ id

“My mother,” replied Vronsky, smiling as everyone di
on meeting Oblonsky; he shook hands with him and they
mounted the stairs together. “She is coming from St. Pe-
tersburg.” d

“I waited till two in the morning for you. Where di
you go after leaving the Scherbatskys?” .

“Home,” said Vronsky. “I confess to being in such a
happy frame of mind after the evening with the Scherbat-
skys that I had no desire to go anywhere else.” .

“ I know an eagle by the way it scales the skies; 1 k”‘l’{w
a lover by the love-light in his eyes,’ ” declaimed Oblonsky
just as he had done to Levin so recently. .

Vronsky smiled in a way that indicated he did not deny

e insi ion, but he changed the subject.

“Who are you meeting?” he asked.

“A pretty lady,” said Oblonsky.

“Well, now! »

“Honni soit qui maly pensel My sister Anna.”

“Ah, Karenin’s wife?” asked Vronsky.

“I believe you know her.” ”»

“I dare say 1 do. Or no... Really, 1 don’t rcmcznbcr.,
said Vronsky absent-mindedly, the name of harcnx‘ril
vaguely associated in his mind with things dull and
strait-laced.
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“Oh, you must know Alexei Alexandrovich, my famous
brother-in-law. The whole world knows him.”

“I know him by sight and reputation, of course. I know
he is clever, learned and supposed to be pious or some-
thing of the sort. But that, as you know, is ... er ... not
in my line,” said Vronsky in English.

“Oh, but he is an extraordinary person—a bit conserva-
tive, but really first.rate,” said Oblonsky. “Really first-
rate.”

“All the better for him,” said Vronsky, smiling. “Ah,
s0 here you are,” he said to a tall old man, his mother’s
footman, standing at the door. “Come here.”

Besides being susceptible to the charm Oblonsky exer-
cised on all people, Vronsky felt particularly attached to
him now because he associated him with Kitty.

“Well, are we giving that supper for the prima donna
on Sunday?” he asked, taking Oblonsky’s arm and smiling.

“Without fail! I am collecting contributions. By the way,
did you meet my friend Levin last evening?” asked Ob-
lonsky.

“I did. But for some reason he lcft early.”

“Excellent chap,” said Oblonsky. “Didn’t you think so?”

“I cannot say,” replied Vronsky. “Why is it that all
Muscovites—with the exception of him to whom I am
speaking, of course—” he inserted jocularly, “—are so
touchy? Always rearing up and getting angry, as if to let
you know they are not to be trifled with.”

“There’s something in that, there is indeed,” laughed
Oblonsky good-humouredly.

“Will it arrive soon?”’ Vronsky asked a station attend-
ant.

“Directly,” the man replied.

The train's approach was attended by growing prepa-
Tations, by the rushing about of porters, the appearance
of gendarmes and station guards and the arrival of peo-
ple meeting friends and relatives. Through the haze of
frosty air workmen in sheepskins and soft felt boots could
be scen stepping over the i ing rails, A donkey-
engine hooted on distant tracks and the shunting of heavy
goods-vans could be heard.

*No,™ said Oblonsky, who was bursting to tell Vron-
sky of Levin's intentions as to Kitty. “No, you have a
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wrong impression of my friend Levin. He is a nervous
fellow and it is true he can be unpleasant at times, but at
others he is splendid. He is extraordinarily honest and
truthful and has a heart of gold. But last cvt:ning.thfrc
were special circumstances,” said Oblonsky with a signifi-
cant smile, quite forgetting the sincere sympathy he had
felt for Levin the day before, 2 sympathy he felt niow, too,
but this time for Vronsky. “Yes, last evening there was
2 reason why he might have been particularly happy or
Particularly unhappy.* .

Vronsky stopped walking and put the question point-
lank.

“What was it? Do you mean to say he made your belle

soeur an offer last night?”

“Possibly,” said Oblonsky. “I rather thought he was go-
ing to yesterday. Yes, if he left early and was in a ba
mood he must have done so, He has been in love with her
so long; I feel very sorry for him.”

“S?)gthat’s how itrirs)!, .. I should say, however, that she
could count on making a better match,” said Vronsky,
straightening up and beginning to walk again. “However,
[ don’t know him,” he added. “Hm, a very unpleasant
position to be in. That is why most men prefer having to
do with Fifis. Failure with them only means you haven't
0t enough money; with others your dignity is at stake.
But here comes the train.” .

A locomotive had whistled in the distance. A few min-
ites later the station platform trembled as the engine
ulled in, puffing out clouds of smoke that were pressed to
arth by the frost, its piston-rod moving out and in slowly
nd regularly, the engine-driver leaning out of his cab all
uffled up and covered with rime; the platform tr_cmblcd
1ore and more as the train slowed down; behind the

nder came the luggage van with a squealing dog inside
nd then, as the train shuddered to a stand-still, the pas-
nger carriages.

Down the carriage steps came a dashing conductor
owing his whistle, and he was followed by impatient
1ssengers, one by one: an officer of the guards, stiffly
ect and looking round sternly; a fidgety little tradesman
ith a bag, smiling cheerily; a peasant with a sack over
s shoulder.
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Vronsky stood beside Oblonsky watching the carriages
and their passengers, all thought of his mother having
l_’)een driven out of his mind; what he had heard respect-
ing Kitty excited and pleased him. His chest swelled out
and his eyes sparkled. He felt like a conqueror.

. “Countess Vronskaya is in that carriage,” said the dash-
ing conductor, coming up to Vronsky.

‘The conductor’s words roused him and made him think
of his mother and the meeting with her that was about to
take place. In his inmost heart he did not respect his
mother and, without admitting it to himself, he did not
love her even though, in accordance with his upbringing
and the manners of the circle in which he moved, he
could not conceive of showing her anything but respect
and obedience, and the more respectful and obedient he

was outwardly, the less he loved and respected her in
his heart,

18

Vronsky followed the conductor into the carriage and,
wi_lcn they reached the door of the compartment, stood
aside to make way for a lady coming out. With the insight
of 2 man of fashion, Vronsky could see at a glance that
the lady’s appearance placed her in the highest ranks of
_soqiety. He murmured an apology and was about to step
inside when something prompted him to look at her again,
not because she was very beantiful and not because of the
elegance and modest grace evident in her entire figure,
but because of the extraordinary tendemess and delicacy
in the expression of her sweet face as she passed closely
by him. When he turned she, too, turned her head. Her
grey luminous eyes, darkened by thick lashes, lingered
a moment on his face with friendly attentiveness, as if
she recognized him, then swept the crowd as if in search
of someone. In this brief glance Vronsky had time to
notice a suppressed vivacity that played over her face and
fluttered between her brilliant eyes and the scarcely per-
ceptible smile curving her red lips. It was as though her
whole being were brimming over with something that
showed itself against her will in her smile and in the light
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of her eyes. She would deliberately put out this light, but
in is]pmz of her it would shine in her scarcely perceptible
smile.

Vronsky entered the compartment. His mother, a thin
elderly lady with black eyes and ringlets framing her
faFc, narrowed her eyes on her son and smiled slightly
with her thin lips. She rose from her seat, handed her
reticule to her maid and gave him her thin hand. When
her son bent over it she lifted his head and kissed his
forehead.

“Did you get my telegram? Are you well? That's 2
mercy,”

“Had you a nice journey?” asked her son, sitting dovn
beside her and involuntarily listening to a woman’s voice
on the other side of the door. He knew the voice belonged
to the lady he had encountered on entering.

“And yet I cannot agree with you,” this lady was say

ing.

“Yours is the Petersburg view, Madame.” )

“Not the Petersburg but the feminine view,” she replied.

“At any rate, allow me to kiss your hand.”

“Goodbye, Ivan Petrovich. See if my brother is out there
and if he is, send him to me,” said the lady from the
doorway as she re-entered the compartment. ,

“Have you found your brother?” asked Vronsky’s
mother.

Vronsky realized now that the lady was Madame Ka-
renina.,

“Your brother is here,” he said, getting up. “Forgive
me for not recognizing you at once, but our acquaintance
was so slight.” He gave a little bow. “I dare say you do
not remember me.”

“Oh, but I would have recognized you because I believe
your mother and I have spoken about nobody else the
wvhole journey,” she said, permitting the vivacity seek-
ng an outlet to come forth in her smile. “Where could my
rother be?™

“Go and call him, Alexei,” said the elderly countess.

Vronsky went out on to the platform.

“Oblonsky! Here! ” he called.

But Madame Karenina did not wait for her brother to
ome; as soon as she caught sight of him she left the car-

P
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tage with a light determined step. When her brother
rca%:hcd her Vrt?nsky was struck by the grace and rcso];:-
tion with which she threw her left arm round lusdnlf_c '
swiftly pulled his head down and gave him a sound h ISS{
Vronsky could not tear his eyes away and smiled withou
nowing why, Suddenly recollecting that.lus mother was
\\'aiting for him, he went back into the carriage. ferri
“ arming, is she not?” asked the countess, re cm'n}%
to Madame Rarenina, “Her husband put her in here wit
me and [ am very glad. We talked all the time. And you,
ey say .., vou:fe: le parfait amour, Tant mieux, mon
cher, tant mieux,’ i R " eaid
“I do not know what you have in mmd_, maman,” saj
her son stiffly, “Come, we had better be going,’ ;
Madame Karenina came back to the carriage to take
leave of the countess, b
“Well, Countess, your son has met you and my brot cﬁ
" she said gaily. “And a good thing, for all
my tales are tolq and I would have nothing more to say.
“Oh,” said the countess, taking her hand, I could tray-
e to the ends of the earth with you and never find jt
dull. You gre one of those delightful women with whom
it is ag pleasant to pe silent as to talk. But pray do not
wonry about your little boy; it would be quite wrong
never to Separate from him,” i
adame Karenina was standing motionless, very erect,
her eyes g iling,
“ };ma [Rrk’;%{ievna,” the countess z:xplained~ to her sm:i,
“has o little boy eight Years old, if 1 am not mxstakex}(, an
€ has never heer separated from him before and eeps
torturing hergelf for leaving him.” i
"Yes,gthe Zountcss an§ I have been talking endlessly,
she about her son and 1 about mine,” said Madame Kadre;
nina ang again her face was lighted by a smile, a tende
smile im. X
* g\]le?:ésfto;l:\t?found it very tiresome,” he salhd., Cath‘}x!t'
ing jn flight the ball of coquetry she had tossed sal:?z;n u
€ appeared unwilling l:o fgnim::xsu;}::s sconver
i o the elder] .
e tclilr;‘e‘;n;intuux:;e;in:xc}h The tin?;e simply flew yesterday.
» .
Go'?ggﬁghgg,“ ::;s;-ear,” replied the countess. “Let me L
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“What? ... What? ... Where? ... Threw himself? ... Ran
over him? _,.” were the words that were borne to their ears.
_Oblonsky with his sister on his arm, both of them with
frightened faces, came back and stood at the carriage en-
trance to avoid the crowd,
; ¢ ladies went back into the carriage and the two men
ollowed the crowd to find out the details of the accident.

1.\ watchmgm, drunk or perhaps so swathed in wrappings
2sainst the bitter cold that he did not hear a train backing
Up, was run over.,

. Before Vronsk_y and Oblonsky came back with this in-
ormation the ladies heard it from the butler,

Both the men had scen the mutilated body. Oblonsky
seemed to be deeply affected. He frowned and apparently
Was on the verge of tears,

How dreadfu]! Oh, Anna, if you had seen him! How
very dreadful! » he kept saying,

Vronsky said nothing; his handsome face was grave but
Pell’fectly serene,

“, Oh, }f‘yophad seen him, Countess! ” went on Oblonsky.
hcr:\ I 15 wife was there .., terrible to see her ... flun,
bixe, 02 the body. They say he was the only support for
2big family, Isn’t it dreadful?™
Coul n’t we do something for them?” asked Madame
arenina in an agitated whisper,
ﬁa;:‘ronsky glanced at her and instantly left the car-

it
1 s_ha.ll be back directly, maman,” he said, turning
ound in the doorway.
hen.he came back a few minutes later he found Oblon-

Y talking to the countess about a new prima donna while

¢ kept turning anxious glances to the door, waiting for
her son.

“Shall we 80?” said Vronsky on entering.

They went out together, Vronsky in front with his
nother, Madame Karenina behind with her brother, As
hey were leaving the station the station-master overtook
Vronsky,

“You 8ave my assistant two hundred rubles. Be so kind
S 10 specify to whom it is to be given.”

. Jo the widow,” said Vronsky, shrugging his shoulders.
Tdon’t know why you should ask.”
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your pretty face. I must tell you frankly, as old people
may do, that I have quite fallen in love with ypu." X
Trite as the phrasc was, Madame Karenina evidently
belicved it and was glad. She coloured, bent down toprc
sent her face to the countess's lips, straightened again and
with that same smile fluttering between eyes and lips hel
out her hand to Vronsky. He pressed the little hand that
was offered him and was pleased, as with .somcthmg out
of the ordinary, to fecl the energy with which she graspe
his hand and the firmness and boldness with which she
pressed it. Then she walked off with a quick step that gave
singular buoyancy to her rather full figure.
“Very charming,” said the countess. T
Her son was of the same opinion. The smile still hng::_
ing on his lips, he followed her with his eyes until her gmher
ful form was out of sight. From the window he saw, o
join her brother, put her arm in his and with great anmtlh'
tion begin telling him something that obviously had “t‘?n
ing to do with Vronsky, and he found this disappoin ling.
“Well, maman, are you quite well?” he asked, turning

back to his mother. very
“Very well, everything is splendid. Alexander w;s o
kind and Marie has greatly improved. Indeed she
become very attractive.” . arest
Once more she began talking about the things {“;l he
her heart, the christening of her grandson, for whicl 1der
had gone to St. Petersburg, and the favour shown her €
son by the Tsar. .
“Here is Lavrenti,” said Vronsky, lookin;
window. “Now we can go if you like.” on
The old butler who had accompanied the countcsst t
}J:fr joumney entered the carriage to announce that every
ing was ready. She got up to go. N
“Come, theXe are rg\ot mpany %eople now,” said Vral;st}::
The maid took one of the bags and the lapdog, the f© e
man and a porter picked up the other things. Vronsky g2
his mother his arm, but just as they were about
the carriage some people with frightened faces ran
The station-master in his cap of extraordinary co!
past too. Something must have happened. The peop’
had just got out of the train.were now running -
rear of it. P
74

g out of the
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“What? ... What? ... Where? ... Threw himself? ... Ran
over him? ...” were the words that were borne to their ears.

Oblonsky with his sister on his arm, both of them with
frightened faces, came back and stood at the carriage en-
trance to avoid the crowd.

The ladies went back into the carriage and the two men
followed the crowd to find out the details of the accident.

A watchman, drunk or perhaps so swathed in wrappings
against the bitter cold that he did not hear a train backing
up, Was run over.,

Before Vronsky and Oblonsky came back with this in-
formation the ladies heard it from the butler.

Both the men had seen the mutilated body. Oblonsky
seemed to be deeply affected. He frowned and apparently
was on the verge of tears.

“How dreadful! Oh, Anna, if you had seen him! How
very dreadfull ” he kept saying.

Vronsky said nothing; his handsome face was grave but
perfectly serene.

“Oh, if you had seen him, Countess!” went on Oblonsky.
“And his ‘wife was there ... terrible to see her ... flung
herself on the body. They say he was the only support for
abig family. Isn't it dreadful?”

“Couldn’t we do something for them?” asked Madame
Karenina in an agitated whisper.

. Vronsky glanced at her and instantly left the car-
riage.

“I shall be back directly, maman,” he said, turning
round in the doorway.

When he came back a few minutes later he found Oblon.
sky talking to the countess about 2 new prima donna while
she kept turning anxious glances to the door, waiting for
her son,

“Shall we go?” said Vronsky on entering.

They all went out together, Vronsky in front with his
Tother, Madame Karenina behind with her brother. As
they were leaving the station the station-master overtook
Vronsky.

“You gave my assistant two hundred rubles. Be so kind
as to specify to whom it is to be given.”

“To the widow,” said Vronsky, shrugging his shoulders.
“I don’t know why you should ask.”
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ready resembled his father, hearing him read his French
lesson. As he read, the child twisted a loose button of his
jacket and tried to pull it off. Scveral times his mother
pushed his hand away but the chubby fingers kept steal-
ing back to the button. At last she tore it off impatiently
and put it in her pocket.

“Stop fidgeting, Grisha,” she said, picking up her work
again, a coverlet she had been knitting ever so long and
resorted to whenever she was upset; now she knitted ner-
vously, flicking her finger and counting the stitches. On
the previous day she had sent word to her husband that
the coming of his sister was no concern of hers, but all
the same she had prepared everything and was anxiously
awaiting her,

Dolly was overwhelmed by her trouble and completely
absorbed in it. Even so she remembered that Anna, her
sister-inlaw, was a grande dame, the wife of an eminent
public figure in St. Petersburg. That is why she did not
do what she had threatened her husband she would do;
that is, she did not forget that her sister-in-law was com-
in,

g

After all, Anna is not to blame, thought Dolly. I know
nothing but good of her and she has always been kind
and loving to me.

On the other hand, Dolly’s impressions as a guest of the
Karenins in St. Petersburg led her 1o disapprove of their
Elf)me; there was something false about their family

€.

But why should I not receive her? Only let her not
think of trying to console me, thought Dolly. }_&ll these
consolations and exhortations and Christian forgiveness—
I have gone over them a thousand times and they won’t
do.

Dolly had spent the last few days alone with her chil-
dren. She did not wish to talk about her misery but with
such misery in her heart she could not talk about any-
thing else. She knew that in one way or another she would
tell Anna everything, and one moment she was glad of
the opportunity to put out her troubles, the next she was
angry to think she would have 1o tell her, his sister, of
her humiliation and listen to trite expressions of comfort
and advice.
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“You gave it?” called out Oblonsky from behind, adding,
with a little squeeze of his sister’s arm: “Very decent, very
decent. Fine chap, ch? Well, goodbye, Countess.”

He and his sister stopped and looked about for her
maid,

When they reached the street the Vronsky carriage }}"‘d
already departed. The people coming out of the station
were still talking about the accident. A

“There’s an awful death for youl ” said a gentleman
passing by. “They say he was cut in two.” N

“I disagree; a very easy death. Instantaneous, observed
another. T

“Why don’t they take the proper precautions:
exlaimed a third. . "

When Madame Karenina got into the carriage Obloﬂiﬂy
saw that her lips were quivering and she could hardly
restrain her tears. sen

“What is it, Anna?” he asked her when they had drive
a little way.

“It’s a bad omen,” she said. ) . ce

“Pifflel” said her brother. “The onlything of importahes
is that you have come. You cannot imagine how I cou
on you,”

“Have you known Vronsky long?” she asked. Kitty.”

“Oh, yes. You know we hope he will m’arl'y ; lbzlllxt

“Oh,” said Anna softly. “Come, now, let’s talk aaking
you,” she said with a little toss of her head as if m e
a physical effort to free herself of something unw:mour’
something that bothered her. “Yes, let’s talk about ¥
affairs. I got your letter and here I am.”

“All my hopes rest in you,” said Oblonsky.

“Tell me everything.”

And he began the story. < sister

When they reached the house Oblonsky helped his st "
out of the carriage, heaved a sigh, pressed her hand,
set out for his office.

19

When Anna entered the small drawing-room she fOU:‘f
Dolly sitting with a pudgy fair-haired little boy who
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ready rescmbled his father, hearing him read his French
lesson. As he read, the child twisted a loose button of his
jacket and tried to pull it off. Scveral times his mother
pushed his hand away but the chubby fingers kept steal-
ing back to the button. At last she tore it off impaticntly
and put it in her pocket. X

“Stop fidgeting, Grisha,” she said, picking up her work
again, a coverlet she had been knitting ever so long and
resorted to whenever she was upsct; now she knitted ner-
vously, flicking her finger and counting the stitches. On
the previous day she had sent word to her hushand that
the coming of his sister was no concern of hers, but all
the same she had prepared everything and was anxiously
awaiting her.

Dolly was overwhelmed by her trouble and completely
absorbed in it. Even so she remembered that Anna, her
sister-in-law, was a grande dame, the wife of an eminent
public figure in St. Petersburg. That is why she did not
do what she had threatened her husband she would dos
that is, she did not forget that her sister-in-law was com-

ing.

After all, Anna is not to blame, thought Dolly. I know
nothing but good of her and she has always been kind
and loving to me,

On the other hand, Dolly’s impressions as a guest of the
Karenins in St. Petersburg led her to disapprove of their
gcf)mc; there was something false about their family

€.

But why should I not receive her? Only let her not
ink of trying to console me, thought Dolly. All these
consolations and exhortations and Christian forgiveness—
{ihave gone over them a thousand times and they won’t
o.

Dolly had spent the last few days alone with her chil-
dren. She did not wish to talk about her misery but with
such misery in her heart she could not talk about any-
thing else. She knew that in one way or another she would
tell Anna everything, and one moment she was glad of
the opportunity to put out her troubles, the next she was
angry to think she would have to tell her, his sister, of

her humiliation and listen to trite expressions of comfort
and advice,
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Dolly kept glancing at the clock, expecting her guest
every minute, and, as so often happens, she missed the
exact minute because she did not hear the doorbell.

A rustle of skirts and a light step in the doorway made
her look up, her harassed face expressing surprise rather
lt:an pleasure. She got up and embraced her sister-in-

w,

“What? Here already?” she asked, kissing her.

“How glad I am to see you, Dolly! »

“I am glad too,” said Dolly, smiling weakly as she
tried to guess from Anna’s face whether she knew, Most
likely she does, she thought, noticing Anna’s look of sym-
pathy. “Here, come along, I will show you to your room,
she said, anxious to put off the moment of conﬁdc,nCC,S-

“Is this Grisha? Goodness, how he has grown! * said
Anna. She kissed the child without taking her cyes off
Dolly, then checked her movements and blushed, “No,
allow me to remain here.”

She took off her scarf and hat, and when a lock of her
curly black hair got caught in the hat she shook her head
o free it. .

“You fairly radiate health and happiness,” said Dolly
almost enviously. i

“Me?.. Oh, yes,” said Anna. “Goodness _gracious! l—
[anya? The same age as my Sergei! ”'she said to a lm;
irl who came running in. She took her in her arms 3"]
dssed her. “An adorable child, adorable! Show them al
o me.” .

She named each of them and remembered not only their
ames but the months and years of their births and thdc
haracter of each and the sicknesses they had suffered an
olly could not but appreciate this. A B

“Very well, let’s go to them,” she said. “But Vasya's

sleep, what a pityl ”

When they had visited the children they sat down a]O’r:C

' the drawingroom for coffee. Anna took hold of the
ay, then pushed it aside.

“Dolly," she said, “he has told me.” .

Dolly looked at Anna coldly. She was waiting for sen-

nental words of sympathy, but Anna did not pronounce

em, . .
“Dolly, darling,” she said, “I have no intention of de-
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fending him or of consoling you; that is impossible. But
am sorry, dear, sorry with all my heart that you should
suffer so0,”

Tears gathered behind the thick lashes of her brilliant
€yes. She took a seat closer to her sister-in-law and held
hcr. hand in her own strong little one. Dolly did not
sh_d k from her but her face retained its coldness. She
said;

“You cannot comfort me. All is lost after what has hap-
pened; all js gone.”

As soon as she said this her face softened. Anna picked
up Polly’s thin dry hand and kissed it.

“But what is to be done, Dolly?” she asked. “What is
to be done? What are the best measures to take in such
a (li‘rcadful situation? That js what we must think of.”

verything is over, and that is all,” said Dolly. “And

the worst thing is—think of jt] ~I cannot leave him: the

children. 1 3 bound hand and foot. But I cannot go on

l“”‘{lg with him, the Very sight of him is a torment.”

Dolly, da.rling, he has told me, but I want to hear it
from you; tell e everything,”

Dolly looked at her inquiringly.

Anna’s face reflected sincere love and sympathy.

“Very well,” she said suddenly, “But let me begin from
the beginning. You know what I was when I got married.

anks to maman’s upbringing T was not only ignorant,
T was silly, I knew nothing. Tt is generally believed, I

now, that husbands tell their wives everything as to their

lived for eight years. Try to believe that I not only had
MO suspicion of his infidelity, I considered such a thing im-
possible, and now try to imagine what it meant to me,
Wwith my conceptions, to suddenly discover all this horror,
all this’ filth,., Ty to understand me. To belicve utter.
ly in your happiness and suddenly...” said Dolly, sup-
Pressing her sobs, “to have this letter fal] into my hands
= 2 letter to his mistress, my children’s governess!  Oh,
it is too awfull » She hastily drew out her handkerchief
and covered her face with it. “I can understand an infat.
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uation,” she went on after a pause, “but to deliberately,
cunningly deceive me ... and with whom?.. To go on
being my husband and have her at the same time! Oh, it
is too awfull You camnot understand such a thing.

“Oh, yes, I do understand. I understand, Dolly darling,
I'really do,” said Anna, squeezing her hand.

“And do you think ke understands the full horror of
my situation?” went on Dolly. “Nothing of the sort. He
is happy and content.” .

“Oh, no! * interrupted Anna quickly., “He is in a sad
way. He is overcome with remorse.” .

“Is he capable of remorse?” asked Dolly, scanning her
sister-in-law’s face intently. .

“Yes, I know him. I cannot look at him without pity- We
both know him. He is kind, but proud, and now he is s0
humbled! The thing that touched me most...” (a{ld here
Annz guessed what would touch Dolly most) “.. was
that he is tormented by two things: his shame because of
the children, and his having caused you, whom he ID’YCS‘
yes, yes, whom he loves beyond anything on earth,” she
put in hastily to counter Dolly’s protest, *... having caused
you pain, having simply crushed you. He keeps saying,
‘No, no, she can never forgive me! ** 3

Dolly gazed thoughtfuily past her sister-in-law as she
listened to her words. R

“Yes, I understand that his position is awful; it Is worse
for the guilty than for the innocent,” she said. “That
is, if he understands that his guilt is the cause of all ﬂ!ﬁ
suffering. But how can I forgive him, how can I be his
wife again after her? It will be unbearable to go on living
with him, just because ... I Jove my former love for him.

Sobs cut off her words.

But every time she felt her heart softening she began,
as by some compulsion, to speak of her grievances again.

“She is young! She is pretty! ”* she said. “But surd):
you know, Anna, who has taken my youth and bcfiut}I
away from me. He and his children. I did ever_ythmgd
ould for him and in doing so I sacrificed everything. An
now, of course, he prefers this fresh, vulgar young thing.
[ suppose they talked about me to each other, or, even
vorse, kept quict about me—do you understand? Once
nore fires of hatred flared up in her eyes. “And after this
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he wil try to tell me... And do you expect me to be-
lieve him? Never, No, everything is over, everything that
¥as my comfort, my reward for my labours, my suffer-
ngs.. Would you believe 12 | was just giving Grisha
2 lesson—1 used to love doing it, now it is hateful. Why
am I working, making all this effort? Why should I have had
dren? The awful thing js that I have experienced a com-
plete change of heart, what was once love and tenderness
for him has become spite, yes, spite. I could kill him and—*"
Dearest Dolly, I understan » but do not torture your-
scAf. Ypu are so injured, so overwrought that you see many
things in the wrong light,”
Dolly became more calm and for some minutes they did
not speak.
“What is to be done? Think about it, Anna, and help
me. I have ;l;onc over and over it and sce no way out,”
Anna could think of nothing either, but her heart re-
?Ondpd to every word, every change of expression on her
SlSECr-m-law's face.
_“There is only one thing I can say,” she began. “I am
Sister and I 'know his nature, his tendency to forget
Cverything, everything,” here she waved her hand in front
of her forehead; “his tendency to give himself up complete-
ly to his latest infatuation, and to repent it just as complete-
Y. He cannot believe, cannot understand, how he could
Ve done what he has done.”
» 105 he understands, he understood! * interrupted
Dolly, ‘“Byy 1 ... you forget me. Does this make it any
€aster for mep” .
“Wait. When he spoke to me I must confess I did not
realize the dreadfulness of your situation. I only saw
M, and that the family was breaking up; I felt sorry
Or him; but now that I have spoken to you I see it
dlffercmly—as a woman. I see your suffering and I can-
oot tell you how sorry I am for you! But, Dolly darling,
&ven though I fully understand your suffering, thg‘e bod
one thing I do not know: I do not know ... I do no} Zu
oW much love for him is left in your heart. Onry yivc
10w that—whether there is enough for you to forg
m, If there is, do forgive him! byt® "
“No,” began Dolly, but Anna stopped her by
hand again, .

7-397
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“I know the world better than you do,” she said. ‘1
know how people like Steve look on such things. You say
he talked to her about you. He never did. Such men
can be unfaithful, but thejr homes and wives—they 3‘:
sacred. They hold these other women in contempt an
don’t allow them to injure the family. They draw an in-
violable boundary line between their familics and them.
Idon’t understand, but that is how it is.”

“Yes, but he has kissed her—" .

“Listen, Dolly dear. I saw Steve when he was in love
with you. I remember the time when he came to me 3]:‘
wept when he spoke of you, so lofty and poetic was g
feeling for you, and I know that the longer he has l"«'
with you the loftier his conception of you has become. We
used to laugh at him because he would add to everything
he said, ‘Dolly is a marvellous woman! * You have altV;){ss
been a kind of divinity for him and you still are; hi
present infatuation is not of the heart—"

“*And if this infatuation is repeated?”

“I am convinced it will not be.”

“Yes, but would you forgive him?” v oaid
“I don’t know, T cannot judge... Yes, I can,” sai
Anna as she considered the matter; then, after P““fmg
herself in the situation and weighing everything care uid
ly: “I would, I would. I would forgive him. It wou .
never be the same, but I would forgive him, and f"rg'vr
him as if it had never happened, as if it positively neve:
had happened.” 5 it
“That goes without saying,” put in Dolly quickly, ";t
Anna were giving voice to what she had often thought.
“Otherwise it would not be forgiveness. If I forgive him,
it just be completely. Oh, completely. Well, come along,
I will show you to your room,” she said, getting up, an
as they went Dolly embraced her. “Dearest, how gla h
am you have come! | feel better already. Ever so muc

better.”

20

Anna spent the day at home, that is, at the Oblonskys’,
and refused to see any visitors even though some of her
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fricnds, hearing of her arrival, called on that very day.
She spent the morning with Dolly and the children and
she sent a note to her brother asking him to be sure to
dine at home. “Come home, God is merciful,” she wrote.

Oblonsky did dine at home. The coversation was of a
general character and his wife called him Steve when
she spoke to him, a name she had eschewed of late. There
was still a certain estrangement between husband and wife,
but no longer was there talk of parting and Oblonsky
perceived possibilities of an explanation and reconcilia-
tion.

Immediately after dinner Kitty called. She was acquaint-
ed with Anna, but only slightly, and on the way to her
sister’s she was intimidated by the thought of how this
fashionable Petersburg lady whom everybody praised
would receive her. But Anna liked her, she could see that
at once. Apparently Anna was taken by her youth and
beauty, and as for Kitty, before she knew it she was not
only completely under her jnfluence but had fallen in love
with her as young girls sometimes do fall in love with
older married women. Anna did not lock like a lady of
fashion or the mother of an eight-year-old son; she looked
more like a twenty-year-old girl, so fresh was she, so
lithe in her movements, so full of a vivacity that broke
through in her smile or in her eyes, except for moments
when her eyes assumed a grave, even sorrowful look that
amazed and attracted Kitty. Kitty perceived that Anna
was completely without affectation and hid nothing, and
that she knew another, a higher world of complex and
poetic interests inaccessible to Kitty.

After dinner, when Dolly had retired to her room, Anna
quickly got up and went to her brother, who was having
his cigar.

“Steve,” she said, winking at him roguishly, making
the sign of the cross over him and showing him to the
door with her eyes. “Go, and may God help you.”

He immediately grasped her meaning, threw down his
cigar and went out.

When he was gone she retumed to the sofa where she
had been sitting with the children. Either because they
saw that their mother loved this aunt, or because they
themselves were aware of her special charm, the two
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cldest ones, with the younger ones following their Jead as
is the way of children, had attached themselves to Anna
before dinner and refused to leave her side. It bccaﬁf
a kind a game to see who could sit nearest to her, fondle
her, hold her little hand, kiss it, play with her rings or
touch the frills of her frock, 3 he
“Come, let’s sit as we were before,” sald Anna as s
took her old place. d
Again Grisha pushed his head under her am ha"'
rested it on her bosom, his face radiating pride and hap
piness. oo
“When is the ball to be held?” she asked, turning
Kitty. £
“Next week, and it’s to be a wonderful ball. One 0
those that is always fun.” in
“,ikre there balls that are always fun?” asked Anna
gentle raillery. . ,
“Strangely enough, there are. At the Bobrischevs ;hziy
are always fun, and at the Nikitins’ too, but at the M ft?n
kovs’ they are always dull. Have you not noticed ‘: »
“No, my dear, bails are never fun for me any nlfo:h;t
said Anna, and Kitty caught in her eyes a glimpse 0 are
special world that was closed to her. “For me f’?c“
only balls that are less dull and tedius than others.
“How could 2 ball be dull for you?”’
“Why shold I not find a ball dull?” asked Anna. uid
Kitty could see that Anna knew what answer wo
follow. ”
“Because you would be the queen of any ball. hed as
Anna was capable of blushing, and now she blushe
she said: N e
“First of all, I am never that; secondly, even if I weres
what difference would it make?”"
‘‘Are you going to this ball?” asked Kitty. ) T
“I'm afraid I must go. Here, take it,” she said to ol
nya, who was pulling a loose-fitting ring off a thin tap
ing finger. here
“I'm very glad you are going. I want to sce you the
very much,” i th
“Well, if T must go I shall at least find comfort in the
thought that you are pleased. Grisha, stop pulling my han}'(,
it is falling down as it is,” she said, putting back a loc!
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Grisha had been playing with.

“I see you at the ball in lavender. ”

“Why in lavender?” asked Anna with a smile. “Now
run along, children, run alang. Do you hear? Miss Hull
is calling you for tea,” she said, tearing them away and
chasing them off to the dining-room.

“I know why you want me to go. You are expecting
great things from this ball and you want everybody to be
there and be a part of it.”

“Yes; how did you know?"”

“Oh, what a happy age yours is! ” went on Anna. “I
remember that blue mist like those that rise in the Swiss
mountains, a mist that envelops everything at the blissful
age when childhood is drawing to a close and the path
leading out of that enormous circle, so gay and carefree,
grows narrower and narrower, and it is joyous as well
as frightening to step into the vistas beyond, however
bright and beautiful they appear to be. Who has not gone
through it?”

Kitty smiled without speaking. How did she go through
it? How I should like to know her love story, thought
Kitty, recalling the unromantic appearance of Anna’s
husband, Alexei Alexandrovich Karenin.

“I know something,” said Anna mysteriously. “Steve
told me. Let me congratulate you; I like him very much,
Imet Vronsky at the railway station.”

“Oh, was he there?” asked Kitty, colouring. “What did
Steve tell you?”

“Oh, he gave everything away. I should welcome such a
thing. Yesterday I travelled with Vronsky’s mother,” she
went on, “and she talked about nothing but him, her fa-
vourite son; I know how partial mothers are, but—"

“What did his mother tell you?”

“Oh, lots of things! I know he is her favourite, but
there can be no doubt of his chivalry. She told me, for
instance, that he wanted to give all his means to his
brother, and that when he was still a child he did some-
thing remarkable—rescued a woman from drowning, was
it? In a2 word—a hero! ” said Anna, smiling and recall-
ing the two hundred rubles he had given away at the
station.

But she did not mention those two hundred rubles.
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Somchow she did not like to remember them. Shcn{:g
there was something about the money that conce
herself, something that had no right to be at all. Anns I

“She pressed me to go and sce her,” went on r:yn.ow-
shall be only 100 glad to do so, I intend going ‘°mh time
Oh, but thank goodness Steve is spending so nt,,l'mct and
in Dolly's room,” she added, changing the sul thad s
getting up, and Kitty fancicd that something

leased her. . .

P c:‘No, m: first! " “No, me! ” shouted the Chd‘.irm,A‘:x}:l?
had finished their tea and now came racing back to
Anna. he
“All of you together! ” said Anna, and shchra?vlzgfm
ing to mect them and embraced them and t rcaling in
down, a whole heap of squirming children sque
cestasy.

21

> tea but
Dolly came out of her room for the grownl;_P;i:“ti&.s
Oblonsky was not with her. It seems he had left
room by another door. . na.
“1 fe);r you will be cold upstairs,” said Dolly ':f?ou
“I ]want to change your room to a downstairs one.
will be nearer to me there, too.” ;
“Oh, don’t trouble about me,” said Anna, s‘arcl}:crf
Dolly’s face to see if a reconciliation had taken p
“And it will be lighter,” said her sister-in-law. < and
“I assure.you I sleep as sound as a log alway:
everywhere.” S
“r\}\,/hat’s all this about?” Oblonsky asked his wife 25
he came out of his study. the re-
From his tone both Kitty and Anna were sure
conciliation had taken place. ins must
“I want to move Anna downstairs but the curtamsda s
be re-hung, Nobody knows how to do it, I must
myself,” Dolly said to him. Anna,
They may not have made it up after all, thought
hearing Dolly’s cold impassive tone. 3 £fa
“Oh, come, Dolly, don’t make a mountain out of 2
mole-hill,” said her husband. “I will see to it if you like.
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Yes, they scem to have made it up, thought Anna.

“Oh, 1 know how you will see to it,” retorted Dolly.
“You will give Matvei orders that cannot possibly be car-
ried out and you ypurself will go away and he will make
a mess of it.,” The usual sardonic smile wrinkled the cor-
ners of Dolly’s mouth as she said it.

Complete reconciliation, absolutely complete, thought
Anna. Thank God! And, rejoicing that she had been the
mstrument of achieving this, she went over and kissed

olly.

“Nothing of the kind, why should you have such a bad
opinion of Matvei and me?” said Oblonsky to his wife
with the faintest of smiles.

The whole evening Dolly maintained her sardonic tone
with her husband, and Oblonsky was pleased and gay,
yei not 100 gay lest it appear that he, who had just been
fargiven, had forgotten his guilt.

At half past nine the particularly pleasant and cheer-
ful family conversation at the Oblonskys’ tea table was in-
terrupted by what was apparently the most ordinary cir-
cumstance, but this ordinary circumstance for some reason
scemed odd to everyone. They were talking about their
common acquaintances in Petersburg when Anna sud-
denly got up.

“I have a picture of her in my album,” she said. “And
I will show you my Sergei too,” she added with a mother’s
proud smile.

As the hour approached ten, at which time she usually
said goodnight to her son and often put him to bed her-
self before going to a ball, she felt with special poignance
the distance separating them, and no matter what the con-
versation turned to her thoughts came back to her curly-
headed Sergei. She longed to look at his picture and talk
about him. Taking advantage of the first opportunit;", she
got up and went with her light firm step to fetch the al-
bum. The stairs to her room gave upon the landing of
the big warm main staircase.

Just as she was leaving the drawing-room the doorbell
rang in the entrance hall.

“Who could it be?” asked Dolly.

“Too soon to be coming for me and too late for anyone
else,” observed Kitty.
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“No doubt they've brought me some papers,” said Ob{
lonsky, and as Anna passed the main staircase a 5“}:’?"_
€ame running up to announce a visitor, the V““"lr ":j
self waiting beside a lamp in the hall below. She glanct .
down and instantly recognized Vronsky, and-2 ’.mﬁfr
feeling of pleasure mingled with dread ﬂu}tcred mhin
heart. He was standing in his coat and taking Som‘tw.rf
out of his pocket. When she was half-way up the }iamc
he lifted his eyes and saw her, and an expression of sd o
and dismay passed over his face. With a slight ";" oice
went on and the next moment Oblonsky's louc valm
was heard inviting him to come up and Vronsky’s caiy
quiet voice was refusing the invitation. one

When Anna came back with the album he ‘yast gfind
and Oblonsky was saying he had just dropped md: for
out about the dinner they were giving the next day
a famous personage who was visiting Moscow. ¢ chap

“He positively refused to come up. What a strang!
he is! " added Oblonsky. d why

Kitty blushed. She was sure she alone understoo et
he had come and why he had not joined them. Hcsnor
first to our house, she thought, and ﬁndmg that Iw?-ncin
at home thought I might be here, but he did not O here.
because he feared it was too late and besides, ..Annadls sy

Glances were exchanged but nothing was said and ev
body turned to Anna’s album. . ss call-

There was nothing exceptional or odd in a man’s ro-
Ing on a friend at half past nine to find out about a pr
posed dinner-party and not -accepting an mvxtatw:vm
come in, yet everybody found it odd. Nobody, how!
found it as odd and unpleasant as Anna did.

22

. . her

The ball had just begun when Kitty and her mot
stepped upon the bn'ghtlg;l lit staircase flanked by ﬂ"“’;:
and footmen in powder and red coats. From the roo .
came a steady murmur of movement, as from a bcg-h";‘;

and while they paused between trecs on the landing
give final touches to hair and gowns, from the l;"a”‘.mchm
came the hesitant but distinct sounds of the violins in the
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orchestra beginning the first waltz. An old man in civilian
fircss, who had just patted the grey strands at his temples
in front of another looking-glass, and who smelled strong-
ly_ of scent, collided with them on the stairs, then stood
asxde,.evidendy to admire Kitty, with whom he was not
acquainted, A beardless youth, one of those society youths
whm"n old prince Scherbatsky called whi persnappers,
wearing a very low-cut waistcoat, straightened his white tie
as he ran up the stairs, bowed to them in passing, then
came back to invite Kitty to dance a quadrille with him.
Since her first quadrille was Vronsky’s, she gave this young
man her second. An officer standing in the doorway but-
toning his glove stepped aside to let them enter and strok-
ed his moustache as he looked admiringly at this rosy Kitty,

tons for this ball haq cost Kitty great effort and imagina-
ton, she now entered the ball-room in her elaborate tulle
€SS wom over a pink lining with an ease and freedom
Suggesting that all these rosettes and laces and other de-
tails had not cost her or the members of her houschold
a moment’s consideration; indeed she might have been
O in this tulle and these laces and with this high hair-
dress crowned by a rose with two leaves.
en, just before entering the ball-room, her mother
wanted to untwist the edge of her sash, Kitty gently
Pushed her hand away. She felt that everything was natu-
rally right and as it should be and wanted no improving.
1s was one of Kitty’s lucky days. Her bodice was not
100 tight, the lace bertha did not slip off her shoulders,
'€ rosettes did not sag or come loose, the pink slippers
with high curved heels did not pinch but rather caressed
her feet, The heavy chignon of fair hair clung to her little
ead as if it were her own. The three buttons of her long
gloves all fastened without coming undone and the gloves
emselves encased her arm smoothly, without wrinklin,
and distorting its form. Most tenderly did the black vel-
Vet ribbon of her locket embrace her throat. The ribbon
was ravishing, and when Kitty examined her neck in the
looking.glass at home she sensed that the ribbon was just
tight. Everything else might be questioned, but the rib.
OR was ravishing. Even here at the ball Kitty could not
help smiling as she looked at it in the glass. She felt the
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marble coolness of her bare arms and shoulders, and she
loved this feeling. Her eyes shone and her red lips smiled
from the consciousness of how pretty she was. Hardly had
she stepped into the ball-room and gone over to the group
pf cplqurfully be-ribboned, be-laced, be-tulled ladies await-
Ing invitations to dance (Kitty never remained long among
them) when she was invited to waltz, and by Egorushka
Korsunsky no less, a tall, handsome married man who
was the first cavalier of the ball, the highest in rank in the
ball-hierarchy, the leader of balls, the master-of-ball-cer
emonies. He had just left Countess Banina with whom he
had danced the first half of the waltz, and, as he swept the
field—that is, the floor on to which a few couples hadxcn-
tured—with a supervisory eye, he caught sight of Kitty
coming in and hurried over to her with that relaxed amble
permitted only to masters-of-ball-ceremonies; without $0
much as a by your-leave, he held out his arm to encircle
her sle'ndcr waist. She glanced about for someone to whom
she might give her fan and the hostess, smiling, took it-

. “How good of you to come in good time,” he said, slip-
Ping an arm round her waist., “I heartily dislike this man-
ner of coming late! ”

She crooked her left arm and laid it on his shoulder and
her little feet in their pink slippers moved swiftly, lightly
and in time to the music, over the slippery parquet {loor.

“It is sheer relaxation to waltz with you,” he s,".d.amvf
the first slow gliding steps. “Such airiness, such précision!!
he said, which was just what he said to almost all his
partners.

She smiled at his praise and went on looking about the
room over his shoulder. She was not one for whom balls
are such a new experience that all faces merge in one
enchanted impression; nor was she one who had attended
balls 50 often that she knew and was bored by everybody:
she was someone in between: she was excited, yet calm
enough to observe her surroundings. She saw a group of
the very cream of society in the lefthand corner of the
room. There she discovered the beautiful Lydic, wifc of
Korsunsky, in shocking décolleté, and there was the host-
ess, and there was Krivin with his shining bald pate, who
aways attached himsclf to the cream of society. To that
comer were directed the eyes of youths who dared not
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approach it; there she found Oblonsky, then the lovely
cad and figure of Anna in a black velvet dress. And he
¥as there. Kitty had not seen him since the evening she

had refused Levin’s offer, Kitty’s sharp eyes instantly

;'lecogmzed him and even observed that he was watching
er,

“Shall we have another one? Are you not tired?” asked
Koll:sunskgr, puffing slightly,

0, thank you,
::Wherg shall I take you?”
. hI believe Madame Karenina is over there. Take me
o her,”
“Just as you say.”
N Adnd Korsunsky waltzed towards the group in the left-
an

corner of the hall, slowing his steps gradually and
Tepeating as he went: “Pardon, mesdames, pardon, pardon,
mesdames.” He steered her through this maze of lace,
tulle and ribhon without catching on to so much as a
feath'er and in the end gave her such a whirl that her slim
leg§ In open-work hose were exposed and her train went
flying out and wound itself round Krivin’s knees. Kor-
pansky bowed, straightened his shirt-front and offered

'S arm to take her to Madame Karenina. The flushed
Kitty pulled her train off Krivin’s knees and, still a little
glddy, looked about for Ammg. Anna was not in lavender
2 Kitty had wished, but in black—in a black low-cut
velvet gowm revealing her full shoulders and bosom that
might have been carved of old ivory, and her rounded arms
ending in the smallest of hands. The gown was trimmed
with Venetian lace. In her black hair, which was entircly

<r own, with no additions, rested a little circlet of pansies,
and another such circlet nestled in a rosette of lace
attached to her black sash. Her hairdress was mconslpu_:-
uous, Conspicuous were the unruly wisps of curly d‘mr:
that kept coming loose decoratively at her lcmplcs:i all\, lz
the nape of her neck. A string of pearls was clasped abou

€I €xXquisite throat. . .

K-itg’ had been seeing Anna every day andbw;\s n 10:;‘

with her and fancied Javender would be most t;::‘)lf:":i‘s o
her. But now, seeing her in black, she rcahz;:ld she :ot;‘)cr
appreciated all her loveliness. Now she saw her as!a
person. Now she knew that Anna could not wear
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and that her charm lay in her always rising above the
clothes she wore; her clothes were never noticeable. f‘f"{'
even this black gown with its fine lace was noticeable; it
was merely a frame; she herself—simple, ur}affcctcd, Cg‘
quisite, and at the same time gay and vivacious—was the
only thing to be seen. h

She stood there exceedingly erect, as always, and Wl httn
Kitty came up she was talking to the host, her head slig
ly inclined towards him. . ¢

“No, I am not throwing stones,” she replied to ’f"s’:c
remark he had made. “But I don’t understand it, o
went on with a shrug of her shoulders. The next mo”;:.
she turned to Kitty with a tender smile of sponsors.’]Es'
After running a woman’s appraising eye over the gll:]
gown, she gave a nod, almost imperceptible but q“wt Y
caught by Kitty, approving her gown and her bca;;’-
“You even came into the room dancing,” AY}{la said to un:

“I can_always rely upon her to help me,” said K".r,,sme
sky, bowing to Annz whom he had not seen bcforg-htfu]
little princess always makes a ball gay and delig] ith
May I have this waltz, Anna Arkadievna?” he asked wi
another bow, the b

“Are you acquainted?” asked e host.

“My \)\,rife an?:l I are acquainted with everybody. ’Wc :;t
like white wolves, everybody knows us,” replied Kors
sky. “This waltz, Anna Arkadievna?”

“I never dance if I can help it,” she said. "

“Tonight you cannot help jt,” replied Korsunsky.

Just then Vronsky came up, +4 ienor-

‘Come, then, if I must dance tonight,” she said, lg}? -
ing Vronsky’s bow and putting her hand quickly on Ko
sunsky’s shoulder, dKit-

Why should she be displeased with him? wondere e

¥» aware that Anna had intentionally ignored vmmhyir
bow. Vronsky approached Kitty, reminding her ofc'x l:::
first quadrille and saying he was sorry he had not ha lto
pleasure of seeing her all these days. As Kitty listened o
him she watched Anna waltz with admiration. She wantel
for Vronsky to invite her to waltz but he did not m\m‘;
her and she looked at him in surprise. He reddened an
hastily invited her, but as soon as his arm encircled her
slender waist and’ they took the first step, the music
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quivering, flaring lights in her eyes and the smile of hap-
pmess and excitement unconsciously playing over her lips,
and the lightness, sureness and graceful precision of her
movements.

. Who could it be? she asked herself. One or all? Ignor-
g the poor young man, her partner, who had lost the
thread of conversation and could not pick it up again, re-
sponding only outwardly to Korsunsky’s jocular shouts
throwing them now into a grand rond, now into a chaine,
Kitty watched Vronsky and Anma with sinking heart. No,
it’s not the admiration of the crowd that has gone to her
head, it’s the adulation of a single one. But who is that
one? Could it be he? she said to herself. Every time Vron:
skY spoke to her, Anna’s eyes shone joyously and a happy
smile curved her red lips. She scemed to be making "’g
effort not to manifest signs of her joy but they 3PP°‘“cd
of their own accord. And what about him? Kitty looke
at him and was appalled. She now saw in him what Sh;
had seen so clearly mirrored in Anna’s face. What ha
become of his firm, calm manner and the carefree expres
sion of his face? All gone; now he slightly lowered his
head every time he spoke to her as if longing to drop
on his knees before her, and his glance expressed nothing
but apprehension and submission. I have no wish to do
You wrong, his every look seemed to say: but I wish to
save myself and do not know how. Never before had she
seen such alook on his face.

They spoke of mutual acquaintances and carried on 'hj
most trivial conversation, but Kitty felt that every worl
they uttered was deciding her fate as well as their own.
And oddly enough, although they really only said how
droll Ivan Ivanovich was when he tried to speak French,
and that Eletskaya could have made a better match, these
words had special meaning for them, and they were aware
of this just as Kitty was. And now the ball and everyonc
attending it became wrapped in haze for Kitty. It was only
the stern’school of decorum in which she had been brought
up that supported her and made her do what was f‘?(“‘"d
of her, which was to dance, answer questions, talk and
even smile. But just before the mazurka began, when the
chairs were being moved and.a few couples wandered
from the small into the big room, Kitty expericenced a
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moment of terror and despair. She had refused five invi-
tations and now Was not dancing the mazurka. There was

50 popular no one could ossibly suppose she was not
engaged. She ought to tell her mother she was not fc'clu_'lg
well and go home, but she had not the courage to do it.
She was utterly wretched,

.She found 3 secluded comer in the small drawing-room
and sank into an armchair, Her diaphanous gown rose
In a doud about her slender form; one bare, thin, girlish
arm fell listlessly among the pink folds; in her other hand
she held a fan with which she cooled her overheated face
with short quick movements, Though she looked like a

rfly that hag just setted in the grass and will open
£S any moment and flutter away, her heart
was loaded with 5 mighty burden of d air,

erhaps T am mistaken, perhaps nothing of the sort has
taken place, she thought,

And again she yeny over in her mind all she had seen.

What is this, Kitty?"” qid Countess Nordston, who had
©me 16 her noiselessly over the carpet. “How am | to
understand thigp

Kitty"s lower I uivered. She got u uickly,
“Kitty, are youpn%t dancing lhg mazrl:r?ﬁa?"
“No,” saiq Kitty in a vojce trembling with tears, ,

L heard him fnvire fe 1o dance the mazurka,” said
Countesg Nordston, knowing that Kitty would understand
o “he? ang g, were. “She said, ‘Are you not dancing
it with Kittyp »

Oh, it doesn?; matter,” replied Kitty, o

© one hyt she herself understood her situation, No “"'j’
but she new that the other day before she had rrJ"C'c:,
the offer of 3 man whom she pertiaps Juved and ha
done it because she Placed her hopes in ann ther, she

untess Nordston found Korsunky, with W,h"%’uy.
2 10 have danced the mazurka, and had him invite KIEY:

y her partner vwere 1o dance as lhcyf."  pecats
?“““Mtdy there was no necessity of her ﬂ{;":;xzid!“ fon
!\or‘“mk)’ was constantly running hither an and VrooskY
g orders 14 his forces in the field. Amaevcs sV ‘}f:
Were sitting almost apposite her, Her "’f’ﬁ,,;d when ¥
2t 2 distance, then saw them close 2
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couples came together in the dance, and the more §hc saw
of them the more convinced she was that calamity h’g
come to her. She saw that they were alone in this pOPl’!Zitc

room. And on Vronsky's face, always so ﬁrm and md;
pendent, she saw an unwonted look of bewilderment 3“{
submission, like the look of an intelligent dog guilty ol

some misdemeancor.

When Anna smiled, he smiled. When she became pen-
sive, he was grave. Some supernatural force drew K"I'VE
€yes to Anna’s face. She was charming in her simple bl acn
gown; charming were her full arms with the bracelets o
them, charming her strong throat encircled by the sm?rg
of pearls, charming the ringlets of her disordered }'l:dc’
charming the light and graceful movements of her li "
hands and feet, charming that lovely vivacious fac:.l i
the same time there was something dread and cruel 1t
her charm. rered

Kitty admired her even more than before and S“f‘;",‘t
increasingly. Kitty felt crushed, and her face showe llm
When Vronsky saw her on coming together in the ma;urhc
he did not recognize her at once, so greatly had s
changed. hin

“A splendid ball,” he said, so as to say something

“Yes,” she replied. t

In the middle of the mazurka, as they were cxch mg
a complicated figure Korsunsky had .mventcd, tnv:'/lo
took her place in the centre of the circle, chose her.
gentlemen and beckoned Kitty and another lady to kgd'
Kitty looked frightened as she drew near. Anna lo?th "
at her with drooping eyelids and pressed her hand W]l( pr
smile, When Kitty answered her smile ‘with 2 lo:lk'
surprise and despair, Anna turned away and began talking
gayly to the other lady. . i

Yes, there is something strange, demeoniac and fasc
nating in her, Kitty said to herself. +

Anna did not wish to remain for supper but the hos!
urged her to do so. -

“Oh, come, Anna Arkadievna,” said Korsunsky, tucking
her bare arm under his own, “I have a wonderful new
idea for a cotillion. Un bijoul » .

And he gently drew her along with him. Their host
smiled his approval.
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“No, I cannot stay,” said Anna with a smile, and Kor-
sunsky and their host kncw from the resolute tone of the
reply that she would not stay.

“As it is 1 have danced more in Moscow at this one
ball than I have danced all winter in Petersburg,” said
Anna, glancing at Vronsky who was standing beside her.
“Imust rest before my journey.”

“Must you really go tomorrow?” asked Vronsky.

“Yes, that is my intention,” Anna replied as if surprised
lg)' the boldness of his uestion; but her smile and the
fight flaring irrepressibly in her cyes as she said it scared
him like fire,

Anna left the ball without waiting for supper.

24

Yes, there's something unpleasant, even repulsive in me,
thought Levin as he left the Scherbatskys’ and set out on
foot to see his brother. I don’t suit other people. Too
proud, they say. No, I'm not proud. If I were proud I
would never have put myself in such a position. And in

mind’s eye he saw Vronsky, happy, kind-hearted, clever
and serene, who had never, Levin supposed, been in
such an execrable position as the one Levin found himself
In that evening. Of course he is the one she would choose.
And so she should, and I have nobody and nothing to
complain of. I myself am to blame. What right had I
to think she might want to join her life with mine? Who
am I? What am I? A worthless creature nobody has
any use for. At this point he remembered his brother Ni-

olai and was relieved to let his mind dwell on him. Is
he not right in asserting that everything in this world is
hateful and disgusting? Levin asked himself. T am not
at all sure we have been fair in judging Nikolai. Oh, of
course, from Prokofi’s point of view, who saw him in a
torn coat, dead drunk, he is to be despised. But I know
another Nikolai, I know his true nature and 1 also know
how like him I am, And instead of going to him I went
out to dinner and then came here. 3 5

Levin went over to a street lamp and read his brother’s
address, which was in his pocketbook, and called a cab.
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Throughout the long journey to his brother’s he vividly
recalled all the events of Nikolai's life that were fa.ml]lﬁf
to him. He remembered that while his brother was in the
university and for a year afterwards he lived like a monk
despite the ridicule of his com anions, strictly observing
religious fasts and rituals, atten ing services and abstaining
from all carnal pleasures, especially women; and then sud-
denly he had thrown all this over and sought the lowest
possible company and indulged in the most unrcs!l’?m“g
debauchery. ‘He' recalled the little village boy Nikolai
had taken to bring up and whom, in an access of temper,
he had thrashed so unmercifully that proceedings were
begun against him for injuries inflicted. He recalled the
sharper to whom he had lost money at cards and to whom
he had given a promissory note and against whom he
had then filed a complaint, asserting that he had been
cheated f!his was the moncy Sergei Ivanovich had paid).
He recalled the night his brother had spent in jail for
disorderly conduct. He recalled the shameful Taw-suit he
had brought against Sergei Ivanovich for not giving him
what he claimed as his rightful portion of their mother’s
estate, The last thing he rccallccr was his being taken to
court for beating a village elder when he served in the
Western Lands. All of this was unspeakably revolting, but
it did not seem as revolting to Levin as it must have
seemed to those who did not know Nikolai, did not know
his life story, did not know his true nature. ..
Levin remembered that when Nikolai was in his pious
period of monkhood, fasting and church services, ‘Vl}‘" he
was seeking in religion a means of keeping his passionate
nature under control, nobody had supported him; on .thc
contrary everybody including himself had laughed at hlm:
They had teased him, calling him Noah and The Monk;
and now that he had broken loose nobody helped him; in-
stead they turned away in horror and disgust, . .
Levin felt that, despite the ugliness of his way of life, his
brother Nikolai in his soul, in the innermost recesses of his
soul, was no more wrong than those who condemned him.
He was not to blame for having been born with ungovern-
able passions and a restless mind. He had always wanted to
be good. I will tell him everything, make him tell me every-
thing and show him that I love him and therefore under-
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stand him, Levin resolved as, at nearly cleven o’clock, he
drew up at the hotel where his brother was staying.

“Upstairs, rooms twelve and thirteen,” the doorman
said in reply to Levin’s inquiry.

“Is he in?”

“I believe so.”

The door of room twelve was ajar and in the light
streaming through the opening curled the thick smoke of
bad weak tobacco; Levin heard an unfamiliar voice, but
presently he knew his brather was there—~he heard him
cough.

When he reached the door the unfamiliar voice way
saying:

“Everything depends on the good sense and conscien-
tiousness with which the business is carried on.”

Konstantin Levin glanced into the room and saw that
the speaker was a young man with a great mass of hair,
wearing an old-fashioned Russian coat. A young pock-
marked woman in a sleeveless, collarless woollen dress
was sitting on the sofa. Nikolai was not to be secen. A
pang went through Levin at the thought that his brother
should be associating with such strange people. Nobody
had heard Levin come. As he took off his overshoes he
listened to what the young man in the Russian coat was
saying, He was talking about an enterprisc of some sort.

“To hell with them, the privileged classes,” said his
brother, coughing. “Mashal Have some supper brought
to us: pass out the wine, if there’s any left, or else have
them send up some more.”

The woman got up and came to the door and saw Levin.

“A gentleman’s come, Nikolai Dmitrich,” she said.

“Who do you want?" Nikolai called out ill-naturedly.

“It’s me,” replied Levin, entering the strip of light com-
ing from the room.

“Who’s me?” said Nikolai, more ill-naturedly than be-
fore, He could be heard getting up quickly, stumbling over
something, and the next moment Levin saw his brother
standing in front of him in the doorway, an enormous,
scrawny, round-shouldered man with great frightened
eyes; familiar as the sight was, Levin was shocked to see
how ill and distracted he looked.

He was even thinner than he had been three years be-
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fore when Levin had last seen him, He had on a short
jacket. His hands with their big knuckles had never
looked so huge. His hair had thinned, the same stralgh;
moustache hung down over his lips, the same eyes starct
oddly and innocently at the newcomer. s
“Ah, Konstantin,” he exclaimed on recognizing his
brother, and pleasure shone in his eyes. But the next m':)-
ment he glanced at the other young man and made th'c
convulsive gesture Levin knew so well, stretching out i
neck and jerking his head round as if his collar were 100
tight; instantly the expression of his emaciated face
changed, became distracted, cruel, and full of suffering.
“I wrote to you and Sergei Ivanovich saying I Waﬂ}':t
to have nothing more to do with you. What is it? Wha
do you want?” . . b
He was not at all what Levin had fancied him to hcc
In thinking of him, Levin had forgotten the worst, ltx ;
most difficult aspects of his character, the things U o
made communication with him almost impossible. Now ;
he looked into his face and especially as he saw that co
vulsive jerk of his head he remembered tht.:m all. » qaid
“I haven’t come because I want anything of you,” §
Levin humbly. “I’ve just come to see you.” e His
Nikolai seemed softened by his brother’s humility.
lips twitched. .
p“Well, if that’s how it is...” he said. “Come in, sit dow_’:‘
Want some supper? Masha, order three suppers. No, d‘fmt:
Do you know who he is?" he said to his brother, inc ‘Cka
ing ‘the young man in the Russian coat. “He is Krits X
with whom I was friendly back in the old daysin ch;.im
fine chap. It goes without saying the police are after
because he’s not a scoundrel.” . he
He looked round at everyone in the room in the Wﬂzl’ N
had. Seeing that the woman standing at the door H‘l‘avc,t
movement as if she were about to go he cried out: ‘¥ 3’;
I told you! ” Then, with that ineptness and atvkwardnhcsr
in conversation Levin knew so well, and with anothc
glance round, he began telling his brother the sz.ory{Or
Rritsky: that he had been expelled from the university 10
organizing a society for aiding poor students and teaching
in a school held on Sundays; that then he had become 2
village school-master and had been dismissed, and after
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that he had been taken to court for something or other.

“Are you from Kiev University?” Levin asked Kritsky
to fill in an awkward pause,

“Yes, I was,” said the scowling Kritsky.

“And that woman,” put in Nikolai, pointing at her, “is
Masha, my life’s companion. I took her out of a certain
establishment” (he jerked his head as he said it) “but 1
love her and respect her and I must ask anyone who wants
to be my friend to love and respect her too,” he added,
frowning and raising his voice. “It is just the same as if
we were married, just the same. Well, now you know who
you are dealing with. If you consider it beneath you—rain
or snow, out you go.”

Once more his eyes ran inquiringly over all the faces.

“I' don’t understand why I should consider it beneath

“Then tell them, Masha, to bring supper for three. And
vodka and wine.. No, wait.. No, don’t wait.. Go.”

25

“See?” went on Nikolai, wrinkling his brow and twitch-
ing all over with the effort. He scemed not to know what
to say and how to behave. “There, you see that?” He
pointed to a comner of the room where some iron rods
lay tied together, “See that? That’s the beginning of a
new undertaking. A manufacturing association.”

Levin hardly heard him. As he gazed into his sickly
consumptive face he felt more and more sorry for him
and could not make himself listen to what he was saying
about this new undertaking. He understood that the as-
sociation was only a straw his brother was snatching at
to save him from despising himself,

Nikolai went on talking:

“You know that capital is crushing the workers. Our
workers and peasants carry the whole burden of labour
on their shoulders and yet are placed in such a position
that no matter how they try they cannot rise above their
animal-like existence. All the profits of their labour—with
which they could improve their circumstances, enjoy some
leisure and, as a result, get an education—all the gains
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are taken away from them by the capitalists. Our society
is such that the harder the labourers work, the richer the
merchants and landowners become and the labourers
themsclves will never be anything but beasts of burden.
This order has got to be changed,” he concluded, tuming
an inquiring look on his brother. . flush
“Yes, of course,” replied Levin as he stud_xcd thch ui'
that had appeared on his brother’s prominent chee
bones. .
“That’s why we have formed this association of “"c“'
smiths where everything we produce and all the mof:m)’
we make and, most important, all the tools of production,

are owned in common.” i asked
“Were is this association of yours to function?
Levin. ,

“In the village of Vozdrem in Kazan Gubernia.’

“Why in a village? A village has its.cw'n work T in
it seems to me. Why set up an ironsmiths’ association
a village?”

“This is why, because the peasants Gous
today as they ever were, and you and your Prfccthcir
brother are against any attempt to get them out 0 her's
slavery,” said Nikolai Levin, irritated by his brot
objection. dingy

Levin heaved a sigh and cast his eyes about the ey
room. The sigh appeared to irritate le.colax thF ".’c‘ Vs,

“I know your and Sergei Ivanovich’s anstocg'zmc.V:i o
I know that he expends all the power of his min

k to do,

are as much slaves

justifying existing evils.” X o
_“Why should you be so concerned about Sergei Ivanich?
s T s o uted suddenly at

“Why? This is whyl ” Nikolai Levin sho sud :
the mention of sergyc,' Tvanovich’s name. ““This is -Whyo';;
But what’s the use? The same old thing... What did y
come here for? You hold all these things in contempt aélo
right you are, so go away and the devil with you! o
awayl ” he shouted, getting up. “Go away! Go away -

“I do not hold them in contempt at all,” said Levi
meekly. “I am not even contradicting you.”

Just then Masha came back. Nikolai looked at her
nn%,r_ily. She quickly went over and whispered something
to him.
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“I'm not well, I've become irritable,” said Nikolai,
growing more calm and breathing heavily. *And then you
had to talk to me about Sergei Ivanovich and that article
of his. What lies, what rubbish, what self-deceit! How
can a man who doesn’t know what justice is write about
it? Have you read the article?” he asked Kritsky, sit-
ting down again and pushing aside the half staffed ciga-
rettes to clear a space on the table.

“No, I haven’t,” said Kritsky glumly, evidently not
wishing to enter the conversation.

“Why haven’t you?” asked Nikolai, expending his irrita-
tion on Kritsky now.

“Because I don’t wish to waste time on it.”

“Excuse me, but how do you know you would be wast-
ing time? The article is too deep for many people—over
their heads—but not for me. I can see through his ideas
and I know what’s wrong with them.”

No one said anything. Kritsky got up slowly and picked
up his hat.

“You don’t want any supper? Well, goodbye. Tomorrow
bring that smith with you.”

As soon as he had gone Nikolai Levin smiled and winked.

“He’s in a bad way tao,” he said. “I can see...”
halxih was interrupted by Kritsky’s calling him from the
“What do you want now?"' Nikolai said as he went
;)lut to him. Left alone with Masha, Levin spoke to

er.

“Have you known my brother long?” he asked.

“Over a year. He’s very poorly. Drinks too much,” she

said.

“Drinks? What does he drink?”

“Vodka, and it’s bad for him.”

“Does he really drink so much?” asked Levin in a low
voice.

“Yes,” she said, looking timidly towards the doorway
in which Nikolai had just reappeared,

“What were you talking about?” he asked, frowning
and tuming frightened eyes from one to the other. “What
about?” :

“Nothing,” replied Levin uneasily.

“Don’t tell me if you don’t want to. But you can have
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“I might come if 1 was surc 1 wouldn’t find Sergei
Ivanich there.”

“You wouldn’t. I live entirely alone.”

“I know, but say what you like, you've got to choose
between him and me,” he said, looking humbly into his
brother’s eyes.

Levin was touched by his humility.

“If you want me to give my opinion in this matter, I
must tell you that I take ncither side in your quarrel with
Sergei Ivanovich. Neither of you are right. You are wrong
more in an outer way, he in an inner way.”

“Ahal So you’ve understood that? You've understood?”
cried Nikolai happily.

“But personally, if you wish to know, I set a higher
price on my friendship with you, because...”

“Because ... why? Why?”

Levin could not say it was because Nikolai was unfor-
tunate and had more need of his friendship. But Nikolai
divined that that was what he meant to say, and he
frowned and reached for the vodka again.

“Enough, Nikolai Dmitrichl ** said Masha, stretching a
plump bare arm towards the decanter.

“Stop! Don’t interfere! I’ll smack you! ” he shouted.

Masha gave a meek kindly smile, which Nikolai re-
turned, and took hold of the decanter.

"'Perhaps you think she doesn’t understand?” said
Nikolai. “She understands better than any of us do. There’s
SOX':,I,ething very sweet and good in her, don’t you think
50

“Were you never in Moscow before?” Levin asked
her for the sake of saying something.

“Don’t be stiff and formal with her. It frightens her.
Nobody has ever been stiff and formal with her but the
rural magistrate at her trial when she once made an at-
tempt to escape from the bawdyhouse.” Suddenly he cried
out: “My God, what idiotic things are being done! All
these new institutions, these rural magistrates, zemstvo
councils] Could anything be more monstrous?”

. And he began describing his conflicts with these new
institutions.

As Levin listened he found himself bridling at his
brother’s denial of the usefulness of all public institutions,
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)
nothing to talk to her about. She’s a jade and you're 2
gentleman,” he said, jerking his head. X

Presently he began again in a loud voice: . "

“I can scc you've.taken everything in and dxsap]:}l;ﬂ; i
You look with commiseration on your erring bro cc'd

“Nikolai Dmitrich, Nikolai Dmitrich,” whisper
Masha, going over to him.

“Oh,gvcr§' well, very well... What about SUPP“?(QI"
here it is,” he said, secing the waiter entering “’“hua, “iz_'
“Here, put it here,” he said ill-temperedly, promp! )aHOW'
ing the vodka, pouring himself out a glassful and st:vothﬂ
ing it greedily. “Have a drink?” he said to his br ich,
already in a better mood. “Enough of Sergei l"a‘;‘%onc
After all, I'm glad to sce you. When all is said an drink-,
we're not strangers to cach other. Come, ha"g,l“ chew-
Tell me what you're doing,” he went on, gree Iynolhﬂ'
ing a piece of bread an pounn§ himself out
glassful of vodka: “What’s your life like? fter the

“I still live alone in the country and look al dewi!h
estate,” replied Levin, horrified to sec the gr.“cd not
which his brother drank and ate although he feign
to x}&t}iccdit. , ed?”

‘ on’t you get marrie ) . h-
“X hgven’t h):xd g]c opportunity,” replied Levin blus
ing. .
g“How‘s that? As for me—I'm done for. I've NmCd';EZ
life. But I have said and still say that ifI had bcfergtglmy
my rightful share then, when I was in need of it

whole life would have been different.”

Levin hastened to change the subject. 3 ine for me

“Do you know that your Vanushka is worlf)l’{lg
as a clerk in the counting-house in Pokrovskoye?

Nikolai jerked his head and fell into a revery. he houst

“Tell me what’s going on in Pokrovskoye. Is t € An
still standing, and the birches, and our schv:;o]rtmﬂlll-I re-
could Phillip the gardener still be alive? How we that
member the summer-house and our seat in it. See and
you change nothing in the house; get ma.m;d soon =
make everything as it used to be. Then I will come
se¢ you—that is, if I like your wife,”

“Come and sec me now,” said Levin.
get on together!

“How well we'd
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“1 might come if 1 was sure I wouldn’t find Sergei
Ivanich there.”

“You wouldn't. I live entirely alone.”

“I know, but say what you like, you've got to choose
between him and me,” he said, looking humbly into his
brother’s eyes.

Levin was touched by his humility. Lo

“If you want me to give my opinion in this matter, I
must tell you that I take neither side in your quarrel with
Sergei Ivanovich. Neither of you are right. You are wrong
more in an outer way, he in an inner way.”

“Ahal So you've understood that? You've understood?”
cried Nikolai happily. K

“But personally, if you wish to know, I set a higher
price on my friendship with you, because...”

“Because ... why? Why?”

Levin could not say it was because Nikolai was unfor-
tunate and had more need of his friendship. But Nikolai
divined that that was what he meant to say, and he
frowned and reached for the vodka again.

“Enough, Nikolai Dmitrich! ** said Masha, stretching a
plump bare arm towards the decanter.

“Stop! Don’t interfere! I'll smack you! ”” he shouted.

Masha gave a meek kindly smile, which Nikolai re-
turned, and took hold of the decanter.

“Pethaps you think she doesn’t understand?” said
Nikolai. “She understands better than any of us do. There’s
SO[Jr’lyething very sweet and good in her, don’t you think
SO

“Were you never in Moscow before?”” Levin asked
her for the sake of saying something.

“Don't be stiff and formal with her. It frightens her.
Nobody has ever been stiff and formal with her but the
rural magistrate at her trial when she once made an at-
tempt to escape from the bawdyhouse.” Suddenly he cried
out: “My God, what idiotic things are being donel All
these new institutions, these rural magistrates, zemstvo
councils! Could anything be more monstrous?”

. And he began describing his conflicts with these new
institutions.

As Levin listened he found himself bridling at his
brother’s denial of the usefulness of all public institutions,
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even though he shared this opinion with him and had
often expressed it. »

“We'll find out all about it in the other world,” he
threw off jokingly.

“In tth ot.hgyworld? Oh, T have no love of the Ut;:"
world! None whatever,” Nikolai said, fixing his brot! c;
with wild, distracted eyes. “One might suppose it wasur
good thing to leave all this muddle and beastliness, y'gl
own and other people’s, but I'm afraid of death, hoéﬂulé’
afraid.” He shuddered.” “Here, drink something. | o
you like some champagne? Or let’s go somewhere. e
80 and hear the Gypsies singl I've come to love

sies and Russian songs.” 5 -
gygﬁs tongue was grov\%ing thick and he skipped ’dl;cc‘l);
nectedly from one subject to another. With MaShal:' 4
Levin talked him out of going anywhere and put him
bed thoroughly drunk, . ency

Masha promised to write to Levin in case of emerg
and to persuade Nikolai to go and live with him.

26

ing he
In the moming Levin left Moscow and by evening ¢
was at home. In gthe railway carriage he talked to 5‘71513:}’]
passengers about politics, about new rallwa){s an ed by
things,” and again, as in Moscow, he was dls-t"s}:'msclf
the confusion of his thoughts, dissatisfaction with hl te
and a sense of having wronged someone; but wi c.;:;ch-
80t out at his station and recognized his onc'cy'fdhC aw
man Ignat with his coat collar turned up, when he the
his carpeted sleigh in the faint light coming from nd
station windows and his horses with tied-up_tails :ld
harness adomed with rings and tassels, when Ignat fhc
him all the village news as his luggage was put mp va
sleigh, saying that the contractor had come and that ?on
had calved—then he felt that little by little his °°"{§"éis-
of mind was dearing up and his sense of guilt an o
atisfaction with himself were passing away. He bega
o feel this as soon as he set eyes on Ignat and the hnrs;sl.
Ut when he put on the sheepskin that had been broug] i
or him, wrapped himself in it and got into the sleig
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and rode off, thinking of all the things waiting for him
io do on the estate, watching the pedigreed side-horse of
Don breed, once 2 saddle-horse, now old but still ively,
he had a completely new understanding of what had
happened to him. He felt that he was himself and did not
wish to be any other. He only wished to be better than
he had been. First of all he resolved that from then
on he would stop hoping for any extraordinary happiness
such as marriage was to have brought him, and conse-
quently he would stop despising his present life. Second-
ly, he would never again allow himself those indulgences
in bestiality, the remembrance of which had caused him
such torture when he was contemplating making an offer
of marriage. Then, recalling his brother Nikolai, he prom-
ised himself he would never again forget him or lose track
of him but would keep in constant touch with him
s0 that he could be of help when help was needed., And
that would be soan, he feared. And then his brother’s
talk of communism, which he had treated so lightly at
the time, now demanded his serious attention. He con-
sidered any revision of the economic system nonsense,
but he had always felt the injustice of his own wealth as
contrasted with the poverty of the simple folk and he
now determined that, although he had always worked
hard and had never lived luxuriously, he would now work
barder than ever and allow himself fewer luxuries than ever
50 that he could feel he was doing right. It seemed so easy
1o improve -himself in all these ways that he spent the
Journey in pleasant musings and by the time they reached
his house at a little after eight in the evening he was filled
with the most buoyant hopes for a new and better life.

From the window of the room occupied by his old nurse
Agafia Mikhailovna, now his housekeeper, light fell on
€ snow in front of the entrance. She had not gone to
bed. Kuzma, whom she had waked up, ran out on the
porch barefoot and still half asleep. The setter bitch Laska
nearly upset Kuzma as she dashed out too and whimpered
and rubbed against Levin’s knees and stood up on her

hind legs and longed to put her forepaws on his chest
bllf dared not do it.

‘pack sooner than we expected, sir,” said Apgafia Mi-
khailovna.
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"I was homesick, Agafia Mikhailovna, It's nice to ﬁo
visiting but it's nicer to come home,” he replied as he
went to his study, . he

The candle x?mt was brought gradually lighted up lh
room. Familiar details took form: the d.k a.ntlcrs, !:
bookshelves, the front of the big stove th its dam| IC
that had long wanted mending, his father’s sofﬁ. a shg-
writing-table with an open book on it and a brol c'?hahis
tray and a notebook whose pages were covered wi 02
own handwriting. The sight of these things gave "z‘; o
moment’s doubt as to whether he would be 'aheAll
build the new life he had resolved on in the s;cng in
of these appurtenances of the old life seized hol 10 Irom,
as it were, and said, “No, you will not get a“aybcing
us, you will not become different but will go 03 pw
what you have always been, a man assailed by "[orm’
forever dissatisfied with yourself, forever trying wd’l;! ne-
and forever failing, forever waiting for a hap'emcss
ver comes and cannot possibly come to you. her voice

But that was only what his things said, anotl C;’] st
deep within him said he must not surrender to th;tgnt
and that it was in his power to make of hlmsgﬂfv‘l’l ent
he wished to make, Listening to this other voice, Ctand-
to a corner of the room where two dum})~bclls were s e
ing and began doing gymnastics  with thcmh moth“
hope that this would raise his spirits. From tl ‘ﬂ ut
side of the door came a creak of steps. He hastily p!
down the dumb-bells. 3 oing

His steward came in and said everything was gchcd
well, thank the Lord, but the buckwheat had been scorhcar
in the new drying-machine. Levin was anno ed'u:iry:r«
this. He himself had built and partly designed this ed
His steward had always opposed it and now, with SUPP’;’ISC“.
triumph, he announced that it had scorched the buckrivhavc
Levin was firmly convinced that the buckwheat could e
been scorched only if the steward had _ignore: B
instructions he had given him a hundred times. He
annoyed and reprimanded the man., d

But there was other and happier news. Pava had calvchcv
and Pava was his best and most precious cow, one
had purchased at a cattle show,

“Bring me my sheepskin, Kuzma. And have a lantern
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brought,” he said to the steward. “I will go and have a
look at her.”

The shed for his best cows was just behind the house.
He reached it by crossing the yard, passing the snow-
drifts where the lilacs grew. When he pulled open the
door, now frozen fast, the warm fumes of manure rose
to his nostrils and the cows stirred in the fresh straw,
surprised by the unaccustomed light of the lantern. He
caught a glimpse of the broad black-spotted flank of a
Dutch cow. The bull Berkut, with a ring in his nose,
thought of getting up but changed his mind and only
sorted once or twice when the men went past. Beautiful
russet Pava, huge as a hippopotamus, stood with her back
to them, cutting off sight of her calf, whom she was
sniffing.

Levin entered the stall, examined Pava and set the
brown-spotted calf on its long shaky legs. Pava was fright-
ened and was about to moo in protest, but when Levin
moved the calf towards her as reassurance she heaved
a deep sigh and began licking her offspring with a rough
tongue. The calf, scarching for a nipple, pushed its nose
into its mother’s belly and whirled its tail round and
round.

“Give us some light, Fyodor, bring the lantern here,”
said Levin as he examined the calf. “Like its mother,
but the colour of its father. Capital. Long and broad. A
beauty, eh, Vassili Fyodorovich?” he said to the stcyvard,
his joy in the calf completely compensating for his an-
noyance over the buckwheat. i

“Why shouldn’t it be a beauty? Let’s sec ... yes, it was
the very day after you left that Semyon the contractor
came. You'll have to give him instructions, Konstantin
Dmitrich,” said the steward. “As to the drying-machine,
I've already reported on that.” L.

This was enough to plunge Levin into all the cares
arising from the managing of his estate, which was bigand
complicated. From the cowshed he went to the counting-
house where he talked with his steward and Semyon the
contractor, and only then did he return to the house and
go directly upstairs to the drawing-room.
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brought,” he said to the steward. “I will go and have a
lock at her.”

The shed for his best cows was just behind the house.
He reached it by crossing the yard, passing the snow-
drifts where the Iilacs grew. When he pulled open the

oor, now frozen fast, the warm fumes of manure rose
to his nostrils and the cows stirred in the fresh straw,
sarprised by the unaccustomed light of the Jantern. He
caught a glimpse of the broad black-spotted flank of a
Dutch cow. The bull Berkut, with a ring in his nose,
thought of getting up but changed his mind and only
snorted once or twice when the men went past. Beautiful
russet Pava, huge as a hippopotamus, stood with her back
to them, cutting off sight of her calf, whom she was
siffing.

Levin entered the stall, examined Pava and set the
brown-spotted calf on its long shaky legs. Pava was fright-
ened and was about to moo in protest, but when Levin
moved the calf towards her as reassurance she heaved
a deep sigh and began licking her offspring with a rough
tongue. The calf, searching for a nipple, pushed its nose
Mo jts mother’s belly and whitled its tail round and
round.

_"Give us some light, Fyodor, bring the lantern here,”
said Levin as he examined the calf. “Like its mother,
but the colour of its father. Capital. Long and broad. A
b?a‘{t‘/, ch, Vassili Fyodorovich?” he said to the steward,
his joy in the calf completely compensating for his an-
noyance over the buckwheat.

“Why shouldn’t it be a beauty? Let’s see ... yes, it was
the very day after you left that Semyon the contractor
came. Yowll have to give him instructions, Konstantin
Dmitrich,” said the steward. “As to the drying-machine,
P've already reported on that.”

This was enough to plunge Levin into all the cares
arising from the managing of his estate, which was big and
complicated. From the cowshed he went to the counting-
house where he talked with his steward and Semyon the
contractor, and only then did he return to the house and
go directly upstairs to the drawing-room.
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27

It was a big old house, and although Levin lived in it
alone he heated and made use of all the rooms. He
knew this was foolish, even wrong, and certainly it was
contrary to his new resolutions, but this house was an
entire world to him, It was the world in which his mother
and father had lived and died. They had lived the sort of
life he considered ideal, and he had hoped to revive it
with his own wife and his own family. . .

Levin scarcely remembered his mother. His conception
of her was a sacred memory, and in his fancy he 53‘&’
his future wife as another example of that bqauuful an
sacred ideal of womanhood his mother was to him. X

He could not conceive of love for a woman wnhgilf
marriage, indeed he thought first of the family and only
then of the woman who was to give him this family. gfl:i
sequently his conception of marriage in no way resem es
that of most of his acquaintances, for whom marriage wzls
just another one of the social functions; for Levin it Wils
the main thing in ife and the one on which all his haPP"f‘c.st
depended. And now he had to abandon all thought o ]’]

But when he entered the small drawing-room ‘Wh’fi :
always had tea and sat down in his arm-chair wit ith
book and Agafia Mikhailovna brought him tea and wi o
her usual “And I'll sit down too by your leave, sir! '?‘}’"
her place at the window, he felt that, odd as it mxg p
seem, he had not parted with his dreams at all and tu]ad
he could not go ‘on living without them. They wo ¥
certainly be' realized—with her or with another. He YC;’],'
and he meditated on what he read, and he interrupted i;s
meditations from time to time to listen to Agafia Mi-
khailovna, who chattered without cease; at the same time
disconnected visions of his household and of his future
family rose in his imagination. He was aware that in
the depths of his soul something was taking root, adjust-
ing and gathering strength.

He heard Agafia Mikhailovna say that Prokhor, the
godless creature, had become dead drunk on the moncy
Levin had given him to buy a horse and had beat his
wife nigh to death; he listened and read his b90k and
pursued the train of thought evoked by his reading. The



Anna Karenina 127

book was Tyndall’s Treatise on Heat. He remembered
having criticized Tyndall for being too confident of the
adroitness of his experiments and for lacking a philo-
sophical outlook. Suddenly a joyful thought swam to the
surface of his mind: In two years I will have two Dutch
cows in my herd and Pava will perhaps still be alive,
and those twelve heifers sired by Berkut, and those three
beauties ... oh, splendid!

He went back to his book.

Very well, granted that electricity and heat are the
same thing, but can one quantity be substituted for the
other in an equation meant to solve a problem? Certainly
not. Then what of it? The correlation of all the forces
of nature is perceived instinctively... I'm particularly
glad Pava’s daughter will be a spotted brown cow, and
the whole herd coming from these three. Capitall My
wife and I will take our guests out to meet the herd,
My wife will say, “Konstantin and I nursed that calf like
2 baby,” and one of the guests will say, “How can you
be interested in such things?®” and she will say, “Anything
that interests him interests me.” But who will she be?
This brought the recollection of what had occurred in
Moscow. Well, what’s to be done? It wasnt my fault.
But now everything must take a new turn. Foolish to say
life won't let it, the past won’t let it. I must struggle to
be better, far better...

He became lost in thought. Old Laska who, bursting
with the joy of having her master back, had run out-
doors to bark, now came in wagging her tail and bring-
ing with her the smell of fresh air; she sidled over to
him, pushed her muzzle under his hand and whimpered
plaintively, begging to be fondled.

“All but talks,” said Agafia Mikhailovna. “And nought
but a dog, mind you. She sees her master’s come back
in low spirits.”

“Low spirits?”*

“Think you I am blind, sir? High time I understood
the gentlefolk-—been living with them since 1 was a
toddler. Don’t fret, sir. The only thing as matters is to
keep well and have a clean conscience.”

Levin studied her intently, marvelling that she could
have read his mind so well.
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“Shall I fetch you another cup of tea?” she asked.
Taking his cup, she went out.

Laska was still pushing her muzale under his hand. He
stroked her and she instantly curled up at his feet, resting
her head on a hind paw. To show that all was now well
she opened her jaws slightly, smacked her moist lips,
folded them more comfortably round her old teeth, and
subsided into a state of blissful peace. Levin was par
ticularly attentive to this last attitude.

That’s what I shall do, too, he said to himself. I, too.
No fretting. All is well.

28

Early in the morning after the ball, Anna sent hctr
husband a telegram saying she was leaving Moscow tha
very day. L.

“Yes, I must go, I must,” she said to her sxster-m‘law-.
explaining her sudden change of mind in a tone suggﬁ:
ing she had just remembered duties too numerous to count.
“Yes, it is better that I go today.” ) .

Oblonsky did not dine at home but promised to se
his sister off at seven o’clock. o she

Kitty did not come either; she sent a note saying shc
had a headache. Dolly and Anna dined alone with ¢ ¢ -
children and the English governess, Whether because 0
fickleness or of a natural sensitiveness that told thcn'i
Anna was not at all like the aunt they had loved so dca:
ly the previous day and was no longer interested in thc}rlﬂ
whatever the reason, the children dropped the game t C()i’
had been playing with her and their love for her an
they did not care in the least that she was going H‘VZY;
Anna spent the entire morning getting ready for he
departure. She wrote notes to her Moscow acquzuntanfﬁfi
Listed her expenses and packed her bags. Dolly co s
sce she was not tranquil, was in that state of anxiou
flurry with which she herself was so familiar, a state
that does not come without causc and usually screens
dissatisfaction with one’s self. After dinner Anna went
to her room to dress and Dolly followed her.

“How strange you are today!” Dolly said to her.
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“Am 1? You think so? I'm not strange, I'm horrid. I
am sometimes. 1 keep wanting to cry. Very silly, but it
will pass,” Anna said quickly and bowed her flushed face
over a tiny bag in which she kept her rpghtcap an’d.ba-
tiste handkerchiefs. Her eyes were particularly brilliant
and were continually filmed by tears. “I didn’t want
to leave Petersburg and now I don’t want to leave Mos-
cow.”

“But you came and did a good deed,” said Dolly, watch-
ing her closely.

Anna turned wet eyes to her.

“Don’t say that, Dolly, I did nothing and could not
have done anything. I often marvel that people should
conspire to spoil me so. What did 1 do and what could
1 have done? It was just that you found enough love
in your heart to forgive him.”

“God only knows how it would have ended if you
hadn’t come, How lucky you are, Annal” said Dolly.
“Your heart is so good and pure.”

“E}verybody has a skeleton in his closet, as the English
ay

“What skeleton could you have? Everything is crystal
dear with you.”

“And yet I have one,” said Anna suddenly, and after
all those tears it was surprising to see her lips curve in
an artful, mocking smile.

“At least your skeleton is amusing and not woeful,”
said Dolly with a smile.

“No, it is woeful. Do you know why I am leaving
today instead of tomorrow? This is 2 confession that has
been weighing on my heart; I want to make it to you,”
said Anna, throwing herself back in the chair resolutely
and looking directly into Dolly’s eyes.

. Dolly, to her astonishment, saw that Anna was blush-
ing to the ears, to the adorable black ringlets in her neck.

Do you know why Kitty did not come for dinner?”’
Anna went on. “She s jealous of me. I spoiled ... T am
responsible for last night’s ball bringing her misery in-
i:;iﬁ‘td ](}y.t %\:t li& wal§n’lt xgxy fault~really, really it

—~or just the least lit it,” i i

o, Jthinly. ittle bit,” she said, drawing out

“Oh, how like Steve you said that!” laughed Dolly.
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“No, no, I am ot Jike Stevel” she said with afm“c‘l‘{'
“T am telling you this because I could not suspect mys
for an instant,” h

But at the very moment of pronouncing the words 515
knew they were untrue; not only did she suspect hf“‘ﬂ:
Vronsky made her heart ﬂ“‘;
and it was just to avoid meeting him again that she ¥
going away sooner than she had intended. th i

“Yes, Steve told me you danced the mazurka with hi
and that he--” oo |

“You cant imagine how absurd the whole thing }5}‘,
went as a matchmaker, and this js what has come of It
Perhaps against my will I...”

She reddened and stopped.

“Oh, men immediately sense it,” said Dolly. was

“But I should be in despair if I thought there v
anything serious on his part,” interrupted Anna. o
sure it will all be forgotten and Kitty will stop hating mﬂ;,

“To tell you the truth, Anna, I am not very keen

“Good heavens, that would be too ridiculous! deep
Anna, and once more her face was suffused by a s
blush of satisfaction at hearing her own "houEht:king
pressed in words. “And so [ am going away after m. ally
an enemy of Kitty, whom I like so mugh, How f‘on,l
delightful she js! But you will patch things up, W
you, Dolly? You wil]? Anna

Dolly ¢ould scarcely suppress a smile, She loved k-
but she was Pleased to see that she too had her we
nesses.

“An enemy? That is impossible,” . and

“I do so want all of you to love me as I love you; a’-n
now I love you more than ever,” she said_wﬂ{} tears
her eyes. “Op dear, how foolishly I am behaving! n

She passed her handkerchief over her face and bega
to dress, ) his

Oblonsky came when it was already time to leave, 3
f:':cc red and beaming, his breath redolent of wine ani
cigars. .

Anna’s emotion was communicated to Dolly, who whis-
rered as she embraced her for the last time:
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“Remember this, Anna: I shall never forget what you
have done for me. And remember that I love you and
will always love you as my very best friend!”

“P'm sure I don’t know why you should,” said Anna,
trying to hide her tears as she kissed her.

“You understood me and you understand everything.
Goodbye, my darling!”

29

Well, everything’s over, thank God, was the first
thought that came to Anna when she said goodbye for
the last time to her brother, who stood blocking the
entrance to the carriage until the third warning bell. She
sat down on the soft seat beside her maid Annushka and
locked round in the halflight of the sleeping-carriage.
Thank God I shall see Sergei and Alexei Alexandrovich
tomorrow and my life will go on as usual, in the good
old way.

With the same unease she had felt all day, she began
preparing herself for the journey, taking satisfaction in
doing it carefully: with her deft little hands she wun-
dasped and reclasped a red bag and took out a small
cushion, which she put on her knees, and when she had
neatly wrapped up her feet she settled back comfortably.
An alling woman was preparing to go to sleep. Two other
women spoke to Anna and a fat old lady complained
of the heating as she tucked in her legs. Anna exchanged
a few words with the women, but when she discovered
their conversation was of little interest to her she asked
Annushka to fetch a lamp, fastened it to the arm of her
chair and took a paper-knife and an English novel out
of her bag. At first she could not read. She was distract-
ed by the general bustle and the people passing by; then,
when the train set out, by the sound of its wheels, to
which she could not help listening; then by the snow
which blew against the window on the left and clung to
the pane; then by the conductor, who walked past all bun-
dled up and plastered with snow on one side; then by the
talk as to what a fierce blizzard was raging outside, The
same thing went on and on: the same shaking and click-
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Ing of wheels, the same snow at the window, the same
swift changes from hot to cold and back to hot, the same
flickering of the same faces in the half-light, the same
Yoices, until at last Anna began reading and understand-
g what she read. Annushka dozed off, holding the red
bag on her knees with broad hands in gloves, one of
them with a rent in it. As Anna read she felt a d}“‘m;
for reading, that is, for contemplating the reﬂcctlonf?
other people’s lives. She wanted too urgently to live
herself, If she read that the heroine of a novel was taking
care of someone who was ill, she herself wanted to ’"°‘§
with noiseless step about the patient’s room; if she red
that a member of patliament was making a speech, she
he®elf wanted to make the speech; if she read that Lad!
Mary was riding to hounds, vexing her sister-in-Jaw an¢
amazing everyone else by her daring, she wanted tof:;
the same. But there was nothing for her to do and so e
her little hands she Played with the smooth paper-knife
and forced herself to 80 on reading. ;

., The hero of the novel was about to achieve the English
ideal of happiness—a baronetcy and an estate—and Anna
was longing to visit his estate with him when 5“ddcnhf
she felt that he must feel ashamed and that she hersel
was ashamed for the same reason. But why should h;
feel ashamed? Why do I feel ashamed? she asked hersel
with indignant surprise, She put down the book and threw
hersclf back in the chaps clutching the paper-knife it
both hands. There was nothing to be ashamed of. ShT
went over in her mind all her Moscow recollections.

of them were good, all were pleasant. She recalled .(he
ball, she recalled Vronsky and the humble adoration
written on his face, she recalled her relations with him.
There was nothing to be ashamed of, And yet at just this
point in her recollections her sense of shame increased
as if on thinking of Vronsky an inner voice said to her:
Warm, very warm, hot.” What of it? she said te herself
determinedly, shifting her position in the chair. What
does it mean? Surely I am not afraid to look things
squarely in the face, And what do I see? Is it possible that
my relations with that officer, a mere boy, are, or could
be, anything more than my relations with any other ac-
Quamtance? She dismissed the jdea with a contemptuous
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smile and again picked up her book, but this time she
could not understand what she read. She drew the paper-
knife over the window-pane, pressed its smooth cold blade
to her cheek and almost laughed out loud from a wave of
Joy that for no apparent reason suddenly engulfed her.

She felt that her nerves were being screwed tighter and
tighter like fiddle strings. She felt that her eyes were
opening wider and wider, that her fingers and toes were
twitching nervously, that something within her was re-
stricting” her breath and that all the sights and sounds
in the heaving half-light were

oud that enveloped everything; then came a hidegus
reeching and hammering as if someone were being
om to picces; then she was blinded by a red light and
then Sverything was blotted out as by a wall. Anna felt
herself sinking, but was happy rather than frightened.
¢ voice of a man bundled 1n clothes and plastered with

<t shawl. She put them on and went towards the door.
“Are You going out, ma’am?” asked Annushka,
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*Yes, I want a breath of fresh air. It’s so hot in here.

She opened the foor. The wind and snow rushed ather
and tried to snatch the door out of her hands. She enjoyed
the tussle, She won it, opened the door and went out. ]:
was as if the wind had been lying in wait for hﬂ"‘d
shrieked gloatingly and would have picked her up arlld
carried her away if she had not held on tightly to the cod
ron railing of ‘the steps: lifting her skirts, she stCP}!’;c
down on to the platform and walked to the end of
carriage. Up on the steps the force of the wind had b,‘:;
jerific but here it was cut off by the carriages. e
delight she filled her lungs with the fresh cold air as sh
stood beside the carriage gazing down the platform at the
lighted station,

30

Fiercely the storm raged, screaming between the wh:;I:
and assaulting the lamp-posts round the corner ofh;n
station. The carriages, the posts, the people, every! th
I sight was plastered with snow on one side and 1
snow kept coming down harder and harder. There chk
momentary lulls, but each Iull was followed by an atta st
of such fury that it seemed impossible to stand up agal®
it. Meanwhile people were running about, cxchanglwg
Jocular remarks, creaking over the boards of the Ptﬂa.
form and continually opening and shutting the bxg{s t
ton doors. A huddleq human shadow glided over her cIc
and she heard the sound of a hammer on iron wh“sf‘
Give me that telegram!”’ came an angry voice out 0
the stormy ‘darkness on the other side of the carriag®
‘Here, if you pleasel No, 281" shouted another voice,
and muffled figures covered with snow ran past. Two
men with cigarettes glowing in their mouths passed hef
by. Once more she filled her starved lungs with a dctl;‘_
breath of fresh air and had just taken her hands out od
her muff to grasp the railing of the carriage steps an
80 back inside when 5 man in a military greatcoat came¢
of o't fo her that he blotted our th Hickering Ight
of the lamp, She looked at him and instantly recognized
Vronsl.ty. With one hand [ifted to his cap he bowed and
asked if there were not something she needed, if he could
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serve her in any way. She looked at him without spcaer;
for some time and despite his being in shadow she coul
see, or fancied she could see, the expression of his face
and eyes. It was again the expression of 'humblc adora-
tion that had affected her so on the previous day. More
than once in these last few days she had told herself, as
she did now, that Vsonsky was just another one of those
hundreds of identical young men she was always meeting,
and that she could not allow herself to give him a second
thought; yet now, in this first moment of their encounter,
€ was overcome by a fecling of joyous pride. She had no
need to ask why he was here. She knew as certainly as if
he had told her that he was here to be where she was.

“I did not know you were coming too. Why are you
making the trip?” she asked him, dropping the hand that
had grasped the railing. Irrepressible joy and excitement
shone in her face,

“Why?" he repeated, looking directly into her eyes.
“You know that I am coming so as to be where you are,”
be said, “I could not do anything else.” .

Just then the wind, as it breaking through a barrier,
sent the snow flying off the roofs of the carriages and
wnttled a loose sheet of metal, while from up ahead the
hoarse voice of the engine let out a cheerless, mournful
wail. She found this terrible storm more magnificent t\:xan
ever. He had said what her heart desired and her mind
feared. She made no answer, but he read in her face the
strugele going on within her. i

“Forgive me if you object to what I have said,” he
apologized humbly,

He spoke courteously but with such firmness and de-
temination that she could not answer immediately.

“It is wrong to say such a thing and I beg you, if you
are 2 good man, to forget what you have said, just as
Ishall forget it,” she said at last. '

*1 can never forget a single word you have spoken or
a single movement you have made.”

“Enough, enough!” she eried, vainly trying to give a
stern expression to her face, which he was studying avid-
ly. Taking hold of the cold railing, she climbed the steps
and went quickly into the passage. In this little passage

she stopped and ‘reviewed in her mind all that had taken
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. jther his
place. Without recalling what had been said, n:}lxti}sm;rie!
words nor her own, she felt instinctively t;ﬂ‘.md s
conversation had brought them frightfully cl "f“"v seconds
made her happy and afraid. She stood there a cumtd her
before she went into her compartment and rc;ow came
place. The strain she had been under all d?yh that she
back and increased and reached such a pitc She did
feared something within her must surely sx_lasP that filld
not sleep all night. But the strain and the fanm:hc contrs-
her mind were not gloomy or ‘{"Pkaﬁam;q? nwards mom-
ry, they were joyful, stinging, stimulating. ohe woke up
ing she dozed off in her chair and when Sful and the
everything was white and bright and chccrd, she was
train wag drawing near St. Petersburg. Iﬂ’?" d) her son
absorbed in thoughts of her home, her husban to follow.
the cares of the coming day and those that “""é and she

In St Petersburg, when the train le}}]’Ptccnughg her
stepped out of the cartiage, the first face t ﬁ s happencd
eye was her husband’s. Good gracious! W.ha‘h,"‘ p taxef dis-
to his ears? she thought as she took in lshose shape
tinguished figure and especially his ears, ‘;cm appear
impressed her for the first time, the tips Of(; seeing her
ing to support the brim of his round hat. In“ ercilious
he came forward, fixing his lips in ‘his usual sdP es. AR
smile and looking straight at her with big !;:c sa?v those
unpleasant feeling gripped her heart when Sh?m to look
steady, tired eyes, as if she had cxpected hi with her-
different, But most of a]j she felt dissansfactl?_l‘l feeling.
SIf when she met him. 1t was an °’dhf"$:{f:;, had it
i i ; she alwa
when with her husband, byt formerly she had dmﬂﬁ(,
it; now she yas only too sharply and painfully a‘}nving as
“Well, as you see, your loving husb:ll’l.‘?""‘ls 0 ou,”
on his wedding day—jg consumed with desire to see most
i thin voice and in the tone he " such
al\)':nys. used with her, » tone mocking those who say

n.r‘lgssm c:u_'ncsh.?" " Ked
3 Sergei we! ¢ asked, o

“ls xh.ﬁ all the reward [ receive for my fervour?” he

asked. “Op, yes, he's well, he's well,”
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28

Vronsky q;
. y did not even ¢ .
in hi 3 Ty to slee
no“l'usl armchair, now staring stx‘aigl?t t}il:tf?oli}:t. :_'It;l.sat
fm‘mglanmng Up at the people coming and goj o
att €1y he had surprised and irrit tgd reing; and if
m}xlde of unassailable composure ;r!loew }Sltrangers Py bl
a 1% ttly and complacent than ever’ He Io ekse(;med more
0si! <Y were things. A nervous | oxed at people
P i;ltle, a cletk in the district court yg:mng tm a}xxl sxttlpg i
to OP(;?lk-:i Tcl;i\y oung man asked him forca ?ig}ftt::;r:rfco;
ersati ith hi .
C;ﬂﬂonstra}e that he,otr}‘xewylvtoi:glx?nxdwe"en poked him to
AR e e
ce bor Way he looked at the [am d th s o
contros 220 10 twitch and he f, Péan_ the young man’s
r:cno‘ro! under the Pressure of m}lxr'l e losing sclf-
gnize him a5 a human bein(é this obdurate refusal to
Tonsky saw nothj g .
m:\tnabe}claus? he belicl:régdalde I;l(; gr::a zli{ee felt like a prince,
om0 mot el tha et b omsonn s e
’s\gﬁide' € on him brought him happiness anlffcd
o"l’yat would come of it he did not know and did not
un, Ve::eé' He Wwas aware that all his powers, hitherto
angod' °c,3nd dissipated, were now gathered together
And tgiesc:lddwn}.‘ terrific energy towards one blissful goal.
€ truth, ; e him happy. He only knew he had told her
and 3] th. te had taken this trip to be where she was,
ing ang € Joy of his life and its sole meaning lay in see-
in hearing her. And when he had got out of the
Anna a'h Bologoye to drink seltzer water and had seen
ing the first thing he had told her was inevitably the
hadg( 115 mind had been dwelling on; and he was glad he
it t old her and that now she knew it and would think ?f
1% He did not slcep all night. When he was back in
shs ;:lamag_c he kept going over in_ his rpind everything
© had said and all the situations in which he had scen
h:r' and his fancy conjured up visions of a possible fu-
ligllm‘t almost made his heart stop beating. 4 futl of
. Despite his sleepless night, he fclt as fresh arn iy ull o
Vitality as after a cold bath when he got out of the w
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in St. Pgt'crsburg. He remained standing beside his car-
nage waiting for her to appear. I shall see her again, he
said to himself, smiling unconsciously. I shall see her
face, her walk, perhaps she will say something, will tum
her head, glance at me, even smile. But before he caught
sight of her he caught sight of her husband, whom tht
station-master was deferentially guiding through the crowd.
Ah, yes! Her husband! Only now, for the first time, did
Vronsky fully realize that her husband was 2 person bound
io her. He knew she had a husband but he had not be
lieved in his existence and he fully believed in it only
when he saw him, saw his head, his shoulders, his legs
in black trousers, and when he saw this husband calmly
take her arm as one to whom it belonged.

On seeing Karenin with his fresh Petersburg com-
plexion, staid and self-confident of bearing, S,I‘ghﬂ.y
stooped, wearing a round hat, he believed in his
existence and felt the chagrin of one who, longing for
a drink and reaching a spring at last, discovers 'hadt
a dog or a sheep or a pig has been there before him “.md
muddied the water. Particularly objectionable did he fmd
Karenin’s walk, the twisting of his hips at every step an
his blunt feet. He considered that he alone had the un-
questionable right to love her. She, however, was just the
same; and just the same did the sight of her affect him,
reviving him physically, exciting him and filling his heart
with joy. He ordered his German valet, who came runnmg
up from a second-class carriage, to take the bags an
80 home; he himself went to her. He witnessed the e
counter of husband and wife and remarked with a lovtf}:
keenness of perception the slight self-consciousness Wit
which she spoke to her husband. No, she does not love
him and could not possibly love him, he said to hxmscls-

As_he was approaching"Anna from behind he note
with joy that she felt his presence and turned round and,
seelng it was he, turned back to her husband.

Did you spend a pleasant night?” Vronsky asked,
making a single bow to her and her husband and allow:
ing Karenin to accept the bow as addressed to him and
to recognize him or not, just as he pleased.

‘A very pleasant one, thank you,” she replied.

She looked tired and her face did not show that play
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of vivacity that usually broke forth in her smile or her
€yes; but for one brief instant something flashed in her
&ves when they met his and even though the flash was
Istantly extinguished, that instant brought him happi-
ness. She glanced inquiringly at her husband to know
whether he wag acquainted with Vronsky or not. Karenin
looked at Vronsky with displeasure, trying to remember
Who he was, In this instant Vronsky’s composure and self-
@surance clashed with Karenin’s cold self-assurance like
steel on stope,

:‘Count Vronsky,” said Anna, .

“Ah, 1 believe we are acquainted,” said Karenin coolly,
holding out 5 hand. “Went off with the mother, came
back with the son,” he said with precise articulation, as
t%h word were o ruble he was proffering as a gift.

eturning from leave, are you?” he said and, without
Waiting for an answer, asked his wife in his usual.mock-
;nfgt?t’one: “Were many tears shed in Moscow when you
eEon

By addressing his wife he gave Vronsky to understand
that he wished to be left alone, and he emphasized tllx:s
by AUming to him and touching his hat; but Vronsky spoke
0 Anna;

,;I hope to have the honour of calling on you,” he
said,

Karenin looked at him with his tired eyes. @

“We shall be very glad,” he murmured coldly. Wigsiar:;
2 home op Mondays.” Then, completely dlSt"; hap
meky. he said to his wife, “How fortunate éhamvc o
bened to have 5 half-hour free to meet you fa"r fhis little

Votion.” He resumed his playful tone fo
speech. jon it is hard

“You make such a point of your .dcvgr(::n:c llayful
for me 1o appreciate it,” she replied 1!]1< t,s steps behind
tone, involuntarily listening to Vrons z’nc? she thought

€m. What difference does it make "l)) ut Sergei, about
e began questioning hcr_husba;lldrﬂ ©
how he had spent his time without her. s he was a very

“ v 1l indeed! Marictte say: int you—he

y Very wel o his will disappot did
g20d boy and—I'm afraid this h as your husband did.

id not miss you much, not %s ":.ucror presenting me with

Again let me’say merci, my dear, N
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CO';l‘ld read, she even taught the other children to read.
“Am I'worse?” asked Sergei.
o lt:r me you are the best in the world.”
A now that,” said Sergei, smiling.
van::::: had not finished her coffee before Countess Lydia
o sta Was announced. Countess Lydia Ivanovna was
and b Ou.tf woman with an unhealthy sallow complexion
. to;:;l‘s‘}lll pensn:: blacl; eyes. Anna was fond of her,
? e saw her i i
’mg‘crfections. as for the first time, with all her
a <e(‘i’déomy dear, did you take them the olive branch?”
e atlxlntess Lydia Ivanovna on entering the room.
?-h()ught, all that is over, but it was not so serious as we
o hast,y ."rephed Anna. “My belle-saeur is inclined to be
iEﬂlglltess Lydia Ivanovna, who was interested in every-
ing %:v at did not concern her, had the habit of not listen-
8. R to things that were of interest to her. Now
¢Interrupted Anna to say:
e the world is full of sorrow and evil. I am very
"Cvput out today,”
Y, what has ha rid truggling to
Sipprest's s, ppened?” asked Anna, struggling
€gin to tire of taking up the cudgels in the name of
;‘:::: and sometimes I feel like simply giving up, The
and Of.Tl}e Sisters” (this was a philanthropic, religious
poss.PI;trlotxc cause) “began beautifully, but nothing can
S:lidl Y be accomplished with those finc gentlemen,
$21d the countess with an air of ironic resignation to fate.
opisy ook up the idea and distorted it, and their
Plnions are go petty and insignificant! Only two o;
fee people, your husband among them, undcrsim
only OTmous importance of this undertaking, the Prave
oY, Tun it down. Yesterday 1 got a letter from Prav-
din y 18
thdein was a wellknown pan-Slavist living abroad;
€ countess went on to tell what was in the le““ci intrigu-
ing Rer that she recounted all the scheming and intrigy
Mg being used against the causc of uniting ld‘;c she had
€n she hurried away because on that same N as of the
10 attend a meeting of a certain society as well 2
Slavonic Committee.
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All of this went on before, why did I not npnccllt
before? Anna asked herself, Perhaps she was PU“C“];’K
out of sorts today. But really it is absurd: she Fal]s Cs
self a Christian, a doer of good, and yet she is 33‘]’3.75'!
angry and everybody is her enemy, all enemies in Chri
and in self-righteousness. sond of

When Countess Lydia Ivanovna had left, 2 fm;:old
Anna’s, wife of 2 Department Director, called an hree
her all the news of the town. She went away a'.t‘m
o'clock promising to come back for dinner. Karcmrtl e
at the Ministry. Finding herself alone, Anna stmok
time before dinner with her son while he dined (he her
his meals apart from his parents), then in P““mgom
things in order and in reading and answering the gbk-
and letters that had accumulated on her wrmng-d et

The stress and the unaccountable shamE,ShEhh"’famﬂ_
in the train had entirely disappeared. Back in the and
iar circumstances of her life she again felt strong
irreproachable. £ mind

It was with surprise that she recalled her s'tatc‘!; neky
on the previous day. What happened? Nothing. d~wI an-
said 2 foolish thing, which I nipped in the pu H need
swered him as I ought to have done. There is nowwng
of telling my husband, and indeed it would be ;mpor-
to do so. To speak of it would be to accord it an 1 ?old
tance it does not deserve. She remembered havmlg1 Yin
her husband about a declaration of love made tod Cher
St. Petersburg by a young man who served un ﬂ;:ict)’
husband; Karenin had replied that any woman in 5‘: that
was apt to have such declarations made to her, bu sary
he had no doubt of her being able to show the ncctgdng
tact and would never demean her or himself by “And
jealous. And so there is no reason to tell him. o
mdeed there is nothing to tell, thank God, she sai
herself.

33
Alexei  Alexandrovich Karenin came home from the

Ministry at four o’clock but, as was often the case, ;‘c
had no time to go to her. Instead he vwent to his study
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where some people were waiting for him with petitions
ad where he signed some papers sent him by the office
Superintendent,
€ guests at digner (the Karenins always had at least
ree. dinner guests) were: an clderly lady who -was
CMN’s cousin, the Department Director and his wife,
and 2 young man who had been recommended for a
Stuation in” Karenin’s department. Anna entered the
WINgIoom 1o entertain her guests. At exactly five
odock, before the bronze Peter-the-Great clock had
Soundeq the Jagp stroke, Karenin came into the room in
cvening dress with 5 white tie and two stars in his Ilapel,
for he had a form engagement immediately after dinner.
ey minute jn Karenin’s life was assigned to some par-
oeular business, He helq to a rigid schedule so as to ac-
4l the tasks each day presented to him. “With-
d without waste,” was his motto. He entered
Wing-room, bowed to everyone and quickly sat
e Smiling at his vyife.
believe Y Solitude has come to an end. You would no;
clieve hoy uncomfortable it is (he stressed the wor
uncomff’"“ble) to dine alone,” .
Nner he spoke to his wife about Moscow affzxrf
and askeq about Oblonsky with a supercilious smile, ut
the talg Was mostly gencral, concerning Petersburg d:f)faann
pental affairs ang society. After dinner he spent h plie
our With his guests before, again pressing his wife’s
2 smile, he went off to the council meeting. skaya’s,
L evening Anp, did not go to Betsy 'I-‘vgted her;
5! On hearing of her arrjval Betsy had im e for
oy d she 80 to the theatre where she hadha did not
* SIS performance, The main reason she €% C o
g cause the gown she had hoped to inspect
not ready, She was greatly annoyed when shca ord the
ll:;; Wardrobe afrer her guests had left. A:nand bcf°':
ok of essing without too great XD hree gowns
ving for Moscow had given the dressm remodelied 7
1 be made over. They were to have been X7 o S
ready 1 ¥3Y 35 to be unrecognizable 200 1o ¢ tha
£ e 0FeC days before her return. It third w33 B e
2 hem were not ready at all and the e and tr¥ Y-
* A2 wihed. The diesamaker cam -

out haste an
the i
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plain, insisting that this way was better, but Anna only
lost her temper and then was ashamed. In order to calm
her nerves she went to the nursery and spent the entirc
evening with her son; she put him to bed herself, made
!hc sign of the cross over him and tucked the blanket
in. She was glad she had not gone anywhere and ha
spent such a pleasant evening at home. She felt calm a.nd
at ease and saw with the greatest clarity that everything
to which she had attributed such importance in the train
was only another of those trifling incidents of society life,
and that she had no reason to feel ashamed before others
or in her own mind. So she sat down at the fireplace with
an English novel and waited for her husband.

At exactly half past nine his ring was heard and pres-
ently he entered the room.

At last you’ve comel” she said, holding out her hand-

He kissed her hand and sat down beside her.

“I can see your trip was successful,” he said to her-

“Oh, quite,"” she said, and began telling him everything
from the very beginning: her journey in the company of
Vl_'onsky’s mother, their arrival and the accident at the
railway " station. She told him how at first she had felt
sorry for her brother, then for Dolly.

“I do not admit the possibility of forgiving such a man
even if he is your brother,” said Karenin severely.

Anna smiled. She knew he had said it to show that no
considerations of kinship could prevent him from ex-
pressing his honest opinion. She was aware of this trait
in him and admired it.

“I am glad everything has turned out well and you hate
come back,” he went on. “Well, what are they saying in
Moscow about the new measure I was able to put
through the council?”

Anna had heard nothing of the measure and felt 2
twinge of conscience for having forgotten anything of
such importance to him.

“Here, on the contrary, it has excited a great deal of
comment,” he said with a self-satisfied smile.

Anna sensed that he wanted to tell her something con-
cerning this matter that pleased him, « . t asked
questions that led him round to it. Wir | sel”,
satisfied smile he described the o . 7 - -
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the measure was passed.
p

Was very much pleased, very much indeed. It just
89¢S to show that at Jast we are beginning to adopt a firm
ad sensible atrituge in this marter,”

¥hen he had finished a sccond cup of tea and crecam
30 a slice of bread, he got up and went to his study.

And did you not 80 anywhere? You must have spent
2dull evening,” he said: .

i ot at alll”  she replied, getting up and going with
him through the hall to his study. “What are you read-
TENOW?" she asked,

At present T am reading Duc de Lille, Poésie des en-
fers," he replied, “A remarkable book.”
smiled as one smiles at the foibles of a loved
one; taking his arm, she went with him to the door of
sdy. She knew he had formed the habit, now become
2 Jecessity, of reading in the evening. She knew that,
<ven though most of his time was taken up by his o'fﬁcxa}
ctivities, he congidered it his duty to keep up with al
Motable events in the intellectual sphere. She also knc‘iv
2t his real interest lay in politics, philosophy and thc(;) -
%8y, that by his very nature he found art alien, yet de-
Plte this, or rather as 5 consequence of it, he let "?‘hmg
1P past him that made a stir in this field and 90"5‘dffc
1t his duty to read everything. She knew that in polmcs:
Phﬂ°5°PhY and theology he kept questioning ﬂﬂd,;ﬁﬂcof
o Ut i matters of art and poetry and cspecially he
hisie, of which he had not the faintest e
hel absolute and unshakeable opinions. He delig o o
spmking of Shakespeare, Raphael and Beethoven, E:'l mu-
the sinificance of the new schools of poetry 281 rigid
¢, which were for him all classified in the m
Ordc‘r. suits,” she saig
“Well, T shall Jeave you to your pPurst  d prepare:
when they reached his stdy, where his val&:ch ac‘:xfdlf and
for his coming by putting a shade on «f shall go and
SVn?!anifc of water beside his arm-chair.
€ letters to Moscow.” - :
He pressed her hand and kissed it- d kind and emm;iﬁ
€ is, after all, a2 good mal’l"'lusft :3“" she got t@ id
I his field, Anna said to hersel someone wh
T00m, as if defending him against
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it was impossible to love him. But why do his ears stick
out so oddly? Cauld it be because of his haircut? .

At exactly twelve o’clock, while Anna was still smmg
at her writing-table finishing a letter to Dolly, she hc?\;l
his even tread in house-slippers and the next moment I:
reached her side, washed and combed and with a boo
under his arm. . £

“High time, high time,” he said with a special sort o
smile, and went into the bedroom. bt

What right had he look at him in that way? thou}% !
Anna, remembering how Vronsky had looked at Ka
renin,

When she had undressed she went into the b{df‘;“’"s'_'
but not only did her face lack vivacity which in Zﬂ
cow had brimmed over into her eyes and her smile, b‘;: .
the fire in her scemed to have been quenched, or to havt
shrunk away to some remote corner.

34

On leaving St. Petersburg, Vronsky had left his l;tlg
apartment on Morskaya Street to his friend and favourl
companion Petritsky. . dis-

Petritsky was a young lieutenant, of no pzfrtlculgﬂl b
tinction, not only impecunious but deeply in de ti{ i:
evening he was always drunk and often found hxmscdes
the guardhouse for various droll or unsavoury escapa f:
but he was well liked by his comrades and superior ol
ficers. . ¢ at about
When Vronsky drew up in front of his house at a Otc_
noon, having just come from the rajlway station, hcfr o
ognized a familiar hired carriage standing in front o dla.
And on ringing the bell he heard men Iaugh‘x‘ng a;nl :
woman chattering and Petritsky calling out: “Don’t cc
any rogues in!” Not allowing ‘the servant to announc
him, Vronsky walked into the front room. Baroness
Shilton, Petritsky’s lady friend, her mauve taffeta go“’g
and rosy face gleaming brightly, was sitting at a roun
table making coffee and chirping away with her P"‘?S’lg"
accent like a canary bird, On one side of her sat Petritsky
in 2 top coat, on the other Kamerovsky in full uniform,
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evidently just come from duty.

“Bravo, Vronskyl” cried Petritsky, jumping up. “Our
bost himself! Baroness, pour him out coffee from the new
pot. Well, this is a surprise! I trust you're pleased with
the ornament added to your study,” he said, indicating
the baroness. “Are you acquainted?”

“Yes indeed,” said Vronsky, smiling happily as he
pressed the baroness’s little hand. “She and I are old
friends.”

“You've just got back from a journey,” said the bar-
oness, “so 1 shall be off. I shall go home this very minute
if I am in the way.”

“Your home is wherever you happen to be, baroness,”
said Vronsky. “Greetings, Kamerovsky,” he added, taking
Kamerovsky’s hand coldly.

“You don’t know how to make such pretty speeches,”
said the baroness to Petritsky.

“(?h, don’t I just? After dinner you'll find me quite as
od.”

“After dinner doesn’t count! Well, then, I shall give
you your coffee, go and wash and change,” said the bar-
oness, sitting down again and painstakingly twisting the
screw in the new coffee-pot. “Give me some more coffee,
Pierre,” she said to Petritsky, whom she called Pierre
because his last name sounded like Peter. She made no
effort to hide her relations with him. “I must add some.”

“You'll spoil it.”

“I shall do no such thing! Well, where is your wife?”
the baroness said unexpectedly, interrupting Vronsky’s
conversation with his friend. “We married you while you
were away. Have you brought your wife with you?”

“No, baroness. I was born a gypsy and will die a gypsy.”

“All the better] Give me your hand.”

As she held Vronsky’s hand the baroness launched
upon an account, sprinkled with jests, of her latest plans
as to how she was to live, and she asked his advice.

“He still refuses to give me a divorce.,” (He was her
husband.) “What in the world am 1 to do? T want to
begin proceedings. Do you advise it? Kamerovsky, keep
your eye on the coffee—ah, it’s boiled over! Can’t you see
1. am engaged. Yes, I am thinking of beginning proceed-
ings because I certainly don’t want to give up my estate.
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Can you imagine anything so stupid?~he alleges 1 have
been unfaithful to him,” she said with disdain, “and for
that reason he wisthes to appropriate the proceeds from
my cstate,”

Vronsky listened with pleasure to the cheerful Ch:m;
of this pretty young lady, he sympathized with hﬂ;imt-
gave her advice half-seriously in the tone he usually a DPk
ed with such women. In his Petersburg world all P""Plc
fell into two sorts. One, the lower sort, consisted OfP‘}‘:f;
who were foolish, commonplace, and above c\'cf)’;1 ng
else ludicrous; they believed that one husband ought
live with onc wife to whom he was properly marn ht
that young girls ought to be chaste, marric women °“fnd
to be virtuous, men ought to be manly, continent, -
resolute, that they ought to educate their children, eilar
their daily bread, pay their debts, and all kinds of sxm‘m
rot. This sort was old-fashioned and Tudicrous. Thlﬂ‘ od;
another sort of genuine people, to whom his set be ongau;
these were, above all, handsome, elegant, gay, coumgehcir
and great-hearted; they abandoned themselves to t(hing
passions without blushing and laughed at every
else. . .

Only in the first moments of his retum did lejskfd'
still under the impression of the entirely different “th
of Moscow, feel somecthing like shock; very soon Ad
slipped back into his former gay and delightful wo:s
with the ease of thrusting his feet into a pair of old s :cd.

The coffee was never made, it only boiled over, splas ss's
cverybody, stained the expensive carpet and the bafoﬂeuse
gown and accomplished just what was wanted: gave ca
for noise and laughter. eIf

“And now, farewell, or you will never wash yours b
and I shall be responsible for your committing the grc:n-
est crime any respectable person can commit: being o
clean. So you recommend holding a knife at his throat?

“Unquestionably, and in such a way that your l;la."
touches his lips. He will kiss your hand and everything
will turn out beautifully,” replied Vronsky. m

“Well, then, until this evening—at the French Theatre:
—and she was gone in a rustle of silk. . d

Kamerovsky got up too; Vronsky held out his hm}‘l
without waiting for him to go and then went into the



AnnaKarenina 149

bathroom. While he washed Petritsky told him briefly how
his situation had changed in Vronsky’s absence. He had
not a copper to his name. His father declared he would
not give him anything and would not pay his debts. His
tailor threatened to sue him and so did other creditors.
The regiment commander announced that if an end were
not put to his escapades he would have to resign. He
was sick of the baroness, especially since she was always
pressing money on him; but there was a certain creature
—he would show her to Vronsky—a darling, a perfect
marvel, in the severe oriental style, “of the tribe of Re-
becea, don’t you know"”, He and Berkoshev had quarrelled
the night before and Berkoshev had spoken of sending
seconds, but of course nothing would come of it. On the
whole, everything was tip-top and very jolly. Without al-
lowing his friend to probe for details, Petritsky went on
to give him all the news of general interest. As he listened
to these familiar stories in the familiar atmosphere of the
rooms he had been living in for three years, Vronsky ex-
perienced the pleasant sensation of again being part of
the old carefree Petersburg life.

“Oh, come, it couldn’ be!” he cried, taking his foot
off the pedal of the wash-basin where he had been rinsing
his sturdy red neck. “It couldn’t be!” he cried on hear-
ing that Lora had left Fertinhoff and was living with
Mileyev. “And he’s as stupid and contented as ever? And
what about Buzulukov?”

“Oh, there’s a story for you! Superb!” cried Petritsky.
“You know Buzulukov’s passion for balls, he never missed
a single court ball. Well, he went to one of these grand
balls in a new helmet. Have you seen the new helmets?
Very nice—lighter. And there he was standing.. Oh,
oh, just listen to this!”

“I’m listening,” replied Vronsky as he rubbed himself
with a Turkish towel.

“Along comes the Grand Duchess with one of the am-
bassadors and don’t they have to be talking about the
new helmets. The Grand Duchess wants to show the am-
bassador one. Suddenly she catches sight of our dear
friend standing there...” (Petritsky struck a pose show-
ing him standing there holding his helmet) “..and the
Grand Duchess asks him to give her the helmet. No
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response. What’s the trouble? People wink at him, n%d
at him, frown. Give it to her! No response. Just SE“}‘I_S
there stiff as a rod. Fancy that? Then that ... whfitSHlS
name? ... tries to take the helmet away from him. d:
don’t give it up, The chap wrenches it out of his hands
and gives it to the Grand Duchess. ‘See? This is ngﬁs
She turns the helmet upside down and—Oh, God! Out Al
a pear, some bon-bons, two pounds of chocolates!
filched by our dear friend!” time
Vronsky doubled up with laughter. And for somt}!] e
thereafter, even in the middle of a conversation, 1 Cl -
collection would send him into peals of laughter display
ing his even white teeth. b the aid
When he had heard all the news Vronsky, with 1 fi 10
of his valet, changed into his uniform and rCPa‘H.“ on
headquarters. From headquarters he intended calling -
his brother, Betsy and a few others so as to begl}%arc-
pearing in circles where he would meet Madame R
nina. As always in St. Petersburg, he left the house
out expecting to return until late at night.



Fart Two







1

At the end of winter a doctors’ consultation was held in
the S’cherbatsky’s home to determine the exact state of
tty’s health ‘and what measures should be taken to
Testore her declining strength. She was ill, and with the
Comlng of spring she became worse. The family physician
prescribed cod liver oil, then iron, then lapis, but since
neither the first nor the second nor the third did any good,
and since he advised them to take her for a cure, a celebrat.
ed doctor was consulted. The celebrated doctor, a hand-
Some man still in his prime, asked to be allowed to exam-
Ine the gir], He appeared to take pleasure in insisting that a
young girl’g modesty was an atavism, reverting back to the
days of barbarism, and that nothing could be more natural
an for a man stil] in his prime to feel a naked young girl
all over, He found this natural because he did it every day
of his life, ang did it without feeling or thinking anything
rePl’el'lcnsible, Or 50 it seemed to him, and that 3s why he
considered a young girl’s modesty notonly an atavism but
€vena personal insult,
¢ family had to submit because even though all
doctors were taught in the same school from the same
books and were learned in the same science, and even
though some people said the celebrated doctor was a
bad doctor, for some reason it was accepted by the prin-
cess’s family and their circle that the celebrated doctor
alone was in Possession of certain knowledge and that he
alone could save Kitty. Now, after carefully feeling and
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theappearance of acavity.We can, however, have suspicions.

nd in the present case there are symptoms: Poor appetite,
Dervous excitement and so forth, Our problem is: since we
Suspect the presence of tuberculosis, what can we do to
increase nourishment?” i

“Yes, but you know that some moral emotional cause
5 always at” the 100t,” the family physician allowed
himself to Put in with a subtle knowing smile,

“Oh, yes, that 8oes without saying,” replied the cele-
brated doctor, glancing at his watch again, “1 beg your
pardon, but hgs the Yauza bridge been opened or must
we still go the long way round?” he asked. “Ah, it has.

00d, then [ cap get there in twenty minutes. As we
Were saying, this s how matters stand: nourishment
must be increased and her nerves must be treated, The
two are connected, we must work on both fronts,”

“And what about taking her abroad?" asked the family
phxsician.

Am againgt trips abroad, Allow me to point out

that jf tuberculosis really has set in,
h; wa i

nd the celebrated doctor expounded his plan of
'R‘!"ng her with Soden water, whose chief recommen-
her no harm,
€ family physician listened attentively and with
Profoung respect.
“But in favour of the trip abroad,” he said, “I would
Mention the beneficial effect of a change of surround.

5 Besidcs, her mother wishes to go.”

U'In that case, let them 80, only those German
charlatang are sure to do her harm. They must listen
1o us. Welj, then, let them go.”

ancemore he glanced ar his watch,
 high time,” and he went to the door,
'€ celebrated doctor informed the princess that he
:\d\lslt\_scc his patient again (a sense of propriety prompt.
this

. “Whatp Another examination?” exclaimed the mother
in horror,
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thumping his patient, who was dazed and nearly pro.stfﬁtl“fz
with embarrassment, and after assiduously washing thle
hands, he was standing in the drawing-room Lal!unﬁ mtas
prince. The prince frownéd and kept clearing his th rO-‘ic 4
he listened to the doctor. Having had much FXPC”‘bni.m
life and being neither foolish nor sickly, he did not be ;his
in medicine and in his heart of hearts was a!lgcrcdh yonl)’
whole comedy, especially since he was practically t ilclncss‘
one who fully understood the cause of Kitty sthe P
A windbag, he said to himself, as he listened to v
cbrated doctor jabbering about the Symptol'ﬂ“; l?ardly
daughter’s illness. The doctor, for h}s part, co an and
conceal the contempt he felt for this old noblcn: i
with difficulty stooped to his low level of understa o
He knew there was no point in talking to'thc 91d "'la?\:)usc.
the mother was the one who decided things in this
It was before her he intended casting his pearls. om ¢

Just then the princess entered the drawing-10 ith-
companied by the family physician. The Pg“l‘l“ found
drew, trying not to let them see how absur : oo
this farce. The princess was upset and did no diness.
what to do. She felt she was to blame for Kitty's e

“Ah, doctor, decide our fate,” said the prmccs;.o o
me everything.” She wanted to say “Is there any lfgttcr
but her lips quivered and she could not make hersel
the question. “What is it, doctor?” col-

“Just a second, princess, I wish to speak to my gou
league and then I will have the honour of giving
my opinion”.

“Shall I leave you alone?”

“Just as you wish,”

The princess drew a sigh and went out.  _ hysician

When the doctors were alone, the family Phyt the
began modestly giving his opinion, which was }a)ut
initial stages of consumption could be dctcgtcd. func-
ctc, etc. The celebrated doctor listened to him per big
torily and in the middle of his speech glanced at his
gold watch.

“That’s all very well,” he said.

The family physician stopped deferentially. .

“As you know, we have no means of dctc_mmmﬂ
the initial stages of tuberculosis; nothing is definitc untt
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theappearanceof 2 cavity.We can, however, have suspicions.
Andin the Present case there are symptoms: poor appetite,
DEIVous excitement and so forth. Our problem is: since we
Suspect the presence of tuberculosis, what can we do to
increase nourishment?”

“Yes, but you know that some moral emotional cause
is always at’ the root,” the family physician allowed
himself to put in with a subtle knowing smile.

“Oh, yes, that Boes without saying,” replied the cele-
brated doctor, glancing at his watch again. “I beg your
Pardon, but has the Yauza bridge been opened or must
we still go the long way round?” he asked. *“Ah, it has.
Good, then I can get there in twenty minutes. As we

.Am against trips abroad. Allow me to point out
that jf tuberculosis really has set in, a thing which we
Ve N0 way of knowing, a trip abroad can do her no
good. We must find 5 means of increasing her nourish-
ment without doing her injury.”

nd the celebrated doctor expounded his plan of
Teating her with Soden water, whose chief recommen-
dation seemeq to be that it could do her no harm.

amily physician listened attentively and with
pr?found respect.
" i vour of the trip abroad,” he said, “I would
beneficial effect of a change of surround-
Igs and the removal of circumstances evoking painful
memories, Besides, her mother wishes to go.”

Oh! In that case, let them g0, only those German
dlarlatans are sure to do her harm. They must listen
10 us. Well, then, let them go.”

9nce more he glanced at his watch,

» high time,» and he went to the door.
¢ celebrated doctor informed the princess that he
"(li\lls}tl.stc his patient again (a sense of propriety prompt-
ed this

. “Whatp Another examination?” exclaimed the mother
I horror,

ut in fa
Mention the
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**Oh, no; I merely want to confirm a few details, princess.”

“Very well.”

And ‘the mother, accompanied by the doctor, went
to Kitty in the drawing-room. Kitty was standing in
the middle of the room, thin and re -checked, her eyes
still flashing from the indignity to which she had just
been subjected. When the doctor entered she blushed
and her eyes filled with tears. She found all this busi-
ness of her illness and its treatment to be preposterous.
She found the treatment as foolish as an attempt to
put together the pieces of a broken vase. Her heart wads
broken. Did they think they could mend it with pills an
powders? But she did not wish to hurt her mother,
especially since her mother considered herself to blame.

“Be so good as to sit down, princess,” said the cele-
brated doctor.

He smiled and sat down opposite her and took hfl;
pulse and again asked her tiresome questions. She answere
them until suddenly she was so provoked that s}}esf{md up-

“Excuse me, doctor, but there is no point in this.
You have asked me the same thing three times.”

The celebrated doctor did not take offence.

“Morbid irritability,” he said to her mother when
Kitty had left the room. “But I have finished.” conal

d to the princess, as to a woman of exception:
intelligence, he offered a scientific definition of her
daughter’s state and ended by giving instructions as L"
how to take this water, which there was no need of tak-
ing. When asked whether they ought to go abroad or
not, he reflected deeply, as if solving an abstruse P"Oblc":]'
At last the answer came to him: they were to go abroa .
but were not to listen to any of those foreign charlatans;
they were to listen only to him. sovful

When the doctors had left it was as if some joyfu
cvent had taken place. The mother returned to her
daughter in high spirits and Kitty behaved as if she !zﬂ
were in high spirits. Often, indeed almost always now, she
had to pretend. ) ish

“I really am perfectly well, maman. But if you wis
to go abroad, let us go,” she said, and in an effort 10
show that she was interested in the proposed journey
she began talking about preparations for it.
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Soon after the doctors left, Dolly called. She knew
there was 1o be a consultation that day and though she had
recently been confined (she had given birth to a daughter
at the end of winter), and though she had many carcs and
anxieties at home, she left her infant and an ailing little girl
to come and find out Kitty's fate.

“Well?” she said, entering the drawing-room without
king off her hat. “You are all very cheerful. Every-
thing is well?"

cy tried to tell her what the doctor had said but,
long and cloquent as his speeches had been, it was impos-
sible to say what he had said. The only thing of interest
was that the decision had been made to go abroad,

Dolly gave an involuntary sigh. Her sister, her best
friend, was going away. Her own lifc was far from cheerful.

ler relations with Oblonsky after the reconciliation had
become humiliating. Anna’ had brought them together
again but only temporarily; once more their conjugal
agreement had snapped, and in the same spot. Nothing
definite had occurred but Oblonsky was hardly ever home,

¢I¢ was almost no money, and Dolly was constantly
fortured by suspicions of his unfaithfulness, which she
kept driving out of her mind for fear of a new attack of
Jealousy such as she had suffered so recently. But such an
attack, once lived through, could never be repeated; even a
discovery of his unfaithfulness could not affect her again
2 it had done that first time, Now such a discovery could
only put an end to her conjugal habits, and she allowed
herself to be deceived, fecling contempt for him and
€ven more for herself for her weakness. She_ was harassed
above all by the cares of a large family: either she had
trouble nursing the baby, or the nurse gave notice, or, as
now, one of the children was ill.

-How are things with you?" asked her mother.

*“Oh, maman, you have enough troubles of your own.
Lilly has come down with something and I fear it is
scarlet fever. I have only come to find out the nl::y:i's
and shall be shut up in the house for good if, God forbid,
it is scarlet fever,” .

When tth: iioctors went away the old prince came
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out of his study and after offering Dolly his cheek and
exchanging a few words with her, said to his wife: i

“So it’s decided you're to go? And what do you intend
doing with me?” i

“I' think you had better remain here, Alexandre,
said‘ his wife.

.

‘Just as you say.”

“Maman, whyy shouldn't papa go with us?” asked
Kitty. “It will be pleasanter for him and for us t00.

The old prince got up and stroked Kitty’s hair. She
lifted her face and forced herself to smile at him. She
always thought he understood her better than anyone
else in the family, even though he spoke little to her.
As the youngest, she was his favourite and she felt that
his love for her made him more perceptive. Now as her
eyes found his kindly blue ones fastened so intently on
her, she was sure he saw directly through her and un ‘}:
stood all the bad things going on within her breast, Blush-
ing, she reached towards him, expecting him to kiss her,
but he only pulled her hair playfully and said: h

“Oh, these silly chignons! I can’t reach my own da"sd'
ter, only stroke the hair of a cadaver, Well, Dolly,” he said,
turning to his elder daughter, “what’s that trump of yours
doing now?”

“Nothing, papa,” said Dolly, aware that he was re-
ferring to her husband. “He’s always out, I hardly sc¢
him,” she could not help adding with a wry smile.

“Hasn’t he gone to the country to sell the timber
yet?”

“No, he just talks of going.”

“Talks gf going, do%s h%:?" said the prince. "}_’crh:;lgs
I had better go? Oh, very well,” he said, catchmgx.:f
wife’s eye. “But this is what I have to say to you, Ki
ty,” he added to his younger daughter, “one of tl}fsf
days you are going to wake up and say to yoursel i
am perfectly well and cheerful and am going out “'}d
papa for one of our early morning walks in the cold.
Well?”

One might think that nothing could have been more
innocent than her father’s words, but on hearing them
Kitty was as distressed and confounded as a thicf caught in
the act. He knows everything and understands everything
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and is saying in so many words that, shameful as it is, I
must live down the shame, she said to herself, She could
not find the courage to answer him. As she was trying to
muster it she broke into tears and ran out of the room.

“That’s what comes of your levity,” the princess flung
at her hushand, “You arealways...” and off sﬁc was on one
of her diatribes,

For some time the prince listened to her in silence,
but his face grew darker and darker.

“She is so miserable, the poor dear, so miserable,
and you can’t even sec what pain every reference to
the cause of her suffering inflicts. Heavens! How could
we have made such 2 mistake?” From her change of
tone Dolly and the prince realized she was speaking of

ronsky. “I don’t know why there are no laws against
such vicious creatures)”

“I ought to stop my ears,” observed the prince glum.
ly, getting up and making for the door, on the thresh-
old of which he turned to say: “There are laws, my
800d woman, and if jt has come to this, let me say that the
Person to blame for all this is you—you and nobody but
youl There are and always have been laws against such
Togues. Yes indeed, and if it weren’t for what should never
have been—well, old as I am T would challenge him to a
duel, the shameless curl And now go ahead and cure her,
have all these quacks coming to the house!” i

It looked as if the prince had a great many other things
1o say, but as soon as the princess caught the tone of his
voice she instantly softened and repented, as she always

When matters became serjous. :

“dAICXandrc, Alexandre,” she murmured, going to-
wards him, weeping,

e princehslt)op[;'.)ed as soon as she began to weep. He
went to meet her, 3,

“Come, come, I know it’s hard for you too. w}é‘;ds
to be done? The harm is not as great as it siflmsfmow.
is merciful ... thank you, dear,” he said, harrd); in re-
ing what he was saying, adding the ]a“TlV]vo he went
SPonse to a wet kiss he. felt on his hand. Then
out, s
As soon as Kitty had left in tears, Dolly;al:.:"il.""‘“l
instinct and family training told her a wo!

i
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was nceded here and she made ready to offer it. Sh
took off her hat and, morally rolling up her sleeves
prepared for action. While her mother was attacking
her father she made whatever effort to restrain her thaf
filial piety permitted. When her father flared up she
was silent; she felt shame for her mother and tenderness
for her father, seeing how quickly his natural generosity
returned to him; but when he left the room she !mdcr-
took the main task of the moment: that of going 0
Kitty and comforting her.

“There is something I've been intending to say to
you for some time, maman. Do you know that LCV";
meant to propose to Kitty the last time he was here?
He told Steve.”

“Indeed? Then I don’t understand—" )

“Do you suppose Kitty rejected him? Did she say
anything to you?”

“No, she said nothing to me as to the one or the utht{;
She is too proud. But I know it is all because of that—d

“Just think, if she rejected Levin ... I know she woul
never have rejected him if it had not been for that other ..
and to be deceived so terribly!” .

The princess dared not admit how much guilt for
her daughter’s misery fell to her account, and so she was

angry. g

“T don’t understand anything any more. E'vcrybod)'
wants to have their own way nowadays, they don’t confide
in their mothers and that is what—"

“Maman, I am going to her.”

“Go if you wish. Have I forbidden §t?” said her mother
pettishly.

On entering Kitty’s little room, so pretty and pink
with its little vieux saxe shepherdesses, as pink and gay
and youthful as Kitty herself had been two months before,
Dolly recalled how they had decorated the room together
the previous year, and with what love and joy they had
donc it. Her heart sank on seeing Kitty sitting in a low chair
near the door staring at a corner of the carpet. Kitty
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looked up at her sister with no change in the cold, some-
\\'h‘:‘n stern expression of her face.

1 am leaving now and will be shut up at home and
You will not be able to come and see me,” said Dolly
asushc sat down beside her. *“1 want to speak to you.”

“Of what?" asked Kitty, lifting her head in fright.

"Of what but your trouble?”

‘:I have no trouble,”

“Oh, come, Kitty. Do you suppose I know nothing?
I know everything, And believe me, it is all such a trifle.

of us have been through jt.”

}fltly_ said nothing, but her face looked forbidding.

‘He Is not worth your suffering on his account,” said
Dolly, going straight to the point.

. Because he rejected me?” said Kitty in a shaking
voice. “Don’t say it! Please don't say it!”

“Who has said itp Nobody ever said such a thing. I
am certain that he loved you and still loves you, but-"

. 90, nothing is so dreadful as these consolations!”’
cried Kitty, suddenly angry. She turned round in her
chair, redz}'cncd, and began’ working her fingers, squeez-
g a little buckle first in one hand, then in the other.

‘,’u)’ was familiar with her sister’s habit of seizing some-
thing in her fingers when she was angry; and she knew

at in her anger Kitty was capable of forgetting herself
and sayiny things that were unpleasant and ought not to be
said; Dolly wanted to soothe her, but it was too late.

“What is it? What do_you want to impress on me?
What?” said Kitty quickly. “That I was in love with
2 man who would have nothing to do with me, and that I
am dying of love for him? And this from a sister who
thinks that ... that ... that she is showing me sympathy!.. I
don’t want your sympathy and your pretence!”

“You are not being fair, Kitty.”

“Why are you torturing me?” .

“On the contrary... I see how upset you are...

But Kitty was too excited to listen to her. R

“There is no reason for pitying and comforting me. I
am too proud ever to allow myself to love a man who
does not love me.” B

“I did not say you were not. But there is one thlr‘l‘g o
tell me the truth,” urged Dolly, taking her hand. “Did
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Levin speak to you?”

The mention of Levin seemed to deprive Kitty of he
last means of self-control. She jumped up, flung the buckle
on the floor and said, waving her hands frantically:

“What has Levin got to do with it? Why in the world
should you want to torture me so? I said and say again,
that I am proud and will never, never allow myself to
do what you have done: return to a man who has been
untrue to me, who has loved another woman. I don't
understand such a thing, simply don’ understand it!
You can do it but I never could.” N

She glanced at her sister, and when Dolly said noth-
ing, and simply sat there with her head bent sorrowfully,
Kitty did not flounce out of the room as she had intended
doing but sat down again near the door, covered her face
with her handkerchief and dropped her head. .

Some two minutes passed in silence, Dolly was.thmk-
ing of herself. The humiliation she was always conscious 0
became particularly painful when her sister reminded her
of it. She did not expect such heartlessness from Kitty a“‘%
she was angry with her. But suddenly she heard a rustle 0
skirts and ‘the sound of suppressed sobbing and some-
body’s arms rose to encircle her neck. Kitty was on her
knees before her. .

“Dearest Dolly, I'm so dreadfully unhappy,” she whis-
pered apologetically. .

And she buried her sweet face, drenched in tears, m
Dolly’s skirts. 3

It was as if tears were the essential lubricant th.h(’“t
which the machine of mutual contact between the sisters
could not run. When they had had their cry they did
not talk about the thing that was uppermost on theif
minds, but even when they spoke of secondary matters
they understood each other. Kitty understood that the
words she had said in heat about the unfaithfulness of
Dolly’s husband and Dolly’s own humiliation had wounde
her sister to the quick, but that she had forgiven her. Dolly,

for her part, had learned all that she wanted to know; she
was convinced now that her suppositions had been correct,
that Kitty’s grief, her incurable grief, sprang from Levin's
having made her an offer which’ she had rejected, and
Vronsky’s having deceived her, and that she was now ready

s
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to love Levin and hate Vronsky. Not a word of this did
Kitty say; she spoke only of her present state of mind.

*“1 am not grieving,” she said when she was more calm,
“but can you believe that everything has become coarse,
hateful, repulsive to me, I myself above all? You cannot
possibly imagine what horrid thoughts occur to me.”

“What horrid thoughts could occur to you?” asked
Dolly with a smile.

“The most coarse and horrid imaginable; 1 cannot
even tell them to you. And they spring not from bore-
dom or misery but from something far worse. It’s as
if everything good in me had vanished, leaving only the
most beastly. How can I explin it?” she said, sceing
the perplexity in her sister’s eyes. “Papa spoke to me
just now ... and it seemed to me he was thinking about
nothing but that I must get married, When mamma escorts
me to a ball I fancy she is only doing it to marry me off
and get rid or me. I know this is not true but I cannot drive
such thoughts away. I cannot bear the sight of what they call
eligible young men. It seems to me they are all taking my
measure. It used to be sheer delight forme togo offinan even-
ing frock, I loved myself all dressed up, now I feel self-cons-
ciousandashamed. Ortakeanythingelse...thedoctor ... or...”

Kitty paused; she was about to say that ever since this
change had come over her she had found Steve unbearable
and could not set eyes on him without the most crude and
ugly thoughts rising in her mind.

“Yes, I see everything in the most coarse and beastly
light,” she went on. “That is my illness. Perhaps it will

ass.”

“Don't think about,..”

“l can’t help it. I only feel happy with the children,
at your house.”

“What a pity you cannot come to us now.”

“Qh, I shall come. I've had scarlet fever, I shall ask
mother for her consent.”

Kitty insisted on having her own way and went to
live with her sister and spent all the scarlet fever time,
which did indeed come to Dolly's house, taking care
of the children. The two sisters pulled all six of them
through it safely, but Kitty’s health did not improve and
in Lent the Scherbatskys went abroad.
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Actually therc is only onc upper circle in St. Peters
burg’s world of fashion: its members all knowonc:mothffv
even call on one another. But this great circle has its
divisions. Anna Arkadievna Karenina had friends and clos¢
ties in three of these smaller circles. One was the circle of
her husband’s colleagues and subordinates who, in the
most varied and nice ways were either joined or alienated
by their social status. Anna could now hardly recall the
feeling amounting almost to reverence with which she had
regarded the members of this circle at first. Now she knew
all of them as well as people know one another in a villagei
she knew cach one’s habits and weaknesses, knew where
the shoe pinched each of them, knew the attitude of each
to the others and to the centre of centres; knew who clung
to whom, and how, and when, and who agreed and dis-
agreed with whom; but this circle of masculine governmen-
tal interests could not really interest her despite Countess
Lydia Ivanovna’s efforts, and so she avoided it.

Another circle to which Anna was attached was the
one which had enabled Karenin to make his careet
Countess Lydia Ivanovna was the central figure of this
circle. It consisted of old, ugly, pious, benevolent women
and of clever, learned, and ambitious men. One Of“he
clever people belonging to this circle had called it “the
conscience of St. Petersburg society”. Karenin valued this
circle highly and Anna, who could get on with everyon®
found friends here too when she first began her life in t.
Petersburg. But on returning from her visit to Moscow si¢
found this circle insufferable. In her opinion all of them,
including herself, were insincere, and she felt so bored an
uncomfortable in their company that she avoided calling
on Countess Lydia Ivanovna whenever possible.

The third circle with which she was connected rep”
resented the world of fashion proper, a world of balls,
dinners, sumptuous clothes, 2 world which held on to the
court with one hand to keep from slipping into the demr”
monde, which this circle imagined they despised, but
whose tastes were not only similar but identical. She was
connected with this circle through Princess Betsy Tverskaya,
the wife of her cousin, who had an annual income of on¢
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hundred and twenty thousand and who became devoted to
Anna the moment she appeared in society, patronized her
and drew her into her circle, laughing at Countess Lydia
Ivanovna’s set.

“When I am old and ugly I will be like them,” said
Betsy, “but it is too soon for a pretty young woman
like you to enter that old ladies’ home.”

At first Anna avoided Princess Betsy’s world because it
required money beyond her means, and also because she
found the first circle more congenial. But everything
changed when she came back from Moscow. She now
avoided her moralistic friends and sought the world of
fashion. There she met Vronsky and every mecting with
him brought her joyful excitement. She met him most
often at Betsy's, whose maiden name had been Vronskaya;
she washis cousin, Vronsky made a point of going wherever
he might meet Anna and telling her of his love whenever
the opportunity presented itself. She did not encourage
him, but in his presence she felt that same exuberance of
spirit she had experienced in the train the first time she
met him, She herself was aware that the very sight of him
made her eyes shine with joy and her lips curve in a smile,
and she was powerless to suppress this expression of joy.

At first Anna sincerely believed she was displeased
with him for allowing himself to pursue her; but soon
after herreturn from Moscow, when she went to a gathering
where she had expected to find him and discovered he was
not there, the disappointment she experienced told her
plainly that she had been deceiving herself, that his
pursual of her was not only agreeable but the only thing
she desired.

* ok ok

The famous prima donna was making her second ap-
pearance and all the fashionable world was at the theatre.
From where he was sitting in the first row Vronsky caught
sight of his cousin in her box and went to her without
waiting for the intermission.

“Why did you not dine with us?” Betsy asked him.
“I marvel at a lover’s clairvoyance,” she added, smiling
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and lowering her voice so that only he could hear. “Ske
was not there. But come after the opera,”

Vronsky shot her a questioning look. She lowered
her head. He thanked her with a smile and sat down
beside her. e

“How well I remember your former cynicism!” went on
Princess Betsy, who took the keenest pleasure in follow-
ing the course of his passion. “What has become of it
now? You are caught, my boy!*’ » reolied

“I want nothing so much as to be caught, "Pr's
Vronsky with his serene good-natured smile. “The ohty
complaint I can make is that I am not properly caught,
if the truth be told. I am beginning to lose hope.” .

“What hope can you possibly entertain?” ‘saxd Bets,
accepting this as an insult to her friend. ‘E{lf‘-’{‘da”é
nous..” But her eyes sparkled in a way that mdlcat}:c
she understood very well, and in precisely the same way
did, what hope he could entertain. .

“None whatever,” smiled Vronsky, baring an c"g
row of white teeth. “May I?” he said, taking the Dg“c
glasses out of her hand and focusing them over her bar!
shoulder on the opposite row of boxes, “I fear I may
make myself ridiculous.” d of

He knew very well that in the eyes of Betsy and
all the members of the fashionable world he ran no mhc
of appearing ridiculous. He knew very well that in tc
cyes of these people the role of a lover who was Eugn:d
down by a young girl or an unattached lady could in C.C
be ridiculous; but the role of a man pursuing 2 m”gul_
woman and staking his life on drawing her into a be
tery—such a role was too great, too magnificent ever to be
considered ridiculous, and therefore he lowered the DFi,u]
glasses and looked at his cousin with a proud and cheer
smile playing underneath his moustache, " Ked

“But why did you not come to dinner?” she asked,
locking at him in admiration. ith

“Oh, I must tell you about that. I was busy, and wi i
what do you suppose? Il wager a hundred, 2 thousan
rubles, that you'll never guess. I was reconciling a husban
with a man who insulted his wife! T was, truly.”

“And did you reconcile them?”

“Almost.””
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“I must hear the story,” she said, getting up. “Come
back in the next intermission.”

“Can’t. I’'m going to the French Theatre.”

“Leaving Nilsson?” asked Betsy in horror, although
she could not have distinguished Nilsson from a chorus-girl.

“Can’t be helped. I have an appointment there con-
nected with this business of peacemaking.”

“Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be saved,”
said Betsy, remembering having heard somebody say
something of the sort at some time or other. “Well then,
sit down and tell me now. What happened?”

And she resumed her seat.

“It may be a bit rough, but it’s so amusing I must
tell you,” said Vronsky, glancing at her with laughing
eyes. “I will not mention any names."”

“All the better; I will guess them.”

“Then listen: two jolly fellows are riding along—~"

“Officers of your regiment, of course.”

“I do not say they are officers. Just two fellows who
have just lunched—"* .

“In other words, have been drinking.”

“Perhaps. They are on their way to dine with a friend
—in high spirits, you can be sure. And suddenly they see a
pretty young lady overtake them in a cab. She looks back
at them and nods and laughs, or at least they fancy she
does. Naturally they start out after her, Gallop at top
speed. To their astonishment the pretty thing stops in
front of the very house which is their own destination. She
runs up to the top floor. They catch a glimpse of red lips
beneath a short veil and adorable little feet—nothing else.”

“You tell it with such zest I think you must have
been one of those two.”

“Allow me to remind you of what you have just been
saying, my dear. Well, then, the gentlemen go to their
friend’s who is giving a farewell dinnes. This time they
certainly do drink, and perhaps a bit too much, as is the
custom at farewell dinners. At dinner they ask who lives
on the top floor of the house. Nobody knows. But wher®
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they ask their host’s valet if any- er—mam zelles happen
to live upstairs, he replies that quite a few do. After dinner
the young chaps go into their host’s study and write 2
letter to ‘the unknown lady~an ijmpassioned piece, 3
declaration of love—and they take it upstairs themselves so
as to explain anything that may be doubtful.” -

“Why must you tell me such 2 disgusting lel'Y?_w‘"‘

“They ring.” A maid opens the door, they give her
the letter and assurc her they are both dying of love,
are in fact likely to drop there on the door-step. The
bewildered maid carries on the negotiations. su'dden-
ly a gentleman, red as a lobster and with sldc-whxsk‘cirf
like sausages, puts in an appearance, tells them nobody
lives there but he and his wife, and drives them away-

“How do you know his side-whiskers were like sau
sages, as you say?”’

“Ah, listen” further, Today I went to make the
peace.”

“And did you make it?"”

“Here’s the crowning moment. It turns out the hap-
Py couple are a Titulary Counsellor and his wife. Th‘[’
Titulary Counsellor made an official complaint and
was appointed mediator. And what a mediator! I assure
you Talleyrand couldn’t hold a candle to me!”

“Was it so difficult?”

“Just you listen. We apologized in due form: ‘We are
distraught, we humbly beg your pardon for the unfortu-
nate misunderstanding.” The Titulary Counsellor with the
sausage-like side-whiskers melts, but he must give voice to
his feelings, and as soon as he gives voice he loses l’;ﬁ
temper and says nasty things and again I must draw on
my diplomatic resources. ‘I agree that their behaviour was
deplorable, but I beg you to take into consideration their
youth, the misconception they were under; besides, they
had just dined. You understand what that means. They
deeply repent it and implore your forgiveness.” Once more
the Titulary Counsellor softens. ‘I agree with you, Count,
and I am willing to forgive them—but that my wife ... my
wife .. a virtuous woman, should have to suffer the
advances, the rudeness and insults of those whelps, those
blackguards...” And those very whelps, mind you, are
standing there beside me and I have to bring about a recon-
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ciliation! Again I call diplomacy to my aid and again as
soon as I seem to be winding up the business successfully
the Titulary Counsellor loses his temper and turns redder,
up go the sausages and again I must employ all the
subtleties of high diplomacy.”

“Oh, 1 must tell you this!” laughed Betsy, turning to
a lady who had just entered her box. “I never heard any-
thing so funny! Well, bonne chance,” she added, offering
Vronsky a finger of the hand holding her fan and at the
same time contracting her shoulders to let down the bod-
ice of her gown that had worked itself up, so as to be
quite nakeg when she advanced towards the footlights
where cveryone would see her in the glare of the gas.

Vronsky rode off to the French Theatre to see his regi-
ment commander (who never missed a performance of the
French Theatre) and report to him on the peacemaking
that had been occupying and amusing him for the past
three days. One of the culprits was Petritsky, of whom he
was genuinely fond, and the other was Prince Kedrov, a
good chap and an excellent comrade, who had only recent-
Iy joined the regiment. The most important thing, how-
ever, was that the regiment’s interests were at stake.

Both of these young men were in Vronsky’s squadron.
Titulary Counsellor Venden had called on the regiment

der and plained to him of his officers for in-
sulting his wife. According to Venden, his young wife
{he had been married only six months) had been to church
with her mother and, suddenly feeling unwell owing to
her being in the family way, she could not remain to the
end of the service and had gone home, taking the first
cab she encountered, which was driven by a reckless fel-
low. It was then the officers gave her chase. She was fright-
ened, felt even more unwell as she ran up the stairs to her
flat. Venden, when he came home from the office, heard
the ring of the doorbell and strange voices; on opening the
door he saw two drunken officers holding out a letter and
sent them packing. Now he asked that they be severely
punished, .

“Say what you will,” said the regiment commander to
Vronsky, whom he had summoned to his office, “Petritsky
is becoming impossible. Not a_week passes but he gets
into some scrape or other. The Titulary Counsellor won't
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let this pass, he'll go higher.”

Vronsky could see that the matter was vexatious, that
it could not be settled by a duel and that no stone must
be Ieft unturned to pacify the Titulary Counsellor and hush
things up. The regiment commander had chosen Vronsky
as mediator because he knew him to be clever and of noble
birth and above all to cherish the honour of the regiment.
After discussing the matter they decided that Petritsky and
Kedrov were to go with Vronsky to see the Titulary Coun-
sellor and offer their apologies. Both the regiment com-
mander and Vronsky knew that Vronsky’s name and ran
would do much to soften the outraged husband. These two
influences did indeed carry weight, yet the result of their
efforts remained dubious for the reasons Vronsky ¢x
plained when he told the story. .

In the French Theatre, Vronsky drew the .ng""mt
commander aside in the foyer and told him of his success
and lack of success. After due consideration the rcglmf"t
commander resolved not to punish anybody; for his own
delectation he asked Vronsky for the details of the inter-
view and could not for long restrain his laughter when
Vronsky told him how the conciliated Titulary Counsellor
would lose his temper every time he recalled the scene an
how he, Vronsky, when peace seemed about to be ﬂ.ﬂd‘j
slipped away as quickly as possible, pushing Petritsky
ahead of him. . ,

“A nasty incident but deucedly funny. Fancy Kedro¥
duelling with that gentleman! Got mad as a hornet, you
say?” asked the commander, breaking out laughing again-
“But what do you think of Claire tonight?"’—referring to
the new French actress. “A marvel, is she not? Never the
same, cven if you see her every night. Only the French
can do that.”

Princess Betsy left the theatre before the last act was
over. Hardly had she entered her boudoir, spnnklrd
wder over her long pale face, dusted it off, r_can'angtd
Kgr coiffeur and ordered tea in the big drawing-room,
when one by onc the carriages began armiving at her huge
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house in Bolshaya Morskaya. The guests descended in
front of the spacious entrance and a stout doorman, who
spent his mornings reading the newspaper behind the glass
doors for the edification of passers-by, opened the enor-
mous door without a sound and stood aside to let the
guests pass in.

At almost one and the same time the hostess with her
refreshed face and coiffeur entered through one door and
the guests through another of the big drawing-room with
its dark walls, thick carpets and brightly lighted table
on which a white cloth, a silver samovar and delicate
china glowed in candle-light.

The hostess sat down at the samovar and removed her
gloves. The guests, drawing up chairs with the assistance
of unobtrusive footmen, arranged themselves in two groups,
one at the samovar near the hostess, the other at the far
end of the drawing-room round an ambassador’s wife, a
handsome woman in a black velvet gown and with striking
black eyebrows. The conversation of both these circles,
as is always so at first, wavered as if seeking a theme to
setile upon, and was constantly interrupted by the arrival
of new guests, greetings and offers of tea.

“Her acting is exceptional; anyone can see she is a
pupil of Kaulbach,” said a diplomatist in the group near
the ambassador’s wife. “Did you observe how she fainted?”
... “Oh, please do not let us talk of Nilsson! There is pos-
itively nothing new to be said,” came from a fat, red-
faced, fair-haired lady without eyebrows, without a chi-
gnon and in an old silk dress. She was Princess Myakaya,
notorious for her rude outspokenness, for which she had
been dubbed the enfant ternble. Princess Myakaya was sit-
ting between the two groups, from which vantage point
she listened to both and joined in the conversation now of
one, now of the other. “Three people have made that same
remark about Kaulbach today-really, it is too much! What
they find so clever in it is more than I can say!”

Her words put an end to the subject and a new one
had to be found.

“Do tell us something that is amusing without being
malicious,” said the ambassador’s wife, a past-master of
that sort of tasteful palaver the English call “small talk™;
this was addressed to the diplomatist, who was also at
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aloss what to say. .
“That, I've been told, is very difficult; only the mali-
cious is amusing,” he began with a smile. “But I shall try.
Only supply me with a theme, Everything depends on the
theme. Once a proper theme is given, it is easy to em-
broider on it. It often occurs to me that the famous wits
of the last century would find it hard to be clever these
days. We are sick of cleverness—" )

“Everything clever has been said,” interrupted the am-
bassador’s wife with a laugh, .

This was a charming beginning, but just because it was
charming it soon petered out. To last it had to be bad—
belong to that tried and unfailing category: Scaﬂd,"’-"

“Do you not find that there is something Louis XV-ish
about Tushkevich?” he said, indicating with his eyes 2
handsome fair-haired young man standing at the table.

“Oh, yes indeed. He suits this drawing-room perfectly,
which is why he is here so often,”

This conversation persisted because it insinuated some-
thing not to be mentioned outright in this drawing-room,
namely, the relations between Tushkevich and Princess
Betsy, their hostess. . d

Meanwhile conversation near the samovar, which ha
likewise been wavering among three ifevitable themes: the
latest news, the theatre, and criticism of one’s nexghbourst,_
was now properly launched by settling on the last 0
these themes: scandal.

“Have you heard that Madame Maltischeva—the mother,
mind, not the daughter—is having a costume made for
herself the colour of diable rose?”

“Not really! Oh, that is too precious!”

“I marvel that a woman of her undctstandir}g—shc can-
not be called stupid—does not see how ridiculous she
makes herself!” 5 "

Each had something to offer in condemnation and moc d-
ery of poor Madame Maltischeva, and the talk crackle
on as merrily as a newly lighted fire. d

Princess Betsy’s husband, a good-natured fat man an
an ardent collector of engravings, dropped into the draw-
ing-room to see his wife’s guests before going to his cly‘;‘-
He approached Princess Myakaya noiselessly over the thic
carpet.
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“How did you like Nilsson?” he asked her. .

“Dear me,y you mustn’t Creep up On 3 person like ﬁt’att(l)
What 2 fright you gave me!” she said, “1 beg you nr;) ¢
speak of the opera to me, you understand notll(\}“g 3b°‘l‘n
music. I prefer stooping to your level and talking abo
majolica and engravings. Well, what is the latest treasure
you have acquired at the rogues’ rparket? don't

“Would you like me to show it to you? But you don
understand such things."” .

“Show it to me. I've been learning from those—what’s
their name?—those bankers, They have some excellent en-
gravings. They showed them tous.”

“What, you were at the Shittzburgs'?"” asked the hostess
from behind the samovar.

“We were, ma chére. They invited me and my husband
to dine with them, and 1 was told that the sauce at thgt
dinner cost a thousand rubles,” said Princess Myakaya in
2 loud voice, aware that all were listening to her. “And
very bad sauce it was—greenish, somehow. On their return
visit 1 served an eighty-five kopek sauce that pleased ev-
eryone exceedingly. I am in no position to serve thousand-
ruble sauces,”

“Nobody like her!"” murmured the hostess.

“Extraordinary}” observed someone else.

The effect produced by Princess Myakaya’s remarks was
always the same, and the secret of the effect lay in her
saying simply, if not always relevantly, things that made
sense. In the society in which she moved such remarks
called forth the same response as would the sharpest witti-
csms. Princess Myakaya did not understand why they
should call forth this response, she only knew they did do
so and she took advantage of it.

Since everyone had stopped to listen to what Princess
Myakaya was saying, thereby interrupting the conversa-
tion near the ambassador’s wife, the hostess attempted
to unite the two groups by turning to the ambassador’s
wife and saying:

“Ase you sure you do not want tea? Won’t you join us
here?”

“No, we are doing very well where we are,” replied the
amb:ssad9r s wife with a smile and picked up the dropped
conversation,
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It was a most pleasant conversation. They were talking
about the Karenins, husband and wife. ..

“Anna has changed very much since her Moscow visit.
Something has come over her,” said one of Anna’s
friends.

“The change is mostly that she has brought back the
shadow of Alexei Vronsky with her,” said the ambassa:
dor’s wife.

“What of it? One of Grimm’s tales is about a person
deprived of his shadow. A punishment for something or
other. I never could understand why it was a punishment.
But of course a woman should resent having no shadow
to follow her about.”

“Yes, but a woman with a shadow usually comes to2
bad end,” said Anna’s friend.

“What a wicked tongue!” put in Princess Myakaya
on hearing these words. “Madame Karenina is a fltllgh"
ful person. I dislike her husband but I like her immen-
sely.” .
“Why do you dislike her husband? Such a splendid
man,” said the ambassador’s wife. “My husband says there
are not many statesmen his equal in Europe.” .

“My husband says the same thing, but I don't believe
him,” said Princess Myakaya. “If our husbands did not
tell us about things we would see them for ourselves as
they really are, and for my part I think Alexei Alexandro-
vich Karenin is a fool. I only say it under my breath. But
when I do say it, does not everything become clear? For-
merly, when I was told to consider him wise I tried to
find out why and decided I must be a fool myself because
T could not see that he was wise; but as soon as I said to
myself, ‘he’s a fool’, even though I said it under my breath,
everything fell into place.”

“How spiteful you are this evening!”

“Not at all. What else could I do? One or the other of
us had to be a fool. Well, you know one does not like to
say such a thing of oneself.” .

“'No one is content with his fortune, but everyont 15
content with his understanding,” * said the diplomatist,
quoting a French author. . .

“Exactly,” said Princess Myakaya, turning to him 4}'{151"
ly. “But I want you to know I shall not let Anna fall into
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your clutches. She is such a dear good creature. Is it her
fault that everyone falls in love with her and follows her
about like her shadow?”

“I am not blaming her for it,” said Anna’s friend in
self-defence.

“If we ourselves have nobody to follow us about like
ou}: shadow, that does not mean we have a right to judge
others.”

Having put Anna’s friend in her place, Princess Myakaya
got up and, together with the ambassador’s wife, joined
those sitting at the tea-table, where everyone was talking
about the King of Prussia.

“Who were you tearing apart over there?” asked
Betsy.

“The Karenins. The princess gave us her opinion of
Alexei Alexandrovich,” replied the ambassador’s wife with
a smile as she sat down.

“Too bad we did not hear it,” said the hostess, glanc-
ing at the entrance door. “Ah, you’ve come at last!” she
said, smiling at Vronsky who was just entering.

Not only did Vronsky know all these people, he saw
them every day of his life, and thercfore he entered with
that ease of manner with which we rejoin friends we have
Just left.

“Where have I been?” he said in reply to the ambassa-
dor’s wife. “Well, there seems to be no escape. I must
confess. To the opéra bouffe. For the hundredth time, per-
haps, and each time with greater pleasure. Delightfull I
know I ought to be ashamed, but I fall asleep at serious
opera and 1 watch this to the very end and enjoy it.
Tonight, for instance...”

He mentioned the name of the French actress and was
about to tell them about her, but the ambassador’s wife
interrupted him with a mock gesture of horror.

“Pray spare us that horror!” A

“Very well, I will, especially since you are all acquaint-
ed with that horror.” N X

“And all would go there if it were considered the thing
to do, as going to serious opera is,” put in Princess
Myakaya.
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Steps were heard at the door and Princess Betsy, know-
ing it was Madame Karenina, glanced at Vronsky. When
he looked towards the door his face took on a new expres-
sion. Intently, joyfully, and at the same time humbly he
%nzcd at the lady who entered as he slowly rose to his

eet. Erect as usual, without glancing to right or left, and

with the firm, light step that distinguished her walk from
that of other women of fashion, she covered the grq“nd
separating her from the hostess, pressed her hand, smiled,
and with that same smile looked at Vronsky. He made 2
low bow and pulled out a chair for her. Acknowledging it
with only a Jowering of her head, she coloured, _thfi"
frowned. The next moment she was nodding to her friends
ang pressing the hands held out to her. To the hostess she
sald:

“I was at Countess Lydia’s and wanted to Jeave c.arllcr
but I sat on. Sir John was there. I found him very inter-
esting.”

“Ah, that missionary?” . W

*Yes, he told us fascinating things about India.” X

The conversation, interrupted by her entrance, again
wavered like a blown flame.

“Sir John! Oh, yes—Sir John. I've met him. He talks very
well. Madame Vlasieva is positively in love with him.

“Is it true that her younger daughter is marrying To-
pov?”

“Yes, I've heard this is quite decided.

“What in the world are her parents thinking of? They
say it is a love match.” .

“Love? What antediluvian ideas you have! Who speaks
of love today?” said the ambassador’s wife. L.

“Can’t be helped. Foolish and outmoded as it is, onc
still finds it happening,” said Vronsky. )

“All the worse for those who hold on to this mode.
The only happy marriages I know of are common sens¢
ones.”

“Yes, but how often the happiness of common sensc
marriages is scattered like dust when the ‘love’ you refuse
to recognize puts in an appearance,” said Vronsky.

“Oh, but we call common sense marriages those that
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take place after both parties have sown their wild oats.
Love is like scarlet fever: you catch it and get over it.

“Then we had better leamn to induce love artificially,
by vaccination, as we do the small-pox.” » id

“When I was young I was in love with our sexton,” sai
Princess Myakaya. “I dan't know that it made me immune
thereafter.”

“But all joking aside, it really does seem to me that the
only way to discover what love is, is to err and to re-
cover,” said Princess Betsy. .

“Even after marriage?” asked the ambassador’s wife
coyly.

y‘l); is mever too late to mend,” said the diplomatist,
quoting the English proverb.

“Exactly,” Betsy hastened to take him up. “QOne must
make mistakes and carrect them. What is your opinion?”
she said to Anna, wha with a steady but scarcely percep-
tible smile on her lips had listened to this conversation in
silence,

“It seems to me,” s2id Anna, toying with the glove she
had just pulled off, “that if there are as many minds as
there are heads, then there are as many kinds of love as
there are hearts.”

Vronsky, who had breathlessty awaited her reply, drew

a deep breath, as one who has just come safely through
danger.

Suddenly Anna turned to him:

“1 have just received a letter from Moscow. They write
that Kitty Scherbatskaya is very ill.”

“Oh, indeed,” said Vronsky, frowning.

Anna looked at him sternly,

“Does that not interest you?”

.. It interests me very much. What exactly do they write,
if I may ask?” he said,

Anna got up and went over to Betsy.

“May T have a cup of tea?” she said, standing behind
her chair.

While Princess Betsy was pouring out the tea, Vronsky
came up to Anna,

“Well, what do they write?"” he repeated.

“I often think men don’t realize what is dishonourable,
cven though they are always ralking about it,” she ob-
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served without answering him. “For some time I ha
been wanting to tell you...” she began and, walking to
comner of the room, sat down at a little table with albun
on it.

“I don’t quite understand the meaning of your words,
he said, handing her her cup. !

She glanced at the empty place beside her on the so
and he sat down. vy s

“Yes, I have been wanting to tell you,” she said mthgﬁl
looking at him, “that you have behaved badly, very badl
indeed.” »

“Do you suppose I am not aware that I have behave
badly? But who is to blame for it?” id. Jook:

“Why do you say such a thing to me?" she said, ool
ing at him severely. . "

“You know why,” he replied boldly and happily, me¢
ing her gaze without flinching.

It was not he but she who felt confused. 4. But

“That only shows you have no heart,” she said. .
her eyes said she knew he had a heart and that was why
she was afraid of him, han

“What you are referring to was an error rather t
love.”

“Remember that I have forbidden you to P’”"o;;crc.
that word, that dreadful word,” said Anna with a shu 1: ’
but she was immediatcly conscious that by I}ICIEIY sayvc§
I have dforbz‘a’a’m she admitted having certain nghtsl" .
him and this in jtself justified his speaking to h"er of 0‘;“-
“I have wanted to tell you this for some time,” she “{cw
on, looking resolutely into his eyes, her_face all agl Et
with a stinging flush.” “I came here intentionally tonig o
knowing I would see you. I came to tell you this m“u
end. Never before has anyone made me blush, but yo
make me feel like a culprit.” -

As he looked at her he was struck by a new spiritu
beauty in her face, . d

“What do you want me to do?” he asked simply an
earnestly. ) ive

“1 want you to go to Moscow and ask Kitty to forgt
you,” she said.

“You do not want me to do that,” he said.

He could sce she was saying what she felt she ought to
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say and not what she wanted to say.

“If you love me as you say you do,” she murmured,
“do this, so that I can regain my peace of mind.”

His face lit up.

“Surely you must know that you are life itself to me,
but I myself knaw no peace and I cannot offer it to you.
My love, all of myself—yes. I cannot think of you and me
separately. You and I are one. And I cannot see any pros-
pect of peace for myself or for you. I can see misery and
despair ... or I can see happiness—ah, what happiness!..
Is not this possible?”’ he added with his lips alone, but she
heard him.

With all the force of her intellect she tried to make
herself say what she knew she ought to say; but instead
of this she only fixed her gaze on him, a gaze brimming
with ove, and said nothing.

At last! he said to himself in ecstasy, Just when I was
about to despair and when it seemed hopeless! At last!
She loves me. She has admitted it.

“Do this for me then; never say such a thing to me
again and let us be good friends,” were the words she
spoke, but her eyes said something quite different.

“We shall never be friends, you know that yourself. But
whether we shall be the most happy or the most miserable
of mortals—that is up to you.”

She was about to say something but he cut her off:

“I only ask one thing of you, I only ask the right to
hope, to suffer as now; if this is impossible, then tell me
1o go away and I will go. You will never see me again if
my presence distresses you.”

“I do not wish to send you away.”

“Then don’t change anything at all. Leave everything
just as it is,” he said in a trembling voice. “There is your
husband.”

True enough, at just this moment Karenin entered the
drawing-room with his slow, awkward gait.

He glanced at his wife and Vronsky, then went up to
the hostess, sat down for a cup of tea and began speaking
in his unhurried, penetrating voice, mocking someone in
his usual bantering tone.

“A Rambouillet salon in full session,” he said, running
his eye over the assembly. “All the muses and graces.™

e
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Princess Betsy could not endure his “sneering” tone, 38
she called it in English and, clever hostess that she \g:l
quickly tumed the conversation to a serious (hemc,d o
of general conscription. He as quickly took it up an s
gan seriously to defend the new decree against Princes
Betsy's assaulr. . ble.

Vronsky and Anna went on sitting at the little 1 "

“This is bccoming unscemly,” whispered one © v
ladics, looking meaningly at Vronsky, Anna and her
band.

“What did I tcll you?" replied Anna’s friend. L

Not these ladics alone, almost everyone in the dm‘l‘:nng
room including Princess Myakaya and Betsy kept ¢ the
ing at the two who had withdrawn from '(hc ("Std% aot
company as if to avoid being disturbed. Karenn di s to
glance in their direction and did not allow his interes
swerve from the subject under discussion. king on

Noting the unpleasant impression this was mal mglacc
everybody, Princess Betsy put another lady in her p
beside Karcnin and went over to Anna. ision

“I am always amazed by the cleamess and pred .
with which your husband expresses himself, sthc )
“I can understand even the most transcendental concep
tions when he speaks of them.” 5 der-

“Oh, yes,” said Anna, smiling radiantly without un s
standing a word Betsy had said. She did, however, g:(i)on-
the big table and take part in the general conversa o

After staying for half an hour, Karenin went up l?hcr-
wife and suggested that they should go home toge for
Without looking at him, she replied she would remain
supper. Karenin bowed and went out.

* ok %

Mad Karenina’s coach , a fat old Tataf ina shmt):
leather jacket, was having difficulty holding in the lchc
hand grey, chilled to the bone from long waiting at !hc
entrance. A footman was holding open the door of
carriage. The porter was holding open the entrance doo;t.'
With one deft little hand Anna detached the Jace of a C‘.“h
that had got caught in the hook of her fur cloak as, wit
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bent head, she listened in rapture to what Vronsky was
saying as he saw her off:

. "You have not said anything, and I, of course, have no
right to ask anything of you,” he said. “But you know I
cannot be content with your friendship, the only happi-
ness life can offer me lies in that word you dislike so much
- Yeg, love.,”

Love, she repeated slowly with an inner voice, and sud-
denly, at the same time that she disengaged the lace,
added: “I dislike that word only because it means so
much to me—much, much more than you can understand,”
and she glanced up into his face. “Good night.”

She gave him her hand, then with her quick, springy
step went past the porter and disappeared inside the car-
riage.

_Her glance and the touch of her hand seared him. He
kissed the spot on his hand she had touched and went
home, happy in the knowledge that he had made greater
progress in the achieving of his purpose that evening than
in the past two months.

Alexei Alexandrovich Karenin found nothing extraordi-
nary or unseemly in his wife’s having sat with Vronsky at
a little table apart from everyone else and carried on an
animated conversation with him, But he observed that
others in the drawing-room found this extraordinary and
unseemly, and for that reasan he tao thought it must
be unseemly. He decided he would speak of it to his
wife

On returning home he went directly to his study, as
was his habit, and sat down in an armchair, opening a
book on the papacy at the place marked by a paper-knife,
and he read until one o'dlock, which was also his habit;
but tonight he kept running his hand over his high fore-
head ang giving little shakes of his head as if chasing somc
pestering thought away, At the usual hour he got up to
prepare himself for bed. Anna had pot yet come home.
With the book under his arm he went upstairs. Tonight,
however, instead of the usual thoughts and plans respect-
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ing official business that usually occupied him, his mind
was filled with thoughts of his wife and something un
pleasant relating to her. Contrary to his habit, he did n;:t
go_to bed but, clasping his hands behind his back, he
walked back and forth through the rooms. He could not tgﬁ
to bed without first giving proper consideration to the
situation that had arisen, hi

When Karenin had first decided he must speak tOb 1:
wife, it had seemed a very simple and easy matter; hlzlt
now, as he gave proper consideration to the situation t !
had arisen, it appeared to be very difficult and com
plicated.

Karenin was not inclined to be jealous. Jealousy, he “'ba:
convinced, was an insult to his wife; his wife musth
trusted. Why his wife must be trusted—that is to 525 W.fZ
he should have complete confidence that his young “:‘Ilid
would always love him—he did not ask himself; but he
not distrust her and therefore he trusted her and whe
himself that he must trust her. Now, however, although .
was still convinced it was shameful to be jealous and o‘;‘h
ought to trust one’s wife, he felt that he was faced m‘)w
something senseless and illogical, and he did not kno}Vh the
to cope with it. Karenin was faced with real life, wit ]
possibility of his wife loving someone other than }‘umsfml'
and this appeared to him to be senseless and |l]odgl ..
just because it was real life. For as long as he coul rs
member he had lived and worked in official SPhe.":'
which deal only with the reflection of life. And every hind
he was thrown into contact with real life he put it be }na
him. At present his feelings were similar to those © i
person who is calmly crossing a bridge over a chasm ﬂ':“
suddenly sees that the bridge has broken off and the ch_«'l; .
yawns in front of him. The chasm was real life; the bri gc
was the artificial life Karenin had been livmf: For the
first time he faced the ossibility of his wife falling in lov
with another man, and }Fx)c was appalled. +th his

Without undressing, he paced back and forth with 1
cven stride over the resounding parquet of the dmmgl!‘
room lighted by a single Jamp; over the carpet of the darl
drawing-room where light fell only on a large pom’:uf
of himself recently painted and hanging over the sofa;
through her room where two candles were burning reveal-
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ing pictures of her family and friends and the pretty knick-
!.macks on her writing-table that he knew so well, On pass-
ing through her room he came to the door of their bed-
room, at which point he turned back.

At the end of each walk, usually when he reached the
parquet of the lighted dining-room, he would stop and
say to himself: Yes, I must take a stand and put a stop to
it, I must explain my views and give my decision. Then he
would tum back. Explain what? Give what decision? he
asked himself on reaching the drawingroom and could
find no answer. After all, he said to himself as he turned
into her room, what has happened? Nothing. She spoke
to him for quite a while. What of it? Women in society
talk to all sorts of people. And to be jealous—that would
be 1o demean myself and her, he said to himself as he
entered her room. But these arguments, which only recent-
ly had held such weight with him, now weighed nothing
and meant nothing. He turned back at the door of the
bedroom and returned to the drawing-room. As soon as
he re-entered the dark drawing-room a voice said to him
that he was wrong, that if others had noticed something
Lh;:re must have been something to notice. And again he
said to himself in the diningroom: I must take a stand
and put a stop to it, must explain my views... And again
when he was about to turn round at the end of the
drawing-room he asked himself: What stand? And then he
asked himself: What has happened? And he replied: Noth-
ing. And he reminded himself that jealousy is 2 feeling in-
sulting to his wife, but back in the drawing-room he felt
cpnvinced that something had happened. His thoughts,
like his person, moved in a circle without coming upon
anything new. Remarking this, he rubbed his forehead
and sat down in her room.

While sitting there looking at her writing-table with
the malachite writing-set and an unfinished note on it,
his thoughts suddenly took a new turn. He began to think
of her, of what she was thinking and feeling. For the first
time he vividly conjured up her personal life, her thoughts,
her wishes; and the idea that she might, and even must
have a personal life all her own was so frightening that
he hastened to drive it away. This was the chasm into
which he dared not look. To put himself, heart and mind,
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in another person’s place was a spiritual exertion foreign
to Karenin’s nature. He considered making such a spirit-
ual exertion tantamount to giving harmful and dangerous
rein to one’s imagination, i ..
Worst of all, he thought, is that at precisely this ;’Th‘c
when my work is almost completed (he had in min e
project hie was putting forth then), when I need peace 1
mind and strength of spirit—that at precisely this tmhczl
should be burdened with such needless anxiety. But “,’t
is to be done? I am not one to endure unrest and anxiety
without daring to look them in the face. .
“I must think it over, come to a decision and free my
mind of it,” he said aloud. and
The question of her feelings, of what has gone on itis
may yet be going on in her soul is not my conc.cr.n.lhc
the concemn of her conscience and belongs to 'rdlgw"t' he
said to himself, finding relief in the realization {h; the
had discovered the exact article of the law to '\Vh“:.d 0
new situation appertained, Accordingly, Karenin sai o
himself, the question of her feelings, etcetera, is csscnmc
ly the question of her conscience and cannot conccmcI pe
My responsibility, then, clearly defines itself. As hea.our
the family I am the person obliged to guide her behaWus!
and am thereby to be held partly accountable; 1 mcr-
point out the danger I perceive, warn her, and cven ex
cise my authority. I must explain all this to her. hape
And what he would say to his wife took clear s }I,d
within Karenin’s mind. As he reflected on what he ‘VOl;al
say he regretted having to expend his time and e
powers on anything so trivial and private as a domes b
issue. Despite this, the form and sequence of the SP,“‘;
he would make to her took shape as clearly and precisely
in his mind as if it were a public report. he
I must state and comment on the following: first, :hc
significance of public opinion and propriety; secondly, y
religious significance of marriage, thirdly, if I find it nec-
essary, the unhappiness our son may suffer in conse
quence; fourthly, the unhappiness she herself may suffer in
consequence. Thereupon Karenin interlocked his ﬁngc‘;]s]'
twisted his hands palms down and stretched his arms t
the knuckles of his fingers cracked. This gesture—the inter-
locking of his fingers and the cracking of hic Lnuckles—
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aways soothed him and helped him collect his thoughts,
athing he needed to do badly at the moment.

The sound of a carriage drawing up at the entrance was
bome to him, He .halted in the middle of the drawing-
room,

. A woman’s step was heard coming up the stairs. Kare-
nn, ready with his speech, stood pressing his interlocked
fingers, wondering if another knuckle would crack. It did.

¢ sound of her light step on the stairs told him she
was drawing near, and even though he was satisfied with
the speech he had prepared, he dreaded the coming inter-
view,

Anna climbed the stairs with lowered head, playing with
the tassels of her hood, Her face was bright but not with
a joyful brightness, rather with the fearful brightness of
a fire in the dark of night. On seeing her husband she lift-
od her head and smiled, as one just waking up. i

“Not in bed yet? That’s a wonder!” she said, throwing
off her hood and going directly to her dressing-room with-
out stopping, “High time, Alexei Alexandrovich,” she said

om inside the room,

“Anna, I wish to speak to you.”

“Speak to me?” she repeated in surprise; she came out
and looked at him. “What is it? What can it be al?oqt?"’
she asked, sitting down. “Very well, let us speak if it is
S0 necessary. But I'd rather go to bed.” 3

Anna said the first thing that came into her mind and
she herself was astonished, listening to .herself, that she
could dissemble so casily. How simple and natural her
words sounded, and how well she played the part of one
Who really wanted to go to bed! She felt herself encased
In an impenetrable armour of lies. She felt that some in-
visible force was helping and abetting her.

“Anna, I must warn you,” he said.

“Warn me?” she said. “Of what?” X

She looked at him so artlessly and brightly tha.t anyone
who did not know her as well as her husband did would
have detected nothing unnatural either in the sound or the
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sense of her words. But for him who knew her so well,
who knew that whenever he went to bed five mmutcsl"ft:
cr than usual she noticed it and asked the reason fm;;.'
for him who knew that she always came to him immedi-
ately with her joys, her pleasures, her sorrows; for h’;’“c'
who now saw that she did not wish to notice the stat;im
was in nor to say a single word about herself; f‘éf s
this was of profound importance. He saw that the dep "
of her heart, which had always been open to him, wcnc
now shut. More than that, he undcrstood. from the win-
of her voice that this did not disturb her in the kan,hu!
deed she seemed to be saying to him: Yes, they ﬂ;‘ surc
to you and that is how it ought to be and will be in l;lt -
His sensations were those of a man who retums dotht
and finds himself locked out. But perhaps I shall fin
key, he said to himself. A o Sthat
“I wish to wam you,” he said in a quiet voic¢, e
through thoughtlessness and indiscretion you may gwo
people reason to talk about you, This evening your e
animated conversation with Count Vronsky” (he E‘at-
nounced the name firmly and with calm emphasis})
tracted general notice.”  htening
As he spoke he looked at her laughing cyes, frig 35 he
in their impenetrability, and even as he said the wor!
knew they were futile and superfluous. . der-
“That’s just like you,” she said, as if failing to “’:a“‘
stand him, as if choosing to understand only his Iastﬁ to-
ment. “Today you are displeased because I am du " not
morrow you are displeased because I am gay- 3 was
dull this evening. Is that what has offended you? his
Karenin started and twisted his fingers to make
knuckles crack. T
“Oh, please don’t make that horrid noise. I hate it 50°
she said. in
“Anna, is this you?” he said, forcing himself to restral
the gesture. <cally,
“Why, what is the matter?” she asked rather comic 9},;
as with genuine surprise. “What do you want of mC~d
Without replying he ran a hand over his forehead 3’;
cyes. He realized that instead of doing what he hfi_d b
tended doing—namely, warn his wife against commmmdg
an error in the eves of societv—he had nnwittinely allowe
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hlmsc.lf to become agitated over what concerned her
conscience and was beating against an imaginary wall.

‘This is what T intended saying,” he went on’coldly
and calmly, “and I must ask you to hear me out. As you
are aware, I look upon jealousy as offensive and demean-
Ing and would never aliow myself to be governed by this
feeling; but there are definite laws of propriety which can-
not be violated with impunity. This evening, though I my-
self did not notice it, everyone else did notice that your
bd;xlavxour left much to be desired.”

1 really don't understand,” said Anna with a shrug of
her shoulders. To herself she said, It’s all the same to him,
hut others have noticed, and that is what worries him.

You are not well, Alexei Alexandrovich,” she said out
loud ang 8Ot Up to go out, but he took a step forward as
if to detain her.

_His face was ugly and forbidding—she had never seen
him like that before. She stopped and, bending her head
back and to one side, began taking out hairpins with her
USl‘llal quick movements.

VYC-eH? I am listening to what else you may have to
5ay,” she said superciliously, “I am even listening with
Interest for I should like to know what the trouble is.”
. As she spoke she marvelled at the naturalness, the
ng}}tncss of her tone and choice of words.

“I have no right to go into your feelings and indeed I
ccnsxdpr such a thing useless and even harmful,” began
Karenin, “Ip probing our souls we often unearth things
that had better remain undisturbed. Your feelings are a
matter for your own conscience; but my responsibility to
you, tomyself, and to God, demands that Ipoint out to you
your obligations. Qur lives are bound together, and bound
not by man but by God. We can break these bonds only by
committing a sin, and a sin of this sort brings in its wake

¢ most severe punishment.” .

“I still don’t understand. Dear me, I am so terribly
sleepy!” she said running her hand quickly through her
hair in search of any remaining pins. .

“Anna, for God’s sake don't talk like that,” he said
meekly. “Perhaps I am mistaken, but I beg you to believe
1 have spoken for my own sake as well as for yours. I
am your husband and I love you.”
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For a moment her face fell and the supercilious glint
went out of her eyes; but at the word “love” she became
indignant again. Love? she thought. Is he capable of lov-
ing? If he had not heard there was such a thing as love
he would never have used the word. He does not know
what love is. " eh

“Alexei Alexandrovich, I really don’t understand,” she
said. “Pray make it clear what you find—" "

“Wait, allow me to finish. I love you. But I am nSr
speaking of myself; the main persons f:onccmcd a.rc-;})m
son and you yourself. It is very possible, I repeat, ht
you find my words superfluous and out of place; lm
possible they are elicited by a misunderstanding on ur)f
part. In that case I beg you to forgive me. But if Y°“hy‘:n 1
self feel that there is the slightest justification for the e
beg you to consider them and, if your heart prompts ¥
to do so, to speak to me.” i - quite

Without noticing it, Karenin was saying something q
different from the speech he had prepared. ickly

“I have nothing to say. Besides,” shc'ﬂdficd qulCO to’
str;ggling to suppress a smile, “it really is time to &
bed.” .

He sighed and went into the bedroom without another
word. . lins were
When she entered, he was already in bed. His lips into
sternly compressed and his cyes avoided her. She got talk
her own bed and lay expecting him to renew thcn’t o
any moment. She feared what he would say and ye had
wanted to hear it. But he said nothing. When Sh;
waited for some time she forgot all about him. She ,cgmc'
thinking of that other man, she saw him in her m{"d s'oY.
and her heart leapt up with excitement and guilty ch
Suddenly she heard calm, even snoring. At one m"":i it
Karenin” seemed frightened by his own snoring an on
stopped, but after two quiet breaths the snoring went 0%
calmly and evenly. d

“Too late, too late, already too tate,” she "}“{mmcd
with a smile. She went on lying there without stirring “"”
with wide-open eyes, whose glow she fancied she hersc
could sce in the dark.
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10

Beginning with that night Karenin and his wife entered
upon a new life, Nothing in particular changed. Anna did
¢ rounds of society as usual, visited Princess Betsy more
often than usual and met Vronsky wherever she went.

everything was the same, but their inner relations were
entirely different, Karenin, a man of great power in affairs
of state, felt utterly helpless in this matter, Like a bull
led to slaughter, he meekly bowed his head and waited for

¢ blow to fall, Every time his mind dwelt on it he felt
he must make another effort, telling himself that he could
Yet save her, could bring her to her senses, by exercising

ndness, generosity and powers of persuasion; and so

1n

That which for almost a year had been the sole desire
of Vronsky’s life, taking the place of all his former desires;
that which for Anna had been an_impossible, terrify-
g, and therefore all the more alluring dream of happi-
ness—this desire had been fulfilled. ’

Pale, with trembling lower jaw, he now stood over her
3’;:1' implored her to calm herself, not knowing how or
why, .

“Anna! Annal” he said in a trembling voice. “Anna,
for the love of God1”
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But the louder he implored her the lower she dropped
her once proud and gay, now guilt-stricken head, and s:c
kept bending over until she slipped off the sofa to the
floor at his feet; she would have stretched out on the car-
pet if he had not held her. L peg

“Dear God! Forgive me!” she sobbed, pressing his han
to her breast. d do

She felt so guilty, so blameworthy, that she coul ¢
nothing but humble herself and ask for forgiveness, ‘”‘,t
since in the whole world he alone was left to her now, lt
was to him she addressed her supplications. Looking 3d
him, she had a physical sense of her own abasement a:la
no other words but these came to her lips. He felt w}:iaof
murderer must feel on seeing the bm.iy he has rpbbc "
life. The body robbed of life was their llovc—thmlo\lltcin
its first stage. There was something horrible and revol ht§
in the remembrance of what had been bought at this frt"gh ol
ful price of shame. She was crushed by the shame o b
spiritual nakedness, and this shame was commuf;:c"’thc
to him. But, horrified though a murderer may be Yeccs
body of his victim, this body must be hacked to ptl o
and hidden away, and the murderer must enjoy whate
gain the murder has brought him. hrows

With a malevolence akin to passion the murderer t rdid
himself on the body and pulls it and hack§ it; just SOShe
Vronsky cover her face and shoulders with lslsses.th:
held his hand and did not move. Yes, these klssgs; ndy
have been bought with this shame. Yes, and this aac:
which is now mine for good—this is the hand of my i
complice. She lifted the hand and kissed it. He t‘ll"JlfJF‘cc
on his knees beside her and tried to look into her fa t’
but she hid it and said not 2 word. At last, with 2 g'rtﬂs
effort, she rose and pushed him away. Her face WZ
as lovely as ever, but this only made it the more P}

le.

“All is over,” she said. “I have nothing left but you.
Remember that,”

“I cannot help remembering what is life itself for me.
One t of this happi » . d

“Happiness!” she cried with horror and disgust, an
the horror was communicated to him. “For God's sake,
not a word, not another word.,”
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She got up quickly and moved away from him.

“Not another word,” she repeated, and with a look of
cold despair beyond his comprehension, she went out. She
knew that at this moment she could not put into words
the mixed feeling of shame, joy and horror this initiation
into a new life caused her, she did not wish to spe_ak of
it, did not wish to vulgarize the feeling by giving inade-
quate expression to it. Even later, on the second and third
day, she could not find words to express all the complex-
ity of her feelings, indeed she could not even find thonghts
in which 1o reflect on all that filled her soul.

She said to herself: No, 1 cannot think of that now; later,
when I am more serene. But that serenity for reflection
Tever came; every time she thought of what she had done
and what would become of her and what she ought to do,
she became so horrified that she drove the thoughts away.

Later, later, she would say. When I am more serene.

But when she slept and had no control over her thoughts,
her situation presented itself to her in all its ugly naked-
ness. Almost every night she was visited by one and the
same dream, She dreamt that both of them were husbands
to her, that both of them lavished their caresses on her.
-:}Iexei Karenin wept and kissed her hands and said,

Everything is well now!” And Alexei Vronsky was there
109, and he too, was her husband. And she, surprised that
this had once seemed impossible, laughed and explained
to them that everything was much simpler now, that both
of them were satisfied and happy. But this dream op-
pressed her like a nightmare, and she woke up in horror.

12

When he first got back from Moscow, Levin would
hudder and redden every time he recalled the humilia-
von of Kitty's refusal, but soon he said to himself: The
uUme ] failed my physics exam and had to repeat the course
1 also used to shudder and redden at the remembrance
of it and 1 was sure life was over for me; and the time
1 bungled the business my sister entrusted to me I was
again sure life was over for me. And what happened?—
time went on, and when I recall these things now I won-
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der that they could have distressed me so. That is “g‘;
will happen ‘now, in this case too, Time will pass an
will become indifferent. indiffer
But three months had passed and he was not in lasit
ent; it was as painful for him to remember it now ‘)
had been at first, He could not be at peace bcc.auschim:
who had dreamed of family life for so long, f"l]{‘l’(g] o
self so ready for it, was still unmarried and lcslsl i ‘“?m'
get married than ever before. He was painful Yd“ma
as were all those around him, that it was not ggov st
man of his age to live alone. He rcmcn}bcrcd f}’(‘ I,;;I’ ]
before leaving for Moscow, he had said to N;! ‘:vhém
simple-hearted man in charge of his livestock, wit i
he enjoyed talking: “Well,” Nikolai, I mean to B e
tied”, and how Nikolai had promptly replied, as cantin
matter Ieft no room for doubt: “High time, Kons Pt
Dmitrich.” And now here he was, further than th;ct he
getting married. The place was occupied. When e hat
tried to imagine some other firl of his acquaintance in ad-
place, he knew it was utter y impossible. He was, of her
dition, tortured by the humiliation his {ccollccno;:.m Ne
refusal and the role he had played in it ca}xscd lva;' 10
matter how often he told himself he was in no t‘in re
blame, this recollection, along with other humilia zstghtr
collections, made him shudder and redden. In the p. '
Iike all men, had done things he recognized as wx;lo.rl;‘g. but
for which his conscience ought to have troulg!’cd ,h’]css
the memory of his wrong-doing troubled him mu?mccs-
than the memory of trivial but humiliating expert < be-
The wound of them never healed. To such memorie: -
longed that of Kitty’s rejection of him and thc,s""’,i.gnc
ture he must have Presented to others that cvcmﬂ.gl-l, bit-
and work, however, exercised a salutary inﬂucncc,d 15 the
ter memories were buried deeper and deeper un C‘Vith
inconspicuous but important events of country life. it
each passing week his mind dvwelt less on Kitty. He “:’w
ed impaticntly for the news that she was or was abou i
be married, hoping that this news, like the pulling o
tooth, would cure him. ce,
Meanwhile spring came, very beautiful, all at on o
without false promises and Postponements, one of t'hon
Tare springs that bring Jjoy to plants, animals and me!
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alike. Thi
- This beautiful spri
confirmed him o a. SPFINg rou 3
to buil de“il:l;‘; lr;‘_hls rcsollﬁion (f%cfmf)‘x?:c u:ﬁ more and
h e
solitude, Altho;ghlxself a strong and indcpen;cﬂ:t!slti; . a:‘
xmh him from Mosixl:y of the intentions he brought t::a:k
nnc, that of living a ch. W were not carried out, the main
Xt !‘;1"8“ had to endu:zti}}lfc, was sedulously fulfilled. He
+ he could look people b e shame he suffered after eve
ing hi Druary he b recordly in the eye. i
ec
se§ is brother Nikolaj v cived a letter from Masha say-
he & doctor. In respo was feeling worse and refused to
a:dwas able to persga(rjlsc Levin went to Moscow, where
¢ g0 to a foreign s N fhls brother to consult 2 doctor
andsdf for being ab}pa or a cure. He was pleased with
and t0 lend him roomae £ persuade his brother so easil
e, In addition roney for the journcy without rousing his
quired special ne managing of his estate, b rer
his attentio , which re:
o extensive readin xim- the spring, and in addition to
wh_agncuh““.e b egus' Levin continued writing an article
t 1§h was that the n;:‘lnthefwmter, the main theme of
and (t:;:lepted as an absol ¢ of the farm labourer ought to
z at according] ute factor, like climate and soil,
s:itight to be dcdungy all scientific principles of farming
o, but as 1o dimatm)t only from data as to climate and
Les_;,} the character ef soil and certain invariable quali-
govin's solitude, or o }:he farm labourer. And so despite
emely full and’ 2 rather because of it, his life was ex-
Perienced a Jop, inwas only on rare occasions that he cx-
I his brain to sgo g to communicate the ideas swarming
€ven though he mebody other than Agafia Mikhailovna,
ries of husbandqune frequently discussed physics, theo-
e, philosoph ry and especially of phi osophy with
subject, y was Agafia Mikhailovna's favourite
Sprin, .
of Iimg was long in coming. All through the last weeks
the weather held clear and cold In the daytime
the snow thawed in the sun but at night the temperature
s: to seven degrees below zero; so )%ard-pnckcd was the
Ea(:r, that sledges were driven over it, road or no road.
M er was celebrated in snow. Then suddenly on Easter
onday, a warm wind sprang up, storm-cloulds gathered,
;’(‘)d for three days and three nights warm rain_poured
wn in sheets, On Thursday the wind dropped and a
13397 Eaa
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thick grey fog crept over the land as if to veil the mysten)
of transformation taking place in nature, In the fog tht
river flowed, its carapace of ice cracked and floated away,
the foaming turbid streams gathered speed, and by tht
following Sunday, towards evening, the fog was rent, the
heavy sky was replaced by fluffy white clouds, the aif
brightened, and spring had come for sure. Early in the
morning a brilliant sun swiftly devoured the thin ice crust:
ing. the puddles, and all the warm air quivered with is
burden of vapours rising off the awakening earth. Thert
was the greenness of last year’s reviving grass an this
year’s pushing blades; buds were swelling on gl“fld"'fos;
and currant bushes and buds were bulging sticky on b",%
boughs; among the golden catkins hanging from the wi*
lows buzzed 2 bee, newly emerged from wintering in the
hive yet already strong on its wings. Invisible larks &
olled above the velvet of sprouting grain and ice-edge
stubble-fields, plovers complained as they swept over t¢
pools left by the flood in lowlands and marshes, high in
the sky flew cranes and wild geese, letting out their hoarls‘;
cries of spring. Thin-haired cattle, tufted where the ©

hair had not yet been shed, lowed in the pastures, lambs
bounded on crooked legs round bleating mothers no long-
er glothed richly in fleece; nimble children ran do\\”f
drying paths, leaving the imprint of bare feet behind them:
from the pond came the gay chatter of peasant womﬂ;
washing their linen and from the yards the tap-tap ©
axes as the men repaired their ploughs and harrows.
Spring had come at last.

13

. Levin put on high boots and, for the first time, 2 woolen
Jjacket instead of his sheepskin, and went out to '"?P‘cf
the farm, striding over streams that glittered dazzlingly
in the sun, stepping now on ice, now in clinging mud-

Spring is a time of plans and projects. Like a tree 10
sLmng that knows not in what direction the sprouts and
shools contained within its swelling buds will grow, Le-
vin, finding himself out of demee Lad o oenros notiof
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loved farm-work, he only knew he was full of the very best
plans and projects. First of all he went 1o inspect
his cattle. The cows had been let into the paddock
where, warmed by the sun and with their sleek new hides
glistening handsomely, they were mooing to be put to
pasture. When he had thoroughly admired them, Levin
gave orders to put them to pasture and let the calves
into the paddock, The cowherd joyfully ran to make
ready for pasture. The cattleewomen, tucking up their
skirts, squelching through the mud on bare feet not yet
browned by the sun, ran and waved switches to drive the
mooing calves, drunk with the joy of spring, into the
paddock. i

Having admired this year’s young, which were excep-
tionally fine—the early calves were already the size of a
peasant’s cow and Pava’s daughter was, at three months,
s Dig as a yearling—Levin had them bring the troughs
outside and feed them in the paddock. But it turned out
that since the paddock had not been used in winter, the
portable fence made in autumn was in disrepair. He sent
for the carpenter, who was to have been mending the
thresher that day. But it turned out he was mending har-
rows instead, which ought to have been mended before
Lent. Levin was vexed. He was vexed by this perpetual
lack of order he had been fighting with all his might for
years. As he later discovered, the fence frames, unused
in winter, were stowed away in the cart-horses’ stable,
where of course they had got broken, flimsy as they were.
1t also turned out that the harrows and all the agricultural
implements which he had asked to be inspected and re-
paired in winter, for which purpose he had hired three car-
penters, had not been repaired and now the harrows were
being repaired when they were needed on the fields. Levin
sent for his steward, but impatiently set out after him him-
sif. He met him coming from the threshing floor in a
sheepskin trimmed with astrakhan, breaking a straw in his
fingers, his face beaming, as was everybody’s on that day.

“Why isn’t the carpenter working on’ the thresher?”

“Oh, that’s as I meant to tell you yesterday—~the har-
rows have got to be mended. Time we was ploughing.”
“What were you thinking of in winter?”
“What do you want the carpenter for?”

13¢
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“Where are the fence frames for the paddock?” .
“I gave orders to set them up. But what can you expec
from such folk?” said the steward with a deprecatory
wave of his hand, » aid Le-
“Not from such folk but from such a steward! sait) ™
vin in a burst of anger. “What do I hire you for? "
shouted, but remembering that this woyld get hxganu
where, he checked himself and gave a little sigh. “Well
can we begin sowing?” he asked after a little pause. fields
“We can begin tomorrow or the day after on the fi
beyond Turkino.*
“What about the clover?” v it.
“I've sent Vassili and Misha, they've gone to so‘ct ]
But I'm not sure they’ll be able to, the ground’s so wet.
“How many acres?”
“About fifteen.”
“Why only fifteen?” cried Levin. . instead
That clover was being sown only on ﬁftce_n acres ins "
of the entire field was even more exasperating. Thcog’vﬂ
well as his own practice had taught Levin that Cmclt'
ought to be sown very early, almost before the snow
» but he had never been able to achieve it. h folk?
“No workmen. What can you expect from sucl Se-
Three fellows didn’t come to work at all. And now
myon—*" P
X‘You could have taken some men off the thatching.
“That I did.”
“Then where are they all?” ) ost)
“Five of them’s making compote” (meaning Compting'
“four’s shifting the oats; there’s danger they’ll be coating,
Konstantin Dmitrich.” . - v and that
Levin knew that “coating” meant “mildewing” an be-
all his English seed-oats were spoiled already—again
cause his orders had been ignored. F———
“But I told you at the beginning of Lent—put in pipes:
outed Levin. e m
“Have no fear, everything will get done in '"“5;6
Levin gave an angry wave of his hand and went mbl )
granary to look at the oats before going to the sta '?z:
The oats had not spoiled yet, but the workmen were Sh'l .
ing them with shovels when they could simply have cd
them slide down into the lower granary. When he ha
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directed them to do this and had taken off two of the men
and sent them to help with the clover, the vexation the
steward had caused him subsided. Indeed no one could be
angry for long on such alovely day. . .

“Ignat!" he called to the coachman, who with his
deeves rolled up was washing the carriage at the well.
“Saddle a horse for me.”

“Which one, sir?”

“Oh, anyone—~Kolpik will do.”

“Yes, sir,” 5

While the horse was being saddled Levin, secing that
the steward was hanging about, called him over so as to
make it up with him; he began talking to him about the
spring tasks confronting them and his new plans.

The manuring of the fields was to be begun sooner so
that all' would be finished by the first hay-making. The
ploughing of the far fields was to be carried on without
2 break. All the haymaking was to be done for pay and
1ot on a sharing basis,

The steward listened attentively, evidently making an
effort to agree with all his master’s proposals; but even so
he wore that glum, woebegone look that Levin knew so
well and hated so. It was a look that said: “All these plans
souna fine, but it will be as God wills.”

Nothing disheartened Levin as did that attitude. It was
common to all the stewards he had ever employed; all of

em regarded his projects in exactly the same way and
therefore he was less angry than disheartened; but still
he was determined to fight what he found to be a kind of
dlemental force which was always opposing him and for
which he could find no name but “it will be as God wills”™.

“If we've time for it all, Konstantin Dmitrich,” said
the steward.

“Why should we not have time?”

“We got to hire- another fifteen men. But see?—the
don’t come. A few come this morning but they asked sev-
enty rubles for the summer.”

Levin made no reply. Up against that force again! He
knew that, try as they might, they could not hope to hire
more than thirty-seven or thirty-cight men, forty at mast,
for the prevailing pay. Yes, they could get forty, but no
more. Levin, however, refused to give up.
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“Send to other villages, to Sury or Chefirovka, ifthe meft
don’t come of themselves. We've got to scout for t cm..
“As for the sending, I can send,” said the steward glu";‘
ly. “But then there’s the horses, too. Not much strengt
left in them.” astl”
“We’ll buy some more. Oh, don’t I know you ,J“ls)l;
laughed Levin. “Let you have your way and you ‘”'1%1 an’{
as few as possible and as bad as possible. But you sfiah;
have your way this year! I'll attend to everything mys¢ s
“Seems like you don’t get enough sleep as it is, su.c"
for us, we don’t mind working under the m{iﬂ“;gfrc’h
“So they are sowing clover on the other .s'dc ° :ing
Dale? I'll go over and have a look,” he said, moul;’t to
Kolpik, the little bay stallion the coachman broug
him at this point. i
“You'll Ir)xot be able to ford the stream, Konstanth
Dmitrich,” the coachman called after him.
“I'll go round through the woods.” . orted
The frisky little pacer, weary of being confined, ‘K‘ou h
at puddles and pulled at the bit as Levin rode him ¢ ;'cl‘fs'
the mud of the yard, out the gate and into !h; i an-
If Levin had found joy in the cattle-yard and thc g,;de
ary, he took even more delight in’"the ﬁ_e]ds. As bccath'
along, swaying rhythmically on his brave little bay, roo s
ing deeply of the fresh smell of snow and air in the wlving
where dwindling patches of snow still held dxsso{ b
footprints, his heart was gladdened by the sight oclling
trees with greening moss on their trunks and S‘Vds he
buds on their boughs. On emerging from the woot:hing
was confronted by a vast green velvet carpet stret ks
as far as eye could see without a flaw in it but ﬁ,r rses
clumps of thawing snow. The sight of two peasants’ ho! er
trampling down his sprouting ,grain did not a:s
him éhc told a passing peasant to drive the horscs aw Yl;
nor did the foolish and mocking reply Ipat made to bt
?ucstion “Well, time to be sowing, Ipat?"'— “Havc to p ht-
irst, Konstantin Dmitrich.” The further he went the Iig ce
cr grew his heart and plans for improving the estate 1:'1c
sented themselves to him one after another, each new on'
better than the last: he would plant hedges along the nooln
day line so that the snow would not linger there; he wou
divide them up into six manured ficlds and three resen®
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anes sown to clover; he would build a cattle yard at the
far end of one of the fields and dig a pond, and he would
make moveable cattle pens for accumulating manure, Then
€ would plant eight hundred acres to wheat, three hun.
dred to

he set out for the
workmen sowing clover, carefully guiding his horse along
the marging 50 as to avoid stepping on the sprouting
wheat. The cary with the seed in it was standing not on

the margin bug on the field itself, so that the young winter
wheat hag been torn up by cart wheels and trampled do‘.vn
by hoofs, Bo

of the workmen were sitting on the margin,
Probably shari i i i

eing their master, Vassili went over to the
@rt and Mishy began sowing. This was irritating, but Le-
vn rarely got angry with his workmen, When Vassili
reached to take the horse over to

Il spring Up again, sir,” replied Vassili,

s you’re told,” said Levin.

. tes, sir” replied Vagsili and took the horse by the

bridle, “Fine gee » SIr,” he said, currying favour. “The

very best sort, Only walking’s terrible] A Pood of mud
Cllr‘lgs to each leg!”

“Why hasn’y the soil been sieved?” asked Levin.
. “We breaks it up in our fingers,” replied Vassili, pick-
MEUP alump ang crumbling it in his hands,

t was not Vassili’s fault that he had been given a cart.
ful of unsieved soj] with seed in it, but still Levin wag
annoyed.

He haq found, however, that the best thing in such gz
Case wag o suppress his feelings and 100k for something
800d in what seemed bad, and that is what he did now,
For a while he watched Misha moving down the field,

B8ing enormous clumps of mud on each foot, then he
80t off his horse, took a sted-bag from Vassili and set
out 10 sow,

“Where did you stop?”?

2ssili marked the SPOt with his foor and Levin began
scattering seed on the €arth to the best of his ability, Walk.
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ing was as difficult here as in a bog; by the time Le‘;llﬂ
had gone the length of a furrow he was all in a sweat; he
gave it up and handed the seed-bag to Vassili. hee
“Well, master, mind you don’t scold me for that ther
furrow in summer,” said Vassili. . iatin
“And why should 12" replied Levin gaily, appreciatin
the effectiveness of his method. Look
“You'll see when summer comes. It'll show UP~u1dn,,
where I sowed last spring—pretty as a picture! I'cqufl'
try harder if you was my own father, Konstantin e
rich. I don’t like to do a bad job myself and do{nrus.
others do it. What’s good for the master is good fo the
Just glance out there, sir,” said Vassili, pointing to
field. “A sight for sore eyes, that it is!”
“A wonderful spring, Vassili.” de it T was
“The old folks don’t remember another like it. icht
back in my village and my old man, he sowed about ci"
bushels of wheat too. Says it come up as pretty as Iy
“Have you been sowing wheat Jong?” Last; it
“Why, ‘it was you as taught us the year afo'rcbush,t]’
was you give me two measures of seed. We sold six
of the crop and sowed eight bushels.” . . in as
“Well, mind you break up those lumps,” said Iﬁ?sha-
he walked over to his mount. “And keep an eye on kl for
If the shoots are good, you shall have thirty kopeks
every acre.” o i sit”
“Thank you kindly. We're mighty grateful as it Is, field
Levin got back on his horse and went first to the T
that had been sown with clover the preceding year
then to the one recently ploughed for spring wheat. hold.
The clover in the stubble field was beautiful to be gng
All of it had come up and glistened bright green Zm'hc
the stubble of last year’s crop. The horse sank up "’kAn
fetlock in mud and every hoof gave out a Joud suc lcdg
sound when pulled out of the half-thawed earth. Ind; o
the poor little beast could not cross the ploughed ficld
: only on frozen Patches could it find purchase, 5'"""‘5
10 the shanks in the furrows. But the ploughing had b“'n
done splendidly; in another two days they could b"lS'r
h:x'rr.op'mg and sowing, All was well, all gave cause {0
rejoicing.
Levin came back by vwaw of oh o oo bt the
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water ha
sty lllipfatl::n at_htihe ford. It had, and he crossed safely,
thougle, 12 hixg v;r; ducks. There must be snipe, too, he
botisude) sel ..The forest warden, whom he met at
o ;:)a s, confirmed his conjecture,
ent home at a trot so as to have time to dine

and clean his gun before evening,

14

As he a
deigh b Pproached the house in high spirits, he heard
trance, ells coming from the direction oré the, meainegl-

That’s the
this s the uﬁp;?afl}: f‘;"lm the railway, he thought, and
What if it g5 Nikolaio oy 05¢OW train. Who could it be?
2 cur, s Nikolai? He did say he might broad fi
bl and again he might come h ght go abroad tor
mmed and distressed feari ';“? ere. At’ first Levin was
z}?ﬂ his joyful spring ;noodm% is :rother s coming would
amed of hj 0d. But the next moment he was
soul, 50 1o sp;;nkself and u_)stantl‘y opened the arms of his
with al] hjg heart ?:1 ?N:swzlemg:‘!: brc})xt}‘licr eagerly, hoping
cm:? he had passed the z;caciaso l;‘C: Zaw:rlpahlllsir};grsticfirl:a
Etnt;xcl;gn:;uﬁ t:ef l:1ril’ec':iun of the railway station with a
his broth coat inside. The gentleman was not
Mxﬂz)df' S:]h:gn:’}l);axtsks?;neone congenial, he said to
» T .
"Whal:l 1}1“: cried out joyfully, on recognizing Oblonsky.
youl” x: 3PPy surprisel Dear me, how glad I am to sce
Iy wh oW, he thought to himself, I shall be told definite-
‘ii:"hcn she got married or when she expects to. And on
of er‘é‘z“u‘;i‘c‘l‘hipring day he discovered that the memory
“ ed him no pain. .
out o}fthDld?‘t expect me!” said Oblonsky as he chm’lzcd
it e sleigh; his nose, cheeks and brows were splashe
“Fi m“d' but he still radiated health and h,i'!PP‘":i’j‘
hum.d)', I've come because I wanted to sce you” he 5
ing and kissing his fricnd. “Secondly, I've :m:;mbcr
ome 5 ooting. And thirdly, I've come @ sell the

1 Ergushovo, id y et
"C‘!pit;\ll And what a spring. eh? How did you eve
gcthere in a sleigh?” stantin Dmitrich,” w3id the #

orse in a carriage, Kon B
P
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driver, with whom Levin was acquainted. . .
“Well, I couldn’t be happier to sce you,” said Levin
sincerely, grinning with child-like pleasure. 4 his
Levin saw his friend to the guest-room and ha ¥
things brought there: a portmanteau, a gun in a cas}t‘!, aﬂd
a little bag of cigars. Leaving Oblonsky to was bﬂliu
change, Levin went to the counting-house to SPCakai‘ : s
the ploughing and the clover. Agafia Mikhailovna, h“;]ﬁl
jealous of the honour of the house, waylaid him in the
with inquiries about dinner. ) v he said,
“Serve what you wish, only do it quickly,” he saids
hurrying off to speak to his steward. R ¢ of
When he came back he met Oblonsky coming ou his
his room washed, combed, and with a radiant smile on
face; together they went upstairs. .
“Hov§ glad I a¥n to be !;ICIC! At last I shall learn sci:"I
thing about the mysterious activities you are engage ix.lg
envy you, indeed I do. What a fine house, how C}im:k)'
everything is! So bright and cheerfull” said Og “'s‘ e
forgetting that it is not always spring and the day
not always as bright as this one was. -1 The only
“And ‘what a dear that old nurse of yours is! 11:1 € con:
thing missing is a pretty little maid in a st.archcb.taP o
but with your monastic way of life and strict habits ¥
are better off without her.” . the
Oblonsky told him many interesting bits of ncws;hﬂ
most interesting for Levin being that his other bro um:
Koznishev, intended visiting him in the country thats
mer. . . batskys,
Not a word did he say about Kitty or the Scherbal 2
except for conveying greetings from his wife. Lc‘:mhim
preciated his tact and was exceedingly glad to h‘“c'dcd
as a guest. As always, his life of solitude had meu]d
him with a host of thoughts and feelings which he co "
flot communicate to those about him; and now he pour
out to Oblonsky all the poetic joy he took in the SP":LSQ'
and his disappointments and plans for the farm, an
thoughts and observations arising from his reading, ‘”‘s
above everything clse he told him about the work he wa
writing, the basic idea of which, although he himself was
unaware of it, represented a critique of all the works on
agriculture written heretofore. Oblonsky, always charming
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and capable of grasping an idea from the merest sugges-
tion, was especially charming now and Levin detected in
1M a new and flattering esteem for himself and what
seemed an increase in his affection.

The efforts of Agafia Mikhailovna and the cook to pre-
pare an exceptional dinner only resulted in having the two
starved friends gorge themselves on bread and butter and
alt fish and mushrooms while waiting, and in having Le-
vin ask that the soup be served before the little meat pies
meant to go with it, the cook’s greatest pride, were ready.
But Oblonsky, gourmand though he was, found the din-
her excellent: the vodka tinctured with herbs, the home-
made bread and butter, the salt fish, the mushrooms, the
nettle soup, the chicken in white sauce, the white Crimean
“"{“C-CVerything was perfect, was divine. 5

Superb, superb!” he said as he lighted a fat cigarette
alter the chicken, “Why, this is like landing on a quiet
shore after being tossed about in heavy seas. Well, then,
Jou were saying’that the factor of the labourer ought to
be studied anq ought to influence the choice of agricultur-

methods. 1 have no knowledge of such things, but it
$¢€ms to me that this theory and its application ought to
fluence the labourer himselt.”

h, but wait: T am not speaking of political economy,
Lam speaking of the science of agriculture. Like the natu-
nl sciences, it ought to take into account given factors
md“dmg the labourer, with his economic, cthno-
graphic,..”
j".rllusl then Agafia Mikhailovna came in with a pot of

. “Ab, Agafia Mikhailovna,” said Oblonsky, kissing the
ups of hisgynlump fingers, “what salt fish, what vodka! By
S Way, isit not time, Kostya?” he added. hich was
‘in glanced out of the window at the sun, which
dropping behind the bare tree-tops of the woods. brought
“High' time,” he said. “Kuzma, have the trap broug
round,” and Levin ran downstairs. .
After descending to his room Oblonsky Cnl':"f“cl:,.‘cd';'l
moved the canvas cover of his polished gunica;iv hl;'c“ e
and began assembling an expensive gun © x(l‘ra\'r Oblon-
sign. Kuzma, on the scent of a big tip, did ?{nbann o for
sky's side, cven pulling his stockings an ,
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hlrg, a service to which Oblonsky willingly submitted.

Kost_ya, if merchant Ryabinin come—I told him to
come this evening—leave word that he is to be admitted
and told to wait for me.”

“Is it to Ryabinin you’re selling your timber?” asked
Levin.

“Yes. Why, do you know him?”

“Oh, yes. I too have brought deals to a ‘satisfactory
and complete conclusion’ with him.” .
d-c}),b,’onsky laughed, recognizing the merchant’s favourit¢

iché,

“He certainly has a funny way of putting things. Lock,
she knows where her master’s going,” he added, S“.'mf
.Laska’s fur a little shake; the dog was whining an.d aree
ing about Levin, licking his hand, his boots, his gu*

The trap was standing at the porch when they went out.

“I had them send it round, but we're not going f
pethaps you’d rather walk?”

. “No, let’s ride,” said Oblonsky. He got in, wrapp‘d
his feet in a tiger-skin rug and lighted a cigar. “How caf
you resist smoking? A cigar—it can hardly be called a ple®
ure, jt's the very crown, the very hall-mark of pleasure:
Ah, this is the life! This is marvellous! This is how I
should like to livel”

“What prevents you?" said Levin with a smile.

*“Oh, you're a lucky fellow! You've got everything your
heart desires: you like horses—you've got them; you "!‘f
logs—you've got them; you like shooting—you've got it
rou like farming—you've got jt.”

“Perhaps that’s because I take joy in what I have and
lon't mope over what I have not,” said Levin, remember:

ng Kitty. X
Oblonsky understood and stole a glance at him but said

othing. .
Levin appreciated the tact with which Oblonsky I\l’.f;,ﬁ.@:‘

d the subject of the Scherbate}™ ™ ing that Levin shif
way from it. But now Levi L nt to find out ¥ -
1swer to what was tormen ad not the ¢0

\

“Well, how are your aff,

¢ to ask. X X
, conscienc
ricken for thinkine only of b .
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“You don't admit the ossibility of a person’s still want-
| g 2 bun when he's jusr‘) had a good meal. A_Ccofd}f;g :3
g ou that’s a crime. But I can't conceive _ol' h.fc witho
" ?O\t," he said, interpreting Levin's question in gls ‘:‘r‘l':;
+ W3y, “What’s to be done? That's how I was made. to
~ when you come right down to it, it docs little injury
others and gives great pleasure Lo :’inysflfc'} "
“Youmean you've got some ody els .
“Indeed ;r}‘::‘ivc, oldgchap! You know that typ:{ 05:::‘“'; s
tYpe, the kind that haunt you in your dreams—and no ;u'c)l,
in your dreams, Oh, they're terrible, those women oy
On the whole, the more you study women, the more
pri.s‘ing you find ll’(licm.];' Y
ctter not study them. o
“0 s NO. Sosmc yr'n:xthcm:xlicizm once said it was ';’tﬂsf;
much the discovery of a truth that gave pleasure
searching for jt.” .
vinglig:clr:cd without a word; try as he mlghxt;d::
uld not share his friend’s viewpoint, C°“1d,"°tn';’d ing
stand his feelings and the pleasure he found in study!
Women of that sort,

15

. i en
The place chosen for their shooting w;xls mof::: apvin
grove above the river. When they reached tf ‘ g;lossy and
80t out and leq Oblonsky to the Cdg% OH:mOk up his
marshy glade where the snow had melted. th a twin birch
Stand on the opposite edge of it undernea lower branch,
tree, Propping his gun in the fork of a d"yd stretched his
he took off his coat, tightened his belt, an
arms t cles. n op-
og;fel;xlii:l who had followed them, sat g:vsvmi},’g
Posite him ang pricked up her cars. Thefsw birches scat-
behind the forest; in the sunset light the crished by their
tered among the aspens were easily dlsutntg: burst.
wailing branches covered with buds abo: with snow, came
Tom the dense forest, still spotte their way among
¢ gurgle of spring freshets winding, ally flitted from
e trcerrg. Little birds chirped and occasion:
tree to tree.
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In the spaces between absolute silence could be hmg
the rustle of last year’s leaves stirred by the thawing eart
and growing grass. 1 i

Fancy that! You can hear and see the grass grow! s
Levin to himself on noticing the movement of a wcttg";é’
aspen leaf lying next to a blade of young grass. He Suf;d
listening and looking down at the wet and mossy E“’hm’
at the watchful Laska, at the sea of bare tree-tops whitc
the forest stretched away below the hill, at the lW i
shreds of clouds on the darkening sky. A hawk, Oi:ds)f
flapping its wings, soared high above the fafh‘v ot
another flew out in the same lazy manner andint ]csudcr
direction until it disappeared from view. EvcrAO pott
and more anxious were the birdcalls in the grove. nﬁous
hooted not far away. Laska started, took a few C;l:d -
steps forward and stopped to listen, her hca'd C:I‘l: Fuice
one side. From over the river came a cuckoo’s ¢ d excit-
it cuckooed in the usual way, then grew hoarse and &
ed and mixed up its notes. .

“Fancy that!pThc cuckoo already!” said Oblonsky, steP
ping out from behind a bush. und of

“I heard,” said Levin, his ears jarred by the SSMmO“
his own voice violating the silence of the woods.
time.” in
Oblonsky stepped back behind the bush mgl]gxd
could see nothing more but the flare of 2 matcl 0 bluc
by the red glow of a cigarette and a streamer
smoke. .

“Click, click,” went the hammer of Oblonsky’s gun 2
he set it. .

“What's that?” he asked, calling Levin's attention (0
a long-drawn ululation, as if a foal were neighing P
fully in a high thin voice.

“)I,)on't ygou know? That’s the male h_arc. But cn}:?:ust}:
talk... Ah, listen! They’re coming!” Levin almost s
ed as he cocked his gun, .

A thin whistle \eas heard in the distance and two s
onds later, in precisely the rhythm every huntsman dnoflt;
it was followed by a second whistle, and  third, and al
the third came the chucking. ioht

Levin looked to the right and the left, then straig :
in front of him where aooinct the ducb o ke kv 2DOVI
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the haze of delicate shoots at the top of the aspens, a bird
#ppeared in flight. It was flying directly at him: the chuck-
Ing sounds, like the even ripping of taut cloth, secemed
to come from just above his head; already he could see
the bird’s long beak and neck, and just when he took aim
a1ed flash came from behind the bush where Oblonsky
was standing: the bird dipped like an arrow, then soared
23ain; another flash and a crack; flapping its wings to
hold jiself i the air, the bird halted, hovered a moment,
en plunged heavily down upon the sodden earth.,
‘Did I 'miss?" cried Oblonsky, who could not see for
the smoke, )
“Here it ist” crieq Levin, pointing to Laska who, with
One ear raised and the tip of her fluffy tail waving in the
alr, was bringing the bird to her master with slow steps,
3 if to prolong the pleasure, and with something like as
smile on her face.
. “Well, Pm glad you got it,” said Levin, at the same
fme jealous that it was not he who had shot the
shipe. .
“The first was a bad miss from the right barrel,
l'epllied Oblonsky, reloading his gun. “Sh-h! Another
Onel”

Sure_cnough, piercing cries were heard one after an-
ot_hcr. Two S%li[’)e‘,) chasirgxg each other playf}xlly, whlstltxlr:g
Without making the chucking sound, flew just ab'ovclike
SPortsmen’s heads. Four shots rang out and the snipe,
Tobins, swooped sharply round and vanished.

The shooﬁng was excellent. Oblonsky killed t:rgi::,g:
birds and Leyin two, of which one ‘.’"ashno‘:,c:tcw sky
OW it was getting dark. From low in ‘he the birches,
silvery Venus sent her soft beams throug d high in the
while the red fires of sullen Arcturus PUIs;tciOSt €ne stars
€ast. Directly overhead Levin found an er flying, but
of the Great' Bear. The snipe were no lox;IgiCh now shone
Levin decided to stay there until Venus, w. above it, and
underneath a low birch bough, Should},ﬂsucld become dis-
until all the stars of the Great Bear sho d
tinct, riot an:
\C/tenus rose above the birch bough, the chai
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shaft of the Great Bear stood out clearly against the dark
blue sky, and still he lingered.

“Oughtn’t we to be going?” said Oblonsky. &

It was perfectly still in the grove, there was not so mi
as the twitter of a bird.

“Let’s wait a little,” replied Levin.

“Just as you say.”

They were standing some fifteen paces apart. ' vou

“Steve,” Levin said unexpectedly. “Why haV‘"tvxm
told me whether your sister-in-law married yet or ¥
she intends to be?” an

Levin felt so calm and resolute that he was sure ng et
swer could disturb him. But he was in no way prepare
the answer Oblonsky made: . che is

“She is not married and does not intend to be; chcn
very ill and the doctors have sent her abroad. They
fear for her life.”

“Oh, no!” cried Levin. “Very ill? What's the matter
with her? What has?..” d up

While they were talking, Laska, all alert, glance
at the sky, then at the men reproachfully. ed to

A fine time to engage in conversation! she seem <ure
be thinking, A bird’s coming .. yes, there it IS
enough. And they’re going to miss it. i

Bugt at that ve¥y rr?omtglt both the friends heard ;szrﬁl
ing whistle that came like a clap on the ears, aﬂﬂ”hcs
simultaneously snatched up their guns and two ly the
and two bangs came at the same momcnt.}nstan;f);kct,
high flying snipe dropped its wings and fell into a thi
crushing young twigs in its fall. . Levin,

“Capitall Our common quarry!” cried out Let
running with Laska into the bushes to find the snipe: red
me see .. what was that unpleasantness?. he ss he
himself. Ah, yes, Kitty is ill... How sad, how sad,
thought. ) ing the

“So you've found it? Good old dog!” he said, taking me
warm bird out of Laska’s jaws and putting it in his ga:]lkd
bag, which was almost full. “I've got it, Steve!" he ¢
out,
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On the , .
' flness and“l?;) home Levin asked in detail about Kitty’s
ashamed to o Scherbatskys® plans, and although he was
he \va.: > to admit that what he had learned pleased him.
still ho[:: tt:i? }?Jc“SCd. He was pleased because there was'
who had cay dxm., and even more pleased because she
But wh, sed him such suffering was suffering herself.
Kitty’s ‘iﬁn?stlonﬂ;y began talking about the reasons for
terrupted him-m mentioned Vronsky’s name, Levin in-
“I'have no rj
““‘h,nocdzgu:l%:t"to know family secrets and, to tell the
Ob| .
vin'’s }:L\SRY gave the faintest of smiles when he saw Le-
often, bzcgha.ngc instantaneously, as he had seen it do so
for‘f}? had br:;:gj:lcl’;v as forbidding as only a moment be-
"Y::e Zgu madt’ your deal with Ryabinin?”’ Levin asked.
Ousan’d € deal’s closed. Excellent price, thirty-eight
a deuced Eight down, the rest over six years. It’s taken
me more."ong time to put it through. Nobody would give
“Y 5 . .
tcsti[;. wve sold your timber for a song,” said Levin
“A song? . .
g? Why a song?” said Oblonsk th a good-
natu, . ong:" sal onsky w1 &
wrm:;%b i‘:\’};v ml::'OWlng that everything would seem
fift Because your woods are worth at least a hundred and
y Tubles an acre,” replied Levin. L.
ly. “Th these country gentlemen!” said Oblonsky joking-
it co e contempt they fell for us city dwellers! But when
deal mes to doing business, we'll always make the better
ered, JLake my word for it, everything was well consid-
s0 o he said, “and the woods have been sold profitably;
Aftp"’f“a‘_’ly, in fact, that I fear he may yet back out.
P er all, jt’is not fair timber,” said Oblonsky, hoping to
te nvince Levin of his competence by using the commercial
h"" fair timber. “Most of it will go for Tirewood. It
ardly stand up to more than seventy cubic t,"eet an acte,

and yet he is paying me seventy rubles an acre. N
vin gave a scornful smile. 1 know. that manner, he

thought. Tt’s not peculiar to him, 2l city folk adopt it;

H4-397
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they visit the country twice in ten years, pick up a couple
of village expressions and then use them, in place or out
of place, to show off their knowledge. Fair timber ..
stand up to.. He doesn’t really know what they
mean., L.

“T wouldn’t think of teaching you what to write in that
office of yours,” he said. “On the contrary, I would ask
your advice if necessary. And here you are, pcrf$Ct|Y sure
you understand all this business of timber. It’s not 0
simple. Have you counted the trees?”

“How could I count the trees?” laughed Oblonsky, Cai‘
er to bring his friend out of his black mood. * *... Though
a master mind can count the sands, the rays ofastar.:..!

“Well, Ryabinin’s master mind can do it. l.Vot a single
merchant would buy your woods without counting the trees
unless they were sold to him for a song, as you have dogci
I know your woods. I go there shooting every year an .
know they are worth a hundred and fifty rubles an aCIYn
paid down, and he’s giving you sixty in mstallmcnt}sl-.rt
other words, you are making him a present of thirty
thousand.” . .

“Oh, come,” said Oblonsky plaintively. “Why did no
body else offer me more?”

“Because he’s made a deal with the other merchants,
he’s bought them off. I've done business with all of thcgnzv
Iknow them only too well. They’re not merchants, they’s
speculators. He ‘won’t make a deal that brings him in
ten or even fifteen percent, he will wait until he can buy 2
ruble for twenty kopeks.”

“‘Let’s drop it. You’re in a bad mood.” t0
“Nothing of the sort,” said Levin glumly as they got
the house, . d

They found a trap standing at the porch tightly cncascd
in leather and metal and a sleek horse tightly han!cssi’
to it with broad belts. In the trap was sitting 2 tightly
girdled, tightly bloated fellow who served Ryabinin as
clerk as well as coachman., Ryabinin himself was mdmﬂds
and met them it the hall. He was a tall, lean, middle-age
man with a he, a cl haven promi jaw an
filmy protruding cyes. He was wearing a long dark blue
surtout swith buttons below his buttocks and high boots
wrinkled at the ankles, smooth over the calves, and with
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big overshoes worn over them. He pushed his handkerchief
round his sweating face and, buttoning up his surtout,
which sat well on him, he welcomed the two men with a
smile and threw out his hand to Qblonsky as if to catch
something.

“So you've come,” said Oblonsky, giving him his hand.
“I'm very glad.”

“I didn’t dare disregard Your Excellency’s orders even
though the road’s so bad. I practically came the whole
distance on foot, but 1 got here on time. My regards to
you, Konstantin Dmitrich,” he said to Levin, offering him
his hand too, but Levin turned with a frown and began tak-
ing the snipe out of the bag, feigning not to see the out-
stretched hand. “You been having some shooting for amuse-
ment? And what sort of a bird might that be?” asked Rya-
binin, looking contemptuously at the snipe. “Got a good
taste, has it?”" and he wagged his head disapprovingly,
as if seriously doubting that the game was worth the
candle.

“Would you like to use my study?” the scowling Levin
asked Oblonsky in French. “Go into the study, you can
talk there,” he added in Russian.

“That we may,” said Ryabinin with scornful dignity,
as if wishing to let them know that others might feel 1l
at ease in the presence of some people, but not he.

On entering the study Ryabinin as usual cast his eye
round in search of the icon, but when he found it he did
not cross himself. He took in the book shelves and cabi-
nets and smiled in the same supercilious way he had smiled
at the snipe and wagged his head disapprovingly, as much
as to say the game was definitely not worth the candle.

“Well, have you brought the money?” asked Oblonsky.
“Have a seat, won’t you?”

“Have no fear about the money. 1 just come to see you,
to speak to you.”

“What is there to speak about? But do sit down.”

“That I may,” said Ryabinin, sitting down and leaning
back in the armchair, which he seemed to find tincomfort-
able, “You must come down in your price 2 little, Prince.
It’s a sin to ask so mmuch. The money’s ready, down to the
last kopek. Have no fear about the money.”

Levin, who had come in with them to put his gun away

14
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and was now about to Icave the room, stopped on hear-
ing these words. - .
*“You've bought the timber for a song as it is,” he said.
“Too bad my friend has come so late; I would have given
him a better price myself.” de and
Ryabinin got up without a word, with only a smile, an
stood looking at Levin. " id
“Konstantin Dmitrich—he’s a tight-fisted man,” he sai
to Oblonsky, still smiling. “There’s no driving a bafg‘“g
with him. T wanted to buy his wheat, give him a goo
rice—""
P “Why should I make you a present of my wheat? I
didn’t find it and didn’t steal it.” o
“Oh, yes indced, these days there’s no chance o’f :itf .
ing. These days all’s done according to the law, 351 Sb on
in great style, can’t be no talk of stealing. Well, I'm em%
honest with you, He’s asking too much for his mﬂ:;ff;,s
WOn’t get any profit out of it. Just a little reduction, tha
all I'm asking.” » ot
“Have you come to an agreement or have you not? P.d'
in Levin. “If you have, there is nothing more to be said:
if you have not, I will buy the timber.” laced
Ryabinin’s smile suddenly vanished. It was repl a‘fgk
by a hard, hawk-like, predatory expression. “_’xth ql;:'rt
bony fingers he unbuttoned his surtout, revealing a s ls
worn outside his_ trousers, a waistcoat with brass bu:’tl’]"_
and a watch-chain, and quickly pulled out an old bulg
ing wallet. . ikl
“Here you are, the timber’s mine,” he ‘sald, quic ’)s,
crossing himself and holding out his hand. “The momfzs,
yours, the timber’s mine. That’s how Ryabinin bargains;
he don’t count the kopeks,” he said, frowning and waving
the wallet. » gaid
“I wouldn’t be in such a hurry if I were you,” sal
Levin to Oblonsky. e
“How can that be?” protested Oblonsky. “I've given my
word, .
Levin went out of the room, slamming the guor bch‘,"‘:
him. Ryabinin looked at the door and shook his head wit
a smile, d
“That’s youth for you, acting like a child for sure. An
here am I, buying those woods, believe it or not, just for
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the honour of it, just to say as it’s Ryabinin and nobody
else who's bought the Oblonsky wood. What I'm to get
out of it the Lord only knows. God’s my witness. Here,
be so kind, just sign the contract, sir.”

An hour later the merchant, carefully buttoning up his
surtout with the contract in the pocket and wrapping his
coat round him, took his seat in his tightly encased cart
and went home.

“Bah! those fine gentlemen!” he said to his clerk. “One’s
as bad as another.”

“So they are,” replied the clerk, handing over the reing
and buttoning up the leather apron. “Congratulations,
Mikhail Ignatich?”

“Hm, hm...”

17

QOblonsky, his pocket bulging with the banknotes the
merchant had given him three months in advance, went
upstairs. The sale of the timber was over, the money was
in his pocket, the shooting was excellent, and Oblonsky
was in high spirits; for that reason he was particularly
anxious to bring Levin out of the doldrums, He wanted
to end the day at the supper table as pleasantly as he had
begun it.

Levin really was out of humour; much as he wanted to
be affectionate and cordial to his close friend, he could
do nothing with himself. The news that Kitty was not
married was working in him like a slow potion.

Kitty was unmarried and ill, ill with love for 2 man
who had thrown her over, It was as if the injury had been
inflicted on Levin himself. Vronsky had rejected her and
she had rejected Levin. Accordingly, Vronsky had a right
to hold Levin in contempt and was his enemy. Not that
Levin thought this out, he only sensed vaguely that there
was something injurious to himself in all this and so he
ascribed his ill humour not to the real grievance but to
the little annoyances that presented themselves at the
moment. He was provoked by the foolish sale of the
timber, and by Oblonsky’s having been duped, and by
having the deal concluded in his own home.
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“Well, everything finished?”” he asked Oblonsky “’hgﬂ
he came upon him upstairs. “Shall we have supper:’
“I have no objection. It’s a marvel what the country
does to my appetite! Why didn’t you invite Ryabinin to
supper?”
“Devil take the man!” . d
“How you did snub him!” said Oblonsky. I}efus;
even to give him your hand. Why did you not give him
your hand?” A
“Because I don’t give lackeys my hand and he's 2
hundred times worse than any lackey.” h
“What a reactionary you are! And what about the
merging of the classes?” said Oblonsky.
“Anyone who wants to merge may
odious.”
“I see you are indeed a rabid reactionary.” [am
“I've never taken the trouble to classify myself
Konstantin Levin, that’s all.” of
“And a Konstantin Levin who is very much out
sorts,” said Oblonsky. For-
“Yes, 1 am out of sorts, and do you kn(’:w why?
give me, but that ridiculous ‘deal’ of yours...” ho is
Oblonsky grimaced good-naturedly, like one who
affronted and mortified without cause. hin
“Oh, come,” he said, “has anyone ever sold anyt ‘r§
without being told afterwards he could have done bettery
But before it is sold nobody offers a higher price. No, |
can sec you have 2 bone to pick with poor old R)'al.”m,n'u
“I suppose I have. And do you know why? Again ):1_
will call me a reactionary or something else just as xw
rible, but I do indeed find it regrettable and lrnmnnlg
scc the impoverishing of the nobility, to whom 1 belong
and to whom I am proud to belong even in the face qs
the merging of the classes. And their impoverishment &
not the result of luxurious living—that would not b‘n;‘f
bad, that’s what they’re for, to live in princcly stylei on¥
the nobility know how to do it. At present the peasants
are buying up our land, and I don’t object. If the owner
remains idle the peasant will work and push him oul-
That’s just as it should be. And I rejoice for the peasants
sike. What 1 object to is sceing the nobility Impover
ished as the rtsul’l of a kind of—what shall I call it2=in"

do so but I find it
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nocence. Here we find a tenant Pole buying a handsome
estate for half its worth from a Russian noblewoman liv-
ing in Nice. There we find a merchant renting land worth
ten rubles an acre for one ruble. And now we find you
making that swindler a gift of thirty thousand rubles
for no rcason at all.”

“What was I to do? Count every tree?”

“Every single one. You did not count them but Rya-
binin did. Ryabinin’s children will have money to live
on and be educated on, but I'm afraid yours will not.”

“Well I must say I find something pettifogging in that
counting. We have our affairs to attend to and they have
theirs, and of course they must make a profit. But come,
the deed’s done and there’s an end of it. Ah, eggs fried
Jjust as I Iike them! And Agafia Mikhailovna will surely
give us some of that excellent tinctured vodka!”

Oblonsky sat down at table and began exchanging
pleasantries with Agafia Mikhailovna, assuring her it
had been long since he had enjoyed such a dinner and
such a supper.

“See, you praise me,” said Agafia Mikhailovna, “but
Konstantin Dmitrich here—it makes no difference what I
give him, even if it’s but a crust of bread, he just eats it
and is off.”

Try as he did to take himself in hand, Levin remained
depressed and disinclined to talk. There was a certain
question he longed to ask Oblonsky but he could not
make up his mind to do it, could not find the form and
the time, the how and the where. Oblonsky went to his
room, undressed, washed, put on a pleated night-shirt and
got into bed while Levin lingered in the room, speaking
of all sorts of trifles, lacking the courage to ask what he
wanted to ask.

“Extraordinary how they make soap,” he said, turning
in his fingers a fragrant bar that Agafia Mikhailovna had
put out for the guest but which Oblonsky did not use.
“Just laok, a real work of art.”

“Oh, yes, they’re achieving the height of perfection
these days,” said Oblonsky, yawning moistly, blissfully.
“The theatre, for instance, and” cabarets ... a-a-al" he
yawned. “And electric lights everywhere ... a-a-al”

“Yes, electric lights,” said Levin. “Yes.” Then suddenly,




216 LEV TOLSTOY

putting down the soap: “Tell me, where is Vronsky now?”
v Vronsky?” repeated his friend, stifling another yawn.

‘Why, he’s in Petersburg. Went there shortly after you
left and hasn’t been in Moscow since. And if you want
to know, Kostya, I'll tell you honestly,” he went on, put-
ting an elbow on the bed-table and cupping his h‘“fd'
some florid face in his palm, his sleepy, kindly eyes shin-
ing like stars, “it was all your own fault. You were frightened
off by your rival. And 1 am not sure—as I told you then—
not at all sure who had the better chance, Why did you not
take the bull by the horns? I told you then that..” He
yawned with his jaws alone, without opening his mouth;;

Does he know I made her an offer or does he not:
thought Levin, glancing at him, There is something slys
diplomatic in his face. Conscious that he was blushing
he nevertheless looked directly at Oblonsky. .

_“If she felt anything, it was only that she was in love
with his good looks,” went on Oblonsky. “It was not she but
her mother who was under the spell of his being 3,gm‘,E
aristocrat and holding such a high place in society.
. Levin frowned. The affront of his rejection stabbed him
in the heart like an immediate, newly-dealt wound. But he
was at_home, and at home even the walls are 2 support

“Wait, wait,” he said, interrupting Oblonsky, you
speak of his being an aristocrat. Allow me to ask what is
5o aristocratic in Vronsky—or anyone else, for that mat-
ter—that he should be considered superior to me? You
look upon Vronsky as an aristocrat; I do not. A man
whose father climbed up from being a nobody by schem-
ing, and whose mother had affairs with God only knows
who... Oh no, exuse me; it is myself and people like
me whom I consider aristocrats, people who can ]9ok
back upon three or four generations of honourable, high-
ly cultivated families (talent and native intelligence—
that’s another thing), who never curried favour with
anyone or were in need of favour, who lived as my fa-
ther and grandfather lived. I know a great many such
people. You consider it pettifogging for me to count the
trees in my woods, and you make that Ryabinin a pres:
ent of thirty thousand. You are supported by rents and
1 don't know what else; I am not, and that is why I
cherish what I have inherited from my forebears and what
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I gin from my own labours. It is we who are the
aristocrats and not those who live on what the great of
this world deign to give them and who can be bought
for ten kopeks.”

“Who are you quarrelling with? I agree with you,”
said Oblonsky sincerely and cheerfully, although he
sensed that his friend included him among those who
could be bought for ten kopeks. But Levin’s vehemence
pleased him. “Who are you quarrelling with? Much that
you say about Vronsky is not true, but that is not what
1 am talking about. 1 am telling you frankly, if I were
you I would go back to Moscow with me and—"

“No, 1 won't; 1 don’t know whether you know it or
not, and it is all the same to me. I will tell you—1I made
her an offer and was rejected, and Princess Kitty Scher-
batskaya is now for me a painful and humiliating re-
membrance,”

“But why? That is nonsense!™ . R

“Let’s not speak of it any more. Pray forgive me if I
was rude to you,” said Levin. Now that he had unbur-
dened his heart he was as he had been in the morning.
“You're not angry with me, Steve? Please do not be angry
with me,” he said with a smile, taking his friend’s hand.

“Not in the least, there’s nothing to be angry about.
I'm glad we have had it out. Oh, 1 say, sometimes the
shooting is capital in the morning. Shall we try it? I
would not come back here to sleep but go directly to
the station.”

“We’'ll do it!”

18

Even though all of Vronsky’s inner life was taken up
by his passion, his outer life went rolling along unswerv-
ingly, unhaltingly, on the cldlfamlhar rails of SDC'lal
and’ regimental connections and_interests. I'{eg?mcmal in-
terests occupied 2 great place in Vronsky's life because
he loved his regiment, but more particularly because the
regiment loved him. The men were not onl.y devoted to
him, they esteemed and were proud of him, and they
were proud of him because he, a man of enormous
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wealth, of outstanding education and ability, a man fo
whom the road to every sort of success gratifying hi
vanity and ambition lay wide open, had not taken thi
road; of all the interests life had to offer he had embraced
the interests of his regiment and his comrades. Vron-
sky was fully aware of his comrades’ regard for him and,
in addition to enjoying this sort of life, he felt bound
to justify the regard in which they held him.

It goes without saying that he never spoke to any of
his comrades about his love, not even in their wildest
debauches (he, by the way, never got so drunk as to lose
control of himself), and he always stopped the mouth of
any irresponsible comrade who so much as hinted at his
liaison. Even so, his love was known to the whole town—
everyone made more or less correct guesses as to his rela-
tions with Madame Karenina—and most of the young
men envied him for what was in fact the most oncrous
aspect of his love—Karenin’s high public position and
the consequent prominence it gave the affair in society-

Most.of the young women, who envied Anna and hat
grown tired of hearing her called virtuous, revelled in their
conjecturing and only waited for the change in public
opinion to be confirmed to crash down upon her with all
the weight of their contempt. They were already making
ready the clumps of mud they would fling at her when
the time was ripe. But most middle-aged people and cer-
tain influential personages deplored the scandal about
to break upon society.

On learning of Vronsky's affair, his mother was at
first pleased, for, according to her, nothing gave the
final polish to a young man’s brilliance as did an affair in
high society, and she was also gratified to discover that
Madame Karenina, whom she had taken such a fancy to,
and who had told her so much about her little boy, be
haved exactly as did all beautiful and respectable women
in Countess Vronskaya’s opinion. But quite recently she
had learned that her son had turned down an offer of
a post important for the furtherance of his career just
so that he could remain in his regiment and be near
Madame Karenina; she had also learned that this had
displeased certain  high-placed personages and so she
had chaneed her attitude. She further onposed the affair
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because from all she heard it was not one of those bril-
ant, graceful society liaisons to which she could lend
€r approval, but a kind of Werther-like, desperate
passion. which might, she was told, lead he'r son to do

¢ demanded that he come and visit her.

. The elder son was also displeased with his brother. He
id not go into what sort of love it was—big or little,
passionate or dispassionate, sinful or sinless (he himself,
father of - children, supported a ballet-dancer and there.

Pleased, and so he disapproved of jt.
Vronsky had an occupation besides army service and
sodlety: horses, for which he had a passion.

IS year a steeplechase had been arranged for the
officers, Vronsky signed up to enter it, bought himself a
Pureblood English mare, and, notwithstanding his love
affal}”, was passionately, if with restraint, engrossed in the
coming races,

These two Passions did not interfere with each other,

n }he contrary, he needed some distraction, some ab-
sotbing interest apart from his love, an interest which
would " offer him reljef and recuperation from his too
CXhausting emotions.

19

On the day of the races at Krasnoye Selo, Vronsky
came carlier than usual to have a steak in the regiment
mess-hall. He had no need of observing a strict diet for
his weight was exactly the four and a half poods allowed
him, He must not gain anything, however, and for that
Treason he avoided bread and sweets. He sat with his
jacket unbuttoned over his white waistcoat, both elbows
on the table, reading a French novel that lay open on his
Elatc while he waited for the steak to be brought him. As

€ stared at the book, whose sole purpose was to make it
unnecessary for him to talk to the officers who kept
Coming and going, he gave himself up to his thoughts,
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. His thoughts were of Anna, who had promised to meet
him after the races today. He had not scen her for three
days, and since her husband had just returned from a
trip abroad he did not know whether she could keep
her promise and how he could find out. The last time he
had seen her had been in the country at his cousin Betsy's
country-house. He went as little as possible to the Ka-
renins’” country-house. Now he wanted to go there and
was_pondering the question of how it could be done.

“I shall go and say that Betsy sent me to find out if
she would be at the races. Of course I shall go,” he re:
solved, raising his head from the book. His face brightened
as he imagined the joy of seeing her.

“Send a man to my house and have them bring round
trotka as quickly as possible,” he said to the waiter who
brought him his steak on a hot silver platter. He pulled
the platter towards him and began eating.

From the adjoining billiard room came the sound of
voices, laughter and the click of balls. Two officers en
tered the hall through the main door: one of them, a young
man with a pale thin face, had lately come to the regh
ment from the Page Corps; the other was a puify old of-
ficer with little eyes sunken in fat and with a bracelet
on one wrist.

Vronsky glanced at them, frowned, turned his eyes
to his book and began reading and eating as if he had not
seen them. )

“What? Fortifying yourself for the work ahead?” said
the puffy officer, sitting down beside him. L.

“As you see,” replied Vronsky, frowning and wiping
his mouth without looking up.

“Aren’t you afraid of getting fat?” said the man as he
pulled out a chair for the younger officer.

“What?” said Vronsky brusquely, making a face that
exposed his rows of even white teeth.

“You're not afraid of getting fat?”

“Waiter! A bottle of sherryl” said Vronsky without
answering. Moving his book to the other side, he went

on reading.
The puffy officer took up the list of wines and turned

to the young onc. i )
“You choose the drinks,” he said, handing him the
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list and looking at him.

“Hock for me,” said the young officer, glancing shyly
at Vrousky and pulling at the hairs of his scanty mous-
tache. Seeing that Vronsky steadfastly ignored them, the
young officer got up.

“Let’s go and play billiards,” he said.

f;fhe puffy officer obediently got up and they walked
oll.

. Just then Captain Yashvin, a tall, well-built man, came
i, nodded haughtily to the two officers and made for
the table where Vronsky was sitting.

“Ah! So here you are!™ he cried, bringing a broad
band down on Vronsky’s shoulder. Vronsky looked up
angrily, but instantly his face lighted up with his charac-
teristic look of steady and serene affection.

Good for you, Alexei,” went on the captain in a re-
sounding baritone. “When you've finished eating yow’ll
have one little drink with me.”

Tve done eating.”

‘No separating those two,” added Yashvin, looking
dcnswely after the two officers who were leaving the
hau..He sat down next to Vronsky, making sharp angles
of his legs-in tight-futting breeches, which were too long
to fit under the table. “Why weren’t you at the theatre
last 7night? Numerova was not bad at all. Where were
ou?”

::At Princess Betsy’s,” said Vronsky.
‘Ah,” returned Yashvin.

Yashvin-a rake, a gambler, a man not merely without
Principles but with immoral ones—this Yashvin was Vron-
sky’s best {riend in the regiment. Vronsky admired him
for his extraordinary physical strength, displayed for the
most part in his ability to drink oceans of wine and go
without sieep and yet retain all his facuities; and for his
gveat moral strength, displayed in his relations with com-
rades and superior officers alike, all of whom he
made fear and respect him, and in his gambling, which

e did on a scale of tens of thousands, playing so boldly
and adroitly, regardless of how much he had drunk, that
he had won the reputation of being the best player at
the English club. But most of all Vronsky was devoted to

im because he felt that Yashvin liked him for his own
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sake and not for his name and money. Yashvin was the
only one of all his acquaintances whom he wished to tell
about his love. He felt that Yashvin alone, despite his
apparent contempt for sentiment, could understand the
great passion that now absorbed his entire being. Moreover
he was convinced that Yashvin did not revel in it as gossip
and scandal but understood his feclings as they ought to
be understood, that is, he knew and believed that his love
was not just a whim or passing fancy, but something
serious and important,

Vronsky did not speak to him of his love, but he was
aware that he knew all about it and that he understood
it_correctly and it pleased Vronsky to read this in his
friend’s eyes. ,

“Ah, yes,” murmured Yashvin in response to.Vronsky;
saying he had been at Princess Betsy’s, and with 2 flas!
of his black eyes he took hold of the left side of hg
moustache and put it in his mouth, as he had the ba
habit of doing. - 4

“And what did you do last night? Win?” aske:
Vronsky. 1

“Eight thousand. But three of them don’t count.
don’t expect ever to sec them.” »

“Well then, no harm done if you lose on me today,
laughed Vronsky (Yashvin had made a large bet on
Vronsky). L

“I have no intention of losing. Your only rival is
Makhotin.” ,

Conversation turned to the expectations of the dalﬂds
steeplechase, which was the only thing Vronsky co
think of now. .

*“Come along, I've finished,” said Vronsky, getting up
and going towards the door. Yashvin also got up, un
folding his long legs and trunk. . ik

“It’s 100 early for me to dine but I should like a drink.
Ill be with you in a minute. Waiter, some wine!” he
called out in the deep voice for which he was famous in
the regiment and which fairly make the windows rattle.
“No, don’t bother,” he called out again; then, to Vron-
sky: “If you’re going home I shall go with you.”

He and Vronsky went out.
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20

Vronsky was quartered in a large clean peasant house

with a partition down the middle. Petritsky lived with
him in camp too. Petritsky was sleeping when Vronsky and
Yashvin came in.
. “Get up, you've had enough sleep," said Yashvin, go-
ing to the other side of the partition and shaking the
Eilshcvelcd Petritsky, who was lying with his nose buried
in the pillow,

Petritsky leaped to his knees and locked about him.

“Your brother was here,” he said to Vronsky. “Woke
me up, damn him. Said he would come back.” Once more
he pulled up the blanket and threw himself back on the
pillow. “Oh, stop it, Yashvin,” he said irritably to Yash-
vin, who kept tugging at the blanket. “Stop it!” He
wmed over and opened his eyes. “You'd do better to
tell me what I can drink to kill this foul taste in
my mouth.”

“Vodka’s the best thing,” roared Yashvin. “Teresh-
chenko! Bring your master some vodka and cucum-
bers,” he called out, evidently enjoying the sound of his
powerful voice.

_“Vodka, you say? Eh?”’ asked Petritsky, screwing up
his face and rubbing his eyes. “Will you have some too?
Good, well all have a drink together. You too, Vron-
sky?” asked Petritsky, getting up and wrapping the
blanket round him.

He stood in the door of the partition, raised his arms
and began singing in French, ** “The mighty King of Thu-u-
wle...” Vronshy, will you have a drink too?”

“Be off with youl” said Vronsky, putting on the coat
his valet had brought him.

“Where are you going?” Yashvin asked him. *“Look,
here comes a troika,” he added, catching sight of a car-
riage-and-three approaching the hut.

“I'm going to the stables and then I have to go and
see Bryansky about the horses,” said Vronsky.

Vronsky really had promised to take money to Bryan-
sky, who lived some ten versts from Peterhof; he hoped
to have time to do it now. But his friends understood it
was not only to Bryansky he was going. Petritsky winked
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and pursed his lips without breaking off his song
as much as to say, “We know that Bryansky o
yourst”

. “See that you're not late,” was the only remark Yash-
vin made; then, to change the subject: *How is my roan
doing?” he asked, looking out of the window at the shaft
horse, which he had sold Vronsky. .

“Wait!” shouted Petritsky to Vronsky who was going
out. “Your brother left a letter and a note. Now whert
could they be?”

Vronsky turned.

“Well, where are they?” .

“Where are they?—that is the question!” said Petritsky
solemnly, shaking a finger at him, .

“Come, stop clowning,” said Vronsky with a smile.

“l didn’t light a fire.. They must be here some
where.”

“Come, come, old boy! Where’s the letter?” )

“Honestly I've forgotten. Or was it just a dream:
Wait, wait... No sense in getting angry, now! If y0“d
drunk four bottles as I did last night you’d forget your
own name. Wait, I'll remember.”

Petritsky went behind the partition and lay down on
his bed.

“I lay here, he stood there. Ah, yes. Yes, yes! Presto!
Here you are!” and he pulled the letter out from under
the mattress where he had hidden it.

Vronsky took the letter and the note from his brother-
It was just what he had expected—the letter from his
mother reproached him for not coming to see her an
the note from his brother said he wished to speak toO
him. Vronsky knew it was all about the same thing, What
business is it of theirs? he thought and, folding the let-
ter, he slipped it between the buttons of his coat so as
to read it more attentively on the road. As he was going
out he met two officers, one of them from their regiment,
the other from a different one.

Vronsky’s quarters served as 2 gathering-place for
all the officers. .

“Where are you going?”

“To Peterhof. Business.”

“Has your horse come from Tsar
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“Yes, but I haven’t seen it yet.” | "

“They say Makhotin’s Gladiator has gone ame. to race

“Nonsense, But how on earth are you going to
n this mud?* said the other officer. , i .

“Look, the cure for my hangover!” Petritsky i"le“ii:}‘:
he newcomers; in front of him s‘t‘ood his ordt;r{must
odka and cucumbers on a tray. “Yashvin say:
irink to get sober,” Cre s £

“You gccrtainly let us have it last night! tSél,l,d one o
he newcomers, “Not a wink of sleep did wtt',g’e o Petrits.

“Didn’t we end up with a flourish, just!” sai he s
Y. “Volkoy up there on the roof .compflalmrﬁ e
1 the dumps, Me calling for music—a unﬂ;he steains
hat’s how he fell asleep—up on the roof to
fa funeral march!”

“Here, drink upl A glass of vodka for su;]t:v iinds t;lrl‘edff
ltzer water and'a lot of lemon,” said iasr i e
'§ over Petritsky liké a mother making Z ore than
edicine, “After that a little champagne—n
e bottle,” .

"Tﬁat’: what I call good advice. Wait, Vronsky, you
Ave a dri k, too.” . o

“Na:), ngrclmdl;);e, gentlemen. I'm not ?drmkm‘gveh"d‘i{,u

“Think it’ll make you put on weight? Very ter and
ink  without you, Bring on the seltzer wal
mons,” the

“%r:sonskyl" somebody called out when he reached
ltrance,

“ " . . -

&‘,’gﬁ% better have your hair cut, it weighs a ton, es
i d top.” . . H
%igxsz;‘zolﬁggalreaﬁs was thinning ll’]'e(;“;i(suzzlg ovci
ighed gaily, showing his even teetll'l‘, p:rr:iage.

s bald spot, went out and got into the Cb i take out

“To the stables,” he said, and was abou ot wanting
¢ letter to re-read but thought better °f.’t;; his horse.

distract his mind until he had examin

ater,”
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21

The temporary stable, a mere wooden shed, was situat:
ed near the race-course, and his mare was to have been
brought there on the previous day. He had not yet seelt
her. For the last few days he himself had not exercised
her but had left this to the trainer and at the moment
he had no idea of the state of his horse on delivery and
now. Scarcely had he got out of his carriage when his

oom, recognizing the carriage, called the trainer.
ean Englishman in high boots and a short vest, with 2
tu.ft of pcnrd growing under his chin, came to meet him
W‘E.h a jockey’s awkward rolling gait, elbows extended:

“Wcll,. how is Frou-Frou?” asked Vronsky in ?ﬂghs}"

All right, sir,” replied the Englishman in a voice that
seemed to remain inside of him. “Better not go if
to her,” he added, raising his cap. “I’ve put a muzzle 08
:er ,fmd she’s edgy. Better not go in, youll only excite

er.
Oh, I shall go in all right. I want to see her.”

“Then come along,” said the Englishman with a frown,
again sieving his words through his teeth, and he led
the way with his rolling gait, working his elbows.

They entered the yard in front of the stable. The stable-
boy, on duty, a pert lad, all dressed up in a bright jacket
and with a broom in his hands, met them and went with
them. Five horses occupied the stalls in the stable
and Vronsky knew that his only serious rival, Makho-
tin’s tall chestnut Gladiator, was one of them. He want*
ed to see Gladiator even more than his own horse, never
having set eyes on him, but he knew that racing eti
quette not only forbade his going to look at the horse
but even asking about him. As he was going down the
passage the stable-boy opened the door of the second
stall on the left and Vronsky caught sight of a big chest-
nut horse with white socks. He knew it was Gladiator
and, like a person avoiding looking at an open letter ad-
dressed to someone else, he turned his head and went t©
Frou-Frou’s stall.

“That’s the horse of Ma-k... Ma-k... can’t never say that |
name,” the Englishman threw over his shoulder, pointing
with a big black-nailed thumb at Gladiator’s stall. '
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“Makhotin? Yes, he’s my only serious rival,” said
Vronsky.

“If you rode him,” said the Englishman, “I'd bet on
you.”

“Frou-Frou’s more nervous, Gladiator more powerful,”
said Vronsky, the compliment to his riding bringing a
smile to his ips.

“In a steeplechase everything depends on the riding
and on pluck,” said the Englishman.

Vronsky felt that his pluck—that is, his energy and
courage—was not only sufficient for the occasion but,
more important still, that nobody in the world could
possibly have more pluck than he had.

“Are you sure I don’t need any more sweating
down?”

“No, you don’t,” replied the Englishman. “Please speak
in a low voice. The horse is excited,” he said, nodding at
the locked stall in front of which they were standing and
from which came the sound of the stamping of hoofs in
straw.

He opened the doar and Vronsky went into a dim stall
lighted by only one small window. A muzzled bay horse
was standing and shifting her feet in the straw. As he
peered into the half-light, Vronsky took in at a glance
all the beauty of his beloved horse. Frou-Frou was 2 horse
of middle height and not perfect in all points. She was
small-boned; her chest was narrow although it curved
bravely out in front. Her haunches drooped a bit and
her legs, especially the hind ones, were considerably
bowed. The muscles of neither fore nor hind legs were
very massive; but she was exraordinarily broad in the
shoulders, a detail particularly striking now that she was
in good form, with a lean belly. Seen from in front, her
shank-bones looked no thicker than a finger, but seen

from the side they were exceptionally broad. All of her
but her chest appeared to be pressed in from the sides
and drawn out in length. But with all her faults she pos-
sessed in the highest degree a quality that made one for-
get everything else—this quality was blood, the blood
that tells, as the English say. The sharply protruding
muscles under a network of veins spreading under thin,
mobile, satin-smooth skin, looked as hard as bone, Her
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finely-chiscled head with its bright, checrful, bulging eyes,
cxpanded at the tip of her muzzle to flaring nostrils
showing the cartilage inside surcharged with blood. Her
entire form, her head in particular, was definite, energet-
fc, and at the same time delicate and tender. She “;3]:
one of those animals who, it would seem, do not spe: ¢
only because the construction of their mouths does no
admit of jt. .
Vronsky, at any rate, fancied that she understood every
thing he felt as he looked at her. d
When Vronsky entered she drew a deep breath ;ﬂt’
rolling a round ‘eye until the white became bIOOd:k'O’
gazed at him from the opposite side of the stall, shaking
her muzzle and lightly shifting from foot to foot. I
“Just see how excited she is,” said the Eﬂgmhmau:
“There now, darling! There, there!” said Vronsky, §
ing up to her and talking soothingly. e-
But the closer he drew the greater became her ch:‘I
ment; only when he stood at her head did she SUd‘::,dCy
relax, her muscles quivering under her thin delicate dl i
Vronsky stroked her strong neck, replaced a stranh
mane that had been tossed to the other side of her sl ?]rsp
crest and thrust his face close to her flaring ""“; i
transparent as a bat’s wing. Loudly she drew her brca:it her
and out through dilated nostrils, shuddered, flattene L
sharp ears and stretched firm black lips towards \{ronihi’
as if to catch him by the sleeve, but, rcmcmbcnng1 -
muzzle, shook it and took to shifting her slender leg
again. ; tinle
“Quict, darling, quiet,” he said, stroking her a hat
on the hind quarters; then, happy in the knowledge t
his horse was in excellent form, he left the stall. ys
The horse’s excitement was transmitted to Vrons )(’iv
he felt his heart pounding and, like the horse, he W,an'f‘,
to move, to bite; there was something fearful and joyfu
in his mood. . he
“Well then, I'm counting on you,” he said to t
Englishman, “On the sport at half-past six.” “and
“Everything is ready,” said the Englishman. A"t_
where might you be going, m’lord?” he asked, unexpec
Cdlv el P T e - -
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Vronsky raised his head in astonishment and looked
at him as only he could look, not into the Englishman’s
cyes but at his forehead, astonished by the impertinence
of the question. But when he realized that in asking it
the Eng(ilishman had looked upon him not as his master
but as a jockey, he replied:

N “I must go and see Bryansky, I shall be home in an
our,”

How many times have I been asked that question to-
day! he said to himself, and he blushed, which was most
unusual for him. The Englishman studied him for a mo-
ment as if he knew where Vronsky was going.

“The main thing’s to keep calm and collected before
a race,” he said. “Keep in a good temper, don’t let noth-
ing upset you."”

“Very well,” replied Vronsky with a smile, then he
sprang into the carriage and ordered the driver to take
him to Peterhof.

Scarcely had they gone a few paces when the clouds
that had been threatening rain all morning swooped
down and discharged a downpour.

That's bad, thought Vronsky, putting up the roof of
the carriage. It was muddy before, it will be a very bog
now. Alone in the covered carriage he pulled out his
mother’s fetter and his brother’s note and re-read them.

Yes, all about the same thing. All of them—his mother,
his brother—all of them made it their business to inter-
fere in the affairs of his heart. This interference infuriat-
ed him and he was a man who was rarely infuriated, What
business is it of theirs? Why should all and sundry think
it their duty to look after me? Why do they pester me?
They do it because they see in this something beyond
their understanding. If this were an ordinary vulgar so-
ciety affair they would leave me in peace. They sense
that this is something different, not a mere pastime, that
this woman is dearer to me than life itself. And they can-
not understand it and are annoyed by it. Whatever our
fate, we ourselves are responsible for it and we are not

complaining, he said, and in using the word “we" he
was uniting himself with Anna. But no, they must teach
us how to live, They haven’t the faintest idea what hap-
piness is, they cannot understand that without our love
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there can be neither happiness nor unhappiness for us-
there can be no life at all, he said to himself. c Iy b

He was angry with them for interfering precisely, hct
cause he felt in his heart of hearts that they were rig
—all of them. He felt that the love binding him to Am‘;
was not 2 momentary attachment that would pass, as ;uc.
attachments pass in society, leaving no trace but a }l) l:;i
ant or unpleasant memory. He was aware of al Ity
torment of his and of her position, the tcmblc.d}fﬁcuh:i;
exposed as they were to society’s gaze, of h'd"’g.'.n
love, of lying and deceiving; and of lying ar.\d dccngﬂgs»
resorting to stratagems and constantly thinking of 9: im-
at a time when the intensity of their passion made i s
possible for either of them to think of anything but t
love. PR
Vividly he recalled those ever recurring smmt!o::
when he was forced to resort to the lies and dccePn?hc
so alien to his nature; even more vividly he recalled hi
occasions on which he had noticed the shamC.ShCAnd
when she was forced 1o resort to lies and deception. / e
there came over him an odd sensation that somcnma
visited him now that he was bound to Anna. It “:xli
sensation of loathing directed towards he knew not.g’ He
Karenin? Himself? Society? He could not have sat  off
always drove the sensation away. And now he shook i
and pursued his train of thought: ; now

Formerly she was unhappy but proud and calm.h she
she cannot feel calm and self-respecting even thoug id
does not show it. Yes, an end must be put to it, he 52
to himself resolutely. t be

For the first time he saw clearly that an end mus,tcr.
put to the lic they were living, and the sooner the b:] o
“She and I must leave everything and go away, 20
with our love,” he said to himself.

22
ime h
the tim . ]CI

Y

The downpour did not last long, and b
approached hic dectimast . 3e g% 90" =
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the clouds, the roofs of the houses and the old lime trees
in the gardens on either side of the main street were
gleaming wet, water was dripping merrily off boughs
and streaming off cornices. No longer was he thinking
of the damage this rain would do the race-conrse; he was
glad that, thanks to the rain, he would find her home,
and perchance alone, since he knew that Karenin, who
had recently returned from a foreign spa, had not yet
moved from Petersburg to the country.

Hoping to find her alone, Vronsky alighted before
crossing the little bridge and went to the house on foot,
as he always did so as not to attract attention. He did
not enter the house by the street door but went round
through the yard.

“Is the master home?” he asked the gardener,

. “No, sir. But the mistress be. Go in by the front door,
sir, there’s servants there to let you in,” replied the gar-
dener.

“No, I shall go through the garden.”

Assured now that she was alone, and wishing to take
her by surprise, for he had not promised to come and
she could hardly have expected him on the day of the
races, he approached stealthily, holding his sword tight
against his leg and stepping carefully on the sand of the
paths bordered by flowers, until he came to a veranda
overlooking the garden. Gonme now was all thought
of the dangers and hardships of their position that had
occupied his mind on the way. One thought only oc-
cupied him now: that he was about to see her not
in his mind’s eye but in life, all of her, as she was in
reality. As he mounted the veranda, placing his feet
flatly’ on the low steps to keep them from creaking, he
suddenly remembered that which he always forgot, that
which was the most distressing factor of their relations:
her son, with his questioning and, as Vronsky fancied,
hostile gaze. . . .

More often than anyone else did this child come
between them. When he was present Vronsky and
Anna not only refrained from saying anything that could
not be repeated in front of others, but they did not even
allow themselves to hint at anything beyond the child’s
comprehension. This had come about of itself rather than
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by mutual agreement. They would have consxdcrtdhdf:
ceiving him an injury to themsclves. In his presence :7
behaved as mere ace uaintances. But despite. lhglr ca.
tion, Vronsky often llound Sergei staring at him intense
ly and in perplexity, and he noted a strange Sh)’"‘}‘; md
instability in his attitude—now alfectionate, now col Tn!
withdrwn. It was as if he felt there was some import s
relationship between this man and his mother that ¥
beyond his ken. der-
And the boy did indeed feel that he could not m:)uld
stand their relationship, and, try as he might, he c be.
not discover what his feeling for this ‘man ought ;‘chd-
With the sensitivity of a child to mh:xpll':stanocr;i :n A
ing, he plainly saw that his father, his govemn
nursc-nB of l}hcm not only disliked Vronsky bu!'loi';i
upon him with fear and aversion, though thc)h.'r’n 2
spoke of him; and that his mother looke upon i
her best friend. Tove
What docs it mean? Who is he? How am I ‘;’ ot
him? If I do not understand, it must be my fauh-h. n:vas
be a stupid or a naughty boy, he thought; and tdlsomt-
why he often fixed upon Vronsky his inqu.ll'mg and st and
what hostile gaze, and this explained his shyn;SS .
the instabﬂity of his attitude, which caused Vrons stari-
embarrassment. The child’s presence always and x:l‘ltd‘
ably aroused in Vronsky that odd feeling of unc: The
for loathing which he so often experienced of late. ¢
ild’s presence aroused in both Vronsky and A"m:hc
feeling similar to that of a sea captain who sees from o
compass that the course he is pursuing at great ﬁpcin_
deviates widely from the charted course, but who lsfur-
capable of comecting it; every minute carries him ‘for
ther off the charted course but he dares not admit it, for
to admit the deviation js tantamount to admitting I
evitable destruction, he
This child, with his innocent view of life, was t
compass indicating to them the degree of their deviation
from that which they knew but did not wish to know-
Today Sergei was not at home; Anna was alone Ol':
the veranda waiting for her son, who had gone for a w
and been caught in the rain. She had sent a maid and 2
footman to look for him and was waiting for them to re-
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tumn, In a loose white gown, bordered with embroidery,
she was sitting among the flowers in a corner of the ve-
rnda and did not hear Vronsky approach. Her head
with jts mass of curly black hair was bent over a water-
mg-pot standing on the railing, and she was holding the
cool pot to her fgrchcad with both her lovely hands

her entire figure, her head, her throat, her hands, struck
Vronsky with new force every time he saw them. He stop-
Ped and gazed at her in rapture. Just when he was about
to take a step towards her she sensed his presence, pushed
the“pot away and turned a flushed face to him.

at is it? Are you unwell?” he asked in French,

_"No, I am all right,” she said, getting up and pressing
;115 extended hand tightly, “But 1T was not expecting—
ou.

“Good God, how cold your hands are!” he said.

. “You frightened me,” she said. “I am alone and wait-
ng for Sergei; he went for a walk and they will come
back from that direction.”

‘I‘)espit_c her efforts to be calm, her lips were quivering.

Forgive me for coming but I could not go through
the day’ without seeing you,” he went on in French, the

Nguage he aways used with her so as to avoid ad-
dressing her i Russian as you, which was impossibly
cold and formal, or as thou, which was dangerously in-
timate,

“What is there to forgive? I'm so glad!”

“But I can see you are either unwell or distressed,”
he went on, still holding her hands and bending over
her, “What were you thinking about?”

“One and the same thing,” she said with a smile.

She spoke the truth. At whatever time, at whatever
moment she might be asked what she was thinking
about, the answer would unfailingly be: one and the
same thing, of my happi and my unhappiness. At
the moment of his coming, this is what she had been
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thinking: she had been wondering why for others, f?}:
Betsy, say—she knew of Betsy’s secret liaison Wi "
Tushkevich—all this was easy, and for her it was tt;“
ture? There were special reasons why this thougcs
should torment her now. She asked him about thc.rzcu;
He replied and, seeing that she was perturbed, m;-fact
distract her by recounting in the most mattcrl-chase.
tone all the details of preparation for the steepleC his

Shall I tell him or not? she thought, looking into by
calm and tender eyes. He is so happy, so taken “l; of
his races, he will not understand all the significance.
it for us. hinking

“But you haven’t told me what you were U loun!-
about when 1 came,” he said, breaking off his acct
“Do tell me, Please.” 3 d looked

Without replying she bent her head slightly i}f;l hining
at him_searchingly from under her brows wit h'sh she
eyes fringed by long lashes. The hand with ;-(I:c aw
was playing with a plucked leaf was trembling. ] 1 an
it and his face wore that expression of submissio
slavish devotion which won her heart. joy

“I see that something has happened. Can 1 Cr:]lbling
moment’s peace knowing that something is trotty he
you that I do not share? For God’s sake tell me
implored her.

Ip\h, but I shall never forgive him if he do]c]sh?:lt
understand all the significance of it. Better not t& an
why tempt fate? she thought, still looking at 'hunmort
aware that the hand holding the leaf was trembling
and more.

“For God's sake!™ he repeated, taking her hand.

“You really want me to tell you?”

“Yes, yes, oh yes!”

“I am with child,” she said softly and slowly. es

cpt her ¢y

; ki
The leaf was shaking even more but she P! ews. He

on his so as to see how he would receive ¢ W Af
rillf-'d, was about to say somcthing but checked hlm;“:
et go of her hand and dropped his head. Yes, he “2 his
stands the full significance, sﬂc thought, and presec!
hand gratefully. 4 the
But she was mistaken in thinking he understoo it
significance of the news as she, a woman, understood it
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On hearing it he was seized by a fit of that strange
loathing for something or somebody to which he was
subject, fecling it this time a thousand times stronger
than ever before; at the same time he realized that the
crisis which he had so desired had now come, that they
could no longer hide their relationship from her hus-
band and must put an end to their unnatural position as
quickly as possible, Her physical agitation was commu-
nicated to him, He turned on her a worshipping, submis-
sive gaze, kissed her hand, got up and silently walked
about the veranda, .
“Yes,” he said, coming up to her resolutely, “neither
you nor I have taken our relationship hghtly_, and now
our fate is sealed. We must,” he said glancing round,
“Put an end to the lie we are living.” X -
“Put an end to it? How put an end to it, Alexei? > she
asked softly. She was composed now and her face light-
up with a tender smile, .
i “You must leave your husband and we must join our
ves,”

“The}’ are joined as it is,” she replied in a scarcely
a\l(‘ii\l;le voice. etelo

“Yes, but completel completely. o

"But,how, Alfxei? '}II"each rp;xe hg]w,” she said, in a tone
of woeful mockery for the hopele_ssncss of her sntuat}l]on.
“Is there any way out of our position? Am I not my hus-
band’s wife” . how

“There is a way out of any position. We musthu 1
dCtermination," he said. “Anything is better than t eh_slt-
uation in which you are now. I can see that ;vcrgtn :in,g,
iS 2 torment to you—society, your son, your ] ;ll: s:::or;’x

“Only not my husband,” she said with o‘i;ngd Jeomn.
“I do not know, I do not think of him. He do
e i u. You are

“You are not spcakintghs_mctcr:.;l):; I know you.

hts of him too.

tor‘r“l};:‘(cigcbsx’tth?:‘;go\v yet,” she said, and sudd;nl)l'l s‘;
blushed fiercely—her face, checks, forehead :u;l t ro
Wwere crimson and tears of shame sprang to her eyes.
“Let us not speak of him."
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Several times before Vronsky had tried, if not as res-
olutely as this time, to lead her to a discussion of her
position, and every time he had come up against the same
superficial and light-minded attitude with which she
now met his challenge. It was as if there were something
she coq]d not or would not make clear to herself, as if
every time she began to speak about her position. she,
the real Anna, withdrew into herself and another Annz,
strange and alien, appeared whom he feared rather than
loved, and who repulsed him. But on this occasion he was
determined to have it out. .

“Whether he knows it or not,” said Vronsky in his
characteristic calm and firm tone, “whether he knows it
or not is not our concern. We cannot—you cannot re:
main in your present position, especially now.”

“And what is to be done, in your opinion?” she asked
with the same light mockery. She, who had been so afraid
he would treat lightly her being with child, was now
vexed that he should find in this a reason for taking 2
radical step.

“You must tell him everything and leave him.”

“Very well; let us say I do just that,” she said. “Dq
you know what will happen? I can tell you beforehand,’
and a2 malicious light flared in the eyes that had been
so tender a moment before. “ ‘Ah, so you love anolhel:
and have entered into a sinful relationship with him?'’
In mimicking her husband she stressed the word sinful
in exactly the same way Karenin had done. “ ‘I warne
you of the consequences with respect to religion, the law,
and the family. You did not listen to me. Now I cannot
alow my name to be sullied..”” Anna almost sai
“..and the name of my son”, but she could not speak
of her son in jest. “..and so on in the same vein,” she
added. “In a word, he will declare in his official manner
and with utter clarity and precision, that he cannot release
me and will take every measure at his command to prevent
a public scandal. And he will do exactly what he says, and
do it calmly and punctiliously. That is what will happen.
He is not a man but a machine, and a vicious machinc
when it is angry,” she added, seeing Karenin in her mind's
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£ye, every feature of his appearance, his character and his
manner of speaking, and holding him guilty for everything
she found bad in him and refusing to forgive him for the
terrible guilt ghe herself was guilty of,

“But Anna,” said Vronsky in a soft persuasive voice,
trying to pacify her, “it gtill is necessary to tell him;
after that e can decide what we are to do, depending
on the measures he takes:”

“What, run away?”

“Why not? T see 1o Possibility of going on as we are
—and not for My own sake, I see how you are suffering,”

“Ah, we shal] run away, and I shall'become your mis-
tress? she said angrily.

“Anna!” he murmured with gentle reproach,

“Yes,” she went on, “I shall become your mistress and
all will be lost,”

nCe more she was on the verge of saying: my son,
but sh i d.

3 10 leave matters as they were and evade that terrible
question, what 577 become of my son?

T beg you, I implore you,” she said suddenly in a
Voice now gentle angd sincere, taking his hand, “never
Peak to me of this»

t, Anna—

ever. Leave everything to me. I am aware of all the
horror, all the g, it

gradation of my position; but what you
Suggest is not SO easy as you think. Leave everything
to me and listen to me. And never speak to me of this,
will promise anything, but 1 cannot be at peace, es-

Pecially after vhae you have just told me. I cannot be at
Peace when Youare not at peace, ”
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“I?” she said. “Yes, I am uneasy at times; but that
will pass if you never speak of it to me. I am uneasy only
when you speak of it to me.”

“I don’t understand—"' he said.

“I know how difficult it is for one with your honest
disposition to lie,” she interrupted, “and I pity )’0“'{
often think of how you have ruined your life for my
sake.”

“I was just asking myself,” he said, “how you c"‘,‘l'd
have sacrificed everything for my sake. I cannot forgive
myself for making you miserable,” . 4

“Me miserable?” she said, coming close to him an
gazing into his eyes with a rapturous smile of love. “I T
Like a starving creature who has been given food. Tbc
creature may be cold and in tatters, and he may b€
ashamed, but he is not miserable. I miserable? Oh, no;
here is my happiness...” .

She heard the voice of her son approaching and got ;JP
impulsively, throwing a quick glance round the veran "
The light he knew so well flashed in her eyes and in ond
swift movement she lifted her beautiful hands c.ovc]r.t.
with rings, took his head in them, gazed at_him ]'ms
geringly, then moved her face with open s}'mllngd ]Pn
close to his and quickly kissed him on the lips an b‘l’"
both eyes and pushed him away. She turned to go,
he held her.

“When?” he whispered, gazing at her in ecstasy.

“Tonight at one,” she whispered back and, drav
deep sigh, went to meet her son with her light,
step. . . . 4 he
The rain had found Sergei in the big garden an
and his nurse had taken shelter in 2 summer-house. Jeav-

“Well, goodbye,” she said to Vronsky. I shall be leav,
ing for the races soon. Betsy promised to come for me-

Vronsky glanced at his watch and hurried away.

ving 3
quick

24

.

When Vronsky glanced at his watch on_the Karenins
veranda, he was so perturbed and engrossed in his thous:}ds
that he saw the hands on the face of the watch but di
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tion was he that he could not think of the hour, nor of
whether he had time to call on Bryansky or not, There
was left to him, a5 so often happens, only the superficial
layer of his memory, telling him what action was to fol-
low the last. He went up to the coachman, who was
drowsing on the box in the shadow (already a long shad-
ow) of 5 spreading lime tree, admired the twinkling
columns of gnats above the sweating horses, roused the
coachman, leaped inside and gave orders to drive to
Bryansky’s, Only when they had gone some five miles did
he sufficiemly recover his faculties to look at his watch
andrealize it wag haif Past five and he was Jate,

Several races were to be held that day: the Mounted

The clo_ser they drew to the race-course, passing carriage
; €T carriage coming from country-houses and St, Peters.
g, the keener 8rew his anticipation of the event,

e found_nobody at his quarters, they were all at the
TCes, and his valet was out at the gate waiting for him,
" was dressing, his valet told him that the second

€t had alrca.dy begun, that a number of gentlemen
A€ asking for him and that the stable-boy had
Ome twice,
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He dressed unhurriedly (he never hurried and never
lost self-control) and ordered the coachman to take him
to the stables. From the stables he caught a view of the
sea of carriages, soldiers and strollers surrounding the
race-course and the crowds filling the pavilions. Evident-
ly the second race was under way for he heard the bcg
when he entered the stable. On approaching it he ha
met Makhotin’s white-socked Gladiator, who was being
led to the race-course in a blue-and-orange horse-cloth, his
blue-edged ears looking enormous.

“Where’s Cord?" he asked the groom.

“Inside, saddling.” fed

The stall was open and Frou-Frou was already saddle
when he got there. She was about to be led out.

“I’'m not late?” w .

“All right! Al right!” said the Englishman. “Every
thing is fine. The main thing’s to keep calm.”

Vronsky took a last look at the beautiful Frou-Frou
his favourite style of horse, now quivering in all 3:"
parts. Hardly able to take his eyes off her, he left be
stable. He reached the pavilion at a moment when N
could slip inside unnoticed: the two-verst race was _lllse
coming to an end and all eyes were glued to the Hors
Guard in the lead and the Hussar behind him, who ‘"r;
driving their horses to the utmost as they aPI;"'?“C}’C_
the finishing post. All the watchers were straining tl:)
wards the post from the centre and outer edge C'.f z‘
circle, while a group of Horse Guards shouted their th
light that their man was winning. Vronsky entered th
crowd unperceived just as the bell rang to announce t ;
end of the race and the tall, mud-splashed Horse Guar
who had come in first relaxed in the saddle and loosen "
the reins on his grey, sweat-stained, panting {nf";’“d'

The stallion, bracing its legs with difficulty, diminishc
the speed of its great body and its rider Jooked f?“':i
and forced a smile like one just waking up. His friends
and others flocked round him. iohe

Vronsky deliberately avoided the select group of hig
est society who were walking and conversing witl clillS:
and reserve in front of the pavilions. He found out tha
Anna was among them, as was Betsy -and his slstcr‘;’."'
law, and he purposely did not join them for fear of dis-
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tracting his attention. But he was constantly encounter-
ing acquaintances who stopped to tell him the details

2 man of medjum
size and sturdy byjld like Vronsky but with better features,
ﬂ°’id3 with a red Nose and an open, drink-flushed face,

1d you get my note?” he asked, “You are never to
be found,”

a !.;\lcxander Vronsky, notwithstanding nis inclination to
el Y

auchery and particularly to heayy drinking, for which
€ Was notorious, wag 2 proper courtier,

nd so now, as he spoke to his brother of unpleasant
matters, he §

miled an, assumed the manner of one jest.
18 Over some trifle

Title, aware that the eyes of many might
© fumed to thep,
“T did get it, and to tel] the truth I cannot understang
why you should pe concerned,” sajd Aleye; Vronsky,
1 am concerned becayge I was just told that you
;,Vctl’chnt;t here ang that on Monday You were seen in
¢tethof,”

“There are matters that are ¢ be discussed only by
those who are directly involved ip ¢ em, and the matter
Ofxvhxch You speak is Just such a one,”

Ut in that cage one does not serve jn the milita.
Ty, one-.”

“I beg YOu not to intrude, that is all,” Vronsky’s scowl..
€ his prominent lower jaw began
0 quiver, thing that rarely occurred, A kind-hearteq
,» but when he
£an to quiver, then, as his brother
» he wag dangerous, Alexander smiled cheer-
T only wangeq 10 give you mother’s letter. Answer it
and dc!x_’t BEt upset before the race., Bonne chance,” he
2id smiling ang went away.

Scarc:ly had he gone
an(‘:‘ther fricndly greeting,

So you don’t wane to recognize your friends! Hoyy

when Vronsky was Stopped by
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d’ye do, mon cher!” said Oblonsky, his ruddy face and
sleek, well-brushed whiskers showing to as good advan-
tage among this brilliant Petersburg society as in Moscow.
“I got here yesterday and very glad I am to be able to
witness your triumph. When shall T see you?” h
“Come to my quarters tomorrow,” said Vronsky. Wi
an apology and a warm squeeze of his friend’s arm, h‘
went to the middle of the course where the horses for the
steeplechase already assembled. . .
The steaming, exhausted horses that had just run wer
being led away by their grooms; one by one aPPm‘t_
fresh new horses, most o[gl;hcm English breeds, Sugg"ts.c
ing, in their hoods and with their tight bellies, fam"s.'s_
enormous birds. Off to the right his groom was excrfl
ing the lovely Frou-Frou, whose long pasterns gave her s ip
the resilience of springs. Not far away from her they wcrl
taking the horse-cloth off the long-eared Gladiator. Vio ¢
sky found himself gazing involuntarily at this big hax;(
some horse, perfect in form, with splendid haunches Bcc
with pasterns so exceptionally short that they were §car"’.r
ly to be seen above the hoofs. He wanted to go to his o "
horse but again he was stopped by an acquaintance an
had to exchange a few words. ) atge’s
“Ah, there’s Karenin,” said the acquaintance. i :rc
looking for his wife and she's inside the pavilion. Ha
you seen her?” . ch
*“No, I have not,” said Vronsky and without so mll: d
as_glancing at the pavilion where his acquaintance ha
said Anna was, he went to his horse. . hich
Before he had time to inspect the saddling, as to whi .
he had some instructions to give, the riders were 5[‘)";‘5
moned to the pavilion where they were to draw r}llml ;
and be sent to their places. Seventeen officers with :’nlg
solemn faces, many of them pale, gathered in the P;‘hc
ion and drew their numbers. Vronsky's was seven.
command was given: “Mount!” £ all
Aware that he and other riders were the focus o s
eyes, Vronsky went to his horse in a state of tenseness t ﬂd
aKvays made him move slowly and deliberately. Cord hﬁd
dressed himself up for the occasion: he had on a rql;g
black hat, top-boots, a black coat buttoned up, and a sti a{
starched white collar that pushed up his cheeks. As
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ways, he displayed an air of serene importance as he
stood in front of the horse, holding her by both reins.
Frou-Frou was still trembling as with the ague. She rolled an
eye full of fire at Vronsky when he came up. Vronsky
thrust a finger under the saddle-girth. The horse rolled her
eyes the more, bared her teeth and flattened an ear. The
Englishman pursed his lips in what was meant to be a
smile at Vronsky’s having verified his saddling.

“Mount her, you'll feel less nervous.”

Vronsky took a last look at his rivals. He knew he
would not see them when the race was on. Two of them
had already set out for the starting-point, Galtsin, his
friend and one of his more formidable rivals, was danc-
ing round his bay mount, who would not let him get into
the saddle. A little Hussar of the Life Guards in tight
riding-breeches went galloping past crouched like a cat on
his horse’s croup in imitation of English jockeys. Prince
Kuzovlev was sitting white-faced on his pedigreed mare
from the Grabov stud-farm, which an English groom was
leading by the reins, Vronsky and all his friends knew
Kuzovlev for his “weak” nerves and excessive vanity.
They knew he was afraid of everything, afraid even to
ride a spirited horse; and now, just because it was hazard-
ous, just because men broke their necks and a doctor,
a nurse and a hospital cart with a red cross on it were
stationed at every obstacle, he had decided to enter the
races. Their eyes met and Vronsky winked at him affec-
tionately and approvingly. The only one Vronsky did not
see was his main rival, Makhotin on Gladiator.

“Don’t hurry,” Cord admonished Vronsky. “And remem-
ber: don’t hold her in at the obstacles and don’t spur her
on, let her go as she likes.”

“Very well, very well,” said Vronsky, taking the reins.

“Take the lead if you can; but if you fall behind, don’t
give up till the end.”

The horse had not had time to take a step before Vron-
sky in one strong agile movement, slipped 2 foot into the
ridged steel stirrup and swung his muscular body up into
the creaking leather saddle. When his right foot was in
the stirrup, he evened the reins in his fingers with a habit-
ual gesture and Cord-let go. As if uncertain on which
foot to step out, Frou-Frou pulled on the reins by stretch-

et
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mdg her long neck, then set out as on springs, rocking the
fder on her flexible back. Cord walkc:dg beside them
with quickening steps. The excited horse tried to break
free by pulling on the reins now from one side, now from
the other, and Vronsky tried vainly to soothe her with
voice and hand.

Soon they came to dammed-up stream that was near
the starting-point. Many of the racers were ahead, many
behind; suddenly Vronsky heard 2 horse alloping through
the mud of the road behind him and tic next moment
Makhotin dashed past on his white-socked, long-eared
Gladiator, Makhotin smiled, showing his long teeth, but
Vronsky shot him an angry look. He had never liked
him and liked him less than ever now that he was his
most formidable rival, and he was angry that he should
have galloped past, inflaming his horse. Frou-Frou threw
out her left foot for 2 gallop and made two leaps for-
ward, but, pulled in by the reins, resentfully switched 'g
a trot that bounced her rider in the saddle. Cor
frowned as he followed them almost at a run.

25

Seventeen officers in all took part in the steeplechase.
The course was a big threc-mile elliptical ring in front
of the pavilion. Nine obstacles had been set up along the
course: a stream, a wall five feet high in front of the Pa!":l'
ion, a dry ditch, a ditch filled with water, a hill, an Iris
barricade” (perhaps the most difficult of the _obstal.clfs)
consisting of a mound with brush-wood stuck into it to
hide the ditch beyond, so that the horse had to take the
mound and ditch in one leap or be killed; then there were
two other ditches filled with water and one dry one. The
steeplechase ended in front of the pavilion. It ng‘”:iv
however, not at the ring but two hundred yards beyon
it, and it was there that the first obstacle was met with—2
stream seven fect wide which the riders could either jump
or ford as they chose. d

Three times the competitors lined up for the start an
each time one horse set out too soon and the whole thing
had to be repeated. Colonel Sestrin, an experienced um-
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pire, was beginning to lose his temper when at last, on
his fourth “Away!” the start was successful.

All eyes, all field glasses, were trained on the colour-
ful group of riders as they lined up.

“They’re offl” came from every side after moments of
hushed anticipation.

Now singly and in small groups the spectators ran from
place to place to get a better view, In the first moments
the riders strung out and they could be seen approaching
the stream one after another in twas and threes. It ap-
peared to the onlookers that they had all set out at once,
but for the riders there were seconds of difference that
were of immense importance.

The excited and too nervous Frou-Frou missed the first
momtent and several horses got ahead of her, but even
before they had taken the stream Vronsky, who was hold-
ing in the straining mare with all his force, easily over-
took three rivals, so that the only horses ahead of him
were Makhotin’s chestnut Gladiator, whose hind quarters
were working evenly and easily directly in front of Vronsky,
and the lovely Diana carrying poor Kuzovlev, who was
more dead than alive with fright.

In the first moments Vronsky had neither himself nor
his horse under control. Until he reached the first obsta-
cle, the stream, he could not guide his horse’s movements.

Gladiator and Diana got to the stream at almost the
same moment: in the wink of an eye they had risen into
the air and were flying to the other side; imperceptibly,
as if on wings, Frou-Frou soared after them, but at the very
instant that Vronsky felt himself in the air he caught
sight of Kuzovlev almost under Frou-Frou’s feet, struggling
on the ground with Diana on the ather side of the stream.
Kuzovlev had loosened the reins after the jump and he
and the horse had gone head over heels. It was only later
that Vronsky heard the explanation; the only thing he
knew now was that they were directly underneath him
and Frou-Frou might come down on Diana’s head or leg.
But, like a falling cat, Frou-Frou twisted her body so as to
miss the horse and went on her way.

Oh, you darling! thought Vronsky.
After this Vronsky had complete control over the horse
and held her in, intending to take the wall after Makho-
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tin and try to overtake him on the five hundred yards of
clear stretch before the next obstacle.

The wall stood in front of the Tsar’s pavilion. The Tsar
and the court as well as the crowd were all watching
them—him and Makhotin, who was one length ahead-as
they approached the Devil (as the wall was called):
Vronsky felt the cyes fixed on him from all sides, but
he saw nothing but the ears and neck of his horse, the
carth flying towards him and the croup and white feet 0
Gladiator moving swiftly, rhythmically, in front of l;m
and keeping the distance between them the same. Gla ;3
tor rose into the air without so much as touching 1 °
boards, and with a flash of his tail was gone from Vron
sky’s view,

“Bravol” somebody shouted. .

At almost the same instant the wall flashed past hxm{
past Vronsky. Without the slightest change of mover}!llfﬂd
the horse had taken the obstacle; the wall was behin
him but he had heard a little knock: the mare, C’;C;:;d
by Gladiator’s proximity, had jumped too soon and ha¢
struck the wall with a hind hoof. But she did not dlml")‘
ish her pace and Vronsky, hit in the face by a clump h
mud, realized that Gladiator was still just one lcnkg:d
ahead. Again he could see the horse’s croup, his dOIC no-
tail, and those fast-moving white feet that could not leng
then the distance between them. ime

Just as Vronsky was thinking that now was the ti o
to overtake Makhotin, Frou-Frou, to whom her m”fdc .
thought was communicated, increased her speed constCa_
ably without the least urging and began to gain on win
khotin from the advantageous inner side. But Ma.khok
did not let her take the inner side. No sooner had \_/rot{““)"
considered the possibility of overtaking Mak}.wtln dnl)yc-
the outer side than Frou-Frou shifted her direction an .
gan overtaking him from precisely that side. I{rou'F""j‘.'a_
shoulder, now dark with sweat, drew even with Gla ls
tor’s hind quarters. In this way they advanced a few paccs-
But just before getting to the next obstacle Vronih)_s'
who did not want to take the big outer circle, used ’f
reins and quickly, on the hill itself, forged ahead 0!-
Makhotin. He caught a glimpse of Makhotin’s mud-spat
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sky passed Makhotin, but he was conscious of his being
cose behind him, he heard Gladiator’s rhythmic hoof-
beats and his snorting breath directly behind him.

The next two obstacles, a ditch and a fence, were easi-
ly taken, but Vronsky heard Gladiator’s hoofs and snorts
coming closer. He urged on his mare and was overjoyed
to see how easily she picked up speed, so that the sound
of Gladiator’s hoof-beats receded.

Vronsky had taken the lead as he had hoped to do and
as qud had advised him to do, and now he was sure of
his victory. His excitement, his joy, and his tenderness
for Frou-Frou grew with every moment. He felt an impulse
to look behind but he dared not do so, and he tried to
calm himself and not urge the horse on but keep her ye-
serves of strength equal to what he believed Gladiator
had. The most difficult obstacle awaited him: if he took
it ahead of the others he was sure to come in first. He
was approaching the Irish barricade. He and Frou-Frou had
seen it from a distance and both of them, he and the
horse, suffered a moment’s doubt. He noticed the indeci-
sion in the horse’s ears and lifted his whip, but the next
instant he realized his doubts had been unfounded: the
horse knew what she must do. She strained forward and,
with the balance and precision he had anticipated,
pushed off the ground amFsurrendercd herself to the force
of inertia, which carried her far beyond the ditch; in the
same rhythm, without any effort, Frou-Frou continued the
race.

“Bravo, Vronsky!” were the cries that came from a
knot of men—he knew they were friends from his regi-
ment~standing beside the obstacle; he could not mistake
Yashvin’s voice but he did not see him.,

“Oh, my beauty!” he said to Frou-Frou, as he listened
for sounds coming from behind. He’s over, he thought,
hearing Gladiatar’s hoofs again. There remained only one
more obstacle, a ditch with water in it, five feet wide.
Vronsky did not so much as look at it; longing to come
in 2 good distance ahead of everyone else, he began work-
ing the reins circularly, lifting and lowering the horse’s
head in thythm to her hoofs. He felt that she was using
up her last reserves of strength; not only were her neck
and shoulders wet but drops of sweat stood out on her
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!1cad, }_mr crest, and her sharp cars, and she was breath
ing quickly and superficially. But he knew her reserve
were more than enough to carry her over the remainin;
five hundred yards. A peculiar smoothness of movemen
and a sense of being c]‘:)scr to the ground told him hov
much she had increased her speed. She flew over the
ditch as if she had not even noticed it; she flew over it
like a bird, but at that very instant Vronsky to his hor-
ror failed to coordinate his movements with those of the
horse; for some incomprehensible reason he made a dis
astrous, unforsivnblc mistake by recovering his scat too
soon. Everything changed in a second and he knew 2
terrible thing had happened. Before he could say what it
was, the white hoofs of the chestnut stallion flashed u"dcdr
his very nosc as Makhotin galloped past. Vronsky ‘S’uchc
the ground with one foot and the horse fell on this foot:
He had hardly freed his leg when she collapsed on hef
side. Snorting loudly and twisting her steaming neck if
a vain strugele to regain her legs, she lay writhing 0':
the ground like a shot bird. Vronsky’s clumsy movcmtﬂd
had broken her back. It was much later that he leame
this; now he only saw that Makhotin was galloping away
and he was standing, reeling, on the muddy unmoving
earth and in front of him, breathing heavily, lay F’?“'Fl:o;:
with her head stretched toward him, looking at him wx;
her beautiful eyes, Still ignorant of what had happencCs
Vronsky tugged at the reins to pull her up. Again S1¢,
struggled like a fish, her saddle.wings flapping, and she
managed to get up on her front legs but she could "ok
lift her hind quarters and after another struggle saﬂd
back on her side. Vronsky, his face white and distorte
with rage and his lower jaw quivering, kicked her in the
belly with his heel and” again tugged at the reins. But
she did not move; with her muzzle pressed to the carth,
she only turned an cloquent glance on her master. 1

“A-a-al” groaned Vronsky, clutching his head. “A-33’
What have I done!” he cried. “Lost the race! And all my
own fault—shameful, inexcusable! And that poor Tovely
horse ruined! A-a-a! What have I done!” .

A doctor and his assistant, officers from his regiment
and a host of onlookers came running towards him. To
his own chagrin he found himself whole and unharmed-
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The horse’s back was broken and she had to be shot,
Vrons.ky was incapable of answering questions or of

caking at all. He turned without picking up the cap

at had slipped off his head and walked away, unmind-
ful of where he was going, He could not have felt more
wretched. For the first time in his life he knew that
2 grievous misfortune had come to him, a misfortune

al was irreparable and for which he himself was to
blame,

Yashvin ran after him with his cap and saw him home,
and in half an hour Vronsky was himself again. But the
memory of that race remained for long the worst, the
most painful memory of his life,

26

OutWardly Karenin’s relations with his wife remained
what th y had always been. The only difference was that
€ Was more busy now than ever before. As in previous
years, he went to a foreign spa in the spring to restore
the damage done to his health by the intense labours of
i€ winter, and as usual he retuned in July and imme-
diately took up his responsibilities with redoubled energy.
And as usual his wife moved in summer to their dacha
n the country and he remained in St. Petersburg.

. Not once “since that conversation following the eve-
hing spent at Princess Betsy’s had he spoken to Anna of
1s suspicions and jealousy, and his favourite tone of su-
percilious mockery proved to be particularly suited to his
Present relations with his wife. He became somewhat
cooler towards her. Perhaps he harboured the least re-
sentment for her having repulsed him that night, but his
attitude was tinged with vexation, nothing more. You did
not wish to have things out with me, he seemed to say,
addressing her in imagination. So much the worse for
you. Now when you come to me to have things out J am
the one who will refuse. So much the worse for you. He
said this to himself as a person who, having vainly tried
to put out a fire and having become angered by the vain-
ness of his efforts, might say: “A fig for you! You shall
bumn for jtt”
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This man, who was so clever and subtle in public
affairs, did not understand the foolishness of such an at
titude. He did not understand it because he found the real
situation too dreadful to face. Deep in his heart he shut,
locked and sealed the box in which he ktsﬂ his feeling
for his family—that is, for his wifc and son. He, an atten-
tive father, became cold 1o his son by the end of the win-
ter and adopted towards him the same bantering tonc he
used with his wife: “Ah, young man!" was the way he
addressed him, .

Karenin believed and declared that he had never before
had so many matters to attend to; he refused to admit
that he himsclf invented these matters, that they f‘P"lI
sented onc of the means by which he prevented l}lm{d
from opening the box wherein lay his feeling for his wife
and family and his thoughts of them, which became the
more temifying the longer they lay locked up. If anyont
had had the right to ask Karenin what he thought of his
wife’s behaviour he, the meck, mild Alexei Alexandrovich,
would have made no reply, but would have been exceed-
ingly angry with whoever had asked him this. That is
why he always presented a proud and austere face when
he was asked about his wife’s health. Karenin did not
wish to think of his wife’s feclings and behaviour, and in
fact he did not think of them.

Karenin always took the same dacha in Peterhof, and
usually Countess Lydia Ivanovna lived there in the sum-
mer as their neighbour and was in constant commurllc?d‘
tion with Anna. This year Countess Lydia Ivanovna
not live in Peterhof, did not pay a single call on, An“"’t:
and dropped hints to Karenin as to the jmpropricty 0
Anna’s intimacy with Betsy and Vronsky. Karenin curtly
put a stop to this, asserting that his wife was beyond sus-
picion. After that he avoided Countess Lydia Ivanovna.
He did not see and did not want to see that many }_’COPIC
of their set were looking askance at his wife; he did not
understand and did not want to understand why that
summer his wife insisted on moving from Peterhof to
Tsarskoye Selo, which was where Betsy lived and not
far away from the camp where Vronsky’s regiment was
stationed. He did not allow himself to think of this and
he did not think of it; but at the same time in his heart
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of hearts, even though he did not admit it to himself and
had not the slightest proof of it, he knew without a doubt
that he was a deceived husband and suffered greatly from
the knowledge. i
OW many times during his eight years of happy life
with his wife had Karenin said to himself, on contemplat-
ing unfaithful wives and deceived husbands: Why do
ey allow such a thing? Why do they not put an
end to such a revolting situation? Now, however, when
the curse had fallen on his own head, he not only re-
fused to think of how an end could be put to the situation,
he did not even wish to recognize the situation, anq he
did not wish to recognize it because it was too terrible,
{00 unnatural.
Karenin had been to the dacha twice since he came
back from abroad. Once he had dined there, the second
time he had spent the evening entertaining friends. On

wont to do in former years. .

The day of the races was a very busy one for Karenin,
but in the morning, on drawing up the day’s schedule, he
decided that after an early dinner he would go out to his
wife on the dacha and from there directly to the races,
which the entire court would attend and where he ought
to show himself. He would call on his wife because hei
had resolved to visit her once a week for appearances
sake, Furthermore, it was his custom to give her money
for expenses by the fifteenth of each month. i

Accustomed to controlling his thoughts, he did not
allow them to penetrate beyond the surface when they
concerned his wife, i

It was a very busy morning for Karenin. On the preced-
ing cvening Countess Lydia Ivanovna had sent him a
booklet on’ China written by a celebrated traveller who
was then in St. Petersburg, and along with the booklet she
had sent a letter asking him to receive the traveller, who
was for various reasons an interesting person as well as
one who could be useful. Karenin had no time to read the
entire booklet in the evening so he finished it in the
morming, Then people with petitions began to arrive, af-
ter which there were reports, intcr\ncvys, appointments,
dismissals, distribution of awards, pensions, salaries, cor-
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respondence—the “prosy round”, as Karenin called it,
that took up so much time. Then there were his personal
affairs: a call by his doctor and another by his man of
business. His man of business did not take up much time.
He merely gave Karenin the money he required and
briefly reported on the state of his affairs, which was not
too happy a one: more money has been spent on travel-
ling that year, leaving a deficit in his accounts. The doc-
tor, however, an eminent Petersburg doctor who was a
personal friend of Karenin’s, took up a great deal of time.
Karenin had not been expecting him and was sEH'PﬂS‘d
not only by his visit but even more so by his grave
interrogation as to how he felt, by his listening to his
chest and thumping and pinching his liver. Karenin did
not know that his friend Countess Lydia Ivanovna, hav-
ing remarked that Karenin’s health was not of the best
this year, had asked the doctor to examine him.

“Do it for my sake,” the Countess had said.

“I shall do it for Russia’s sake,” the doctor had re-
plied.

“Priceless man!” the Countess had said. )

The doctor was much displeased with Karenin. He
found that his liver was considerably enlarged and nutri-
tion diminished and that the waters had exerted no bene-
ficial effect whatsoever. He recommended as much physt-
cal exercise as possible and as little mental exertion as
possible and, above all, no worrying at all, a thing that
was as impossible for Karenin as to stop breathing. He
left Karenin with the unpleasant sense that something was
wrong and there was nothing he could do to right it.

As the doctor was going out he met Sludin, Karenin’s
man of business, on the porch. He knew him well for
they had been at the university together, and though thg)’
rarely saw each other these days they held cach other in
esteem and were good friends. For that reason the doctqr
did not hesitate to tell Sludin his honest opinion of his
patient. 5 ) 5 .

“How glad I am you've examined him!" said Sludin.
“He isn't looking well and it seems to me... But what
do you find?” . . B

“This is what,” said the doctor, gesti.i ., his coach-
man over Sludin’s head to bring up . ., - “This
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s what,” said the doctor, taking his kid gloves in his
Wh_ltc hands and pulling out one of the fingers. “When a
sting is Jax it will not break, but if you pull it as taut as
possible and merely put the weight of a finger on it, it will
snap. Well, with his diligence and conscientiousness, his

great pressure,” concluded the doctor with a meaningful
lift of his brows, “Are You going to the races?” he dropped
as he went down the steps. “Oh, yes, of couse ... can’t be

one in a day...” wag his reply to something Sludin had
$2id and he had not quite heard.

i Whe{] the doctor Jeft after taking up so much of Kare-
nin's time, the celebrated traveller came, and Karenin,
making go0d yse of the booklet he had just perused as
well as of his previous knowlcdge of the subject, astound-
ed the traveller by the depth of his knowledge of the
subject and the breadth of his enlightened views,

At the same time he announced the traveller, the foot-
™man announced the local Marshal of Nobility, who had
come to §t, Petersburg and was to be interviewed by Kare-
nn. When the Marshal left, Karenin had to finish up the
day’s‘ work with his man of business and then there still
TeMained a visit 1o 5 certain high-placed personage on a
matter of grave importance. Karenin barely reached home
by fiVE-O’dock, his dinner-hour. He dined with his man
of business and invited him to go with him to the dacha
and to the races,

Without acknow]edging it to himself, Karenin now
sought Opportunities for having a third person present
when he was with his wife.

27

Anna was upstairs, standing in front of a looking-
glass and, with Annushka’s help, fastening the last bows
to her gown, when she heard the sound of wheels on grav-

at the entrance, X

Too early for Betsy, she thought. Glancing out of the
window, she saw o carriage and her husband’s black hat
and too familiar ears getting out of it.
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Oh, bother! Surely he doesn’t mean to spend the night?
she said to herself, and the prospect of what the conse
quences might be was so dreadful, so frightening, ‘h’dt
without a moment’s hesitation she put on a bright an
cheerful face and went to meet him; conscious of being
possessed by the spirit of falsehood and deception that
had become almost second nature of late, she surren
dered herself to it and began talking without knowing
what she was saying. .

“Why, how sweet of you!” she said, giving her hlﬁ
band her hand and smiling to Sludin, who was practic2-
ly a member of the family. “I hope you intend staying
the night?”" were the first words the spirit of dcccP"‘"t‘
prompted her to say. “Now we shall all go together. But
what a pity I promised Betsy] She’ll be coming for me.

Karenin winced at the mention of Betsy. . g

“Oh, I should not dream of separating the meP;{’_
bles,” he said in his usual jesting tone. “Mikhail Vass “c
vich and I will go together. The doctor has ordered I
to_take walks. I will walk along the road and fancy I am
still strolling at the spa.” . o

“We need not hurry,” said Anna. “Would you like tea?
She rang the bell. ) has

“Please bring tea and tell Sergei that his father "y
come. Well, how are you feeling? Mikhail Vassilievi y
this is the first time you've called on me here; come, scc
how pretty my veranda is,” she said, turning now to oné
now to the other. o

She spoke simply and naturally, but too much and ;\?i'
fast. She herself was aware of this, especially when o
khail Vassilievich shot her a searching glance that indica
ed he was studying her.

Mikhail Vassilievich went out to the veranda.

She sat down beside her husband.

“You aren’t looking too well,” she said. ar

“Yes, the doctor called today and took a whole ho .
of my time. It is my opinion that one of my friends sen
him: my health is so precious, you know...”

“Ah, but what did he say?” d
She asked about his health and his affairs and urge
him to rest and move out into the country with hfﬁ
She said all this in the same quick, cheerful way an
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with a peculiar brilliance in her eyes; but Karenin did
not attribute the slightest significance to how she said
it. He only listened to her words and accepted them at
their face value, And he answered her simply, if banter-
ingly. The conversation held nothing of moment, yet af-
terwards Anna could not recall it without the most pain-
ful pangs of shame.

. Sergei came in accompanied by his governess. If Kare-
nin had allowed himself to be observant, he would have
noticed the shy, perplexed look the boy turned on his
father, then his mother. But he did not wish to see any-
thing and so did not see anything.

. “Ah, young man. He has grown. Indeed, he’s becom-
ing a real little man. How are you, young man?”

And he held out his hand to the frightened child.

Sergei had always felt shy in his father’s presence,
and now that Karenin called him “young man”, and now
that his mind was occupied by the problem of whether
Vronsky was friend or foe, he positively shrank from his
father. He looked at his mother as if seeking help. Only
with his mother did he feel happy. While Karenin spoke
to the governess he held his son by the shoulder, making
him so miserably uncomfortable that Anna saw he was
sbout to ery.

A flush had suffused Anna’s face when her son entered
the room; now, seeing his uneasiness, she hurriedly got
up, removed Karenin’s hand from his shoulder, kissed
the child, took him out to the veranda and immediately
came back.

“Time we were leaving,” she said, glancing at her
watch. “What could be keeping Betsy?” = X

“True,” said Karenin, getting up and twisting his hands
to make his knuckles crack. “Another reason for my
coming was to bring you money, since nightingales can-
not.live on trilling alone,” he said. “1 believe you can
find use for it?" . .

“No .. yes,” she szid without Jooking at him and
blushing to the roots of her hair, “I suppose you will be
coming back after the races?”

“Oh, yes,” replied Karenin, “Ah, the flower of Peter-
hof, Princess Betsy Tverskaya,” he added, glancing out the
window at an English carriage with rubber tyres and a
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very small and high-set body coming up the drive. “What
elegance! Delightfull Well, et us be going.”

Princess Betsy did not get out of the carrage; het
footman, in buttoned boots, a short cape and black hat,
Jurﬂpcd down when they reached the entrance.

I am off,” said Anna; she kissed her son and held her
hand out to her husband. “You were 2 darling to come.”

Karenin kissed her hand.

“Well then, goodbye. You will come back for tea?~
splendidl” she said and went out radiant. But as soon a5
she was out of his sight she was conscious of the spot on
her hand his lips had touched and she gave a little shud-
der of repugnance.

28

When Karenin reached the race-course Anna wasg'd‘
ready seated in a pavilion next to Betsy—in the pavilion
where 'the cream of society was gathered. She saw her
husband in the distance. Two men, her husband and het
lover, made two centres of her life, and she did not e
quire the aid of external senses to tell her of their prox
imity. She felt her husband’s approach when he was still
far away and she unconsciously followed him as he made
his way through the throng. She saw him draw near the
pavilion, now haughtily returning obsequious bows, now
amiably and absent-mindedly greeting his equals, now
eagerly seeking the glances of the great ones and taking
off to them the high round hat that pressed down on his
ears. She knew all these ways of his and found all of
them detestable. Nothing but vanity, nothing but ambition
in his soul, she thought. And his moralizing, his love
of religion and enlightenment—all that is merely a means
of satisfying his ambition.

From' the way he kept glancing up at the ladies’ pavil-
jon she knew he was looking for her (his eyes fell di-
rectly on her but he could not distinguish her in the sea
of muslin, ribbons, feathers, parasols and flowers). She
intentionally disregarded him. 5

“Alexei Alexandrovich!” Princess Betsy called to him.
“Looking for your wife? Here she is!”
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- Hegave his cold smile. .
“My eyes are dazzled by all this splendour,” he said as
he entered the pavilion. He smiled at his wife in the way
2 man who has just been with his wife smiles, and he
greeted the princess and other acquaintances, giving to each
s or her due, which is to say, exchanging levities with
the ladies and salutations withthe gentlemen. Just below
em stood a General-Adjutant whom Karenin held in
great respect and who was known as a man of great in-
telligence and education, Karenin spoke to him.
his was during an intermission between races, so
nothing interfered with their conversation. The General-
Adjutant denounced horse-racing. Karenin demurred and
spoke in its defence. Anna listened to his high thin voice;
€ did not miss 5 single word, and every one of his words
sounded false and hurt her ear,
. vhen the steeplechase began she leaned forward and
did not take her eyes off Vronsky as he walked out to

stened to her husband’s odious endless voice. She was har-
assed by fear for Vronsky, but even more by her husband’s
high thin voice with its familiar intonations, which she felt
would never come to an end.
am a wicked woman, I am a ruined woman, she
‘hOught, But I hate to lie and cannot bear lies, V\.rhcrcas
for him (her husband) lies are the very breath of life. He
OWs everything, he' sees everything; can he have any
feeling if he s able to go on talking so serenely? If he
ed ‘me or if he killed Vronsky, I would respect him.
But no, he needs only lies and respectability, she said to
herself, without stapping to consider what she wanted of
her husband or how she would like him to behave, She
0 1ot understand that the excessive talkativeness Kare-
nin displayed of late and which irritated her so, was an
£XPression of his inward alarm and anxiety. As a child who
as hurt jtself Jjumps about and puts its muscles to use
%0 as to deaden the pain, so Karenin found it necessary to
eXercise his mind to deaden the thoughts of his wife that
were forced upon him by her presence and the presence of
ronsky and by the constant mention of Vronsky's name.
USt 23 it is natural for the child to jump, so it was natural
for him to talk, and to talk well and cleverly.,

17397
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He said: ,

“Danger is an essential element of racing by‘OfﬁC;f’
by cavalrymen. If England has contributed to military bls‘
tory the most brilliant cavalry achicvements, it s only ;
cause she has historically developed prowess in bolh'}.lorfﬁ.
and men. Sport, in my opinion, has enormous Slgmst
cance, but, as in most things, we see it only in its mo
superficial aspect.” e

“Not superficial,” said Princess Betsy. “They say ©
of the officers broke two ribs.” . B aled

Karenin gave his own peculiar smile, which reve
his teeth but nothing more. " Iy not

“What you refer to, Princess,” said he, “is patently ol
superficial but internal. But that is beside the EO"Lb"
and he again turned to the general, resuming hﬁ shavc
tone: “Do not forget that the racers are officers who very
chosen that profession, and you must agree that dcircci
calling has its disagreeable side. This is one .of th(:rhe o
responsibilities of anyone who enters the {nl]l'ﬂrY'd 5. is
pellent sport of fisticuffs, or of the Spanish f"“;.o}i e
a sign of barbarism, Specialized sports are signs of hig

velopment.” uch,”
“No, I shall never come again; it. upsets me t;)g much,
said Princess Betsy. “Do you not think so, Anna? v,

“It is upsetting, but one cannot tear one’s cycslaw:uld
said another lady. “If I had been a Roman matron, I w
not have missed a single circus.” tasses

Anna said nothing. She did not drop her opera g
for a moment and kept them focused on one spot._ n-

Just then a tall general passed through the P{i"lh;,"' ity
terrupting his speech, Karenin hurriedly but with dign
rose and made him 2 low bow. +1 to him

“How is it you are not racing?” the general said to
jokingly. " ied Kare-

“My racing is of a more difficult order,” replied
nin deferentially, . the

And although there was little sense to this rcPIYl', m
general looked as if he had received a witty retort fro
awitty man and had caught & pointe de la sauce. ¢

“There are two sides to it,” went on Karenin, xhatbot
the participants and that of the spectators; I cannot uk
agree that love of this as a spectacle is a true sign of lac
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of cultivation on the part of the spectators, but-"

“A bet, Princess!” came the voice of Oblonsky, ad-
dressed to Betsy fram below. “Who are you betting on?”

“Anna and I are for Prince Kuzovlev,” replied Betsy.

“I'm for Vronsky. A pair of gloves on it!"

“Good!”

“Pretty sight, isn't it?”

Karenin was silent while this exhange was made but
presently he began again:

“I agree, but games requiring courage—"" He would have
gone on, but just then the riders were sent off and all talk
ended. Karenin was silent too and everyone got up and
turned to the first obstacle, the stream. Karenin was not
interested in horse-racing and so he did not watch the
riders but absent-mindedly allowed his tired eyes to wan-
der over the spectators. They fell on Anna.

Her face was white and drawn, Evidently she saw noth-
ing and nobody but one person. She was convulsively
dutching her fan in one hand and scarcely breathing. He
hurriedly turned away and sought out other faces.

Yes, that woman over there and others, too, are just as
agitated; it is only natural, Karenin said to himself, He
did not wish to look at her but his eyes were involuntarily
drawn back. Once again he found himself gazing at her
face, trying not to read that which was plainly written on
it; but in spite of himself and to his horror he did read
that which he did not wish to read.

The first fall, that of Kuzovlev at the stream, frightened
everybody, but Karenin plainly saw from the exultation
of Anna’s white face that the one she was following had
not fallen. After Makhotin and Vronsky had taken the bj
chstacle, the officer who came behind them had a fatal
fall on his head and a murmur of horror passed through
the crowd; Karenin saw that Anna had not cven noticed
it and could not grasp what people were sayini. More and
more often and with greater intensity he looked at her.
Anna, though wholely absorbed in watching Veonsky, felt

the cold eyes of her husband fixed on her,

She glanced up for 3 moment, Jooked at him inquiring-
ly, gave a little frown and turned back, as much as to
say, Oh, it is all the same to me! and not ance after that
did she Yook at him.

.
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The steeplechase was unlucky. Of the scventeen cn-
trants, more than half fell and were injured. Towards the
end everyone was up in arms, the more so since the Tsr
was displeased.

29

Everyone loudly expressed disapproval, everyone k‘g'
repeating the remark someone had made: “We shallfd:
having lions and gladiators next.” The horror of it was i
by all, so that when Vronsky was thrown aﬂd_A’,‘"aB Ct
out a loud gasp, there was nothing exceptional in it. “l
after that Anna’s face underwent a change that was P;;c
tively indecent. She completely lost control of herself. i
began fluttering like a caught bird: one moment she ma ¢
as If to get up and go away, the next she turned to Betsy?

**Come away, come away,” she said.

But Betsy did not hear her. She was ben
speaking to the general down below. 4 her

Karenin came up to Anna and courtcously offere
his arm. vas

“Come, if you wish,” he said in French, but Anna ¥ b
too anxious to hear what the general was saying to ™
tice her husband. N )

“They say he has broken his leg, too,” said the gener2:
“There has never been anything like it!” ctted her

Without replying to her husband, Anna hftc' 1ad
glasses and turned them to the place where Vronsky .
fallen; but it was so far away and so many people her
gathered that she could see nothing. She 'droppcd n
glasses and would have gone away, but just then od
officer rode up and reported to the Tsar. Anna strain
forward to hear what he said.

“Steve! Stevel” she cried to her brother. if
But her brother did not hear her. Again she made 23
to leave the pavilion. 3 “h to
“Once more I am offering you my arm if you wis
go_away,” said Karenin, placing his hand on her 3”“1'

She withdrew in repulsion and said without looking @
him:

emy

ding over and
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She saw an officer running from the spot where Vron-
sky had fallen, crossing the race-track and making for their
pavilion. Betsy waved her handkerchief to him.

The officer brought the news that the rider was unhurt
but the horse had broken its back,

On hearing this Anna dropped into her seat and covered
her face with her fan. Karenin saw that she was crying and
that she could not restrain the sobs racking her breast. He
concealed her by standing in front of her, so that she
should have time 1o recover.

“For the third time I offer you my arm,” he said a few
minutes later. Anna looked at him and did not know what
to say. Princess Betsy came to her rescue.

“No, Alexei Alexandrovich, I brought Anna here and
I'promised to take her home,” she said.

“Forgive me, Princess,” he said, smiling politely but
looking her steadily in the eye, “but I see Anna is not feel-
ing well and it is my wish that she go with me.”

Anna looked round in fright, got up meekly and put
her arm in her husband’s.

“I will send to find out and will Iet you know,” Betsy
whispered to her.

As they left the pavilion Karenin spoke to those he met
as usual, and Anna was obliged to reply and exchange
remarks as usual; but she was not herself and walked with
her arm in her husband’s as in 2 trance.

Is he hurt or not? Was that the truth? Will he come or
noi? Shall I see him tonight? were her thoughts.

In silence she got into Karenin’s carriage and in si-
lence they sat as they made their way through the crowd
of vehicles. Despite all he had seen, Karenin did not al-
low himself to think of his wife's true position. He saw
only its outward manifestations. He saw that she had be-
haved unseemly and considered it his duty to tell her so.
But it was very difficult for him to say only that and noth-
ing more. He opened his mouth to tell her that her be-
haviour had been unscemly but involuntarily he said some-

thing quite different.

“How odd it is,” he said, “that we are all inclined to
enjoy that cruel spectacle. I observe—""

“What? I don’t understand you,” said Anna contemp-
tuously.
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He was offended and instantly began saying what he
had wanted to say.
“I'must tell you...” he began.
At last. Now we_shall have it out, she thought, and she
was frightened.
“I must tell you that your behaviour was unseemly to-
day,” he said in French. . d
“In what way was it unscemly?” she said in 2 l"“t
voice, turning her head quickly and looking dltCClea
him, but this time not with the gayity she had formety
used as a screen, but with a resolute air beneath which she
-could hardly conceal her dismay. dow
“Take care,” he said to her, indicating the open windo¥
between them and the coachman,
He leaned forward and shut the window. od
‘“What did you find unseemly in it?” she repeat of
“The distress you were unable to conceal when one
the riders was thrown.” 1
He expected her to deny it but she made no replyr
just went on staring ahead. N .+ cuch
“I requested you to behave yourself in public in s'nst
amanner that evil tongues could find nothing to say “lé'”e o
you. There was a time when I spoke of our persona frour
tions; I no longer speak of them. Now I only spCﬂk"I o
social relations. Your behaviour was unseemly and
not wish to have it repeated.” him
She did not hear half of what he said, she feared o
but she thought of Vronsky—was it true that he was l:u!
hurt? Was it of him they had said the rider was unh]
but the horse had broken its back? She only gave a fals; Y
contemptuous smile when he finished and said no%“gg:
because she had not heard what he said. Karenin ha o
gun boldly, but when he fully comprehended what he Vgg
saying, the fear she felt was communicated to him. ot
saw her smile and an odd misinterpretation came to
mind:
She is smiling at my suspicions. Presently she will}‘;);
what she said to me that other time: that my suspiciol
are unfounded, that they are absurd. .
At this moment, when everything was about to be Y”
vealed, he wanted nothing so much as that she should !h:'S
him contemptuously, as on that other occasion, that ht
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suspicions were absurd and utterly unfounded. So dreadful
was the knowledge he already had that he was ready to
believe anything. But the expression of her face, so dark
and frightened, gave little hope even of deceit.

“Perhaps 1 am mistaken,” he said. “If that is so, I beg
your pardon.”

X “No, you are not mistaken,” she said slowly, looking at
his cold face in desperation. “You are not mistaken. I was
and cannot help being distressed. 1 am listening to you
and thinking of him. I Jove him, I am his mistress; I can.
not bear you, I fear you, I hate you... Now do what you
will with me.”

Throwing hersell back into the comer of the carriage,
she wept wildly, covering her face with her hands. Kare-
nin kept looking straight ahead of him without stirring.
But his face suddenly took on the salemn immobility of 2
corpse, and this expression did not change throughout the
drive 1o the dacha, When they reached it, he turned his
head to her with the same expression.

“Very well. But I demand that appearances be preserved
until~"" and here his vaice quivered— “until I have taken
measures 1o protect my honour and inform you what they
are.

He got out first and helped her out. In front of theAser-
vants he pressed her hand in silence, climbed back into
the carriage and went to St. Petersburg. 5

As soon as he had gone a footman came from Princess
Betsy with a note for Anna:

‘_‘I sent to Vronsky to find out how he is, he writes that
he is well and whole but in despair.”

So he will come! she thought. How glad I am 1 have
confessed everything! .

She glanced at the clock. She had three hours to wait,
and the remembrance of what had taken place at their
last meeting sent the blood coursing hotly through her
veins.

Goodness, how light it has become! Frightening, but oh,
1 do love his face, and I do love this fantastic pght!..
My husband? Ah, yes... But thank God everything is over
with him!
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30

In the little German health resort to which llhccgrig
batskys had come, as in any place where .pcov?cfsocic
gate, what might be called the “a'ys!au'lzatlm:i ?m’tcﬂ’
occurred, by which each member falls into a del IbI)’ 28
unalterable place. Just as definitely and ““mcrg stal
particle of water takes on the form of a sno}:v c?;rt f
the cold, so did every new arrival at the health 1
into the place that suited him, i hter quid

Fiirst Scherbatsky samt Gemahlin und Toch ed plac
ly erystallized into the definite and predetermined
tz-\.l’)nswcn'ng their name, th% apartments they occup

€ acquaintances they made. ma

Owing to the presg,nce at the waters of a rc?:cfcmon
Fiirstin, the crystallization of society took ‘pn rinces
energetically than usual that year. The Russmtcp 10 the
was anxious that her daughter should be P"‘sin e on the
German Fiirstin, and this ceremony took Pa:'md grace:
second day after their arrival. Kitty made alowt summer
ful bow in a very simple, meaning very ‘,l‘g?} “trust the
frock ordered from Paris. The Firstin said: » and from
roses will soon return to these pretty checks, ined for
that moment a particular way of life was dctgrmaxt. The
the Schcrbatskys from which they could not ]!{Ph noble:
Scherbatskys made the acquaintance of an Eng] lfj her sont
woman and her family, and a German countess an Swe ish
who had been wounded in the last war, ?"d 2 friends
scholar, and M. Canut and his sister. But lh‘_”r main nd her
were the Moscow lady Maria Evgenievna RtlSChC"“;is gith
daughter, whom Kitty did not take to bcc.austl; Mos-
too, had fallen ill of an unhappy love affair; an ad was
cow colonel whom Kitty had first met as a child ans an
accustomed to seeing in a uniform with cpau'lctt:i bys
who now, with his little eyes and open neck encircle ex
flowered cravat, looked exceedingly funny and w::'hgn
ceedingly tiresome because he stuck to her like a burr. jeur
all this was firmly established Kitty became bored, Pmkn
larly after her father went to Karlshad md.shc was 1

she was alrcady acquainted with, knowing they had noﬂl;l"
Ing new to offer. Her main occupation at the waters €
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sisted in observing and conjecturing about the people she
did not know. It was 2 trait of Kitty’s character always to
attribute the best qualities to others, especially to those
she did not know, And now, as she speculated as to who
was who, what thejr relations were and what they them-
selves were Like, she fancied there were wonderful, mar-
vellous personages among them, and her observations con-
firmed her fancies.

ness was such that she could not walk and only on rare
days when the weather was fine did she appear in public
In a bath-chair. But, as the princess explained, it was less
because of her illness than of her overweening pride that
Madame Stahl made no friends among the Russians. The
Russian gir] took care of Madame Stahl, but not of her
Lone as Kitty discovered; she made friends with the se-
nously afflicted, of whom there were 2 great number at
the waters, and took care of them jn the most simple and
\Massuming way, The Russian girl, according to Kitty’s
nhserVations, Wwas not related to Madame Stahl, and at the
same time she was not a paid attendant. Madame Stah]
called her Varenka and others called her Mademoiselle
arenka. Apart from the interest Kitty took in observing
the relations between the Russian girl and Madame Stahl
and others, Kitty, asoften happens, felt inexplicably drawn
to Mademoiselle Varenka and was aware, when their eyes
met, that Varenka liked her, too. .

It was not that Mademoiselle Varenka was past her first
youth but that she was, as it were, a creature without
youth: she might have been nineteen and she might have
been thirty. If one examined her features she was more
Pretty than plain even though she had an unhealthy col-
our. Her figure would have been fine but for her extreme
thinness and the disproportion between her head, which
was large, and her height, which was medium. But she
¥as not meant to beattractive to men. She was like 2 beau-
tiful flower which has no scent and is past full bloom but
has not yet dropped its petals. She could not attract men
for the further reason that she lacked that of which Kitty
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had an overabundance—~the suppressed fire of great vitah
ity and the consciousness of her attractiveness. .
She seemed to be always engaged in work whose im-
portance was beyond doubt, and therefore she had no time
f91“ other matters. It was this contrast with her own po-
sition that particularly drew Kitty to her. Kitty felt that
in her way of life she would find that which she was des:
perately secking: a life filled with interest, a life that had
Mmeaning and worth, a life beyond what were for Kitty Eht
revolting relations between unmarried girls and men, which
she had come to look upon as a shameful exhibition of
wares awqm'ng buyers. The more Kitty observed her un-
known friend the more convinced she became that she
was indeed the perfect creature she fancied her to be,
and. the greater became her desire to make her a¢
quaintance. "
The girls met several times a day and each time Kitty's
eyes said: Who are you? What are you? Are you the
delightful creature I take you for? But pray do not think [
shall force my acquaintance on you, added her eyes. I am
content just to love you and to have the pleasure of watch-
ing you. I love you too and find you very, very charm
ing, the glance of the unknown girl replied. And I would
like you even more if I had time to do so. Kitty could s¢¢
that she really did not have time, that she was either s¢¢-
ing th_e c_hl]dren of a Russian family back from the baths,
or bringing a blanket for the invalid and wrapping hef
feet In it, or trying to soothe a patient who had become
irascible, or selecting and buying biscuits for someon¢s
tea.
Soon after the Scherbatskys’ arrival two persons bega?
coming to the springs in the morning who inspired generel
disapprobation. They were a very tall and stooped ma?
with enormously long arms, wearing a womn coat that Was
too short for him, and with black eyes whose expression
was at once ingenuous and formidable; and a pretty P"C!"
marked young woman whose clothes were poor and in
bad taste. On discovering they were Russians, Kitty 1m°
mediately began weaving a touching and romantic lov¢
§t0rx about them. But the princess, learning from the vis-
itors’ list that they were Nikolai Levin and Masha, told
Kitty what a wicked man Levin’s brother was, thereby dis-
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pelling all her romantic dreams. But it was less because
of what her mother told her than because the man was
Levin’s brother that she came to dislike him heartily, In-
deed this Levin, with his habit of jerking his head, roused
in heran irrepressible feeling of repugnance,

She fancied that his big and terrible eyes, which persist-

mn following her, were full of hate and mockery, and
she did her best to avoid him,

31

‘Mamma, may I speak to her?” asked Kitty, secing her
unknown friend go to the spring, where they were sure to
meet,

“If you wish to do so very much, I will make inquiries
and then go to her myself,” replied her mother. “But what
do you find so outstanding in her? Only a companion, I

are say, If you wish I will make the acquaintance of
Mgdame Stahl, I once knew her belle-socur,” added the
Princess with 5 Proud toss of her head.

Kitty knew that the princess was offended by what she
took to be Madame Stahl’s snubbing of her. Kifty did not
press her mother,

“She is a perfect darling,” she said, watching Varenka
offer a glass of water to the blind French lady. “Just see

OW sweet and simple she is!” o .

“I find your g s very g,"" said the prin-
cess. “No, let’s go back,” she added, seeing that Nikolai

vin and his lady were coming towards them accompa-
nied by a German' doctor to whom Levin was talking in a
loud angry voice.

No sooner had they turned to go back when the loud




268 LEV TOLSTOY

voice turned into a shriek. Levin had stopped and was
shrieking at the doctor, who was shouting back. A crowd
gathered round them. The princess and Kitty hurried away
and the colonel joined the crowd to find out what the
trouble was,

A few minutes later he caught them up.

“What was it?” asked the princess. .

“A shame and a disgrace!l” replied the colonel. “A per-
son is positively afraid to run into Russians abroad. That
tall gentleman railed at the doctor, poured insults on hﬁ
head because he was not giving him what he c.onsxdcrf
proper treatment, he even shook his stick at him. A dis*
grace!”

“How very unpleasant,” said the princess. “And hov
did it end?”

“Fortunately that ... that girl in the mushroom hat "
a Russian, it seems ... she stepped in,” said the colonel-

“Mademoiselle Varenka?” asked Kitty happily. X

“Yes. She was the first to come to the rescue; she 100
the gentleman by the arm and led him away.” I

‘See, mamma?” said Kitty. “And you wonder that
should admire her so!”

The next day Kitty noticed, while watching her unknown
friend, that Mademoiselle Varenka seemed to have includ-
ed Levin and his companion among her protégés. She went
up to them, talked to them and acted as interpreter for
the woman, who knew no foreign language.

Kitty began to beg her mother more urgently to allow
her to make Varenka’s acquaintance. Unpleasant as it was
for the princess to give the appearance of wanting to know
Madame Stahl, who allowed herself a great show of pride,
she did inquire as to Varenka and, receiving information
from which she concluded the acquaintance could do her
daughter neither harm nor good, she approached Varenka
and presented herself. .

She chose a time for this when Kitty was at the spring
and Varenka was standing in front of a baker’s shop.

“Allow me to make your acquaintance,” she said with
her lofty smile. “My daughter has quite lost her heart to
you. Perhaps you do not know who I am, I—"

“It is more than reciprocal, princess,” put in Varenka

hastily,
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“What a kind deed you did yesterday for our unhappy
countryman!” said the princess.
Varenka coloured, . i
“T don’t Temember having done anyth.mg,." she said.
“What? Why, you kept Levin from getting into serious

“Oh, that. §q compagne called me and I tried to quiet
him. He j5 very ill and was displeased with the doctor, I
try to look after such patients.” .

“I have heard that you live at Mentone with your aunt,
T believe—Madame Stahl. I once knew her belle-soeur.

“She is not o aunt. I call her maman, but I am not
related to her, She brought me up,” said Varenka, colour-
Ing again.

She said this s simply and the frank and truthful ex-
Pression of her face was so sweet that the princess under-
stood why her Kitty had come to love this girl. .

“And what is 1o become of Levin?” asked the princess.

“He is going away,” replied Varenka. .

Just then Kitty ‘came from the spring, radiantly happy
to find her mother talking to her unknown friend. .

“Welt, Kitty, your longing to meet Mademoiselle—

“Just Varenka,” said the girl with a smile. “That is what
€veryone calls me,” i i

itty flusheq with pleasure and for some time, without
Speaking, Pressed her new friend’s hand,. which did not
feturn the pressure but lay motionless in Kitty’s grasp. The
nd did not respond, but Mademoiselle Varenka’s face
was lighted by 5 quiet, happy, if somewhat sad smile that
revealed Jarge, beautiful teeth, -

'::I‘I’ too, have wanted to meet you for a long time,” she

said,

“You are always so busy...” 3

“On the ccntr};ry, I arsny not busy at all,” said Varenka,
but at that very moment she had to leave her new acl:
Quaintances because two little Russian girls, daughters o
one of the patients at the spa, ran up to her. .

“Varenka, mother js asking for you,” they cried.
And Varenka went off with them.
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voice turned into a shrick. Levin had stopped a"do‘fif
shrieking at the doctor, who was shouting back. 'Adaway
gathcrc(fround them. The princess and Kitty humth fthc
and the colonel joined the crowd to find out wha
trouble was.
A few minutes later he caught them up.
“What was it?” asked the princess. 1. “A per
“A shame and a disgrace!” replied the colonel. i T};ut
son is positively afmx'dg!?o run into Russians _3["’:1"" on his
1all gentleman railed at the doctor, poured ins tss]-dmd
head because he was not giving him what he con A dis
proper treatment, he even shook his stick at him.
grace!”
“How very unpleasant,
did it end?” m hat .
“Fortunately that ... that girl in the mgshroo el
a Russian, it seems ... she stepped in,” said the ¢
-Mademoiselle Varenka?” asked Kitty happily- he took
“Yes. She was the first to cogxﬁ to the rescue; s
the gentleman by the arm and led him away- 1
“gee, mammZ?" said Kitty. “And you wonder that
should admire her so!” . nknown
The next day Kitty noticed, while watching her u includ-
friend, that Mademoiselle Varenka seemed 1o 'ha‘gche went
ed Levin and his companion among her protéges. ter for
up to them, talked to them and acted as interpre!
the woman, who knew no foreign language. Iy to allow
Kitty began to beg her mother more urgently it was
her to make Varenka’s acquaintance. Unpleasant :.(s) know
for the princess to give the appearance of wanting £ prides
Madame Stahl, who allowed herself a great show 0 l;lion
she did inquire as to Varenka and, receiving ":,tﬁn:o her

" said the princess. “And ho¥

from which she concluded the acquai €O ka
daughter neither harm nor good, she approached Vare®
and presented herself. ring

She chose a time for this when Kitty was at thf sg,op.
and Varenka was standing in front of a bakcf§dw|~
“Allow me to make your acquaintance,” she sal Vi
her lofty smile. “My daughter has quite lost her hear
you. Perhaps you do not know who I am, I~ nka
“It is more than reciprocal, princess,” put in Vare!
hastily,
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“What a kind deed you did yesterday for our unhappy
countryman!” said the princess.

Varenka coloured. N i

“I don’t remember having done anything,” she said.

“What? Why, you kept Levin from getting into serious
trouble,” R .

“Oh, that. Sa compagne called me and 1 tried to quiet

im. He is very ill and was displeased with the doctor. 1
try to look after such patients.” .

*1 have heard that you live at Mentone with your aunt,
I believe—Madame Stahl. I once knew her bellesceur.
“She is not my aunt. I call her maman, but I am not
related 1o her. She brought me up,” said Varenka, colour-
ing again.

She said this so simply and the frank and truthful ex-
pression of her face was so sweet that the princess under-
stood why her Kitty had come to love this girl. .

“And what is to become of Levin?” asked the princess.

“He is going away,” replied Varenka. )

Just then Kitty came from the spring, radiantly happy
to find her mother talking to her unknown friend. "

“Well, Kitty, your longing to meet Mademoiselle—

“Just Varenka,” said the girl with a smile. “That is what
everyone calls me.” . .

Kitty flushed with pleasure and for some time, without
speaking, Pressed her new friend’s hand, which did not
fewm the pressure but lay motionless in Kitty's grasp. The
hand did 5ot respond, but Mademoiselle Varenka’s face
was lighted by a quiet, happy, if somewhat sad smile that
rcv‘taled large, beautiful teeth, o

,l;L 100, have wanted to meet you for a long time,” she
id,

“You are always so busy...” .

"On the cont.éry, 1 :u?\, not busy at all,” said Varenka,
but at that very moment she had to leave her new ac‘-_
Quaintances hecause two little Russian girls, daughters o
one of the patients at the spa, sanup to her.

“Varenka, mother is asking for you,” they cried.

And Varenka went off with them.
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32

The information the princess gathered about A\;;f&“;:
and her relations with Il\lndamc Stah! and about
Stahl herself, was the following:

Madame Stahl, who somcgsajd drove her hu_sl;ﬂﬂc‘:i;:
distraction and others said was herself driven to dis ;d e
by his immoral ways, had always bccn'anLaﬂlgg ;c e
static lady. Alrcady parated from her 5 aware
birth to a child that died at once, and her “htges’chﬂd's
of her extreme sensitiveness and afraid 'Lha! Eu hter
death would kill her, substituted for her child thc,haatgvtry
of the Chef of the Imperial Household, born on e Ve
night and in that very house in St. Petersburg. Thls“m not
renka. Later Madame Stahl learned that.Va.rCﬂl;l"‘ up, €5
her own daughter but she continued bringing erclst’ivcs
pcfcially as very soon thereafter Varenka had no 1
left among the living. ivi

For more than tegn years Madame Stahl had bccnnlf]‘;ilg
abroad in the south, and all of that time she was Cgrhc,.
to her couch. Some said she deliberatly Cffa“’]'j oomm;
self the reputation of being a pious and charitab 3“;’0 be—
others said she was by nature what she appearc Jely to
2 woman of the highest moral principles, living Sl? - reli
do good to her fellowmen, Nobody knew what c.unc
gion was—Catholic, Protestant or Russian Oﬂh"d.ox'wﬁh
thing alone was certain; she maintained friendly tics
the highest dignitaries of all faiths and churches. s time,

Varenka had been living abroad with her all thxscl Ma
and those who knew Madame Stah! knew and love
demoiselle Varenka, as they called her. ing pref°

Having learned all this, the princess found nothing 2%
udicial in her daughter’s becoming a friend of Vare and
particularly since Varenka displayed the best manners d
breeding; she spoke French and English cxccﬂcnd)’;:m'
of even more importance, she brought a message_ rgsS
Madame Stahl expressing the latter’s regret that her ‘l,l"ac_
deprived her of the pleasure of making the princess’s

quaintance, ‘e
Now that she knew Varenka, Kitty admired her mo!
than ever and found new virtues in her every day. and

The princess heard that Varenka bard o onnd voice
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invited her ¢ come and sing for them,

“Kitty Plays and we have a piano, not a very good one
t0 be sure, hut ¢ would . give us great pleasure,” said the
Princess with the false smile that Kitty found particula;ly
objectionable just then, seeing that Varenka did not wish
to sing, Varenka, however, did come in the evening and
drought a folder of songs with her. The princess also

Laria Evgenievna and her ;iaughter thanked her and
Praised her.

Just seep» said the colonel, who was standing at the
Window, “People haye gathered to listen to yow.” And trye
nough, a rather large crowd hag gathered beneath the
Window,

“I am very glad if it gives you pleasure,” replied Va-
renka simp]y,

Kitty looked at her frieng proudly. She was delighted
by her art and her vojce and her face, but most of all by
her Manner, for Varenka appeared to think nothing of her
Snging and wag completely indifferent to Praise; she only
seemed to gk, Would you like some more or have yoy
had cnough?

I X were i her place, Kitty said to herself, how proud
- should pe) How that crowd under the window would
Oleage mel But jt 35 all the same to her. She only wants
to comply with other people’s requests and gf

pleasure, What s it in her? What gives her the strength

ar

another SOng just as evenly, distinctly ang beautj ully a§

:.fore, Standing at the piano and marking time with her
I sunburnt hang,

neXt song in her book was ap Italian ope,

3 Kitty
Played the introduction ang glanced yp o, a5 At
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“Not this one,” said Varenka, blushing. dar
Kitty looked into her friend’s face with alarm an
riosity. R a06;

“Very well, another,” she said, quickly turning the p g ¥
it was clear something was associated with th“t.som%
“No,” said Varenka, putting a hand on the m‘é?:icsing
smiling. “No, I will sing it after all,” and she i
it just as calmly, coolly and beautifully as she ha
the others. i and went
When she finished everyone thanked her again anhc -
to have tea. Kitty and Varenka went outside into the g
den. ) sedwith
“Itis true—isn’t it?—that some memory is connected she
that song?” asked Kitty. “Do not tell me what it is,
hurriedly put in, “only say if I am right.” ooy, and
“Why not? I will tell you,” said Varcn‘]‘(a Simp: y;:'ia"
she did so without waiting for an answer. .It is alssl‘:ﬂ'td 3
with a memory that was painful at one time.
young man and used to sing that song to him. uched-
Kitty stared wide-eyed at Varenka, deeply ":i‘d 1ot
“I loved him and he loved me, but his mothﬂr ,:s not
wish it and he married somebody else. Now hc‘dx"t sup:
far from here and I see him sometimes. You di rld and
pose I could have a love affair too, did you? _ShC s;u]t’had
her pretty face was lighted by a fire which, Kitty telt
once set all of her aglow. for any-
“Why not? If I were a man I could not care fo nd is
one clse after knowing you. What I cannot und"s;f‘r is
how he could forget you and make you unhappy fo
mother’s sake. chgad no heart.” . On
““Oh, he is a very good man and I am not unhnpl:)} hing
the contrary, I am very happy. Well, are we not (hoU“:
any more tonight?” she asked, turning to ",“’d Kittyr
“How good you are, how good you are! Cﬂ"h least
stopping her and kissing her. “If only I could be the
bit like you!” ou are
“Why should you want to be like anyone else? You de.
good just as you are,” said Varenka, giving her a gen
somewhat listfess smile. o fet us
“No, I am not at all good. But tell me... Wait, I¢ ihe
sit down,” said Kitty, drawing her down beside her "}': s
bench again. “Tell me, is it not insulting to think tha



Iﬂ Tralarening
e’

273

person has spurpeg your love, that he would have none
of it

“He did not SPUrn it; T am sure he loyed me, but he
Was an obedient goy, and—" A

“Ah, but if it Was not to obey his mother but on his
OWn account?” said Kitty, aware that she wag glving away
her secret ang that her face, burning with shame, was be-
traying her,

“Then he would haye behaved badly and 1 would not
fegret losing him,” replied Varenka, aware that they were
peaking of Kitty now rather than of herself,

“But the humiliation?" said Kitty, “One cannot forget

e humiliation—no, never!” 3: recalling how she hag
looked at hjm during the bause in the music at the ball.

“What do you find humiliating? yoy Yourself did not
behave badly, diq you?”

“Worse than badly—shamefully.” 5

arenka shook her head and laid her hand on Kitty’s,

“Shamefully 7+ she said, “Surely you coulq not have
told a persop who felt nothing for you that youloved himp”

“ course T coylq not have done that, Not one word

did 1 52y to him, byt he knew, Oh, yes, there are glances,
littllle ways. T will p,

Matters jg whether
untly,

ka by You still loye him. or not,” said Varen-
a

“I hate him; 1 cannot forgive myself.”

:‘But why?»

he shame, the mortification,”
“Ah, i €Veryone were like YoU, 5o sensitive,” sajq Va-
Tenka, “Why, there is not gitl who has not had a similay
perience, Tt g i

... hen what ig importantp» asked Kitty, glancing at her
W'lf!l \vond:ring Surprise,

ith g 2 STeat many things are important,” said Varenka
with smi%cx.

“What things?»

ug

many are of greater importance,” replied Varenka,
not knowing what to say. But just then the princess called
from the window:
. “Kitty, jt’s getting cold, Either take » shaw] or come
nside,”

-3
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“It really is time,” said Varenka, getting up. “I still have
to cf!ll on Mademoiselle Berthe; she asked me to come.
. Kitty held her hand and looked at her with fierce -
nosity and entreaty, as much as to say: What is it, what
1s it that is most important and that enables you to be s
tranquil? You know. Tell me! But Varenka did not ur-
derstand what Kitty’s look was asking. She only undn;
stood that she had yet to call on Mademoiselle Berthe an
be home by twelve o'clock to have tea with maman. She
went inside, took her folder and, having said goodbye to
everyone, turned to go.

“Allow me to see you home,” said the colonel. X

“How can you go alone so late at night?” said the prit
cess. “At least let me send Parasha with you.”

!(l!ty could see that Varenka could hardly suppress
smile on hearing that she was in need of an escort.

“Oh, 1 always go about alone and nothing ever happens
to me,” she said, taking up her hat. She kissed Kitty ﬂg"‘;
and then, without telling her what was important, stcpx:ic
boldly out into the dark summer night with her folder
under her arm, taking with her the secret of what was i
portant and what gave her that enviable tranquillity an

dignity.

33

Kitty made the acquaintance of Madame Stahl as ‘VFIL’
and this acquaintance together with her friendship Wit
Varenka not only exerted great influence over her but als0
comforted her in her trouble, The comfort lay in thc.fal‘:t
that, thanks to her new friends, she discovered an entirely
new world that had nothing in common with her f“"“;
world, an exalted, beautiful world from the heights 0
which she could gaze calmly down upon her former world.
She discovered that besides the lifc of the instincts to \[Vhld;
she had given herself untjl then, there was also the life 0
the spirit. .
This life was revealed through religion, but a religion
that had nothing in common with that which Kitty had
knmyn from childhood and which found expression in at-
tending matins and vespers where she was sure to meet
her friends, and in memorizing the Slavonic texts with the
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priest’s help. This new religion was exalted and mysteri-
ous and associated with beautiful thoughts and feelings
which one believed not just because one was told to do so,
but because one loved them.

It was not through words Kitty learned all this. Mad-
ame Stahl spoke to Kitty as to a charming child who fasci-
nated her as one is fascinated by remembrances of one’s
youth, and only once did she remark that it is only love
and faith that offer consolation for human woes, and that
no sorrow is too slight for Christ's notice and compassion;
then she quickly changed the subject. But from her every
movement, her every word, her every glance, which Kitty
found divine, and especially from the story of her life,
which Kitty heard from Varenka, Kitty discovered “what
was important” and had been kept from her for so long.

But noble as Madame Stahl’s character was, touching
as her story was, exalted and tender as her words were,
Kitty could not help remarking in her certain traits that
she found disconcerting. She noticed that when asking Kit-
ty about her relatives Madame Stahl gave a supercilious
smile, which was against Christian charity. She also no-
ticed that once when Kitty found a Catholic priest with her,
Madame Stahl made sure that her face remained in the
shadow of the lamp-shade, and that she put on a special
smile. Trifling as these observations were, they disconcert-
ed her and she had her doubts about Madame Stahl. But
Varenka, the lonely Varenka, without relatives, without
friends, bitterly disappointed in love as she had been, want-
ing nothing, regretting nothing—Varenka represented 2 mo-
del of perfection which Kitty could only dream of emulat-
ing. From Varenka’s example she understood that one had

only to forget oneself and love others to be calm and hap-
py and noble. And Kitty wanted to be all these things.
Now that she clearly saw what was most important, Kitty
could not be content with merely admiring her friends,
she had to give herself up wholely to the new understand-
ing that had revealed a new life to her. According toVa-
renka’s accounts of what Madame Stahl and others did,
she worked out a plan of her own life in the future. Like
Madame Stahl’s niece Aline, of whom Varenka often spoke,
Kitty would seek out the unfortunate wherever she was
and ‘do whatever she could to help them, and she would

18
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distribute the Bible and read it to the sick, the fallen and
the dying. Kitty was particularly enamoured of the idea
of reading the Bible to criminals, as Aline did. But these
were secret dreams; she did not confide them even to her
mother or Varenka.

Until the time came for executing her plan on 2 large
scale, Kitty found many opportunities for applying her
new principles here at the waters, where thcre‘\\'c.rc's?
many invalids and unfortunates she could help in imit
tion of Varenka. t

At first the princess only noticed that Kitty was grﬂﬁt
ly under the influence of what she called her engauem;ﬂt
to Madame Stah] and especially to Varenka. She saw t :.
she not only imitated Varenka’s activities, but that she u
consciously imitated her manner of walking, talking, ?Ft
blinking her eyes as well. Later the princess noticed tu:_
aside from the spell she was under, her daughter was
dergoing a serious spiritual crisis. . d the

The princess saw that in the evening Kitty rcad he
French Bible Madame Stahl had presented to her, and si¢
had never read the Bible before; that she a\{oldcd her sl?z
ciety friends and spent her time with the atients Varen! !
had’ taken under her protection, especially with the famd
ly of a poor and ailing painter named Petrov. Kitty see’i'n}fis
to take pride in serving as a nurse to this famﬂY-b. -
was very commendable and the princess found no obj¢
tion to it, especially since Petrov’s wife was 2 highly r¢
pectable lady, and the German princess, noticing Kitty
activities, praised her and called her a ministering ange¢
All that would have been very well if not overdone. Bt
the princess saw that her daughter was going to extrem¢
and she spoke to her about it.

“Ilne faut jamais rien outrer,” she said to her. X

Her daughter, however, did not reply; she o'nl}’ as cf
herself how it was possible to go to extremes in bcmgh‘
Christian? How could one go too far in following a tea ke
ing that said to turn the other cheek if one of your cheel .
was smitten, and to give your cloak too if your coat wer
taken? But the princess did not approve of going too far,
and she approved even less of what she fclt was Kitty s
unwillingness to open her heart to her. And indeed Kitty
did hidc her new views and feelings from her mother. An
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she did this not because she did not love and respect her,
but only because she was her mother. She would have told
anyone else sooner than her mother.

“It has been rather a long time since Anna Pavloyna
has called on us,” her mother said one day, referring to

dame Petrova, “f invited her and she appeared to be
displeased.”

“I haven't noticed it, maman,” said Kitty blushing.

“Have you not been to see them recently?”
Ki"Tomon'ow we intend riding up into the hills,” replied

tty.

“That will be nice,” replied the princess, noticing
h:l: daughter’s uneasiness and trying to guess the cause
of it.

That same day Varenka came to dinner and told them
Anna Pavlovna had changed her mind about going to the
hills on the following day. Again the princess noticed that
Kitty blushed,

“Kitty, has there been any misundcrstanding between
you and the Petrovs?” the princess asked when they were
alone. “Why has she stopped sending her children here
and coming hersel 7"

Kitty replied that there had been none and she could
not understand why Anna Paviovna appeared to be dis-
pleased with her. Kitty spoke the truth. She did not know

¢ reason for the change in Anna Pavlovna’s attitude to-
wards her, But she guessed it. Her guess was one she could

dreadful, so shameful, would it be to err.
Again and again she went over in her mind all her rela-
tions with that family, She recalled the unfeigned joy that
ad always shone in Anna Pavlovna’s round gaog!-natl.'lrcd
face when they met; she recalled their secret discussions
of the sick husband and their conspiratorial agreement to
ind means of drawing him away from his work, which
was forbidden him, and take him for walks; the dévotion
of the little boy, who called her “my Kitty” and refused
o go to bed unless she sat with him, How good all l.hxs
was! Then she recalled the emaciated figure of.Pctr'ov him.
self and his long neck and his brown coat, his thin curly
hair, his questioning blue eyes, which at first Kitty found
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very frightening, and his morbid efforts to appear buoyzn
and vivacious in her presence. She remembered the effor
it had cost her at first to overcome her aversion for him
and for all consumptives, and how hard she had tried t0
think of things to talk to him about. She remembered the
touching way he had of looking at her, humbly, makin het
feel sorry for him and embarrassed, and conscious 0 her
own benevalence. How good all this was! But it had bz‘"
so only at first. All had suddenly changed a few days b¢
fore. Now Anna Pavlovna met her with affected cordialit
and kept a close watch on her and her husband. .

Could it be that the joy he showed when Kitty came
was the cause of Anna Pavlowna'’s coolness? .

Yes, she remembered, there was something unn:l‘!u“‘l ";
Anna Pavlovna’s manner, something not a all like he
usual good nature when she said in a testy voice two da_y;
ago: “Oh, of course, he kept waiting for you, did not wish
to take his coffec without you even though he was tcr:l
bly weak.” And perhaps she was displeased when I brought
him his rug. It was such a simple thing, but he fclt so em
bamrassed and thanked me so long that I myself bccamf
embarrassed. And then my portrait, which he did so l:rcal:i
tifully. But most of all, that look of his, so tender an
abashed! Yes, yes, it is so, Kitty repeated to hersell 1]"‘
fright. But no, it cannot, it must not be! He is so pitiful*
she quickly told herself. i

This apprehension spoiled the joy of her new life-

34

Just before the course of treatment at the waters was
over, Prince Scherbatsky came back to his wife and da}xg}:;'
er after having gone from Karlsbad to see Russian friends
in Baden-Baden and Kissingen “to get a whiff of the Rus-
sian spirit” as he put it. d

The views of the prince and the princess on life abroa
were poles apart. The princess found everything glorious
and, despite her secure position in Russian society, trie
to be like a European lady, which she was not (because
she was a typical Russian lady), and this led her to put on
airs, which made her feel awkward. The prince, on the con-
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trary, disliked everything abroad, was depressed by Euro-
pean life, clung to his Russian habits and, when abroad,
deliberately tried to appear less of a European than he
really was.

The prince came back thinner and with pendulous
checks but in high spirits. His spirits rose even higher when
he found Kitty completely recovered. The news of Kitty’s
friendship with Madame Stahl and Varenka and the prin-
cess’s account of the change she had observed in Kitty dis-
tuthed the prince and roused in him the jealousy he al-
ways felt towards anyone or anything that drew Kitty away
from himself; he feared that his daughter might be lured
out of his sphere of influence into regions inaccessible to
him. But these unpleasant items of information were
drowned in the sea of cheerfulness and good-humour in
which he always swam and which had been deepened by
the Karlsbad waters.

On the day after his arrival the prince, in his long coat,
with his Russian wrinkles and puffy cheeks propped up
by a starched collar, set out with his daughter for the
spring in buoyant mood.

It was 2 beautiful morning; it did the heart good to
see the neat, cheerful houses and gardens, the bright sun,
the German serving-maids with their red cheeks and hands
tingling from beer going about their duties so gaily; but
the closer the father and daughter came to the spring the
more frequently they encountered the ailing, and the sight
of them seemed even more grievous in the midst of this
prosperous German life. Kitty was no longer struck by
the contrast. The bright sun, the cheerful shimmer of green
leaves and the sound of music, formed for her a natural
frame for these familiar faces and the changes for the bet-
ter or worse she remarked in them; but the prince found
something ugly, almost indecent, in the shine and shim-
mer of the June morning, the sounds of the band play-
ing a popular gay waltz, and, in particular, the beaming
faces of the healthy serving-maids, in juxtaposition with
the dismal parade of living corpses who had flocked here

from all corners of Furope.

Despite the pride and, as it were, resurgence of youth
he experienced as he walked along with his beloved daugh-
ter on his arm, he could not help feeling self-conscious and
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cven ashamed of his vigorous step and long ‘V‘n'?addf
}iimbs. It was almost as if he were walking naked in pu
c. .
“Introduce me to your new friends,” he said to IH;
daughter, giving her arm a little squeeze with his clbowyfur
have even come to like this odious Soden of yours 2
the good it has done you. But I find it very sad, very sid:
Who is that?” both
Kitty told him who the people they met were, they
friends and strangers. At the entrance to the gardens o
came upon blind Mademoiselle Berthe and her comp-"—“almc'
the prince was pleased to see the look of delight tha}!{fﬂ b
over the old French lady’s face when she heard flm):r'
voice. She spoke to him with a French superfluity of ¢ g
tesies, complimenting him on having such a Chm:aﬂ‘
daughter and praising Kitty to the skies, calling her 2 p
atreasure, a ministering angel. i . vith a
. “Ah, then she is the second angel,” said the prince ¥ e
smile. “She calls Mademoiselle Varenka angel number ;;ﬂl."
“Oh, Mademoiselle Varenka, she is a real angel, aliez:
Mademoiselle Berthe quickly responded.
In the gallery they met Varenka herself. S 4 bag.
ing hurriedly towards them carrying an elegant red P34
“See, papa has come!” said Kitty. . H
With S-nfnaturalness and simplicity with which Shcrg’:d
everything, Varenka made 2 movement that was sookc
thing between a nod and a curtsy, and instantly she secr)"
to dﬂm prince as easily and simply as she spoke to ¢
ody. ” eal
“Of course I know you, and know you very ch'f :;ﬁ
the prince with a smile that told Kitty that her 2 A
}lfked her friend. “Where might you be going in suc
urry?”

he was walk-

“Maman is here,” she said, turning to Kitty. “She Sig
not sleep all night and the doctor advised her to take
air. I am bringing her her work.” - hen
“So that is angel number one,” said the prince W
Varenka had gone. Va-
Kitty could sec he had intended making fun of od
renka but was unable to do it because she had pleas
him so. » he
“Well, soon we shall have met all your friends,
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added. “Madame Stah] too, if she condescends to recog-
nize me,” X

“Why, do you know her, papa?” asked Kitty, startled
by a sparkle of mockery in her father’s eye at the men-
tion of Madame Stahl,

“I knew her husband, and her too a little, but that was
before she joined the Pietists.”

_“Who are the Pietists, papa?” asked Kitty, alarmed to
discover that the things she most valued in Madame Stah]
could be classified under 5 name,

“l myself don’ really know. I only know that she
thanks God for everything, for every misfortune, for the
death of pey husband—gshe thanks "God for that, too.
Rather amusing, becayse their life together was very un-
satisfactory, Who is that? What 5 pitiful face,” he said,
his eyes falling on 5 middle-sized man sitting on a bench;
he was wearing a brown coat and white trousers that fell
in folds royng the fleshless bones of his legs.

¢ gentleman lifteq his straw hat, revealing thin curly
hair angd high forehead unhealthily inflamed from the
Pressure of his hat.

“He is Petrov, 3 painter,” replied Kitty, colouring, “And

3t is his wife,n she added, indicating Anna Pavlovna,
who, as if dclibcmtcly, had gone to fetch her child run-
ning down the Path just a5 they came up,

S“What a nice face he has, but so pathetic,” said the
Prince, “\ypy, don’t yoy B0 and speak to him? Isn’t he
trying 1o say something 1o you?”

“Very we » come,” said Kitty, going over to Pctfov
resolutely, “Hoyy are you fecling today?" she asked him,

.Pc!xov got up, Icanmg on his stick, and looked at the
prince,

. “This is my daughter,” said the prince. “Allow me to
ttroduce mygey,»

€ painter bowed and smiled, showing white tecth
that gleamed oddly,
ity

© expected you Yesterday, Princess,” he sajd to Kit-

He tottered as he said this, then repeated the tonter
10 sugnrest it had been intentional the first time,

“1 would have come but Varenka sajd Anna Paviovn,
had sent 1q 33y You were not going.”
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“Not going?” said Petrov, reddening and ‘f?uEhﬁlaj
he looked round for his wife. “Annal Annal” he < :t
out, causing the veins of his thin white neck to stand o
like whip-cords.

Anna Pavlovna came up. . ere
“How could you have sent to tell the princess we W
not going?” he said angrily in a hoarse voice. Jith
“How do you do, Princess,” said Anna Pavlovnz}‘\

a false smile that was so unlike her former manner. I;;Z
glad to meet you,” she said to the prince. “We have long
been expecting you, Prince.” 5 vere

“How could you have sent to tell the princess we ¥ s
not going?” rasped the painter even more angf.ﬂ)"oicc
feelings aggravated by his inability to control his v
and give it the expression he wanted. L oo

“Good_gracious, I really did think we were not g
ing,” replied his wife with vexation. Gt of

“How can You say so when—" he bcgan', but a Jllcss
coughing made him abandon the effort with a help
wave of his hand. ith his

The prince Lifted his hat and walked away wil
daughter. n-

“Ah, me!” said the prince with a sigh. “The poor u
fortunates!” hat

“Yes, papa,” replied Kitty. “And you must know t .3_
they have three children, no servants and almost no ‘h"
come. He gets a little something from the Academy.” S 5
spoke hurriedly, trying to overcome the agitation Cﬂ“sz
by the strange change in Anna Pavlovna's attitude towards
her.
“And here is Madame Stahl,” said Kitty, pointing to 2
bath-chair in which something blue and grey was re
clining, propped up by pillows and protected by a sun-
shade.

It was indeed Madame Stahi. Behind her stood the big
glum German workingman who pushed her chair. At h“:
side stood a fair-haired Swedish count whom Kitty knew
by name. A few patients were lingering in the vicinity and

ing at the invalid as at a great curio -
pz’lx'hi prince went up to her. K* =" detected the
sparkle of mockery in his cye tha bed her. bt:'
fore. He went 1t e Stahi : 'htr in 2

.
1 19

ard
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fespectful and affap)e tone and in

few people spe. any more, b
“Ido not knoyy whether you remember me or not, but

must remin You of myself 5o a5 to thank you for the
kindness you h

ave shown my daughter,” he said 1o her,
mking. off his hat,

nnce Alexander Scherbatsky,” iq Madame Stahl,
looking ¢ him with those divine eyes in which Kitty now

i 2 shade of annoyance, “Very glad. 1 have be.
ome cXtremely fond of your daughter,

"You are still in hag health?»

“ 1

s, Ve grown ysed to it,” said Madame Stahl,
ind she ntroduced him to the Swedish count,

-~ “You have changeg very little,”

T have pot had the p!

that excellent French so

the prince said 1o her,
leasure of seeing you for some ten

od gives ys our

€ross and gives us the strength to
€ar it. One often wonders why life should stretch out
2 endlesgly, Oh, the other sidel” ¢ ¢ said crossly to
Varcnka,

Who wyg Wrapping the TUg round her feot the
Wrong way,

i s to do 800d, I dare say,” said the prince, laugh.
g with his eyes,

) At is not for Us 1o judge,” said Madame Stahl, not-
g the prince’s mockery, g, you will send me thyy book,
my dear Count? 1 shall

N ¢ extremely grateful to you,”
she said 14 the young Swede,

! €d the prince op Catching sight of the Moscow
colone] standj i bo
€ wal]

W to Madame Stahl,
e €d away with his daugther anqg the colonel, wheo
Joined theyy,,

aristocmcy for you, Prince,” sajq the Mos-
SOW colone] with the intention of being sarcastic, nurs.
Mg as he g; a gri 8ainst Madame Stahl for re.

g to make hig acquaintance, .

. in the least,” replied the prince,
Did you know hep before her illness, Prince?—thgay is,
before she took to hey bed?"

“Yes, she took

. to it when I knew her,” sajq the
Prince,

“They Say she has ney walked for ten Years,”

“She doesn’t vk 1,

€cause she jg short-legged, She’s got
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an atrocious figure.”

“Papal How can you?” cried Kitty.

“That is what evil tongues say, my dear.
she gives that Varenka of yours a bad time of it,”
ed. “Oh, these invalid ladies!”

“Oh no, papa!” protested Kitty hotly. *Varenka ado“:
her. And then she does so much good! Ask anyon®
Everyone knows her and Aline Stahl.” it

“Perhaps,” said the prince, giving her arm another litde
squeeze with his elbow. “But it is much better whenpe®
ple do good so that nobody knows it, ask whom you
may. .

Kitty made no reply, not because she had nothing ¥
say but because she did not wish to reveal her sc':“hl
thoughts to her father either. But strangely enough, thoug
she had braced herself against succumbing to his views
and had resolved not to admit him to her holy-of-holics
she was aware that the sacred image of Madame St
she had womn in her heart for a whole month had van-
ished irrevocably, as when one suddenly discovers ont has
mistaken an empty coat for a person. There was nothing
left but a short-legged lady who always reclined becatst
she had an atrocious figure and who became cross with
Varenka because Varenka did not tuck in her rug as sh¢
wished. No effort of Kitty’s imagination could bring back
the former Madame Stahl.

I dare s3y
? he add

35

The prince infected his wife and daughter and fn'C'}ds
and even the German in whose house they were staying
with his own high spirits.

When he and Kitty returned from the spring, he invited
the Moscow colonel and Maria Evgenievna and Varcn_h
to have coffec with them, and he had a table and chairs
moved out into the garden under a chestnut tree and the

table laid there. The landlord and - .« enlivene
by his good humour. They knew he , , « e gi;"ﬂ'
1. ' .. who

and in half an hour *

lived on the - - s gazing . ¢ of his
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window at the gay company of healthy Russians gathered
under the chestnut tree. 4 the

In the quivering shadows cast by the 1e.avcs stoo
table covered with a white cloth and set with coffee-pots,
butter, cheese and cold fowl, at which the princess in a
ap trimmed with lavender ribbons presided and passed
round cups and sandwiches. At the other end sat the
prince, eating heartily, talking loudly and_ OVK&“Y- The
prince had placed a pile of purchases beside hxm—-ht.ﬁe
arved boxes, whistles and paper-knives of all sorts, which
he had bought in great quantities at all the resorts he had
visited and now presented to everyone, including the ser-
vant girl Lischen and his landlord, with whom he joked
in bis comical broken German, assuring him it was not
the waters that had cured Kitty but the landlord’s excel-
lent 1able, especially his prune soup. The princess
la_ughed at her husband for his Russtan manners, but never
sinee she arrived at the waters had she been so gay and
lively, The calonel laughed as usual at the prince’s jokes,
but when it came to Europe, which he believed he had
made a thorough study of, he took the side of the prin-
cess. The good-natured Maria Evgenievna was overcome
with lau_ghter. at the prince’s witticisms and even Varen-
k_a {a thing Kitty had never seen before) was left weak and
limp by the soft, contagious peals that shook her when
the prince made his droll remarks.

All of this amused Kitty, but still she was under a cloud.
She could not solve the problem the prince had unwit-
tingly presented to her by the levity with which he re-
E’Mded her friends and the life here to which she had

ccome so attached. Added to this was the change in her

revealed 50 indubitably and
ming. Everyone was gay, but
" uld not be gay, and this added 1o her distress.

o feelings were similar 10 those she had experienced

€D, 25 a child, she had been locked into her room for
some misdemeanour and had heard her sisters taughing
mersily outside.

Why in the world did you buy all this mbbish?”asked the
princess, smiling and handing her busband a cup of coffee.

Oh, 1 would go for 2 walk, come 10 a shop, they
would ask me to buy: ‘Erlaucht, Excellenz, Durchlaucht.”
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Well, they had only to say Durchlaucht and I was done
for: ten thalers gone.” .
Just because you were bored,” said the princess
“Most assuredly because I was bored. So bored, my
dear, that I did not know where to turn.” 0
“How could you be bored, Prince? Germany hf’s r;
much of interest to offer nowadays,” said Maria Evge
evna.
“I know all those things of interest: prune soup, ped
sausage—I know them all.” . .
“Say what you will, Prince, their institutions are very
interesting,” said the colonel. .
“What do you find of interest in them? All thvc (o:';‘l'
mans are as complacent as a copper coin: they have Ch_
quered everybody. But what reason have I to be Com%b.
cent? I have not conquered anybody. And here I ?:ln the
liged to take off my own boots and put them outsice o
door myself; get up carly in the morning, dress e
as soon as I am out of bed and go into the dmmg-mokc
for a bad cup of tea. Whereas at home? At hon_lc 1 tats
my time waking up, think back over all my gﬂe"‘”}c "
grumble over them, gradually come round, go over every
thing thoroughly, without hurry.” ) To-
“But time is money—you forget that,” said the co

nel.

“It all depends on what time. There are whole mOﬂ':‘;
that are not worth a kopek, and there are half-hours wor'
more_than all the money in the world. Is that not $0:
Kitty? But why are you looking so down-hearted, mY
lamb?”

“I am all right.” i to

“Where are you going? Stay a bit longer,” he said
Varenka. K

“I must go home,” said Varenka, getting up and brea
ing into another of her delightful peals of laughter. 4

When it had passed, she said goodbye to everyone an
went into the house for her hat. Kitty went with her. She
saw even Varenka in a new light now. Saw her not as
worse but as different from the Varenka she had thought
she knew. —

“Dear me, I haven’t laughed so much for agcs!‘ sal
Varenka as she picked up her sunshade and bag. “What
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adear he is, your father!”

Kitty did not answer.

“When shall  see you again?" asked Varcnl,ca. . b

“Maman thought of going to the Petrovs’. Will you be
there?” asked Kitty, putting her friend to the test. "

“Yes, 1 will,” replied Varenka. “They are leaving an:
1 promised to help them pack.”

“Then I shall come too.”

“No, why should you?”

“Why should I not? Why not?” asked Kitty with round
eyes, holding on to Varenka's sunshade to prevent her
from going away. “Wait, tell me why not?”

“Oh, because. Your father has just come, and then they
are not quite at their ease when you are there.”

“Oh, but you must tell me why you don’t want me to
g0 to the Petrovs’. You don’t want me to, do you? Tell
me why."”

“I did not say so,” said Varenka quietly.

“I implore you to tell me.”

“Tell you everything?'' asked Varenka.

“Everything, everything!™ said Kitty. _

“There is nothing special to tell, only that Mikhail Ale-
%eyevich” {that was the painter’s name) “insisted on leav-
ing this place a while back and now he does not want to
£0,” said Varenka with a smile.

“"‘\]\icU?" Kitty urged her on, loaoking at her sombrely.
“Well?™

“Well, and for some reason Anna Paviovna said he did
not want 1o go because you were here. Of course she had
no right to say such a thing, but because of that, because
of you, they quarrelled. And you know how irritable sick
people can be”

\itty said nothing but her face grew mote clouded,
and Varenka went on talking to soften and soothe her,
anticipating an outburst of tears or words.

“So it would be better if you did not go. You under-
stand, you will not take offence~"

"It ‘serves me right! It serves me right!” said Kitty
quickly, snatching the sunshade out of Varenka’s hand
and looking past her {riend.

Varenka was tempted to smile at her friend’s childish
burst of anger, but she feared to offend her.
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“Why should it serve you right? I don’t understand
she said. 1 s
“It serves me right because it was all pretence, al s
and not from the heart. What did I care for that ‘t"cthci
stranger? And now it turns out I am the cause Dlt o
quarrel and that I Pushcd in without being asked.
all false, false, false!” " d Varen

“Why should you have behaved falsely?” askel
ka in her quiet way. on .

“Ugh, it is so stupid, so horrid! I had no ";‘u"in,
it was all falsel” she kept saying, opening and shuttis
the sunshade.

“Then why did you do it?”

“To show):)ff bzlforc people, before myself, bcf(;?iif;’gr’
to_deceive everybody. Oh, I shall never let myse to de-
this again! Better to be wicked than to be falsc,
ceive!” w

“Who is deceiving?” said Varenka reproachfully. You
speak as if— -

But Kitty was carried away by one of her fits of tem
per. She did not give her friend a chance tovspcak. You

“Oh, I don’t mean you, I am not speaking "fyl:’"t' how
are perfect. Yes, you are, I know you are perfect, bul have
can I help it if I am wicked. All this would nEVC"hat 1
happened if I were not wicked. Well, let me be W Pav-
am, but not deceive. What have I to do with éﬂml an
lovna? Let them live as they like and me as I like.
not be different... This is wrong, wrong.” )

“What is wrong?” asked Varenka in perplexity.

“All this. I must live as my heart bids me and ol
according to rules. I came to love you simply, but ¥
only wanted to save me, to convert me!”

“You are very unjust,” said Varenka.

“Oh, I am not speaking of others,
myself.” and

“Kitty!” came her mother's voice. “Come here
show papa your corals.” “th her

With a proud mien, without making peace wit. 3
friend, Kitty took her box of corals from the table an
went to her mother. w asked

“What is the matter? Why are you so flushed?” aske!
her mother and father in one vaice

you live

I am speaking of
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# 1 I nothing” Kitgy replied, “I shall be back direct-
Y.” and she ran out,
+She is stil] here, she thought, What shall I say to her?
s Good heavens, what have I done? What have I said?
¢ Why should T have insetteg her? What shall T do? What
, shall T say? thought Kitty, Pausing at the door. .
arenka was sitting at the table in her hat and with
' her sunshade i her hands, trying to repair the spring
Kitty had broken, She raised her head, .
 "Varenka, forgive me, forgive me!” murmured Kitty,
8oIng over to her, « 8¢t so carried away I don’t know
what I’y saying, [—»

“Truly 1 had no wish to hurt you,” said Varenka with
asmile,

. Peace was made gy after her father’s arrival the world
M which Kitty hag been living changed. Not that she re-
Jected al] ghe had learned, but she understood now that
she had deceived herself in thinking she could be what
she wanted 10 be. It was as if she had just waked up. She

Y Tecognized the difficulty of living on that high level
{0 which ¢he aspired without showing off and deceiving

€ was living; the terrible effort it had cost her to make
herself Part of this world now seemed beyond her strength
and she longed for 5 breath of fresh air, for Russia, for
€ country estate at Ergushovo to which, as she learned
O:in a letter, her sister Dolly and her children had al-
ready gone for the summer.
. Herlove for Varenka, however, d;g not lessen. At part-
g Kitty begged her to visit them in Russia. i
s 4 cgogme when you get married,” said Varenka.
::’II‘Sh never get married.”
hen I shall never come. N .
“Ah, then I shall have to get married to b,{mg.you.'Scc
at you don't go back on your promise!” said Kitty,

Pre 4
home to Russia in good health. She was not as gay an,
Carefree as before, Eut she had acquired peace of mind,

19-397






Fart Three
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Sergei Ivanovich Koznishev felt in need of a rest from
his mental labours, and instead of going a{)road as he
usually did, he went to visit his half-b{ot_het in the coun-
try at the end of May. It was his conviction that country
life was the best life. He was going to his brother’s to
revel in it. Levin was very glad, the more so since he did
not expect his brother Nikolai that summer. But for all
the love and esteem Levin felt for Koznishev, he was not
at his ease with him in the country. It was his brother’s
attitude to the country that made him feel awkward and
ushappy. For Levin the country was a place to live in—~
which is to say, a place to rejoice, to sorrow, to labour
in; whereas for Koznishev the country was, on the one
hand, a place where one rested from one’s labours, and
on the other, a valuable antidote for the corrupting in-
fluences of the town, an antidote he took with pleasure,
fully aware of its potency. The goodness of the country
for Levin lay in its being the setting for work that was
unquestionably useful; for Koznishev the country was
good just because one could and indeed ought to do noth-
ing there.

Levin was, in addition, exasperated by his brother’s
attitude towards the peasants. Koznishev asserted that he
knew and liked the peasants, and he often talked to them,
a thing he did very well, without falseness and affecta-
tion, and from every talk with them he drew general con-
clusions proving that the peasants were intrinsically good
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for Levin lay in its being the setting for work that was
unquestionably useful; for Koznishev the country was
good just because one could and indeed ought to do noth-
ing there,

Levin was, in addition, exasperated by his brother's
attitude towards the peasants. Koznishev asserted that he
knew and liked the peasants, and he often talked to them,
a thing he did very well, without falseness and affecta-
tion, and from every talk with them he drew general con-
clusions proving that the peasants were intrinsically good
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and that he thoroughly understood them. Levin did not
approve of such an attitude towards the peasants. For
Levin the peasants were nothing more or less than the
principal participants in their common work, and al-
though he was well disposed towards them and even felta
sort of kinship with them, which he declared he must
have sucked in with the milk of his peasant wet-nurse, and
although, as he worked beside them in a2 common task, he
was sametimes moved to the greatest admiration of their
strength, modesty and keen sense of justice, nevertheless,
when their labours called for other qualities, he was some-
times driven to exasperation by their indifference, slipshod-
ness and lying. If Levin bad been asked if he liked the
peasants he would not have known what to answer. He
liked and disliked them, just as he did all people. Being
a good man, he naturally liked people more than he dis-
liked them, and so it was with the peasants. But he could
not like or dislike the peasants as something apart from
himself because he not only lived with them, not only were
all his interests connected with theirs, but he considered
himself a part of them, and was aware of no particular
vices and virtues distinguishing them from himself; there-
fore he could not look upon himself as one thing and them
as another. And although he hadlived in close relations with
them for years as their master and arbiter and, above all,
as their adviser (the peasants trusted him and would come
from thirty miles round to ask his advice), he had no defi-
nite conception of them, and if he had been asked if he
knew the peasants he would have been just as much at 2
loss for an answer as if asked if he liked them. To say that
he knew the peasants was for him the same as to say that
he knew people as a whole. He was constantly observing
and getting to know all kinds of people, including peasant-
people, whom he considered good and interesting people,
he was continually discovering new traits in them, chang-
ing his former opinions and forming new ones. Koz
nishev did just the opposite. Just as he liked and prfuscd
country life as contrasted with the sort of life he distiked,
50 he liked the peasants as contrasted with the sort of peo-
ple he disliked; he Jooked upon the peasants as something
apart, in contrast with people as a whole. In his methodical
mind definite forms of peasant life were neatly arranged,
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some of them taken from peasant life itself but most of
them assumed as the opposite of the life he knew. He
never changed his opinion of the peasants or his sympa-
thetic attitude towards them,

When the brothers argued about the peasants, expound-
ing their different opinions, Koznishev always defeated
his brother just because Koznishev had a definite concep-
tion of the peasants, their character, traits and tastes; Le-
vin had no definite and unalterable conception of them,
so that in these arguments Levin was always caught con-
tradicting himself.

To Koznishev his younger brother was a good fellow
whose heart was on the right side, but whose mind, if
keen, was subject to passing impressions and therefore
cluttered with contradictions. With the condescension of
an elder brother he sometimes took the trouble of explain-
ing the significance of things to Levin, but he found no
pleasure in arguing with him because he himself always
carried the day too easily.

Levin looked upon his brother as a man of great intel-
lect and education, honourable in the highest degree and
gifted with the ability to work for the common good. But
the older he grew and the better he came to know his
brother, the more often he felt, deep in his heart, that
this ability to work for the common good, which Levin
imagined he himself did not possess, was perhaps not a
good quality at all but, on the contrary, a lack of some-
thing—not the lack of good, honest, lofty tastes and aspi-
rations, but a lack of vital strength, of that which is
called “heart”, of that driving force that makes a person
choose one out of all the countless paths in life and fol-
low it alone. The better he got to know his brother, the
clearer it became to him that Koznishev and many others
who worked for the common good were brought to this
love of the common good not by the bidding of their hearts
but by reason, which told them it was right to do this,
and that alone was why they did it. Levin was further
confirmed in this opinion by remarking that his brother
did not take questions of the common good and the im-
mortality of the soul any more to heart than he did a game
of chess or the ingenjous construction of a new machine.

Another reason that made Levin feel uneasy with his



prother in the country was that here e
summer, Levin's time was

work; indced the jong summer day was not long €novs
for doing a1 the tasks that had to be done, and here was

s » he said tO Levin, sput 1
in this bov’i‘ne life. Not 2 thought in ™Y head!

Empty 28 be:

Levin found it trying to sit and listen 1O him, especial-

when he knew the men would be carting manure 0
. and would dumP

it an
how . and the would not
screw in the ploughshares and then ‘would take them out

im.
«rye got to I over to the counting-house for 2
minute," repli:d Levin, and off he went to the far fields.

In the first days of June Agatia Mikhailovna, Levin's
and present housekeepel stipped and fell
3 he was taking 2 jar of mush:

talking to the celebrated Serget Jvanovi nishev, 10
whom he demonstrated enlightent! by ¢
counting all the local gossiP and complainin! { the un
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satisfactory state in which he found local affairs. Kozni-
shev listened attentively, asked questions and, stimulated
by his new interlocutor, launched upon an extensive dis-
course in which he made quite a few apt and weighty
remarks that were duly appreciated by the young doctor;
as a consequence Koznishev found himself in the high
spirits that, as Levin knew, usually followed upon bril-
liant and animated conversation.

When the doctor left, Koznishev expressed a desire to
go fishing, He enjoyed fishing and seemed proud that he
could find enjoyment in such an inane pastime.

Levin, who ought to have been in the meadows or on
the fields, offered to take his brother in the gig.

It was the time of year—the turn of the summer season
—when this year’s harvest has declared itself and the
peasants begin thinking of next year’s sowing; when hay-
making is at hand; when the rye has come to ear but the
ears are as yet light and lean and wave grey-green in the
breeze; when the bright green oats, with clusters of yel-
low grass scattered among them, spring up unevenly over
the late-sown fields; when the early buckwheat has bur-
geoned forth, completely cavering the earth; when the
fallowlands, trampled rock-hard by the cattle, are half
ploughed, with bare spots left where the plough would
not bite; when the smell of the dung-heaps drying on the
fields mingles at sunset with the sweet smell of the grass-
es; and when the water-meadows, waiting for the scythe,
stretch like a vast sea darkened here and there by stacks
of weeded sorrel.

It was a time when there is a brief let-up in farm work
before the onset of harvesting, annually recurring, annu-
ally mobilizing all the forces of the peasantry, The harvest
promised to be abundant, the summer days were clear and
hot, the nights short and with a heavy dew-fall.

The brothers had to ride through the woods to reach
the meadows. Koznishev kept exclaiming over the beauty
of the leafy woods, painting out to his brother now an
old lime tree about to break into blossom, dark on the
shady side and twinkling all over with yellow stipules;
now the emerald tips of the pines representing this year’s
growth. Levin did not like to talk or hear about the beauty
of nature, Words for him spoiled the beauty of what he
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saw. He answered his brother mechanically while his mind
turned to other things. When they came out of the woo0s
he gave all his attention 10 2, fallow ficld on 2 hillside,

was being driven over the field. Levin counted the carts
to satisfy himself there were enough to deliver the 1€
quired amount of manure The sight of the meadows
tumed his thoughts 10 the hay-making. He always
felt a pang of excitement at the prospect of hayvmak-
ing. He stopped the horse when they got to the mead:

low some will pushes, the Pper h bit wel Much a$
Levin b ted to ride do grass, rove into the

e

meadow. The tall grass softly entwined stself about the
wheels and the horse’s legs, Jeaving its seed on wet spokes
and axles.

His brother sat down under 2 push and set up his
ﬁsh'mg—rods while Levin led the horse aways tied it tO 2
tree and waded into the vast grey-green e ‘that no Wi
stirred. The silky grass with 1ts ripening seed was almost
waist-high here in the water-mea! OWS:

When he had crossed the meadow, Levin came out on

et an old man with a swollen €y€
carrying 2 skep of bees-

«“iWhat? Caught 2 new swarm, Fomich

“Not a new one, Konstant'm itrich. Trouble enoug
1 have keeping the old. This is the secon swarm as
away. 1t's only thanks to the lads T got it back. The 1ads
as is p\oughing for you. They unhitched the horse 2%
rode after it

wyell, what do you 52y Fomich——shall we begin mow-

ing of wait a bit?’
Well, nows us folks usually waits for St. Peter’s Day»
but you begin sooner 'm sure I don't know W ou
shouldn’ts God willing. Beautiful grass it be. Finc feed
for the beasts.”

x4 what about the weather?”
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“That's as God wills. Maybe the sweather will hold.”

Levin went back to his brother. The fish were not bit-
ing, but Koznishev did not mind; he was in the best of
humours. Levin could see that the conversation with the
doctor had wound him up and he was anxious to talk.
Levin, on the contrary, was in a hurry to return home
so that he could give instructions to summon the mowers
on the following day and put an end to his worrisome
doubts as to when they should begin.

“Let’s be going,” he said.

“What’s the hurry? Sit down. The deuce, you're all wet!
No fish, but what of it? The joy of fishing is that it brings
you close to nature. What could be lovelier than that steely
water?” he said. “And these river banks. They always
remind me of that riddle—remember it? The grass says to
the water: ‘We bend low, still and slow...” "

“Never heard it,” replied Levin dully.

_“T’'ve been thinking about you, you know,” said Koz-
nishev. “If what that doctor tells me is true—and he seems
10 be a clever chap—things are going to the dogs in this
uyezd of yours. I told you before and I tell you now: it’s
all wrong that you should not attend meetings and that
in_general you should hold yourself aloof from local af-
fairs. 1f honest men withdrew it stands to reason
things would be run God only knows how. As it is we
pay out our money, it all goes for salaries and we are
left without schools, doctors, midwives, apothecaries and
everything else,”

“I tried it,” replied Levin quietly and as if reluctantly.
“I just can’t. What’s to be done?”

“And why can’t you, pray? 1 don’t understand. I can-
not attribute it to indifference or incompetence; what is
it then, pure laziness?”

“None of those things. I tried it and was convinced
there is nothing I can do,” said Levin.

He was not very attentive to what his brother was say-
ing. In the ficlds across the river he detected something
black and was trying to make out whether it was a lone
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horse or his steward on horseback.

“Why can you do nothing? You tried once, you didn’t
achieve what you wanted so you gave up. I should think
you would have more pride.”

“Pride?” said Levin, stung to the quick by his brother’s
words. “I don’t understand what you mean. If I had been
told when I was in the university that all the other stu-
dents understood integral calculus and I was the only one
who did not, that would have hurt my pride. But in the
present case one must be convinced first of ail that
one has an aptitude for such activities, and then the
main thing: that the activities themselves are of impor-
tance,”

“What? You find them of no importance?” exclaimed
Koznishev, stung in his turn by his brother’s finding the
things to which he devoted himself of no importance, and
even more stung by his brother’s obvious lack of interest
in what he was saying.

“I don’t find them important, they don’t touch me, and
1 can’t help it,” replied Levin, who had discovered that
what he saw was the steward and that the steward scemed
to be allowing the men to leave their ploughing: they
were tumning their ploughs. Surely they cannot have fin-
ished, he said to himself.

“Listen,” said the elder brother, a scowl clouding his
handsome intellectual face. “There is a limit to every-
thing. It’s a good thing to be different, to be sincere and
despise everything false—I know that very well. But can’t
you sce that what you say either has no meaning at all
or has deplorable meaning? You find it of no importance
that the peasants, of whom you say you arc so fond-~"

1 never said any such thing, said Levin to himseif.

“~should die of disease without any ;t;t;g’t to save them?

That jgnorant women i ' be the =75 © . mor-
tality, that the o ' . < and
deeper in * T “the - . who
knows how to 1+~ Sl bein
a position to - % + not .

% e

you consider it _- .
Koznishev i -
he . 5, -

whe' . “-be
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peace and quiet, his pride, or whatever it was, to do_ it.

Levin felt forced to accept his brother’s point of view
or acknowledge that he was not sufficiently devoted to
the common good. He felt injured and aggrieved.

“Both alternatives are right,” he said resolutely. “I do
not see the possibility of—**

“What? Do you mean to say medical aid could not be
provided if the money were properly apportioned?”

“I don’t think it could be. I don’t think it possible to
provide medical aid to the one-and-a-half thousand square
miles of our uyezd, with our spring floods and winter
storms and summer farm work, And besides, I don't be-
lieve in medicine,”

“Oh, come, that’s unfair. I can give you thousands of
examples. And what about schools?”

“Why should we have schools?”

“What are you saying? Can there be any doubt as to
the advantages of education? If it is good for you, why
should it not be good for everyone?”

Levin felt that he was morally driven to the wall and
for that reason he lost his temper and involuntarily came
out with the main reason for his indifference to public
activities:

“Perhaps all these things are good, but why should I
bother myself about the setting up of medical centres
which I shall never use, and schools to which I shall never
send my children and to which the peasants do not wish
to send theirs—and to which Tam not sure they ought to
send them,” he said.

For a moment Koznishev was confounded by such an
unexpected declaration, but he quickly adopted a dif-
ferent Plan of attack. .

He said nothing for a while, pulled out one of his fish-
ing liln:s, threw it in again, then turned to his brother with
a smile.

“Now look here: in the first place, medical centres must
be set up. Did we not send for the rural doctor for Agafia
Mikhailovna?”

“Take my word for it, her arm will be crooked,”

“That remains to be seen. Secondly, a literate peasant

is more valuable as a workman and ‘more needed than
an illiterate one.”
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“Oh, noj ask whoever you like,” replicd Levin decisive
ly. “A literate workman is much inferiof- He will not
mend roads and if 2 bridge is put up today, its 1imbers
will be stolen tomorrow."

“That, howcvcr..." began Koznishev with 2 frown: he
did not like to be contmdiclcd, cspcci:ﬂly when the con-

wradictions skipped disconnectedly from one thing t° an
other, raising qucstions he was unprcp:u‘cd to answer

«“That, however, 1S not the point. Allow me to ask if you

“Yes, 1 agree,” sal Levin unthinkinglys the next M0
ment telling himself he had spoken ‘insincerel 3 "?1'
ved to him

ized that if he agrecd to this it would be prove 5
that cverything else he had said was nonsenses meaning’
less. How this would be proved he did not knows | ut he
was certain it would be proved Jogically and he wal
hear it.

Tt came in a much simpler form than he had expected:

“If you agree that it is of penefit,” said Koznishe¥s
“you cannot help admiring and being in sympathy wit
efforts to achieve it and, accordinglys ‘wishing t© help the
cause yoursel A "

«But 1 have not said 1 consider it 2 good causes
Levin, reddening.

“fow is that? You have just said—" Ll

«“That is, 1 do not consider it either good or, possxbl&

«you cannot know whether it is possible until you have
worked for it .

“] grant you that,” said Levin, although he did not
really grant it. «] grant you that, but even 5¢ 1 do mot
see why 1 should bother myself about it.”

“What? But then—"

«yait. Once we arc on the subjects expl
from the philosophica\ point of view,” said Levif .

«1 don’t see what philosophy has to do with ity
Koznishev in a tonc that implied, Levin thought, tha he
did not recognize his brother’s right to talk about philos®
ophy. Levin was exasperated.

+“This is what,” retorted Levin hotly. “It is ™Y co
don that all our actions aYe motivated bY conside
of personal happiness- % as
our present zemstvo organizalions do anything t© further
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my welfare. The roads are no better and cannot be better,
but my horses take me over them, bad as they are. I have
1o need of their doctors and medical centres, I have no
need of their courts—I have never applied to them and

a land tax of six kopeks an acre, to drive into town,
spend the night with bedbugs, and listen to all sorts of
stuff and nonsense without being sustained by any perso-
nal interest whatever.”

“Oh, come,” interrupted Koznishev with a smile. “No
Personal interest sustained us when we worked for the
lcmagcipation of the serfs, but we worked for it nonethe-
€ss.

ot live; to be a juryman an try a peasant who has sto-
len a ham and listen for six hours to the twaddle the pro-
secutor and defence counsel talk, and hear the chairman
ask my old half.witted Alyoshka: ‘Do you admit having
StOlen.thc ham, my man?’ ‘Eh? What’s "at, your honour?’

he seemed to think it strengthened his argument.
f‘(osthev, however, shrugged his shoulders.
+And what might you be trying to prove?”

Only that I will 'sparz no effort cy defend rights that
touch me, that affect my interests; when I was a student
and the gendarmes searched our rooms and read our let-
ters, T was ready to defend our rights with every means
I my power—our rights to an education, our rights to
Liberty, ‘1 understand obligatory military service—that af-
fCCts. my children, my brothers and myself; I am ready
to discuss things that touch me personally; but to discuss

ow the zemstyo budget money is to be apportioned, or to
try half-witted Alyoshka~I don’t and never will under-
stand why I should do that.”
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Levin's words came gushing forth like water through
a2 broken dam. Koznishev smiled.

«And if tomorrow you yourscH are on trial, how wt{\ﬂ{1
you like to have your €ase heard in the old type of crim
nal court?”

] shall never be ont trial. 1 will not cut anyone’s throat
o 1 have no need of all that- Let me tell you,” he went
on, again going far afield, *our zemstvo {nstitutions g€
semble thoset cut-down birch trees that are stuc in

ound on Trinity Day to imitate 2 natural copse sprung
up overnight, and 1 cannot throw myself heart and
into watering and believing in cut-down jrch tree

Koznishev ‘merely shrugged his shoulders agal

ress his wonder as 10 how those birch trees shoul hav
entered the discussion; but in 2 moment he understo®
what his brother had meant to s3y-

“That is no way to argue," he \'cmaxk:d. .

But Levin wished to justify what he himself recogNi®
as his shoncoming—his indifference to the common got
~and so he went o0 .

«1 think,” he said, “¢hat no activity can be lastin®
it is not rooted in ones pcrsonal interests- This is 2 €00
mon truth, 2 philosa hical truth,” he said, resolutely reite;
rating the word phi osophical 25 if to show that he had

to speak O

as much right as another to { hilosophy: .
Koznishev smiled again. He, too, kecP ag of Phll"‘s('
self-

ophy handy to feed his pet jdeas, he said to him
«you'd better not drag in phi\osophy, ¢ said al

«The main task of ph\\osophy throughout the 2g¢s has
been to discover the bond connecting p:tsonal nterests

and common interests. But that is besia¢ the point:

institutions and cherish those things 3
‘At this point Koznishev caried the question into the
realm of historical philosophy. which was over L
head, trying 1© prove to him the justice of his point of
View.
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“As for your not liking these activities, forgive me but
that iss beczuse of our Rgussia'n sloth and our self-owner
psychology. I am cot;xfidcnﬁ that in you this is but a tem-

orary aberration and it will pass.”

¥ Le\‘{in said nothing. He fgt that he had been defeated
on every point, but he also felt that his brother had not
understood what he had wanted to say. What he did not
know was why his brother had failed to understand him,
whether it was because he had not been able to express
his thoughts clearly, or because his brother had not wished
to understand, of because he was incapable of under-
standing. He did not, however, attempt to go more deeply
into the matter and, without any rejoinder, i_‘ell to think-
ing about something quite different, something that was
his own personal affair, .

Koznishev wound up the line on his last rod, untied
the horse and the two of them rode off.

The personal affair that had come into Levin’s mind at
the end of his conversation with his brother was the fol-
lowing: on a certain day of the preceding year he had lost
his temper with his steward at the hay-making, and to
pacify himself he had taken the scythe out of the hands
of one of his peasants and begun mowing.

S0 much had he enjoyed the wortk that he had repeated
it several times thereafter; he himself had cut down all
the grass in the clearing in front of his house and in the
spring of this year he had decided to spend entire days
mowing along with the peasants. When his brother came
he was thrown into a quandary: should he do it or not?
He hesitated to leave his brother alone afl day long, and
he feared his brother would make fun of him for his
whim. But while making his way through the meadow he
recalled the pleasure mowing had brought him and was
tempted to carry out his decision. Now, after his exaspe-
rating talk with his brother, it was this that came back
into his mind.

1 must have physical activity, I'm becoming too irri-
tble, he thought, and resolved to join in the hay-making

w191
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however embarrassed he might feel in the presence of hit
brother and the peasants.

That evening Levin went 1O the countinghous¢ Whﬂﬁ
he gave the steward instructions for the next day's WO
and had him send messengers to the villages t© ¢
mowers they were to begin work on Kalino :
ow, the biggest and best of the meadows, the next mor™
ing- .
%And please send ™Y scythe to Prokhor and have hi“,‘,
sharpen it and bring it tomorrow;l may join 1t the worss
he said, trying not to show his embarrassment-

The steward smiled.

“Very well, sir,” he said. @

At tea that evening Levin told his brother about ‘T‘ g

“«Good weather Secms to have settled in,” he said. 10
morrow I want to begin the hny-making."

«f Jike that sort of work,” said Koznishev. "

«§o do L Sometimes 1 join the peasantss and tomor’°
1 intend mowing with them all day.” ) .

Koznishev raised his head and looked 2t his brothe? in
quiringly- ts

«you mean ... yOU intend working with the peasdh
all day long?”

“Qh, yes. It’s very cnjoyablc.” . "

«Ips an excellent form of physical exercise 1o b¢ Sﬁ‘h{
put will you be able to hold out?” asked Koznishe? wit
out the least mockery. 010

uypye tried it. IS hard at first and then yoU get 10
the swing of it- 1 don't think 1 shall fall behind.”

the €as

“well, welll But tell me, how do he p ts ‘,?kc i

Amused, are thcy?——thcir master’s such a queer egst
1 hardly think so- But it’s such pleasant work, 20!
the same time 5O hard, that there is no time to thi

«And do you expect to eat with them, t00? for
thing to send you fried turkey and 2 bottle of 1afitte 19

unch.’

“QOh, 1 shall come home for funch.” put

The next morning Tevin got up earlier than usual DY

he was delayed by tarm affairs, so that "when he 89t °

the mowing the men were cutting the second roW- .
From the top of the hill he got 2 view of the tand ?“

the foot of it that had already been mowed; it W23 st



Anna Karenina 307

in shade and was patterned with greying streaks of freshly
auit grass and black dots that were the men’s coats
dropped on the ground when they set out on their first
row.

As he rode closer he saw the long line of men moving
ahead one after another, some in coats, others in shirts,
each wielding his scythe in his own way. He counted for-
ty-twa of them.

Slowly they advanced over the uneven lowland where
the old dam had been. Levin recognized some of his peas-
ants. There was old Emil in a very long white shirt, all
bent over as he swung his scythe; and there was young
Vaska who had been Levin’s coachman, cutting his rows
with fierce sweeping strokes; and there was Prokhor,
skinny little man who had taught Levin how to maw. Now
he led the line, his body erect, swinging his scythe as if
it were a toy, cutting a fine broad row.

Levin dismounted, tied his horse near the road and
went up to Prokhor, who took a second scythe out of the
bushes and held it out to him.

“It’s ready, master; razor-sharp, cuts of itself,” said

okhor, pulling off his cap with a smile and handing
him the scythe.

Levin took it and tried jt. As they finished their rows
the gay, sweat-drenched mowers came out to the road one
by one and laughingly greeted the master. All of them
stole looks at him but no one said a word until a tall old
man in a sheepskin and with a wrinkled beardless face
came up and said to him:

“Mind, master, once you’ve took the reins in hand,
don’t fall behind!” and Levin heard the men’s smothered
laughter.

“T try not to,” he said, taking his stand behind Pro-
khor and waiting for the moment to begin.

“Mind!” repeated the old man.

Prokhor cut into the grass first and Levin set out after
him. The grass beside the road was short and Levin, who
had not mowed for 2 long time and was made uneasy by
the men's glances, mowed very badly at first even
though he swung the scythe energetically. He could hear
voices behind him:

“It’s not set right—handles too high, see how he's

ki
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abending and abending.” said one. het.
“push down harder on the heell” called out ano‘gs‘c‘
“All’s well, only takes time,” sai the old man ‘ﬂ'
he's off... Eh, 100 broad a oW you're taking, W&
you'll wear yourself oute. Nay, mastef | il
It’s your own grass. Sce how much is missed! 1f us
it like that, we'd feeliton our backs.” "
Now the grass was softer and Levin kept. up v:w
prokhor, listening but not answerings doing his bes
improve his work. They went on in this
hundred paces Prokhor advanced without 2 pau 3 that
without showing the least cxhaustion; Lev re
he would not be able to hold out, so tired was e 250
He felt that he was swinging the scythe W :‘l“ b
strength and resolved to as rokhor 2 nt’ ove
n 0.

to pull up some grass, wiped his scythe wit nd beb
whetting the blade. Levin slraightcncd up, arew ina e
preath and looked round. The man ehind him m‘:'l“LCV
been tired 100, for he stopped b€ ore he reache A
P°3 began whetting his tcythe. Prokbor sharpen®
own and Levin's and they went back to work. c
They procecded much as before. or afl\'aﬂ
thythmically, stroke by stroke without stopping,
without growing tired. Levin followed him and tried !
‘o fall behind, but it became harder and harder ¥
every steps the moment came when he was sure he €@
not go on but again Prokhor stopPe to W

ythe. . No
In this way they came to the end of the first T°W'd.d,
row thereafter cost Levin the effort this long irst on ‘1I
yet when they came to the end of it an rokhof:’:{ "l‘}"e

dering his scythe, slowly made his way BQ‘:‘ went

back over his own trail, he felt happy €veP tho
sweat was pouring down his face and dripping off
and the back of his shirt was 3s wet as i i
dipped in water. He felt happy largely because B
now that he could hold out. .
The only thing that marred his happiness W23 that h‘;
row was not done well. 1 will swing mY ms less an
my body more he thought as he compared his rag8®
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uneven row with Prokhor's, where not a blade of grass
had been missed.
vin observed that Prokhor went quickly dpwn the
ﬁ.rst 10w, which happened to be a long one, as if to put
S master to the test, The following TOWs were caster,
but even 5o Levin had to strain himself to the utmost to
keep up with the others,
e thought of nothing and wanted nothing but to keep

.ond to improve his work. He heard nothing but the
swish of the scythe, he saw nothing but the erect figure of
Prokhor advancing in front of him, the semicircles of cut
hay, the grass failing in slow waves, the flowers snipped
by the blade of his scythe and the end of the row up
shead, where he could rest.

In the middle of the work he suddenly and unaccount-
ably had 5 Pleasant sensation of coolness on his overheat-
ed shoulders, He glanced up at the sky when they stopped
to whet the scythe, A lJouw black cloud hung overhead
and big drops of rain were falling, Some of the mowers
went for ther coats, others like Levin werc only too glad
o _expose thejr shoulders to this refreshing c001"95f~

They cut row after row. Long rows and short ones, m\\;
With coarse or with soft grass. Levin lost all sense o
time, he could not possibly have said whether it was c]:lf y
or late. Hig work underwent a change that brought “";
fnormous satisfaction, Once he had got into the sWI‘llL; 0.
it there were minutes when he forgot what he was d ‘"g{‘c'
aorything was easy, and in those minutes his rows w as

MOSt as even and well-cut as Prokhor’s, But as sg"acr
he thought of what he was doing and tried to do it be ults
he became conscious of the difficultics and his f‘:d as
were worse, They came to the end of the next r(;\.v v od
he was about 1o turn back Prokhor stopPC]‘C! u‘m l:\‘iml
going aver to the old man, murmured somet u;\g '(:'I 'im:.
Both of them glanced up at the sun, What nrth hey :\s)kc(]
and why don't they begin another row? , m":m;winl:
himself, ot knowing that the peasants h“‘ld ?f"w“ time
Wwithout 2 break for at least four hours and it ws

for them to have breakfast.
“Breakfast, master, " said Hlf-" old man.
“Is it really time? Very well. £ ’
Levin gav)e, his scyt;\yc to Prokhor and made f



horse, joining the me? walking back t¢ where thelt ’;5:
and tood-baskets were lying; they crossed @ wide SIE’;.\“
of rain-moist new-mown ay & d o
realize he had been mistaken sbout the
was getting wet.

w1t will be spo'\lcd," he said.

«Have no feah master: ‘Rain for th

Koznishev was just getting uP-
coffee and went back to the meadow D
had time to get dressed and enter the dinin!

5
After breakfast Levin found himself in 2 d,‘m;c‘r‘\‘ ig:(.i
sition in the line of mowes: petween t\:lc old’ wboc his
jed

accosted him iocularly an now inVl ed um e

neighbou, amg a young peasant oho had 0% el e

just that autumn and was Mo ing e first ‘aI

The old man, holding himself erech moved 18 Tond
< ’ N o

to cost him no more effort than it oS on sw‘on‘%
one’s arms 11 walking, 2 if piling ¢ highs € n ¥ 0
were mere © ild’s play- he sharp SC the seer™ o gut
swishing through the succulent grass o £, with®

his help- ot

Behind Levin came the youthful Mishka. HiS i
young face with 2 twist of fresh gras: { nd bis 0

D,

hard. The sweat streaming, from his pores cooled hims
sun beaming down on his back, his hea 15
arms gave him strength and tenacitys more &
often did he enjoy moments of unconscious effort Whr
he had no need to think of what he was doing- The
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did the work alone, These were happy moments. But even
more delightful were those when, on reaching the river at
which the rows ended, the old man wiped his scythe with
a handful of et 81ass, rinsed the blade in the fresh river
water, scooped Up some water in hijs whetstone box and
offered it to Levin,

“Here, taste my beer! Good, eh?” he said, winking at
Levin,

And indeed Levin thought he had never tasted any-
‘hmg to compare with that warm water with weeds floating

air and take i the whole long line of mowers and all
& Ellt Was going on round about in the woods and the
lelds,

as if by magic, with no thought given to it,
the work was done, recisely and in just the right way.
rissful moments. )

It was harg only when he had to interrupt his unconsci-
OUS movements and give his mind

ot been weeded, The old man did even this with ease,
When he C2ME t0 a mound he changed his Mmovements,
Cutting with short strokes raund all sides of it, Pushing
OWN now on the heel, now on the tip of his scythe. And
while doing it he kept a watchful €ye on what was ahead
of him: Sometimes he picked a berry and ate it or offered
it to fLt:vin, Sometimes he tossed away a twig with the
tp of hj -

¢ his way,
ythe as on a pitch-fork, showed it to

evin and flung it away,
or Levin and the young fellow behind hj
of movement were difficult, Both of
Mastered gpe tense

m such changes

them, havin
cycle of movements, were caught up



312 LEV TOLSTOY

in the excitement of the performance and could no‘:}:l:!
troduce a variation and at the same time observe
was ahead. . d

Levin did not notice the passage of time. If ]‘:;hl:::
been asked how long he had been mowing he wout anch
said about half an hour, whercas it was mos s the
time. As they were walking back over the cut gr il
old man called Levin's attention to some boys ans. they
scarcely to be seen up on the road for the tan“gr;ssz}aigh‘
were coming from all directions, their arms pule in ker
to their sides by the weight of the loaves tied U‘l:c e
chiefs and the jugs of kvass stoppered with rags they
bringing to the mowers. N Lo t0

“Eogk, the midges a-comin’,” he s'ald, mougml“aic'u
wards them; then he put a hand to his €yes and &
up at the sun.

When they had done another two rows the
stopped. ) .-

“Well, master, it be lunch time,” he said decxslv}ﬁe s
reaching the river the mowers walked back :.algng t th the
to their coats where the children were waiting WY
food. The men sat down in groups, som¢ unde
others under some willow bushes on which they

ass to deepen the shade. o
E evin joined the group under the bushes: he had ™
wish to ride away.

The peasants had long since lost any se p
rassment in their master’s presence. They made l’cahe in
lunch. Some of them washed, the younger ones bat Sheir
the river, others prepared a comfortable place forkv ass.
rest, untied the baskets and unstoppered the jugs © hed it
The old man crumbled some bread into 2 mug, crushel o
with the handle of a spoon, poured water on it “s";;%cad
whetstone box as a dipper, crumbled some more re
into it, salted it, then turned to the east and murm¥
a prayer. )

“Here, master, try my chowder,” he said,
himself on his knees beside the mug. 4 alt

The chowder tasted so good that Levin abandone¢ :n
thought of going home for Tunch. He ate with the oldm
and talked to him about his domestic affairs, taking 2
lively interest in them, and told him about his own al

old man

ly. On

lowering
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He felt cloger to him than to his hal

th a new ang eculiar shine, Ev:e -

y T : le:': bushes by the tiver-

the river itself which had been hidden from view
and now

gleamed in steely coils, the peasants who

been done by the forty-two men, The

Tire bip meadow, which in the olq days wauld have

;:fn thirty serfg two days o mow, was nearly finjshed,
y

femained uncyy, But
to accomplish as much

s Uplands
s the sun’s nog high now. Will ere
e X?dka for_ the lads?

ter their rest, when the mowers were sitting Up agajn
d the SMakers hag taken out thejy i
fnounced; «

Pipes, the olg m
: “Master’s Promised vodky";
Jplandy toda

an
i we do Mashka's
¥, ladst™
“If we dg them! Jugr You lead the Way, Prokhopt We
1o them in a tricet Lead the w2y came the v

€ voices, and,
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gobbling up the remains ©

f their pread, the mowess made

ready to €0

“ghovfl; what you can do, 1adst” called out prokhot s

he began- L.

“Faster, faster!” said the old mans hurrying “‘; et

and easi\dy catching him P «q,o0k sha i 11 be

ing you own!” i
gYoung and old vied with on¢ another 12 see Wh"o?‘;"“}‘c

work faster: Despite theif haste they & not ?:n i
ass but laid the TOWS neatly and orderly. Intt e

utes the remaining corners WerTE efore thchﬂ;r s

had finished ir rows the 1eader’ ad thmwﬂd c! Mash

over then houlders d were cr! the r to

ka's Uplan

1a: wa
dle of the ho\\ow—soft, t = nd
purple and yello flowers of cowW t ork it
Ntter a brief consult? jon—had they PeUSy o gl
tengthwise OF crosswis —_Ermilin, huge dark-C ) the
wioned man Who was another celcbrated mo gr,‘:" nd set
Tad. He walked Hhre length of 8 FO0¢ ame b2k *Tom
to wor i the others Followed DIt 0‘9"“%‘.‘“53&:
op to pottom of the raviné then up ¢ PP, 5“:‘ T4 the
o the edge of the W ods. The s¥ slipped ¢ op of
woods. Dew o fall and only the M ers ON tpvms
the hill were n the sun: those below here the mis resh
now Tising and those of er d
dewy shado e kprocccdcd atagreat?P € gout
The grass let out a ucculent sound 2! d gent © ded
as it was clipP 3 and fell in ME -pied Crt‘)“' o
together in the ravine, the mOowEers rged one anoth¢ the
with g3y cries, with the clatter of whcts(onc OXES one
clash of colliding scythes and the whisk of whetst
against blade. he

Levin was again workin

youth. The old mant: who ne ds
was as and jocular and agile 2% ¢ ,°°‘
they kept coming ushrooms $ il ICH‘P““S‘;"‘
o the nich grass Most of the Tmen cut them Wt
their scythes but every Hme the old 4 such



315
inna Karenina

N . s sodde
mushroom he bent down and picked it and put it insid
s shirt, saying: “Som'at for the old woman. was hard to
Easy as it was to cut the soft wet grass, it o, But
dimb up and down the steep sides of the ra}\‘(} o othe
even this did not deter the old man. Swn'xgmgh 'lis'dcy e
as easily as ever, he advanced slowly up the hi ;lth:)u .
feet in big bast sandals taking short firm steps, %ﬂ n;ﬁ)
his whole body and the trousers that had parted comp sst
with his shirt quivered with the effort, he did ‘AO;mLe "
single blade of grass or a single mushroom anLeg fgl-
on jesting with Levin and the other men. As Levin o
lowed him, he often felt that he, Levin, and h;s Soythe
must surely go punging down the steep hillsi :, o
which it would be hard to find purchase even wit my.‘t1 a
cythe; but he managed to keep on his feet and do what
he had 1o do. It was as if he were controlled by some out-
side force.

They mowed Mashka's Uplands and when they finished
the last rows they donned their coats and marched off
mily. Levin mounted his borse, took a reluctant leave of
the peasants and went home. He looked back from tl_\e
aest of the hill; he could not see them for the dense mist
but he could hear their jolly rough voices, their langhter
and the clash of their scythes. -

When Levin burst into hi§ brother’s room with 2 joyful
greeting, his rampled hair plastered to his sweaty fore-
head, his dirty shirt clinging to his chest and back, Koz-
nishev had finished his dinner and was sipping ICt’;d 1E{ﬂ°'
nade as he looked through the papers and magazines just
comeby post,

“We 'did the entire meadow! It was marvellous, incred-
ble! And how did you spend the day?” asked Levin, who
had-cotr}p\:(ely forgotten the unpleasant conversation of

¢ Previous evening.

“By Jave, Yyou gre a sight!” exclaimed Koznishev, dis-
pleased by this first glimpse of his brother, “The door!
The goo:!lshul the door!” he eried. “You've already 1a¢
in 2 dozenl”



mowing day long? You mu
Kuzma has got everything ready:” 2
“P'm not hungry in the least! 1 ate out there. But1W
go and have awas > _—
“Go on, 8° on, 1 will come andjoinyou," sa'\dhozmshtj’v
shaking bis head disapprov'mg\ Ve )" he added, ST
ing and athering YP the papers ake with him. S¥ denly
e himself was inaga mood an i
his brotheT «pand where were you, pray when it 21"
wRain? Just a few drops: So youhad agood day. V' glad
c()if that, 1 shall be back d'ncctly." and Levin hun"xcd off to
ress

wghall we go tog her? U i 3
a1t far from b re?
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"SPIendid! You wouldn’t believe how effective such la-
815 as a cure for al] jils, T should like to enrich medicine
WIE‘ anew term; Arbeitskyy.»

St doesnt’t 1ok as if you were in need of such a cure.”

w0t but those with nervous complaints,”

ne ought to try it, I suppose. 1 thought of coming

:;‘g, W*LtIChlng you at your hay-making, bug it was so in-
awh;lm t};ﬁhot 1 got no further than the woods. I sat there
Whtrcc'I N walke through the woods to the village
how met your old purge and sounded her out as to
S ke your eccentricities, If T am not
¢ ‘That is not a gentle-

its a pleasure beyond anything I have
ever 1 . . .
i, i ct’;ll":m,ff)‘ic‘l. And surely therg 3 nothing wrong in
Bsapor re;. aske’ Levin, “Hoyw can I help it if they
.(pl:l‘“’& 1 don’t realy ypyiny matters, do you?”
are plegee s Whole,” went on Koznishev, “I sce that you
“%:ased with your day.”
And ’i:f:}:“dy Pleased. ‘We mowed the entire meadow.
R what .2 Temarkable olg man I made friends!
g ROt imagine what o treasure he isl”
€T words, your d; So was mine.
1 » Y Ay was a success. So
nc::c first Plﬂcg, T solved two chess problems, one of
to yo L te 2SI ~you open with a pawn. I'll show it
ntizz‘,l"’ And then 1 Pondered over last evening’s conver-
« . .
in Last Svening’s conversation?” repeated Levin, screw-
a. P his eyes blissfully ang puffing with_satisfaction
T his dinney, completely unable to recall what they
(‘i‘ iked bout, on-
ists iy o YOU were partly right. Our disngrcc.mct;“t_ Sote
S5 in your asserting that personal interest s the o
mmwa“,“g force and I contend that cvery indiviht to be
S achieved 2 certain level of cultivation 2 :ood- Pere
Motivated by considerations of the C".'":,‘:,’“m be better
haps YOu are right, too, when you say it public nctivities
I beople were interested mat:na"l\;' S hature 100
n the whole, however, you are by

o



i hrow
sautiere, a5 the French 53V ou would have pcop\ci y
Y3 Y usiastically? who\c-hcaxicd

themselves into activitics enth
)

s Levin Listencd s brothe h understo0S Feeyed
and did not wish 10 ders! and & ything 'l ov
his b\;;n,hcr wou\d‘ k h m t WO
he had not been followit m +
«wThat's t is, \% » said Koznishe?s pattin
him on the S ulder Jnsist
“Oh, Y€ Quite right nd ndeed, oé; *Jorct
my points plicd Levin with an ¥ ous 2 h'; 14

i smile. But he thought t° himselt: What 183 W
were W€ arguing sbout? Naturally 1 was right 295 1 e
nght and everything is tip-toP- ut lvmustﬂ e
countinghous and give, some instructions: ¢ &

Koznishev M e . , ¢
“1f you would like 1 take 2 walk, 1et's go 19 ‘E’adﬂtcd
he said, reluctant 10 part with his brotherls who ld e
such freshness and puoyancy- ome 20 n
stop in at the count'mg-house if you ne A
“The deuce!” cried {evin SO oudly that K¢
was startled.
hat? What isit?” i B
« pgafia Mikha')lovna’s wrist!” said Levin strikin hg‘“
§ch repmachiuuy on the forehead- «f quite forg®

»

«1p’s much better.”
«pven 50 ¥ must g2 and see her 71 be b3
yow've put on your ha > wn

His heels Clattered like 2 rattle as BE dashed do
stairs.

At the same time that oOblonsky went 0 S:..\’.:tcrsbl:‘%
for the pcr{orming of what all govcmmcnt official’ kn h
Tmost natural and necessary function €v€7 thouel
non-officials cannot Saderstand 3t 2 function witho'
an go of officiating namelys the furs

tion of reminding those in the Ministry of his existenc®
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In the performing of whict Oblonsky, having taken most
of the householq funds with him, spent a gay and delight-

llm? at the races and visiting his friends in the coun-
y~at just that time Dolly and the children moved to the
country so a5 to eyt living expenses to a minimum. It was
to Ergushovo they moved, the estate Dolly had received
 a dowry, the gne Wwhose timber had been sold in the
$Prng, the one that lay some twenty or twenty-five miles
from Lev.m’s estate of Pokrovskoye.

. The big qlg manor house at’Ergushovo had fallen to
Pleces long since, bt the prince had had the lodge re-
Ppaired and enlarged, Twenty Yyears earlier, when Dolly
had beep, , mere child, the lodge had been spacious and
comfortable even though it faceq the north and stood, as

o all lgdgcs, sidcways to the entrance drive. Now, how-
lelvfir’ this lodge was olq and dilapidated. When Oblonsky
h? gone in the spring to sell the woods, Dolly had asked

M 10 inspect the house and see that all necessary re-
gau-s Were made, Oblonsky, with the extreme solicitude
OF his wife’s comfort exhibited by all guilty husbands,
Fersonally went gyer yhe house and gave instructions for
dOmg Whatever he foung necessary. He found that all the

Miture had to pe covered with cretonne slips, curtains

ad to be hung, the garden had to be put in order, flow-
ltrs planted and a little landing built at the pond. He over-
rked a great many more important things, the neglect
of which later caused Dolly no end of trouble.

'Y as he might to be a solicitous husband and father,
Oblonsky could not remember that he had a wife and
¢ d'F'L He had bachelor tastes and was governed by
them in a1 things, d

io L Fetuming 1o Moscow he had proudly announced to
his wife that ail hag been done, the house was as pretty
2% 2 picture, angd he solemnly urged her to go i‘“‘;]F"J‘EK
It His wife's departure for the country 5‘-‘“?‘1}’ iltmcllxl
fvery way: it was good for the children’s hcnll! o
living cXpenses, and it gave him freedom. Dol y‘all Tor
Welcomed the move for the children’s sake, cSPCCi‘ncé’ her

¢ sake of the little girl who had not fully e would
frength after scarlet fever, and also !’CC‘“}‘]’umﬂhﬁons_

tnable her to get rid of a number of mmo;I i
Such as the bills she owed the shoemaker, the

¥
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and the man who sold them ﬁrcwood.Thr_ pmsttoti;g;\cg

move was made further attractive py the hope © fom

with her sister Kitty, who was cxpcctcd to rcturgﬂhm

abroad in the middle of summer and for whom

had been recommcndcd. yed for°
Kitty had written from the waters, that she 100 € ih

ward to nothing so much as t0 spcndmg the SUPTE vem

i ] ade dear 10 poth ©

by childhood memories- mely dif:
Dolly’s first days in the country 'wcrc'exlrcda“d “
ficult. She had lived in the country in childhod€ ¥ ge

’ fered 2 1€ 3

tained the jmpression

from all the unp\easantnesscs of th town, iy ace eptt
if lacking the elegance of town life (DollY_"as y ¢ hing
this), was at any rate cheap and conven_mnt; every™® %

could be obtained there, cvcrything was in€ ens::i;n,mg
it was an ideal place for the childrens But N ,‘1" * hing
to the country as f a housel 1d, sh
were not what she had thought

On the day after theit arrival there was Y padly

i

1o the woman who took care O the cattle,
with calf, others had just calved, others Were o put-
others were hard-ud ered; there was no enoud egts:
ter or milk even for the children- There wer€ “.:d old,

of the few wardrobes cither would not § ut or OP
themselves whencver anyonc walked past-

e
pokers of srons for the fire, no boiler for jaundering
cven an uomng-bo:rd in the ymaids’ roo™-
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which'shc firmly believed regardless of orthodox dogma.
But with her family she strictly adhered to church ritual,
not for appearances® sake only but with al| her heart, and

for nearly a year. With the full approval
of Matrona, Dolly resolved that they should do it this
Summer, here in the country,

OT some days before the event she busied herself with
8etting the children’s clothes ready. Dresses were made,
Temade, Iaundered, hems were let down, flounces added,
buttons sewn on, ribbons pressed. One of the dresses, the
one for Tany, which the English governess had under-

The English woman stitched the tucks in the wrong
place and sewed in the sleeves in such a way that the
g}:ess was Practically ruined. It sat so badly‘on Tanya’s

Olly was delayed by her toilette, but at last she
fmerged in 5 whige muslin frock and got into the
Qrriage, which was drawn, thanks to Matrona’s interces-
ston, not by Raven, the restive horse, but by the steward’s

rowny,
I?olly had dressed and arranged her hair with care and
€Xxcitement, Formerly she had dressed for her own sake, to
€ Pretty and make people like her, but the older she grew
€ less ‘she enjoyed taking pains with her appearance—it
only showed heg how quickly her beauty was fading.
oday, however, she again found pleasure and excitement in
making herself attractive, Today she dressed not for herself,
ot just to loo pretty, but so that she, as the mother of
these charming children, should not spoil the general
Impression. And when she took a last glance in the looking-
glass she was pleased. She was pretty. Not as pretty as she
had longed to be in the old days when she attended balls,
ut pretty enough for the purpose she had in view.

e



\
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forgo the cake, she ate her portion.

The two children were frightened when they saw their
mother; one look at her face, however, told ‘them they
were doing the right thing; they instantly burst out laugh-
ng and wiped their stuffed mouths with the backs of
:heu- hands, smearing their glowing faces with jam and
ears,

“Good heavens! Your new clothes! Tanya!l Grisha!”
cried mother, trying to save their clothes and at the same
tme smiling blissfully, rapturously, tearfully,

€ new clothes were taken off, instructions were given
to put the girls in blouses, the boys in old jackets, and to
hitch the horses (Browny as the shaft horse, to the stevw.
ard’s chagrin) to the wagon, for they were going mush-
fooming and bathing. Shouts of ecstasy rose in the nurs-

Ways found them and pointed them out to Lilly, but
today she herself found a big fat mushroom and the event
was heralded by a general shout of joy: “Lilly found a
mushroom!*”

. Then they rode to the river, left the horses under some
Arch trees and went to bathe. Coachman Terenti, having
tied the fly-pestered beasts to a tree, rolled himself a fag
ind stretched out in the tall grass under a birch, where he
ay liSlgning to the merry shrieks of the children down

Despite the worry of looking after so many children
and keeping them out of mischief, despite the difficulty
of l’cm:mbering to whom all these stockings, panties, and
shoes belonged and not getting them mixed up, and of
tying, fastening, doing and undoing countless buttons,
fapes and laces, Dolly, who had always been fond of

athing and thought it of great benefit to the children, en-
Jjoyed nothing so much as taking them all to the river,

It was sheer delight to catch their plump little legs and
pull stockings over them, to hold their naked little bodies
I her arms and hear their squeals of joy or terror as sh;
dipped them into the water, to see the sputtering, WIde-eybc
faces, now frightened, nowgleeful, of her splashing cherubs.

When half of the children were back in their clothes,
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i i d been
some peasant women in Sunday attire who ha

. od
gathering herbs came to the bathing grounds ?nztllncsr:’w
watching them shyly, Matrona called 1o one 0% '
take a sﬁcct and a s?liﬂ that had fallen into ‘h‘i]“:mmm.
spread them out to dry. Dolly began talking to t ; did not
At first they sniggered behind cupped hands agoldﬂ'm
grasp what she was saying, but soon they grew e admira:
talked freely, winning over Dolly by their sincer
tion of her children. - m,
“Ah, the little beauty, whiteas sugar,’ said one of the

e . “But
shaking her head as she gazed admiringly at Tany2
so thin!”
“Yes, she was ill.” t00?" said

“And him? Could it be as you bathed him
another, pointing to the infant. » aid Dolly

“Oh, Ir,m; hegis only three months old,” said DM
proudly.

“Think of that!” dren?

“Have you any children?” .

“I had four; only two’s left, a boy and 2 gitl w
the girl after Lent.”

“How old is she?”

“Soon be two.”

“Why did you nurse her so long?”

“That’s our way—three Lents.” t interest:

The conversation turned to the things that "‘°zh baby's
ed Dolly: How was your confinement? What was b €
illness? Where is your husband? Is he often away? s she in

Dolly lingered with the women, so interested ;Va! gratic
what they said, so similar were their interests. Mos esse
fying of all was that the women were obviously lmprones.
by Dolly’s having so many children and such finch P
At one point the peasant women made Dolly 12ug ess
hurt the feelings of the English governess. Tl3¢ gove
knew she was the cause of their laughter but di 4 been
why. It scems that one of the young women ha she
watching the governess put on her clothes, and when -
saw her put on a third petticoat she could not help br}fgm
ing out with: “Laws! A-winding and a-winding all ¢ st
skirts round her—how many more?” and everybody bur
out Jaughing.

eaned
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9
2 hich D, y Nscop g hep

& €shly.p, theq wct-haired flock, her OWn hajp tied in 4
kljfchlc[, Was 5 Tachin h wh al
sud y, her;

“H Comesa n n; se S to me he, the entle.
man o Pokrov Ifoyc ” o s

Doy, Peereq d vy delighte COgnize 4,
famgy, e of evin ¢ Ming towards 8rey hay
A e € wag alway,c glad ¢, °e him bug day she
Wag t:cularly glag at he should See her n gy erglory

1

Th L

% ms Wn

Yo e fip  wih her ¢ icks, Dari, Alexay,
drovna »
ang OV glaq 10 see Your o said, holdmg out hep

n,
buy You let k You wero
here, ha]f-brorhcr is Visiting e I fote f,
s‘f“’t‘ te]] You vy ere, »
wfom Steve she TePeatey in SUrprise.

YCS. 3 iteg thay U haye P"h‘_'Ps
Yoy WOuId aIlow e to heIp You i, Some Way, d Levm,
ang havmg S2id j¢ p, Suddep] clt empypy ssed ang oy,
ff ang Walkeqg siIently besiqq th Wagon, teq, Off lime
Prings and Chewmg them, His ey ASsmep, Tang fr
his g3 tha; Doyy,, Bhe regens the ajq o, Outside, ;!
malters her huspang Sight ro ! attendey 1y vyas
pidecq dlsplcased by b husband’ Manner o legatin
his f""ﬂﬂ Sponsibiline Lo orhg, he in antly gy tha

€Vin undcrstood her. 1, W3S for this delicacy, ”,p fine
Negg of y Stang 8, thar she 1oy, d him

er; t. -

“of COurse 1 kney, thjg only Mean,; you'woulql b?‘gla:
10 5ee e, for Whicp Tam Very Sratefy} > ikevin. Ar.:t
of Ourse’y can imagj, hoy, Primitive’ o life ‘{f:'é"f-n
Seen, accustomed 25 you are to funning Quse] ocom-
{1y, nd 5o i here ; thing vou "eed: I am
al»

s no’,’" said Dolly. “At first ve were in. a muit,i)l'cg’l‘l;
fow ':""Y‘hing is Funnjng SMoothly thanks 1o



nurse,” she saids indicating Aatrona, W !
talking about her and responee by
cheerful fricndly way. She knew him and
was a desirable suitor for their youns lady
would come off. N . agead
wyon't you take a seat, sir?" she said to him-
move over.” (s 0T
“No thank you, 1 will walk. Children., who wat
" .
did

i o well and
very well 2080

the horses with me? ot
The children did not know Levin &is
remember him when they 52w him, but they ! o
play that odd shyness and hostility children fe€ 0 ‘gr&{

'

Tt o for W
ups who bechave artificially with them, & fecling 10 Loty
they are often, sometimes pai ally, pumshcd. Aﬂlf;“‘:gng
in any ficld may deceive the cleveresty ost PN

grown-up; but cven the dullest child rccog{“’i‘ :&mc\‘ﬂ

pulsed by it however cleverly it 18 isguiseC: 4o the
Levin's faults, astificiality was not % [ an

children showed him the same fric
their mother’s face: The two cider ones jump® “hey would

have trotted beside their mother of nurse Of ded et o
Lilly begged t© join them nd her mother andeC  “per.
A off with "

him; he put her on his shoulder 2l pt
“iave no fear, Daria Alexan rovna!” he said, $

her gaily, “1 could not possibly hurt or droP er” . .50
He was so strong an ile and at e aﬂ“d“;" Jed

happily and approvin 1y as she watched him- .
Here in the countr%r, with these childre? and ¥ s Dol
of whom he was genuinely fond, Levin fell int® the ™o,
of childish gaiety that Dolly panicularly ik -
romped with the little oncs, taught them gymna
made Miss Hull laugh at his broken English %
to Dolly about farm affairs. e

After dinner, finding herself alone with him on the v
randa, Dolly spoke to him of Kitty- d

«pid you know that Kitty was coming here to spe™
the summer with me?” .

“Qh, is she?” he said, blushing: to change the subject hf,
quickly put in: “Well, then,am 110 send you thos¢ two COWS
If you insist on paying me, be so good as 1© send M€ five
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#Ubles amonth—thay is, if you are not ashamed of yourself.”
¢ “No, thank you. Our cows are deing very well now.”
. "A.t least let me take 2 look at your cows, and with your
Permission I shaf] give instructions as to how they are to

¢ fed, Everything depends on the feeding.”
. He kept the conversation off the forbidden subject by
) €Xpounding his theory of dairy farming, which was based

" version of feed into milk, and so forth.
d  He talked on and on, but all the time he Ionged to hear
g 200Ut Kitty even though he was afraid to hear. He was
2 3faid he woulq lose the peace of mind it had cost him
. Suc[{x effort to achieve,
/ this o PPOSE 50, but who is going to keep an eye on all
 this and see ghpe it is done?” replied Dolly ruefully.
. With the help of Matrona she had got things running so
well that ghe did not want to introduce any changes; nor
1id she trust Levin's knowledge of agriculture: the concep-
ton of the cou as a machine for making milk seemed
Ehly Suspect; such a conception could only make troulgle-
he fancied that everything was much simpler: according
O Matrona, one had ‘only to give Brindle and Whiteside
more food and drink and not let the cook give the kitchen
OPS away to the laundress’s cow. All this talk about pro-
tein ang vegetable diet sounded dubious and hazy. But
the main 4 ing was that she longed to talk about Kitty.

1o

e .
Kitty writes that the ont thing she wants is peace and
solitude,” saig Dolly, breaki¥xg the silence that had fallen
upon them, . I
Has her health improved?” asked Levin in "ﬁ’"}“ﬁ;’
'_ ank goodness she has complet.ely recovered. I'n
believed there was anything wrong with her lungs.” d there
“How glad I am!” said Levin: and Dolly fa"mhe el
Was something touching and helplcsskx.n the way
tand then looked at her without speaking. .
“Come, Konstantin Dmitrich,” she S_ald,.}“;""ﬁc“ly’g“}
him 5 kindly yet slightly mocking smile, “why
angry with Kitty?” s -
thgry? I anynot angry with her,” said Levin.
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whether I am right or not, that pride you $0 despisc mlé::: !
it impossible for me ever to think of Kitty again-4™" 1
impossible, you understand.” redizeh @

“There is just one other thing 1 must say: Y0u1' o
am speaking of my sister, whom I Tove as deamiY o o
own children. I do not say that she loved yous O¥ © 0
that her refusal at that moment Prov ing 3

«] don’t know,” said Levin, springing o hus ‘lf.)gﬂ
gn(liy you knew how yotlx are hurting I‘: is 38

ad lost a child and people kept saying to you, "

this and that, and }lie rgight l}szwe lived and prought ¥
joy, and now he is dead, dead, dead.”” 1y s

“How droll you are,” said Dolly with 2 melancho )“ |
ignoring Levin’s agitation. Yes, 1 undcr;tnnd momt”"
more,” she went on}E)cnsivcly. “Sp you W | not €@
sce us when Kitty is ere?” v

“No, I will no)t’. Certainly I will not avoid hery b"‘;\(h:,.
ever possible I will spare her the unplcns:lnlncss !
company.” . o

“\‘;ouyarc very droll,” repeated Dolly, g3zing ;ﬁéc,::\ﬂ
ately into his face. “Very we I, et it beas? we :5:"' e
spoken on this subject: Why have you €ome Y et
said in French to the little girl who put in 28 app®
‘Where is my spade, mamma "

¢ cer me
«f spoke to you I French 2 answer

nd you must

had forgottc? the

French.”
The little girl tried t0 do so but she T ad thet

French word for ade; her mother suFP]ifd it ant
told her in Frcnchm\vhcrc 1o find her sp3 c. Levin did r°
approve. R

ow nothing in Dolly’s home scem b =
him as it had scemed before. 2

Why should she speak French 10
thought, How unnatural and affected!
feel it. Learning French, unlearning to
to himself, unaware that Dolly had w
mind twenty times © ctheless had
to teach her chile * means €
of naturalnes.

*Why must ]‘m

Levin stayee fu
felt ill at €35

A
“ttle 1o
1y ha
<



[
on’ Noyw, Whay
Oice hag een Made an,
€an pe no 80ing back »
s thap o

oy 8owng are
all, t Certajn, not Jove,
(o

> by
davery




330 LEV TOLSTOY |

“Qh, yes you arc. Why did you not come 10 see us OF
them when you were in Moscow?”

“Daria exandrovna,”’ he said, reddening t© the roots
of his hair, “I am astonished that you, kind as yoU art
chould mot show more feeling How can you no
me when you know—"

“What do 1 know?” 47

«you know that 1 made Kitty an offer and was refusets
said Levin, and Al the tenderness he had.fclt for Kitty
put a moment pefore was supplanted in his heart by am
ger and resentment.

“Why do you think I know this?”

“Becausc everybody knows it.”

“Ah, there you are mistaken: 1 did not know,
may have essed it.”

@There! Well, now you know it.” Fl

«] only knew that something had happcned that CBUSCk
her great suffering and that she asked me ncvc;nlo spea

to her about it- 1t she did not tell me, yoU C?Tg;:“:‘f,

though1

<he did not tell anyone- What actually took place

1 have told you.”

«When did jt happen?” "

«The last time 1 was at your parcnts’ house. " . 1

“«Do you know what I would say 1@ you? said Dolly:
«yy is for her 1 feel sorry—terribly, terribly sorTy* You onl¥
suffer from hurt pride——”

«“Perhaps,” said Levin, “put—"

She interrupted him.

“But oh, how terribly sorry I aim for her,
ling! Now 1 understand everythin Al

“Daria Alex:mdrovna," he said, getting Up-
but I must go- Goodbye.”

“QOh, no, not yet,” she said, seizing him by
“Not yet. Sit down.” »

“Pray, pray, 40 not speak of this any moré h h
sitting down and at the same time feeling that 2 _hOPc 3
had considered buried was stirring and ifting 18
within him. A

“If 1 were not sO fond of you,” said Dolly Wit m

h moist
eyes, iand if 1 did not know you as well as 1 do knoW

the poof dar-
“Forgive me

the sleeve:

you..
The fecling he had thought dead became more and more
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*Oh, yes you are. Why did you not come to see us or
them when you were in Moscow?”

“Daria Alexandrovna,” he said, reddening to the roots
of his hair, “I am astonished that you, kind as you are,
should not show more feeling. How can you not spare
me when you know~"

“What do I know?”

*“You know that I made Kitty an offer and was refused,”
said Levin, and all the tenderness he had felt for Kitty
but a moment before was supplanted in his heart by an-
ger and resentment.

“Why do you think I know this?”

“Because everybody knows it.”

“Ah, there you are mistaken: I did not know, though I
may have guessed it.”

“There! Well, now you know it.”

“I only knew that something had happened that caused
her great suffering and that she asked me never to speak
to her about it, If she did not tell me, you can be sure
she did not tell anyone. What actually took place? Tell me.

“I have told you.”

“When did it happen?”

“The last time I was at your parents” house.”

“Do you know what I would say to you?” said Dolly.
“It is for her I feel sorry—terribly, terribly sorry. You only
suffer from hurt pride—"

“Perhaps,” said Levin, “but—"

She interrupted him.

“But oh, how terribly sorry I am for her, the p
ling! Now I understand everything.” .

“Daria Alexandrovna,” he said, getting up. “Forgive me
but I must go. Goodbye.”

“Oh, no, not yet,” she said, seizing him by the sleeve.
“Not yet. Sit down.” .

“Pray, pray, do not speak of this any more,” he said,
sitting down and at the same time feeling that a hope he
had considered buried was stirring and lifting its head
within him. .

“If 1 were not so fond of you,” said Dolly with moist
eyes, ':and if I did not know you as well as I do know

yOl...
The feeling he had thought dead became more and more

oor dar-



AnnaKarenina 331

alive, surged and took possession of his heart. w

“Yes, now 1 understand everything,” went on Dolly. “It
is impossible for you to understand; you men, who are
free to make your choice, always know who you love. But
a young girl in a state of suspense, with all her feminine,
girlish modesty, a girl who sees you men from afar and
has only your word to go by—sometimes it happens, and
quite naturally, that such a girl does not know what answer
10 make.” "

“Certainly not, if her heart does not tell her.

“Her heart does tell her, but consider: you men have a
certain girl in mind, you call at her home, you get to k{xqw
her, you wait and watch to see if she has those qualities
you most value, and when you are convinced that you love
her, you make her an offer~"

“It is not quite as you say.” .

“No matter; you make. her an offer when your love is
ripe or when the scale tips in favour of one of two whom
you have been considering. But a girl is not asked. It is
supposed that she makes her own choice but in fact she
cannot choose, she can only say yes or no.” 5

But she did choose between me and Vronsky, Levin
sid to himself, and the hope that had revived within him
died again and pressed crushingly on his heart.

“Daria Alexandrovna,” he said, “that is how gowns are
chosen and I don't know what all, but certainly not love.
The choice has been made and a very good thing. There
can be no going back.” i

“Ah, that pride again!” said Dolly, as if despising him
for the baseness of such a feeling as compared with that
other feeling known only to women. At the moment when
you made Kitty your offer she was in precisely that state
in which she was unable to give an answer. She was un-

certain. Uncertain whether it was to be you or Vronsky.
She saw him every day, she had not seen you for a long
time. 1f she had been older~for me, for instance, there
could have been no uncertainty about my choice. I have
always disliked him, and I proved to be right.”

Levin recalled Kitty’s answer. She had said: That can
never be...

“Daria Alexandrovna,” he said dryly, “I appreciate the
trust you place in me; 1 believe you are mistaken. But
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whether I am right or not, that pride you so despisec makes
it impossible for me ever to think of Kitty again—quite
impossible, you understand.” i

“There is just one other thing I must say: you realize I
am speaking of my sister, whom I love as dearly as my
own children. I do not say that she loved you, but I do say
that her refusal at that moment proves nothing at al.l.'

“I don't know,” said Levin, springing to his feet. “If
only you knew how you are hurting me! It is as if you

had lost a child and people kept saying to you, ‘Ah, he was
this and that, and he might have lived and brought you
joy, and now he is dead, dead, dead.””” .

“How droll you are,"” said Dolly with a melancholy smile,
ignoring Levin’s agitation. “Yes, I understand more an
more,” she went on pensively. “So you will not come and
see us when Kitty is here?”

“No, I will not. Certainly I will not avoid her, but when-
ever possible I will spare her the unpleasantness of my
company.” N

“You are very droll,” repeated Dolly, gazing affection-
ately into his face, “Very well, let it be as if we had X’I‘CV“
spoken on this subject. Why have you come, Tanya?” she
said in French to the little girl who put in an appearance.

“Where is my spade, mamma?” .

“I spoke to you in French and you must answer me in
French.”

The little girl tried to do so but she had forgotten the
French word for spade; her mother supplied it and then
told her in French where to find her spade. Levin did not
approve. i

Now nothing in Dolly’s home seemed as charming 0
him as it had seemed before.

Why should she speak French to her children? he
thought. How unnatural and affected! And the children
feel it. Learning French, unlearning to be natural, he sal
to himself, unaware that Dolly had weighed this in her
mind twenty times and nonetheless had found it essential
to teach her children by this means even at the expense
of naturalness.

“Why must you go? Do stay a little longer.”

Levin stayed for tea but his gaiety had vanished and he
fel ill at ease.
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When tea was over he went into the hall to ask that his
horses be brought round, and when he went back into

ing cries comin from the nursery, she had run there and
segn a terrible gsight. Tanya was holding Grisha by the
hair and Grisha, his face distorted with rage, was ,pound-
ing her with his fists. Something snapped in Dolly’s heart
when she saw them, It was as if the light had gone out of
her life; she realized that these children in whom she had
taken such pride were not only ordinary children but even
bad ill-bred children, with coarse animal propensities—
wicked children,
She could think anq speak of nothing else and could
not help telling Levin of her misery,
© 52w that she was miserable and tried to comfort her,
saying that this did not prove anything evil, that all children
Ought; but as he said it he thought in his heart: I will
not be affected and speak Fremch with my children, and
my children will not be like these; if children are not
spoiled, not distorted, they are delightful. Oh, no; my
children will not be like these,

He said goodbye and drove away, and she made no
attempt to keep him,

n

In the middle of uly the village elder from the estate
of Levin’s sister, so}lneyfifteen miles from Pokrovskoye,
@me to him to report on the haymaking there. The ha)"-
fields were the main source of income frpm his sister’s
estate. In former years the peasants had paid seven rubles
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sharing basis. The Peasants had placed every possible
obstacle in the way, but Levin halrprevaﬂcd and in the
first year he received almost twice as much for the hay.

basis. This year the peasants had agreed to do all the
mowing for one-third of the hay-harvest, and now the elder
had come 1o announce that the hay was all cut and that
he, fearing rain, had summoned the counting-house clerk
and in his presence had divided the hay, assigning cleven
stacks as the master’s share. The cvasive answers the elder

self. X
He arrived in the village at the lunch hour. Leaving his

horse in the stable of an old man who was his friend

some, talkative old man was called, greeted Levin cordial-
Yy, showed him his hives, talq by all about his bees and
the year’s swarming; but when Levin asked him about the
mowing he replied vaguely and teluctantly. This only con-
firmed Levin’s suspicions. He went  to the meadow and
looked at the haystacks. There could not possibly have
been fifty cartloads of hay to each stack, and to expose the
peasants’ fraud Levin had them summon the carts that
had carried the hay, take down one stack and have it
removed to the barn. It turned out there were only thl{l)"
two cartloads to the stack. Despite the elder’s assertion
that hay was compressible and had shrunk in the stack,
and his ‘swearing it hag been divided up honestly, Levin
insisted that the division had been done without his orders
and for that reason he could not accept these eleven stacks
as his portion on the basis of fifty cartloads to a stack.
After much bickcring it was decided that the peasants
themselves were to accept these eleven stacks as fifty cart-
loads each and the master’s Portion was to be meted out all
~ver again. The negotiations and the re-measuring of the
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hay lasted until late in the afterncon. When the last hay
had been apportioned Levin left the clerk to finish things
up and he himself sat down on a haycock to enjoy a view
of the meadow swarming with peasants.

In front of him in a bend of the river beyond a bog, a
colourful line of peasant women were moving ahead to the
cheerful accompaniment of their own chatter, deftly
turning the scattered hay into wavy rows standing out
greyly against the green background of stubble. Behind the
women came the men with pitchforks, transforming the
rows into tall and spreading haycocks. Carts were clatter-
ing over the cleared field to the left and one after another
the haycocks disappeared, caught up on forks to make
mountainous cartloads of fragrant hay that hung down
over the horses” hind quarters.

“If only the weather holds! Good hay it will bet” said
Parmen as he sat himself down beside Levin, “There’s
hay for you! And how the folks is working!—like ducks
gobbling up grain!” he added, pointing to the disappearing
haycocks. “They've cleared a good half of the field since
Tunch-time.”

“Come for your last load?" he called out to a youth who
drove past standing in the front of a cart and flipping the
ends of rope reins,

“The last, pa,” called back the youth, pulling up the
horse and tumning to smile at a red-cheeked gitl who gaily
returned his smile from where she was sitting in the back
of the cart; the next instant the youth whipped up the
horse again.

“Your son?” asked Levin.

“My youngest,” said the old man with a smile.

“Fine lad.”

“He'll do.”

“Married?”

“Been married three years come Advent.”

“Any children?”

“Children! For a whole year he had no knowledge of
nothing, him so shy,” said the old man. “There’s hay for
you! Never was hay like it!” he exclaimed, evidently an-
xious to change the subject.

Levin turned his attention 1o Parmen’s son Ivan and
his wife. They were loading a stack on a cart not far away.
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but this happy mood, Just before dawn everything grew
S:xxet. Nathing was to"be heard but Little night sounds:

€ ceaseless croaking of the frogs in the marsh and the
snorting of the horses in the meadow, now swathed in the
mists of early morning. Suddenly rousing, Levin got up off
the hay, A glance at the stars told him the night was over.

So what am I to do? And how am I to do it? he asked
himself, trying to formulate all he had felt and meditated
upon in that short night. All he had felt and meditated
upon comprised three trains of thought. One concerned his
renunciation of his old way of life, the renunciation of his
fruitless knowledge and of his superfluous education. It
pleased him to renounce these things, he did it simply and
easily. The second train of thought concerned the sort of
life he would like to live. He had no doubt as to the purity,
simplicity and rightness of this sort of life and was sure he
would find in it the satisfaction and composure, as well as
the sense of worth that his present life did not offer, as
he was painfully aware. The third centred in the problem
of how he was to make the transition from the old to the
new way of life. No clear solution presented itself, Qught
he to take a wife? Ought he, must he, work? Ought he to
give up Pokrovskoye? Buy land? Become a member of 2
peasant community? Marry a peasant gir]? How am I to
do it? he asked himself again and again and found no
answer. I have not slept all night and so I cannot expect
to find a lucid answer, he consoled himself. T will think it
out later., One thing is certain: this night has decided my
fate. All my former dreams of family life are nonsense, are
not the thing. Everything is much simpler and better.

How lovelyl he thought, looking at what appeared to be
a cockle-shell formed of nacreous clouds in the middk_"f
the sky just above his head. How lovely everything
appears on this loveliest of nights! When could that shell
have taken form? Just 2 moment ago 1 glanced up an
there was not a sign of it~nothing but two white streaks
of cloud. In just such an imperceptible way have my views
of life changed.

He left the meadow and walked down the hilghro:ld
towards the village. A wind arose and everything looked
grey and cheerless, It was the misty moment that usually
precedes the sinrise—the sunrise, Zringing the complete
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left in the sky. Up in those inaccessible heights a myste-
rious transformation had been wrought. Not a trace of the
shell was left; instead, half the sky was covc'rcd with 2
carpet of fleecy white clouds that kept breaking up into
smaller and smaller ones. The sky itself was dazzlingly
blue and answered his appealing look with a gaze as ten-
der as before and as distant. . d
No, he said to himself, good as a life of simplicity an
labour may be, it is not for me. I love her.

13

None but those who were closest to Alexei A.]cxandIO'
vich Karenin knew that this apparently cold, rational man
had a weakness that ran counter to his general character:
Karenin could not bear to see a woman or child cry- d‘
sight of tears caused him such distress that he complet )’
lost the ability to think. His secretary and his office supﬁf
intendent were aware of this and warned all women W };_
came to him with petitions that everything would be lost lt
they resorted to tears. “He will become angry afld no
even listen to you,” they said. And it was true that Karent
gave vent to the agitation caused by the sight of tears 1}‘;
burst of anger. “I can do nothing—nothing at all! Be kin
enough to leave my office!” he usually cried in such CaSCl:i-

When, on the way home from the races, Anna had to! d
him what her relations with Vronsky were and then ha
covered her face with her hands and wept, Karenin .m
been deeply shaken in spite of his righteous indignation-
Sensible of this, and also sensible that the situation was
not one permitting a display of feeling, he had tried llf(’
suppress all signs of life, he did not stir, he did not loo
at her, and this turned his face into that death-mask that
so shocked Anna.

When they got to the house he helped her out of the car-
riage and with great effort succeeded in taking leave O
her with the usual courtesy and in pronouncing words
that in no way obliged him: he said he would inform her
of his decision on the morrow. .

His_wife’s confession, confirming his worst suspicions,
caused him crue! pain. The pain was augmented by the
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strange feeling of compassion for her evoked by her tears.
But when he found himself alone in the carriage he was
surprised and relieved to discover that he felt completely
free of his compassion, as well as of the doubt and jealousy
that had tormented him of late.

He felt like a person who has got rid of a tooth that has
been aching for a long time. After fearful pain and the
sensation of having something enormous, something big-
ger than his head, pulled out of his jaw, the sufferer is
hardly able to ‘believe the good fortune of being rid of
that which had poisoned his life and been the centre of all
his thoughts for 50 long, of being able to return to a nor-
mal life, to think of things other than the tooth. It was
this relief Karenin experienced, The pain had been strange
and terrible, but it had passed; he could now live and
think of things ather than his wife.

A depraved woman, without honour, without heart,
without religion. I have always known and always seen it,
but I tried to deceive myself out of pity for her, he told
himself. And he really fancied he had always seen it; he
bethought himself of the particulars of their life together,
which formerly had in no way seemed objectionable—now
these particulars clearly showed him that she had always
been depraved. I made 2 mistake in joining my life to
hers; but there was nothing reprehensible in this mistake
and so I cannot feel miserable. It is not 1 who am at
fault, he told himself, it is she. I can have nothing more to
do with her. She no longer exists for me.

He stopped caring about what would become of her
and of their son, towards whom his feelings had changed
just as they had changed towards her. The one thing he
cared for now was how he could best, most decorously and
conveniently for himself, which meant most justly, shake
off the mud she had splashed on him in falling, and con-
tinue to pursue his course of honourable, useful activity.

I cannot feel miserable because a despicable woman
has sinned; I must only find the best way out of the un-
pleasant position in which she has put me. And I shall find
it, he said to himself, his scowl growing blacker and
blacker. I am not the first and not the last; and through
his mind streamed a host of examples, beginning with

Menelaius and his Fair Helen {so recently revived in
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cveryone’s memory by the operetta), Daryalov, Poltavsky,
Prince Kzu'ib:mov::y Cgunt P;:’Lskudir)x, l;rrzm Yes, even
D}nm, such an honest, capable man... Semyonov, Chagin,
Sigonin... He recalled them all, Perhaps a certain amount
of unjust riducule fe)) upon these gentlemen, but I always
looked upon them as unfortunate and always sympathized
with them, he said to himself, although it was untrue;
never had he sympathized with those who were unfortu-
nate in thijs particular way; indeed, the more often he
heard of husbands deceived by their wives, the higher he
rose in his own estimation. It is a misfortune that can

Daryalov had fought a duel :

In his youth Karenin had been attracted by the idea
of fighting a due] just because he was not courageous by
nature and knew jf, He was horrified by the mere t!w“ghd'
of having a pisto] pointed at him and never in his life ha
he handled 3 weapon. It was this horror that in his _)’Oufh
had made hjm dream of fighting duels and of being in
situations that placed his life in peril. Later, when he won

possibility of fighting 2 duel, enamoured of the idea even
though he knew that under no circumstances would he
fight one.

sume I challenge him to a duel. Let us assume I am given
Instructions and am led 10 my place; I pull the trigger,
he said to himself, closing his eyes, and the result js—I kill
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him, said Karenin to himself at which he shook his head
vigorously to drive away such a foolish thought. What
sense is there in killing a ' man to determine onc’s relations
with a guilty wife and one’s son? I am still left with the
problem of what I am to do with her. And it is more than
probable, is well-nigh certain, that 1 myself will be killed
or wounded. I, an innocent man, will become the victim:
killed or wounded. That is even more senseless. Moreover,
it would be dishonest for me to challenge 2 man to a duel.
Do I not know beforchand that my friends would never
allow me to fight a ducl~would never allow the life of 2
statesman so needed by his country to be exposed to dan-
ger? So how does it turn out? It turns out that I, knowing
befoschand that the matter will never be allowed to come
1o a head, make the challenge only for the sake of the
false brilliance it will lend my person for the nonce. That
would be dishonest, that would be hypocritical, that would
be an attempt to fool mysclf and others. A dudl is sense-
ess and nobody expects such a thing of me. My pur.
posc must be to preserve the good reputatian that is neces-
nrs' for the unobstructed pursuit of my activities. Karenin
had always attributed great importance to his public ac-
tivitics and now they scemed more important than ever,
Having thoroughly considered the question of a duel and
rejected jt, Karenin turned to the question of a divoree, a
solution chosen by certain of the gentlemen he recalled.
He went over in his mind all the cases of divoree known
to him {there were very many of them in the fashionable
world in which he moved), and there was not anc of them
whose pumposc coincided with Karenin's purpose, In every
cse the husband had cither handed over of sold his un.
faithful wife to her lover, and the guity woman who,
because of her guilt, had no right to remarry, had entered
into a false, pseudo-egal relationship with her new spause,
In bis case, Karenin saw no possibility of a satisfactory
divorce—that is, of a divorce that would be no more than a
renunciation of his guilty wile, He saw that the compli.
ated conditions of his world made it impassible to obtain
those coarse proafs of guilt which the count required for
comikting an unfsithfu} wife: he also saw that even if
those proals were obtained, the refinement of his waorld
would not permit of the presentation of them, for the pre-
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sentation of them would lower him in the public eye more
than it would lower her.

The attempt to get a divorce would lead only to a scan-

dalous tria] thae would play into the hands of his enemies,

im out of his high posi-

vas to determine a future

: get a divorce, clearly meant
the severing of the wife’s relations with her husban’d, leav-

fancied that he now looked upon his wife with contemp-
tuous indifference, he dig actually have one very strong
feeling in regard 1o her: an unwillingness to facilitate her
Joining Vronsky; an unwillingness that she should, in fact,
Profit by the sin she had committed. The very thought of
Sl-lflh a thing was so painful that he groaned inwardly and
shxfteq his seat in the carriage and scowled and spent 2
long time Wrapping up his skinny legs, grown ice-cold, in
afleecy rug. .
Instead of getting a legal divorce I could do as Kariba-
nov, Paskudin and that kindly Dram did: I could sepa-
rate from my wife, he went on when he had regained his
composure, But thig measure would bring as much dis-
grace as a divorce would, and what was more important,
It would throw hijs wife into Vronsky’s arms just as a
divorce would do, “No, it is impossible, impossible,” he
said out loud and took to wrapping up his legs again. “I
cannot ,bc unhappy, but he and she must not be made

appy.”

The jealousy he hag suffered during the period of un-
gertainty had ‘come to an end the moment the tooth had
been painfully extracted by his wife’s confession, But this
feeling had been supplanted by another, by the desire that
she should not triumph and, even more, that she Shq“!d
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and using every means at his disposal to end her liaison
and, mast_important of all (a]though this he did not admit

ficial Preservation of the statys quo, which I agree to pre-
serve, but only on condition that she strictly conform to
my demand that she break off al relations with her lover.
When this decision was finally arrived at, another and most
important iden occurred to him jn corroboration of jt: only
I making such » decision do I act jn accordance with
religion, he said to himself; only in making such a decj-
ston do I not thrust my guilty wife from me but afford her

€ opportunity of reforming, and I even undertake—how-

Orm her but lies ang deceit; and even though Karenin
had not once sought guidance in religion throughout all
this trying period; now that his decision accorded with the
demands of religion, or so he assumed, the religious sanc-
tion of hjs decision consoled and completely satisfied him,
It gave him Pleasure to think that in a matter of such vital

once were, Karenin said to himself. That is, they will be
what they once were in so far as I will feel no disruption
of the even course of my life. She is bound to be unhappy,

but I am not to blame and so I cannot be urhappy.
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14

As the camiage approached St. Petersburg Karenin not
only held firmly 1o his decision but even composed in hs
mind a letter to be sent to his wife. On entering the hall bt
glanced at the letters and papers come from the ministry
and had them brought to him in his study.

“Dismiss the horses and admit no one,"” he said in reply
to the porter’s question, stressing the words admit no ont
with a relish indicating he was in a good humour. .

On entering his study Karenin waltked the Tength of it
twice and stopped beside the enormous writing-table 00
which his valet had already lighted six candles; he crack
the knuckles of his fingers, sat down and rearranged the
appointments on the table. Then he placed his elbows on i
tipped his head, considered 2 moment, and began to “'"“j
not pausing for a sccond. He wrote the letter without an¥
salutation and in French, addressing his wife with the for
mal pronoun vous, which sounds less cold in French than
the corresponding form does in Russian.

. “In our last conversation I expressed my intention of
informing you of my decision as to the matter of our cof
versation. Having given it careful consideration, 1 am
now writing to carry out my promise. My decision is the
following: whatever your conduct has been, I do not o™
sx.dcr that 1 have a right to break those ties with which 2
higher power has bound us. A family cannot be destroye

by a whim, by arbitrary will, or even by a sin commit!<!

by the husband or wife; our life must go on as before. This
is expedient for me, for you, and for our son. I do not
doubt but that you have repented and will go on repenting
of that which has given risc to the writing of this lett¢®
and that you will support me in the effort to uproot the
cause of our dissension and to forget the past. 1f this be
not so, you yourself can foresee the consequences for you
and your son. I hope to speak of this in more detail when
we meet, Inasmuch as the summer season is drawing 0 2
close, I would ask you to return to St. Petersburg as soon
as possible, not later than the Tuesday. All necessary
arrangements for your arrival will be made. I would have
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you know that I atach particular importance to your
complying with this request.

4. Karenin

“P. 8. Enclosed you will find money that may be required
for your expenses.”

He read what he had written and was pleased with it,
especially with the Postscript as to money; the letter did
not contain a harsh word or a rebuke, yet it was not in-
gratiatory. The main thing was that it threyw out a golden

ridge for retum, He folded it and pressed down the fold
with" a massive vory paper-knife, and when he haq put it
In an envelope along with the money he rang the bell,

“Give this to the courier and have him deliver it tomor-
TOW to Anna Arkadievna at the dacha,” he said, getting up.

“ ery well, Your Excellency; will you take tea in the
study?’

Karenin replied he would take tea in the study. Then,
still Playing with the massive Paper-knife, he went over
1o the armchajr where the Iamp had been lighted and the
French book he was reading on Eugibbjan inscriptions
Was waiting for him. Above the armchair in an oval gilt

ame hung 5 splendid portrait of Anna painted by an
SMminent artjse, Karenin glanced up at it. The unfathomable
cyes looked at hjm arrogantly, mockingly, as they had
ooked at him on the evening of thejr last_conversation,
Unspeaka!:ly arrogant and defiant was the effect produced
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to thebottomof this complication and a fundamental idea-
yes, he could assert this without boasting—a fundamental
idea was being born in his mind that would untangle the
knot, advance him in his public career, confound his
cnemies and thereby bring immeasurable benefit to the
State. As soon as his man had laid out the tea things and
left the room, Karenin got up and went to the writing-
table. He pulled over a portfolio of current business and
with a faint smile of self-approbation took a pencil out of
the holder and Jost himself in a study of the papers he
had sent for: complicated data referring to the complica-
uon. The complication was as follows. Karenin’s most
salxeng feature as a3 statesman, a feature characterizing him
and dlstinguishing him from his associates, albeit a feature
necessarily shared by all rising functionaries, the one fea-
ture which, together with his reserve, honesty, self-confi-
dence, and dogged ambition, had made his career, con-
sisted in his contempt for red-tape, his curtailing of paper-
work, his direct treatment of vital matters whenever pos-
sible, and his love of €conomy. It so happened that at ,‘h‘
celebrated Commission of the 2nd of June, harsh criticism
was levelled at Karenin’s ministry for its mismanagement
of the irrigation of fields in Zaraisk Gubernia, a notorious
example of red-tape and needless expenditure. Karenin
knew that the eriticism was just. The irrigation of fields in
Zanisk Gubernia hag been begun by Karenin's prede-
i much money had been

xpended and was still being expended on the project
without any noticeable results and jt looked as if nothing
would come of it, As soon as Karenin had taken over he
had understood this and had meant to interfere; but at
first, before he felt firm ground under his feet, he knew
that 100 many influential people were involved, it would
not be prudent to investigate it; Jater, engrossed in other
things, ¢ had simply forgotten about it. Like all other
projects, it went on of itself, by inertia. (Many people
were fed by it, a certain exemplary and musical family in
articular: alt the daughters played stringed instruments;
renin knew this family and had even given away
one of the older girls.) In Karenin's opinion the raising of
his question by a hostile ministry was unjust, for every

ninistry had similar projects going, which for judicious
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reasons nobody looked into, But since the glove had been
thrown down he boldly picked jt up, demanding that a
pecial commission be appointed to study and verify the
work of the Commission for Irrigating Fields in Zaraisk
Gubernia, and now he would give no quarter to those

siogx this question became a bone of contention among
arious ministries, A ministry antagonistic to Karenin tried
0 show that the conditions of the minor nationalities
could not pe better and that the measures pProposed to

asic and fundamcntal law laid down in vol. II, art, 18
and the Appendage to art, 36, as evidenced by Commis-
Sion files Nog, 17015 ang 18308 of 5 Decembcr, 1863 and
7June, 1864,

 flush of reviving life came to Karenin’s checks as he
hasuly Jotted down the outline of his attack. When he had
Covered the entire sheet with writing he got up, rang the



W

bell and gave his man a pote to his office superintendent
asking for additional data, He then 80t up and took a
um about the room, glanced up at the portrait again,
frowned ang gave a contemptuous smyile, He sat down and
picked up his book, finding that his interest in Eugibbian
inscriptions had returned, and a¢ eleven o’clock he retired
for the night. When, lying in bed, he recalled what had
taken place between him and his wife, things did not look
s0 black as they had done before.

15

Although Apna had opposed Vronsky stubbornly anc
indignantly whenever he had insjsteq that her position
was intolerable anqg urged her to tel] her husband every-

ing, deep in her heart she knew her position was false
and dishonourab]e and longed 1o change it with all her
soul. So agitated had she been g5 they rode back from the
races that she haq told her husband everything, and, not-
wilhstnnding the pain jt had caused her, she was glad.
When her husband hag gone she told herself she was glad,
that now cverything would ) into jts Proper place and
at least there woulg be no more lies and deception, She
was sure that from noyw on there would be nothing ambig.
uous in her position, I might be wicked, the new position,
but at Jeast j¢ would be definite—ne longer false and du-
bious. The pain she had caused herself and her husband
by telling him would now, she thought, pe rewarded by
having everything made clear. That same evening she saw
Vronsky, but she did not tell him what hagq taken place
between her and her husband, although she ought 10 have
old him if everything was to be made clear, .

When she woke up the next morning the firgg thing she
emembered were the words she haq 3poken to her hus.
and, and these words seemed so terrible (o.hgf 1at she

ould not understand now 1e coule 4 © ughe
ersell to utter them, nor Jimagi 1. uld
¢ the consequences of vha en
1d Karenin had gone aw nm'()

ronsky and did not tell

Ty moment he left | wa

m, but ¢ ~ed my m
P

3
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that I had not told him immediately. Why was it that I

. did not tell him even though I wanted to do so? In reply

to this question a hot blush of shame spread over her
face. She knew what had kept her from telling him: she
was ashamed. Her position, which seemed to have been
made clear on the previous evening, suddenly appeared to
be not only ambiguous but hopeless. She shrank at the
thought of the disgrace of it, which she had never con-
sidered before. When she thought of what her husband
might do the most frightful ideas came into her mind. She
imagined that her husband’s man of business would come
and turn her out of the house, that her disgrace would be
proclaimed to the entire world. She asked herself where
she would go, and could find no answer.

When she thought of Vronsky she fancied he no longer
laved her, that he was growing tired of her, that she could
not offer herself to him, and this set her against him. She
fancied that the words she had said to her husband and
which she kept repeating in her mind had been said to
everyone and that everyone had heard them. She could
not look people in the face, She could not make herself
@ll her maid and even less could she go downstairs to
her son and his governess.

_ Her maid, who had been listening at the door’for some
time, came in without being called. Anna glanced at her
nquiringly and flushed with fear. The maid apologized
Ot entering, saying she thought her mistress had rung for
her. She brought Anna her clothes and a note. The note
was from Betsy reminding her that Liza Merkalova and
Baroness Stoltz were calling on her that morning with
their admirers Kaluzhsky and old Stremov, for a game of
Goquet. “Come if only to watch, as a study in morals. I

am expecting you,” she ended.
Anna read the note and heaved a deep sigh.
Nothing;

 there is nothing I need,” she said 1o Annush-
ka, who was Tearranging the vials and brushes on the
dressmg—tablc.

“Run along, I will dress myself and come
down. I need nothing, nothing at all.”

Annushka went out but Anna did not begin dressing,

sitting there with head and arms droopin,
from time to time a shudder passed through
were about to say something or do some-

e went on
lxsllessly, and
er, as if she
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i i i She
thing, byt 3840 she sank back into 5 state of apathy. ‘
kept MUrmuring to herself incessantly, My God! My G_I‘;:j"
But neither My nor God hej any meaning for hcr; o
idea of tuming to religion for aiq in her predicamen

vever doubted the religion, 1, which she had been brol’Cs:‘
up. She knew religion could aid her cm!y if she rcn'?mll‘!o
that which constituted the whole meaning of her life. iy
only was she miserable byt she was bcgmmpgf t":’ e
dlarmed by the spiritual state she found herself mdoublc.
first time, ‘She felt that cverything in her soul was Os o
split in two, a5 images become double when the cy;now
overtired, There Wwere moments when she did not i
what she feared and what she wanted., She did not kn

Dear me, 'y, at am I doing? she said as she sugd;';ly
felt pain on both sides of her head and discovered s Eand
been clutching her hap, at her temples, She sprang up

82N pacing the floor, .
ok ee %s €ady and mademoiselle ang S,"g‘;;:nr:
Waiting,” said Annushka, reappearing and finding
Just as she haq left her. 5 ima-

“Sergei? Houw i Sergei?” she asked with sudden anzhat
tion, recoHecting her son’s existence for the first time
morning, .

“Seexgns he’s been naughty,” replied Annushka with 2
smile,

“In what s fadd

“You put aw}t,'ay some peaches in the corner cupboard
and he took and ate one, ” e

€ mention of her son wrenched Anna out of her ho{}
less mood, Sphe remembered the partly sincere if g"-'? “’,'
cxaggerated role ghe had been playing for the last fe

This something was her son, Whatever her situation, Sh:
ould not leave her Son. Let her husband put her to Sh-’”}‘d
nd tum her out of the house, Jet Vronsky grow col
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towards her and go on living his independent life (again
she thought of him with bitterness and reproach), never
would she leave her son. She had a purpose in life. And
she must take measures, take active measures to secure
her position with her son, to prevent his being taken away
from her, And she must do it quickly, as quickly as pos-
sble, before they had time to take him away from her.
She must go away with her son. That was it; that was the
one thing she must do now. She must be calm and find a
way out of her present agonizing position. The thought of
direct action in regard to her son, of immediately taking
him away somewhere, served to calm her. X

She dressed quickly, went downstairs and walked with a
firm step into the drawing-room where coffee and Sergei
and his governess were waiting for her as usual. Sergei,
all in white, was standin by the table under the looking-
glass, head and back inc ined, his face wearing an expres-
sion of concentration which was familiar to her and made
him resemble his father

; he was doing something with
fowers he had brought in,

¢ gaverness was looking sterner than usual,

Sergei
called out almost in o shriek, as he often did, “Mammal”,
en he sto

ed uncertainly as if not sure whether he
should drop 14 p

the flowers and go over to his mather or finish
€ wreath and take it to her.

© governess said good-morning and launched on a
long and detailed account of Sergei’s misdemeanour, but
nna did not listen, she was wondering whether she
thould take the governess with them or not. No, I shall
nat take her, she decided, 1 shall go alone with my son.

€3, it was very naught ," said Anna, and taking him
by the Shoulder she looked « ;

. ¢ i
which he looked at him not sternly but timidly,

confused and delighted him, and she kissed him,
tave us alone,”

¢ she said to the astonished governess,
and without letting go of him she sat down at the table
et with the coffee things.

fammal 1 ... 1 .. didn’t mean...” he began, trying
10 guess from the expression of her face what woud be
‘}IC“Cf)nscg)ucncc of his 1aking the peach.

ergel,” she said as soon as the governess had left, “it
Was wrong of you, but won’t ever do it again, will you? Do
You lave me?"

8397
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She felt the tears welling up in her eyes. How ‘53;,[
help loving him? she said to herself, looking dcc}{lym“’m’s
frightened yet happy eyes. Can it be that he will take his
father’s side 1o punish me? Can it be that he will not pity

Cold clear weather had set in after the tl:xundcr-sf‘{"l’::
of preceding days, The air was sharp despite the brig!
sunshine sifting through the washed leaves. hat

She shuddered from the cold and from the horror t ,
clutched her heart with rencwed force out in the fresh a“;

"Go in, g0 in to Marfette ™ ce said to Sergei who e
out after her, ang she began walking up and down onfor-
SITaW matting of the veranda, Can it be they will nOtb o
give me, wil] not understand that it could not have be
otherwise? she asked herself. .

She stopped and looked up at the tops of the asge;‘It
trees with thejr washed leaves glistening in th‘{ br}’lgr
cold sun, and she knew that nobody would forgive hfat,
that now Sveryone would be as merciless to her as t

y @ : : id to
splitting of her soul. Stop it. Don’t think, she sai
herself. You muyst get ready to go away. Go where? thv’;?
Whom shall T ggke with me? A, to Moscow. By the ‘cs_
ning train, Just Annushk, and Sergei, and the barest nccnt
sities. But firgt | Must write each of them a note. She went
quickly into the house, to her boudoir, opened her writing:
desk and began a letter to her husband: L. ur

“After what has happened I cannot remain in Y‘Ln
house any longer. I am going away and taking my sdo
with me.{ am not acquainted with the law and thcrgfog" 1
not know with which Parent the child should remain; hl"m
am taking him with me because I cannot Jive without him,
Be generous, I beseech you, and allow me to keep h‘"l"

Up to that point she had written quickly and nat}lfﬂy;
but the appeal to his generosity, in whidh she did no
elieve, and the necessity of ending the letter in a way
hat would move him, made her pause,

“I cannot speak of my guilt and my repentance
ccause—>

Again she stopped, finding that her thoughts had become
“attered,
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No, she said to herself, I needn’t write that. She tore
up the letter and rewrote it, leaving out the appeal to his
generosity.

A second letter had to be written to Vronsky. “I have
told my husband everything,” she began, but she could
not go on. It sounded so crude, so unladylike. And besides,
what can I say to him? she asked herself. Once mare
a blush of shame suffused her face. She recalled his
serenity, and her resentment made her tear the sheet con-
taining that single sentence into small pieces. Nothing
is required, she said to herself and closed her writing-
desk. She went upstairs, told the governess and servants
that she was going to Moscow that very day, and began
packing her things.

16

Porters, gardeners and footmen walked through all the
rooms of the dacha with things in their arms; cupboards
and wardrobes stood open; twice they had sent to the shop
for more cord; the floors were strewn with newspapers;
sacks, trunks and several bundles tied up in blankets were
carried-out into the hall. The carriage and two hired cabs
were: waiting at the steps. Anna, who had forgotten her
trouble in the excitement of packing, was standing beside
a table in her boudoir getting ready her travelling-bag
when Annushka drew her attention to the sound of a
coach drawing up at the door. Anna glanced out of the
window and saw Karenin’s courier standing on the steps
and ringing the doorbell, .

“Go and find out what he has brought,” she said, sitting
down and folding her hands in her Tap, calmly prepared
for whatever was to come. The footman brought a bulging
packet addressed in Karenin’s hand.

“The courier.has orders to wait for an answer,” he said.

“Very well,” she said, and as soon as the man had gone
out of the room she tore open the packet with trembling
fingers. Qut of it fell a bundle of bank-notes with a strip
of paper pasted round them to hold them together. She
extricated the letter and began reading it from the bottom:

All necessary arrangements for your arrival ... I attach
particular importance to your complying...” She ran her

FAlg
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€yes up, towards the beginning, read all of it and "f’:lr:
re-read it from the beginning. When she finished Shé b
that she was cold al] over and that a calamity ha
fallen her of a magnitude she had not anticipated. sed
That very moming on waking up she had regre i
having told her husband; her one wish was that her w:hat
had remained unspoken., And here was a lctt_l?; into
declared her words unspoken, that turned her wis ‘hing
fact. And this letter seemed more terrible than any!
she could have conceived. 3 ¢ say-
He's right! He's right! she repeated. It goes withou o
ing that he is always right, he is a Christian, he lsf;it
erous! Oh, base, odious man! And no one understan .
but me, and no one ever will; and 1 cannot CXP‘?’:’hcy
They say he is pious, upright, honourable, wise, bu cicht
do not see what [ see, They do not know that for \f'as
years he has stifled me, has stifled everything that Tive
alive in me, not once has he looked upon me as 3“”
woman in need of love, They do not know that 3;"“".‘}.
step he has humiliated me and been h;g!}ly Plcasc e
himself, Did I not try, did I not do everything in my Pc;cvc
to justify the life I led? Did I not try to love hlmymt the
my son when I could no longer love my husband? B"I' was
time came when | could deceive myself no longer: man
alive and it was not my fault if God had made me a wohad
who had to love and live, And what has he done? Hhchn\'t
killed me or killed him, I could have boyn ft. T sould
forgiven anything, but no, he... 1d do?
How could I have failed to guess what he woul f one
He has done the only thing that could be expected o ;c
5o low. He will still be jn the right when he pushes uer'
already ruined, lower and lower. Words from his le il
came to her mind: “You yourself can foresee the C""kc
quences for you and your son...” That is a threat to 1”“3
my son away from me, and according to their sll-jp"? :Ht
1 suppose he can do jt, And I know why he said it. .
does not believe 1 love my son, or else he holds my l"’:c
for him in contempt~he has always mocked it—but !
knows I will not give up my child, that I cannot give ”‘;:"
up; without him there can Kc no life for me even with ‘b°
man I love. If I lefg my son and ran away I would ;
acting like the most shameful and corrupt of women; tha
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he knows, and he knows I could never bring myself 1o
do it,

Another sentence from the letter came to her: “Qur life
must go on as before,” Ab, it was painfu] before, it has
i Wlﬁ it be like now? And
he knows everything; he knows | cannot repent that I
breathe, that | love; he knows nothing but lies and deceit
&an come of what he Proposes; but he must £0 on tortur-
g me. I know him, I know that he delights in every-
thing false, j¢ is his element, as a fish swims and delights
in water, But I wint not give him this delight, I will 1]
up the web of lies he would entangle me in, let come
what may, Anything is better than lies and decejt!
. But how? My Godi My God! Was ever a woman so

“No, T shall eng our ties, end them}” she cried, springing
to her feet and gulping down her tears. She went to the
desk to write him another letter, but in her heart of hearts
she knew she had not the strength to end anything, had
not the strength o extricate herself from her position,
however false and dishonourable it was.

he sat down at the desk but instead of writing she
Put her armg o, it and her head on her arms and wept,
wept out loud, with heaving breast, a5 little children weep.
he Wept because her hope of defining and making clear
her position was blasted forever. She knew now that all
Would remajp 56 it had been, only worse than it had been.
¢ knew thay hep Position in society, which only that
Moming had seemed of so little consequencg, was dear to
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The sound of the footman’s steps made her ﬂkedh,““l]‘
in hand and she hid her face from him by pretending
write,

“The courier wants his answer,"” said_the fOO;“:i‘g

“Answer? Ah, yes,” said Anna. “Let him wait.
ring.” .
What can I write? she wondered. What can 1 d“:d;abjl
myself? What do I know? What do I want? What i
seek? Once more she felt that her soul was sPl',"mgm
two, and amin she was frightened by the sr:nsll;la’:”z
scized on the first thing that presented itself mh CSC ]
means of distracting her mind from thoughts of kc'r\\'h‘"
must sce Alexei (that was what she called Vrons }au '
she thought of him). Peshaps he can tell me what o
to do. I will go to Betsy’s; I may find him there, Son the
to herself, forgetting that when she had told hlmts 'she

revious day that she would not g0 to Princess Be ();tht
Ead said that then he would not go cither. She went ar let-
desk and wrote to her husband: *'I have rcccl"tde"mm,
ter. A.” She rang the bell and gave it to the ;?:n her

“We are not going,” she said to Annushka w
maid came in.

“Not going at allp"

“Not lgodagr. but don't unpack until tomorrow, and keep
the carriage. I am going to call on the princess.

“What dress shall bring?”

17

a
The game of croquet to which Princess Betsy T‘;’F':k::d
had invited Anna was to be played by two lad “’"s in
their admirers. The two ladies were the lca_dmf figur ita-
a select new Petersburg circle which called itself, in ”:: e,
tion of some other imitation, les sept merveilles du m'ahcst
These ladies belonged to a set which, though of the hlgv )
society, was antipathetic to the set in which Anna ;]"ocncc
Furthermore Stremov, an elderly man of great influ s
in St. Petersburg and an admirer of Liza Mcl’kalovzl",xmla
Karenin’s enemy in official life. For all these rcasonsd o
had not wished to go to Betsy’s and had refused to do e
as intimated in Betsy’s note to her. Now, however, An
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did wish to 80 because she hoped to see Vronsky there,

remembered Vronsky’s having said on the precedin.g day
at he would not come, Very likely his valet was brmgmg
anote to that effect,

While she was taking off her cloak in the hall she heard
him say a5 he 8ave in the note, eyen Pronouncing his rr's
like a Kammerjunker: *“To the princess from the count,”

She longed to ask him where his master was. She longed
t0 go back home and send Vronsky a note asking him to
¢ome 1o her, She longed to 80 to him herself. Byt she could

0 none of thege things: already she heard the ringing of

announcing her arrival and Princess Betsy’s footman

Was standing half-turned to her in the open doorway wait-
Ing for her to enter the inner rooms.

“The princess i in the garden, she will be told of your
armival, Woylq YOU care to join her in the garden?” said
another footmap in another room.

She felt 45 confused and uncertain here ag at home,
even more gq | i

$.€ Was not alope but in her accustomed milien with
1S atmosphere of pompous idleness; and she found jt
CAsier 10 be here than at home because she haq no need

n B,
an elegance that fairly took her breath away, Anna smiledq
3 she alwayg did. With Betsy were Tushkevich and a
young lady,”, relation, who was spending the summer
With thjs famous Princess, to the immense satisfaction of
her Provincial Parents,
€€ must have been something unusual i Anna’s ap.
Pci‘l‘ranzfc, for Betsy instantly Temarked on it,
1€ not sleep well,” aid Anna, glancing at the foot-

Jan coming towards them and bringing, as she supposed,
Vronsky’s note.
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“How glad | am you have comet™ said Betsy, “I 2
tred and .5 just abouy ¢ have a cup of tea before m
visitors came, Perhaps,™ che said 10 Tushkevich, “you an
Masha would £O and try oup the croquet ground wher
It has been maswnp You and v furning back to Ann
with a smile ang giving the arm in which Anna was hold
m‘f her sunshade 5 little squecze, “~will have time for con
fidences over our tea, we'll have a cosy little chat, will
we not?*

“That will pe nice, especially since I cannot stay long.
. TUsSt go and oo old Dame Vrede, I have been prom-
xsmig. to go for ages,” said Anna, and though the telling
of lies was forcign to her hature, she now told them in
company casily ang natunally and even yigh relish. Why
she had spoken of an intentjon she had not even dreamed
of a momeny before, she could not have said. She spoke
of it only because she had to pe free to find a means of
seeing Vronsky, once he wag not here, She could not have
said why ghe chose olg Dame Vrede from among all
the other People to whom she owed calls, but as it turned
out later she could not haye hit upon 3 better way of
Meeting V:iongky if she had rackeq her brains inventing

ns,

“I will not let you g0 for an thing,” saiq Betsy, looking
intently into Anna’s face, "Ingccd %’ should bc)offcndcd
if I were not so fond of you. One might think you were
afraid of being compromised by my society. Tea if you
please in the small drawip room, e ot narroning
her eyes as she always dj when Speaking to servants.
She took the note from the footman anq read it, “Alexej is
P to his tricks again,” she gajd in French, “Says he can-
10t come.” She added this in the Most natura] voice, as if
t never occurred to her that Vronsky coylq be more to
\nna than just another croquet player,

Anna was aware that Betsy knew everything, but the
ay in which Betsy spoke of Vionsky in her Presence
ways convinced her for the moment that she ]f’}ew
o‘l‘hl;zl’g" said Anna casually, as N
tle interest, §nd went q)r’n' o co
ety compromise anyone?” i .
ding of secrets, gave Anna .

".
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Ul women, And it was not the necessity of hiding q:;m’
nor the reason for hiding them, but the process of hiding
them that fascinated her. “I cannot be more Catholic than
the Pope,” she said “Stremov and Liza Merkalova are the
atam of the cream of society. They are recexved‘ every-
where and I-"* she put special emphasis on the I --h‘avc
never been severe or intolerant. I simply have not the time
for it.” R 2 Oh

“But perhaps you do not wish to be with Stremov? Oh,
let him and Alexei Alexandrovich fly at each other as much
as they like in the Commission, that has nothing to do with
us. In company he is the most delightful person I know
and he simply adores croguet. You shall see. And however
Tudicrous his position as an old man in love with Liza may
be, it is wonderful how he manages 1o _escape appearing
Iudicrous, He is a darling. Arc you acquainted with Sappho
Staltz? She is something new, absolutely new!”

As Betsy chattered away, Anna could perceive from the
sharpness and sparkle of her eye that she had guessed
what was needed and was busy with some scheme. They
were in her small study.

“But T must reply to Vronsky's note,” and Betsy sat
down at the writing-table, dashed off a few lines and put
the sheet in an envelope. “I have asked him to dine with
us. One of my ladies is without a gentleman. Read it and
see if it will bring him. Sorry, but I must leave you for a
moment. Seal it and send if off,” she threw back from the
door. I must give a few instructions.”

Without a moment’s thought Anna went to the table
and, without reading the note, added at the bottom of it:
-1 must sce you, Come to Dame Vrede's garden. I shall

¢ there at six.” Anna sealed it and when Betsy came back
she sent if off in Anna’s presence, 5

At the teatable which was brought into the cool little
drawing-room the two ladies did have the cosy little chat
Betsy had promised, They poked their fingers into the
Bives of all the guests who were expected, especially Liza
Merkalova's,

“She is charming; I have always liked her,” said
Anna -

“So you should. She is mad on you. Yesterday she came
10 me after the races and was terribly upset to find you
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“How glad I am you have come!™ said Betsy. “I am
tired and was just about to have a cup of tea before my
visitors came, Perhaps,” she said to Tushkevich, “you and
Masha would go and try out the croquet ground where
it_has been mown? You and I-" turning back to Anna
with a smile and giving the arm in which Anna was hold-
ing her sunshade a little squeeze, “~will have time for con-
fidences over our tea, we'll have a cosy little chat, will
we not?"”

“That will be nice, especially since I cannot stay long.
I must go and see old Dame Vrede, I have been prom-
ising to go for ages,” said Anna, and though the tcﬂl{lg
of Hles was foreign to her nature, she now told them in
company easily and naturally and even with relish. Why
she had ‘spoken of an intention she had not even dreamed
of a moment before, she could not have said. She spoke
of it only because she had to be free to find a meays of
seeing Vronsky, once he was not here. She could not have
said why she chose old Dame Vrede from among all
the other people to whom she owed calls, but as it turned
out later she could not have hit upon a better way of
meeting Vronsky if she had racked her brains inventing
all sorts of devious means, .

“I will not let you go for anything,” said Betsy, looking
intently into Anna’s face. “Indeed T should be offended
if I were not so fond of you. One might think you were
afraid of being compromised by my society. Tea if you
please in the small drawing-room,” she said, narrowing
her eyes as she always did when speaking to servants.
She took the note from the footman and read it. “Alexei is
up to his tricks again,” she said in French. “Says he Cal_ltj
not come.” She added this in the most natural voice, as i
it never occurred to her that Vronsky could be more to
Anna than just another croquet player,

Anna was aware that Betsy knew everything, but the
way in which Betsy spoke of Vronsky in her presence
always convinced her for the moment that she knew
nothing.

“Ah,” said Anna casually, as if she found the matter of
little interest, and went on smiling. “How could your so-
ciety compromise anyone?” This playing with words, this
hiding of secrets, gave Anna the same pleasure it gives
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all women. And it was not the necessity of hiding them,
nor the reason for hiding them, but the process of hiding
them that fascinated her. “I cannot be more Catholic than
the Pope,” she said “Stremov and Liza Merkalova are the
ceam of the cream of society., They are received every-
where and I--" she put special emphasis on the I “~have
}ICVEI been severe or intolerant. I simply have not the time
or it.”

“But perhaps you do not wish to be with Stremov? Oh,
let him and Alexei Alexandrovich fly at each other as much
as they like in the Commission, that has nothing to do with
us. In company he is the most delightful person I know
and he simply adores croquet. You shall see. And however
ludicrous his position as an old man in love with Liza may
be, it is wonderful how he manages to escape appearing
ludicrous, He is a darling. Are you acquainted with Sappho
Stoltz? She is something new, absolutely new!*

As Betsy chattered away, Anna could perceive from the
sharpness ‘and sparkle of her eye that she had guessed
what was needed and was busy with some scheme. They
were in her small study.

“But I must reply to Vronsky’s note,” and Betsy sat
down at the writing-table, dashed off a few lines and put
the sheet in an envelope. “I have asked him to dinc with
us. One of my ladies is without a gentleman. Read it and
see if it will bring him. Sorry, but I must leave you for a
moment. Seal it and send if off,” she threw back from the
door. “I must give a few instructions.”

Without a moment’s thought Anna went to the table
and, without reading the note, added at the bottom of it:

“I must see you, Come to Dame Vrede’s garden. I shall
be there at six.” Anna sealed it and when Betsy came back
she sent if off in Anna’s presence. )

At the tea-table which was brought into the cool little
drawing-raom the two ladies did have the cosy little chat
Betsy had promised. They poked their fingers into_the
lives of all the guests who were expected, especially Liza
Merkalova’s.

“She is charming; I have always liked her,” said
Anna.

“So you should. She is mad on you. Yesterday she came
to me after the races and was terribly upset to find you

3
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had gone. Says you are a heroine out of a novel and if she
were 2 man she would do a thousand foolhardy things
for your sake. Stremov says she does them anyway.”
“But_tell me ... I have never been able to under
stand...” Anna made a little pause and went on in a tone
that clearly indicated she was not asking an idle question
but one bearing more weight than perhaps it ought to bear.
“Do tell me what her relations are with Prince Kaluzhsky—
Mishka, I believe they call him. I don’t often see them.
What are they?”
Betsy smiled with her eyes and gazed at Anna steadily.
“A new way of behaving,” she said. “They are all doing
it. Flinging caution to the winds. But there are ways an
ways of flinging.” "
“I see, but what are her relations with Kaluzhsk){?
Betsy suddenly burst into unrestrained laughter, a thing
she rarely did. .
“You are usurping Princess Myakaya’s rights. That is
the question of an enfant terrible,” and Betsy, as if want-
ing to stop herself but unable to do so, again burst into the
contagious laughter that people laugh who do not laugh
often, “You had better ask them,” she gasped between
paroxysms. .
“You are making a joke of it,” said Anna, laughing in
spite of herself, “But I could never understand it. I can-
not understand her husband’s part in it.”
“Her husband? Liza Merkalova’s husband carries her
shawl for her and is always ready to serve her. As for
what goes on beyond this, nobody inquires. As you know,
people in polite society never mention or cven think about
f;rt:ﬂn details of the toilette. The same- thing applies to
is.
Anna hastened to change the subject. . "
“Will you be at Madame Rolandaki’s celebrations?” she

asked. .

“I hardly think so,” replied Betsy, and without looking
at her friend she began painstakingly pouring fragrant
tea into transparent little cups. She pushed Am;m's'cup to-
wards her and took out a lady’s cigarette, which she put
into a silver holder and lighted.

“I dare say 1 should consider mysell fortunate,” she
began without a sign of her former levity, as she lifted her
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Betsy hurried to introduce her to Anna.

“Only fancy—we almost ran over two soldiers!”” the lady
instantly began to tell them, smiling, blinking, and jerk-
ing her tail, which she had swung too far to the side. “I
was riding beside Vaska... Oh, yes, you have not met
him.” She introduced the young man, blushing and laugh-
ing gaily at her breach of etiquette in calling him Vaska to
one who was not acquainted with him.

Vaska bowed to Anna once again but said nothing to
her. He turned to Sappho:

“You have lost the wager. We got here first. Pay up,”
he said with a smile.

Sappho Jaughed even more gaily.

“Not now, surely,” she said.

“Well then, I shall get it later.”

“Very well. Oh, dear!” she said suddenly to the hostess.
“How stupid of me! I almost forgot! I have brought a visi-
tor. Ah, here he is.” s

The unexpected visitor whom Sappho had brought and
almost forgotten was, however, of such consequence that
despite his youth the two ladies rose to meet him.

He was one of Sappho’s latest admirers; now he, like
Vaska, followed at her heels.

A little later Prince Kaluzhsky arrived, and Liza Mer-
kalova with Stremov.

Liza Merkalova was a slim dark lady with a languorous
oriental face and beautiful eyes which everyone called
fathomless. Her dark dress harmonized with her parti-
cular type of beauty (as Anna saw and appreciated at
once). Liza was as soft and listless as Sappho was sharp

and alert, .
But to Anna’s taste Liza was a great deal.- . attrac-

tive. Betsy had told her had - - e _of
an ingenuous child, bt~ not | was
spoiled and ™ -+ - T U sk
True, she adopted the T y
she had her swains - E
devoured her with *F R .
other old"§ had '
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languid yet impassioned look of thase eyes with the dark
circles under them could not but impress the beholder
with their utter sincerity. On gazing into them one had
the feeling that one knew all there was to know of their
owner, and knowing it, Joved her. As soon as she saw
Anna her face lighted up.

“How glad I am to see youl® she said, going over to
her. “Just when 1 wanted to join you at the races yester-
day you went away. I particularly wanted to see you yes-
terday. Was it not awful?” she asked, turning upon Anna
that gaze that seemed to reveal her whole soul.

“Yes, I never thought it could he so thrilling,” replied
Anna, colouring,

Just then everybody got up to go out into the garden.

“I am not going,” said Liza, smiling and sitting down
beside Anna. “You are not going either, are you? How
could anyone want to play croquet?”

“Oh, but I enjoy it,” said Anna.

“There, you see? Tell me what you do to keep yourself
from being bored. One has only to look at you to feel
cheered. You enjoy life, but I am bored.”

“Bored? Why, yours is the jolliest set in Petersburg,”
said Anna,

“Then perhaps it is even more boring for those who
are not in our set; for us, certainly for me, nothing is
Jolly; only terribly, terribly boring.”

Sappho, smoking a cigaretie, went outside with her two
young men. Betsy and Stremov stayed behind to have
tea.

“Why boring?” said Betsy. “Sappho just told me they
had a glorious time at your house last night.”

“It ‘was abysmally dull,” said Liza. “We all went to
my house after the races. The same old thing, the same
old thing. We just lolled about on sofas all evening. What
fun is there in that? Do tell me what you do to keep from
being bored,” she said to Anna again. “One only has to
look at you to see that you can be happy or unhappy, but
never bored. Tell me how you do it.” .

“1 do nothing,” said Anna, made to blush again by these
insistent questions.

“That’s the best thing,” said Stremov, intruding in the
conversation.
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Stremov was a man of about fifty with greying hair, yet
still fresh in appearance, not at all good-looking but with
a face showing character and intelligence. Liza was his
wife’s niece and he spent all his free time with her. Asji
clever man-of-the-world he tried to be particularly amia-
ble with Anna Karenina just because she was the wife o
his political enemy. .

“ ‘1 do nothing’,” he echoed, smiling subtly. “That is
the best remedy. I have always told you,” he said, turning
to Liza Merkalova, “that to keep from being bored you
must not allow yourself to think you will be bored. It l;
the same as not allowing yourself to fear you will not fal
asleep when you suffer from insomnia. Anna Arkadievna
has just said the same thing.” L.

“1 should be very glad to have said it becaus it is not
only wise but true,” smiled Anna.

“Yes, but tell me, pray, why a person cannot fall aslecp
and why he cannot help being bored?” N

“To fall asleep one must work, and to have a good time
one must also work.” ,

“Why should I work if no one wants my work? I don’t
know how to pretend and I don’t care to.” .

“You are incorrigible,” said Stremov, turning back to
Anna.

Since he rarely saw Anna he had nothing to say to her
but commonplaces, but he said these commonplaces (a5
to when she intended moving back to St. Petersburg an
how sincerely Countess Lydia Ivanovna admired her) in 2
way indicating he wanted nothing so much as to please her
and show his esteem for her, if not something more.

Tushkevich came in to announce that everyone was
waiting for the croquet players. h

“Oh, please don’t go,” said Liza Merkalova when she
heard that Anna intended leaving. Stremov supported Liza.

“Dame Vrede will be too great a contrast after our
company,” he said, “And besides, your visit will only
afford heran excuse to gossip, whereas here you instrc usto
loftier things, quite the opposite of gossip, ™ he said to her.

For 2 moment Anna hesitated. The compliments of this
clever man, the artless, child-like admiration for h.cr that
Liza Merkalova evinced, and all this familiar f:xshwn:lblf
atmospherc made things easy for her, whereas what lay
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2head was so hard that for 2 moment she wondered if she
should not remain, if she should not defer the dreaded
moment of telling Vronsky ecverything. But when she
thought of what awaited her if she went home alone without
having come to any decision, and when she remembered
that moment, terrible even to recall, when she had

sat painfully clutching her hair, she took leave of them
all and yode away.

19

Vronsky, despite his leading what appeared to be a life
of frivolity, was 2 man who liked to keep his affairs in
order. At one time in his youth, when he was still in t_hc
Comps of Pages, he had suffered the indignity of being
refused a loan of money to relieve a temporary embar-
rassment, and he had made sure that he should never suffer
such an indignity again.

In order to keep track of his maney he would isolate
himself from time to time, five times a year or so, and

balance his accounts. He called it “totting up”, or faire la
lessive.

On waking up on the morning after the races, Vronsky
put on his uniform without shaving or bathing, spread
out money, bills and letters on the table and set to work.
When Petritsky woke up and saw his friend at the writing-
table, he dressed quietly and went out 50 as not to disturb
him, knowing how irascible he was on such occasions.

Every person, knowing in detail the circumstances in
which he finds himself, iously that they
are peculiarly complicated and hard to cope with; it never
occurs to him that others may encounter similar complica-
tions in their personal circumstances. So it was with Vron-
sky. Not without a sense of pride, and not entirely without
grounds, did he believe’ that anyone else in his circum-
stances would long since have become sadly entangled and
driven to lamentable extremes. Vronsky was aware that
the moment had come when he must make a reckoning
and elucidate his circumstances if he was not to get into
just such a fix.

The task be undertook first, as the easiest, was the elu-
cidation of his financial state. In his fine handwriting he
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wrote down all his debts on a sheet of note-paper and
the total came to seventeen thousand rubles and some
hundreds (he dropped the hundreds to make things cles
er). When he had counted his money on hand and in the
bank he found that he had one thousand eight hundred
rubles, with nothing more to look forward to before the
New Year. Having once more glanced through his debts,
he arranged them in three lists. In the first he put debts
that must be paid immediately, or at least for which the
money must be kept on hand so that they could be pai
on demand without a moment’s delay. These debts cam¢
to about four thousand rubles: one thousand five hundred
for a horse and two thousand five hundred to pay a €&
debt acquired by his young friend Venevsky, who had lost
to a sharper in Vronsky’s presence and for whom Vron®
sky had stood surety; Vronsky had wanted to pay up @
the time (he had the money with him) but Venevsky and
Yashvin had insisted that they themselves would pay it
since Vronsky had not even been playing. That was 2

very well, but Vronsky knew that in the dirty business n
which he had taken part merely by saying he would stand
for Venevsky, he must keep this two thousand five hundred
ready to throw in the swindler’s face and be rid of him
once and for all. Accordingly, this first and most impor*
tant list came to four thousand rubles. The second listy
which came to eight thousand, consisted of less pressing
debts. They were mostly for the racing stables, bills for
hay and oats, sums owing to the English jockey, the sad-
dler, and others. He must pay at least two thousand on
these accounts to feel at casc. The last list of debts—t0
shops, inns and his tailor—hardly required thinking ol It
turned out, then, that he must have at least six thousan!

rubles for current expenses and he had only one thousand
cight hundred. For a gentleman with an annual income ©

one hundred thousand, as cveryone supposed Vronsky
had, such debts could present no difficulty. But the fact
was that he had nothing like one hundred thousand. His
fat!'ncr’s cnormous property, which alone brought in 2 year-
ly income of as much as two hundred thousand rubles, was
not divided between the two brothers. When his_elder
brother, alrcady greatly in debt, marricd Princess Vary2
Chirkova, daughter of 2 Decembrist, with no fortunc what-
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notes according to the accounts they were to .covervthﬂ:_ly:
done, he wrote a curt and cold answer to his mo Cut
letter. Then he took three letters received from Anna o )
of his pocket-book, re-read them, burnt them, and, “’Ccd_
ing the conversation he had had with her on the prec
ing day, became lost in thought.

20

. - f
Life was made easy for Vronsky by his having a sct ©
rules definitely dctcn)']nining what he should do and ‘:;7:3;
he should not do. This set of rules covered a very rsc in-
sphere of circumstances it is true, but then they wcf .
contestable, and since Vronsky never went outside ;’m he
sphere he never experienced any uncertainty as to Wi one
should do. These rulcs laid down incontestably that: the
must be sure to pay a card-sharp but need not pay one
tailor; one must not lie to men but may lie to W°m°§'.’ one
must not deceive others but may deceive a !lusban. ’su]t;
must never forgive an insult but one may deliver an mson‘
and so on and so forth, These rules may have been ""{faand
able and even unethical, but they were incomcstad 3 d
as long as he adhered to them he was at ease an C?;ith
hold his head high. But of late, involved as he was chr
Anna, he began to feel that his set of rules did “Ot;kms
all circumstances and that the future might bring pro him.
and perplexities as to which he had nothing to guldcband
His prevailing attitude towards Anna and her husﬁnc
was clear and simple. It was clearly and precisely de
in the set of rules to which he held. d her
She was an honourable woman who had bestowe sa
love on him and he loved her and thercfore she wlaaw-
woman deserving as much if not more esteem than a han
ful wife. He would have had his arm cut off_x:athcf t or
allow himself by word or suggestion to humiliate hcrm
even fail to accord her the very highest regard a wom
could be entitled to. one
His attitude towards society was also clear. A""a
might know or suspect, but no one dared speak. He “; .-
force anyone who did speak to hold his tongue an crd
spect the non-existent honour of the woman he loved:
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His attitude towards her husband was clearest of all.
From the moment that Anna had fallen in love with Vron-
sky, he considered that he alone had an unassailable right
to her. Her husband was but a superfluous and interfering
element. Undoubtedly his position was unenviable, but
what was to be done? The only right left to the husband
was the right to demand satisfaction, weapon in hand,
and Vronsky was prepared for this at any moment.

But lately new relations had developed between him
and her which frightened Vronsky by their indefiniteness.
Only the day before she had told him she was with child,
He felt that this circumstance and what she expected of
him required behaviour on his part not fully defined by the
set of rules that governed his life. The fact is that he had
been taken completely unawares and in that first moment
his heart had demanded that she should leave her husband.
And that is what he had said, but now that he had had
time to think it over, he clearly saw that it would be bet-
ter to avoid such a thing. Yet even as he told himself this,
he wondered whether it would not be wrong.

If I told her to leave her husband jt was tantamount to
saying come to me. Am I prepared for that? How can [
take her away now that I have no money? I might, per-
haps, arrange it... But how can I go away with her when

am in the service? Before demanding such a thing 1

ought to make the doing of it possible, that is, have money
and resign from the army.
. Again he became lost in thought. The question of resign-
ing from the army led to another consideration, a secret
one, known to him alone, which had ever been the main,
if unacknowledged, interest af his life.

Success had been the dream of his childhood and youth,
a dream he had not confessed even to himself but which
was so strong in him that now it pitted itself against his
love. The first steps he had taken in society and in the
service had been successful, but two years before he had
made a crude error. To demonstrate his independence and
to gain by so doing, he had refused a promotion.offered
him, expecting that his refusal would enhance his value.
It turned out he had been over-bold and was passed over.
Having, whether he liked it or not, placed himself in a
position of independence, he accepted it, behaving with ex-
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treme tact and good sense, as if he bore no mﬂﬂﬂgmdtg:'
was unaware that anyone had injured him, and wan -
nothing but to be left alone and enjoy himself. Asa m;!n
ter of fact, he had not been cnjoying himself for 0‘&“
year, ever since he had madc that trip to Moscow. Om
he felt that the air he had assumed of an independent ":1
capable of doing anything but caring to do nothing ‘in
wearing thin; that many were beginning to look UPO"um
as one incapable of doing anything but be a good-nat «
fellow. By attracting so much attention an’d cagsmghm
much talk, his connection with Madame Karenind bac
conferred upon him a certain glamour and for a tim¢ at
eased the gnawings of ambition; but these gnawings e
begun again with redoubled strength in the previous “;cii
A certain Serpukhovsky, a gentleman of the same SO0
position and belonging to the same set as Vronsky "s R
his childhood playmate, later a classmate in the qupmis'
Pages who had been his rival in studies, in sports, ’s.my
chief and in ambition, had recently returned from mi?
service in Central Asia, where he had been pro
through two ranks and been granted distinctions
bestowed on so young an officer. ken

As soon as he arrived in St. Petersburg he was -SP[;ass-
of as a newly risen star of the first magnitude. This Cc
mate of Vronsky’s, of his own age, was already 2 gcnncc
and was marked for an appointment that might mﬂuck
the entire political course of the country, Wth?as Vror:is b);;
for all his independence and glamour and being 10"]‘ e
an enchanting woman, was only a cavalry captain allo
to enjoy as much independence as he pleased. Ky, he

Obviously I do not and cannot envy Serpukhovs yz'hz!
said to himself, but his elevation further proves to me 2
if a person like me only bides his time he can m"kias
career for himself very quickly. Three years ago he ‘ow
in the same position I am in now. For me to resign ¢
would mean burning my bridges. If I do not resign 1 1o
nothing. She herself has said she does not want 3"}"‘.’[’:"g
to be changed. So long as I have her love I cannot possi y
envy Scrpukhovsky.

Slowly twisting his moustache, he got up and zookh:
tum about the room. His eyes had a special shinc and s
was in that calm, sure, happy frame of mind that alw3y

mote
rarely
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possessed him when he had made his position clear to
himself. Things looked as bright and Iucid as they did
after every “totting up”. He shaved, took a cold bath,
dressed and went out.

21

I've come for you. Your totting took longer than usual
this time,” said Petritsky. “Finished?”

“Quite,” said Vronsky, smiling with his eyes alone and
twisting the ends of his moustache as cautiously as if he
feared any quick or reckless movement might upset the
order to which he had brought his affairs.

“You always look as if you had just come from the bath-
house afterwards,” said Petritsky. “I’ve been sent by De-
min” (that was their regiment commander). “They’re wait-
ing for you.”

Vronsky made no reply; he was looking at his friend
but thinking of something else.

“What’s that? Music?” he said, listening to the familiar
sound of a brass band playing polkas and waltzes. “Why
the festivities®*

“Serpukhovsky has come.”

‘Oh,” said Vronsky. “I hadn't heard.”

The smile in his eyes brightened.

Having told himself that he was happy in his love, that
he had sacrificed his ambition to it, having at least chosen
to play such a role, Vronsky was incopable of envying
Serpukhovsky or resenting his not having sought him out
first of all when he got to the regiment. Serpukhovsky was
his good friend and he was glad he had come.

“I am very glad.”

. The regiment commander Colonel Demin was quartered
in a big manor house, on the lower veranda of which a
Iarge crowd had gathered. The first thing Vronsky noticed
when he entered the courtyard was a group of singers in
uniform standing near a barrel of vodka, and the huge
figure of their jovial colonel surrounded by officers. The
colonel came down to a lower step of the veranda, waved
his hands and shouted orders to some soldiers standing off
10 one side, hardly able to make himself heard above the
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. . or
band playing an Offenbach quadrille. Vronsky m::’;iﬂ
the veranda along with some soldiers, a q"a"‘{ 102
and a few subalterns. The colonel tlgcn went o}‘litshan
table, came back to the steps with a wine-glass in " com-
and proposcd a toast: “To the health of our fo'rmu (0
rade, now a brave general—Prince SchUkhOVSkyi)chind the

The smiling Serpukhovsky stcpped out from
colonel with a glass in his hand. Bondarer-
“You seem to be getting younger every year, rtermas-
ko,” he said to a youthful-looking }'cd-Chcck:d quow “doin
ter standing directly in front of him, who was n
his second term in the service. ears. He
Vronsky had not seen Scrpukhovsky_ for threctyhc was
had matured and had grown side-whiskers, -b: d rathet
as sim and well-built as ever and distinguis cn form
for a certain gentleness and nobility of face ; '+ Vron-
than for handsomeness of feature. One change t] aw to be
sky remarked in him was that quict constant gﬁcss and
seen on the faces of those who have achieved sucnsk)’ was
know that everyone is aware of their success. vmx"nutc he
familiar with this glow and recognized it the mi
set eyes on Serpukhovsky. om-
Serpukhovsll’g/ caught sight of Vronsky as hcl‘v;ss::nﬂc-
ing down the steps. His face lighted up with 2 gla ceting
o shrew back his head and held up his glass in greeting
to Vronsky and indicated by a gesture that he C"tmim-ng
?clp going first to the quartermaster, who was s
orward with his lips pursed for a kiss. s ied
“Here he is!” caﬁ’leg out the colonel. “And \,’;‘sh‘m e
to tell me you were in one of your bad moods. allant
Serpukhovsky kissed the fresh moist lips of thl: %chitf»
quartermaster and, wiping his mouth on his handke
went over to Vronsky. . d draw-
‘:iow glad I am!” he said, shaking his hand an
ing him aside. i
q‘Look after him!” the colonel called to Yash‘ﬁ:’é
indicating Vronsky, and he himself went down to o
soldiers, d to
“Why weren’t you at the races yesterday? I expecte ky-
see_vyou there,” ‘said Vronsky, studying SCTP“k.hD‘?Xm.
. “I'was there but I came late, Excuse me,” he saxg.; ase
ing away for a moment to speak to his adjutant. “Ple
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sec that this is given to the men from me—divide it up
evenly among them.”

Hurriedly he took three one-hundred ruble notes out of
his pocketbook, colouring as he did so.

“Vronsky! Will you have a bite? Or a drink?” asked
Yashvin, “Hey, therel Bring the count some food! Here,
drink this.”

The merry-making at the colonel’s house went on for
long. Everybody drank a lot. They tossed Serpukhovsky
into the air. Then they tossed the colonel. Then the colo-
nel danced with Petritsky in front of the singers. Then the
colonel, somewhat exhausted, sat down on a bench in the
courtyard and began proving to Yashvin the superiority of
the Russians over the Prussians, especially in cavalry
attacks, and for a while the merry-making died down. Ser-
pukhovsky went inside to wash his hands and in the wash-
room he found Vrensky dousing himself with cold water.
He had taken off his tunic and was holding his sunburnt
neck under the tap and rubbing it and his head vigorously.
When he finished he went over to Serpukhovsky. They
sat together on a little seat and began a conversation of
great interest to both of them.

“Lhave heard all about you from my wife,” said Serpu-

kh?vsky. “I'm glad you see her often.”
. “She is a friend of Varya’s and they are the only women
in Petersburg I enjoy seeing,” replied Vronsky, smiling.
He smiled because he anticipated the turn the conversa-
txo&x was sure to take and this pleased him,

“"The only ones?” Serpukhovsky smiled back.

I have heard about you too, not only from your wife,”
?flld Vronsky, parrying the insinuation with a stern look.

1 was delighted to hear of your success, but not in the
least surprised. 1 expected even more.”

Ser‘pukhovsky smiled. It was evident that he liked to
hear this opinion of himself and he found no reason for
hiding it. .

*“I, on the contrary, must honestly own that I expected
less. But I am glad, immensely glad. I am ambitious, that
s my weakness and 1 admit it.”

“Perhaps you would not admit it if you had not won
success,” said Vronsky.

“I think I would,” said Serpukhovsky, smiling again.
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“I do not say that life would not be worth living “1';"‘1“1’
it, but it would be dull. Perhaps [ am mistaken, ulul
fancy I have certain abilities in my profession aﬂ"_ﬂ}bc
any power that falls into my hands, if so it does, W et
used to better advantage than it would be us;d byigf_in
many people I know," said Scrpukhovsky with a glgl““f
awarencss of his success. “And for that reason the clo
Tcome to power the better 1 ke jt.” rily for
“I dare say that is true for you but not necessarily al
others. I once held the same view, but as time goes 0
find onc cannot live only for that,” said Vronsky. Ky 1
“Ah, now we've come to it!” laughed Serpukhovs [),l;)ut
began by saying I have heard all about you, a"d,a But
your refusing tﬁnz promotion. Of course I ﬂpprq‘i you
there are different ways of doing a thing; 1 thu'l }x't '
were right in refusing but wrong in your way of domgvh;t
“What's done is done and you know I never T‘I;"r“ v
Tdo. And besides, everything is first-rate with me. ife will
“First-rate for the time being. But this sort of life o
not satisfy you for long. I would not say such a thm%\h
your brother—he’s a simple fellow, like our host hﬂcf—ﬂur-’
there he goes!” he add‘;d. listening to the cries o sty
r=h! “He's happy, but that sort of thing cannot sa
you.”
“I don’t say it can,” ded.”
JAnd that's not’ all, People like you are needed:
“By whom?” ds a
“By whom? By society. Russia needs pCOP,]er nec
party, otherwise everything will go to the dogs.” ists?”
“A party? Bertenev’s party against the communis s
“Bah!” said Serpukhovsky, making a face to show s
disgust that he could be suspected of such foohshnesﬂi
“Tout ¢a est yne blague. We've always had and always “i,I
have such things. There are no communists. But wg’g
people always have to invent some dangerous party. ’I:h;c.
an old trick. No, what we need is a powerful party of in
pendent men like you and me.” d
“What do You mean?” asked Vronsky, and he named 2
number of men in Power. “Why should they not be calles
independent?”
“Because they do not have, or at least have not had
from birth, independent fortunes and estates, were not born
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o« ‘dlose to the sun® as you and 1 were. They can be bnb;d
4 with money or favours. In order to hold on they must in-
4 vent a new course. And so they advance some idea or some
+ course which even they do not believe in and which only
» makes mischief; and all these courses are nothing more
p or less than a means of providing themselves with 2 house
; and income at state expense. Cela n’est pas plus fin que
e when you look at the cards they held. I may be worse,
more stupid, than they are, but I hardly think so. The
main thing, however, is that I have one very important
advantage over them: jt is harder to buy people like me.
And such people are needed now more than ever before.”
Vronsky listened attentively. He was impressed not so
much by what Serpukhovsky was saying as by his attitude
{0 state affairs, by his intention of opposing the powers
that be, by his having towards them definite sympathies
and antipathies, whereas he, Vronsky, had no interests in
¢ service beyond the interests of his regiment. Vronsky

S0 appreciated how powerful Serpukhovsky could be-
come hecause of

his undeniable ability to think things out
;{ld get to the root of them, because of his intelligence and
is

gift of words, so rarely to be met within his circle. And
he could not help envying him, even though he was
asl\"tlmed of his envy.
Tl‘llere is one important thing I lack for this,” said Vron-
S;zt I lack the love of power. I used to have it but no
e,

“Begging your pardon, that is not true,” said Serpukhov-
sky with a sosfle, © ’ i

h(;;Nt:. it is true, it is true—now,” added Vronsky to be

est,

nolt‘lAh, ;me noz’z’:; that is another thing; but that now will
last forever.

“Perhaps not,” replied Vronsky.
. “You say perhaps,” went on Serpukhovsky, as if guess-
ing his thoughts, “and 1 say for sure. That is why I wanted
1o see you. You did what you had to do. I understand that.
MU you must not overdo it. I only ask you to give me
carte fzhﬂche. Ishall not offer youmy patronage—j:hough
! don’t know why [should not—~how often have you patron-
zed mel But 1 hope our friendship is abave this. Yes,” he
said, smiling at him as tenderly as 2 woman, “give me






terre, Coming, coming!”
But the servant had not
to give Vronsky a letter,

“A man brought this from Princess Betsy Tverskaya.”
Vronsky unsealed the envelope and coloured,

“I have a headache, I am going home,” he said to Ser-
pukhovsky.

he said 10 a servant who entered.
come to call them, He had come

, then, goodbye, Do you gi e carte blanche?”
“We hal g Vi 0 you give m

speak of it fater. Now that you are in Pe-
tersburg I wil) find you,”

22

By now it was almost six o’clock and so as not to be
Iate an ot to use his own horses, which everybody recog-
Rized, Vronsky 8Ot into Yashvin’s hired carriage and or-
dered the coachman to drive as fagt as he could. The old
quur-seated vehicle was roomy and he sat in a corner, put

thon ;}flls.on the “front seat and gave himself up to his

Y; then, throwing himself back in the seat, he took two
or three ¢ ths.

cep

Splendiay Everything i splendid! he said to himself,
20y times before he had been joyfully aware of his body,
Ut never before had he been 50 in love with it—with. his
°Cy~as he was noyy, It gave him pleasure to feel the slight
Pain in thay strong leg, pleasure to feel the working of his
chest muscles as he breathed, The same cold clear air of
ate August that $0 depressed Anna, had an invigorating
effect on him anq refreshed his face and neck, still sting’
€ cold water. The scent of the brilliantine on
1S moustache was particularly pleasant in the fr:s'h air.
that he say from the carriage window, cverything in
that colg clear air, in the pale Iight of the sunset, was as
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fresh and strong and cheerful as was he himself: the roofs of
the houses gleaming in the rays of the setting sun, the shap
angles of fences and the corners of buildings, the forms ¢
the people and vehicles they occasionally met, the mou};ﬂ:i
less green of trees and grass, the potato fields ploug:s
into even furrows, the slanting shadows cast by hous "
trees and bushes, even by the potato furrows. All ‘}’ii:cé
lovely as a painted landscape just finished and varmi® his
“Whip them up, whip them upl” he said putting »
head out of the window and drawing a three-uble 2
out of his pocket for the coachman, who glanced ro;l'ght'
The coachman’s hand fumbled with something in the 2"
of the lantern, then the whip cracked and the cams
leaped ahead over the smooth highroad. id, fix-
. I want nothing, nothing but this happiness, he saf dows
ing his eyes on the bone bell-button between the win gcr.
and conjuring up a picture of Anna as he had last se€% &
The more I see of her, the more I love her. A, hcr;
the Vrede garden. Where could she bep Where? How 70
I find her? Why should she have chosen this p]aceh‘f;_
written to me on Betsy’s note? Only now, did heask ':icr
self these questions, but there was no time to cm:;]thc
them. He dismissed the carriage before they reache and
. gate, opened the door, jumped out before it stopp¢ c.
struck out along the tree-lined lane leading to the ho}lim-
There was no one in the lane, but on glancing to thc.ﬂgut
he caught sight of her, Her face was hidden by 3.v¢
his delighted eyes took in her walk—a very special d
peculiar to her alone—and the slope of her shoulders, a.n:
the way she had of holding her head, and something 3
an clectric shock passed through him. With renewed orcc
he was conscious of his own body, the whole of it, from his
springy movements of his legs to the movements of his
L!mgs as he breathed, and a tingling sensation came to
ps. i
§hc came up to him and gripped his hand "ghd):‘i
‘Arc you not vexed with me for sending for you? a,
to speak to you,” she said, and instantly his moo wa
changed by the glimpse he caught through her veil © the
grave sct of her lips.
Vexed? But why are you here, and how did y
here?”

ou get
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. “.l'hfl‘t is of no importance,” she said, putting her arm
I his. “Come, I must speak to you,”
He understood that something had happened and that
Is meeting would not he joyful. In her presence he had
;\]0 will of his own; without knowing the reason for her
am he was already infected with it.
What is it? What has happened?” he asked, squeezing
T arm with his elbow and searching her face for an
answer,
She walked a few steps in silence, mustering her courage,
then suddenly she stopg,ed. ' N ¢
T did not tell you yesterday,” she began, breathing
quickly and heavily, “that on the way home with Alexei
eXandrovich 1 told him everything ... told him that I
:}?i‘:llg"nm be his wife ... told him ... in a word, every-

He listened, unconsciously bending over as if by doing
%0 he could relieve her of some of her burden. But as soon
& she had finished he straightened up and his face as-
mr"}ed 2 proud and grave look.

b at is better,” he said. “Yes, yes, a thousand times
:r““: even though I know how hard it must have been
thShC Was not listening to his words, she was reading his
oughts in the expression of his face. She could not know
at the expression of his face reflected the first thought
that had struck hims that a duel was inevitable now. The
ldc% of a duel had never occurred to her and therefore she
attributed thae fleeting expression of grimness to something
quite different,
. en she received the letter from her husband she knew
M her heart that everything would be as it had been, that
¥1¢ would not have the courage to give up her position
N society, abandon her child and join her lover. The momd'
g she had spent at Betsy’s only confirmed this. Akn
yet she had set much store by this meeting w1t.h Vrons )f:
She had hoped it would bring about a change in 1:;{ Pol:’t
o, rescue her from it. If when he learned every g e

ould say resolutely, impassionedly, without 'ahmoel" s
hesitation, “Leave everything and come away wit wTdid not
would leave herboy and go with him. But-tl}:c nr:s s
call forth the response she had hoped for: he resp
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if he had received an insult, bout of
“It was not hard for me in the least. It came al °“:h"
itself,” she said impaticntly. “And.. here—" She dres
husband’s letter out of her glove. King the
“I understand, I understand,” he interrupted, 12 ninly
letter but not reading it, eager to soothe her. ‘Thchould
thing I desired, the only thing I asked, was that you Slifc 10
break with everything ‘and allow me to devote my
your happiness.” oy w t
"\Vh)’p}s)hou]d you tell me that?” she said. “Can I doud
it? If I doubted it—" o two
“Who is that?” said Vronsky suddenly, noticing and
laides coming towards them. “They may know :s'r with
he hurriedly turned into a side path, drawing he!
him

*“Oh, I don’t carel” she said. Her lips were q‘.'w:gl:’%
and he thought she locked at him with strange ‘_m"’:o do
from under her veil. “That, I tell you, has nothing Rea
with it, I cannot doubt that, But see what he writes.
it.” She stopped again. ith

And agaﬁ'xl: as g\:hcn he first heard of her brcﬂ: Zvén.
her husband, Vronsky, on reading the letter, Wathc in-
cemed mostly with his own position in respect to in his
sulted husband. As he stood there with the lcltcr\LouId
hand he could not help thinking of the challenge }}‘ d of
surely receive today or tomorrow, and of the duel, 2 face
how he, with the same cold proud look which his e
ore now, would fire into the air and then wait for ent
insulted husband to shoot, At almost the same moms:r-
there flashed across his mind the recollection of what ht
pukhovsky had said and what he himself had tholézh:
that morning—that he ought not to tie himself up—an to
}I:new this was something he could not communicate

er, .
When he finished reading the letter he raised his c);:s
to hers, and there was no resolution in his gaze. sh? ]rc
mediately understood that he had considered all this befo! "
She knew that, say what he might, he would not sa)’l .
whole of what he thought. And she also knew that her las
hope was gone. This was not what she had wanted. i in

“Can you not see what sort of man he is?” she said 1
a quivering voice. “He—*
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“Forgive me, but I am glad of this,” Vronsky interrupted
hcr.“‘For the love of heaven, let me speak,” he added, im-
Ploring her with alook to let him explain his words. “I am
glad because things cannot possibly go on as he proposes
that they should.”

“Why cannot they?” asked Anna, holding back her tears
and evidently attaching no importance to his words any
more. She felt that her fate was sealed.

Tonsky wanted to say they could not go on because a
uel was inevitable, but he said something quite different.

“They cannot 80 on. T hope that now you will leave him.
1 hOPE.—" he felt embarrassed and blushed, “—you will let
me think of our fjves and work out a plan now. Tomor-
TowW—"he began,
§he did not let him finish.

. ANd my child?” she cried. “Don’t you see what he
writes? I must give'up my child, and I cannot and do not
mean to do that,”

“But for God's sake, Anna, what is better? To give up
Yyour child or to continue in ' this humiliating position?”

“For whom is it humiliating?"

For everyone, but for you most of all.”

umiliating, ‘you say. Don't say that. Those words
gican nothing to ‘me,” she said, her voice still quivering.
She did not want hin o speak a word of untruth. Nothing
Was Ieft to her now but his love and she wanted to love

M. “You must realize that from the day I fell in love
with you, everything changed. For me there is only one

Ing ... only one ... your love. If I have your love I feel
% elevated and so sure of myself that nothing can humi-

ate me. I am proud of my position, because ... I am
proud of proud...” She ‘did not say what she was
Proud of. She was choked by tears of shame and despair.
She stopped anq began sobbing, L.

¢ 190 felt 3 lump in his throat and 2 stinging sensa-
Hon in hijs nostrils; for the first time in his life he was og
the Verge of tears. He could not have said what much;
him so; e was sorry for her and knew he could do
"Othi"g to help her, and at the same time he was au}r]a;;
d:" € was to, blame for her unhappiness, that he

e something wrong.

“Is not 2 di\%ovrvge xl)l'gmsible?“ he asked lamely. She shook
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her head without replying. “Could not you leave him2nd
take your child?” y
“Yes, but it all depends on him. Now I must go't
him, '; she said coldly. Her [orcbloding that all would go ot
as before had not proved groundless. . .
“I shall be in I’glcrsbug;r on Tuesday and we will decide
everything.” .
“Yes,” she said. “But let us not talk about it any

morc. .

The carriage which Anna had dismissed with a rcq‘g::
that it should call for her at the gate, now drew up-
said goodbye and went home.

23

On Monday the regular sitting of the Commission of th;
2nd of Junc was held. Karenin entered the roomkalx:is
grected the members and chairman as usual and too t in
seat, laying his hands on the papers that had been pu o
front of him. Among thesc papers were his references :vnas
the rough outline he had drawn up of his speech. He his
in no nced of the references; everything was ready in at
mind and he did not even have to go over in memory W d
he intended saying. He knew that when the time came 3}':0
when he saw before him the face of his opponent, W
would vainly try to assume an expression of indifferences
his words would come flowing of themselves, and cvc]xt‘
more fluently than if he concentrated on them now. He f¢
what he had to say was of such great import that cv:}?’
word - would be deeply significant. Meanwhile, &5 5
listened to an ordinary ‘report, he could not have looke
more innocent, more harmless. No one could have supposeds
seeing his white hands laced with swollen veins, the o1
fingers. of which were gently stroking the edges of the Sh“{;
of white paper lying in front of him, and sceing his hea
inclined ina way that expressed utter weariness, that out of
his mouth would resently come forth a stream of words
that would provoke a terrible storm, cause members t0
shout one another down and the chairman to hammer for
order.. When the report was over Karenin announced in
his thin quiet voice that he would like to share with them
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2 few ideas that haq occurred to him as to the conditions
of the minor nationalities. All turned their attention to
- He deared his throat and, without looking at his
oPPonent, selected as he always did the person sitting
ectly in front of him to fix his eyes upon (in this case

2 meek little old man who never expressed an opinion at
¢ sittings) and began his speech. When he got to the
Pomt dealing with hasic antf fundamental law, his op-
ponent jumped up ang protested. Stremov, also a member
of the Commission and also a target for Karenin’s l;lqws,
tried to hit back; the result was a most turbulent sitting;
Ut Karenin triumphed, his proposal was adopted; three

e commissions were appointed and on the following
Y this sitting was the sole topic of discussion in a cer-
tain Pthrsburg circle. Karenin's success was even greater
an he hy, anticipated.
en he woke up the next morning, the Tuesday, he
recalled i triumph with satisfaction and could not help
smiling, despite his desire to appear indifferent, when his
office Superintendent told him the accounts of the sitting
that haq reached his ears, hoping in this way to flatter

So absorbed did Karenin become in his business with

¢ office superintendent that he quite forgot that this was

€ Tuesday he had named for Anna’s return to town, and

¢ Was surprised and unpleasantly shocked when the

footman came In and announced her arrival. Lo

Anna returned to St. Petersburg early in the morning.
[t was in accordance with her telegram that 2 carriage
had been sent for her and so her husband ought to .ha‘ée
Xpected her. But he did not meet her when she amve;l N
M€ was told that he had not yet leftdhlststudy, where he
*as engaged with his office superintendent.

cgscgnt word to him thatp she was there, and wen:' to

T boudoir and began unpacking her things, expecting
UM to come to her. But an hour passed and he di tngf
Ome. She went into the dining-room on the pr(citc.xtm_
8¥ing some instructions to the housekeeper a::l ) l::lome
Yonally raised her voice, expecting that he wo d come
to her there; but he did not come there cither, tho S%l-
she heard him open the door of his study and see e o
Perintendent out, She knew that, according to his custom,

25-107
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0
he would leave for the office presently and she W:I;lc:li:!
speak to him before he left and make their rclatwso utely

Crossing the big drawing-room, she madchft ' K
for his study. When she entered she found bl]m]caniﬂg
uniform as if about to leave, sitting ata little tﬂf hcim- She
on his elbows and staring glumly in front oh s
saw him before he saw her, and she guessed tha
thinking of her. . ut

As sgon as_he saw her he¢ made as if to glf.tnu%;’m
changed his mind; suddenly his face flushc‘?'l?lt ;n% went
had never seen happen before, he got up quickly them, at
to meet her, looking not into her eyes but abo;fhcr o
her forehead and hair. He went up to her, too
and asked her to sit down. £1 ieet wil

“I am very glad you have come,” he said, S’t.ungt: ?lth
beside her with the obvious intention of SPe"‘k'"g to say
but no words came, Several times he attcmptc},ad tried
something but each time he failed. Hard as she h hersel
to prepare herself for this meeting and to teachcrc she
to despise and condemn him, now that she was i In
did not know what to say and she felt sorry for
this way they were both silent for some time. 4. without

“Is Sergei well?” he brought out at last and, ¢ home
waiting for an answer, added, “I will not dine a
today and must go now.” .

1 had thought of going to Moscow,” she said. d, very

“You have done very well in coming hqr: instead,
well indeed,” he said, and again there was §1Icncc' versa-

Secing that he was incapable of beginning the con
tion, she began it herself, . : d not

“Alexei Alexandrovich,” she said, looking at him a’fo am
dropping her eyes under his fixed gaze at her hair, what
a guilty woman, I am a wicked woman, but I am just ome
lIl was then ;nd what i told you I was, ,and I have ¢

ere to say there is nothing I can change.”

“I havcy not asked yoE about tha%," he said 3!”“}’%{ !
and vehemently, looking her directly in the face wi "
hatred. “T take that for granted.” Thy force of his ange’ |
seemed to make him master again of all his faculties. “But
as I told you at the time and in my letter,” he said ;harpt !
ly, in his thin voice, “and as I repeat now, I am nud
obliged to know this, 1 ignore it. Not all wives are so 00!
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as to hasten, as you have hastened, to tell their husbands
such pleasant news.” He laid special stress on the word
“pleasant”. “I shall ignore it just so long as people do not
know of it and my name is not disgraced. It is for this
reason 1 have wamed you that our relations must remain
as they have always been, and that only in case you com-
promise yourself will I be forced to take méasures to de-
fend my honour.”

“But our relations cannot remain as they have been,”
Anna said timidly, looking at him in fright.

Now that she again saw his calm gestures and heard
his shrill, childish, contemptuous voice, repulsion over-
came her pity; and though she was afraid of him, she
wanted to clear up their relations at any cost.

“I cannot be your wife when I am—~" she began,

He gave a cold, malicious laugh.

“The way of life you have chosen seems to have affected
your understanding. I have sufficient respect or con-
tempt—or both: respect for your past and contempt for
your preseni—to be far from giving my words the inter-
pretation you have accorded them.”

Anna sighed and lowered her head.

. “On the other hand, I do not understand why an eman-
cipated woman like you,” he went on with growing heat,

capable of openly ‘telling her husband of her unfaith-
fulness and finding nothing culpable in it, should at the
same time find it culpable to fulfil the duties of a wife
towards her hushand.”

“Alexei Alexandrovich! What do you demand of me?"

“l demand that 1 should not meet that man in my
house and that you should conduct yourself in such a way
that neither our friends nor the servants should find any
reason for suspecting you ... that you should stop seeing
him, That is not asking much, I believe. In xeturn you
will enjoy the privileges of a wife without fulfilling a
wife’s duties. That is all T have to say. It is time for me
to go. I will not come home for dinner.”

He got up and went to the door. Anna also got up.
Without a word he bowed and held the door for her,

250
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he would leave for the office presently and she wanted to
speak to him before he left and make their relations clear.

Crossing the big drawingroom, she made resolutely
for his study. When she entered she found him in his
uniform as if about to leave, sitting at a little table leaning
on his elbows and staring glumly in front of him. She
saw him before he saw her, and she guessed that he was
thinking of her.

As soon as he saw her he made as if to get up but
changed his mind; suddenly his face flushed, a thing Anna
had never seen happen before, he got up quickly and went
to meet her, looking not into her eyes but above them, at
her forehead and hair. He went up to her, took her hand
and asked her to sit down. .

“I am very glad you have come,” he said, sitting down
beside her with the obvious intention of speaking to her,
but no words came. Several times he attempted to say
something but each time he failed. Hard as she had tried
to prepare herself for this meeting and to teach herself
to despise and condemn him, now that she was here she
did not know what to say and she felt sorry for him. In
this way they were both silent for some time. .

“Is Sergel well?” he brought out at last and, without
waiting for an answer, added, “I will not dine at home
today and must go now.” R

“I had thought of going to Moscow,"” she said.

“You have done very well in coming here instead, very
well indeed,” he said, and again there was §).lence.

Secing that he was incapable of beginning the conversa-
tion, she began it herself. .

“Alexei Alexandrovich,” she said, looking at him ar:fi not
dropping her eyes under his fixed gaze at her hair, “1 3":
a guilty woman, I am a wicked woman, but I am just wha
I was then and what I told you I was, and I have come
here to say there is nothing I can change.” ) e

“I have not asked you about that,” he said ame,d)‘
and vehemently, looking her directly in the fagc wi
hatred. “I take that for granted.” The force of his ::{19“
seemed to make him master again of all his faculties. “But
as I told you at the time and in my letter,” he said sharp-
ly, in his thin voice, “and as I repeat now, I am no';
obliged to know this. I ignore it. Not all wives arc so goo
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as 10 hasten, as you have hastened, to tell their husbands
such pleasant news.” He laid special stress on the word
“pleasant”. “I shall ignore it just so Jong as people do not
know of it and my name is not disgraced. It 15 for this
reason I have wamed you that our relations must remain
as they have always been, and that only in case you com-
promise yoursell will I be forced to take méasures to de-
fend my honour.”

“But our relations cannot remain as they have been,”
Anna said 1imidly, looking at him in fright.

Now that she again saw his calm gestures and heard
his shrill, childish, contemptuous voice, repulsion over-
came her pity; and though she was afraid of him, she
wanted to clear up their relations at any cost.

“I cannot be your wife when I am~" she began.

He gave a cold, malicious laugh.

“The way of life you have chosen seems to have affected
your understanding. I have sufficient respect or con-
tempt—or both: respect for your past and contempt for
your present—to be far from giving my words the inter-
pretation you have accorded them.”

Anna sighed and lowered her head.

“On the other hand, I do not understand why an eman-
cipated woman like you,” he went on with growing heat,
“capable of openly telling her husband of her unfaith-
fulness and finding nothing culpable in it, should at the
same time find it culpable to fulfil the duties of a wife
towards her husband.”

“Alexei Alexandrovich! What do you demand of me?”

“l demand that I should not meet that man in my
house and that you should conduct yourself in such a way
that neither our friends nor the servants should find any
reason for suspecting you ... that you should stop seeing
him, That is not asking much, I believe, In return you
will enjoy the privileges of a wife without fulfilling a
wife’s duties. That is all I bave to say. It is time for me
to go. I will not come home for dinner.”

He got up and went to the door. Anna also got up.
Without a word he bowed and held the door for her.
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24

The night Levin spent on the haycock left its mark; he
developed a distaste for farming and lost all interest in
it. Although the harvest was excellent, he had never ex-
perienced, or at least he fancied he had never experienced,
such a run of bad luck and such a sharpening of his rela-
tions with his workmen, and the reason for this bad Iuck
and hostility was perfectly clear to him now. The joy he
had taken in the work itself, the intimacy with the peas-
ants it had brought him, his envy of the peasants and their
way of life and his desire to adopt their way of life, a
desire which on that night was transformed from a dream
into an intention, with practical considerations of how to
carry it out—all of this so completely changed his attitude
towards the managing of his estate that he could no long-
er take his former interest in it and was forced to recog-
nize the basic hostility between himself and the workmen.
The herd of pedigreed cows like Pava, all the ploughed
and fertilized lands, the nine level fields enclosed by
hedges, the hundred and forty acres deeply ploughed and
manured, the furrow-sowers he had acquired—all of this
would have been cause for rejoicing if it had been the work
of his own hands or of his own hands aided by those of
his friends, people who shared hisideas. But now he clearly
saw (his work on the book about agriculture, in which the
main factor was to be the workman, helped him to see this)
that farming as he conducted it was nothing but a cruel
and obstinate struggle between him and his workmen, in
which on one side, his side, there was a constant and
intense effort to remodel everything on what he considered
a better pattern, and on the other side there was com-
plete submission to the natural order of things. And in
this struggle he saw that despite the terrific effort exerted
on his side and the lack of all effort and even intention
on the other side, no advance whatever was made an
excellent equipment, cattle and land were ruined to no
good purpose. Most important of all was the realiza-
tion that his cnergy was not only expended in vain, but it
was expended on an aim which, as he could not help
sceing now that the true significance of his activities was
vevealed to him, was ignoble. What, indeed, was the essence
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of this struggle? He was fighting for every kopek (and
he could not do otherwise, for the least slackening of his
efforts would result in his not having the money to pay
his workmen), and they were fighting to do things as they
were used to doing them: easily and pleasantly. His inter-
ests demanded that every workman should strain himself
to the utmost and keep his mind on what he was doing,
taking care not to break the sowing-machine, the horse-
rake, the threshing-machine; the peasant, on the other
hand, wanted the work to be pleasant and restful and,
above all, he ianted to be carefree and give no thought
to what he did. This summer Levin had observed this at
every step. He sent out the mowers to cut the clover where
it was overgrown with weeds and wormwood and could
not be used for seed; they cut the best patches instead,
excusing themselves by saying the steward had sent them
there and assuring him it would be excellent hay; but he
knew that they had done it because it was easier to mow
good clover, He sent a machine to air the hay; they broke
it on the first row because they found it dull to sit idly
undemeath its revolving arms, They said to him: “Don’t
you worry, master, the womenfolk will shake it dry.”
Ploughs were damaged because it never occurred to the
loughman that he ought to raise the share on the turn,
Ee just forced it round, thrashing the horse and gouging
into the soil, and then urged the master not to mind. The
horses were let into the wheat because not one of the
workmen wished to become a full-time night watchman;
they took turns watching the horses at night although they
had been forbidden to do so, and Vanka, after working
all day, fell asleep; when the harm was done, he was con-
trite and said, “Do what you will with me, master.” Three
of the best calves died because they were let into the clover
without drink; the peasants refused to believe that
the clover could have blown them up and consoled him by
saying never mind, their neighbour had lost a hundred and
twelve head of cattle in three days. They did these things
not because they wished to injure Levin or his property;
on the contrary, he knew that they were devoted to him
and called him “a Jowly gentleman” (the highest praise
they could offer); it was done only because they wanted
to work light-heartedly and without care, and his interests
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were not only alien and incomprehensible to them but
even fatally contrary to their own interests. For some time
Levin had been feeling dissatisfied with his own attitude.
He could see that his ship was leaking but he did not
seek the cause of the leak, perhaps deceiving himself in-
tentionally. But now he could deceive himself no longer.
And so the managing of his estate did not interest him,
even repelled him, and he could not give himself up to
it any more.

And it was at just this time he had to suffer the pres-
ence of Kitty Scherbatskaya only twenty miles away,
whom he longed to see and dared not see. During his visit
with Dolly she had asked him to come: to come with the
purpose of renewing his offer to her sister, who, she as-
sured him, would accept it this time. The brief glimpse he
had caught of Kitty in the coach made him keenly aware
of his undiminished love for her; but he could not go to
the Oblonskys knowing that she was there. The fact of his
having proposed to her and been rejected raised an in-
surmountable barrier between them. I cannot ask her to
be my wife simply because she cannot be the wife of the
man she chose, he said to himself. The very thought of
such a thing made him feel cold and hard towards her-
I could not speak to her without a feeling of reproach, I
could not look at her without resentment, and she wo
only hate me the more, and so she should. And besides,
how can I go and see them after what her sister has tol
me? Can I help showing that I know what she told me?
1 shall come as one showing magnanimity—to pity and
forgive her. I shall appear in the role of a saint offering
her pardon and bestowing my love upon her. Why should
Daria Alexandrovna have told me that? If I had met her
by chance all would have fallen naturally into its proper
place; now it is impossible, impossible! .

Dolly sent him a note asking him to lend her a side-
saddle for Kitty. “I was told you had a side-saddle,” she
wrote. “I hope you will bring it yourself.”

This was more than he could bear. How could an intel-
ligent, sensitive woman humiliate her sister so? He wrote
ten notes in reply and tore them all up and sent the saddle
without any message. He could not write that he would
come, because he could not come; to write that some-
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thing prevented his coming or that he was going away
would be even worse. And so he sent the saddle without
any note but he was ashamed of having done so, and on
the next day he turned over all the now odious business of
the estate to his steward and rode off to a far district to
see his friend Sviazhsky, on whose property was a fine
snipe-marsh and who had quite recently written to ask
him to fulfil an old promise to visit him. Levin's nume-
rous affairs on the estate had made him postpone this visit
even though the snipe-marsh in Surovsky Uyezd'tempted
him sorely. Now he was only too glad to get away from
his neighbours the Scherbatskys and even more from his
duties on the estate and to enjoy some shooting, a sport
that was a sure comfort in life’s bitter moments.

25

Surovsky Uyezd boasted neither railways nor post
roads, and Levin set out in a tarantass drawn by his own
horses.

At the half-way point he stopped to feed his horses at
the house of a prosperous peasant. A hearty, bald-headed
old man with a broad red beard streaked with grey
opened the gate to him and pressed himself against the
gate-post to let the three horses pass. Having pointed out
to the coachman a place for the horses under an open
shed in the big new yard, which was very clean and neat,
he invited Levin info the parlour. In the entrance-way
they encountered a young woman in a neat dress and with
overshoes on her bare feet, bent double as she scrubbed
the floor. She let out a little shriek of fright as Levin’s
dog came bounding in, but she laughed when Levin as-
sured her the dog did not bite. She lifted a bare arm
to show Levin the door into the parlour, then bent
over again, hiding her pretty face, and resumed her scrubb-

ing.

g“Shall 1 bring the samovar?" she asked.

“Do, please.”

The large parlour was divided by a partition and had
a big Dutch stove in it. Benecath the icons stood a lon,
table, a bench and two chairs with pretty designs p:lintcg
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on them. Beside the door was a cupboard holding crockery.
The shutters were closed, to keep out the flies, and every-
thing was so clean that Levin ordered his dog Laska, who
had splashed through puddles as she ran down the road, to
lie in the corner by the door. When Levin had scen the
parlour, he went out on the porch overlooking the back
yard. The pretty woman in overshoes ran past him on her
way to the well for water, two empty pails swinging from
the yoke on her shoulders.

“Quick there, my pretty,” the old man cried out to her
jovially as he came up to Levin. “Is it to Nikolai Ivano-
vich Sviazhsky you be going, sir? He drops in here now
and then,” he began, putting his elbows on the porch
railing and showing a willingness to talk. 3

In the middle of his account of his acquaintance with
Sviazhsky, once more the gate creaked and some work-
men drove in from the fields with their ploughs and har-
rows. The horses drawing the ploughs and harrows were
big well-fed animals. The workmen appeared to be men-
bers of the household: two of them were young men in
gingham shirts and with caps on their heads, the other
two were hired men in home-spun shirts, one of them old,
the other young. Leaving the porch, the old man went
over to the horses and began unharnessing them.

“What were they ploughing?’’ asked Levin.

“Potatoes. We too have land, you know. Fedot, don’t lct’
the gelding go, put him at the trough and harness another.”

“What about the plough-shares I ordered, have they
brought them?” askeg a tall strong youth, who was evi-

dently the old man’s son.

“There they be, on the sledges,” replied the old man
as he coiled the reins and flung them on the ground. “Fit
them in while the men are eating.”

The pretty woman came back with full pails pulling down
her shouldersand went into the entrance, Other women put
in an appearance—the young ones pretty, the old and r!nddlc-
aged no longer pretty, some with children, others without.

By this time the samovar was roaring into the pipe.
Having taken care of the horses, all the workmen, rcla-
tives and hired men alike, went off to have their noonday
meal. Levin fetched his provisions from the tarantass an

© 7 ed the old man to have tea with him.
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“We've had tea once today,” said the old man, who
scemed pleased with the invitation, “but just to keep you
company.”

Over their tea Levin learned everything about the old
man's farming. Ten years before he had rented three
hundred acres from the widow of the local landowner and
had bought these acres from her just the year before, at
the same time renting another eight hundred acres from
the neighbouring landowner. He himself rented out a
small part of this land, the worst part, and his family and
two hired workmen cultivated the rest. The old man com-
plained that he was not doing well, but Levin understood
that his complaint was just 2 matter of form, that actually
his business was thriving. Had it been otherwise he could
not have paid thirty-five rubles an acre for land, could
not have provided for the marriage of three sons and a
nephew and could not have rebuilt his house after two

ires, enlarging and improving it each time. It was clear
despite_his complaints that he was justly proud of his

Tosperity, of his sons and his nephew, of their wives, of

is cows and horses, and especially of his own manage-
ment of all this property. From his conversation with the
old man Levin discovered that he was not averse to in-
novations. He planted a large area to potatoes, and Levin
had observed on the road that his potatoes had finished
flowering already whereas Levin’s own potatoes had just
come 1o flower. He loosened the soil round his potatoes
with a modern “ploo”, as he called a plough, borrowed

from the neighbouring landlord. He raised wheat. Levin
was particularly struck by a trifling detail: he fed his
horses the rye gathered from thinning cut the sowing.
ow many times had Levin wanted to use this excellent
feed that the peasants were in the habit of throwing away,
!Jut never had he been able to do so. This peasant used
it and praised it to the skies.
“What’s the women-folk for? They carries it out to the
To2d and the cart picks it up and takes it to the stable.”
“We landowners have a hard time with our workmen,”
s2id Levin as he handed him 2 glass of tea,
Thanks,” replied the old man, but he refused sugar,
pointing to a gnawed lump left aver from his earlier tea-
drinking. “How's a man to carry on with hired workmen?”
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he said. “A dead loss. Take your Sviazhsky, now. W'c
know what his land’s like—couldn’t be better. But he don't
get much of a crop off it. Nobody cares.”

“But you hire men to work for you, too.” R

“We're peasants ourselves. We watch everything our-
selves. A bad workman?—off he goes! We can do his work
oursclves.”

“Father, Finogen’s asking for some tar,” said the pretty
woman, coming in in her overshoes. A

“That’s how it is, sir,” said the old man apologetically
as he got up. He crossed himself again and again, thanked
Levin and went out. )

When Levin went into the workmen’s hut to call his
coachman he found all the men seated round the table.
The women were standing behind waiting on them. One
of the strong young sons, his mouth full of buckwheat por-
ridge, was telling a funny story and everyone was laugh-
ing, no one more so than the pretty woman in overshoes as
she refilled a bowl with cabbage soup. .

It is quite possible that the retty face of the woman in
overshoes was partly responsibfc for Levin’s happy impres-
sion of this peasant household; be that as it may, the im-
pression was so strong that Levin could not rid hlmse'lf of
it. Throughout the rest of the journey to Sviazhsky’s he
kept recalling this household, as if there were something
in the impression that required serious consideration.

26

Sviazhsky was Marshal of Nobility in his uyezd. He was
five years older than Levin and had been marx:x:d for a
number of years. His young sister-inlaw, a girl whom
Levin found ‘attractive, lived with them. Levin knew that
Sviazhsky and his wife hoped he would marry her. He
knew this without a shadow of doubt, as young men—
“eligible” young men—always know such things even
though nobody dares mention them; and he also knew that,
much as he wanted to get married, and desirable as this
young girl was as a wife, he could no more marry her
than he could fly through the air, even if he had not been
in love with Kitty. And this knowledge cast a shadow on



398
AnnaKarenina

the pleasure he hoped his visit with the Sviazhskys would
bring him, 3 .

A% soon as he received Sviazhsky's invitation this thought
flashed through his mind, but he resolved to go anyway,
telling himself he might be mistaken as to Sviazhsky’s
looking upon him as a suitor. Besides, he really wa.[xted to
test himself, to try his feeling for this girl once again. The
family life of the Sviazhskys could not have been more
admirable and Levin found Sviazhsky himself an interest-
ing companion and the best type of public-spirited country
gentleman. .

He was one of those surprising men (at least Levin found

them surprising) whose attitudes and opinions, always logi-
al if never independent, went their own course, and whose
Iives, definite and unwavering, went their own course quite
apart from and almost always contrary to their attitudes
and opinions. Sviazhsky was exceedingly liberal in his
views. He despised the nobility and believed that most of
its members secretly approved of serfdom although they
were too cowardly to admit it. He considered Russia 2
hopeless land, something like Turkey, and the Rpssxan
government so execrable that he would not even deign to
criticise its actions; at the same time he served as Marshal
of the Nobility and was a model Marshal and whenever
he went out he donned his hat with the red cord and the
cockade of office. He believed that only abroad was it pos-
sible to live like a human being and he went to live there
whenever possible, and at the same time he managed a big
estate in Russia with complicated modern agricultural
methods, and he followed everything that went on in Russia
with the greatest interest. He considered the Russian peas-
ant to be something between an ape and a human being,
and yet at rural elections he was the first to shake the
peasant’s hand and listen to his opinion. He believed nei-
ther in God nor the devil, but he showed the greatest con-
cern for the material welfare of the clergy and the merging
of parishes, and he had gone to great pains to see that
the church was not closed in his village. '

On the woman question he took the side of radicals sup-
porting complete feminine emancipation, women’s right
to work in particular, yet he and his wife 1

ed such a -
paniable childless life that all were struck with adf:iz-
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tion for them, and he saw to it that his wife did nothing,
and indeed could do nothing, but share her husband’s con-
cem as to how they might spend their time better, more
enjoyably.

Had it not been for Levin’s habit of looking for the best
in people he would have found nothing perplexing or dis-
turbing in Sviazhsky’s character: he would simply have
put him down as a fool or a rogue. But he could not put
him down as a fool because Sviazhsky was without doubt
not only clever by nature but highly educated as well and
one who wore his education unpretentiously. There was
no subject in which he was not versed, but he displayed
his knowledge only when circumstances required it of him.
Even less could Levin dismiss him as a rogue because
Sviazhsky was unquestionably an honest, kind-hearted, in-
telligent man who cheerfully, energetically and contin}xally
engaged in work highly esteemed by those around him, 2
man who never did wrong intentionally and was incapa:
ble of doing it.

Levin strove to understand him but did not succeed.
Sviazhsky and his life remained a riddle to him.

He and Levin were friends, and therefore Levin allowed
himself to question Sviazhsky in an attempt to discover the
foundations on which his views rested, but he was always
frustrated. Every time Levin tried to penetrate beyond the
entrance-hall of Sviazhsky’s mind, whose doors were open
to all, he observed that Sviazhsky seemed disconcerted; 2
shadow of alarm crossed his face, as if he feared Levin
might sce through him, and he cheerfully and good-
naturedly repulsed him.

Now that Levin had become disenchanted with manag-
ing his estate, he was only too glad to visit the Sviazhskys.
Apart from the salutary effect exerted upon him by thes¢
happy turtle-doves in their well-feathered nest, contented
as they were with themselves and everyone else, he wanted,
particularly now that he was dissatisfied with his own life,
to discover the secret fo Sviazhsky’s clear, definite an
cheerful outlook. Moreover Levin knew he would meet

the landlords who were Sviazhsky’s neighbours and have
the opportunity of talking to them and hearing their
opinions on farming, on the harvest, the hiring of labourers
and similar things, which, as Levin was aware, were con-
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flushing all the time. His awkwardness was communicated
to the hostess’s pretty sister, but the hostess appearc

not to nqtice it and kept trying to draw her sister into the
converstaion.

“You say,” went on the hostess, pursuing a theme
.alrcady begun, “that things Russian can hardly be of
interest to my husband. On the contrary, he is happy when
he is abroad but never so happy therc as at home. He feels
in l_'lis clement here. He is so very busy; he has a gift for
taking an interest in everything. Oh, but I believe you have
not visited our school?” -

“I have seen it. Is it that building covered with I.VY?

“Yes. It is Nastya’s work,” she said, looking at her sister-

“You teach there?” asked Levin, trying to look past the
lr':iCCk-an but sceing it always, no matter where he turned

s eyes.

“I did, and I still do, but now we have an excellent
school-mistress. We've introduced gymnastics.”

“No, thank you; no more tea,” said Levin, and he got
up, blushing, fecling that he was being discourteous b}-lt
unable to go on with the conversation. “I hear thcm' dis-
cussing something I am very much interested in,” h,"
explained, and went to the other end of the table where his
host and the two other gentlemen were talking. Sviazhsky
was sitting sidewise to the table, toying with a cup.W_lth
one hand and clutching his beard in the other and lifting
it to his nose from time to time as if to sniff it. His glow-
ing black eyes were fixed on an excited gentleman with
grey whiskers, and he seemed to be amused by what he
was saying. He was complaining of the peasants. It was
clear to Levin that Sviazhsky had an answer for his com-
plaint that would instantly have silenced him, but that his
position was such that he could not give the answer and
was I}ilstening not without enjoyment to the man’s droll
speech.

The gentleman with the grey whiskers was clearly 2
confirmed supporter of the serf system, a man who had
Lived most of his life in the country and was passionatcly

devoted to farming. Levin found signs of this in his dress
(he was wearing a shiny, old-fashioned surtout that was
certainly not his usual attire), and in his sombre intelli-
gent eyes, and in his well-turned Russian periods, and in
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his imperious tone that constant usage had made habitual,
and in the deliberate movements of his fine big sunburnt
hands with an old-fashioned wedding-ring on the third
finger.

27

“If it were not so hard to throw up everything one has
done ... all the effort that has gone into it ... I would
snap my fingers at it all, sell it and go away, like Nikolai
Ivanich here ... go and hear La Belle Hélene,” said the
landlord, a pleasant smile lighting up his shrewd old face.

“Well, but you don’t throw it up,” said Sviazhsky,
“w,l,uch means you must have good reason for not doing
0

“The reason is very simple: this is my home, my own,
neither bought nor leased. And besides, one always hopes
the peasants will come to their senses. As it is—nothing but
drunkenness and lechery! The land hacked to pieces and
not a horse, not a cow, to their names. They’re on the
verge of starvation, but just hire them to work for youl—
they’ll wreck everything and haul you up before the local
magistrate to boot!”

“But you may lodge complaints with the magistrate your-
self,” said Sviazhsky.

“I lodge complaints? So help me God! If ever I did,
there would be such a hullabaloo I should rue the day!
Just see what happened at the factory—they took their pay
in advance and walked off. And what did the magistrate
do? Acquitted them. It’s only the volost court and the
village elder who can do anything with them. He flogs
them as in the old days. If it weren't for that one would
have to throw up everything for sure. And flee to the ends
of the earth!”

It was obvious that the man was twitting Sviazhsky, but
instead of getting angry Sviazhsky was amused.

“Well, we manage to work our land without resorting
to such measures,” he said with a smile. “Levin and I,
and he,” indicating the other gentleman. .

“Yes, Mikhail Petrovich works his land, but ask him
how. On 2 rational system?” retorted the first gent! .,
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—
cvidently enjoying the use of the new word ':{ﬂ“?“‘;ﬁ:
“I do things'the simplc way, thank the Lord,” said i
khail Petrovich, “All my system consists inlending the P“:s
ants moncy to pay their taxes in the autumn. The Pm"’}t
come to me: ‘What shall we do? Help us, sirl’ Well, tl}t?}’
all your own men, your ncighbours, you can't help P"?"“;
em. So you give them something in advance, only )rzc
say ‘Mind, fellows, I'm helping you now and you hclq or
when the time comes for sowing oats, or rpakxng hﬂ)hv v
taking in the crops’; and you talk it over with them, Dcs
much cach is to work. Of course there are shameless on
among them, that’s true,” car-
Levin, who was only too familiar with that old Pa'"::r-
chal system, exchanged glances with Sviazhsky and mdt-
rupted Mikhail Petrovich by turning again to the gen
man with the grey whiskers. think
“Then what is your view?” he asked. “How do you
farms ought to be managed now?” 3 the
“As Mikhail Petrovich manages his: either allow.t o
peasants to work the land for half the crop or rcntflthc
them. That’s possible, but it diminishes the wealt'h o ool
country, Land that under the serf systcm.and with ﬁrcc-
management gave a yield of nine-to-one, gives only t has
to-one under the crop-sharing system. Emancipation
been the ruin of Russia.” 5 en
Sviazhsky looked at Levin with twinkling eyes and e¥ i
made a faint sign showing that he was amused; but Lev .
found nothing amusing in what the landlord was saying:
he understood the man better than he understood Svia: e
sky. Much of what the landlord offered in explanation 4
why emancipation had been the ruin of Russiz he fo‘"t‘o
very convincing; he presented arguments that were new n
Levin and which Levin considered incontestable. The m?
was apparently propounding his own ideas, a virtue {“‘tg
to be met with, and his ideas arose not from a desire >
exercise an otherwise idle brain, but from thc_ very con
ditions in which he lived; he had evolved them in the Jong
lonely hours of country life and had meditated much upon
them. .
“The thing is that all progressive measures arc intro-
duced by those in power,” he said, anxious, it seemed, to
show that he was a man of education. “Take the reforms
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speaking for all landlords trying to work their land on
a rational basis. With few exceptions they work it at 2 loss.
Come, can you say that yours is bringing you profit?”
Levin asked, and in Sviazhsky’s glance he caught a fleeting
glimpse of that expression of fear he always noticed when
be tried to' penctrate beyond the entrance-hall of Sviazh-
sky’s mind.

It must be said that it was hardly fair of Levin to ask
this question. At the tea-table Sviazhsky’s wife had told
him her husband had invited a German accountant who,
for a remuneration of five hundred rubles, had investigated
their financial situation and discovered they were working
the land at a loss of something over three thousand rubles
a year; she could not remember how much exactly but the
German had apparently calculated everything down to the
last kopek.

The gentleman with the grey whiskers smiled at Levin’s
suggestion that Sviazhsky could be running his farm at a
profit, knowing only too well what profit his neighbour
the Marshal of Nobility could possibly be making.

“I may work it at aloss,” said Sviazhsky, “but that only
shows 1'am a bad manager or have invested capital to
increase my rent.”

“Ah, rent!” exclaimed Levin vehemently. “Perhaps
they get rent from farming in Europe where the land has
been improved by the labour put into it, but our land only
gets worse from the labour put into it, by which I mean
it has been ploughed to death, and no rent can accrue
from such land.”

“No rent? But that’s a law.”

“Then we are outside the law. Rent explains nothing to
us, it only muddles our thinking. Tell me, pray, how the
law of rent can—""

“Would you not like some junket? Please pass the jun-
ket, Masha, or the raspberries,” Sviazhsky said to his wife.
“This year the raspberries are holding on surprisingly
long.”

I%: the best of humour he got up and walked away, evi-
dently assuming that the conversation was over when
Levin thought it had just begun. 5

Deprived of his opponent, Levin continued the argn-
ment with the grey-whiskered gentleman, trying to prove=—~
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to him that all the trouble came from not stud)”]’i‘fclhc
traits and habits of the labourers. But the lat;c'ft.hﬂdw
people of original and independent mind, foun lhis oWt
understand other people’s ideas and was partial t?i njoge
He insisted that the Russian peasant was a pig il‘;l fxlil bim
his piggishness and only a strong hand coul }?and any
out of his piggishness and there was no strong Tibe
more; a club was needed and we had become 50 favout
that we had abandoned the centl:xry:old clubh]l"s peas
of lawyers and prisons where stinking wort! CSb - Pect
ants were fed good soup and allotted so many ¢4
of air. i 5 et back
“Why do you not think,” said Levin, trying !‘;’lgw dis
to the fundamental question, “that it is possi l:l induce
cover a relationship with the labourer that wou
him to work efficiently?” . jans!
“You will never at}:,hieve such a thing with 1}::]5(‘:;
There is no strong hand,” replied the grey-w
entleman. , s 27h-
8 “What new conditions are to be found?” asked S‘Egﬂ
sky, who had come back after eating his J"mkﬂbar:xr bave
ing a cigarette. “All possible relations with hborbarism
been defined and studied,” he said. “The relic of Z]l heir
—primitive communes bearing responsibility for & o has
members—is dying a natural death, the serf sys whose
been destroyed, there remains only free labour‘,«nd s
forms have been defined and are ready to be uscd; ividu
them we must: hired hands, seasonal labourers, in 1
farmers—there’s no getting outside this circle. .
“But Europe is dissatisfied with these forms.
“So it is, and will no doubt find new ones. » gaid Levin-
“That is precisely what I am talking about,’’ sai
“Why should not we search for them ourselves? dding
“Because that is like searching for methods of buvm
railways when the methods have already been disco’
and applied.” 5 eth-
“And if they do not suit us? If they are foolish m
ods?” said Levin. 5 - zhsky’s
Once again he noticed the look of fear in Sviazhsky
cyes, e We
“That’s just it. We’re always so sure of ourscl\cs.ﬂ. i
have found what Europe is still looking for! I am familid
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with all that, but, begging your pardon, do you know all
that has been done i Europe in the matter of labour rela-
tions?”

“Very little, I admit.” 3

“The best minds of Europe are occupied with this prob-
¢m at present, The Schulze-Delitzsch movement ... and
all the labour literature of the Lassalle trend, the most
liberal of them ,.. and the Milhausen scheme—I suppose
you know about that?*

“I have some idea of it, but very vague.”

“Oh, you are being modest;” you probably know as
much as [ do. I, of course, am no professor of social science,
but I take ap interest in these things and if they interest
¥ou too, by all means delve deeper into them.”

“But what are the conclusions these Europeans have
come to?”

“Sorry...”

The guests were getting up to leave and Sviazhsky went
to see them off, once more putting a stop to Levin’s un-
pleasant habit of trying to get beyond the entrance-hall
of his mind,

28

Levin found the evening with the ladies extremely bor-
ing, As never before was he disturbed by the thought that
is dissatisfaction with farming arose not from his own
peculiar circumstances but from the Fex_leral situation in
Russia, and that the finding of a relationship with the
farm workers that would induce them 10 work as effec-
tively as did the workmen af the half-way point, was not
an empty dream but a problem requiring serious attcnt‘;otn-
Hcdfelt that a solution could be found and he wanted to
Ind 1t, . i
When he had taken his leave of the ladies for the nlgl;ts,
Promising he would stay .over the following day S e
10 go with them on horseback to see an interesting 3
in the state forest, Levin, before going to bed, em.cr;
the study to take the books on the labour ,problgm Sviazl n.
sky had’ offered to lend him. Sviazhsky’s stu y‘zas a
enormous room lined with book-shelves and wit -

¥
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i the
tables in it—one a massive writing-table mndl:i%hl?rﬂh
middle of the room, the other a round tal'ﬂ:.; starlike
foreign newspapers and periodicals on it radia ]bl% tood2
from a lamp in the middle. BJ: the writing-ta old letter
filing cabinet with various hea ings printed in g
on the drawers. in a rockig

Sviazhsky found the books and sat down i
chair. in, who
“What’s that you arc looking at?” he ﬂSdet{]‘:V;}iodj.
had stopped at the round table to glance at tix fage)
cals, “Oh, there’s an interesting att!Clc therc:‘It s
referring to the periodical Levin had picked uPi’c artition”
he-added brightly, “that the main villain in t P
ing of Poland was not Frederick at all. It seems... to give 2
And with characteristic clarity he went o;impoﬂml
brief account of some new, very interesting and ‘min
data that had been unearthed. Although Levin’s oot
occupied at the moment with problems of agricul ’thc
< N is friend: What is at th¢
asked himself as he listened to his friend: Wi the parti
core of him? Why should he be so interested iflvin could
toning of Poland? When Sviazhsky fimshi';‘lthhing fol-
pot help saying, “Well, and what follows?” Nothing [o"
lowed. The matter was of interest in xtself.fex Taining
however, did not explain and found no need of exp y
why he found this of interest. » gaif
‘yThat irate landlord is an interesting O}d f‘”":{’mmy
Levin, hcav'l:ng a sigh. “He’s clever and said a gre:
true things. . in the
“Oh, ggo along with you! He’s a staunch believer in
serf system at heart, like all of them.” .
“And you their Marshal.” - direction”
“Ah, but I marshal them in the opposite diret
laughed Sviazhsky. et dn,
‘gThe thing cht concerns me most is this,” sau‘l'nLCLur
“he is right in saying that our way—that is, r“n:; gw.l)’
farms on a_ rational basis—doesn't work; the o ymon-
that works is the primitive way, and that leads to is 10
ey-lending as with that taciturn gentleman. Who
lame?” . ving
“We ourselves, of course. But you are wrong in saY
it doesn't work. With Vasilchikov it works.”
“Oh, the factory—"
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“But why should all thj 1
this surprise you?
Ir’:inusuch a low level of devclrgpmcr):t muTr:ﬁ)? Zarxs;ng:t{:
Rat'y you can be sure they will oppose anything new.
m: tonal farming can be carried on in Europe becatgxse the:
sses are educated. In other words, we'v d
cat‘s our peasants, that’s all.” ’ © got to edu-
“F:r tl}]mtv are we to educate them?”
a .
more schools.ye necd three things: schools, schools, and
. lo?fiezsu%uursclf_ have just said the peasants stand on
clp thats material development. How are schools to
&
T must i i
advice o S}?y you remind me of that joke about giving
1 the sick man: ‘Try taking a physic.” ‘T did
‘T?l € me worse.” “Try lecches.’ ‘I did, Mgdz me w o
worcsn Jthere’s nothing left but to pray..’ ‘I did. Mad(;rf‘:e
you es'ay:so‘vlltols }Yllh you. I speak of political economy,
Tons “VO]’SC.”ES: 3 I speak of socialism: ‘Worse.’ Educa-
P
“’?‘Kt hovy will schools help?”
“Th:z' ;vxll]l BIve rise to new demands.”
Levin b ave never been able to understand,” objected
bettn otly. “In what way can schools help the people to
tioncr t_ﬁen: material welfare? You say schools, an educa-
wil -bW BIve rise to new demands. All the worse, for they
. qunélb!e. to satisfy these demands. And how a knowl-
e%t ‘; ldition and subtraction and the catechism will
OuLe'Ir'h delr material circumstances I never could make
an infac 2y before yesterday I met a peasant woman with
h:n ?:in in her arms and asked her where she was going.
— Ss';x L, “To the witch-woman, my baby’s got the screams
ad she i} cure him.’ I asked how the witch-woman cured
screams. ‘She puts him with the setting hens and says
a C‘l‘larm over him.” **
@ ‘There you are saying it yourself! In order to prevent
o2t peasant woman from taking her baby to the set-
Ung hens for the screams we need—" began Sviazhsky
jo\:x‘ally.

Not'hing of the sort,” snapped Levin. “I find the witch-
Woman’s cure similar to schools for the peasants. The peas-
ants are poor and uneducated—we sec that as plainly
as the peasant woman sees that her baby has the screams
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because it screams. But how schools can cure them of 'h::
ills—poverly and ignorance—is as incomprchcnsx’blc tot T
as how setting hen can cure the screams. We've 34
change whatever js making them poor.” 0u
“At least in that you agrec with Spencer, whom ,’ncs
do not like on the whole, He says that education Eozhs’
as a result of affluence and comfort, ‘from frequent ?te "
as he puts it, and not from the ability to read and write.
“Well, then, Pm very glad—or rather, I'm very sor;;lc
that I agree with Spencer, only I've known it fofhsl is
time. Schools cannot help, the only thing that can c;fnd
an economic system that will make the peasants richer 1"
give them more leisure—then there will be SCh?i, s
“Yet it is a fact that throughout Europe educatio
compulsory now,” . i
N uA”nd valzat about you? Do you agree with Spencer if
is?
s .Onhcek more the expression of fear shot through
Viazhsky’s eyes and, smiling, he said: :
“Ah, but tiat story of th%scrcams is excellent! Did you
hear it yourselfp” " on-
Levin saw that he would never be able to fx.nd an)&]‘-‘c“_
nection between this man’s way of life and his ideas. to
Iy Sviazhsky was utterly indifferent to the conclusm?s in
which his reasoning led him, he was interested only o
the process of reasoning. And he was upset when the p;:]d
cess of reasoning pushed him into a corner. This he co .
not endure and so he avoided it by shifting the conver:
tion to something pleasant and cheerful. . sons
Levin had been greatly stimulated by the ,mpycsslﬂim
of the day, beginning with the impression made upon h n
by the clderly peasant at the half-way house, an lmpn.-ssl;l{s
that formed’ the foundation for aJf succeeding ones. Thi
agreeable Sviazhsky, storing up ideas for public use O."IX_’
obviously building his life on entirely different princi

appomtmcpt with a whole class of society, and this the
best class in Russia; Levin's dissatisfaction with his own



AnnaKarening 409

activities and s vague hope of findin for the ill
] g a cure for the jlls
© saw—all of this taken together produced in him a sense

of unease ang at the s i i io
am
N ; ¢ time a feeling that the solution

He coutd not fall asleep for some time after retiring
m

10 the roq, assigned him and Iy; d fa wh
. ying down on a sofa whose
:g:;ngs Sll“’t Up unexpectedly cvcgry time he moved an
lett i‘:’ 2 leg. Not o single talk he had had with Sviazhsky
i S};nark, even though his host had said many clever
e gs. But the conclusions voiced by the irate old landlord
quired serigys consideration, Levin called to mind the

man’s eye, word .
hlmsdfhagym:g; and mentally revised the answers he

L € the peasant hates all improvements
ot }::ecmu-ﬂ mtroduce them by force; if farming could

o }‘l“’ay POInt. You and Tare both dissatisfied, so either we
e warkmep are at fault. For 2 long time now we
en forcing things to go our way, the European
OuY- without taking into consideration the peculiarities of
T Dative labgyy force. Why should we not try seeing
€ labour foree ot as an ideal labour force but as the
USian peasant il his peculiar instincts, and run our
h?nnsuaCCDrdingly. Just supposing,” I ought to hav; said to
i “that we ran oup farms as that peasant I visited runs
S, that we succeeded in finding a means of making the
Workmen interested in the success of the farm and also s';::
ceeded in finding a golden mean of innovations that ;]d
Peasant wag willing to accept. I we could do this we haust
Pc able to double or even triple our yield without ec);s:ms;
evg,C s0il. Divide the sofs, give: half to e P esent
sl 50, your share will be greater than it Tish this we
and so will the peasants’ share. To accgmfs and arousc
shall haye to lower our agricultural st:\"f ﬁ;c farm. How
¢ Workman’s interest in the e of detail, but un-
is is to E;c accomplished is a questio
questionably it is possible.” L. of
These thughtspthrcw Levin into a state 0
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did not sleep half the night, his mind full of Pﬁmaj
means by which his idea could be realized. He had agre
to stay over, but now he resolved to go home C?ﬂl)’.mthc
moming. In addition to everything else, the sister-inda¥
with the low neck-line evoked in him feelings ﬂ.{ml:o
shame and repentance, as if he had done something :
ought not to have done. The main thing now was {0 E‘(
away as soon as possible: he must have time to E“smc
his new plan to the peasants before they began sowing He
winter grain so that they could do it on the new basis the
hatd resolved to completely reform his management of
estate.

29
The carrying out of his plan cost Levin much troubles
but he did his utmost and if he did not accomplish all 12
hg hoped for, he did accomplish enough to be convmcthc,
without deceiving himself, that the cause was worth tls
effort. One of the greatest handicaps was that the whee
of husbandry were turning in their old way and he c% p
not suddenly stop them and begin from scratch; he ha 0
reorganize the process while the machine was running: *
to speak, d
When, on the evening of his return, he told the st‘“":.s
of his plans, the steward showed eager approval of l]
contention that the former way of doing things was food
ish and unprofitable; the steward reminded him he Mt
long been saying the same thing but Levin had no
listened to him. When, however, Levin declared his mzclr(l'
tion of participating as a shareholder along with the wort®
men in all the farm undertakings, the steward pulled 2
long face and expressed no definite opinion whateveri he
quickly changed the subject by saying it was necessary to
gather in the’ remaining sheaves of rye the next day an
lScnd out the men to plough a second time; in this way h¢
et 'Lc\'ln know there was no time for such things no‘:;'
When Levin spoke to the peasants of the same thing 3
Pproposed renting out the land on new terms, again he cam¢
up against the main difficulty, namely, that they were 100
engrossed in their daily work to consider the advant2ges
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angiit;a]‘:v?",“ages l:)f the new system.
an, wi e s
ully up, dcrsta;xd Lc; v‘x;q:k:: in th;: cattle-yard, seemed to
ought to share aying that Ivan and his family
approve of 1t, Bug < PrOHES the cows brought in, and to
e futa - But when Levin tried to impress him with
£ r¢ advantages, Tvan’s face assumed i
becaee n 2nd regret that he could mot heas Tins s
use o s .
e would iS:l:ne urgent job he invented on the spot, and
¢ stal] g; ﬁuull’, 2 fork and begin pitching straw out of
dung, the troughs with water, or sweep out the
Another ¢; .
viction th;t T;Iff ":Tlll’rlltsi,c:ago:; dt;:c peasants’ invincible con-
i ave
il;i‘;mg them, They were certain thr:: S'lucrg::leplx’xlll';);}s]: ‘:cf
sel va:‘ What he said, would never be told them. They them-
not w) when discussing the matter, said many things, but
LeviWI}at Was really on their minds, F urthcrere (angd’hcrc
pe: o delt how correct the irate landlord had been), the
anasa.nts laid down as the first and inviolable condition of
nez’vagreemem that they should not be forced to accept any
at Hethodsor to use any new implements. They admitted
stime o) Ploughs turned the soil hetter and ther scarifiers
irred it quicker, but they found a thousand reasons why
ha‘é)’kcould not use the one or the other, and although he
cultiv:t?wn It would be necessary to lower the standard of
advanta, on, it seemed apity to give up improvements whose
. 8¢ was 50 obvious, Despite all these difficulties, he
g".‘:ntq his point and by autumn things were moving in the
X:t"?" he had chosen—or at least so it seemed to him.
just t first Levin had intended handing over the entire farm,
oy as 1t was, to the peasants, hired workmen and steward,
sibi]a' Cooperative basis, but very quickly he saw the unfea-
11y of this and decided to divide up the property. The
r_atﬂc-yard, orchard, vegetable gardens, grass-lands and
l.dds (these to be subdivided) were to form separate units.
iMple Ivan, the cowman, who according to Levin under-
stood the matter better than anyone else, got together a
goup made up mostly of members of his family to take
Charg}’ of the cattle-yard. The far fields that had lain fallow
for eight years were taken over as a common holding by
83X peasant families headed by the clever carpenter F
Resunov. On the same terms the peasant Shuray
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5
over all the vegetable gardens. The rest of the ﬁstastcw‘:’:c
farmed in the old way, but these three u"dcmhngm of
the beginning of the new way and became the cen
Levin’s attention, ced in the
True, no change for the better could be °bs°““{,_13,$s
cattle-yard and Ivan vigorously opposed warm ¢ that the
and butter churned from fresh cream, insisting t came
cows ate less in cold sheds and that the bu;,tctrhc be
quicker from sour cream; he also demanded (‘agcrtsttd
paid a salary a¢ before and was not the least in salary
In leamning that the money he was paid was not 2
but an advance on his share of the profits. he fields
True, Fyodor Resunov’s group did not plough t use, as
for sowing twice, as had been agreed upon, bccaants’ of
they said, they were short of time. True, the x};axs'n com-
this group called the land leased rather than Ae on the
mon, even though they had agreed to tak_c it over o, “If
new terms, and Resunov himself once said to ch we'd
you'd take rent for the land you'd feel easier ;," ofa
feel freer.” And they kept putting off the buil mgcd to
cattle-yard and threshing-floor which they had agrot up.
build; autumn came and stil] the structures we;t n rdens
True, Shurayey tried to deal out t}.lc V,’-'ge'ab cgga lots
for which he had assumed responsibility in separa ; Ppcr-
to the peasants, Apparently he had misunderstoo L been
haps deliberately, the conditions under which he ha
entrusted with the gardens. ts, ex-
True, often when Levin was talking with the pcasm}lw:fdt
plaining to them the advantages of the new system, voice,
that they were only listening to the sound of his thing
determined not to Jot themselves be taken in by “"’kcsu.
he said. He felt this particularly when he spoke to e in
nov, the smartest of the peasants, and saw that spar and
his eye indicating that he was laughing up his sleeve, oy
that if anyone was to be taken in it was not he, Rfs“"vas
Despite all this, Levin believed that the SY“?'"-‘,,d
launched and that if he kept strict accounts and insis e
on having his owr, way, he would be able in time to pro .
to them the advantages of the new system and then thing
would move of themselves. st
These €Xperiments, along with the running of the re!
of the estate and working on his book, took up so mucl
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of Levin's time that he scarcely went shooting at all thay
Summer, Ay the end of August a servant of the Oblonskys
brought back s side-saddle and told him the family had
moved bacls to Moscow, Levin felt that his discourtesy in
not answcnng. Dolly's hote, a slight he could not recall
wnhom. blus.hmg with shame, Was tantamount to having
It his bridges behind him; he could ncver go and see
Teaving g bcc_n just as rude to the Sviazhskys by
never . their house without saying goodbye. He could
T 80 and see them, 2gain either, bug that did not matter.
S

sky ha given him, sent for other
€ socialists hag § read what the political economists and
found s 12d to say on the subject, and, as hg expected,
introduciy, 15, fleVant to the changes he himself was
i s &In the books gn political economy—in Mill, for
agerness, b oM he studied fipg; and with’ the greatest
" S OPIng to fing ON every page a solution of the
FK - acin .UM —he wag Presented with laws deduced
he Couldc Sltuation Prevailing in European cconomy; but
Ussia, oot Understand why these laws, inapplicable to
ing o Bt 0 be Considered universal laws. The same
¢ socialists, They offered either won-
0se he that were wholely impracticable, such as
RoStrumg fop oo™ CaPtivated by in B oo days, or
s for the g of European g iculture, which ha
assenuéd Ommon with Russia’s ills. Political cconlt:";);
Eurg 21 the Taws according to which the wealth of
scnccpc Ceveloped gy, was still developing were énthal
deve] universal gnq incontestable, Sociatism asserte it
orpment pecording to these faws led to ruin. N::-.uch
¢ other offered an answer or even sogasants
535 10 what e, Levin, and all the R‘“_SSWS“:{ hands
and ppicturists \yere' co do vt their millions of A7
1 2008 Of acres gq that they should mos
ontribyte to the common weal, con scicn.io:s;({
f'cadn::c havl_n § undertaken this study, he o g0 zf,‘:rthis
N the aypy,

e Py lved to £0 %
Mg Pertaining to it and reso so that I th 0
mngtx:) see lhigngi at first hand. the posity
hmatter at least he would not find 'hxftﬂ‘sﬂ
< had ¢ often found himself in: Jus

€ one noy
as a

elllfe:xnhe had begun

I
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to understand an interlocutor’s point of view and express
his own, he would be faced with “And Kauffmann? And
Jones? And Dubois? And Michelli? You haven’t read them?
0}1\’,_ you must. They have thoroughly investigated the
subject.” .

Now he clearly saw that Kauffmann and Michelli had
nothing to tell him. He knew what he wanted. He saw th
Russia had excellent land and excellent workmen and thaft
in certain cases, as in the case of the peasant at the hal’ ’
way house where he had stopped on his way to Sviazhsky s!,
the workmen and the land produced a great deal, and thhi
in most cases when capital is invested in the land in 18
European way, it produces very little; and_that this i
because the peasants work well and with a will only when
they work in their own specific way; and that their )PP
sition is not achance but a constant factor, having its roots
in the very nature of the people. He believed that the Rus
slan people, destined to settle and cultivate vast U}’U’E
habited lands, deliberately preserved the methods requifc
for this until all these lands were settled, and that thest
methods were not so bad as was generally thought. It was
this he wanted to prove theoretically in his book and practl
cally on his-estate.

30

At the end of September timber was brought for the
building of the cattle-yard on the distant fields, the butter
was sold and the profits divided. Levin's scheme w25
working out capitally, or at least so it scemed to hlm.‘lll:
order to give theoretical substantiation to this and to finis
writing the work which he hoped would not only cause 2
revolution in political economy but annihilate this branch
of science and set the basis for another branch—the rela-
tionship between the labourer and the soil—it was necessary
for him to travel abroad and study on the spot what had
been done in this field and find convincing proof that what
had been done was not what ought to be done. Levin only
awaited the selling of his wheat so as to have the money
for.lmvc]lm'g. But rains set in making it impossible to gath-
er in the remaining grain and potatoes and putting a stop
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to all the work, even the carting of the wheat. The mud

made roads imp&sablc, two water-mills were swept away
% the flood angd the weather kept getting worse and wors;.

n the morning of 39 September the sun came out and,
10ping for 80od weather, Levin b

1€ himself yeng Out on the estate to give final instructions
wefore hig departure,

owards evening, all his work done, wet from the water
Fling inside the magie s his leather jacket and the tops
T his boo, the most buoyant spirits, Levin turned
iis horge homeward, ¢ weather became cven worse in
€ evening: hon Pounded his poor cob so painfully that
¢ kept shaking head i

gh the ruts ip, the road, at the drops hanging
O each byre twig, at the white heaps of hail gathcnng
% the planks of 1 € bridge and at the still soft and sdu;
M-tree leayes covering the ground under the
antleq trees,

A -porter at
oe 15 1eW Telationship, Apy o yard-porter at
hoge house evin had stopped {,o dry his clothes :"’:":p
APProve o4 volunteered to join a cooperative gr
»-libhuymg Cattle,

. in out,
in g7 10 Stick to my Forspose and I will win out
£¥in tolg e St Now I have good reason it but for the
Cxert ySelf: jp 3 not for myself I am dom%,l:)ugh' about
in 170N good, A complete change must be br the circum:
in Jap Cultivagio 2nd an even greater onc in Tty —gener
Stances of 1 basic population, Instead "ff,}’ﬁfy—h”"";ﬁz
afﬂuence and cuntcntmen!; instead of hoblo"“ﬂcss ‘;c;"“
fon, 3 Utuality of interests. In 2 word, nfines of oul Hole,
thon, by 2 colggg. one, at first in the co;ussi" 23 Far frus
uyezd, thep of the gubernia, then of nnot b"tcbﬂ” %
e of the eprii? world: A just idea canno s cans

m
And it
B < r. t
€S, thay 4 an aim worth wq'k‘;“?nt:ix-—l'l;c; tic
that T 5, € one who is Of5nab

Stantiy Levin whe went to the bal
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was refused by Kitty and who finds himself so worthless

and contemptible. I suppose Benjamin Fmpkh{l fcth:?}l,:;
worthless and had just as little confidence in hlmscozhing-
he surveyed himself from all sides. That mfﬁnsﬂ"vm ©
And I suppose he, too, had his Agafia Mikhailo
whom he confided all his plans. vi
It was with such thoughts in his mind that Le
up to his housc in the dark. s, bring:
The steward had come back from the merchant s'cd for
ing part of the money for the wheat; he had arrid(ngand on
the rest of the payments with the merchant’s 51“ Deat was
the way back had observed that other people’s whcir own
still standing in the fields in most places, s0 ‘hatﬂ:.n o
hundred-and-sixty ungathered shocks were as nothing
pared with what others had lost. s 1o read
After dinner Levin sat down in his armchair “L ut his
usual, and while he read he went on thmkl“gd: ‘;,e had
coming journey in connection with his book. Tokj Y more
perceived the full significance of his undertaKing with-
clearly than ever before, and long sentences fm'mslcry ol
out effort in his mind, giving expression to the he told
sence of his thoughts. I must write them dc.)wnI, Fought
himself. They will serve as the brief introduction
I could do without. ho had
He got up to go to his writing-table and Laska, wc]f and
been lying at his feet, also got up and stretched hers o. He
looked up at him as if asking where they were t0 g“'hcn
was not, however, to write down his thoughts for jus nt 10
the group leaders came for instructions and Levin W€
them in the hall. d been
When instructions for the next day’s work hak n to,
given and all the peasants concerned had been spo i,aska
Levin returned to his study and sat down to work-k into
curled up under the table; Agafia Mikhailovna san
her armchair and took up her knitting. - sud-
When he had been writing for somc time, Levin 0
denly remembered Kitty with extraordinary vxvld""s.s'z e
her rejection and the sight he had caught of her in
coach. He got up and began pacing the floor. . him
“No sense in moping,” Agafia Mikhailovna said to It s'
“What’s keeping you herc? Be off to the warm springs
once you've set your heart on it.”

n rode
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"I”m leaving the day after tomorrow, Agafia Mikhailov-
. I've got to wind up my affairs first,
Fie, fiel Your affairs! As if you hadn’t done enough for
¢ muzhiks as it jst Folks is saying as how the tsar will
feward you for it, I wonder that you should worry yourself
Softbout the muzhiks,”
It’s not because I worry about them; I do it for my
own sake,”
Agafia Mikhailovna knew Levin’s plans for running the
sstate down to the Jast detail. Levin often laid his ideas
clore her in all their fine points, and sometimes he argued
<1 €T and opposed her reasoning. But this time she
mlf}lnd:rstood him, ]
» 35 for the soul—indeed, indeed, it's the first thing
1o think of,” she said with a sigh, “Take that Parfen De-
Msich—an ignorant man he was, but God grant we all die
a he did,” referring to a former house serf. “Took the
Rcrament, the last rifes,” )
hat’s not what I meant,” he said. “I meant I do it for
:2?. OWn gain. The better the men work, the more I gain by
_“Ah, do what you will, but once a man’s lazy his axe
will always e in);xcéd of a honing. Folks’ll only work if
theyve a mind to.” )
p ~But you yourself said Ivan has been taking greater
S with the cattle.” o
. “There’s but one thing I say,” replied AgaﬁaMlkhax']ovlna
vith_ ruthless logic despite an appearance of :irrc -
Vanccj “1 say you must take a wife, sir, and indeed you
Tust,”
Levin was oyed and aggrieved that she should speak
of what he ::éljl):st been tgfrinking. He frpwncd and }slax:
SWN 10 work again without replying, going over gn
mind what he found to be important in his book.l. Zcr)t'_
Once in a while he would stop and listen to the click t:!‘
aAlf”ﬁa Mikhailovna’s needles in the silence, and oct;lamsi "
n Y he would wince as he remembered that which he
Ot wish to re; er.
At nine o'c?xl)f:xl?t;\crhcard a tinki‘iniof buc(lils and the dull
sound of a carriage lurching through the mud. .
“There :mgo;icgidy’gs comc%md you'll not be Yé‘“g;:g
20y longer,” said Agafia Mikhailovna, getting up and g

2397
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to the door. Levin followed her. He had disco\'tffdc};:
could not work any more and so was glad of any g
at all.

31

. i d2
When he was half way down the stairs, L-cwnwl::;cps
familiar cough in the hall, but the noise of his ‘]’un'P""
smothered the sound and he hoped he was mista that he
ently, however, he saw a tall emaciated ﬁgurcmistakf“
knew only too well, yet even so he hoped he \\;13'5 coat W3S
and that this tall man coughing and taking off his
not his brother Nikolai. be
Levin loved his brother, but it was sheer tz’t_‘i::swur-
with him. At this particular moment, when -]:hailavm's
dened by his own thoughts and Agafia Mi han usual
reminder, he dreaded a meeting with him more: taoo close
Instead of a cheerful, hearty guest who was no ¢ his con
to him and could therefore, as he hoped, dlstﬁ; ew hi
fused mind, he had to face this brmhcx’.“’h0 nhts toa
through and through, who would turn his t_hougeak out
contemplation of intimate things and make him sp
This he did not want to do. - Tings. Levin
Disgusted with himself for such unworthy feeling it close
ran into the hall. The moment he saw his brotharba com-
hand his sense of disappointment was su}’Plamcb fg'xc 3
passion. Thin and sick?y as Nikolai had been belore oy
was even thinner and sicklier now. He was nothing
skeleton with skin stretched over his bones.
There he was, jerking his head on a long s
as he pulled his scarf off and smiling in an ©
way. Levin felt a spasm in his throat when he s
smile, so docile and resigned. . sthout
“Well, I've come,” said Nikolai in a husky voice Wi apve
taking his eyes off his brother’s face for an msta"tf ling
been wanting to come for ever so long, but I was :]e wi
rotten. Now I'm much better,” he said, smoothing d°
his beard with both of his big bony hands. hor-
..Oh, yes, yes,” replied Levin. He was even morc ess
rified when, on kissing his brother, his lips felt the dryn o
of his skin and he saw close to him those enormous ¥

Kinn neck
ad pyit""fs
aw this
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glowing with a strange light.

A few weeks earlier Levin had written to his brother to
say he had sold the small property attached to the estate
that had not been divided between them, and that he could
have his share, amounting to about two thousand rubles.

Nikolai said one reason he had come was for the money,
but the main reason was to spend some time in the old nest
and touch his native earth so that, as with the heroes of
old, it would imbue him with strength for his forthcoming
activities. Even though he was more stoaped than ever, and
even though he was incredibly thin for his height, his
movements were, as they had always been, quick and im-
pulsive, Levin led him into his study.

His brother took great pains changing his clothes, an
unusual thing with him, and he carefully combed down his
thin stringy hair; then, smiling, he climbed the stairs,

He was in the cheerful and affectionate mood Levin
remembered seeing him in so often as a child. He spoke
even of Koznishev without malice. He joked with Agafia
Mikhailovna and asked her about their old servants. The
news of Parfen Denisich’s death seemed to shock him;
aflfcok of fright crossed his face, but he quickly shook it
of

“Oh, he was an old man,” he said, and changed the
subject. “Yes, I'll stay with you a month or two and then
go to Moscow. Myakov offered me a post, you know, and
Lmean to take it. T mean to live differently from now on,::
he continued. “I got rid of that woman, you know.

“Masha? But why??

“Oh, she was a low creature. Caused me no end of trou-
ble.” He did not, however, say what this trouble was; he
could hardly confess he had sent her away for the offense
of brewing weak tea and, even more heinous, of treating
him as a sick man. “On the whole, [ want to change my
way of life completely. It goes without saying I did foohs'h
things, like everybody else, squandered money~but that’s
nothing, 1 don’t regret it. All I need now is good health,
and my health, thank goodness, is much better now.

Levin listened and tried to think of something to say
and could think of nothing. Nikolai sensed this. He asked
his brother about his work and Levin was only too glad to
talk about it because he could da so without hypocrisy. H;_K

-

e
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told his brother all about his plans and the practical steps
he had taken.

His brother listened but evinced little interest.

. These two men were so close, so all of a picce, that the
slightest gesture or change of tone said more than words
could tell.

_ Now both of them were dominated by one thought: the
illness and imminent death of Nikolai. But neither Nikolai
nor Konstantin dared speak of it, and therefore everything
they said was false as not reflecting the onc thing that oc-
cupied their minds. Never before had Levin been so gla

t0 have an evening end and to go to bed. Never before—not
with perfect strangers, not on official visits—had he felt s0
awkward and unnatural as he felt that evening. His con-
sciousness of his unnaturalness and his self-reproach made
him all the more unnatural. He longed to weep over his
dying brother, and instead he had to listen and take part
in his talk about how he intended living in the future.

Since it was damp in the house and only one bedroom
was heated, Levin had his brother sleep in his own room
on the other side of a partition.

His brother lay down and, whether he slept or not,
tossed as one who is ill does, and he coughed and when
he could not cough up the phlegm he muttered to himself.
Sometimes he would sigh deeply and murmur, “Oh, God!”
At other times, choked by the phlegm, he would cry im-
patiently, “The devill” Levin lay awake listening to him for
a long time. All sorts o +.° floated thr *#chis mind,
but all of them ended i ht: dea .
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Thave forgotten about death.

He sat up in bed in the darkness, all hunched over, hug-
ging his knees, thinking so intenscly that he scarcely
breathed, And the harder he concentrated the clearer it
became that it was indubitably so, that he had forgotten,
had overlooked, one little fact of life: the fact that death
would come and everything would be over, that there was
no sense in undertaking anything and there was no help
for it. Appalling, but the truth none the less.

But I am still alive. What am I to do now, what am I
to do? he asked himself despondently. He lit a candle
and got up cautiously and went to a looking-glass and
studied his face and hair. There were grey hairs at his
temples. He opened his mouth. His back teeth were
decaying. He bared his muscular arms. Yes, he was still
strong, but Nikolai, tao, who was now gasping for breath
with the last shreds of his lungs, had once had a strong
and healthy bedy. Suddenly he remembered how as little
boys - they had gone to bed and instead of falling
asleep had waited for their tutor Fyodor Bogdanich to
leave the room and then had thrown pillows at each other
and laughed and laughed—Jaughed so uncontrollably that
even the fear of Fyodor Bogdanich could not stop the gqver-
flow of this sparkling, ebullient joy of life. And now that
tortured, holiow chest ... and I, not knowing what will
become of me and why. .

“Khra, khral” came his brother’s cough. “Damnation!
What are you fussing about there? Why don’t you go to
sleep?”

“I can’t sleep for some reason.”

“I had a good sleep. 1 don’t sweat any more. Here, fecl
wy shirt. Not wet, is it?” .

Levin felt his shirt. Then he went back to the other side
of the partition and blew out the candle. But still he could
not sleep. Just when he thought he had solved the problem
of how he ought to five, this new and insoluble problem
Presented jtself: death. . 1

Yes, he is dying; he will dic by spring. And how can
help him? What can 1 say to him? What do I know about
it? L had forgotten all about it.

b
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: $
told his brother all about his plans and the practical st
he had taken, .

His brother listened but evinced little interest. that the
These two men were so close, so "’-u, ofapch;'n words
slightest gesture or change of tone said more tha
could tell. ht: the
Now both of them were dominated by one -dilou%‘likolai
illness and imminent death of Nikolai. But neit cr hing
nor Konstantin dared speak of it, and thcrcforc.c‘cg,t ot
they said was false as not reflecting the one 'l})""i so glad
cupied their minds. Never before had Levin ;cforc—not
to have an evening end and to go to bed. Never d:hc feltso
with perfect strangers, not on official v15115’-}_"’l His con
awkward and unnatural as he felt that evening. ch mad¢
sciousness of his unnaturalness and his sdf‘“Proaovcr his
him all the more unnatural. He longcl.i to wc;Ptakc patt
dying brother, and instead he had to listen an! he futur
in his talk about how he intended living in t ;cdmom
Since it was damp in the house and only one room
was heated, Levin had his brother sleep in his own
on the other side of a partition. ot
His brother lay dopwn and, whether he slept srw’}:cn
tossed as one who is ill does, and he coughed al}".msc 3
he could not cough up the phlegm he mutt:re‘i,toh God!”
Sometimes he would sigh deeply and murmur, Od ery im
At other times, choked by the phlegm, he woul }cm}rll or
patiently, “The devill” Levin Iay awake listening to, mind,
a long time. All sorts of things floated through his
but all of them ended in one thought: death. 1 thingss
For the first time death, the inevitablc end of al tforct-
presented ftself to his imagination with irresistible ks
And this death, which was here, in the person g.m,.
beloved brother moaning in his sleep and calling ind! the
ently, by sheer force of habit, now on God, now 9": 110
devil, was no longer the remote concept it had hitl : I
seemed to be. It was in him, too—he definitely felt tha “in
not today, then tomorrow, and if not tomorrow, thenhis
thirty years—what difference did it make? And what 'h!
incvitable death was he did not know, had not thoug
about, could not and dared not think about. ve
Here T am working, trying to do something, and I had
completely forgotten that everything must come to an ¢nd,
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Thave forgotten about death.

He sat up in bed in the darkness, all hunched over, hug-
ing his knees, thinking so intensely that he scarcely
breathed. And the harder he concentrated the clearer it
became that it was indubitably so, that he had forgotten,
had overlooked, one little fact of life: the fact that death
would come and everything would be over, that there was
no sense in undertaking anything and there was no help
for it. Appalling, but the truth none the less.

But I am still alive. What am I to do now, what am I
10 do? he asked himself despondently. He lit a candle
and got up cautiously and went to a looking-glass and
studied his face and hair. There were grey hairs at his
temples. He opened his mouth. His back teeth were
decaying. He bared his muscular arms. Yes, he was still
strong, but Nikolai, too, who was now gasping for breath
with the last shreds of his lungs, had once had a strong
and healthy body. Suddenly he remembered how as little
bays - they had gone to bed and instead of falling
asleep had waited for their tutor Fyodor Bogdanich to
leave the yoom and then had thrown pillows at each other
and laughed and laughed—Jaughed so uncontrollably that
even the fear of Fyodor Bogdanich could not stop the over-
flow of this sparkling, ebullient joy of life. And now that
tortured, hollow chest ... and I, not knowing what will
become of me and why. .

“Khra, khra!” came his brother’s cough. “Damnation!
‘s/{/hal?arc you fussing about there? Why don’t you go to

een?

“I can’t sleep for some reason.”

“I had a good sleep. I don’t sweat any more. Here, feel
my shirt. Not wet, is it?” 5

Levin felt his shirt. Then he went back to the other side
of the partition and blew out the candle. But still he could
not sleep. just when he thought he had solved the problem
of how he ought to live, this new and insoluble problem
Ppresented itself: death. . I

Yes, he is dying; he will dic by spring. And how can
help him? What can I say to him? What do I know about
#? L had forgotten all about it.
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32

. yery
Levin had long since made the obscn’atwnl:h'a;:?; u:l)l
people who at first make you feel :xwk““r.d ’ffcrabe by
meck and concessive, very soon become msuw that this
being too demanding and captious. Levin fO{fam,s ek
would be truc of his brother. And indeed Niko ing he be-
ness did not last long, On the the very next mon;: with his
came irritable and made 2 point of finding fau
brother, probing him at his sorest points. d do
Levin I:'clt hg was to blame for this but hcdﬂ’r“c]“n 4
nothing about it. He felt that if they both stoppes Fecactly
ing and “spoke from the hcart”, that is, ,fzhkc}’ sr:h other it
what they thought and felt, they would look ea wYou art
the face and Konstantin would keep SaY’"%’ «J know
dying, dying, dying!” and Nikolai would rep y'thcr word
it and I am afrajd, afraid, afraid!” And not ag?,t that was
would they utter if they spoke from the heart. hat he had
impossible, and so Konstantin tried to do “;1 + accord:
tried to do and been unable to do all his life; wl a,,’vcll and
ing to his observation, many people did vcrz’hat he di
could not live without doing: he tried to 5‘,‘3’.“ padly and
not think, knowing all the while that he di lx-atcd byit.
that his brother caught him at it and was CX?SP:H his plans
Two days later Nikolaj had him explain al severely
to him once more, after which he z:ntxcnzcgi hu;ith com*
and deliberately confused what he was doing
munism, . dis-
“You have simply taken other people’s ‘dca}s,;.:dthcy
torted them and are trying to apply them wl
cannot be applied.” do with
“What I am doing has nothing whatever t}t:t rivate
communism, I tell you. The communists say tha gnjustv
property, capital and the right of inheritance are stimu-
whereas 1, without renouncing them as the main these
us—"" Levin himself found it distasteful to use sed in
forcign terms, but ever since he had become C"gto; morc
his new work he found himsclfusing them more an
often—*only want to regulate labour.* ' ideas, re
“That’s just it, you've taken other people’s ide ":an.
Jected the very things that give them force, and oy tfiom,
vince us you have found something new,” said Ni
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fretfully screwing his neck round in his Cravat.

“But my idea has nothing in common— N
“Their ideas...” interrupted Nikolai with an angry flasl
of his eyes and an ironic smile, “,..their ideas at Igas_t have
a sort of—shall we cal] jt geometric beauty?—a lucidity, an

our past—that is, no private property, no family life, and
al that—then labour ‘will fall futg e proper place. You
offer nothing—" .

“Why do you confuse these two things? I have never
been a commungst, ”

“I have been, and I find communism premature but
logical, and 1 believe it has a future, like Christianity in
the first centuries,”

“The only thing I contend is that we ought to adopt 2
scientific approach to labour, ought to study it and dlscovedr
its peculiar characteristics as in the natural sciences, an

en_”

“All to no purpose, Labour is a force that in the natural
course of development finds appropriate new forms. Thcrl:i
Wwereonce slaves, then métayers;now we have share-cropp e

ired labourers and rent farmers—what else do you want? X

Levin flared up at these words because in his u]:{nos
heart he feared they were true, true that he was secdm}i;itl

ance between communism and existing forms, and tha

is was im ossible, s

“What Ipwant to find is a means of making the wo;r}f
Productive for the worker and for myself. I want to
range~" he said hotly. 5

E ou don’t want to arrange anything; you Just ‘:ﬁ::
what you've always wanted, to be original, to s g:'havc
you a.rhe }r:(;‘t just t;xplcl;it}ilngdy.(:l,l,r peasants, that y
some high.-falutin j ea behind it. " . .

“1 tgat's what you think, leave me alon?"h{q’l:,c:ccllﬁ
vin, feeling the muscles of his left cheek twitching
trollably,

victions, you
“You haven’t and never have had .rcalccgn
Just want to offer a sop to your conscience.

w

A alone.” N .
“Tl:x ‘Ivc\l\lr,illl'.m;‘lcig?c(im: and the devil take you! I'm
sorry 1 ever came.”

. .
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Hard as Levin tried later to pacify his brother, glkl?clsa:
would not listen to him, he insisted that it wc}uldb!:‘:zmsc
for them to part, and Levin could sce it was Just be
life had become unbcarable for him. 5 At 10

Nikolai had made ready to leave when chmfwcsc P
him and offered a clumsy apology for any offen
might have given him. - smile.

“Ah, how magnanimous!” said Nikolai with ZIu that
“If you want to be in the right, I can a'ffordhyoamc.,,
pleasure, You are right, but I am leaving just t ?ds Jook-

Just before he went Nikolai kissed him and sg‘ avity:
ing into his eyes with a strange and unexpectet g;ﬂ-okc-

“Don’t think ill of me, Konstantin!” His volcien sin-

These were the only words that had .bccn Sp;: words
cerely. Levin knew that the true meaning of the d per-
was: “You understand that I am in a b_ad”way an knew
haps we will never see each other again. Lc-v";,rnthcf
this, and tears sprang to his cyes. He kissed his
again and sajd nothing; there was nothing to say. broad. In

Two_days after his brother left, Levin went abo who
the train he met young Scherbatsky, Kitty’s cousin,
was surprised to find him so depressed.

“What’s the trouble?” he asked. . e all”

“Nothing special. Life isn’t very jolly, that’s do

“Oh, isn't it? You come to Paris with mc_’"s"abcg"
going to Miinsingen. Then you’ll see how jolly it ca’;ne to

“No, thanks, everything’s over for me. Time for
quit this world.” hing's
. “Iblikc that!” laughed Scherbatsky. “Well, everyt
Just beginning for me!”” 1

“That’s what 1 thought not so long ago, but now
know I shall die soon.” sy f late.

Levin said what he had honestly been thinking o For
In all things he saw death or the approach of death. He
all that, he was sfil] interested in his new undcrtakmg-m
had to live somehow until death came, Dﬂl’k"';'”d X
descended upon the world, but just because of this a'dc
ness he felt that his work was the only thread left to g;l;",,
hi{nhlhmugh the darkness, and he clung to it with al
might.
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The Kareng
arenins, husband and wife, went on living in the

2me house tq
pletely CStrangcg;t?er’ they met every day, but were com-
0 see his wife every cach other, Karenin made it a rule
10 grounds for suerY (.iay so that the servants should have
Tonsky peyer casplcxons, but he avoided dining at home.
sewhere ang herx;:;stl?a}:gr ]fm“'s'house but Anna met him
€ situats | new it.
not one of:ltllco,: waillmolcrable for all three of them, and
€Y expected ‘hwf. d have been able to endure it had not
‘c’,"PDrary Urd:ala }:t would soon change, that it was but a
is_passion vy ul:l at would pass. Karenin supposed that
SVeryone \Vouldof Pass as everything else passes, that
Unsullieq, nn: orget about it and his name would remain
suffered fro 2, who was responsible for the situation and
€ not or M 1t more than anyone else, endured it because
very shot o Bected, but was deeply convinced, that in a
Made ¢legy 'me the knot would be untied and her position
not, bug She had no idea as to what would untie the
Woul,d - she was deeply convinced that whatever it was
er exa_mculr Vvery soon. Vronsky, unconsciously f°"‘:i“';:‘i§
contral wP !l.‘; also expected that something beyon
In the as bound to settle all their difficultics. arjrome
w middle of the winter Vronsky spent 3 Weilh
was Joreign prince who was visiting in St Pt ¢
inte Put in his charge and had to be shown €¥er¥Z b o
inter rge an [ conscquences
¢St Vronsky himself was a persen Chowing respect

ad, morcover, mastered the art of s 5
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without losing dignity, and was used to mingling with
people of the prince’s rank, That s why the prince v
put in his charge. But he found his responsibilities on¢
rous. The prince did not want to miss anything that, on
hxs.rc(um, he might be asked if he had seen in Russisi
besides, he was eager to enjoy all the diversions Busm
had to offer. It was Vronsky’s duty to conduct him o8
expeditions of both kinds. In the morning they went sight
seeing, in the evening they took part in national forms ©
cntertainment. The prince enjoyed good health "‘C‘P¥lﬁ-
al cven among princes; by gymnastics and careful ¢ t
tivation of his body he had made himself so strong the
despite the excesses he indulged in he was as fresh 2’
a big glossy Dutch cucumber. The prince had travelle
extensively and found that one of the greatest advantages
of modern modes of travelling was that it made foreig?
amusements accessible, He had been in Spain and 'h'ﬂ;
had sung serenades and had a love affair with a SPamsd
la.dy who played the mandolin. In Switz:rhnd'h‘ hat
killed chamois, In England he had galloped in 2 pink coal
and leaped fences and, by wager, killed two hundre
pheasants. In Turkey he visited a harem, in India he rod¢
an elephant, and now in Russia he wished to savour every
pleasure that was peculiarly Russian. H
f Vronsky, who acted as a sort of master-of-ceremonics
aﬁf him, had difficulty in making a selection from among
the pleasures offered by various_people. They ¢
pancakes, hunted bears, rode in a troska, visited the gYP
fles, and held orgies ending in the smashing of chin3 4
Russ. The prince entered into the Russian spirit ‘-Wth
remarkable facility: he smashed 2 whole trayful of chin
Sat.a gypsy on his knee and seemed to ask: “What else?~
or :\s this all there is to the Russian spirit?” d
o hsu: matter of fact, the Russian pleasures that appeale
\Vhite—seaxlno]s]t were Frem_:h actresses, ballet dancers an‘
ey, e ft: ampagne. Princes were no novelty for Vw’:l
of late. op ., S0me reason—he himself may have change
o hz.m%r_fherhaps he saw this particular prince at 100
he e e weck dragged on interminably. Every day
Tonad) £ne must feel who s in charge of a dangerous
LMAte and is afraid of the lunatic and at the same time

' that his own sanity will o .o, g HIC S5 ity
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nsky wag constan
telax his

POse of dignifjeq al
hoped 1o save himge]f from j
ontempt the y,
Xtremes to Whic]
Hinment,

tly aware that he must not
oofness for

2 Moment if'he
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without losing dignity, and was used to mingling with
people of the prince’s rank. That is why the prince was
put in his charge. But he found his responsibilities one-
rous. The prince did not want to miss anything that, on
his recturn, he might be asked if he had seen in Russia;
besides, he was eager to enjoy all the diversions Russia
had to offer. It was Vronsky’s duty to conduct him on
expeditions of both kinds. In the morning they went sight-
secing, in the evening they took part in national forms of
entertainment. The prince enjoyed good health exception-
al even among princes; by gymnastics and careful “cul-
tivation of his body he had made himself so strong that
despite the excesses he indulged in he was as fresh as
a big glossy Dutch cucumber. The prince had travelled
extensively and found that one of the greatest advantages
of modern modes of travelling was that it made foreign
amusements accessible. He had been in Spain and there
had sung screnades and had a love affair with a Spanish
lady who played the mandolin. In Switzerland he had
killed chamois. In England he had galloped in a pink coat
and leaped fences and, by wager, killed two hundred
pheasants. In Turkey he visited a harem, in India he rode
an elephant, and now in Russia he wished to savour every
pleasure that was peculiarly Russian. .

Vronsky, who acted as a sort of master-of-ceremonies
for him, had difficulty in making a selection from among
all the pleasures offered by various people. They ate
pancakes, hunted bears, rode in a troka, visited the gyp:
sies, and held orgies ending in the smashing of china 2
Ia Russ. The prince entered into the Russian spirit with
remarkable facility: he smashed a whole trayful of china,
sat a gypsy on his knee and seemed to ask: “What else?—
or is this all there is to the Russian spirit?”

As a matter of fact, the Russian pleasures that appealed
to him most were French actresses, ballet dancers an
white-seal champagne. Princes were no novelty for Vron-
sky, but for some reason—he himself may have changed
of late, or perhaps he saw this particular prince at too
close hand—the week dragged on interminably. Every day
he felt as one must feel who is in charge of a dangerous
lunatic and is afraid of the lunatic and at the same time

fraid that his own sanity will be affected by proximity
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he lay down on the couch and in five minutes his recol-
lections of the revolting scenes he had witnessed the last
few days became mixed and associated in his mind with
visions of Anna and the peasant who had helped track
down the bear at the hunt. Before he knew it he was
asleep. It was already dark when he woke up shaking
with fright. He hastily lighted a candle. What is it? What
has happened? What awful dream frightened me so? Oh,
yes, that peasant at the hunt, the dirty little man with
the shaggy beard, he was all bent over doing something
and suddenly hc muttered strange words in French.
That’s all, he said to himself. Why should it have fr.lghf-
ened me so? Once more he saw the little man in his mind’s
eye and heard him utter those incoherent French words,
and a cold chill ran up his spine. .

What utter nonsense! he said to himself, looking at
the clock.

It was half-past eight. He rang for his valet, d{csSC.d
hurriedly and went outside, forgetting his dream 1n his
distress at being late. When he drove up to the Kare-
nins’ house he glanced at his watch and saw that it was
ten to nine. A high narrow carriage with a pair of greys
was standing at the door. He recognized it as Annas
carriage. She is coming to_my place, he thought. And
much better it would be. I detest entering that house:
All the same, I cannot run away, he said to himsg]f, an
he got out of the sleigh and made for the door with the
air he had wom all his life of one who has nothing to
be ashamed of. The door was opened and the hall-porter
with a rug over his arm called the carriage, Vronsky was
not in the habit of observing details, but this time he
could not help noticing the look of surprise the porter
tumed on him. At the very door he almost bUm_pCd into
Karenin. A beam of gas light shone directly on his drawns
bloodless face under the round black hat and on his
white cravat gleaming beneath his beaver collar. Karenin's
dull immobile eyes were fixed on Vronsky’s face. Vronsky
bowed and Karenin, chewing his lip, touched his hat an
walked past. Vronsky saw him get into the carriage with-
out looking back, take the rug and opera glasses that
were handed to him through the window, and withdraw
*.r the shadows. Vronsky went into the hall. He was
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frowning and a proud and angry light glittered in his eyes.

A fine position! he thought. If only the man would put
up a fight, defend his honour, I could give vent to m
feclings by taking action; but this weakness ... or vil-
lainy... He makes it look as if 1 were deceiving him and
I have no desite to deceive him, nor have I had from
the very beginning. . .

Vronsky’s attitude had changed since his talk with
Anna in Vrede's garden. Involuntarily accepting Anna’s
weakness (she had given herself completely into his hands
and waited for him to decide her fate, whatever it might
be, and was willing to accept anything else the future
might bring), he abandoned the thought, once enter-
tained, that their relationship could ever come to an end.
His personal ambition once more faded into the back-
ground and, aware that he had withdrawn from 2 circle
of activity in which everything was perfectly clear and
definite, he gave himself up completely to his feelings,
and his feelings bound him closer and closer to her.

While still in the hall he heard her receding steps. He
guessed that she had been waiting for him, listening for
him, and now she had gone back into the drawing-room.

“Oh, not” she cried on seeing him, and tears filled her
eyes at the first word. “Oh, no, if things are to go on
Like this, it will happen much, much sconer!”

“What, my dear?”

“What? Here I've heen waiting, suffering tortures for
an hour, two hours... But no, I shan't. 1 cannot quarrel
with you. 1 know you couldn’t come. No, I shan’t!”

She put both hands on his shoulders and gazed at him
for a long time~deeply, rapturously, yet questioningly.
She was studying his face for all the days she had not
seen him. As she always did when they met, she was
comparing him as she saw him in imagination (infinitely
better, impossibly ideal) with him as he was in reality.

“So you ran into him?” she asked when they were

scated at a table under a lamp. “That’s your punish-
ment for coming late.”
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“But how is that? He was to have been at the council.”

“He was there and came back and went off aga.in
somewhere. But that is of no matter. Don't speak of it.
Where were you? With the prince?”’

She knew all the particulars of his life. He was about
to say he had not slept all night and then had fallen fast
asleep, but the sight of her happy, excited face shamed
him, and he said he had had to go and report on the
prince’s departure.

“And now it’s all over? He has gone?"

“Yes, thank God. You wouldn’t belicve how insuffer
able it was.”

“Why? It is the usual way of life for all you young
men,” she said, drawing her brows together and picking
up some crocheting that lay on the table; without looking
at him, she began extricating the hook.

“I broke with that way of life long ago,” he said, aston:
ished at the change that had come over her face and
trying to discover the meaning of it. “I must confess,” he
said, showing his handsome white teeth in a smile, “that
the glimpse of life I had this week was like looking in
a glass, and I found it very unpleasant.”

She held the work in her hands but did not crochet,
just sat and looked at him with strange, brilliant, un-
friendly eyes.

“This morning Liza called—they are not yet afraid to
call on me despite Countess Lydia Ivanovna—" she added
parenthetically, “—and told me about your Athenian
night., How disgusting!”

“I was just about to say that—"

She interrupted him: "

“That Thérése was there, whom you used to know?

“1 wanted to say—"

“How disgusting you men are! Can’t you understa_ﬂd
that 2 woman never forgets 2 thing like that?” she sa_!d,
growing more and more heated and thereby revealing
the reason for her anger. “Especially 2 woman who has
no means of knowing what your life is like. What do I
know? What have I ever known?” she said. “Only what
you tell me. And how am I to know whether you speak

the truth?” i )
“Anna! I consider that an insult. Do you not trust me:
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Havg I not told you that 1 confide my every thought to
you?”

“Yes, yes!” she said, evidently making an effort to
drive away her jealousy. “But oh, if you only knew how
miserable ‘T am] I believe you, yes I dol.. Well, then,
what were you saying?”

He could not remember what he had been saying. He
was appalled by these fits of jealousy which had become
more and more frequent of Jate and which, try as he
would to hide it, cooled his ardour, even though he knew
It was her love for him that caused her jealousy. How
many times had he told himself that her love was his
happiness! And here she was loving him as only a wom-

considered himself unhappy, but thought that happiness
Ly ahead; now he felt that his greatest happiness was
already behind him, She was not at all what she had been
when 'he first saw her. Morally and physically she had
changed for the worse. She had spread out, and at times
a malicious Jook distorted her face, as when she had men-
Uoned the actress Thérese, He looked at her as a person
might look at a withered flower he has plucked, in whxc.h
he can hardly detect the beauty that made him pluck it
and ruin jt. And even so he knew that then, when his
love had been stronger, he could have ripped it out of
his heart if he had really wanted to do so, but that now,
even when, as at the present moment, he seemed to feel
1o love for her, he could not break the ties that bound
em,

“Come, what was it you wanted to tell me about the
Prince? I've driven away the fiend, yes I have,” she add-
ed. They called her jealousy the ﬁend “So what were
You saying about the prince? Why did you find it so
hard to be with him?”

. “Insufferable,” he said, trying to pick up the thread of

is thoughts. “He does not gain from closer acquaint-
ance. I I were to describe him it would be as a well-fed
animal such as those that take first prize at the fairs, and
nothing more,” he said with 2 vexation that made her
curious,

28-397
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“How is that?” she objected. “After all, he is an edu-
cated man and has scen the world.” .

“It is an entircly different sort of education—their edu-
cation. It is as if the sole purpose of their education is
to give them the right to hold education in contempt, 26
they hold everything in contempt except bestial plea
sures.” .
“But you all love those bestial pleasures,” she 5‘;:‘1!'
and once more hc observed a dark Jaok in the eyes tha
avoided him. Shoa

“Why do you defend him s0?” he asked with
smile. 1
“I don’t defend him, it is all the same to me, burcs
think if you yourself were not so fond of those pleasurt
you couﬁi have refused to accompany him. You enjoy
secing Thérése in the costume of Eve,” i the

“The fiend again, the fiend,” said Vrons.ky, taking t
hand that was lying on the table and kissing it. hat

“I know, but I can’t help it! You can’t xmaglqct‘}:’, X
I went through while I was waiting for you! I don’t ’:;u
I am jealous. I am not jealous; I believe you whcnly !
are here with me; but when you are away from me, lea
ing a life I know nothing about...” Jast

She drew away from him, extricated the hook at N
and swiftly, with little flicks of her index finger, began
making loop after loop of the white wool glistening ‘r_
the lamp-light, her slender wrist turning quickly, ne
vously, inside the lace cuff, Jexei

“Well, how did it happen? Where did you meet Ale Al
Alexandrovich?” she suddenly asked with an unnatur:
Ting to her voice,

“We ran into cach other in the entrance.”

“And he bowed to you like this?..”- ikl

She pulled a long face and half-closed her eyes, quic r’]’
changing her expression and folding her hands, an “:h
her pretty face Vronsky recognized the exact look W‘hc
which Karenin had bowed to him. He smiled and ; :
laughed gaily with that delightful throaty laughter tha
was one of her greatest charms, . "

T positively’ do not understand him,” said Vronsky-
“If he had broken with you after your talk with him or
had challenged me to a duel ... but this I cannot un
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derstand: how can he endure such a position? He is suffer-
ing, I can see that.”

“He?" she said mockingly. “He is perfectly content.”

“Why should all of us suffer so when everything could
be arranged so nicely?"

“Only not he. Do I not know him—the lies he is satu-
rated with? Is it possible for anyone with the least feeling
to live as he lives with me? He understands nothing,
feels nothing! Could a person who felt anything live with
a sinful wife under the same roof? And talk to her? Even
call her my dear?”

And again she could not help mimicking him: “Ah, ma
chére, Anna, my dear!”

*“Oh, no, he is not a man, he is not even a human being.
He is a puppet! Nobody knows him; but I know him!
Oh, if I were in his place I would have killed her long
ago, torn her to pieces—a wife such as I am—instead of
calling her my dear, ma chére, Anna. He’s not a man,
he’s a ministerial machine. He doesn’t understand that
1 am your wife, that he is an outsider, that he is in the
way... But we shan’t talk of him ... no, we shan'tl"

“You are unfair, yes you are, darling,” said Vronsky,
trying to soothe her. “But never mind, we shan’t talk of
him. Tell me what you have been doing. What is the mat-
ter?? What is your complaint and what does the doctor
say?”

She looked at him with sardonic enjoyment. Evidently
she was thinking of other ludicrous and grotesque as-
pects of her husband and was waiting for the right mo-
ment to tell him of them, .

Vronsky went on: “Of course I understand it is not
an illness but your condition. When is it to be?”

The sardonic glint went out of her eyes and her former
smile was supplanted by a different onc—onc expressing
gentle sorrow and knowledge unknown to him.

“Soon, very soon. You say our position i¢ painful and
must be changed. If you only knew how miserable I am
and what I wouldn’t give to be able to love you frcc!y.
openlyl Then I would not torture you and mysclf' with
jealousy... And that is how it will be soon. But not in the
way we think.”

‘The thought of how it would be made her fecl so sorry

m
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for herself that tears filled her eyes and she could ot
go on speaking. She put her hand, gleamingly white a0
sparkling with rings in the lamp-light, on his arm. 1 you
“It will not be as we think. I did not want to tel k)"(’)t
this, but you have made me. Soon, very soon, the f';.a
will be untied and all of us will be at peace and not ¥
any more.” . d
“I don’t understand,” he said, but he did “mdcrstan .
“You asked mc when? Soon. And I shan’t hvc“thl":’“ogw
it. Hush, don’t interrupt me.” She spoke faster. 1 ﬂhd
it and know it for certain. I am going to die, and very &
I'am to die and bring relief to both of you.” ver
The tears streamed down her cheeks. He bent :i e
her hand and kissed it again and again, trying tOh he
the emotion that he could not conquer even thoug
knew there was no real cause for it. o1 giving
“That’s how it is, and that is best,” she said, gWs o
his hand a firm squeeze. “It is the only thing left to U
He pulled himself together and lifted his head. alke
“What nonsense! What absolute nonsense you are
ing!”
“No, it is the truth,”
“What is the truth?”

“That I shall die. I had a dream.” - the
“A dream?” echoed Vronsky, instantly recalling
muzhik he had seen in his own dream. s o the

“Yes, a dream,” she said. *I have been drcamlgg o
same thing for some time. It’s as if I ran into my be r;),ow
to get something or find out something—you ],‘""‘;.’. ht
it is in dreams—" she said, her eyes wide with fnght
“and there was something standing in the corner.

“Fiddlesticks! How can you believe—"" Wwhat

But she would not allow him to interrupt her.
she had to say was too important for her. . s

“And this something turned round and I saw it W2 1
muzhik with a shaggy beard—a homrible little mm‘m_
wanted to run away but he stooped down and began ™!
maging in a sack.” was

She showed how he rummaged in the s:u:k._Hu\'r.cr o
written on her face, and Vronsky, remembering his ©
dream, felt the same horror. ikl

“He rummaged and muttered something quicklyr
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quickly, in French: I faut battre le fer, le broyer, le
pétrir...” and in my fright I tried to wake up and I did
wake up, but only in my dream, and I asked myself what
it meant, and Kornei told me: “You'll die in childbirth,
my lady, in childbirth.” And then I woke up.”

“What nonsense, what utter nonsense!” said Vronsky,
but he “himself was aware that his voice did not sound
convincing.

“Well, we shan’t speak of it. Ring the bell, Il have
them bring tea. Oh, don’t go; I shan’t be ‘with you long
now.”

She broke off abruptly. An instantaneous change came
over her face, The horror and agitation were replaced
by an expression of grave, quiet, blissful concentration.
He could not comprehend the significance of the change.
She had felt within her the stirring of the new life.

After meeting Vronsky at the entrance to his house,
Karenin went to the Halian opera as he had intended.
He sat through two acts and saw all the people he need-
ed to see. On returning home he carefully examined the
coatrack for an officer’s overcoat and, not finding it,
went to his chambers as usual. But he did not go to bed
as usual; instead, he paced the floor of his study until
three o'clock in the morning. His anger with his wife, who
had defied appearances and violated the one condition
he had set, namely, that she should not receive her loycr
at home, gave him no pcace. She had not complied with
his demand and so he had to punish her by carrying
out his threat of getting a divorce and tal.ung‘ his son
away from her. He knew all the difficulties mvolvc_d,
but he had made the threat and it was incumbent or_l_hxm
NOW 10 carry it out. Countess Lydia Ivanovna ha.d hinted
that this would be the best way out of his situation; then
again the process of gettinga divorce had been developed to
such perfection of late that Karenin perccived opportunities
for getting around formal difficulties. Misfortunes never
come singly: the matter of rendering assistance to the minor
nationalities and of irigating fields in Zaraisk Guberni
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had caused him such unpleasantness at work that for St‘]’:l']’
time now he had been in a state of extreme lm‘:d by

He did not sleep all night and his anger mc‘;cﬂsachc
such leaps and bounds that by morning it ha rcw s
the human limit. He dressed hurriedly and went i
wife as soon as he was told she was up, Camﬁngfcmd
him, as it were, a cup brimming with wrath that he he
to spill lest along with the wrath he lose the strengt
needed for this interview with her.

Anna, who thought she knew her husband e came
through, was shocked by the sight of him v'.vhcn torcd
in to her. His brows were knitted and his e}ﬁwr his
grimly in front of him, avoiding the sight o his walks
mouth was set in a tight, contemptuous line. In B s
in his movements, in the sound of his voice, th?rc seen
firmness and resoluteness his wife had never beho went
in him. He entered the room and, brushing pastd c;, oed
directly to her writing-table, took the key and OP
one of the drawers.

“What do you want?” she cried.

“Your lover’s letters,” he said. . wer, but

“They are not here,” she said, shutting the d? esse
the way in which she shut it told him he h; Bt oKy
correctly; roughly pushing her hand away, chq,mos!
took out the folder in which he knew she kept eout o
important papers. She tried to snatch the folder
his hands but he pushed her away. id, putting

“8it down! I want to speak to you,” he sal ,lp with
the folder under his arm and pressing it so tightly
his elbow that his shoulder shot up. d won-

She stared at him without a word, meekly an
deringly. . ur

“1 gti’)]d you I would not allow you to receive yo!
lover in this house.”

“I had to see him to—"

She paused, groping for an excuse.

“I shall not go into the details of why a wo
to sec her lover.”

through 2nd

an has

. . i rs¢”
“I wanted, I only...” she said, flaring up- H{fncoa,ou
ness made her angry and gave her courage. woinzlﬂ’

really not understand how casy it is for you
me?” she said.
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“An honest man or an honest woman can be insulted,
but 10 tell a thief he is a thief is merely l constatation
d'un fajt,”

“Never before have I seen you like this—so cruel.”

“You call it cruel for a husband to give his wife her
freedom, allowing her to enjoy the protection of an hon-
&t mame on the single condition that she observe the
Proprieties? Is this cruel?”

“It is worse than cruel, it is base if you wish to know
it!” said Apna in a burst of fury, and she got up to leave
the room.

“Nol” he cried in his shrill voice that reached a high-
o pitch than ever at this moment; seizing her wrist in
his fingers so tightly that her bracelet left a red mark
on her flesh, he flung her back into the chair. “Base? If
YOu wish to use such a word let me say it is base to leave
your husband ang son for a lover and go on eating your
husband’s bread)” N

She bowed her head. She did not say what she had said
to her lover the night before—that ke was her husband and
her legal husband was in the way; she did not even think
xt.fSlhc appreciated the full justice of his words and said
soltiy: .

“You cannot describe my position worse than I see it
myself, but why should you tell me this?” )

“Why do I ‘tell it to you? Why?"” he went on in_the
same high pitch. “Because I want you to know that since
You have not preserved appearances as I asked you to
do, Iintend taking measures to end our position.” .

“Soon, soon it will-end anyway,” she said, and again
the thought of her imminent and now longed-for death

TOught tears to her eyes.

“It will end sooner than you and your lover have
Planned. You must satisfy your animal lust— .

“Alexei Alexandrovich! It is wor:ie than cruel—it is
cowardly to strike a person when he is down. -

“Ah, yyou think gn]y of yourself, you are md‘ff;ml;t
1o the sufferings of 2 man who was once your hu}sl a}r: .

lr}s nothing 1o you that his life is ruined, that he has
surf ... surffer ... suffred...” -

Karenin spoke so quickly that his tongue go; tl:’"s:?g
and he coulg)not pronounce the word. In the end he sai
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suffred. She found it funny, and was ashamed that sh:
could find anything funny ‘at such a moment. f"f he
first_time she’ momentarily s ympathized with h-lm'}iut
put herself in his place, and she was sorry for h"“d s
what could she say or do? She bowed her head an o
silent. He, too, was silent for a while, and when h’g %
spoke it was less shrilly, more coolly, stressing W
chosen at random and having little importance.
“I came here to say...” he said. s i hegaid
She glanced up at him. No, 1 just imagined it, she .
to herself, recalling the look on his face whc'n !us w;li .
had got tangled in the word suffered. How is it p(z)issﬁtd
for a man with those blank eyes and that sclf-sa
serenity, to feel anything?
+I can change nothing,” she murmured. Leavin
“1 have come to tell you that tomorrow I am e an
for Moscow and will not return again to this houscr o
you will be informed of my decision by the 13,“'5’;10“
whom I am entrusting the divorce. My son m'lgl'[‘culty
to my sister’s,” said Karenin, remembering with diffi
what he had meant to say about his son. " she
“You are taking Sergei away just to hurt mc’don’t
said, looking at him from under her brows. “You
love him. Let me keep Sergei.” . he has
“Yes, I have lost my love for my son because ven
become associated with my aversion for you. But
so I shall take him. Goodbye.” d him.
He tumned to go, but this time it was she W!l?, hel ur-
“Alexei Alexandrovich, let me keep Sergei,” she mu,
mured once more. “There is nothing more I can .Sﬂ}'é‘ Tet
me keep Sergei until my ... I shall soon be confineds
me keep him until then.” £ her
Karenin reddened, roughly pulled himself out o
gasp, and left the room without a word.

5

When Karenin entered the waiting-room of the CCI;:
brated Petersburg lawyer he found it full of people. The
were three women there: an old lady, a young la ¥y
and a merchant’s wife; and there were three gcntlcmC"t'
a German banker with a ring on his finper, a merchan
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with 3 bc.ard and an impatient official in uniform wearing
a dccomt_lgn round his neck. All of them appeared to have
tctn Waiting for some time. Two assistants were sitting
2t tables, noisily Scraping pens over paper. The desk ap-
Pomtments, for which Karenin had a weakness, were ex-
g Ptonally fine. Karenin could not help taking note of
dr’:. 1 of the assistants screwed up his eyes and ad-
"5‘5; Karcnin Impatiently without getting up:
What can I do for yoyu2"
"Hc':xsvc business with the lawyer.”

. busy,” remarked the assistant sharpl i
s rply, waving
L':itir:én at the People gathered there and resuming his

-:gould he not find 5 moment for me?" asked Karenin.
i 1 RO cxtra moments. ANl foned up. Have to
Cmgh:,{l‘thbed_w_kind as to give him my card,” said Ka-
evealing his i:jg:::i);,y.rcﬂgmng himself to the necessity of

‘rovaf assistant took the card and, with obvious disap-

Yl of the Inscription on it, went to the door. 3
1 porenin was jn sympathy with the idea of public trials
N Pl’mcxpl:':, but because of certain considerations affect-
3§nc os¢ in high office he yyag not in sympathy with
osed B-LPCCts of'its application in Russia, and so he op-
s  them 1o | atever extent it was possible to opqu_c
()i, g endorseq by the Emperor himself. All his life
24 been spent in administrative activities and for that
:2%n, whenever pe did not approve of anything, his
approval wag mMitigated by a recognition of the in-
‘ctimty of making mistakey, and S possibility of cor-
Cling them i whatever field they occurred. Uﬂd“,’"o“s
rovidedicial system e disapproved of the condits he
fovided for ¢he defence counsel. So far, h°wevc;& so
Mself had had po dealings with courts ?f;ﬂl.av:]:w his
dils dlSapprova] had been purely theorcur(it impression
*3pProval was sharpened by the unpleasa

IS lawyer's Waiting-room made upon h";:' assistant, and

He'll receive you presently,” said the 205, rlicor,

WO minutes lagey ther s figure °f1'h° er, appeared in
Who haq een consulting with the :‘,:;ylmvycf himsell.
the doorway and behind him was



412 LEV TOLSTOY

The lawyer was a short, stocky, bald man with am:
dish-black beard, long pale eycbrows and a btcflc br0‘3:
His clothes, from cravat and double watch-chain “? gd.
tent-leather boots, might have been donned for 2 \v:his
ing. He had an inlclligcnx.gcnsnm sort of face, but
clothes were flashy and in bad taste. de un-

“Come in,” he said to Karenin. He stcpgcd asi :Ioon
graciously to allow Karenin to enter and shut 1.hcb side

“Please sit down.” He indicated an armchair :l .
the paper-cluttered writing-desk and sat himself 2 thet
desk, bending his head to one side and rubbing togehi“
his little hands with stubby fingers covered with “:han
hairs. No sooner had he settled himself comfortably ity
a moth flitted above the desk. With unexpected 288
he caught the moth and settled back again. = . .,

“Before speaking of my business,” sald.karcnma Voo
had followed the lawyer’s movements with won c:a
eyes, “I must inform you that the matter I wish to 5P
to you about is highly confidential.” .1 ohise

The faintest ofgsmyglcs parted the lawyer’s reddish whis

ers. onfi-

“I could not be a lawyer if I did not respect the fmﬁr-
dences entrusted to me. But if you wish to have €
mation—"" d grey

Karenin glanced at him and saw that the Shrer]’, 504
eyes were laughing and scemed to know everyt ing
ready. Karenin

“Are you familiar with my name?” went on a he

“I am, and with all your invaluable... (here 0’
caught another moth) “...services, as is every Russiah
said the lawyer, bowing his head deferentially. age.

Karenin drew in a deep breath to summon cour }gu's
Once he had made up his mind, he plunged ahead glling
high thin voice, without wavering, without stum g
dul)i stressing ccr;ain words.

“It is my misfortune,” he began,
ful wife, ax}:d I wish to end ourgiclations legall)"'thatvl-ji
1 want to divorce her, but in such a way that my soB ¥
not remain in her custody.” hey

The lawyer’s grey eyes tried not to laugh but t s
fairly leaped with irrepressible delight, and Karenin P s
ceived that this was not the delight clicited by the pre

“to have an unfaith-
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pect of 5 ha.ndsome. Temuneration; it was 5 glitter of
glﬂlmph and exul.ta.non; it was g brilliance resembling
¢ malevolent brilliance he had seen in his wife’s eyes,

JOu want my assistance in obtaining a divorce?*
t t

€ to you for a prc]imina{y

which on cnly". 1 want a divorcc, but the conditions in

Ch 2 d“'OrfIg Is possible are of major importance to me.

- ¢ conditions dq 1ot answer my requirements it is

¥ probable that T shall pot resort to legal procedure.”

“Ttis ol al\_vays the case,” said the lawyer,
S AWays up 1o the client to decide.»

A €yes to Karenin’s legs, feeling

g H;s ‘<0t might find his im:pressible_ delight offen-

105 and by }Exan?i moth that wag flying in front of his

Jerked but he suppressed his desire
© u;?;ih .0 Tegard for Karenin’s high position.
nandingw"hm“dmg the fact that I haye 4 general under-

. ¢ law relating to this matter,” went on Ka-
E 2 >
Tomin, should Jike ¢ know the practical forms in which
« his sort are conducted,”
yer 0; should like me 1o jnform you,” replicd the law-
Uof (20Ptng hig client’s manney of speech with relish,
the satir 210US channels through which you can achieve
€ Satisfaction of your wish,”
COutageq by a nod of assent, the lawyer went °ns’
Ei s from time to time a¢ Karenin's face, which wa
"R Out in red blggeams de of
ivorce according to gy laws,” he said, a sha os-
sil:;ippmval of our Jaws sounding in his voice, ;)5 usf;,,v
he o 35 You know, in the following cases... Iaﬁntthgh
SSEPPCd at the assistant who poked his h‘; exchanged
¢ doorway 5¢ this point, but he got up an again. “xe-iS
b1 Yords with him before sitting down disability:
Possible j, gy " hysical
€ In the following cases: first, p Yfm_ at Teast [
second, desertin without communication bending G701
Jears, " e s2id, marking off cachycﬂsec g’kasuf]‘ ')' “Sub-
2 stubby finger; “third.” adultery.” (T:miswk’z;e'g down
o e enunciarion ' of this word ‘was unms Tabdiv
Wisions are the following,” he wen N physical
cuulfat. fingers even thou

2ol s
ision:

ise
he cascs 27 1

gh ether? 5
ot possibly be classified tof
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ability on the part of cither husband or wife; ad““‘?’ oix;
the part of either husband or wife” tmcc all of i
fingers had been used, he opened his hand). %llsbc-
applies to the theoretical aspect of the matter, but o
lieve you have done me the honour of coming }EC;Crm
find out the practical aspect. Accordingly I must in Oz
you, on the basis of precedent, that divorce Ca.sc:, lj“t Y
all be reduced to the following: ... no physical disal ity,
I'understand? and no desertion?”
Karenin nodded in confirmation. art
“That leaves us with the following: adultery on the gion
of one of the parties and recognition of the transgl’cst by
by mutual agreement, or, in lien of mutual agr“m‘.’nr’arc_
enforced exposure. I must say that the latter case is i
ly met with in practice,” said the lawyer; after 2 man
glance at Karenin’s face he became silent, like arious
selling pistols who has extolled the properties of vl:c his
makes and is now waiting for the customer to & ont
choice. When Karenin said nothing the lawyer wcr:it say.
“The simplest and commonest form and, I shoul t 1
the most reasonable, is adultery by mutual 3gr°°m;nki}lg
would not express myself in this way if I were Spe hine
to an uneducated man,” said the lawyer, “but T ass
ou and I understand each other.”
4 Karenin was so overwhelmed that he could not at m:?.
grasp the reasonableness of adultery by m“m"!]agr et
ment, as his face strikingly announced, so the 1aWy
hastened to come to his aid: hat is
“Two people cannot live together any 10“5"’.'{ rent
the fact. If both of them accept it, they are indiffe n
to trifles, to formalities. This is, then, the simplest 2
surcst way."” ver,
Now Karenin understood perfectly. He had, howevels
religious scruples that kept him from adopting SU¢
measure. . .3 “In
“That is impossible in the present case,” he said: d
the present casc only one thing is possible: cnf"f“s_
exposure confirmed by letters that are in my poss®
sion.” .
At the mention of letters the lawyer tightened his lips
and made a little sound expressing both sympathy an
COH!EmpL
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iests love 1o go into the fine points of stlgcg
€ases,” he saiq with a smile indicating his appreciat ;:ﬁ
of the priests’ taste. “Letters, of course, can palc'lt_x );'
s but €Xposure must be achieved by lrflfe
means—by Witnesses, 1 be precise. If you do me ne
Tusting me with this matter, allow me

chooge the meang that are to be employed, One who wants
results my g accept the meapg.”
“af

at is how things stang,..» began Karenin, su(ﬁ
denly Browing pale, by Just then the Jawyer got updap
went 1o the door to speak to the assistant who had in-
ain,
“Tell her v,

€ are not
and came back i
ki

to be bargaineqd with!” he said,
© Karenin,

N he reacheq his desk pe surrepticiously C“:’ght
nother meqp,_ Y reps will Jook fine by summer! he
said o himse]f with 5 frown,

» 10 retum 44 what yoy

€re saying...” he re-
“1 Willinfory, U of my decision by letter,” said Karenin,
fetting y );aning on the desk. When he had stood
there 3 little 3, silence, he added: *“From what you ais
told me p e conclude thay the obtaining of dl"f°’°ies ,,
Possible, 1 should »q YOU to inform me what your lee 1s.
. "y hing s possing | 5 in’
dom of acrigy nPred the lawyer, ignoring Rarenin's
Tequest, “When' ¢, I count on hearing from you};ining
:Sskh“}hl € maved towards the door, his eyes s
ni8htly a5 hig atcnt-]eathcrboots. in
“Within the \Ecc - Be 50 kind as to let me 5::0?01:-
d'u . answer Whether ¢, take upon yoursel
Tty

Case ang f, hat fee.”
“Lrdll indzed 1< and for wha

- en for
i e lawye, boweq respectfully, held the doﬂ“;c"scm gi::
his clieny, 2 then, finding himself alone, Bty to b ¥
his ey, © W3 50 delighted that, Fant's wife e
fule, he made , foncession to the mcgi,c?dcd to Ch": <0
Stoppeg Catching moths; he also upholste
the YEPS, withy Which his fumiture w“fv;nter.
\‘clvcx, like Sigonin’s. and to do it before

;
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ability on the part of either husband or wife; 3‘1‘;1]':? }?:;
the part of either husband or wife” tmcc i 4l
fingers had been used, he opened his hand). b
applies to the theoretical aspect of the matter, hete to
lieve you have done me the honour. of comlﬂgt nform
find out the practical aspect. Accordingly I mus :ls may
you, on the basis of precedent, that divorce (,:;s;,bi]it)’y
all be reduced to the following: ... no physical dis
I understand? and no desertion?”

Karenin nodded in confirmation. t

“That leaves us with the following: adultery on th:sgfn
of one of the parties and recognition of the tran[s“g:m, by
by mutual agreement, or, in lieu of mutual ag"‘c o pare-
enforced exposure. I must say that the latter ??Sr ¥ pricf
ly met with in practice,” said the lawyer; al'kc: o an
glance at Karenin’s face he became silent, 1 ¢ various
selling pistols who has extolled the properties © e s
makes and is now waiting for the customer to ent on?
choice. When Karenin said nothing the ]aWY"hwu]d say,
“The simplest and commonest form and, I s omcnh
the most reasonable, is adultery by ml{tua! agree ins
would not express myself in this way if I‘)vc"]s‘:;ssum‘
to an uneducated man,” said the lawyer, “but
you and I understand each other.” ce
y Karenin was so overwhelmed that he could "°:]a;§rn¢¢.
grasp the rcasonableness of adultery by m“t}“’ Jawyef
ment, as his face strikingly announced, so the
hastened to come to his aid: _that is

“Two people cannot live together any ]ong'crd‘ffcrtﬂl
the fact. If both of them accept it, they arc "‘l'“ an
to trifles, to formalities. This is, then, the simplc
surest way.”

veveTs
Now Karenin understood perfectly”; . ads ho’\‘\’;}“ 2
religious scruples that kept him fr tng
measure, . id. “in
“That is impossible in the prese ¢ ”l{o'{“
the present case only one thing :en po
posure confirmed by letters th y P
sion.” Iy
At the mention of letters the la ed h',’,
and made a little sound expressin sathy

contempt.
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“Allow me to say,” he began, “that matters of that sort
are decided, as you know, by the ecclesiastical authori-
tes; the priests Jove to go into the fine points of such
cases,” he said with a smile indicating his appreciation
of the priests’ taste. “Letters, of course, can partially
Prove the case; but exposure must be achieved by direct
means—-by witnesses, to be recise, If you do me the
honour of entrusting me witE this matter, allow me to

00se the means that are to be employed. One who wants
results must accept the means.” R

“If that is how things stand...” began Karenin, sud-
denly growing pale, but just then the lawyer got up and
went to the door to speak to the assistant who had in-
truded again, :

“Tell her we arc not to be bargained with!” he said,
and came back to Karenin, .

When he reached his desk he surrepticiously caught
dnother moth, My reps will look fine by summer! he
s2id to himself with a frown. . ”»

“Well, 1o retum to what you were saying...” he re-
m’.f;“d' " said Karenin,

willinform you of m ¢ decision by letter," sai :
Fetting up and Ycaning o)n the desk. When he had s;‘oo'd
there 3 little in silence, he added: “From wha(g:ou ave
told me [ ean conclude that the obtaining of a divorce is
Possible. I should ask you to inform me what you!r f“;'rl:e

“ '\‘Cl'ylhing is possible if you allow me complete in's
dom qof action,” ‘replied the lawyer, ignoring Karen ke
TequUEst. “When can' I count on hearing !‘mm' )uuh';n;m;
zukbc ]35 he moved towards the door, his cycs s
3 brightly a5 his patent.leather boots. i

"Withih the ek Do e ko o o e e e
YOUr answer whether you take upon yours
d“Clling of my case and for what fec.

“Ewill indeed,” spen for
. Ihe lavyer bawed respectfully, held the dn:)‘rgirm o
his elicnt, ana then, finding himself ’lon;;n‘i'nn- to his

1 delight. He was so delighted that, hant's wife 204
ule, he made a concession to the mc:;ccidnl ek
he even stopped catching moths; he ﬂ’.m s upl AL

< teps, with which his r"m."m({ v”ul..:. N
‘ehet, lile Sigonin's, and to do it before
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Karenin had enjoyed a brilliant triumph at the meeting
of the Commission of the 17th of August. But the cons
quences of that triumph confounded him. The new com
mission for investigating every aspect of life of the minor
nationalities was appointed and sent off with unprece”
dented cxpedition and energy, thanks to Karenin. In
three months their report was ready. The minor nation
alities had been investigated in the fields of politics
administration, economics, ethnography and religiont-
Answers had been supplied to all questions, and answers
that left no room for doubt, inasmuch as they were not
the product of the human mind, always subject to €
ror, but the product of an official investigation. All the
answers were taken from official data: reports of gover
nors and bishops, based on reports of uyezd authorities
and functionaries, based in their turn on reports of E“i
bernia administrations and parish priests; that is why d
these answers left no room for doubt. Questions, for
example, as to why there are years of bad harvest, why
native populations cling to their own faith, et cetera—suc
questions, to which no answer had been given for ““!OI
ages, and to which no answer could possibly be gVe"

without the advantage of the official machine, nOW re-
ceived clear and indubitable answers. And these ans.wtf’:
jon

were in Karenin’s favour. But when the Commissi
report was received, Stremov, who felt he had been deeply
injured at the last meeting, adopted tactics Karenin €€
not have foreseen. Suddenly Stremov and a few other
members he was able to enlist, went over to Karenin's
side and not only vehemently defended the measures »%
renin had suggested but proposed other more ff’d'.cnl
measures in the same spirit. These measures, offering
even stronger support to Karenin’s fundamental idea,
were adopted, and then Stremov’s tactics became clear.
esc measures, when taken to extremes, turned out 10
be so foolish that everybody-—statesmen, puli!icnlly'-mi“d'
od ladies, necwspapers and public opinion in genera—
?01565‘1 i:ih_m.:':md cry ng:finst them and against their re°
< g‘lj'uzt Initiator, Karcnin. Stremov withdrew into the
hade and made it look as if he had been blindly follow:
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™

Ing Karenin’s Jeag ang was himself astonished and in-
:’"“d by the outcome, In this way Karenin was con.
ounded, Byt despite his ill health and the family drama
€ Was going through, he did not give up. A split oc-
St the Commission, Some of its members, with
TeMoV at thejy head, defended themselves by saying
. 4 had_ trusted the Tevisory commission headed by Ka-
T which had submitted the report, and they contended
t this re, 01t was sheer nonsense, nothing but waste
pper. Karenin and a group of men who saw the danger
to supn . Tevolutionary attiude towards paper, continued
s PPort the daty presented by the revisory commission.
who iUkt everyone in ghe highest circles and all those
l"quentcd the salons were completely confused and
ﬂlffcr;nm make out whether the minor nationalities were

L ving
i S infidelity had brought upon him, Karenin found
his Position badly shaken. %\t tgis critical moment he
;20 important decisior, He announced, to the amaze-
.01 the entire Commission, that he intended asking
.20 visit the minor nationalities himself and
sctout ., INVestigation, Having received permission, he
out f?r.dlst:ml Provinces. .
s renin’s Arture caused a sensation, particularly
Ree just before setting out he officially returned the mon-
i dlotted 1o him as posting fares for the twelve imag-
7% Borses thay Were to take him to his destination.
L PI.COX\Sldcr that very noble of him,” said Princess Bc!”'
O Princess Myakaya, “Why should they keep on :dk‘)mn‘;;
woney for horgey when” everybody “knows people £
erywhere by milway these days?"” od to
hear pots Myakaya disagreed; she was even annoy
‘ffl l}cls ¥ €Xpress such an opinjon. w gaid she. “You
\ﬂ'lh‘a‘ll ochy well for you to u);.:n.' h:;lp)' when mz"
hush, Your mdhor_\s! nu_l 1 am_ very the summer. 'n'A
v and is sent on trips of inspection in 4 the mency
Uip g Pleasant ang good for his health ='(‘! coachman,
9 horses £0¢3 to pay for my camiage ""K”m;" qent
1 his way 1o the distant provinces
three days in Moscon, id a eall on the gov
n the day after his amrival he pai
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Karenin had enjoyed 2 brilliant triumph at the meeting
of the Commission of the 17th of August. But the conse-
quences of that triumph confounded him. The new com’
mission_for investigating every aspect of life of the mindf
nationalities was appointed and sent off with uaprece
dented expedition and energy, thanks to Karenint. -
three months their report was ready. The minor nation®
alities_had_been investigated in the fields of politics
administration, economics, ethnography and _refigiot
Answers had been supplied to all questions, and answers
that left no room for doubt, inasmuch as they wer¢ not
the product of the human mind, always subject to €
ror, but the product of an official investigation- All the
answers were taken from official data: reports of gover
nors and bishops, based on reports of uyezd authorities
and functionaries, based in their turn on reports of gt
bernia administrations and parish priests; that s why al
these answers left no room for doubt. Questions, for
example, as to why there are years of bad harvest, WhY
native populations cling to their own faith, et cetera—suc
questions, to which no answer had been given for u“.w]d
ages, and to which no answer could possibly be giver
without the advantage of the official machine, now 1
CClVEd. clear and indubitable answers. And thes¢ ans.“"r,s
were in Karenin’s favour. But when the Commission s
report was received, Stremov, who felt he had been deeply
injured at the last meeting, adopted tactics Karenin could
not have foreseen. Suddenly Stremov and a few OU1C
members he was able to enlist, went over to Kﬂf‘"‘PS
side and not only vehemently defended the measures K&
renin had suggested but proposed other more 1adk !
measures in the same spirit. These measures, offering
::\:cn stronger support to Karenin’s fundament
vere adopted, and then Stremov’s tactics became € ear.
b css: fm:la.surcs. when taken to extremes, turned out 17
poi lndi‘c):o ish that everybody—statesmen, politicnll)’-m‘"
mised as!;uncwssapcrs and public opinion in gtnfr-'l’
olsed 2 hue and cry against them and against their 17
e a tor, Karenin, Stremov withdrew into the

¢ and made it Jook as if he had been blindly follow-
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ing Karenin’s lead and was himself astonished and in-
censed by the outcome. In this way Karenin was con-
founded. ‘But despite his ill health and the family drama
he was going through, he did not give up. A split oc-
curred in the Commission. Some of its members, with
Stremov at their head, defended themselves by saying
they had trusted the revisory commission headed by Ka-
renin which had submitted the report, and they contended
that this report was sheer nonsense, nothing but waste
paper. Karenin and a group of men who saw the danger
of such a revolutionary attitude towards paper, continued
to support the data presented by the revisory commission.
As a result everyone in the highest circles and all those
who frequented the salons were completely confused and

‘mablg to make out whether the minor nationalities were
suffering and dying out or whether they were prosper-
Ing. Owing partly to this situation and partly to the scorn
h§s wife’s infidelity had brought upon him, Karenin found
his position badly shaken. At this critical moment he
made an important decision. He announced, to the amaze-
ment of the entire Commission, that he intended asking
permission to visit the minor nationalities himself and
make an investigation. Having received permission, he
set out for distant provinces. . .

. Karenin's departure caused a sepsation, p ty
since just before settingout he 77 7T - -
¢y allotted to him as posting - *
mary horses that were to take *’
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ernor-general. On his return, when his cab slowed down
at the comner of Gazetny Lane where cabs and carriages
always got into a jam, Karenin suddenly heard his nam¢
called out in such a loud and jovial voice that he could
not but turn round. There on the pavement in a short
fashionable coat and with a short fashionable hat perched
on the side of his head stood Oblonsky—young, gay, dap*
per, 2 radiant smile showing dazzling white tecth be-
tween red lips—demanding vociferously that Karemn's
cab should stop. With one hand he was holding on to
the window-ledge of a carriage drawn up at the kerb, l'n
which 2 woman’s head in a velvet hat and two children’s
heads could be glimpsed; with the other hand he was
beckoning to his brother-inlaw. The lady, too, smiled
warmly and beckoried to Karenin. It was Dolly and her
children.

Karenin had not wanted to see anyone in Moscow, least
of all his wife’s brother. He lifted his hat with the in-
tention of riding on, but Oblonsky shouted again at the
cabby to stop and ran through the snow to the cab.

“What’s this? Not letting us know you were here?
Aren’t you ashamed? Been here long? I was at the Dussot
Hotel yesterday and saw the name Karenin on the list but I
never supposed it could be you!” said Oblonsky, push:
ing his head through the cab window. “Otherwise I'd
have dropped in. How jolly that you've come!™ he said,
striking one leg against the other to shake off the snow.
“Aren’t you ashamed not to have let us know?”

“I had no time, I was extremely busy,” replied Kare-
nin dryly.

“Come over and speak to my wife, she wants to sce
rou.”

Karenin unwound the rug in which his chilled feet were
wrapped, got out of the cab and went over to Dolly.

“What's this, Alexei Alexandrovich? Why have you
ignored us this way?"” said Dolly with a smile.

“[ was cxtremely busy. I am very glad to see you,”
he said in a tone saying plainly that he was very sorry
to see them. “How are you?" . . EN

“How is our dear Anna?” ‘ A
Karenin mumbled someth’
lonsky stopped him.

ut
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“This is what we shall do: you ’."Vit.chhim ,fgli’g;lr;r;f’f
lomomrow, Dolly, and 1 will invite Koznishev ;5 o
we'l give him a taste of our Moscow intellectuals, t six if
“Oh, Yes, do come,” said Dolly. “At ﬁ-chS: f)ccn so
Jou prefer, But tell me how dear Anna is.
ong since-.” R . 0 t
“gShc is well,” mumbled Karenin, scowling. “Glad to
have seep, YoU,” and he went back to his cab}.“m
“Can we expect you?” Dolly caﬂ.cd after 1 c' of moving
hi AENIN’S answer was drowned in the nois
vehicles, ky.
T come for you tomorrow!” called out t?,lcﬂgginz,r
enin got into his cab and shrank into
S8 10t 10 sce or be geen. . lanced
“Queer egg,:" said Oblonsky to his wxfc,d'-h:}:’ehz i]a;ycn,
at his watch, blew a kiss to her an
nd marched briskly off,

tevel Stevel” called Dolly after him, blushing.
He tumneq round, isha. Please
Wve got to buy coats for Tanya and Grisha d
Ve my 0 ; ,” any
o h:ts’(s)mafln;?g[}lx? You just tell them 1 wg}ﬂ{’lfa);nlancc
Off he went again, nodding brightly to an
who rode past,

7

d a ballet
The next day was Sunday. Oblonslav 3;:;"‘}\;35}“ Chi-
fehearsal o¢ the Bolshoi Theatre an [Erough his patro-
bisovy (an adorable little dancer who, ¢) the coral neck-
288 had just been added 1o the ‘f"u‘:,cforc; behind the
lace e had promised her the <:vz'.nt§“t ¢ theatre, he man-
ey in the day-time darkness o‘ w from the gift. Bkc;
8ed to Kiss her pretty face, all 2% he had to make
ides Presenting her with f:;}:cdf: evening, a{xc:;};;pcﬂr
e L o L R e
at the bcgigming of the performance  Row,
< last act and take her to R vent 10 Okhotny g
the theatre Oblonsky w;_nn" himself, and U-
dwsrcOThc isxsh and asparagus for di

2397
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twelve o'clock was at the Dussot where he had 101‘1'“?:;
three calls, three of his friends having fortunatcl)’cboa g
the same hotel: Levin, who had just returned from 2 "; o
his new chief, who had recently hcen.asﬂgnfd mzion'
high post and was in Moscow on a trip of msi‘f e
and his brother-in-law Karenin, whom Oblonsky
to bring home for dinner at any cost. S

Oblonsky enjoyed dining out, but he enjoyc dgilstin'
dinner parties ‘even more, small dinner partic sts.
guished for the choiceness of the food, drink andhg: el
He was very much pleased with the bill of fare s and
drawn up for this day’s dinner party: fresh. PC{C rosst
asparagus and, as the piéce de résistance, SIMp'¢ gish.
beef but of superb quality, and wines to suit cvcrythm
So much for the food and drink. As for the gl_les‘:]' ction
would be Kitty and Levin and, to prevent this s cd he
from being too evident, a cousin had been invited ai"c the
young Scherbatsky; the picce de résistance was t© hes, 2
combination of Koznishev and Karenin: Koznis an;).
Moscow philosopher; Karenin, a Petersburg mk nd
affairs. He would also invite the well-known cram! 1
enthusiast Pestsov—a liberal, a musician, 2 hlsm":ﬂ"ﬂd
great talker, a delightful fifty-year-old youth Wh?d‘uasﬁ
serve as sauce to Koznishev and Karenin. He wou
them and set them at each other. for the

The merchant had sent the second payment ]Ormd
timber and some of the money was still left, Dol)’f the
been very sweet and kind of late and thoughts © e
dinner-party pleased Oblonsky in every respect; as a'nd.
sult he could not have been in a happier frame of n}las-
Only two circumstances presented themselves in unp ‘o
ant guise, but both of them were drowned in the stam
joyous good-humour that heaved in Oblonsky’s b°5°d'
These two circumstances were: first, the coldness "”:t
severity with which Karenin had greeted him in Ehe strcc.
on the preceding day and which, combined with Kaf
nin’s having come to Moscow without calling on ‘h‘h':‘
or even letting them know of his presence, and with ¢
mumours being circulated as to Anna and Vronsky, Ie
Oblonsky to guess that all was not well between husban
and wife.

This was the first unpleasantness. Another minor um”
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pleasantness was that his new chief, like alt newtd]'l:fisx’l ht;('i:
the seputation of being an ogre who got up at six Ir i
o k d expected his su

morning and worked [ike 2 horse and exp d e
bordinates to do the same. His new chief als(_)ha ! he
reputation of being a boor in his relations with ot -
and, they said, held to a line of conduc\:. dlametnch’;;
opposed to the one adopted by Oblonsky’s formekl; cl u:-
and by Oblonsky himself up to the present. On the p;e.:
ceding day Oblonsky had appeared at the office in k\s
uniform and the new chief was very amiable and spoke
to him as to an old acquaintance; that is why Obbﬁ'
sky felt it incumbent on him to pay bim a visit in a frock-
coat, The fear that his new chief might accord him a
cool reception this time was the other minor unpleasant-
ness. But instinctively Oblonsky felt that all would sha[)e‘
#p in the best possible way. “We are all humans, al
sinners, so why should we quarrel and make trouble for
one another?” he thought as he entered the hotel.

“Afternoon, Vassili,” he said to a footman he knew as
he walked jauntily down the corridor with his hat cocked
on ane side. “Grown sidewhiskers, have you? Levin in
toom seven, eh? Show me to it, if you don't mmd.. Aqd
find out if Count Anichkin can see me.” {Count Anichkin
was his new chief.{

“Yes, sir,” replied V.

P! assili with a smile. “Been a long
tme since we've seen yor >

i, sir,”
“1 was here yesterday but I used the other entrance.
This room seven?”

When Oblonsky entered he found Levin and a peasant
from Tver Gubernia measuring the skin of a bear they
had killed.

“Ah, your quarry?” cried out Oblonsky. “A beauty, A
shebear? Afternoon, Arkhip.”

. He shook the peasant’s hand and sat down without tak-
g off his coat and hat.

“Take off your things and stay awhile,” said Levin,
temoving Oblonsky's hat.
"Ne time, Y've only come for a moment,” replied
Oblonsky. He threw open his coat but later he took jt
olf and ‘stayed an hour talking to Levin about hunting
and more personal things.

*Well, tell me b

OW you spent your time abroad. Where
ko
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twelve o'clock was at the Dussot where he had to make
three calls, three of his fricnds having fortunately chosen
the same hotel: Levin, who had just returned from abroad;
his new chicf, who had recently been assigned to this
high post and was in Moscow on a trip of inspectiony
and his brother-in-law Karenin, whom Oblonsky was
to bring home for dinner at any cost.

Oblonsky enjoyed dining out, but he enjoyed giving
dinner parties even more, small dinner parties distin-
guished for the choiceness of the food, drink and guests.
He was very much pleased with the bill of fare he had
drawn up for this day’s dinner party: fresh perch and
asparagus and, as the piéce de résistance, simple roast
beef but of superb quality, and wines to suit every dish.
So much for the food and drink. As for the guests, there
would be Kitty and Levin and, to prevent this selection
from being too evident, a cousin had been invited and the
young Scherbatsky; the piéce de résistance was to be the
combination of Koznishev and Karenin: Koznishev, 2
Moscow philosopher; Karenin, a Petersburg man-of-
affairs. He would also invite the well-known crank and
enthusiast Pestsov—a liberal, a musician, a historian, 2
great talker, a delightful fifty-year-old youth who would
serve as sauce to Koznishev and Karenin. He would tease
them and set them at each other.

The merchant had sent the second payment for the
timber and some of the money was still left, Dolly had
been very sweet and kind of late and thoughts of the
dinner-party pleased Oblonsky in every respect; as 2 1¢-
sult he could not have been in a happier frame of mind.
Only two circumstances presented themselves in unpleas-
ant ‘guise, but both of them were drowned in the sea of
joyous good-humour that heaved in Oblonsky’s boscrl:iv
These two circumstances were: first, the coldness an
severity with which Karenin had greeted him in the street
on the preceding day and which, combined with Kare-
nin’s having come to Moscow without calling on them
or even letting them know of his presence, and with !hé
rumours being circulated as to Anna and Vronsky, le
Oblonsky to guess that all was not well between husban
and wife. 3

This was the first unpleasantness. Another minor un
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pleasantness was that his nea chief, like all new chiefs, had
the reputation of being an ogre who got up at six in the
morning and worked ltke a horse and expected his su-
bordinates to do the same. ilis new chiel also had the
reputation of being a boor in his relations with others
and, they said, held to a line of conduct diametrieally
opposed to the one adopted by Oblonsky's former chief
and by Oblonsky himself up to the present. On the pre-
ceding day Oblonsky had appeared at the office in his
uniform and the new chief was very amiable and spoke
to him as to an old acquaintance; that is why QOblon-
sky felt it incumbent on him to pay him a visit in a frock-
coat. The fear that his new chief might accord him a
cool reception this time was the other minor unpleasant-
ness. But instinctively Oblonsky felt that all would shape
up in the best K:ossiblc way. *“We are all humans, all
sinners, so why should we quarrel and make trouble for
one another?” he thought as he entered the hotel.

“Afternoon, Vassili,” he said to a footman he knew as
he walked jauntily down the corridor with his hat cocked
on one side. “Grown sidewhiskers, have you? Levin in
room scven, ch? Show me to it, if you don’t mind. And
find out if Count Anichkin can sec me.” (Count Anichkin
was his new chicl’.{

“Yes, sir,” replied Vassili with a smile. “Been a long
time since we've seen you, sir.™

“I was here yesterday but I used the other entrance.
This soom seven?”

When Oblonsky entered he found Levin and a peasant
from Tver Gubernia mecasuring the skin of a bear they
had killed.

“Ah, your quarry?” cried out Oblonsky. “A beauty. A
she-bear? Afternoon, Arkhip.” i

He shook the peasant’s hand and sat down without tak-
ing off his coat and hat.

“Take off your things and stay awhile,
removing Oblonsky's hat. .

“No_time, I've only come for a moment,” replied
Oblonsky. He threw open his coat but later he took it
off and 'stayed an hour talking to Levin about hunting
and more personal things. N

“Well, tell me how you spent your time abroad. Where

said Levin,

29
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did you go?" he asked when the peasant had left.

“l was in Germany, Prussia, France and England, but
not in the capitals, mostly in factory towns, and I saw,a‘
great deal that was new to me. I'm very glad I went.”

“I know your ideas about the organization of labour.

“Oh, no. In Russia there can be no labour question.
In Russia it is a_question of the relationship of the Iz-
bourer to the soil; the same problem exists abroad, but
there it is a matter of patching up what has been spoiled,
while with us...”

Oblonsky listened to Levin attentively.

“Yes, indeed,” he said. “It's quite possible you are
right,” he said. “But I'm glad to find you in such fine
feather—bear-hunting, working, throwing your heart into
things. Scherbatsky told me—he met you, I bclxcvc—hs
told me you were in the dumps, ta{king of death...

“Well, I never stop thinking of death,” said Levin.
“Truly T think it’s time to die. Nothing else makes sense.
I tell you honestly: my ideas and my work are very dear
to me, but judge for yourself—this whole world gf ours,
what is it but a thin growth of mould on an infinitesimal
planet. And we imagine we are capable of great things—
great thoughts, great deeds! Psha! Mere grains of sand.

“That’s as old as the hills, dear boy!” .

“So it is, but when you see it clearly everything loses
its value. When you thoroughly understand that today or
tomorrow you will die and nothing of you will remain,
how_perfectly senseless everything becomes! I consider
my idea of vast importance, but even if I succeed in real-
izing it, it actually has no more importance th_an that
bearskin. That’s how we spend our lives—throwing our-
selves into hunting, into our work, into anything that
takes our minds off the thought of death.” .

An_affectionate little smile played on Oblonsky'’s lips
as he listened to Levin.

“True, true, Remember when you came to see me, how
you lighted into me for wanting to enjoy life? ‘Be not so
stern, oh moralist!’

“Yes, but after all the best things in life are...” Le-
vin was at a loss. “I don’t know. The only thing I know
is that we all shall die, and very soon.”

“Oh, why soon?”
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“And do you know, thoughts of death bring peace of
mind, even if they rob life of some of its joy.”

“I find, on the contrary, that the ncarer you come to
the end, the sweeter life 1s. Well, time for me to be go-
ing,” said Oblonsky, getting up for the tenth time.

“Not yet, wait a bit,” said Levin, restraining him.
“When shall we see each other again? I'm leaving tomor-
row.”

“Well, 'm a fine one! What did [ come here for? You’re
to have dinner with us today for sure! Your brother will
be there and so will my brother-in-law Karenin.”

“Is he here?” asked Levin, but what he really wanted
to ask was about Kitty. He had heard that at the begin-
ning of winter she had gone to visit her sister, the diplo-
mat’s wife, in St. Petersburg and he did not know whether
she had come back or not. He did not ask, however:

If she is here, she is; if she isn’t, she isn’t—it makes no
difference.

“Will you come?”

“Of course.”

“At five. In 2 dinner-jacket.”

This time Oblonsky got up and went downstairs to
see his new chief. His intuition had not deceived him,
The ogre turned out to be very amiable and Oblonsky
had Junch with him and sat so long over it that it was
after three when he went to look up Karenin.

Having attended early mass, Karenin spent the rest
of the morning in the hotel. He had two things to attend
to that morning: first of all he had to receive and instruct
a delegation from the minor nationalities who were in
Moscow on their way to St. Petersburg; secondly, he had
to write the promised letter to his lawyer. Even though
Karenin was responsible for the summoning of this del-
egation, their coming cost him inconvenience and repre-
sented a danger; he was very glad of the opportunity
of secing them while they were still in Moscow. They,
poor things, had not the slightest idea of the role they
were playing and what was expected of them. They in-






AnnaNarenina 455

that it was only natural he should adopt to the brother
of a wife he was divorcing; but he had not taken into
account the sea of good-humour that flooded Oblonsky’s
soul.

Oblonsky opened wide his clear and shining eyes.
“Why can you not? What do you mean?” he said in
astonishment, speaking in French. “But you have prom-
ised. We are counting on you.”

“I wish to say that I cannot come because our kinship
relations must be severed.”

“What? I don’t understand. Why?” said Oblonsky
with a smile.

“Because 1 am divorcing your sister, my wife. I ought
to have...”

In the middle of his speech Oblonsky behaved in a way
Karenin could not possibly have anticipated. Oblonsky
gasped and collapsed in a chair. .

“No, no, Alexei Alexandrovich, you cannot mean it,”
he exclaimed, his face drawn with distress.

“It is s0.”

"Forgive me, but 1 cannot—oh, I cannot believe .it.”

Karenin sat down, aware that his words had elicited
quite a different response from the one he had expected,
and that he must explain things, and that no matter how
he explained them his attitude to his brother-in-law
would remain what it had always been.

. “I have been faced with the hard necessity of demand-
Ing a divorce,” he said, R

“I have only one thing to say, Alexei Alexandrovich.

know you to be a good and a just man, and_ I_ know
Anna—forgive me, but I cannot change my opinion of
her—1I know her to be good woman, a splendid woman,
and so—forgive me, but I cannot believe what you have
said. There must be a misunderstanding,” he said.

“Ah, if only it were a misunderstan ing!”

“Wait... 1 understand,” interrupted Oblonsky. “To
be sure.., But there’s just one thing: don’t be hasty. Oh,
don’t be hasty, don’t be hasty.” . e

“I am not acting in haste,” said Karenin co]dly.. ‘But
70 one can offer advice in such a matter. 1 am firmly
resolved,”

“How dreadfull” said Oblonsky with a deep sigh.
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“There is one thing you must certainly do, Alexei Alex-
androvich, I implore you to do it,” he said, 1 undcrstz{ld
you have not Ecgun proceedings yet. Before you begin
sec my wife, speak to her. She loves Anna like a sister,
and she loves you too, and she is a remarkable woman.
For God’s sake, speak to her. Do jt for my sake, I im-
plore you,” .
Karenin became thoughtful and Oblonsky watched him
with compassion, without intruding on his silence.
“Will you go and see her?” I
“I don’t know. That is why I did not call on you.
suppose our relations must change.” ! "
“But why? I don’t see why. Allow me to believe tha{
outside of our being relatives, you feel for me at de
some of the friendship I have always felt for you. A‘r‘llf
genuine esteem,” he said, pressing Karenin’s hand. 1
your worst suppositions should turn out to be "“"d
would not take it upon myself to judge either side, 3:110
I see no reason why our relations must change. But
what I ask, go and speak to my wife.” 3 et
“We see things differently,” said Karenin coldly.
us say no more about it.” . to-
“But why shouldn’t you come? At least to dmﬂﬂ'A v
day. My wife is expecting you. Please do come. An
above all-speak to her, She is a remarkable woman.
Please. On my knees I implore you.” . e
“If it means so much to you, I will come,” said Kar
nin with a sigh. +o that
To change the subject he then spoke of something t n
interested both of them: Oblonsky’s new chief, 2 }‘ln h
who, still rather young, had been elevated to such 2 hig
post. ) ; . . d had
Karenin had never liked Count Anichkin an adi-
always differed with his opinions; now he felt, in a t
ton, the understandable hatred of a man suffering a s¢
back in his career for one who has received pr9m?'.’°"s'
;;Have you met him?” asked Karenin with an insidiou:
smile,
“Oh, yes, he was at the office yesterday. He seems !‘;
have an “excellent knowledge of affairs and a great deal

of energy.” o ked
“Yes, but to what end is his encrgy directed?” aske
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}‘”"}im “To the accomplishing of something or to the
undoing of what has already been accomplished? The
greatest misfortune of our government is red-tape ad-
ministration, of which he js a worthy exponent.” .
™ not in a position to judge. I don't yet know him
3 2 supervisor, Y)m one thing I do know-he's a fine
chzp,” said Oblonsky, *f just called on him, and he cer-
Rinly §s fine chap. We lunched together and 1 l:'xu.ghl
M 10 mix that drink—you know, wine and orange-juice.
o1y refreshing, Amazing that he hadn't heard of it be-
fore. He liked j¢. Oh, )'rs.ic's avery fine chap!”
Oblonsky glanced'at his watch. .
¢ deuce! If it isn't past four already and I still
have 10 stop in at Dolgovushin’s! Well, then, do come
for dinper, You can't imagine how disappointed my wife
and'l will be if you don’t come.” ) ]
arenin saw’ his brother-in.law out in an entirely dif-
o mood from that in which he had reccived him.

ﬂyuSIHCc I have promised, I will come,” he replied gloom-

fere

“y appreciate it, you know, and I'm surc you won’t
regret it,” said Oblonsky, smiling. H all
¢ Pulled on his coat as he ran out, accidentally
knocked the servant on the head with his elbow, laughed
an“ went on his way.
At five, then! Dinner-jacket!” he called back.

It was after five and some of the guests had arrived
alr:ady when the host himself put in an appcare;:l:;;
¢ entered together with Koznishev and Pcsts?v, ‘fvn‘ed
© had run into in the entrance. Oblonsky alwa)fs ;’\c TVIos-
to them as the two foremost rcprescmam"cslo tstiemed
€OW intelligentsia. Both of them were highly ch ceme
for character and intellect. They esteemed caé:m lctely’
190, but in almost everything they wl:xm' ;dhcl;cd 4
and hopelcssly at variance, not bct:auseltl e"bclonged to
Opposite camps, but precisely because they R

¢ same camp (their enemies swore there waCh o dife
Tence between them), but in this one camp e
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own leanings. And since nothing estranges people more
effectively than differences of view in regard to semi-
abstractions, they not only differed in all their opinions,
but they had long been accustomed to accepting this with-
out dudgeon, each laughing at the other’s ineradicable
misconceptions.

They were entering the door and discussing the WC_E“h'
er when Oblonsky overtook them. By this time Prince
Scherbatsky (Oblonsky’s father-in-law), young Sch;rbats—
ky, Turovtsin, Kitty and Karenin were sitting in the
drawing-room.

Oblonsky instantly perceived that things were not
going well here. Dolly, in her best grey silk, was app®-
rently so distracted by thoughts of the children, who were
dining alone in the nursery, and of her husband, who was
conspicuous for his absence, that she could not cope wn’h
the company. They were all sitting there like clergymen s
daughters (as the old prince put it), squeezing out words
to break the silence and wondering to themselves why
in the world they were there. When Oblonsky came 10,
the genial Turovtsin, who felt like a fish out of water,
spread his thick lips in a smile that said as 'clcarl)’ as
any words could: “A nice thing, old boyl— caging me up
with these sticks when what I want is to have a d!mk
and be off to the Chdteau des Fleurs!” The old prince
was sitting silent, casting an eye on Karenin f.rom .tm"jle
to time and racking his brains (or so Oblonsky imagine )
for an apt phrase with which to pull down fhls great
statesman, who was served up at dinner-parties mucg
as is a rare dish—pheasant, say. Kitty had her eyes fixe
on the door and was summoning all her strength to keep
herself from blushing when Levin should enter. Young
Scherbatsky, whom they had not introduced to Karenin,
was doing his best to show he did not really mind being
overlooked. Karenin himself was in full dress with 2
white tie, as is the Petersburg custom when dining with
ladies, and one laok at his face told Oblonsky that he
had come only because he had promised to come an
his presence in this company was a painful duty. Indeed
it was he who was to blame for the cold that had frozen
People to silence until the advent of Oblonsky.

lonsky camec in murmuring apologies, saying he had
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been detained by a certain prince (whom he made the
scape-goat for all of his absences and tardincsseszl; in the
wink of an eye he had everyone acquainted with every-
one else, he brought Koznishev to Karenin and tossed
them the topic of the Russification of Poland, which all
of them, including Pestsov, caught up eagerly. Oblonsky
slapped Turovtsin on the back and whispered something
funny in his ear and sat him beside Dolly and the old
prince. He told Kitty she was looking particularly fetching
that evening and he introduced young Scherbatsky to Ka-
renin. Yes, in the wink of an eye he had kneaded that
social dough so thoroughly that the drawing-room began
to bubble and hum with vivacious conversation. Konstan-
tin Levin was the only guest missing. But that was all
to the good because on glancing into the dining-room
Oblonsky discovered to his horror that the port and the
sherry had been ordered from Depré instead of from
Levé; he had time, however, to remedy this by despatch-
ing the coachman post-haste 1o Levé’s.

On his way back to the drawing-room he met Levin,

“Am I late?”

“Are you ever not late?” replied Oblonsky, taking his
arm.

“Lots of people in there? Who is here?” asked Levin,
blushing in spite of himself as he knocked the snow off
his hat with his glove.

“Only good friends. Kitty is here. Come along, 1 will
introduce you to Karenin.”

Oblonsky, liberal-minded though he was, knew that
anyone wounld feel flattered by an introduction to Kare-
nin, and so he offered it as a treat to his best friends.
But Levin was in no state to appreciate the favour at this
moment. Except for the glimpse of Kitty he had caught
on the high road, he had not seen her since that memor-
able night on which he had met Vronsky. In his heart of
hearts he had known he would meet her at this dinner-
party, but he had tried to keep his mind free by con-
vincing himself he did not know it, On hearing that she
was really here he found himself overcome by an extre-
mity of joy and fear that took his breath away and robbed
him of the ability to speak.

What is she like? Like the girl I knew in the old days
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or the one I caught a glimpse of in the four-in-hand?
What if Dolly spoke the truth? Why should it not be the
truth? he asked himself.

“Yes, do introduce me to Karenin,” he finally came
out with, as, with desperate resolution, he stepped into
the drawing-room and—beheld her.

She was not like the girl he had known in the old days,
nor yet like the one he had glimpsed in the four-in-hand.
She was entirely different.

She was timid, frightened, shamefaced, and all the
more charming for it. She saw him the moment he stepped
into the room. She had been waiting for him. She was
50 overjoyed and at the same time so discomposed that
there was a moment—the moment when he went up to his
hostess and glanced at her again—when he and Dolly and
she herself feared she would lose control and burst mtg
tears. She blushed, and paled, and blushed again, an
sat stiff as a post, her lips quivering, waiting for h_ll}‘;h
He went over to her, bowed and held out hxg hand with-
out a word. But for the quivering of h.er lips and '}I';
moisture of her eyes, adding to their brilliance, s'he t‘!ou
have seemed almost serene as she smiled and said: H?‘}’"
long it has been since we last saw each other!” and “t,‘l't-
desperate resolution pressed his hand with her cold fin

ers: )

8 “You have not seen me but I have seen you,” said Le-
vin, smiling radiantly. *I saw you when you were on your
way to Ergushovo from the railway station.”

“When?” she asked in surprise.

“When you were on your way to Ergushovo, 4
Levin, fairly choking with the happiness that surge “c‘
his bosom.” How, he asked himself, could I ever hdm:z
doubted the innocence of this touching creature? And !
appears that Dolly spoke the truth, he thought. .

_ Oblonsky took his arm and led him over to Kare

» repeated

nn. .
“Allow me to introduce you,” and he murmured theif

names. ; al
“Very glad to meet you again,” said Karenin coldlys

taking Levin’s hand. .
«You have met beforc?” asked Oblonsky in surprisc.
“We spent three hours together in a train compart
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ment,” smiled Levin, “We parted as if after a Ball Masque:
intrigued. At least I was.”

“Think of thatl.. Ah, it is time to go in to dinner,”
said Oblonsky, indicating the direction of the dining-
room.

The gentlemen entered the dining-room and went over
to a side-table spread with hors-d’ceuvres, with six diffe-
rent kinds of vodka and as many kinds of cheese, some
with little silver cheese-knives, some without them, with
Eavia&', herring, preserves of different sorts and French

read.

The gentlemen lingered beside the side-table redolent
of vodka and hors-d’oeuvres, and the discussion of the
Russification of Poland engaged in by Koznishev, Kare-
nin and Pestsov petered out as they waited for dinner
10 be served.

Koznishev, who was a past-master of finishing off a
profound theoretical discussion with an unexpected dash
of Attic salt to change the colloquists’ mood, demonstrat-
ed his art on this occasion.

Karenin had argued that the Russification of Poland
could be accomplished only by the application of prin-
.Ctl.ples introduced from above by the Russian author-
ities,

Pestsov had insisted that one nationality can assimi-
Iate another only by out-populating it.

. Koznishev accepted both arguments, but with reserva-
tions. When they left the drawing-room he smiled and
said, by way of supplying the dash of wit:

“And so, we may say there remains one effective means
of Russifying national minorities: have as many children
as possible. My brother and I have contributed little to

€ cause. But you married men, and especially you,
Oblonsky, conduct yourselves as true patriots: how many
dllld_ren have you?” ‘he asked the host mischievously,
holding out a tiny wine-glass to be filled.

They all laughed, none harder than Oblonsky.

Upon my word, I do believe that is the best means!”
he said, chewing a piece of cheese and filling the extend-
ed glass with a very special sort of vodka. The conver-
sation thus ended on a jocular note.

Not bad, this cheese. Allow me to recommend it,”
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ingly vague,” observed Karenin as he wiped the tips of
his fingers on his napkin.

“I saw that you were undecided about me,” said Le-
vin good-humouredly, “so I hastened to begin an intel-
lectual conversation to counter the impression made by
my sheepskin.”

Koznishev, who was listening to his brother with one
ear as he talked to the hostess, shot him a sidelong glance.
What’s got into him? He has the air of a conqueror, he
said to himself. He could not know that Levin felt as
if he had sprouted wings. He was aware that she was
listening to him, and enjoying listening to him. He cared
for nothing else. Not in this room alone, but in the whole
world there existed no one but he himself, who had
assumed enormous importance and significance, and she.
He felt as if he stood on some towering, dizzying height
and way down below were all these kind, good-natured
Karenins, Oblonskys, and the rest of the world,

Oblonsky sat Levin and Kitty next to each other at
table—casually, without so much as looking at them, as
if there were no other places to be had.

“You might as well sit here,” he dropped.

The dinner was as choice as the china, for which Ob-
lonsky had a weakness. The soupe Marie-Louise was un-
commonly good and faultless were the tiny little pirosh-
ki, Two footmen and Matvel, in white neckties, served
the food and wine quickly, quictly, unobtrusively. The
dinner was a success in its material aspect; and just as
much of a success in its immatesial one. Conversation,
now general now individual, flowed on without a break
and by the end of dinner it had become so lively that
the gentlemen got up without interrupting their talk and
even Karenin showed signs of animation.

10

Pestsov liked to carry an argument to its logical con-

usion and was piqued by Koznishev’s curtailing it,
especially since he felt the injustice of his view.

"I did not mean density of population alone,” Pestsov
said to Karenin as they were having their soup, “but



464 LEV TOLSTOY

density of population in conjunction with national roots
rather than with principles.” X "

“It appears to me,” replied Karenin languidly, that
it amounts to the samé thing. In my opinion onc nation
can dominate another only if it has achieved a higher
stage of development, if it is—"

“Ah, but that is just the point,” interrupted Pestsov
in his deep bass voice and with characteristic eagemess:
he always seemed to throw his whole heart into vyhﬂt'
ever he was saying. “How are we to understand a higher
stage of development? The English, the French, the G.Cl}"'
mans—which of them have achieved a higher stage? Whic
is to nationalize the other? We sce that certain Rhm:
lands have fallen under the influence of the French, b:‘"
the Germans are not at a lower stage of development:
he cried. “Oh, no, an entirely different Jaw operates
here.” . 1ded b

“It appears to me that influence is always wielded bY
the side that is truly educated,” said Karenin. ion

“And by what signs are we to recognise true education,
pray?” asked Pestsov. 47

Y[ should say that the signs are generally accepteds
said Karenin. . e

“Are they indeed?” put in Koznishev with 2 sly sm. .
“Today only classical education is looked upon as tr‘é_
education, but a fierce battle is being waged by lhc;‘ t
herents of the two sides and it is impossible to deny th2
the arguments brought forward by the opponents
classical education are very impressive.” . e

“You yourself are a classical scholar, Koznishev. 50
red wine?” said Oblonsky. 3 e,

“I refrain from cxpressing my opinion of cither sit
said Koznishev with a condescending smile, as to . lh,
as he held out his winc-glass. “I can only say that Oc_
sides have strong arguments,” he said, addf:ssmg K—'“ﬁ
win. “I myself have had a classical education, glﬂd ch
1 have not ascertained to whom my allegiance is to >°
given in this quarrel, and yet I do not sec convincing “?t“.fc
ons for placing a classical education above a scienti
one.”

“Why, the natural scicnces have just as good an cd“lﬁ;
tional influence, they develop the mind just as Wet
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B otan
Pestsov hastened to put in. “Taé(e a}stroglog‘xs[oﬁ b Y,
or take zoology with its system ol umvers: " sid Kar

“Pm afraid I cannot fully agree with you, K
renin. “We must admit, I feel, that_ the very ptoce_sn o
studying linguistic structures exercises a .sallutaryt }w .
ence on spiritual development. Mareover, it 1s 1o b
denied that the influence of classical writers is moral
the highest degree, whereas the teaching of natural scxer;c;:s,
unfortunately, has become associated with those as;
and harmful precepts that have become the scourge o
our day.” ,

Koznishev was ahout to reply but Pestsov’s deep bass
interrupted him. Pestsov entered upon a }_xeated tu'_adg
denying the justice of such an opinion. Koznishey ayvax.tbel
his turn patiently so that he could produce the invincible
argument he had got ready. o .

“Well,” he said at last, turning to Karenin with a faint
sile, “you must admit that it is difficult to properly
weigh the pros and cons of this side and that side, and
the question as to which side is to be supported would
not have been so quickly and finally decided were it not
that classical education offers the advantage which you

have just pointed out: its moral influence—~disons le
moé-its anti-nihilistic influence."

“Unquestionably.”

“Were it not for this advantage—the anti-nihilistic in-
fluence exerted by classical learning—we would argue the
€ase at greater length, would weigh more sedulously the
arguments for both sides,” sald Koznishev with his faint
smile. “We would gladly give right of way to both trends.
But now it has become clear that little pills of classical

ucation contain potent doses of anti-nthilism, and so
we boldly offer them to our patients... And what if they
do not contain those potent doses?” he added unex-
pectedly as a dash of Attie salt, .

Koznishev's pills and doses made everyone laugh; Tue
rovisin, who had been waiting for something amusing ta
aop up in this dull conversation, Iaughed louder and hard.
€t than anyone else.

Oblonsky had made no mistake in inviting Pestsov,
Intellcctual conversati

y on could not lag when Pestsoy was
present. No sooner had Kozaishev put an end 1o this dis-
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cussion than Pestsov began another.

“It cannot be said,” he remarked, “that the government
has this aim in view. Evidently the government is guld_fd
by general considerations and is indifferent to the in-
fluences the adopted measures may wicld. Education for
women, for example, ought to be considered pernicious,
yet the government is opening courses and colleges for
women."”

Straightaway the conversation switched to a new theme:
the education of women, .

Karenin expressed his opinion that the education of
women is commonly confused with the emancipation of
women, and for that reason only can it be called perni-
cious, .
“But I consider that these two questions go hand in
hand,” declared Pestsov. “It js a vicious circle. Women
are denied their tights because of lack of education, and
their lack of education is the result of being denied their
rights. We must not forget that the subjugation of women
is 50 old and so complete that we often overlook the enor-
mous gulf separating us from them,” he said. d

“You have spoken of rights,” said Koznishev, who ha
been waiting for Pestsov to finish, “The right to be
jurors, voters, chairmen of committees, the right to be
clerks, members of parliament...”

“Exactly.”

“But if women, in rare instances, are capable of occu-
pying these posts, then it seems to me you have chosen
the wrong word in using rights. It would be more cor-
Tect to say duties. Anyone will agree that when we act
as jurors, voters, telegraph operators, we feel that we ar¢
fulﬁlling a duty. It would, therefore, be more correct 10
say that women are looking for duties to fulfil, and quite
properly. We can but sympathize with their desire to con-
tribute to the general masculine effort.”

“Perfectly true,” acquiesced Karenin. “The only ques-
tion that remains, I believe, is: are they capable of as-
suming these duties?”

“No_doubt they will prove to be very capable, once
education is made accessible to them,” “said Oblonsky.
“We have seen—""* .

“What about the proverb?” said the old prince, who
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had been listening to the conversation with a roguish
sparkle in his eyes. “I'm not afraid to quote it in front
of my daughters: ‘Long hair and short wits’l"”

“That is exactly what they thought of the Black people
until they were emancipated!” said Pestsov testily.

“I find it odd that women should be anxious to take
on new duties,” said Koznishev, “when men, as we
see to our sorrow, are only too anvious to avoid
them.”

“Duties are connected with rights: power, money,
honour. That is what the women are after,” sad
Pestsov,

“It's just,as if I sought the right to be 2 wet-nurse and
was offended because they paid the women for it and
refused to hire me,” said the old prince.

Turovtsin burst into loud laughter and Koznishev was
sorry it was not he who had thought of this witticism.
Even Karenin smiled.

“Yes, but a man cannot be a wet-nurse whereas a
woman—"" said Pestsov.

*Oh, can’t he? There was that Englishman who suckled
his own child on board ship,” said the old prince, who
allowed himself a little license in the presence of his
daughters.

“Well, there will be just as many woman clerks as there
are Englishmen of that sort,” Koznishev came out with,

“But what, pray, is a girl to do who has no family?”
asked Oblonsky, who had been thinking of Chibisova all
this time and for that reason sympathized and supported
Pestsov.

“If you look into the case of such a girl you're sure
to find she has abandoned her family—or her sister’s
family—where she might have found a woman’s occupa-
tion,” put in Dolly unexpectedly and with asperity, no
doubt guessing who her husband had in mind.

“But we stand for the principle, the ideal!” protested
Pestsov in his resounding bass. “A woman wants the right
to be independent, to receive an education. She is crushed
and afflicted by the knowledge that these things are not
for her.”

“And I'm crushed and afflicted that they won’t hire me
a3 a wetnurse in an orphanage,” said the old prince,
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to the boundless delight of Turovtsin, who laughed so
hard that he dropped the thick end of his asparagus into
the sauce.

11

Everyone took part in the discussion but Kitty and
Levin. At the beginning, when they were speaking about
the influence exercised by one nationality upon another,
it occurred to Levin that he had something to say in 'ha‘;
connection; but his ideas, once so important to hgm,.fadc
in his mind like 2 dream and did not interest him in the
least. He even marvelled that these people should b".s}(:
anxious to express themselves on a matter for whic
nobody really gave a pin. One might have thought Kitty
would have been interested in what was said about the
rights and education of women. How much consideration
had she given to this subject when thinking about her
friend Varenka and her hateful position of dependence,
and how many times had she thought that her own position
would be the same if she did not marry, and how "nm):
times had she argued with her sister about just thxs.dl?u
now it was as nothing to her. She and Levin were holding
their own discussion, or, rather, secret communion, Wd".:
brought them closer with every moment and stirred
each of them a sense of joyous dread of thc unknown
upon which they were embarking. . he

At first Levin replied to Kitty’s question as to how he
could have seen her in the coach by describing howh c
had been coming from the hay-making when he met e
on the high-road. had

“It was very carly in the morning. You grobably r
just waked up. Yourmaman was still sleeping in the cornef:
The morning was perfect. As I walked along I wondcr.‘h
whose coach-and-four it could be. Splendid horses W“v
bells on them. They trotted past and there in the windo¥
what did I secP—you, holding the ribbons of your cap n
both hands, decply immersed in thought,” he said, Smd‘"gt'
“How I should like to know what you were thinking abou!
then! Something important?"

I wonder if my hair was rumpled, she thought, but the
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sight of the rapturous smile induced by his recollection
told her she had made a favourable impression. She
blushed and smiled happily.

“I really don’t remember.”

“How contagious Turovtsin’s laugh jsl** said Levin
enjoying the sight of the man’s wet eyes and heaving
shoulders.

“Have you known him long?”* asked Kitty.

“Who doesn’t know him!™

“I see you think him unpleasant.”

“Not unpleasant, just a nobedy.”

“Oh, but you are mistaken! Put that thought out of
your head this very minutel” said Kitty. “I, too, used to
have a bad opinion of him, but actually he is a dear-as
kind as can be. He has a heart of gold.”

“How do you know what his heart is made of?”

“Oh, he and I are great friends. 1 know him very well.
Last winter, soon after you were at our house,” she said
with a guilty yet confiding smile, “all of Dolly’s children
came down with scarlet fever. He dropped in to see her
one day and can you believe it?—" she said, lowering
her voice, “~he felt so sorry for her that he stayed and
helped her take care of the children. He lived in their
house for three whole weeks and looked after the children
like a nurse.. I'm telling Konstantin Dmitrich about
Turovtsin and the scarlet fever,” she said, leaning towards
her sister.

“Oh, he’s wonderful, a perfect darling!” said Dolly, look-
ing and smiling timidly at Turovtsin, who sensed they
were talking about him. Levin glanced at the man
again and marvelled that he had not perceived his charms
before.

“Sorry, beastly sorry; never again shall I think il of
anyone,” he said gaily, honestly expressing what he now
thought.

12

The discussion of the rights of women led to the ticklish
topic of the inequality of conjugal rights, which could

hardly he treated in the wnrmen’e nrecanes. Pactenyv hard
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headed for it again and again in the course of the dinnef
but Koznishev and Oblonsky had adroitly steered him
away-. i

When the company rose¢ from the table and the ladies
withdrew, Pestsov, instead of following them out, turne

to Karenin and undertook to explain to him the ma?
reason for this inequality. The inequality of hus_ban}i and
wife, in his opinion, sprang from the fact that infidelity o8
the part of the wife and infidelity on the part O us-
band were punished unequally both by law and by public
opinion.

Oblonsky hurriedly came up 10 Karenin and proposcd
that they should go for a smoke. i

«] do not smoke,” replied Karenin serenely and, 281
deliberately showing that he was not intimidated bY the
toplic under discussion, he turned t0 Pestsov with 2 chilly
smile.

It seems to me there is a sound basis for such a pra¢
tice,” he said, setting out for the drawingroom but
suddenly intercepted by ‘Turovtsin. .

“Have you heard about Pryachnikov?" asked Tl_lr_OV's“‘
who, giddy with champagne, had long been _awallmg an

,opportunity to break his silence. [ was told just todays
he began, 2 gocd-natured smile curving his moist r¢ lips
as he addressed himself largely to the main guest 1_(3““‘{“
“that Vasya Pryachnikov fought a duel with Kvitsky #
the town of Tver and killed him.” 5

Just as it seems that 2 pcrson’s sore thumb is the spot
that gets all the bumps, so it seemed tO Oblonsky that
evening that the conversation was always turl
Karenin's sore spot. This time, 100, he made an &l
to lead him away, but Karenin himself asked with €%
riositys:

«And why, pray, did PryachnikoV fighta duel?” .

“Because of his wife. Challenged the man and shot him:
And good for him, I say!” .

“Ah,” said Karenin casually as, with a lift of his
cycbrows, he went out in the direction of the drawing’

room. .

“How glad 1 am you've come!” said Dolly with 2
frightened little smile on meeting him in 2 Tittle sitting”
room he had to pass through. “1 want 1@ speak 10 you
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Let’s sit down here.”

He sat down beside her and gave a false smile, his face
retaining the expression of indifference conveyed by his
Lifted eyebrows. - i

“All the better,” he said, “for I, too, wanted to speak
to you, to excuse myself and take my leave. Tomorrow I
am going away.”

.Dolly, convinced of Anna’s innocence, felt that she was
pale and trembling with wrath against this cold, heartless
man who was so complacently plotting the ruin of her
innocent friend.

“Alexei Alexandrovich,” she said looking him straight
in the face in desperation. “I asked you how Anna was and
you did not answer me, How is she?™

“1 believe she is well, Daria Alexandrovna,” he replied
without looking at her.

“Alexei Alexandrovich, forgive me, I have no right ...
but 1 love and tespect Anna like a sister; I beg, I implore
you to tell me what has come between you. What fault do
you find in her?”

. Karenin grimaced and, almost shutting his eyes, dropped
his head.

“1 believe your husband has told you the reasons for

my finding it necessary to change my former relations with
Anna Arkadievna,” he said, avoiding her eyes and scowl-
ing at Scherbatsky, who passed through the sitting-room
at that moment.
. “I don't believe it, I cannot believe it!” said Dolly,
impulsively clasping her bony fingers. She got up quickly
and put her hand on Karenin’s sleeve. “We have no
privacy here. Come with me.”

Dolly’s agitation affected Karenin. He got up and
meekly followed her into the children’s study-room. They
sat.down at a desk covered with oilcloth that had been
dashed by penknives.

“I don't believe it, I don’t believe it!” repeated Dolly,
tying 1o catch the eyes that steadfastly evaded her.

“One cannot help believing facts, Daria Alexandrovna,”
he said, placing special emphasis on facts.

“But what has she done?” asked Dolly. “Precisely
what?”

“She has spurned her duty and been unfaithful to her
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husband. That is what she has done,” he said.

“No, no, that is impossible! Surely, surely you are
mistaken!” said Dolly, shutting her eyes and pressing her
fingers against her temples. .

Karenin smiled coldly with his lips alone, hoping to
show her, and himself as well, the firmness of his convic-
tion, but Dolly’s vehement defence, even though it did not
shake him, was like salt on his wound. Now he spoke
with great animation: X

“It is exceedingly difficult to be mistaken when your
wife herself tells you such a thing. Announces that l:_t
eight years of your life together and your sqn-}hat all this
has been a mistake and she \:Iishcs to begin life all over

ain,” he said angrily, with little snorts. .
ag“Anna and-—cvgilr; ¥' cannot associate those two thingsi
I simply cannot believe it.” . .

"D[Zu);a Alexandrovnal” he said, now looking dlrccd{
into Dolly’s kind, agitated face and feeling that hxsdltingl"“
was being loosened despite himself, “What woul[ rr‘m:
give to be able to go on doubting? It was hard m;)lcd
when I doubted, but casier than now. So long asI dlD: e
there was hope; now there is no hope, an still }:)n
everything. 1 doubt everything to such an extent l:'m i
doubt my son is my son, and I have come to hate him-
am utterly miserable.” ) uld

There was no need for him to say this. Dolly ‘f:‘
scc it the moment he looked into her face, and she pi ’_“
him, and her belief in her fricnd’s innocence W
shaken, 5 hat

“Oh, this is dreadful, dreadfull But can it be true t
you have decided to divorce her?” There

“1 have decided on the last possible measure.

is nothing else left 1o me.” i in
“Nothing clse, nothing clse,” she cchoed with tears
her eyes. “Oh, but there must bel* she said. for-

*“That is the dreadful thing about this sort of mis
tune, that onc cannot just bear onc's grief as with vthes
misfortuncs—as with death, or the loss of 4 dear one-Lat
onc mus tike actjon,” he said, as if reading her thoughis
“One munt find 4 way out of the humiliating pusilivd
0 which one is placed. The thrce of us cannok €
toether.™
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“I understand, 1 understand very well,” said Dolly,
wering her head. She said nothing for awhile, thinking
* herself, of her own troubles, but suddenly she lifted her
ad and clasped her hands beseechingly: “Wait! You are
Christian, are you not? Think of herl What will become
 her if you cast her off?”

“I have thought of that, Daria Alexandrovna; I have
ven it a great deal of thought,” said Karenin. His face
roke out in red blotches and his lustreless eyes were
imed directly to her. By this time Dolly pitied him with
I her heart. “I thought of this as soon as she herself told
1e of my disgrace. I allowed everything to go on as it
ad been. I gave her a chance to reconsider her ways. 1
ied to save her. And what came of it? She did not
omply with my simplest demand: that she observe the
roprieties,” he said, his anger growing. “One can save
 person who wants to be saved, but if a person is so
orTupt, so depraved, that her very ruin is to her as salva-
fon, what can be done?”

“Anything, anything but divorce!” said Dolly.

“What, pray, is this anything?”

"'Oh, it is too awful. She will be nobody’s wife, she
will be ruined!”

“What can I do?" asked Karenin, with a lift of his eye-
brows and shoulders. The recollection of his wife’s latest
offense galled him so that he again assumed the coldness
he had shown at the beginning of their interview. “I am
exceedingly grateful to you for your sympathy, and now
1 must g0,” he said, getting up.

‘Not yet! Oh, you must not ruin her! Listen, let me tell
you about myself. I got married and my husband was
untrue to me; in jealousy and indignation I, too, wanted
to throw everything over; I,” too, wanted.. But I
was brought to my senses. And by whom? By Anna. She
:\'cd me. And 1 go on. The children are growing up, my
husb;mcl has his family and feels in the wrong, is becoming
r<:n_ct, purer ... and 1 go on... I forgave, and you must

orgive.”

Karenin listened, but this time her words had no effect
on him. All the anger of that day when he had decided to
%l 2 divorce welled up again in his soul. He straightened

is shoulders and said in a foud shrill voice:
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."Forgivc her I cannot and will not, I consider such a
thing unjust. I have done ceverything for that woman and
she has sullied everything with the filth she revels in. |
am not a vicious man, I have never hated anyone, but
1 hate her with every fibre of my being and I cannot for-
give her because I hate her too much for all the wrang
she has done me!” he declared in a voice choking with
rage.

“Love those that hate you,” murmured Dolly shame-
facedly.

Karenin gave a contemptuous snort. He knew that well
enough but it could not be applied to his case.

“Love those that hate you, perhaps, but no man can
love those that he hates. Pray forgive me for upsetting you.
Everyone has enough cares of his own.” In perfect control
of himself now, Karenin said goodbye and went out.

13

When everyone rose from the table Levin would have
gone with Kitty into the drawing-room, but he feared she
would disapprove of his making a show of his attentions.
He stayed in the group of men and took part in their
discussion, but all the time he was conscious of her o
ence, her movements, her glances, even though he di
not look at her. i

Without the slightest cffort he was fulfilling the promise
he had given her to think evil of no one and to love every-
one. Conversation centred on the Russian peasant Cﬂ{"a‘l'
munes in which Pestsov saw the beginning of new soc1d
forms; he called it the “choral beginning”. Levin agrec
neither with Pestsov nor with his brother, who, in his
usual way, both did recognize and did not recognize !-l:f
significance of the Russian peasant communes. Levin di ;
however, take part in the conversation to the extent 0
trying to soften their differences and placate them. He
was not at all interested in what he himself said and event
less interested in what they said; he wanted only on¢
thing—that they should be happy and content. He knew
now that only one thing was of any importance. This on¢
thing had been in the drawing-room and had now com¢
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to the doorway and stopped there. Without turning round
he felt a glance and a smile resting upon him. He turned
round. She was standing in the doorway with Scherbatsky,
looking at him.

“I supposed you were going to the piano,” he said,
coming up to her. “That is a thing 1 miss badly in the
country—music.”

“No, we came here to call you away. Thank you for
coming,” she said, rewarding him with a smile. “What’s
the sense in all this arguing? Nobody ever convinces any-
one else.”

“True enough,” said Levin. “We argue so hotly most of
the timejust because we don’t understand what our oppon-
ent is trying to say.”

Levin had long since learned from listening to disputes
between extremely clever men, that after exerting enor-
mous effort and producing an enormous number of the
most subtle and logical arguments, the disputants became
aware at last that what they had been trying to prove to
each other had been known to both for a long time, ever
since t.hc argument began, but their tastes were different;
they liked different things and were afraid to state what
they liked for fear their preferences would be challenged.
There had been numerous occasions when, in the course of
an argument, he had caught a glimpse of what his_oppon-
ent liked and he had come to like it too and so he had
instantly agreed with his opponent and there was no longer
any need for arguing; and sometimes he had experienced
the same thing the other way round: that is, he had come
out with what he liked, with what he had been inventing
@guments to defend, and, if he had been able to express
himself clearly and convincingly, his opponent had sud-
denly agreed with him and stopped arguing. That was
what he wanted to say to Kitty. She wrinkled her forehead
mn l}}e effort to understand him, but as soon as he began to
‘l"‘f’da(e, she understood.

d see, you must first find out what your opponent is
efending, what he likes, and then....”

She had gcrfecdy grasped and simply expressed his ill-
cXpressed thought.” He smiled delightedly, such a relief
;{as the change from the muddled verbosity of Pestsov and

Oznishev to the clear, logical statement of a complex

‘
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thought in a minimum of words.

Scherbatsky Ieft them and Kitty went over to a card
table that had just been set up; she sat down, picked upa
piece of chalk” and hegan drawing concentric circles on
the green baize covering, .

They retumed to the discussion of women’s rightsbegun
at the dinner-table. Levin agreed with Dolly’s assertion
that a girl who did not marry could find herself a woman’s
occupation within some family. He argued that there was
not a single family that did not need assistance, that e\'rcr(}l’
family, rich or poor, needed a nursemaid, whether hire
or 2 member of the family. N

“You are wrong,” said Kitty, blushing, but fixing ‘:
candid eyes on him bravely. “A girl can be placed in suca
a position that she cannot without humiliation enter
family, and yet she—"

He understood at once. . .

“Oh, yes,” he said, “Yes, yes, you are right, yott ar
right!” K e

He now understood all that Pestsov had tried to Pwhc
at the dinner-table as to the rights of women, b:caqscm
saw how terribly afraid Kitty was of remaining a sPlgShcr
and being humiliated, and since he loved her hc.share. b
fear and humiliation immediately surrendered his p?smthc.

A short silence followed. She. kept drawu}g. with e
chalk. A quiet light glowed in her eyes. Sensitive to -
mood, he felt his whole body grow tense with happin y

“Dear me, I've marked up the whole table,” she said.
Putting down the chalk, she made as if to get up. inin

Is she going to leave me here alone? thought Le:'ilown
panic, picking up the chalk. “Wait,” he said, sitting -
at the table. “I've long been wanting to ask you so

ing.”

He looked directly into her gentle but frightened

es.
ey“Ask me, then.” sies

“Here,” and he wrote down the first letters of a ls;lml
of words: w.y.s., i.c.b, w.t.F.? The letters stood for dight
you said: “It cannot be,” was that final? There was l%:c
chance that she should guess such a complicated scntc;on:
but his eyes bored into her as if his very life dependes
her doing so.
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She looked at him gravely, then rested her chin in her
hand, wrinkled her brow, and began guessing what the
lettess stood for. From time to time she glanced at him as
if to ask, “Is my guess right?”

“ have understood,” she said, blushing.

“What is this word?” he asked, pointing to the “f”
standing for final.

“Final,” she said. “Oh, it was not!”

Quickly he rubbed out what was written, gave her the
chalk and stood up. She wrote: i.c.n.h.a.o.t.

Dolly caught sight of these two at the card table, and
the heavy heart she had brought away from her talk with
Karenin grew lighter. Kitty was sitting with the chalk in
her hand, looking up at Levin with a shy, happy smile;
Levin’s handsome figure was bent over the table, his burn-
ing eyes turned now on her, now on the letters. Suddenly
his face grew radiant. He had guessed. The letters stood
for;{ I iouk ‘;wt ﬁave aniswered ?ﬂzherwise then,

e looked at her shyly, appealingly.

“Only then?” v 2P i

“Yes,” she replied with a smile,

“And naw?” he asked.

“Here, read this. I shall write what I long for—with
al my heart!” She wrote the letters: i.o.y.c.fa.fl They
stood for: If only you could forget and forgivel

He.snaxch_cd the chalk in tense, quivering fingers and,
breaking a piece off, wrote the first letters of the following

message: I have nothing to forget and forgive! I have
never ceased loving you!

§he smiled up at him tremulously.
T have understood,” she whispered,
X He sat down and wrote a long phrase. She understood
it and without stopping to ask him if her guess was correct,
Wrote an answer,

For some time he could not guess'what she had written
?!mlil kept glancing inquiringly into her eyes. His mind was
ﬂ\: ed by happiness. Try as he might he could not guess
a“e words, but the radiance of her beautiful eyes told him

be needed to know. He wrate three letters. Before he
had flmshe.d she read them over his shoulder and com-
ple.‘.Cd the line and wrote the answer: Yes.

Playing post office?”’ asked the old prince, who came
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up at this moment. “Well, daughter, it’s time we were
leaving if you don’t wish to be late for the theatre.
Levin got up and saw Kitty to the door.
Everything had been said. It had been said that she
loved him and would tell her father and mother and he
would call on them the following morning.

14

When Kitty went away and Levin remained alone, he
felt so restless without her and so impatient for the next
morning to come quickly, quickly, so that he could see
her again and be united to her for good, that he was
deathly afraid of the fourteen hours he would have to P“dt
in without her. It was imperative that he be with people an
talk to them so as to cheat time. Oblonsky would have
been the best companion for him, but he was leaving for
another gathering, as he said, but actually for the ballet.
Levin managed, however, to tell him that he was supreme-
ly happy and that he loved him and never, never wouil
forget what he had done for him. The look and the sm: ;
Oblonsky gave him told Levin that his friend understoo
his feelings correctly. b

“No longer thinking of dying?” asked Oblonsky as he
shook Levin’s hand in a particular way.

Oh, no-0-o!” said Levin. "

Dolly, too, said, as if congratulating him when he too
his leave: . .} One

“How happy I am that you have met Kitty again! On
must cherish old friendships!® £

Levin did not like her words. His feclings were so lofty,
so far above her comprehension, that he found it presump
tuous for her to refer to them.

Levin said goodbye and joined his brother so as not t0
be alone.

“Where are you going?”

“To a meeting.”

“I’ll go with you. May I?” 5 i

“Why not? Come along,” said Koznishev with a smile.
“What’s happened to you?* R "

“To me? Happiness has happened to me,” said Levin,
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etting down the window of the carriage in which_they
were Tiding. “You don’t mind?—it’s so stuffy. Happiness!
Why have you never married?”

Koznishev smiled. .

“U'm very glad, she seems to be very charming—-" he
began.

E:}‘Not a word, not a word!” cried Levin, seizing Kozni-
shev’s fur collar in both hands and shutting his mouth
with it. She seens to be very charming—were such ordina-
1y, trite words, so inadequate to his feelings.

Koznishev laughed gaily, which was unusual with him.

“At least you might let me express my pleasure in the
event.” '

“That you may do tomorrow and not a minute sooner}
Not a word, not a word, complete silencel” said Levin
and, burying his brother’s mouth in his collar again, he

added: “I'm so deucedly fond of you, old boy! May I
come to your meeting?”

‘:Of course, you may.”
. “What are you discussing today?” Levin asked still smil-
m;

g .

They arrived at the meeting. Levin listened to the secre-
tary read out the order of the day stumblingly, evidently
without understanding, but his face told Levin that he was
2 good, kind, well-meaning man; the very embarrassment
his stumbling caused him was proof of it. Then the speech-
¢s began. The members argued about the allocation of
@ certain sum of money and the laying of some pipes, and
Koznishev hurt the feelings of two of the members and
spoke very long and quite truimphantly about something
or other, and then a member who had been jotting down
I}?tts_began speaking shyly but warmed up and answered
mozmsh:v very bitingly and aptly. Then Sviazhsky (he,
anl;’ 1:\:15 p{csent) said something In a fine, elevated tone,
e l\?in listened to them and could clearly see that these
mc\‘-;l‘ e bsums and these pipes meant nothing at all and
were :lrln e1s were not really angry with one another but

oes good kind men who were just carrying on their
i s v:hry nicely, very pleasantly. They barmed no one
prie FY Lin}sclvcs were enjoying it. The most remarkable
innch or Levin was that today he could penetrate to the
essence of all of them; could, by means of little signs
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he had never noticed before, read their very hearts,
and he saw that all of them were good kind men. And
they were all particularly drawn to Levin, as he could tell
by the way they spoke to him and the gentle, affectionate
way they looked at him, even men he had never met
before.

“Well, are you pleased?” Koznishev asked him. .

“Exceedingly. I never imagined it could be so interest-
ing! Splendid! Delightfull”

Sviazhsky came up to Levin and invited him to come
home with him for tea. Try as he might, Levin coul
not remember what it was hie had disliked in Sviazhsky
and what he had looked for in him. He was such a clever
man and so wonderfully kind. ..

“With pleasue,” he replied and made inquiries as t‘z,
his wife and sister-in-law. And by a strange association o
ideas, Sviazhsky’s sister-in-law being connected 1n.chm$
mind with marriage, he supposed they would be just the
persons to tell about his extraordinary happiness. And s0
he was glad to go and have tea with them.

Sviazhsky asked him how his affairs in the country were
getting on, as convinced as ever that Levin could find no
methods that had not already been found in Europe; b:]'tt
today this did not annoy Levin. On the contrary, he fi §
that Sviazhsky was right and that these affairs were Od
no consequence and that Sviazhsky showed great tact a:d
delicacy in not pressing his point. Sviazhsky’s ladics b
never been more charming. Levin fancied that they k;“’;’
everything and rejoiced for him but were too diffiden
to speak of it. He sat with them an hour, two hours, "h’[ilec'
discussing all sorts of things but conscious of only hat
one thing that filled his soul, and he did not notxcc.;z;'
they became weary of him and longed to go to bed. Svi e
sky saw him out into the hall, unable to S_“PP!“sd Ilt
yawns or to understand what had got into his friend.
was going on for two o’clock in the morning by this "Thcc'
When Levin returned to his hotel he was terrified by i
prospect of having to spend ten whole hours alone with dl]:
impatience. The footman on night duty lighted a can d
for him and would have gone out if Levin had not stoppe !
him. This footman, Egor by name, had never bcf?rc recom
mended himself to Levin’s attention, but tonight Levin
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saw that he was a good, bright fellow and, above all, very
kind.

“Hard not to sleep all night, eh, Egor?”

“Can’t be helped, sir. Easier working for a family but
we gets more tips here.”

It turned out that Egor had three sons and a daughter
who was a seamstress and whom Egor wanted to give in
marriage to an assistant in 2 harness shop.

Levin took advantage of this opportunity of expounding
to Egor his idea that the main thing in marriage was love
and that if the couple loved each other they were sure to
be happy because happiness was within you.

Egor listened to him attentively and scemed to under-
stand him perfectly, in confirmation of which he said, to
Levin’s surprise, that whenever he served good masters
he was satisfied with them and he was quite satisfied with
his present master even though he was a Frenchman.

A remarkably good-natured fellow, thought Levin.

“And what about you, Egor—did you love your wife
when you married her?”

“How else, sir?” replied Egor.

Levin could see that Egor, too, was feeling elated and
was about to confide all his finer feelings to him.

“It’s a wonderful life I've lived. Ever since I was but
a little shaver...” he began with shining eyes, catching
Levin's mood as one catches the Yawns.

Just then a bell was rung; Egor went out and Levin
was left alone. He had eaten almost nothing for dinner and
had refused tea and supper at the Sviazhskys, and still
he could not bear the thought of food, He had not slept
the preceding night, but he could not bear the thought
of sieep. It was chilly in the room but he felt hot. He
opened the top pane of the window and sat down oppo-
e it Above the snow-covered roofs rose a fancy wrought-
Iron cross festooned with little chains, and above the cross
the ascending three-comered constellation of Auriga with
the brilliant yellow star Capella. His eyes roamed between
N ¢ cross and the star as he sat there taking in deep

reaths of the fresh cold air drifting through the window,
mh“’mg memaries and jmages to drift in like manner
through his mind. Some time after three he heard steps
in the corridor and opened the door to see who it was. It
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was Myaskin, a gambler he knew, returning from his
club. He locked unhappy, scowling and coughing. “Poor
fellow,” thought Levin, his eyes filling with tears of love
and compassion for this man. He would have gone out
and spoken words of comfort to him, but remembering
that he was in his night-shirt, he went back and sat under
the open window again to bathe in the cold air and gaze
at the design of that silent cross that held such meaning
for him, and at the ascending yellow star. When it was
going on for seven o'clock the floor-polishers began their
work, church-bells began ringing, and Levin began to feel
the cold. He shut the window, washed, dressed, and went
outdoors.

15

The streets were still empty. Levin went to the Scher-
batsky house. The entrance doors were closed and the
whole house seemed asleep. He went back to the hotel,
entered his room and ordered coffee. The day footman,
not Egor, brought it to him, Levin wanted to talk to the
man but a service bell summoned him and he went out.
Levin tried to drink the coffee and take a bite of the bun,
but his mouth refused to accept food. He spit it out, put
on his coat and went out again. It was after nine when he
came for the second time to the Scherbatsky house. Its
occupants seemed to be getting up, the cook came out to
go shopping. Levin had to live through another two
hours. .

All that night and morning Levin was completely uncon-
scious of himself and felt completely detached from the
material world. He had eaten nothing all day, had not
slept for two nights and had spent several hours undressed
in the cold, yet not only did he feel more healthy and
vigorous than ever before but he enjoyed the sense ©
being wholely independent of his body. He moved without
straining his muscles and was under the impression there
was nothing he could not do. He did not doubt but that,
were it necessary, he could fly up into the air or move 3
house. He spent the remaining time walking the streets,
continually glancing at his watch and looking about him.
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What he saw that moring he would never see there-
after. He was especially touched by the sight of children
running to school and some grey pigeons that flew off the
roof down to the pavement, and some fresh-baked buns
sprinkled with flour that an unseen hand thrust out on a
window-sill to cool. These buns, these pigeons, and these
schoolchildren were not of this world. Everything hap-
pened simultaneously, at one and the same instant: one
of the schoolboys ran over to a pigeon and looked back
to smile at Levin, the pigeon fluttered its wings and flew
up into the air, gleaming in the sun among sparkling
snow-dust, and from the window out of which the buns
were thrust poured the delectable aroma of freshly baked
bread. All of this taken together was so extraordinarily
good that Levin wanted to laugh and cry with joy. He
took the long way round, through Gazetny Lane and Kis-
lovka, and even so found himself back at the hotel all too
soon. He sat down with his watch in front of him to wait
until twelve o’clock. In the adjoining room they were
talking about machines and a fraud of some sort and cough-
ing their moming coughs. It meant nothing to them that
the hands of the clock were approaching twelve. The
hands reached twelve. Levin went out. The cabbies obvi-
ously knew cverything. They surrounded him with happy
faces, quarrelling with one another for the privilege of
driving him. He chose one, trying not to offend the others,
assuring each that he would ride with him another time
and asking the chosen one to take him to the Scher-
batskys’, The driver looked splendid with the white collar
of his blouse encircling his thick red neck above his sheep-
skin. His was a high graceful sleigh, more beautiful than
any Levin would ever ride in again, and the horse, too,
was beautiful and did its best to run but somehow scemed
not to move at all, The driver knew the Scherbatskys’ house
and when he drew up in front of the entrance he rounded
out his arms in a way showing particular deference for his
Bassengcr as he'called out “Whoa-a-al” The Scherbatskys
all porter knew everything, too. This was evident from
his smiling eyes and the way he said: )
“It's a long time since we last saw you, Konstantin
Dmitrich!”
Not only did he know everything but he scemed to be



484 LEV TOLSTOY

overjoyed and to find difficulty in containing his joy. In-
dccd], a look into the kindl eyes of the old man gave
Levin a decper understanding “of his own happiness.

“Family up?”

“Yes indeed, sir,” adding with a smile whcr‘x he sa\;
that Levin intended taking his hat with him, “you ha
better leave it here.”

That was a meaningful detail.

“Whom shall I tell you've come?” asked the footman.

The footman, though young and of the new type, 2
dandy, was kind and good-natured and, like everyone
else, knew everything. . "

“The princess ... the prince ... the young princess..
said Levin. A 3 h

The first person he saw was Mademoiselle Linon. She
was passing through the drawing-room with shining f“;
and shining ringlets. Scarcely had he exchanged 2 w;rr
with her when a rustle of skirts was heard on the !_Jtuc
side of the door and Levin no longer saw'Mad:mcllsc f
Linon, so engulfed was he by the dread joy of }us_ag_
proaching happiness. Mademoiselle Linon left him humehc
ly and went out through another door. As soon as sar-
was gone quick little steps came pattering over the p: o
quet floor and his happiness, his life, he hxmsclf—sol;'or
thing better than himself, that which he l_md souglftkl
and yearned for all this time—came quickly, qulchi}:"
towards him. Not walking—no, she was swept towards
by some invisible force. . ed

He saw nothing but her clear, candid eyes, f"gl,m":m
by that same overpowering joy of love that filled hl;l9nd_
heart. The shine of her eyes came closer and closer, cl] <
ing him with love’s radiance. She came to a halt so ?1'5
that she touched him. Her arms rose and settled on bi
shoulders. him

She had done all that she could do: she had run to hi
and given herself to him, shyly and joyfully. He cm!’"‘“}fis
l]:ier and pressed his lips to the mouth that was seeking

SS.

She, too, had not slept all night and had waited for
him all morning. Her mother and father had gladly gl"‘d
their consent and were happy in her happiness. She ha

been waiting for him. She wanted to be the first to see him
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and tell him of his happiness and hers. She had made
herself ready to meet him alone and rejoiced in the anti-
cipation of it and was shy and ashamefi and did not
know how she would behave. She heard his steps and his
voice and had waited at the door until Mademmsellq Linon
should go. Mademoiselle Linon went. Without thinking,
without asking herself how and when, she ran to him and
did what she did.

“Come to mamma,” she said, taking his hand. For a
long time he was unable to utter a word, not so much
because he feared that words would desecrate the loftiness
of his feelings as because every time he tried to say some-
thing tears of happiness choked the words. He took her
hand and Kissed it. o

“Can it really be true?"” he said at last huskily. “I cannot
believe that you love me.”

The humbleness with which he looked at her made her
smile, o

*“I do,” she said slowly and with deep meaning. “I am
so happy!” i into th

Without letting go of his hand she led him into t}t:
drawing-room. When the princess saw them h:r_ IJrcatd
came in quick gasps and she instantly bcgqn crying an
then laughing and rushed over to them with an em.arg‘)i'
Levin had not suspected she possessed, and she seize
Levin’s head in her hands an kissed him and wet his
cheeks with her tears.

“So all is settled! T am glad. Love her. I am glad. Oh,
Kittyl” 5

"Eidn’t take you long!” said the old prince, trying to
be nonchalant, but Levin observed that his eyes were
moist. “I have wanted this for a long time—-I have always
wanted it,” he said, taking Levin’s hand and drawing him
towards him. “Even that time when this little flibbertigib-
bet took it into her head—"" .

“Papal” cried Kitty, covering his mouth with her
hand.

“Oh, very well,” he said, “I am glad, very, very glad...
Bah! what a nincompoop I am!”

He vpl?t ;;1:; na.rmspro\?nd Kitfty}; kissed l-:::; l?::ic' hands,
face again, and made the sign of the CTOSS OVe -

Ongsecing how tendcrl§ Kitty kissed his plump hand

s
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again and again, Levin felt an uprush of feeling for him,
this old prince who used to be just an acquaintance
before.

16

The princess sat in an armchair smiling but not spfaklng-
The prince sat down beside her. Kitty stood beside her
father’s chair still holding his hand. Nobody spoke.

The princess was the first to name things, to us!
that converted their thoughts and feelings into practic
problems. At first all of them found this strange and pain-
ful

e words

“When is it to take place? We must have the benediction
and announcement. When will the wedding be? What do
you think, Alexander?” ) e

“He’s the onc to say,” said the old prince, pointing t
Levin. “He’s the hero.” X

“When?” said Levin, blushing. “Tomorrow. If you ";C
my opinion I say: today the benediction, tomorrow t
wedding.” "

“Come, mon cher, you are talking nonsensel

“Well then, in a week’s time.”

“The man’s mad!” . his

“Just think!” said the mother, smﬂins happily at
precipitation. “What about the trousseau?’ .

Is there to be a trousseau and all that? thought L;\:II
in horror. But surely a trousseau and benediction an "
that—surely none of these things can spoil my hﬂPP’”;Z;
Nothing can spoil it! He glanced at Kitty and saw lSo
the idea of a trousseau did nat trouble her in the least:
it must be necessary, he thought.

“I don’t understand these things, I only expressed MY
wish,” he murmured apologetically. the

“Then we shall make the decisions. We can have 100
benediction and announcement at once. That is cleas.

The princess moved towards her husband, kissed him
and was about to lcave, but he held her, put his arm
round her and kissed her, again and again, smiling hkcb“
young lover. The old people scemed to be confused, 10 ©
not quite sure whether it was they who were enjoying
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young love all over again or their daughter. When the prince
and princess went out Levin went to hisbetrothed and took
her hand. He had himself under control now; he could
speak now, and there was much he wanted to tell her. But
he did not say what he wanted to say.

“I knew it would be like this. I never allowed myself to
hope, but deep in my heart I was always sure of it,” he
said. “I believe it was toreordained.”

“I too,” she said. “Even then...” She paused a2 moment,
then went on, deliberately turning her candid eyes directly
upon him. “Even then when I repulsed my happiness.
You are the only one I have ever loved, but for a time I
was infatuated. I must confess that... Oh, can you ever
forget it?”

“Perhaps it was all for the best. You have much to for-
give me. I, too, must confess....”

is was one of the things he had resolved to tell her.
He had resolved to tell her two things at the very begin-
ning: that he was not chaste as she was, and that he was
not a believer. It was hard for him, but he felt it incam-
bent upon him to tell her both of these things.

“No, not now. Later,” he said.

“Just as you wish, but be sure to tell me. I am not
afraid of anything. I must know everything. Now it is
settled.”

He completed the thought:

“It is settled that you will take me just as I am, nothing
will make you reject me now, is that it?”

“Yes, oh yes!” 3

They were interrupted by Mademoiselle Linon, who
came in with an affected but tender smile to congratulate
her favourite pupil. Before she had gone out the servants
came with their congratulations. Then came relatives, and
Levin found himself plunged into a chaos of blissful activ-

ities from which he cmerged only on the day after the
wedding. Levin constantly felt awkward and vwncomfort-
able, but his happiness only grew in intensity. A great
many things of which he knew nothing were demanded of
him, but he did whatever he was told, and the doing of it
gave him pleasurc. He had thought that his engagement
would nmﬁ:\ikcoxdinm’y gag! that the formalities
attending ordinary engagements would run counter to his
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cem of hers if the state of his soul was called lack of
faith. His other confession caused her bitter tears,

_Not without an inner struggle did Levin give her his
diaries. He knew that there ought not to be, indeed could
not be, any secrets between him and her, and for that
reason he wanted her to read them; but he had not
reckoned with the impact it would make upon her, he had
not put himself in her place. It was only when he went to
the Scherbatskys before the theatre that evening and, on
entering her room, found her dear face wet with tears
expressing the inconsolable sorrow he had inflicted upon
her, that he comprehended the terrible gulf separating his
own shameful past from her dove-like purity. He was ap-
palled by what he had done.

"'I:ake these horrible books away! Herel” she said,
pushing them across the table towards him. “Why did you
give them to me? But no, it is better 50,” she added, moved
by the despair in his face. “Even so, it is awful, awful!”
. He dropped his head and said nothing. There was noth-
ing to say,

::Can you forgive me?” he whispered.

L have forgiven you, but it is awfull”

His happiness, however, was so great that even this
could not spoil it; it only conferred upon it a new shade
of meaning, She forgave him, and from that moment he
Was even more convinced of his unworthiness to be her
husband, he bowed even lower before her moral ascen-
dancy and he appreciated his undeserved happiness even
more than before.

17

As Karenin rode back to his solitary room in the hotel
he kept going over in his mind the conversations he had
taken part in during and after dinner. Dolly’s words about
forgiveness only vexed him. Whether the Christian precept
ought to be applied to his case or not was too serious a
question to be treated lightly, and it was, moreover, a
Question Karenin had long since decided in the negative.
Of all that had been said, the words spoken by foolish
good-natured Turovtsin had sunk deepest into his mind:

e

.
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Challenged the man and sho him! Good for him! h,;;xs
clear that cveryone sympathized with this point of view
they were too tactful to say so. it in thinking of
But the matter is settled, there is no point in thinki g‘
it any more, he said to himself. By the time he f‘; but
his room he had driven all thoughts out of his min ost.
those pertaining to his coming journey and its p,;:rphzd
When he asked for his manservant, the porter, w oout‘
seen him to his room, said he had only just'gﬂ'l‘;u 2
arenin ordered tea, sat down at the table, picke of};!is
traveller’s guide-book and began studying the route
Journey. into the
“Two telegrams,” said his servant as he came 1{? fora
room. “Forgive me, Your Excellency, I only Ic
moment.” irst
Karenin took the telegrams and unsealed them. Thsct?{';_
one announced the appointment of Stremov to ::ip‘:m the
renin himself had hoped to be given. He threw dov the
telegram and, reddening, got up and began pacing by
floor. “Quos pulr perdere d, tat,” he said, He was
quos the persons responsible for the appointment. as he
1ot so much piqued by having been passed Ovetrand,'ng
Was surprised and perplexed by their not unders o han
that no one was less capable of fulfilling the Polsd they
that clown, that phrase-monger, Stremov. How coul rese
fail Lo see that they had ruined themselves and their p
tige by making such an appointment? . s
Somethinggelse of thepsrz)xm: sort, he thought b"'tcr\lz;(:;.
he unfolded the second telegram. It was.from hlsAth
The first thing that struck hjs eye was her signature, me.
in blue pencil. “I am dying. I beg, I implore you to coi]cd
T will die easier with your forgiveness,” he read. He smﬁrs'
contemptuous]y and tossed the paper away. In tha_t was
minute there was no doubt in his mind but that this
aruse, asly trick. She
. There is no deceit to which she would not stoop- nt.
Is going to have a child, Perhaps this is her confincmf.“:
But what can be her pumose? To make the child ]:y‘
fnate, to compromise me and prevent my getting a dlvgffk'
he thought, By what does she say?—*1 am dying. 'S
read the telegram a second time. Suddenly he was strucs
by the direct mieaning of the words. And what if it is truc:
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he asked himself. What if the agony and closeness of death
have made her really repent and I, thinking it a trick,
refuse to go to her? A cruel thing and one for which others
will blame me; and foolish besides.

“Pyotr, call a cab. I am going to Petersburg,” he said
to his servant.

Karenin decided to go to St. Petersburg and see his
wife. 1f her illness turned out to be fraudulent he would say
nothing and go away. If she were really ill, fatally ili, and
wanted to see him before she died, he would forgive her
if he did not arrive too late, and he would give her proper
burial if he were too late.

Throughout the journey he thought no more of what he
would da.

In the early haze of a Petersburg morning Karenin rode
along the empty Nevsky Prospekt, tired and fecling un-
cdean from the night spent in a railway carriage, gazing
directly ahead, forbidding himself thoughts of what
awaited him. He dared not think of it because whenever
he did he was haunted by the realization that her death
would resolve all the difficulties of his position. T}.)e bak-
ers’ boys, the closed shops, the yard porters sweeping the
pavements—all these things flashed past and he watched
them in the effort to stifle thoughts of what awaited
him and of what he dared not desire but actually did
desire. He rode up to the entrance. A cab and a carriage
with a sleeping coachman on the box were standing

there. As he made for the door Karenin drew his d'emsm.n
out of a far corner of his mind, as it were, and fitted it
in place: If it is a trick—calm contempt and a Q“‘C!"
de.panure; if it is true—careful observance of the propri-
eties.

The porter Kapitonich opened to him before he hadva
chance to ring. He presented an unwonted appearance in
house slippers and an old coat without a tie.

“How is your mistress?” . .

“The baby was born yesterday, praise the Lord.

Karenin stopped and grew pale. Only now did he ap-
preciate how much he desired her death.

“And how is she?” . s

oint Kornei came running down the stairs in,,

30 T O T T e it e o
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“Very poorly, sir,” he replied. “Yesterday the doctors
held a consultation and a doctor is with her now. et
“Bring my luggage,” said Karenin as, with the r he
of knowing there was still a chance of her dying
entered the hall. Karenia
A military overcoat was hanging on the rack.
noticed it and asked:
“Who is here?” Ky, sir”
“The doctor, the midwife, and Count Vronsky,
Karenin went into the inner rooms. und of
He found no one in the drawing-room. At the s0 Came
his steps the midwife in a cap with lavender ribbons
out of his wife’s boudoir. Tiarity pe*

She approached Karenin and, with the fam! o led
mitted by the proximity of death, took his arm &
him in the direction of the bedroom. o for you”
“Thank God you've come! She keeps asking for ¥
she said.  voice from
“Give me the ice! Quick!” came the doctor’s VOIC!
the sick room. iting:

Karenin went into his wife'’s boudogr. Beside her}:‘;?r his
table he found Vronsky sitting sidewise on a low ¢ a him
face in his hands, weeping. The doctor’s voice Cjushc saw
to drop his hands and spring to his legs; instantly, i
Karenin. He was so put out that he sank down o: ers as i
again with his head drawn between his shou]_crsCI f to-
he wished to become invisible. But he pulled hims
gether, stood up and said: . |

“She is innpg- The doctor has said there is no hf::to
am entirely at your mercy, but I pray you to allow ™",
remain here ... however, it shall be as you wish -

Vronsky’s tears agitated Karenin as the sig
another’s suffering always agitated him. He t thou
face away and went quickly to the bedroom dool".“;lin '
hearing Vronsky out. Anna’s voice came from wit tion-
was a bright, cheerful voice with very precise mm““] ing
Karenin entered and went over to her bed. She was 'Y ¢
with her face towards him. Her checks were burnmg-um
eyes brilliant, her small white hands, framed by the CShC
of her gown, were tugging at a corner of the blanket- st
appeared 1o be not only well and strong but in the

of spirits. She was speaking quickly, loudly, and with un®
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naturally correct and emaotional articulation.

“Because Alexei—I mean my husband (what a strange
and awful coincidence that they should both be called
Alexed, is it not?)—Alexei would not refuse me. I would
forget and he would forgive.... But why does he not come?
Heis so good—he himself does not know how good he is!
Oh God, oh God! What agony! Water! Quick! Oh, dear, I
mustn’t, it is bad for my baby. Very well. Give her to the
wet-nurse. It is better so. He will come and it will pain
him to sce her. Give her to the wet-nurse.” .

“Anna Arkadievna, he has come. Here he is,” said the
midwife, trying to draw her attention to Karenin.

“What nonsense!” went on Anna, not seeing her hus-
band. “GiVe her to me, of course! To me! He hasn’t come
yet. You don’t know him, that’s why you say he will not
forgive me, Nobody appreciates him. I am the only one,
and goodness knows it has been hard enough for me. His
eyes! Oh, if you only knew his eyes!—and Sergei’s eyes
are the same and that’s why I cannot bear to look at them.
Has Sergei been given his dinner? Oh, you will z'xll neglect
him, I know! He wouldn’t neglect him. Sergei must be
moved into the corner room and Mariette must be asked
to sleep with him.” .

Suddenly she broke off, shrank and lifted her hands to
her face in fright as if warding off a blow. She had scen
her husband, N .

“But no,” she said. “I'm not afraid of him, Pm afraid
of death! Alexei, come here. I must hurry, I have no ltlxmcl,
I've not long to live, the fever will begin again and t ‘"d
shall not understand. 1 understand now, I understan
everything, I see everything!” . e

t{ylookgcf imensgrzufferging came to Karenin’s lined face.
He took her hand and tried to say somct}.ung. but notha
word would come; his lower lip was quivering bllet t:
struggled with his feeling, rarely allowing hu?sc d
look"at her. Whenever he did, he found her eyes 1}):: ho:‘]‘
him with a look of ecstatic tenderness such as he ha
never seen in them before. N N

“Wait, you don’t know yet... \Vaxf: waite. §};}cl slgppa;d
3s if trying to collect her thoughts. “Ah, Ytsb ,: big.u:
“Yes, yes. This is what I wanted to say. D"h taken
tonished—I have not changed. But another person has
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R inloe
possession of me and 1 am afraid of her. Shr:df:lllﬁldlr‘:ot
with that other man and I tried_to hatc you an C"c Now
forget the person I once was. That other is not md‘ring‘
I am myself, all mysclf. I am dying; I know [am ;uyms
ask him. I fecl them already, these weights on néyt it wil
legs ... fingers. Just look at my fingers—so big! Bu forgive
soon be over. 1 only want one thing: forgive mcu.[sc says
me completely! I am a wretched creature, but n a5 e¥el
that that- saint—what was her name?—that she ‘;;nd then
worsc. I will go to Rome, there’s adesert xl'lcrcé “he litde
I won't be in the way, I will only take Serget an
one with me.... No, you cannot forgive me, o awdys
such a thing cannot be forgiven. Ah, go “‘Va¥l’ gclung to
you are too good.” With one burning hand she
him, with the other she pushed him away. ¢ that he

Karenin’s agitation increased to such an Cé‘":cd upon
gave up the struggle with it; suddenly it :m;]ady was,
him that what he had considercd a spiritual m: ing him
on the contrary, a blissful state of the soul br‘;’tgdi pot
happiness such as he had never known before. d tried 10
occur to him that the Christian precepts he had #000
follow all his life bade him love and forgive hl; fe rgiving
but his soul was filled with the joy ofl?"l"g. an :on the
his enemies. He knelt beside the gcgl‘jrlh his hea
crook of her burning arm and sobbed like er-
his head with its th%nning hair in her hands and fffgvc?] -
self towards him and raised her eyes with a look ©
lenging pride: 1

‘%e%%) Oh, I knew he was like this! And now fa}::;,vrga
farewell to alll.. They’re back again; why don’t ¥
away?.. Oh, do take off these furs!” . ck

The doctor gently loosened her hands and laid he‘:lg:rs.
on the pillow, pulling the covers up over hcr.sl}o eyes:
She lay submissively, gazing into space with shlnmgas for-

“Remember onc thing: the only thing I wanted W he
giveness, nothing else.. Why doesn’t he come door.
said, turning to Vronsky, who was standing at the
“Come here, come here! Give him you hand.” ;o hefs

Vronsky came to the foot of the bed and on se€ing
covered his face with his hands again. 5 int!"’

“Take your hands away and look at him. He sa s:un;,‘id
she said. “Take your hands away, I tell you,” she s
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impaﬁenlly; then, 10 her husband: “Alexei, take his hands
away. I want to see his face,” X

Karenin dreyy Vronsky’s hands away from his face,
which was horribly distorted by shame and suffering.

“Now give him your hand. Forgive him,” 5

enin gave him his hand, making no effort to restrain

the tears that streamed from his eyes.

“_Thank God, thank God!” she'said. “Now I am ready.
[ will just stretch my legs a little ... like this ... ah, that’s
nice. In what bad taste those flowers arel Not like violets
n the least!” ghe said, looking at the wall-paper. “Oh,

od, oh, God! When i it stop? Morphine! Doctor! Give
me morphinel Oh, my God! My God!”

And she began tossing on the bed.

The doctor—yy the doctors— said it was puerperal fever
With only one chapce in a hundred of recovery. All day
long she'hagd 5 high temperature and was eithes delirious
OF Unconscioys, By midnight she was in a coma and her
pulse coulq hardly be felt.

The end was €xpected any moment. i
Vionsky went home, but he came back in the morning
and Karenin, wheo happened to meet him in the hall, said:

. You had better stay. She may ask for you,’ and he
himgelf jeq Vronsky to her boudoir, In the morning Sh[‘]:
Was again in 5 state of excitement, talking quickly -'lg
dl§c°"ncC‘ed1Y, and again it ended in unconsciousness. Tl i
third day vy Tepetition of the same thing and the dOCi}‘l’c
S2d there yyg hope, On that day Karenin went lm‘:’ lsat
Toom where Vronsky was sitting, closed the door an

0N opposite him., e

“Alexej Alexandrovich,” said Vronsky, aware ;hz;k'-’hl
Moment haq come for explanations, “I cannot fc?r yout,
cannot think Take pity on me! Hard as it 1s i

elieve me when Isay it is much harder for mc,;in took his
€ made an attempt to get up, but Karel
hﬂx‘lld and said; . ¢ spea
8 you to listen to me, I mus :
Explain %"yyou my feclings, those whnc:l:!;!‘:7
and wilj guide me in future. I want u:fknuw,
€eption in Your mind as to me. As yo

u. I must
ided me before
, be no miscon-
I decided ot
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a divorce and had even begun proceedings. I shall not
conceal from you that I hesitated to do this, I was tom by
doul:gts; and I also confess that I was spurred on by 2
longing to take revenge on you and on her. When ! g.o}
her telegram and came here, my heart was unChang‘d'd
will say more: I wanted her to die. But..” he paustt,
considering whether he ought to reveal his feelings or not
‘But I saw her and forgave her. And the joy of forgiventss
showed me what I ought to do. I have forgiven C"mpmd};
I wish to turn the other cheek, I wish to give my, C]i ¢
when my coat has been taken and my one prayer is th
God may not deprive me of this joy of forgiveness. ’I:c;!:
welled in his eyes and Vronsky was struck by the brlSd o
ness and the serenity of his gaze. “That is how I stan o
he went on. “You may trample me in the dust, make me
laughing-stock for all to behold, but I shall not desert e
and not a word of rebuke will you ever hear from lg‘l
My duty has been made clear: I must be with her an
will be with her. If she wishes to sce you, I will let yo!
kn?’w, but now I believe it would be better for you
go. : o hi
He stood up, his words cut off by the sobs racking hl;
body. Vronsky got up too and looked at him, “f‘“,bkt.
square his shoulders, unable to stand erect. Karenin's c'n
Ings were incomprehensible to him, yet he rccog’.“z:d-:
them something lofty, somcthing inaccessible to him Wi
his outlook.

18
After his conversation with Karenin, Vronsky went out
of the house and stopped on the front steps, making 37
effort to remember where he was and where he must Sot"
He felt ashamed, humiliated, guilty, and with no means ©
washing away his humiliation. He felt he had been rudely
{]oltcd out of the rut he had followed so proudly and light-
cartedly till then. Al the rules and habits of his life that
had seemed so dependable suddenly turncd out to be ’;
:.lnd unsuitable. The deccived husband, whom he ha
ways regarded as a pitiable figure accidentally and rather
comically standing in the way of his happiness, had sud-
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denly been Summoned by Anna herself and elevated to
1 awe-inspiring height, and at such 5 height this husband
aPpeared neither bad nor false nor ridiculous, but good
and simple apq great. Vronsky could not help feeling this.
Unexpectedly their roles were reversed, Vronsky was
ware o Karenin’s loftiness and his own baseness, of
AMCNIN’S righ tness and hi i
n "

w.
cut when as lhcdabsurd aj

nd shameful figure he had
in had drawn

his hands away from his
he stood on the steps of
» 1ot knowing where to turn.

a cab, sirp» asked the porter.

s Yes. A cab,» or
thr} he reacheq home Vronsky, who had not slc'p}tm“t
three Mights, threw himself face-down on a sofa.wnkad.
“ndrcSSmg’ his head op his arm. His head was like Jead
Str:mgc dreams, emories and thoughts ChaSCddlh(i:\r/!il;ncsL

rough mind with extraordinary speed an :’uin g out
Now e Saw himgelf spilling medicine he washyomidwifﬂ's
Wi SPoon for the patient, now he sawé, renin made
Wwhite hands, now tho grotesque picture Kar
To 80N the floar bestie (e e

alm
- jth the € to
2. 3eehl To Forget he said to hl{nsqlf;;“and wants ¢
Dhviction of 5 healthy man that if he is ti ha, at that SS0c
b he wi 80 to sleep. And true enous an o fousness
o<t his mind became hazy and he ns

a
an
ves of unCr e om
Mo f""gcu'ulm:ss.Jus: when the w‘.?:fsul jerk a5 .

closing over his head a po

-
s
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electric shock sent his body bouncing on zhe.SPHlllSs ;:n?
made him leap to his knees in fright, propping Ml o
up on his arms. His eyes were wide open, as } .ch“d
never closed them. Gone was the heaviness of his
and the languor of his limbs. i
“You mgy trample me in the dust,” he heard K;:;mn
saying, and he saw him sitting in front of h‘m’lz:,oking
saw Anna with burning cheeks and brilliant eyes King,
not at him but at Karenin, and he saw himself Io_o lugvc
he supposed, so foolish and absurd when K”enmiﬁ and
his hands away from his face. He lay down 3g?
stretched his legs and closed his eyes. 3 ith
To sleep! T% sleep! he repeated to himself. B‘;;‘t\g;l
his eyes closed he saw Anna’s face as it had been
memorable night before the races. . blot it
That is gone never to return, and she wishes t?{gw are
out of her memory. But I cannot live without 1t.h " ked
we to be reconciled, how are we to be reconc ed? gs ovel
himself out loud, unconsciously repeating the worhc mul-
and over. The reiteration of the words belq o“}:' ming.
ttude of images and recollections crowding into lsc more
But not for long did it curb his imagination. Onc nents
and with extraordinary swiftness his happiest m:i) along
with Anna appeared to him, one after another, an hands
with them—his recent humiliation. “Take your ' 4
away,” came Anna’s voice. He took his hands a\l:,?yfacc.
was conscious of the foolish and shamed look on tllsloug
He went on lying there trying to fall asleep C"‘."h et
he knew there ‘was no chance of his doing s0; 2s5ing
whispering to himself chance words relating to pc: of
thoughts hoping in this way to prevent the Cm"gcn,.ords
new visions in his mind. He listened—and_hear! "t ap-
being repeated in a strange, mad whisper: “I couléﬂw 3
preciate it, couldn’t enjoy it; couldn't apprecid
couldn’t enjoy it.” . ite
What's this? Am I going mad? he asked himself, 8800
possible, he answered.” What makes people go mad? d 1o
makes them shoot themselves? He opened his eyes an m-
his surprisc saw beside him a cushion that had bect clh:
broidered by Varya, his brother’s wife. He ﬁnSﬂ‘_dd 0
tasscls of the cushion and tricd to recall Varya, tric 4
recall the Last time he had scen her. But his mind refuse
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10 be distracteq, | must sleep! he said, pulling the cushion
towards hiny oy, Pressing his head into it, but it was all
he could go 1o keep his eyes shut, He SPrang up and sat
o8 the edge of 1o sofa. That is a]] over, he said to himself.
X of what T am 1q do now. What is lef? His
gl:ughls quickly revieweq his life apart from his love for

na.

Ambition? S

. Serpukhoysky Society? The court? On none
of these things could pe Fentre his attention, All of them
had haq eaning before, 10w they had none, He got up,
ook off by €93t, unbuckled his belt, bared his hairy chest
soT 10 bregihe €gan pacing the floor.

1S is how i

of intenge concentratiqn on his
S he said 1o himself, as if 5 logical, pro-
a5d and Iucig o f thought had brought him to an
Mdubitaple Conclusion, A5, matter of fact this of course,
which h et
is oo
that

B, 1D convincing, g merely the result of
TePeating the circle of memories and -unaggnm}%:
e d passeq through his mind at least ten times in (to
- our, T same TeMembrances of 5 happiness }os]t s-
™ forever, g, same contemplation, of the g
s O eve g life could now offer him, the ond
oreness of umiliation—a][ these imaginings
Cmﬂ;mns N exactly the same sequence. in set out
Won (TG he repeated As his thoughts. o ginings, he
Pon th, Viclous ¢irle of memories and he 12t side of
.m;t ¢ Muzele of g0 revolver against th"}ﬂhand oo
Vulgi st any pulled the trigger by shutting hls;hc PO,
but 3 ke malin ° rigger | ot o i down, He
tlutc: bloy n the C%lcst almost knockedcd the rcvaa"k'
ed at the edge of the desk, dropp he floon ) ihe
fecled Ped 1o a sitting position o secogn askel;
g o eringly b him. He did rastc papEr s il
the e curveq legs of the desk, the v:— level cing ™7
© Ygerskin Tug seen from the e dre
Steps “of 5 Servant creaking across
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brought him to his senses. By an effort of will he under-
stood that he was on the floor and, seeing blood on ﬂ‘[’
tiger-skin and on his own hand, that he had shot himsdf.

“A miss. How stupid!” he murmured as he felt for the
revolver. The revolver was close to his side but he SUPP"“‘
it was further away. In his attempt to find it he chn
over, lost his balance and collapsed, bleeding profuscy:

The elegant servant with side-whiskers, who on vario™s
occasions had complained of having weak nerves, Wis 81
frightened by the sight of his master lying on the ﬂ:lo
that he left him there bleeding while heran off to stk h pc‘
An hour later his brother’s wife Varya arrived with d}r:
doctors, for whom she had dispatched couriers In :\U)('
direction and who all arrived at the same ti"]C- She Pua
the wounded man to bed and remained at his house
take care of him.

19
When Karenin was preparing himself for the engouﬂ‘l}“:

with. his wife, he made the error of not conSi(_ifnngihxs
contingency of his wife’s repentance being genuint, © o

forgiving her and of her recovering; the full unPC‘"mr
this error was brought home to him some two monthsalte!
his return from Moscow. The error had occurred 1ot 0 s‘)a
because he failed to consider such a contingency, did
because until the confrontation with his dying wif¢ hctht
not know his own heart. At his wife’s bedside he for u-
first time in his life gave himself up to the softening 1 in,

ence of compassion which the sight of another’s 5“.“";‘5
had always produced in him and which he had h-xlh‘(or
looked upon as a shameful weakness. His compassio? d
her and his remorse for having desircd her deats ::n
above all the joy he experienced in forgiving her, mitigs }‘,c
his own suffering and brought him an mncrcr""“lh

had never known before. He suddent recognized that t .
causc of his suffering was likewise ch causc of his sp":"
tual exaltation, and that a problem which had appearS

insoluble when he hated and passed judgement an made
recnminations, became clear and simple as soon as he w3t
filled with love and forgiveness.
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three o'clock in the afternoon. On entering the hall h:];a‘["
a handsome footman in braided livery and a shoulcd
cape of bear-skin holding woman’s white fur cloak.

“Who is here?” he asked. <1 what
“Princess Tverskaya,” replied the footman, with w
Karenin fancied was a smile. . <ed that

Throughout this painful period Karenin x}otlt;ic cep-
all his society friends, especially the women, evincc ;xt all
tional interest in him and his wife. He obscrved ¢ amc—
these friends took a scarcely concealed df?hgh‘ n 5"“,5
thing, the same delight he had detected in the lawy s
eyes and now in the footman’s. They seemed as hap%im
if they were attending a wedding. Whenever they me Xe
they could hardly contain the joy with which they as
about her health. . . Betsy

Karenin was displeased by this visit from Princess -
both because of the memories associated with h?oncc
because he generally disliked her, and so he went & kneel-
to the children. In the first nursery he found Sergel X050
ing on a chair with his chest on the table, dl‘nWI:g had
chattering away gaily. The English governess W '?lncssx
taken the place o% the French one during Anﬂss lot up
was sitting and knitting beside Sergei; she hast nge\,c
when Karenin entered, curtseyed and gave Sergets
alittle tug. N . the

Karenin ran his hand over his son’s hair, r‘:phcddwvhat
governess’ inquiry as to his wife’s health, and asked ¥
the doctor had said about the baby. . i

“He said there was no danger and prescnl_)cd b_ad"’ sir

“But she is still in pain,” said Karenin, listening t©
child’s screams coming from the other room. ed

“It’s my opinion that the wet-nursc ought to be change®
sir,” said the English woman firmly. 3

“Why do you think so?" asked Karenin,
way to the infant.

“That’s how it was with Countess Paul, sir.
the baby for something else and it was just th
hungry; the wet-nurse had no milk, sir.” 3 into

Alter considering the matter a little, Karenin went 10
the other nursery, The child lay in the wet-nurse’s arms
with its head thrown back, screaming, squirming, rcfusmg

take the buxom breast offered it or to be placate

halting on his

They treated
at it was
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despite (e frenzieq clucking of both nurse and wet-nurse,

Nobetey asked Karen; .

“Very uneasy, sir, » Whispereq the nurse,

“Miss Edvard, s3ys the Wet-nurse mg
he szig

“So1 think Mmyself, Alege; Alexan,
“They Why havenyy You sajd gopn
ton® Was [ o say it top Anna Arkadjevy, is still 5o
ek, the Mrse saiq disappmVingl .

The A Sefvant in house, 1 her plain
Wouds Kape, Seemed 1 catg] Usion tg g o P
e bahy CTeameq o,

Y have no milk,”

drovich,”
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three o'clock in the afternoon. On entering the hall he saw
a handsome footman in braided livery and a shoulder-
cape of bear-skin holding woman’s white fur cloak.

“Who is here?” he asked. .

“Princess Tverskaya,” replied the footman, with what
Karenin fancied was a smile. i N

Throughout this painful period Karenin ponccd that
all his society friends, especially the women, evinced echPi
tional interest in him and his wife. He ubsz.:rvcd_ that all
these friends took a scarcely concealed delight in some
thing, the same delight he had detected in the lawyers
eyes and now in the footman’s. They seemed as happy 35
if they were attending a wedding. Whenever they met }l:“:;‘
they could hardly contain the joy with which they asket
about her health. .

Karenin was displeased by this visit from Princess Betsy
both because of the memories associated with her ane
because he generally disliked her, and so he went at oncl'
to the children. In the first nursery he found Sergel knee
ing on a chair with his chest on the table, drawing ":
chattering away gaily. The English governess "Nhi’l ”
taken the place of the French one during Anna's? n‘u 4
was sitting and knitting beside Sergei; she hastllx gs‘it vlt)t
when Karenin entered, curtseyed and gave Sergei’s si¢€
alittle tug. .

Karenin ran his hand over his son’s hair,
governess’ inquiry as to his wife’s health, and asked W
the doctor had said about the baby. . -

“He said there was no danger and prescribed baths, su.c

“But she is still in pain,” said Karenin, listening t0
child’s screams coming from the other room. ed

“It’s my opinion that the wet-nurse ought to be changed,
sir,” said the English woman firmly. R his

“Why do you think so?” asked Karenin, halting of
way to the infant. ) od

“That’s how it was with Countess Paul, sir. They treat s
the baby for something else and it was just that it wa
hungry; the wet-nurse had no milk, sir.”

After considering the matter a little, K:
the other nursery. The child lay in the wet-

_ with its head thrown back, screaming, squirming,
‘0 take the buxom breast offered it or to be pl

replied to li]};‘t:

arenin went int®
nurse’s arms
refusing
acated
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despite the frenzied clucking of both nurse and wet-nurse.
“No better?”” asked Karenin,
“Very uneasy, sir,” whispered the nurse. -
i “Miss Edwards sdys the wet-nurse may have no milk,
e said.
“S0 I think myself, Alexei Alexandrovich.”
“Then why haven’t you said so?”’ .
. “Who was [ to say it to? Anna Arkadievna is still so
sick,” the nurse said disapprovingly. .
© nurse was an old servant in the house. In her plain
words Karenin seemed to catch an allusion to his position.
¢ baby screamed even louder, growing hoarse. With
a dESPairing wave of her hand, the nurse took it away from
the wet-nurse and began walking up and down, rocking it
in her arms, i
“The doctor must examine the wet-nurse,” said Karenin.
Frightened by the prospect of being dismissed, the wet-
purse, dressed in her best and apparently bursting with
health, buttoned in her huge breast and muttered some-
thing to herself with a scornful smile for those who could
ilertain doubts of her milkiness. And in this smile, too,
arenin read contempt for his position. .
“Poor baby!» saidp the nursg as she walked with it and
ucked at jt,
b li_al‘cnin sat down and watched her walk up and down,
S tace pained and gloomy,
cnpthe baby \%as soZthcd at last and the nurse, hav-
Mg put it in its crib and adjusted the pillow, went 3"'?3"
3Tenin got up and tip-toed awkwardly over to litl. or
2 minute or two he stood watching it in gloomy s .enccf
Ut suddenly a smile lighted his face, moving the skin of
his forehead'and the haic of his scalp, and the next momen
€ tip-toed out of the room.
When he reached the dining-room he rang and “:;d dt]l:
servant to send for the doctor again. He was vexe bwl:
his wife for showing no concern for such a r:ha.rmmgd'iii }3’,
and in this mood he did not wish to go_to her, nor di o
Wish 1o see Princess Betsy; but his wife might Jvonhc
VY he had failed to come at his usual hour an sc'h ;
forced himself to go to her bedroom. As he ap}}:lroa.cn ca
€ door over the thick carpet he could not help_ earing
onversation he would have preferred not to hear:
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“If it were not for his going away, I could understan
your refusal to see him—and his, too. But your husban®-
ought to be above that,” said Betsy.

“It is not because of my husband; I myself do not war
to see him. Pray do not speak of it again,” came Anna
agitated voice.

“But surcly you cannot refuse to say goodbye to
man who shot himself for your sake and—"

“That is precisely why I do not wish to see him.

Karenin halted, looking frightened and guilty and woul
have stolen away; feeling, however, the lack of dignit
of such behaviour, he announced himself with a littl
cough.

The voices became silent, and he entered the room

Anna was sitting on the sofa in a grey dressing-go
her clipped hair forming a thick black cap on her m\rr’x’j
head. As always happened when she saw her husband
all the vivacity went out of her face. She dropped her heac
and glanced up anxiously at Betsy. Betsy, dressed in th¢
most extravagant fashion, in a small hat perched upon the
top of her head like a shade on a lamp, and dov
coloured gown with diagonal stripes going one way on th
bodice and the other way on the skirt, was sitting next th
Anna on the sofa, her long flat torso held severely erecty
She met Karenin with a derisive smile. B

“Ah,” she said, as if in surprise, “I am delighted to finfy
you at home. You never go anywhere these days, so I havf
not seen you since Anna’s illness. But I have heard ab;
about you~how wonderfully you have taken carc of her
Oh, but you are an exceptional husband!* she said with agj
affectionate and meaning look, as if she were bestowin|
upon him the Order of Magnanimity for his behaviou,
towards his wife. r

Karenin bowed coldly, kissed his wife’s hand and askcduh‘
how she felt. [N
“I believe I am better,” she said, avoiding his cycih
“But your face is flushed; are you sure you have ng,
fever?” he said, stressing the word fever, %
“We've been talking too much,” said Betsy. “I've bee; '
selfish and now I shall go.” ™
She got up but Anna, blushing suddenly, caught he: QH:

. hand.
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“No, nat yet, please stay. I must speak to you—no—to
gou,” she said, turning to Karenin, the blush suffusing her
neck and forehead. “I do not wish—~indeed, I am not able
to hide anything from you,” she said.

' Karenin cracked his knuckles and bowed his head.

“Betsy has told me that Count Vronsky wishes to come
here to say goodbye before he leaves for Tashkent.” She
did not look at her husband and was evidently in a great
hurry to get out what she had to say, however difficult it
'might be. “I have told her I cannot receive him.”
¢ “You said, darling, that it all depended on Alexei Ale-
xandrovich,” Betsy corrected her.

*“‘No, 1 cannot receive him, nothing could possibly
pome—"" She stopped suddenly and turned questioning eyes
o her husband (who was not looking at her). “In short,
i do not wish—’

0 Karenin drew closer and reached for her hand.
s Instinctively she snatched it away from the moist
sfingers laced with swollen veins that reached for hers, but
then she herself, with obvious effort, pressed his hand.
on 1 am very grateful to you for your confidence, but...”
ne said, feeling with confusion and vexation that a decision
gwhich had seemed so clear and simple when he was alone
gowith himself could not be discussed in front of Princess
Betsy, who was for him the incarnation of that rude force
frguiding his mundane life and preventing him from sur-
meendering himself to feelings of love and forgiveness. He
rdzbmke off, looking at Princess Betsy.
it “Well, goodbye, darling,” said Betsy, getting up. She
i kissed Anna and went out. Karenin escorted her.

“Alexei Alexandrovich! I know you are truly generous,”
he said, stopping in the little drawing-room to press his
hand again, this time with particular warmth. “I am an
butsider, of course, but I have such love for her and
esteem for you that I venture to offer a word of advice.
Do let him come. Alexei Vronsky is the very soul of
honour, and he is leaving for Tashkent.”

! “Thank you for your kind feelings and advice, Princess,

but my wife herself is the only one who can decide whom

¢ will or will not receive.”

¢ He pronounced these words with accustomed dignity,

with a 1ift of his eyebrows, and instantly the thought
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crossed his mind that no matter what the words, ther
could be no dignity in his present position. He saw thisin
the restrained, insidious, sardonic smile with which Betsy
glanced at him after he had spoken.

20

Karenin said goodbye to Betsy in the big hall and
returned to his wife. She had been lying down but hurr}td'
ly sat up on hearing his steps. She looked at him in fright
and he could sce she had been crying. "

“I am very grateful to you for your confidence, he
repeated meekly and in Russian what he had said in French
in Betsy’s presence. Anna was always exasperated when he
spoke Russian and addressed her with the intimate pronour
“And very grateful for your decision. I, too, am of th¢
opinion that, inasmuch as he is going away, there is no reasf}
why Count Vronsky should come here. Howcver, if-

“I have already spoken, why go over it?” she broke out
with an impatience she could not control. To herself she
said: No reason for a man to come and say goodbye to £3¢
woman he loves, for whose sake he was willing to “m:
himself and kill himself—a woman who cannot live gvl'-h‘?“
him! No reason! She bit her lips and let her glistenifs
eyes fall on the hands laced with swollen veins, which be
‘was now rubbing together slowly. .

“Let us never speak of this again,” she added in 2
calmer voice.

“I have allowed you to decide this question and 1 3™
very glad—" he began. . .

“_that our wishes coincide,” she finished quxcldy, ey
tated by his slow way of speaking when she knew exactly
what was to come.

“Yes,” he assented. “And I find it quite out of plact f""
Princess Betsy to interfere in private affairs of the mos!
complicated nature. She is particularly—" "

“I don’t belicve any of the gossip spread about her, put
in Anna hastily. “I only know she loves me sinccr:l)"d
Karenin heaved a sigh and said no more. She play¢
nervously with a tassel of her gown and glanced at him
om time to time with that dreadful feeling of physic
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repulsion for which she rebuked herself but which she
could not overcome. She wanted but one thing at the mo-
ment~to be relieved of his wearisome presence.

“f have just sent for the doctor,” he said.

“I am well; why should I have the doctor?”

“Not you, the litile one. She kecps crying and they say
the wet-nurse has not enough milk.”

“Why did you not allow me to nurse her myself when 1
begged you to let me? Ah, but it makes no difference.”
{Karenin caught the significance of this no difference.)
“She is a child and is being starved.” She rang and asked
to have the baby brought to her. “I asked to be allowed

to nurse her myself and was not allowed, and now I am
blamed for it.”

“1 have not blamed you.”

“Yes you have! My God, why did I not die?” and she
burst into tears, “Forgive me, | am nervous, I am unjust,”
she said, pulling herself together. “But do go away.”

No, things cannot go on like this, Karenin said to him-
self as he left his wife’s room.

. Never before had he seen with such clarity the impossi-
bility of his position in the world’s eyes, the loathing his
wife fe_h for him, the all.powerfulness of that rude and.
mysterious force which guided his life in defiance of his

iritual yeamnings, demanding that he obey its will and

hange his attitude towards his wife. He clearly saw that
his wife and society demanded something of him, but what,
exactly, he could not make out. He felt it was this that
gave sise to the anger in his soul, which was destroying his
peace and all the rewards of the feat he had performed.
He believed it would be better for Anna to put an end to
her relations with Vronsky, but if everyone considered such
: ‘hmg mpossible he was even willing te let the relations

¢ revived so long as the children were not disgraced and
not taken away from him and his own position remained
uninjured. Bad as this would be, it was better than a rup-
ture that would place her in a hopeless and shameful posi-
ﬁon and deprive him of everything most dear to him. But

o fe"'_hdl’l'fis- He knew in advance that everyane would

¢ against him and would not allow him to do what now
;t,;mod so natural and good; they would force him to do

at was bad but what was, as they fancied, his duty.

.
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21

Betsy had not yet left the big hall when Oblonsky,
who had just come from Yeliseyev’s shop where they were
selling oysters, met her in the doorway. _—

“Ah, Princess! What a pleasant surprise!” he said.
called on you, by the way.” .

“I can };nly stop 2 minute, I must be off,” said Betsy,
smiling as she'drew on a glove. < vour

“Do not hurry with that glove, allow me to kiss yo
hand first. Now ‘that old customs are being.rcvzvcd, I 3;“
grateful for nothing so much as the revival of ;‘”‘cc
kissing.” He kissed Betsy’s hand. “When shall T s

ou?” .
“You do not deserve to see me,” replied Betsy witha
smile. the
“Indeed I do, and very much so. I have become ¢
most serious of men. It is not only my own flffmfs,I“.rffanagt
lsati;factorily but others’ as well,” he said with a signific
O0OK.

“Oh, but that is splendid!” said Betsy, lmm“i'at:?;
guessing that he referred to Anna. They retired to 2 C9rhty
of the hall. “He is killing her,” said Betsy in a welg
whisper. “It has become impossible, impossible!” bis

“I'am glad you find it so,” said Oblonsky, shakllngm
head with a grave and pained look. “That is why
come to Petersburg.” e not

“The whole town is talking of it,” she said. “It ciu:nnd
go on. She is simply pining away. He does not undcfslm,:
that she is one of those women who cannot take their eso-
lightly. It must be one of two things: either hc.aC!Sh’ 2
lutely and takes her away from here, or he gives hc!
divorce. As it is, she is simply suffocating.” s why

“Yes, yes ... that’s it...” sighed Oblonsky. "Tha“}‘m‘,‘
I have come. That is, there’s another reason to0... I s
been made a Kammerkerr and ... well, I had to .CXP'{M
lx‘ny gratitude. But the main thing is to arrange things

er,”

“Well, God help you," said Betsy.
When he had seen lictsy out and kissed her hand 0:;:
more (the inner wrist at the glove opening where the P! o
cats), and having whispered suggestive compliments i#

AT T —
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her ear that left her not knowing whether to laugh or take
umbrage, Oblonsky went to his sister. He found her in
tears.

“Dreadfully, dreadfully. The morning and the whole of
yesterday and all Ppast and future days,” she said. v
“I fear you have given yourself up to melancholy. ﬁ“
must shake yourself out of it, you must look life in the
face. Tknow how hard it is, but—" ir vices.” sh
“I have heard that women love men for their vices, Sh e
came out with unexpectedly, “Well, I hate him for hls
virtues. I cannot live with him. Try to understand that the
very sight of him affects me physically, simply drives i
mad. Oh, I cannot live with him, I cannot, cannot! Wi ad
am I to do? I was so wretched I thought I had reaqhed
the limits of wretchedness, but I could not have cox;;:elvei .
anything as appalling as the state I am in now. dol‘;vow
it possible for me to hate him so, knowing how 20O, SN
wonderful he js, knowing that I am not worth his t}lx'n
finger? I hate him for his very generosity. There is nothing
left for me byt~
She’ would have said death, but Oblonsky would not
ow her 10 finish, s
“You are 1lxl.l and excited,” he said. “Believe m_“-thV;‘:ﬁ“i rf
:ixly }you exaggerate horribly. There is nothing frig|
this,” im-
Oblonsky smiled. No one else would have alloi\ivc‘év 2:1’1‘:1
self to smile in the presence of such despair (a §md Zss and
have seemed brutal}, but there was so much km‘tnd.id not
Tost feminine tenderness in his smile that it t placat-
offend but rather soothed and comforted. Hxsill]“::nsa felt
ing words ang smile soothed like almond oil.
is v ined.
“Neol:ysst(::(;::" she said. “I am ruined. Worse d‘:::: r:l'xln:h:
M not ruined yet, I cannot say that all lso(t’ over. 1 am
fontrary, { am very much aware that it ’scn: over and the
like a tant string about to snap. It is not y:
em‘i‘ will be horrible.”

i n the string
alm yourself, my dear, and we will loosel
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little by little. There is a way out of cvcrything."
“l have thought and thought, There 15 only on¢

way—"
Again he guessed from her frightened look that the onl);
way out she could sce was death, and again he did no

Jlow her to say it .
“Not at all,” he said, “Listen to m¢, you cannot npp.mﬁg
the situation as I can. Allow me to give my honest OP}‘““’}’I‘;H
Once more he gently released his almond-oil smuc: 13l
begin from the beginning. You married a man cwenty yeas
your elder. You married him without love, without knowing
what love was. That, let us say, was a mista e.”
“A dreadful mistakel” said Anna- had
«But I repeat: it is an accomplished fact: Then you 12
the misfortune, let us say, to fall in love with another !
A misfortune, but also an 'accomplished fact. Your hl:ls f;:‘ﬂ
recognized the fact and has forgiven you.” He paused 2
eve! sentence, expecting her to object,
nothing. “That, then, is how it is. The question/
you go on living with your husband? Do you wis!
living with him? Does he wish it?”
“[ know nothing, nothing.” him.”
“But you yourself have said you cannot endure um.
«f said nothing of the kind. I deny it. T know nothing
understand nothing,”
“QOh, but come—" . head
“You cannot understand, 1 feel that 1 am punging 11
foremost into an abyss and I must not try to save myse
cannot save myself.” . cue
“Have no fear, we will provide 2 soft landing and relsf to
you. I see how it is; I see that you cannot bring yours®
say what you want and what you feel.” er”
There is nothing 1 want—but that it were 3l over.
“He sees this and knows it. Do you suppos¢ that his § o
fering is less than yours? He is in torture and Yo Mculd
torture—what good can come of it? Whereas ivorce WO
untangle it all.” It was not €asy for Oblonsky 10 com¢ 1oof
ks, his main idea, and he did it with a look fu!
meaning bent upon her But
She made no answer, only shook her cmppcd head- ‘
from the flash of former beauty that suddenly tighted hcc
face he saw that she rejected it only because it seemed ¥



AnnaKarening 511

her a happiness unattainable,
“

L am’ fearfully o for both of you! How happy I
should be if | cZuldnta};range it!” said Oblonsky with a
» 1ot a word! If only God gives
putting what I feel into words! I am
£0ing to him,” .
Anna looked a1 him with thoughtful, glistening eyes and
said nothing,

2

With something of the solemn air Oblonsky assumed
when t:\king the chairman’s seat at board_ meeting, he
NOW entered Karenin’s study. Karenin was walklflg up

s clasped behind him, thinking

and down with hig hand PR,
of the very thing Oblonsky had been discussing with his

wife,
“L'am not intruding?” asked Oblonsky, the sight of his
bmthcr-in-la king }

n him an unwonted feeling of
“mbarassment, To cover §
with

lcalt;hcr and chose 5 cigarette,
. “No. Do YOu want something?"
Qously,

Yes, 1 wished .., 1 must ... yes, I must speak to you,”
i Oblonsky €Xperiencing, to his own surprise, an unac-
Customed timidity,

¢ fecling vas 5o strange and unexpected that he was
phiable to fecognize in it the voice oé)conscicncc telling

M 10t to dg the evil thing he was about to do. He put
forth & Steat effort to overcome his timidity. )

" St you have no doubt of my love for my suglclr
and my sincere attachment and esteem for you,” he said,
reddening,

Karenin replied ungra-

Karenin did nog rept but he stopped pacing the floor.
Oblcmky was sh()ck:g y the look en his face of onc who
vesigned himself to being sacrificed. bout my
. 'l intended—thay is, I wished 10 speak to you ab
S9er and your relat)

ons,” said Oblonsky, still fighting
down his timidity,

. these
SN gave a wocful litdde smile, gazed at his brothe
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in-law without speaking, then went to his desk, picked up
aletter he had been writing and held it out to him.

“It is a thing I think of unceasingly. Here, this is what
I have written, assuming that it is better to put it in writ-
ing since my presence irritates her,” he said, giving him
the letter. :

Oblonsky took it, looked with astonished incredulity
into the lustreless eyes fixed upon him, and began reading:

“I sce that you find my presence irksome. Hard asit1s
for me to accept this, I see that it is so and cannot be
changed. I do not blame you and with God as my witness
I declare that at your bedside I earnestly rcso!vcd to forget
all that had taken place between us and begin a new li %
1 do not regret and never will regret what I did; 1 wantc
only one thing—your well-being, the well-being of )’0;;
soul, and now I see I have not secured it. Tell me yours
what will bring you genuine happiness and peace of min "
I surrender myself wholely to your will and your sens
of justice.” his

Oblonsky handed back the letter and looked at hi
brother-indaw with the same incredulity, not knowu:g
what to say. The ensuing silence made both of th:mhik
uncomfortable that Oblonsky’s lips began to twitch »
he waited, his eyes glued to Karenin's face. .

“That, then, is what I wished to say,” said Karenunt
last, turning away.

“Ah ... yes,” said Oblonsky, unablc to speak fo
lump that rosc in his throat. “Yes. I understand your
murmured at last, .

“I wish to know what she wants,” said Karenin: . She

tion.

r the
** he

“1 fear she herself does not appreciate het posi I

cannot judge,” said Oblonsky, recovering hims<
is overwhcdmed—precisely that: overwhelmed b)’b
gencrosity. If she reads lK.ll letter she will not be 3 h
say anything, she will only let her head drop cven lowc! )

*Then what is to be done? How to explain? How 10 w
out her wishes?” d oy
. NI you will ullow me to give my opinion, I would 8
it is up 1o you to point cut whatever measures you 1 e
shuuld be taken 30 3 to put an end to the proent Wt
tion, "

“It follaws you think an end ought to be put el

our
Ic to
-

@
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int:rrupted Karenin, “But how?” he asked, with a helpless
little gesture that ill suited him, “I do not see any possible
way out.”

. “There is a way out of any situation,” said Oblonsky,
Jumping up in a sudden access of vitality, “There was a
Ume when you wished 1o break everything off. If you are
now convinced that you cannot achieve mutual happi-
ness—"

“There are different conceptions of happiness. But let
Us say I agree to everything, that I desire nothing for my-
self. What, then, is the way out of our situation?”

“If you wish to know my opinion—' said Oblonsky with
that soothing almond-oil smile he had used with Anna, a
smile so effective that Karenin, conscious of his own weak-
ness and surrendering to it, was ready to accept whatever
Oblonsky shoylq Propose, “—if you wish to know my
pinion, only one thing is possible,” he said. “There is

Memories associated with it. It seems to me your present
Sltuation requires the forming of a new relationship. And
1S new relationship can be achieved only when both par-
UE‘S‘ Bre free.”
ivorce,” interposed Karenin with repugnance.
“\':es, I have deorce in mind. Divorl::e,” he repeated,
Ushing, “From €Very point of view this is the best way
out for two People who find themselves in the position you
are in. What else can be done if these two people find thcx
@n no longer live together? It can happen to anyone.
NI gave a deep sigh and closed his eyes. “Only one
Mg can serve as an obstacle: the desire of one of the
parties to remarry, If this is not the case, everything is
Very simple,” said Oblonsky, fecling more and more free
of constraint, .
enin frowned in his agitation, muttered something
to himself and mage no reply. Hundreds and hundreds of
tmes had he gone over in his mind the remedy that
pblonsky found so simple; for-him it was not simple;
indeed, it was utterly impossible. Divorce, the conditions
of which he had taken the pains to find out, now scemed
Impossible because his sense of dignity as well as his reli-
glous beliefs would not allow him to take upon himself a
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fictitious charge of adultery, and even less would they
allow him to expose the wife he loved and had forgiven
to shame and disgrace.

But there were other even more important reasons that
made him reject the idea of divorce. What would become
of his son if they were divorced? His divorced wife woul'd
have a new and illegitimate family in which the boy’s
position and upbringing would no doubt leave much to be
desired. Ought he to keep his son with him? That, he knew,
would be an act of vengeance and he did not want ven-
geance. But the main reason why he found divorce um-
possible was that it would spell ruin for Anna. He could
not forget what Dolly had said to him in Moscow: that in
deciding on a divorce he was thinking only of himself and
forgetting that it would ruin her irremediably. Thesc words
took on new meaning for him now that he had forgiven
his wife and become attached to the children. To agree
to a divorce, to agree to giving his wife her freedom, meant,
as he saw it, to deprive himself of all ties binding him to
the children he loved and to deprive her of aII.S“PPO"
on the path to virtue; meant, in a word, her ruin. Onc;
she was divorced he knew she would join Vronsky, a1
this alliance would be illegal and sinful because according
to the church a woman could not marry again so long a5
her husband was alive. She will join him and in 2 year
or two either he will leave her or she will make .a"othc;
liaison, thought Karenin, and by agreecing to a divoree
will be guilty of her ruin. This he had gone over in his
mind hundreds of times and had concluded that.dlvorcc'
far from being the simple thing Oblonsky made it out 10
be, was utterly impossible. He was not convinced by 3
word his brother-in-law said, he had a thousand answers
for each of the arguments he brought forward, but he
listened to him, knowing that what he said was dictated by
the rude force guiding his worldly life and that he wo
have to obey it. :

. “The only question that remains is, what are the condi-
tions on which you agree to a divorce? She herself asks
nothing, dares not ask for anything, she leaves it all to
your generosity.”

My Godl My Godl groaned Karenin inwardly and recall-

~ that litde detail of divorce proceedings according
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to which the husbnad took upon himself the guilt, he
covered his face with his hands in shame as Vronsky had
done. .

“You are distressed. 1 understand you, but if you give
the matter serious thought...” A

Whoever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to
im the other also; and if any man take away thy coat,
let him have thy cloak also, said Karenin to himself.

“Yes, yes,” he cried in his shrill voice. “I shall take
the shame upon myself. I shall even let her keep our son,
but ... but would it not be better to drop it all? However,
letit be as you say.”

And tumning away so that his brother-inlaw should
not see his face, he sat down by the window. He felt
bitter, he felt ashamed, but besides the bitterness and the
shame he experienced the joy and sweetness of so lofty a
sacrifice.,

Oblonsky was touched. He was silent. .

“Alexei Alexandrovich,” he murmured at last, “believe
me when I say she will appreciate your magnanimity. But
this, it seems, is the will of God,” he added and, having
added it, at once felt how foolish it sounded and could
hardly resist smiling at his own foolishness.

enin would have answered if tears had not prevented
his doing so,
. :‘Fatc is responsible for this misfortune and we must sce
it in this light, Accepting it as a fact, 1 am trying to help
both you and her,” said Oblonsky.

When Oblonsky left his brother-inlaw he was still
touched, but this did not mar the satisfaction he felt in
havmg accomplished his purpose, certain as he was that
Karenin would not go back on his word. To this satisfaction
Was added the pleasure of his having thought of a riddle he
would put te his wife and closest friends when the business
of the divorce was over; the riddle was: “Why am I like

exander the Great? Because we both cut knots—he the
Gordian, I the marital.” Or perhaps: “What is the differ-
ence between me and Alexander the Great? He cut the
Gordian knot, I the marital.” I may find even a better
Vversion, he said to himself with a smile.-
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23

Vronsky had seriously wounded himself, though the
bullet had missed his heart. For a few days he hung be-
tween life and death. When he spoke his first words only
Varya, his brother’s wife, was in the room.

“Varya,” he said, looking at her severely, “I shot myself
by chance. And never mention it to me, pray, and tell
others it was an accident. It is all too silly.”

Without answering, Varya bent over him and looked
into his eyes with a happy smile. His eyes were clear, not
feverish, but their expression was severe.

“Thank God!” she said. “Have you any pain?”

*“A little. Here,” and he pointed to his chest.

“Let me put on a fresh dressing.” .

He clenched his broad jaws and watched her change it-
When she had finished he said:

“My mind is not wandering; I beg you to sec that there
is no talk of my having shot myself on purpose.’

“There is no such talk. Only I hope you will not shoot
yourself by chance again?” she said with a questioning
smile.

“I dare say I will not, but it would have been better
if...” He smiled lugubriously.

When the fever had subsided and he began to get bgt}l‘ﬂ:
he knew, despite these words and the smile that had fright
ened Varya, he had completely freed himself of one ca:l;ﬂ
of his suffering, His act had washed away, as it were, hﬂ
sense of shanie and humiliation he had suffered. N?"jl H
could think calmly of Karenin. He owned that Karenin {“h
behaved magnanimously and he himself no longer l'tE
humiliated. Now he could resume his place in his old llvcc
He could look people in the face without shame and ’m
according to his old habits. The one thing he could n
tear out of his heart even though he struggled uncczfsmg)('
with his feelings, was a regret amounting to despair tha
he had lost her forever. He had firmly resolved that, having
redecemed himself in her husband’s cyes, he must S“"‘:
her up and never again stand between her, a ICP‘";‘}:.‘S
wife, and her husband. But he could not tear out o hlc
heart his regret for the loss of her love, nor could ;
erasc from his memory those rapturous moments h¢
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had known with her, moments he had ill appreciated at
the time and which haunted him now.

Serpukhovsky had arranged an appointment in Tashkent
for him and Vronsky had accepted it without 2 moment’s
hesitation. But the closer the hour of departure drew, the
harder it became for him to make this sacrifice to what he
considered his duty.

His wound healed and he made preparations for leaving.

If I could only see her one last time I could bury my-
self, 1 could die, he thought, and he expressed this thought
o Betsy when he called on her to say goodbye. Betsy took
the message to Anna and returned with a negative an-
swer,

So much the better, thought Vronsky on hearing it. It
was weakness on my part that would have destroyed what-
ever strength I have left.

But on the following morning Betsy herself came and
said Oblonsky had brought her the happy news that Kare-
nin had agreed to a divarce and therefore there was no
reason why he should not see her.

_ Without so much as seeing Betsy off, forgetting all about
his resolution, without asking permission to call or inquir-
ing where Karenin was, Vronsky rode off to the Karenins”.
He ran up the stairs, seeing nothing and no one, and swift-
ly, almost running, entered her room. Without noticing or
caring whether anyone else was there, he threw his arms
about her and covered her face, hands and throat with kisses.

Anna had expected this meeting, had thought of it and
decided what she would say, but she had no chance to say
it. She was caught up in the flames of his passion; she
wished to quell it in him and in herself, but it was too late.
Her lips trembled so that it was some time before she
could utter a word.

“Yes, you have conquered, I am yours,” she murmured
at fast, pressing his hand to her bosom.

. “That is as it should be!” he said. “So long as we two
thv that is as it should be! I know that now.”

“Yes,” she said, growing paler and taking his head in
her hands, “And yet thereis something dreadfulin it, after
all that has taken place.”

It will pass, and we will be happy! It is just this some-

thing dreadful that will make our love greater, if it can
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possibly be greater,” he said as he lifted his head, his
handsome teeth flashing in a smile. .

She could not help answering with a smile—answering
not his words, but his adoring eyes. She took his hand and
ran it over her cold cheeks and chipped hair.

“I hardly know you with your short hair. You are love-
lier than ever. Like a boy. But how pale you are!”

“I am very weak,” she said, smiling. Once again her
lips began quivering,

“We will go to Italy. You will regain your strength
there,” he said, R

“Is such a thing possible? You and I as man and wife,
with our own family?” she said, looking closely into his
eyes.

“My only wonder is that it could ever have been other-
wise.”
“Steve says he agrees to everything, but I cannot accept
such generosity from Aim,” she said, gazing pensively
past Vronsky. “I don’t want a divorce. It makes no differ-
ence to me now. The only thing is—what will he decide
about Sergei?”

He could not understand how she could think of her son
and divorce at this first moment of their reunion. As i
such things mattered! . .

“Don’t speak of it, don’t think of it,” he said, turning
her hand over in his and trying to distract her attention,
but she still looked past him. 5

“Oh, why did I not die?P—how much betterit would hnvf
been!” she said, and tears stole silently down her, cheeks;
but she made herself smile so as not to cause him pan.

According to Vronsky'’s former way of looking at things,
it would be a disgrace, almost an impossibility, to reject
the flattering and dangerous appointment in ;I‘ﬂshkc';";
Now, however, he rejected it without a moment’s thqug
and, seeing that this was met with disapproval in higher
circles, he at once retired from the army. I

Within the month Karcnin found himself alone with his
son; and Anna, having refused to consider a divorce, went
abroad with Vronsky without it.
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