“One finally gets the musical whole
of Dostoevsky's original.”

—THE NEW YORK TIMES BOOK REVIEW

ODOR DOSTOEVSKY

TRANSLATED FROM THE RUSSIAN BY RICHARD PEVEAR AND LARISSA VOLOKHONSKY

(c) Recollections of the Adolescence and Youth of
the Elder Zosima While Still in the World. The Duel

I was in the Cadet Corps in Petersburg for a longtime, almost eight years, and
with my new education I stifled many of my childhood impressions, though
Idid not forgetanything. Instead I took up so many new habits and even opin-
ions that I transformed into an almost wild, cruel, and absurd creature. I ac-
quired the polish of courtesy and worldly manners, together with the French
language, but we all regarded the soldiers who served us in the Corps as per-
fect brutes, and I did the same. I most of all, perhaps, because of all my com-
rades I was the most susceptible to everything. When we graduated as offi-
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cers, we were ready to shed our blood for the injured honor of our regiment,
but hardly one of us knew what real honor is, and ifanyone had found out, he
would have been the first to laugh at it at once. We were all but proud of our
drunkenness, debauchery, and bravado. I would not say we were wicked;
they were all good young men, but they behaved wickedly, and I most of all.
The chief thing was that I had come into my own money, and with thatI threw
myself into alife of pleasure, with all the impetuousness of youth, without re-
straint, under full sail. The wonder is that I also read books then, and even
with great pleasure; the one book I almost never opened at that time was the
Bible; though I never parted with it either, but carried it everywhere with me;
I truly kept this book, without knowing it myself, “for the day and the hour,
and the month and the year.”” Having thus been in the service for about four
years, I eventually found myself in the town of K—, where our regiment
was stationed at the time. The local society was diverse, numerous, and fun-
loving, hospitable and wealthy, and I was well received everywhere, for I was
always of a fun-loving nature, and had the reputation, besides, of being far
from poor, which is not unimportant in society. And then a circumstance oc-
curred that was the start of everything, I formed an attachment to ayoung and
wonderful girl, intelligent and worthy, of noble and shining character, the
daughter of reputable parents. They were people of high standing, wealthy,
influential, powerful, and they received me with affection and cordiality. And
so I fancied that the girl favored me in her heart—my own heart was set
aflame by this dream. Later I perceived and realized fully that I was perhaps
not so greatly in love with her atall, but simply respected her intelligence and
lofty character, as one could not fail to do. Selfishness, however, prevented
me from offering her my hand at the time: it seemed a hard and fearful thing
to part with the temptations of a depraved and free bachelor’s life at such an
carly age, and with money in my pocket besides. Yetl did drop some hints. In
all events, I postponed any decisive step for a short while. Then suddenly I
happened to be ordered to another district for two months. I came back two
months later and suddenly discovered that the girl had already married a local
Jandowner, a wealthy man, older than I butstill young, who had connections
in the capital and with the best society, which I did not have, a very amiable
man, and, moreover, an educated one, while, as for education, I had none at
all. T was so struck by this unexpected event that my mind even became
clouded. And the chief thing was, as1learned only then, that this young land-
owner had long been her fiancé, and that I myself had met him many times in
their house but had noticed nothing, being blinded by my own merits. And
that was what offended me most of all: how was it possible that almost every-
one knew, and I alone knew nothing? And suddenly I felt an unbearable an-
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lger. Red-faced, I began to recall how many times I had almost declared m
C(l)l\:cei ;3 ltlﬁr,tar;ld a; sgi) had notstopped me or warned me then. therefore cony
at she had been laughing at me. Later, of course I, i :
; i , I realized and re-
lrlm:jmbered that she had not been laughing in the least, but, on the contraie
ad broken off such conversations with a jest and turned to other topics 1:,
stead—but at thef time I could not realize that and began to burn with re-
venge. | a(;n astc;lmshed to recall how extremely heavy and loathsome this re
venge and wrath were for me, because, havin :
' \ : g an easy character, I could not
stay angry w1th.anyone forlong, and therefore had to incite myself artiﬁcia?lo
as it were, and in the gnd became ugly and absurd. I waited for the right mZ—Y
ment, and once at a big gathering I suddenly managed to insult my “rival,”
seemingly for a quite unrelated reason, jeering at his opinion about an irr;
gor'tant. event of that time—it was 1826"*—and I managed, so people said tc;
o it w1tt}ly and cleverly. After which I forced him to a talk. and in that t;lk
;ritfz?::l hlmbso rudely thfat he accepted my challenge despite the enormous
nces between us, for I was younger than he, insigni
: : gnificant, and of ]
r:lank. Afterwarc.ls Ilearned with certainty that he had accepted my challel? ‘Z
: so from zfi lfleelmgf of jealousy, as it were: he had been a little jealous of me fn
ccount of his wife even before, when she was still hi é
' _ ! is fiancée, and
zlhought that if she learned he had suffered an insult from me and }?:dwnl:)i
l:’areild Lo challerfge me, she might unwillingly despise him and her love might
e s aken. I qu1ck~ly found a second, a comrade of mine, a lieutenant in our
:eglsrlx:_ent.fAt tgat time, though duels were strictly forbidden, there was even
lon lor them, as it were, among the militar : i
. ] . ; y—thus do barbari ju-
dices sometimes spring up and thrive. It was the end of June, and our r(r:xserteij:
?vas appointed for the next day, outside town, at seven o'clock in the morn%
ing—and her(.’. truly something fateful, as it were, happened to me. Having re-
Xxfrned hon:ie in thli evening, ferocious and ugly, I got angry with my ord%arly
anasy and struck him twice in the face with all my mij
y might, so that his f:
v:a's,kall}]l?loody. He had not been long in my service, and I had had occa\sioril :s
3 :; e ; ;m b(lalfore, ye; never with such beastly cruelty. And believe me my
Is, though it was forty years ago, I still remember it wi ’
' ¥ t with shame and an-
guish. I went to bed, slept for about three h ; iy
- ours, woke up, da breaki
Suddenly I got up, I did not want to e
: sleep any longer, I went to the wi
. . 3 nd
\(;pened it, it Iooked onto t.he garden—I watched the sun rising, the weat(l)lve:
as w;r.m, bea.utlful, the birds began to chime. Why is it, I thought, that I feel
fsr:}::;dllr;lg, a; ;t It}rere, x:ean and shameful in my soul? Is it because I am going
00 0, I thought, it doesn’t seem to be th i
; ; ; . Is it because I
afraid of death, afraid to be killed? No = e
; ? No, not that, not thatatall . . . And sud-
denly I understood at once what it was: it was because I had beaten Efarsll;;iy
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the night before! I suddenly pictured it all asifit were happening.o;zler aggn}rll:
he is standing before me, and I strike him in the.face w1Fh all my mig : ftilan 2
keeps his arms at his sides, head erect, eyes staring straight aheaq asi he “:;:
at attention; he winces at each blow, and does not even dare ra.lse a. zznl ; )
shield himself—this is what a man can be brought to, aman beating his fe ov(;
man! What a crime! It was as if a sharp needle went th.ro.u.gh my.soul: 1 stood
asif dazed, and the sun was shining, the leaves were rejoicing, g.hstemrﬁ;, a(ril
the birds, the birds were praisingGod . . . I covered my face with m})lr a;\r; s.,
fell on my bed, and burst into sobs. And thenl reme‘:‘mbered my brot el;l ar
kel, and his words to the servants before his death: “My good ones, m); bez?rs,
why are you serving me, why do you love me, and am I worthg (:1 e:ir‘xg
served?” “Yes, am I worthy?” suddenly leaped mt.o my mind. Fndee . ?Vé 1d
I deserve that another man, just like me, the 1m:.;1ge and 11kenes§ ) . od,
should serve me? This question then pierced my mm‘d for the first time in mzi'
life. “Mother, heart of my heart, truly each of us is guilty be?fore ever){(c;ne ar;d
for everyone, only people donot know it, and if they kniw it, the wor . ;;/ou \
at once become paradise.” “Lord,” I weptand thought, “can that posil lly no
be true? Indeed, I am perhaps the most guilty of all, and the worst of al rrfleﬁ
in the world as well!” And suddenly the whole truth appeared to mlj {ln 1t§. ud
enlightenment: what was I setting out to do? I'was sethg out to hl ab u:le:
intelligent, noble man, who wasnotat fault befgre me in any way, t lc;re t};l -
priving his wife of happiness forever, tormenting and kll}lt}g her. agr t.e ‘
flat on my bed, my face pressed into the pillow, not noticing how the Im:o
passed. Suddenly my comrade, the lieutenant, came, in w1th‘t’he'plstslsb
fetch me: “Ah,” he said, “it's good you're up already, let’s be off, it’s ’tlme.uw e-t
gan rushing about, quite ata loss, but still we went out to th’e carriage. “Wai
a bit,” I said to him, “I must run back in for a moment,,lve f01.*§otften m))/’
purse.” 1 ran back into the house alone, straight to Afanasy snroc)fn. A anasty,d
1said, “yesterday I struck you twice in the face. Forgive me,” 1 Saldlfie s(tlaru(:i :
as if he were afraid, and I saw that it was not enough, not enf)ufg ; an hsm
denly, just as 1 was, epaulettes and all, I thr.ew myself at his feet thl : ly
forehead to the ground: “Forgive me!” I said. At that he was com,p ete );
astounded: “Your honor, my dear master, but how can you . . h Idmd noe
worthy . . . ,” and he suddenly began weeping himself, just as 1 da orrlld
shortly before, covered his face with both hands, turned to the wgl ow, 2 i
began shaking all over with tears. And I ran back out to my comrade, 3’}11mrp;ed
into the carriage, and shouted: “Drive!” “Haveyouever seena winner: Ic =
to him. “Here is one, right in front of you!” Such rapture was in met, : kvivn
laughing, talking, talking all the way, I don't remember what I was ta On’%
about. He looked at me: “Hey, you're a good man, brother, I can see you w
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dishonor the regiment.” So we came to the place, and they were already there
waiting for us. They set us twelve paces apart, the first shot was his—I stood
cheerfully before him, face to face, without batting an eye, looking at him lov-
ingly, because I knew what1was going todo. He fired. The shot justgrazed my
cheek a little, and nicked my ear. “Thank God,” I shouted, “you didn’t kill a
man!” And I seized my pistol, turned around, and sent it hurtling up into the
trees: “That’s where you belong!” I shouted. I turned to my adversary: “My
dear sir,” I said, “forgive a foolish young man, for it is my own fault that I of-
fended you and have now made you shoot at me. I am ten times worse than
you, if not more. Tell that to the person you honor most in the world.” As soon
asIsaidit, all three of them started yelling at me: “I beg your pardon,” my ad-
versary said, even getting angry, “if you did not want to fight, why did you
trouble me?” “Yesterday I was still a fool, but today I've grown wiser,” I an-
swered him cheerfully. “As for yesterday, I believe you,” he said, “but about
today, from your opinion, it is hard to believe you.” “Bravo,” I cried to him,
clapping my hands, “I agree with that, too, I deserved it!” “My dear sir, will
you shoot or not?” “I will not, and you may shoot again if you wish, only it
would be better if you didn't.” The seconds were also shouting, especially
mine: “What? Disgracing the regiment? Asking forgiveness in the middle of
aduel? If only I'd known!” Then I stood before them all, no longer laughing;
“My gentlemen,” I said, “is it so surprising now, in our time, to meet a man
who has repented of his feolishness and confesses his guilt publicly?” “But
notin the middle ofa duel!” my second shouted again. “But that’s just it,” I re-
plied, “that is just what is so surprising, because I ought to have confessed as
sopn as we arrived here, even before his shot, without leading him into great
and mortal sin, but we have arranged everything in the world so repugnantly
that to do so was nearly impossible, for only now that I have stood up to his"
shot from twelve paces can my words mean something for him, but had 1 done
it before his shot, as soon as we arrived, then people would simply say: he’s a
coward, he’s afraid of a pistol, there’s no point in listening to him. Gentle-
men,” I cried suddenly from the bottom of my heart, “look at the divine gifts
around us: the clear sky, the fresh air, the tender grass, the birds, nature is
beautiful and sinless, and we, we alone, are godless and foolish, and do not
understand that life is paradise, for we need only wish to understand, and it
will come at once in all its beauty, and we shall embrace each other and
weep . . . " I wanted to go on but I could not, so much sweetness, so much
youngness even took my breath away, and in my heart there was such hap-
piness as I had never felt before in all my life. “That is all very sensible and

pious,” my adversary said to me, “and you’re an original man, in any case.” .

“Laugh,” I said to him, laughing myself, “but later you will praise me.” “But,”
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he said, “1 am ready to praise you even now. I will give you my hand, if you
wish, for it seems you are indeed a sincere man.”“No,” I said, “not now, but
later when I've become better and deserve your respect, then give me your
hand and you will do well.” We returned home, my second scolding me all the
way, while I kept kissing him. My comrades all heard about it atonceand met
to pass judgment on me that same day: “He has dishonored the regiment,”
they said, “he must resign his commission.” I had my defenders as well: “He
did stand up to the shot,” they said. “Yes, but he was afraid of the other shots
and asked forgiveness in the middle of the duel.”“But if he was afraid of the
other shots,” my defenders objected, “he would have fired his own pistol first,
before asking forgiveness, but he threw it into the trees still loaded—no,

there’s something else here, something original” I listened and looked at -

them cheerfully. “My dearest friends and comrades,” I said, “do not worry
about whether or not I should resign my commission, because I have already
done so, I turned in my papers today, at the office, this morning, and when my
discharge comes through, I shall go into a monastery at once, for thatis why
I resigned my commission.” No sooner had I said this than all of them, to a
man, burst out laughing: “But you should have told usso in the first place, that
explains everything, we can't pass judgment on amonk,” they laughed, they
could not stop, yet they laughed not at all derisively, but tenderly, cheerfully,
they all loved me suddenly, even my most ferventaccusers, and for the rest of
that month, until my discharge came through, they kept making much of me:
“Here comes our monk!” they would say. And each of them had a kind word
for me, they tried to talk me out of it, they even pitied me: “Whatare you doing
to yourself?” “No,” they would say, “he is brave, he stood up to the shot, and
he could have fired his own pistol, but he had a dream the night before thathe
should become a monk, that’s why he did it.” Almost exactly the same thing
happened with the local society. They had paid no particular attention to me
before, though they received me cordially, but now they suddenly found out
and began vying with each other to invite me: theylaughed atme, and yetthey
loved me. I will note here that though everyone was talking openly about our
duel, the authorities dismissed the case, because my adversary wasa close rel-
ative of our general, and since the thing had ended bloodlessly, more like a
joke, and, finally, as I had also resigned my commission, they chose to con-
sideritindeed asajoke. And I then began to speak out quite fearlessly, despite
their laughter, for their laughter was kindly after all, not malicious. All these
conversations generally took place on social evenings, in the company)of la-
dies; it was the women who liked to listen to me then, and who made the men
listen. “But how is it possible that I am guilty for everyone,” they would all
laugh in my face, “well, for instance, can I be guilty for you?” “But how can
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you even understand it,” I would answer, “if the whole world has long since
gone off on a different path, and if we consider what is a veritable lie to be the
truth, and demand the same lie from others? Here for once in my life I have
acted sincerely, and what then? I've become a sort of holy fool for you all, and
tho.ugh you've come to love me, you still laugh at me.” “But how can we ’hel
loving someone like you?” the mistress of the house said to me laughing ang
there was a large crowd there. Suddenly I saw, standing up am,()ng the la;dies
that same young woman over whom I had started the duel and whom until sc;
rec.entlyl had intended as my fiancée. And I had not noticed that she had just
arrived at the party. She stood up, came over to me, and held out her hand:
“Allow me to tell you,” she said, “that I will be the first not to laugh atyou anci
that, on the contrary, it is with tears that I thank you and declare my re;pect
for you for what you did.” Then her husband came over, and then suddenl
everyone drifted towards me and all but kissed me. I was filled with jo bu);
most of all I suddenly noticed one gentleman, an elderly man, who also)clz’ame
up to me, and whom I already knew by name, though I had not made his

acquaintance and had never even exchanged a word with him until that
evening.




