
THE DEVILS 



And there was there an herd of many swine feeding on 
the mountain: and they besought him that he would 
suffer them to enter into them. And he suffered them. 
Then went the devils out of the man, and entered into 
the swine: and the herd ran violently down a steep 
place into the lake, and were choked. When they that 
fed them saw what was done, they fled, and went and 
told it in the city and in the country. Then they went 
out to see what was done; and came to Jesus, and 
found the man out of whom the devils were departed, 
sittin� at the feet of Jesus, clothed, and in his right 
mind: ar1d they tvere afraid. They also which saw it 
told :hem by what means he that was possessed o_f the 
devils was healed. 

Luke viii. 32-36 



1 

By way of an Introduction: 
A few details from the biography of the greatly esteemed 

Stepan Trofimovich Verkhovensky 

BEFORE DESCRIBING THE EXTRAORDINARY EVENTS WHICH 
took place so recently in our town, hitherto not remarkable for any
thing in particular, I find it necessary, since I am not a skilled writer, to 
go back a little and begin with certain biographical details concerning 
our talented and greatly esteemed Stepan Trofimovich Verkhoven
sky. I hope tl1ese details will serve as an introduction to the social and 
political chronicle of our town, while the story I have in mind to relate 
will come later. 

Let me say at once that Mr Verkhovensky had always played a 
rather special and, as it were, civic role amongst us and that he loved 
that role passionately - so much so that I cannot help feeling that he 
would not have been able to exist without it. Not that I have any in
tention of comparing him to an actor on the stage - God forbid - par
ticularly as I have the utmost respect for him. Perhaps it was all just a 
matter ofhabit, or, better still, it may have been the result of a constant 
and generous desire from his earliest years of indulging in the agreeable 
fancy of being a famous public figure. For instance, he was very fond 
of his position as a 'marked' man or, as it were, an ' exile'. There is 
a sort of classical splendour about those two words that fascinated 
him and, raising him gradually in his own estimation in the course of 
years, finally led him to imagine himself as standing on a high pedestal, 
a position that was very gratifying to his vanity. In an English satirical 
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novel o f  the last century a certain Gulliver, on his return from the 
country of the Lilliputians, where all the people were only three or 
four inches tall, had grown so accustomed to look upon himself as a 
giant that even as he walked in the streets of London he could not help 
shouting at the carriages and the passers-by to get out of his way and 
take heed he did not crush them, imagining that they were little and 
that he was still a giant. But that merely made everybody laugh at 
him and abuse him, and the uncouth coachmen even belaboured the 
giant with their whips. But was that fair ? What does habit not do to 
a man ! Habit had brought Mr Verkhovensky almost to the same posi
tion, though in a more innocent and inolfensive form, if one may put 
it that way, for he was a most excellent man. 

As a matter of fact, I cannot help thinking that towards the end of 
his life he was completely forgotten by everybody ; but, on the other 
hand, it would be absurd to say that he was entirely unknown. Indeed, 
there cannot be any doubt at all that for some time he, too, belonged 
to the famous galaxy of illustrious men of the last generation and that 
at one time - though only for the briefest moment - his name was 
uttered by many enthusiastic people of that day almost in the same 
breath as Chaadayev, Belinsky, Granovsky, and Herzen (who had 
only just begun his activities abroad). But Mr Verkhovensky's activi
ties came to an end almost as soon as they began as a result of, so to 
speak, ' a  whirlwind of concurrent events ' .  And what do you think ? 
It turned out afterwards that there had been no ' whirlwind'  and even 
no ' events ' ,  at any rate at that particular instant. It was only the other 
day that I discovered, to my great astonishment, from a highly reli
able source, that Mr Verkhovensky had never lived in our province 
amongst us as an exile, as we were all led to suppose, and that he had 
never even been placed under police supervision. Which only goes to 
show how vivid one's imagination can be! For all his life he sincerely 
believed that he was regarded with apprehension in certain quarters, 
that every step of his was known and watched, and that each of our 
three governors, who succeeded one another during the last twenty 
years, brought with him, as he arrived to rule over our province, a cer
tain preconceived idea about him that had been suggested from above 
and most certainly on his appointment as governor. Had anyone tried 
to convince our most fair-minded Mr Verkhovensky by irrefutable 
evidence that there was nothing he need be afraid of, he would most 
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certainly have been deeply offended. And yet he was undoubtedly a 
highly intelligent and talented man, a man who was, as it were, even 
a scholar, though so far as his scholarship was concerned ... well, he 
did not really make any important contribution to scholarship, indeed 
none at all, I believe. But, then, that happens again and again in Russia 
with men of learning. 

On his return from abroad he distinguished himself as a university 
lecturer towards the very end of the forties. But he had only time to 
deliver a few lectures - about the Arabs, I think. He had time, too, to 
defend a brilliant thesis on the civic and Hanseatic importance of the 
little German town of Hanau during the period between 1413 and 
1428 and, simultaneously, on the special and rather obscure reasons 
why that promise was never fulfilled. This thesis was a shrewd and 
painful blow at the Slavophils of the day and at once made him in
numerable and bitter enemies among them. Later on - that was after 
he had lost his position at the university - he managed to publish (by 
way of revenge and just to show them what a man they had lost) in a 
monthly progressive periodical, which translated Dickens and propa
gated the ideas of George Sand, the beginning of a most profound 
work of research into the causes, I believe, of the extraordinary moral 
nobility of certain knights of a certain epoch, or something of the 
kind. Anyway, it expounded some exceedingly lofty and extraordin
arily noble idea. It was rumoured afterwards that he was hastily for
bidden to carry on with his research and that the progressive periodi
cal even came to grief for having published the first part. That may 
well have been so, for what did not happen in those days? But in this 
particular case it is much more likely that nothing of the sort hap
pened and that the author himself was too lazy to finish his essay. He 
stopped his lectures on the Arabs because someone (probably one of 
his reactionary enemies) had somehow or other intercepted a letter to 
someone giving an account of certain ·circumstances' as a result of 
which someone else had demanded some kind of explanation from 
him. I don't know whether it is true, but it was also asserted that just 
then there was discovered in Petersburg a certain vast subversive anti
government society of thirteen members which very nearly under
mined the foundations of the State. It was whispered that they in
tended to translate the works of Fourier himself. It so happened 
that at that very moment the authorities in Moscow seized Mr 
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Verkhovensky's poetic play, written six years before in Berlin when he 
was still very young, and circulated in manuscript among two literary 
dilettanti and one student. That play is lying now on my table. I re
ceived it about a year ago from Mr Verkhovensky, who had only re
cently copied it out in his own hand. It bears his own autograph and 
is bound in magnificent red morocco. I must admit that it is not with
out poetic merit and even some talent; it is strange, but in those days 
(that is, in the thirties) people often wrote that kind of poetic drama. 
I am rather at a loss to tell you what it is all about because, to be frank, 
I can't make head or tail of it. It is some sort of allegory in lyrical and 
dramatic form, recalling the second act of Faust. It opens with a chorus 
of women, followed by a chorus of men, then a chorus of some spirits, 
and, lastly, a chorus of souls which have never lived but which are 
very anxious to live. All these choruses sing about something very in
definite, mostly about somebody's curse, but with a suggestion of the 
loftiest humour. Then the scene suddenly changes and a sort of' Festi
val of Life '  IY:gins in which even insects join in the singing, a tortoise 
appears with certain sacramental Latin words, and, if I remember 
rightly, even some mineral - that is, quite an inanimate object - also 
bursts into song about something or other. In fact, they all sing inces
santly, and when they speak they seem to abuse each other vaguely, 
but again with a suggestion of some higher meaning. At last the scene 
changes again into a blasted heath, and a cultured young man wanders 
among the rocks, picking and sucking certain herbs; asked by a f.1iry 
why he sucks those herbs, he replies that, feeling a superabundance of 
life in himself, he seeks forgetfulness and finds it in the j uice of those 
herbs, but that his dearest wish is to lose his reason as soon as possible 
(a wish that seems to be quite superfluous). Then a young man of in
describable beauty suddenly comes riding in on a black horse, fol
lowed by a vast concourse of all the nations. The young man sym
bolizes Death, and all the nations yearn for it. And, finally, in the last 
scene of all, the Tower of Babel appears and some athletes at last 
fmish building it with a song of new hope, and when they reach the 
top, the lord (of Olympus, I suppose) runs off in a comic fashion, and 
mankind, realizing the position and seizing his place, at once begin a 
new life with a new insight into things. It was that sort of poetic play 
that was considered dangerous in those days. Last year I proposed to 
Mr Verkhovensky to publish it, since it would be regarded as utterly 
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innocuous nowadays, but he declined my suggestion with uncon
cealed displeasure. My view of its utter innocuousness did not please 
him, and I even ascribe to it a certain coldness in our relations which 
lasted two whole months. And what do you think ? All of a sudden, 
and almost at the same time as I had proposed publishing it here, the 
play was published there - that is to say, abroad in one of the revolu
tionary miscellanies - and entirely without Mr Verkhovensky's know
ledge. At first he was alarmed, rushed off to see the governor, and 
wrote a most loyal letter in his self-defence to Petersburg, which he 
read to me twice but never posted, not knowing to whom to address 
it. In short, he was very agitated for a whole month, but I am con
vinced that deep down in his heart he was greatly flattered. He almost 
went to bed with the copy of the journal which someone had obtained 
for him, and in the day-time he kept it hidden under the mattress ; he 
would not even permit his maidservant to make his bed, and though 
he daily expected the arrival of a telegram, he viewed the world at 
large with a scornful eye. It was just then that he made friends with 
me again, which is merely another proof of the extreme kindliness of 
l-..is gentle and unresentful heart. 

2 

I don't claim for a moment that he had never suffered for his con
victions, but I am fully convinced now that he could have gone on 
lecturing on his Arabs as much as he liked if he had only given the 
necessary explanations. But at that time he allowed himself to be car
ried away by his ambition and was much too hasty in assuming once 
for all that his career had been completely ruined by the ' whirlwind 
of events ' .  And if the whole truth is to be told, the real cause of the 
change in his career was the highly delicate proposal that had been 
made before and renewed again by Varvara Petrovna Stavrogin, the 
wife of a lieutenant-general and a woman of considerable means, to 
undertake the education and the whole intellectual development of 
her only son in the capacity of a superior tutor and friend, to say noth
ing of a magnificent salary. The proposal had been made to him for 
the fmt time in Berlin, and, as a matter of fact, just at the time of the 
death of his first wife. His first wife was a frivolous girl from our pro
vince whom he married when he was still a rather thoughtless young 
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man. I believe he had had a great deal of trouble with that young 
woman -who, by the way, was very attractive- owing to his in
ability to support her, and for other, partly delicate, reasons, too. She 
died in Paris, having been separated from him for three years before, 
leaving him a five-year-old son, 'the fruit of our first, joyous, and still 
unclouded love', as the grief-stricken Mr Verkhovensky once put it 
in my presence. The boy had been sent to Russia, where he was 
brought up by some distant aunts in some remote province. Mr 
Verkhovensky had declined Mrs Stavrogin's proposal on that oc
casion and had quickly married again before the year was out a 
taciturn Berlin girl, and that, too, without any particular necessity 
for him to do so. But apart from his marriage there were other 
reasons why he refused to accept the post of a tutor: he was tempted 
by the resounding fame of a professor who enjoyed great popularity 
at the time, and he, too, was eager to accept the offer of a university 
lectureship, for which he had been preparing himself, to try his eagle 
wings. And now, with singed wings, he naturally remembered the 
offer which even before had made him wonder whether he had been 
right in refusing it. The sudden death of his second wife, who did not 
live a year with him, settled the matter definitely. Let me be quite 
frank: everything was settled by the passionate sympatl1y, the price
less and classical friendship of Mrs Stavrogin, if indeed one may use 
such an expression about friendship. He flung himself into the arms of 
that friendship, and the whole thing was settled for twenty years. I 
used the expression 'flung himself into the arms', but don't let anyone 
jump to any rash and improper conclusions; those arms have to be 
understood only in the highest possible moral sense. These two re
markable beings were joined for ever in a union that was most refined 
and delicate. 

Mr Verkhovensky also accepted the post of tutor because the pro
perty he had iniierited from his first wife - a very small one - was 
close to Skvoreslmiki, the magnificent estate of the Stavrogins within 
a few miles of our town. Besides, it was always possible for him to 
devote himself to the cause of learning and enrich Russian literature 
by the most profound researches in the seclusion of his study and with
out any interference from the enormous amount of university work. 
These researches did not appear; but, on the other hand, he found it 
possible to spend the rest of his life, more than twenty years, 'a living 
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monument of reproach ', as it were, to his country, in the words of a 
popular poet: 

A living monument of reproach 

Thou stoodst before thy country, 
0 liberal idealist. 

Perhaps the person the poet had in mind had a right to pose hke 
that all his life, if he wanted to, however boring he may have fotmd 
it. But our Mr Verkhovensky; to tell the truth, was only an imitator 
compared with such people, and, besides, he got very quickly tired of 
standing and very often preferred to lie down. But, to do him justice, 
even in his recumbent position he preserved the living monument of 
reproach - particularly as that alone was quite sufficient for our pro
vincial public. You ought to have seen him at our club when he sat 
down to cards. His whole attitude seemed to say : ' Cards ! Me sit down 
to whist with you ! Is it in keeping with my position ? But who is 
responsible for that ? Who ruined my career and turned it into 
whist ? Oh, perish Russia! ' and he would majestically trump with a 
heart. 

And to tell the truth he was very fond of a game of cards, which, 
especially in later years, led to frequent and unpleasant squabbles with 
Mrs Stavrogin, particularly as he was always losing. But of that later. 
I wish merely to point out that he was a man of a tender conscience 
(sometimes, that is), and that was why he was so often depressed. In 
the course of his twenty years' friendship with Mrs Stavrogin he regu
larly three or four times a year fell into what is known among us as a 
state of' civic grief ' - that is to say, into a fit of the blackest depression 
- but our highly esteemed Mrs Stavrogin liked that particular expres
sion. Later on he succumbed not only to civic grief, but also to cham
pagne; but the tactful Mrs Stavrogm protected him all his life from 
his trivial inclinations. And, as a matter of fact, he was in need of a 
nurse, for sometimes he behaved very queerly: in the midst of the 
most exalted grief, he would suddenly burst out laughing in a most 
common manner. There were moments when he would even start 
talking to himself in a humorous vein. And Mrs Stavrogin feared 
nothing so much as his humorous vein. She was a woman of the classi
cal type, a female Maecenas, who always acted from the highest pos
sible motives. The influence of this great lady on her poor friend for 
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twenty years was of a most fundamental kind. I ought really to speak 
of her separately, which I now propose to do. 

3 

There are strange friendships : two friends are almost ready to kill 
each other, they go on like that all their lives, and yet they cannot 
bring themselves to part : the one who has been the first to quarrel and 
break up their close friendship may fall ill and even die if that should 
happen. I know for a fact that Mr Verkhovensky has several times 
jumped up from the sofa and begun beating the wall with his fists 
after Mrs Stavrogin's departure and even after an exchange of the 
most intimate confidences with her. 

It all happened in good earnest. Indeed, one day he even knocked 
some plaster off the wall. It may be asked how I could possibly come 
to know so delicate a detail. Well, what if I witnessed it myself ? 
What if Mr Verkhovensky himself has on more than one occasion 
sobbed on my shoulder, while describing to me in lurid colours the 
smallest detail of his talk with Mrs Stavrogin ? (The things he told me 
on such occasions !) But what invariably happened after those sobs 
was that the very next morning he was ready to crucify himself for 
his ingratitude; he would send for me in a hurry or run over to see me 
himself just to tell me that Mrs Stavrogin was 'an angel of honour and 
delicacy', while he was the exact opposite. He not only came running 
to me, but very often described it all to her himself in the most elo
quent letters and confessed to her over his full signature that no longer 
ago than the day before, for instance, he bad told a stranger that she 
kept him out of vanity, that she envied him his learning and his talents, 
that she hated him, and was only afraid to show her hatred openly tor 
fear that he should leave her and so damage her literary reputation; 
that as a consequence of that he despised himself and had made up his 
mind to die a violent death ; and that he was waiting for her final word 
which would decide his fate, etc., etc., all in that vein. You can imag
ine after this to what a pitch of hysteria the nervous outbreaks of this 
most innocent of all fifty-year-old babes sometimes rose ! One day I 
read one of these letters of his, written after some quarrel between 
them arising from a trivial matter, though growing venomous as it 
went on. I was horrified, and begged him not to send it. 
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'That's impossible,' he replied, almost in a fever. ' It's more honest 
like that. It's my duty. I'd die if l did not confess everything to her, 
everything ! ' And he did send the letter. 

Mrs Stavrogin - and that was where they differed - would never 
have sent such a letter. It is true that he was passionately fond of writ
ing, that he wrote to her even when they lived in the same house, and 
during his hysterical outbursts he would write two letters a day. I 
know for a fact that she always read his letters with the greatest atten
tion, even when she received two a day, and that, having read them, 
she put them away in a special casket, dated and arranged in order ; 
moreover, she treasured them in her heart. After which, keeping her 
friend waiting a whole day for an answer, she would meet him as if 
nothing were the matter, just as if nothing special had transpired the 
day before. Little by little she trained him so well that he did not him
self dare to remind her of what had happened the day before, but 
merely looked hard for some time into her eyes. But she never forgot 
anything, while he sometimes forgot all too soon, and, encouraged by 
her composure, he would quite often, if friends came in, laugh and 
intlulge in all sorts of boyish pranks over the champagne the very same 
day. With what venomous hatred she must have looked at him at 
such moments, but he did not notice anything ! After a week, perhaps, 
or a month, or even six months, recalling by chance at some particular 
moment some expression in such a letter without its attendant cir
cumstance, he would suddenly be overwhelmed with shame and be 
so upset that he would fall ill with one of his attacks of acute gastric 
catarrh. These special attacks of his were in some cases the usual result 
of his nervous shocks and were to a certain extent an interesting pecu
liarity of his physical condition. 

Mrs Stavrogin, no doubt, did very often hate him ; but one thing 
he failed to notice to the very end, namely that he had at last become 
her son, her creation, one might almost say her invention. He had be
come flesh of her flesh, and she kept and supported him not merely 
from ' envy of his talents '. And how offended she must have been by 
such a suggestion ! An unbearable sort oflove for him must have lain 
concealed in her heart in the midst of continual hatred, jealousy, and 
contempt. She protected him from every speck of dust, she fussed 
over him for twenty-two years, she would have spent sleepless nights 
if his reputation as a poet, a scholar, or a public man had been in 
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danger. She had invented him, and she had been the first to believe in 
her own invention. He wa�, in a way, a sort of dream ofhers . . . .  But in 
return she really demanded a great deal from him, sometimes even the 
obedience of a slave. And it was incredible how unforgiving she was ! 
I may as well tell you two stories about that. 

4 

One day, just at the time of the firSt rumours about the emancipation 
of the serfs, when the whole of Russia suddenly rejoiced and was 
making preparations to be completely regenerated, a Petersburg 
baron, a man of the highest connexions who was closely associated 
with the reform, paid a call on Mrs Stavrogin while passing through 
our town. Mrs Stavrogin valued such visits greatly because her con
nexions with high society were growing weaker and weaker since the 
death of her husband, and in the end ceased altogether. The Baron 
spent an hour with her and took tea. There was no one else there, but 
Mrs Stavrogin did invite Stepan Verkhovensky and exhibited him. 
The Baron had heard something about him before, or pretended to, 
but he spoke very little to him at tea. Mr Verkhovensky was, natur
ally, anxious to make a good impression, and, besides, his manners 
were most exquisite. Though he was not apparently very high born, 
yet it happened that since his earliest childhood he had been brought 
up in an aristocratic house in Moscow and, consequently, decently ; 
he spoke French like a Parisian. The Baron ought therefore to have 
realized at the fmt glance the sort of people with whom Mrs Stavro
gin surrounded herself, even if she did live in the seclusion of a pro
vincial town. But things did not turn out like that. When the Baron 
positively confmned the absolute authenticity of the first rumours of 
the great reform which had just then been spread abroad, Mr Verk
hovensky was unable to control his enthusiasm and cried ' Hurrah ! ', 
accompanying his exclamation with a gesture of the hand expressing 
his great delight at the news. His exclamation was not too loud and 
rather elegant ; indeed, his enthusiasm, too, was not entirely spontane
ous, and he had carefully rehearsed his gesture in front of a mirror half 
an hour before the tea-party ; but something had apparently gone 
amiss, for the llaron permitted himself a faint smile, though he at once 
put in a polite phrase about the universal and proper way in which all 
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Russian hearts had been touched by the great event. He soon left, and, 
before leaving, did not forget to offer two fingers to Mr Verkhoven
sky. When she returned to the drawing-room, Mrs Stavrogin at first 
said nothing for three minutes, pretending to be looking for some
thing on the table ; but suddenly she turned to Mr Verkhovensky and 
with a pale face and flashing eyes hissed in a whisper: 

'I shall never forgive you for this ! '  
Next day sh� met her friend as though nothing had happened ; she 

never referred to the incident again. But thirteen years later, at a tragic 
moment, she remembered it and reproached him with it, and she 
turned pale, just as she had done thirteen years before when she had 
reproached him for the first time. Only twice in her life had she said 
to him: ' I  shall never forgive you for tlus ! '  The incident with the 
Baron was the second time ; but the first incident also was so charac
teristic and, apparently, played so great a part in shaping Mr Verk
hovensky's future, that I must refer to it too. 

It took place in 1 855, in springtime, in the month of May, just after 
the news had reached Skvoreslmiki that Lieutenant-General Stavro
gin, a foolish old gentleman, had died of acute indigestion on the way 
to the Crimea, where he was hastening to join the army on active ser
vice. Mrs Stavrogin, having been left a widow, went into mourning. 
It is true there was no reason why she should mourn a great deal, for 
she had spent the last four years in complete separation from her hus
band owing to the incompatibility of their characters, and she was 
giving him an allowance. (The Lieutenant-General himself only had 
1 50 peasants and his army pay in addition to his position and his con
nexions ; all the money and Skvoreshniki belonged to Mrs Stavrogin, 
the only daughter of a very rich- Government contractor. ) She was 
nevertheless shocked by the suddenness of the news and retired into 
complete seclusion. Mr Verkhovensky, needless to say, was always at 
her side. 

It was the height of May. The evenings were extraordinarily fine. 
The wild cherry was in flower. The two friends met each evening in 
the garden and sat till nightfall in the summer-house, pourmg out 
their hearts to one another. There were romantic moments. Under the 
influence of the change in her position, Mrs Stavrogin talked more 
than usual. She seemed to cling to her friend, and so it went on 
for several evenings. A strange idea suddenly occurred to Mr 
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V crkhovensky: ' Was the inconsolable widow counting on him by 
any chance to make her a proposal of marriage at the end of the year of 
mourning ?'  It was a cynical idea ; but, then, the very fact that a man 
dwells among the stars sometimes increases his disposition to cynical 
thoughts, if only because his spiritual development is so many-sided. 
He began to consider it carefully, and came to the conclusion that it 
looked very much like it. He thought it over: 'It is true she has an 
enormous fortune, but -' And, to be sure, Mrs Stavrogin was not 
exactly a beauty : she was a tall, bony woman with a yellow com
plexion and an exceedingly long, horsy face. Mr Verkhovensky hesi
tated more and more; he was tortured by doubts, and even cried a few 
times from indecision (he wept rather frequently). In the evenings -
that is to say, in the summer-house - his face involuntarily began to 
assume a capricious and ironical expression, a cross between some
thing coquettish and supercilious. This happens somehow of itself and 
involuntarily, and indeed the more honourable the man the more 
noticeable it is. Goodness only knows what the truth of the matter 
was, but it is most likely that there was nothing stirring in Mrs Stav
rogin's heart that could have fully justified Mr Verkhovensky's sus
picions. And, besides, she would never have agreed to change her 
name of Stavrogin for his name, even if it were as renowned as hers. 
Quite possibly it was just a womanly desire on her part to make her
self agreeable to a man, a manifestation of an unconscious feminine 
yearning which is so natural in certain extremely feminine circum
stances. However, I won't vouch for it : the depths of a woman's heart 
have remained unexplored to this day! But, to continue. 

I daresay she soon guessed the meaning of the strange expression on 
her friend's face; she was very sensitive and observant, while he was a 
little too innocent at times. But the evenings went on as before and 
their conversations were as poetic and interesting as ever. Then one 
day, at night-fall, they parted very amicably after a highly animated 
and poetical conversation, pressing each other's hands warmly at the 
steps of the cottage which Mr Verkhovensky occupied. Every sum
mer he moved from the huge Skvoreshniki mansion into the little 
cottage which stood almost in the garden. He had only just gone in 
and, sunk into unhappy meditation, taken a cigar and without lighting 
it stopped, weary and motionless, before the open window, gazing at 
\he little white douds, light as fluff, gliding round the bright moon. 
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when suddenly a faint rustle made him start and turn round. Mrs Stav
rogin, whom he had left only four minutes earlier, was again standing 
before him. Her yellow face was almost blue, her lips were pressed 
tightly together and twitching at the corners. For ten full seconds she 
looked into his eyes in silence with a firm, implacable gaze, and then 
she whispered rapidly:  

' I  shall never forgive you for this ! '  
When ten years later Mr Verkhovensky told me tlll.s sad tale in a 

whisper, having previously locked the door, he vowed that he had 
been so stunned .tt the time that he had not heard or seen Mrs Stavrogin 
go. As she never once alluded to that incident again, and as everything 
went on as though nothing had happened, he was all his life inclined 
to think that it was just a hallucination before an illness, particularly as 
he had in fact fallen ill that night and was ill for a fortnight, which, 
incidentally, put an end to their meetings in the summer-house. 

But in spite of lll.s notion that it was only a hallucination, he appar
ently waited every day, all his life, for the continuation and, as it were, 
the denouemeni of that incident. He could not believe that that was the 
er..d of it! And if so, he must have looked strangely sometimes at his 
friend. 

She even designed the clothes he wore all his life herself. They were 
elegant and characteristic : a long, black frock-coat, buttoned almost 
to the top, but which fitted him beautifully ; a soft hat (in sum
mer a straw one) with a wide brim; a wlll.te cambric cravat with a 
large bow and hanging ends ; a cane with a silver knob, and long hair 
to his shoulders. His hair was dark brown and it was only quite re
cently that it had begun to go a little grey. He was clean shaven. I am 
told that he was exceedingly handsome as a young man. But, in my 
opinion, he was unusually impressive also in his old age. And, besides, 
he could hardly be called old at the age of fifty-three. But because of 
his affected pose of a patriot he did not even try to look younger, but 
seemed to flaunt the solidity of his age, and in his suit, tall, spare, with 
his hair hanging down to his shoulders, he looked almost like a patri
arch or, to be more exact, like the portrait of the playwright Kukol
nik, engraved in an edition of his works published in the thirties, 
especially when he sat in the garden in summer, on a seat, beneath a 



34 THE D E V I L S  • P A R T  O N E  

bush of flowering lilac, leaning with both hands o n  his cane, an open 
book beside him, and sunk into a poetical reverie over the setting sun. 
So far as books are concerned, I should point out that in later years he 
seemed to avoid reading. That, however, was towards the very end of 
his life. The newspapers and journals, which Mrs Stavrogin ordered in 
great numbers, he read continually. He was always interested in the 
successes of Russian literature, though without losing the sense of his 
own dignity. At one time he was rather interested in home and for
eign affairs, but soon gave it up. It also frequently happened that he 
would take De Tocqueville with him into the garden, while he secretly 
carried a Paul de Kock in his pocket. Still, this is not important. 

Let me say something, too, in parenthesis about Kukolnik's por
trait. Mrs Stavrogin first came across that picture as a young girl when 
she was still at her exclusive boarding-school in Moscow. She imme
diately fell in love with the portrait, as is the custom of all young girls 
in boarding-schools, who fall in love with anything you like and 
mostly with their calligraphy and drawing-masters as well. But the 
interesting thing is not what Mrs Stavrogin did as a little girl, but that 
even at the age of fifty she kept that picture among her most intimate 
treasures, so that it is quite likely that she designed Mr Verkhovensky's 
clothes in such a style that they somewhat resembled the clothes worn 
by the playwright in the picture. But that, too, is of course a trivial 
point. 

During the first years or, to be more precise, the first half of the 
time he spent with Mrs Stavrogin, Mr Verkhovensky was still think
ing of writing some book and seriously intended to start writing it 
every day. But during the second half he seemed to have forgotten 
everything he had ever known. More and more frequently he used to 
say to us: ' I  seem to be ready to start work, I have collected all the 
materials, but somehow or other I cannot sit down to it ! I just can't do 
anything!' And he would drop his head dejectedly. No doubt this 
was meant to increase his prestige in our eyes as a martyr to learning, 
but he himself was after something else. ' I've been forgotten ! I'm no 
use to anyone!' he would exclaim more than once. This intensified 
despondency took hold of him especially towards the end of the fifties. 
Mrs Stavrogin realized at last that it was a serious matter. Besides, she 
could not bear the thought that her friend had been forgotten and was 
of no use to anyone. To distract him and at the same time to renew 
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his fame she took him to Moscow, where she had a number offashion
able acquaintances in the world of literature and learning ; but it 
seemed that Moscow, too, was unsatisfactory. 

It was a peculiar time ; something new was astir, something that 
was quite unlike the tranquillity of the past, something that was very 
strange indeed, but was felt everywhere, even in Skvoreshniki. All 
sorts of rumours reached our town. The facts were generally more or 
less known, but it was dear that in addition to the facts there were cer
tain ideas that came with them, and, moreover, in great numbers. And 
it was that that was so bewildering : it was quite impossible to accom
modate oneself to these ideas or to fmd out exactly what they meant. 
Mrs Stavrogin, being a woman, could not help suspecting some sort 
of hidden meaning in them. She even started reading the papers and 
magazines, the prohibited publications which were published abroad, 
and even the revolutionary pamphlets which were just beginning to 
appear at the time (she was able to obtain them all ) ;  but it merely 
made her head swim. She started writing letters ; but she received few 
replies, and the longer it went on, the more incomprehensible it all be
ca:ne. Mr Verkhovensky was solemnly summoned to explain ' all 
these ideas ' to her once for all ; but she remained decidedly dissatisfied 
with his explanations. 

Mr Verkhovensky's views on the general situation were extremely 
supercilious ; he reduced everything to the fact that he had been for
gotten and was of no use to anyone. At last he, too, was mentioned, 
first in the periodicals published abroad, as an exiled martyr, and im
mediately afterwards in Petersburg, as a former star of a famous 
galaxy ; he was even, for some reason, compared to Radishchev. Then 
someone published a report that he was dead and promised to write 
his obituary. Mr Verkhovensky immediately came to life and assumed 
an air of great importance. All his disdainful views of his contempora
ries immediately disappeared and he was overcome by a burning desire 
to join the movement and show his powers. Mrs Stavrogin at once re
gained her old faith in everything and got terribly busy. They decided 
to leave for Petersburg without delay, to find everything out on the 
spot, to look into everything personally, and, if possible, to throw 
themselves heart and soul into the new work. She announced, by the 
way, that she was prepared to found a periodical of her own and de
vote her whole life to it from that very day. Seeing that it had gone so 
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far, Mr Verkhovensky became even more overbearing, and on the 
journey to Petersburg began to treat Mrs Stavrogin almost patroniz
ingly - which she immediately noticed and vowed to remember. She 
had, as a matter of fact, another very important reason for the journey, 
namely the renewal of her former connexions. She felt that she must 
as far as possible remind society of her existence, or at any rate have a 

good try. The official reason for the journey was to see her only son, 
who was just then fmishing his course of studies at the Petersburg 
lycee. 

6 

They spent almost the whole winter season in Petersburg. By Lent, 
however, everything burst like a rainbow-coloured soap bubble. 
Their dreams vanished into thin air, and the confusion, far from being 
cleared up, became worse confounded. To begin with, the connexions 
with the higher circles failed to materialize, except on a very micro
scopic scale and at the cost of humiliating efforts. Deeply mortified, 
Mrs Stavrogin at first showed a violent interest in the ' new ideas ' and 
began giving evening parties. She sent out invitations to literary 
people, and hundreds of them immediately turned up at her house. 
Afterwards they came without being invited ; and they brought their 
friends with them. Never in her life had she seen such literary men. 
They were incredibly vain, but made no secret of it, as though they 
were so on principle. Some (though by no means all) turned up drunk, 
but they seemed to regard it as some new manifestation of grace they 
had discovered only the day before. They all appeared to be quite 
extraordinarily proud of something. On all faces was written that they 
had only just discovered some highly important secret. They abused 
each other and were proud of it. It was not easy to fmd out exactly 
what they had written, but there were critics, novelists, dramatists, sati
rists, and exposers of abuses among them. Mr Verkhovensky wormed 
his way into their highest circle, from which the movement was 
directed. It was a stiff climb, but they welcomed him with open arms, 
though, of course, none of them knew or had heard anything about him 
except that he represented an idea. He manoeuvred so skilfully among 
them that he prevailed upon them, too, to go twice to Mrs Stavrogin's 
salon, in spite of their Olympian grandeur. These people were very 
serious and exceedingly polite ; they behaved with decorum ; the others 
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were evidently afraid o f  them ; but i t  was clear that they had no time to 
waste. Two or three former literary celebrities also put in an appear
ance. They happened to be in Petersburg at the time, and Mrs Stavro
gin had long been maintaining a most refined relationship with them. 
But, to her surprise, these real and quite indubitable celebrities were as 
quiet as mice, and some of them simply hung on to this new rabble 
and curried favour with them shamelessly. At first Mr Verkhovensky 
was in luck : he was seized and exhibited at literary meetings. When 
he appeared for the first time on the platform at one of these public 
readings, he was �iven a great ovation which lasted for five minutes. 
He recalled it with tears nine years later, though more because of his 
artistic nature than out of gratitude. ' I  swear to you, and I'm ready to 
have a bet on it,' he told me himself (but only to me, and in secret), 
' that not a man in the audience knew anything about me - not a 
thing ! '  It was a remarkable confession : for it meant that he possessed 
an acute intelligence, if he could realize his position so clearly on the 
platform in spite of his tremendous excitement at the time ; but, on 
the other hand, it meant, too, that he did not possess an acute intelli
gence if even nine years later he could not recall it without a feeling of 
resentment. He was made to sign two or three collective protests (he 
did not know himself against what) ; he signed them. Mrs Stavrogin, 
too, was made to sign a protest against some ' revolting action', and 
she, too, signed. However, though the majority of these ' new' men 
were present at Mrs Stavrogin's parties, they thought it for some 
reason their duty to regard her with contempt and unconcealed deri
sion. Mr Verkhovensky used to hint to me afterwards, in his moments 
of bitterness, that it was from that time that she began envying him. 
She realized, of course, that it was not her business to associate with 
these people, but she received them eagerly for all that, with the hys
terical impatience so characteristic of a woman and, above all, she al
ways expected something to happen. At her evening parties she talked 
little, though she could talk if she wanted to, but mostly she preferred 
to listen. They talked about the abolition of the censorship and spelling 
reform, of the substitution of the Roman alphabet for the Russian one, 
of the exile of someone the day before, of some public disturbance in 
the shopping arcade, of the advisability of a federal constitution for 
the different nationalities in Russia, of the abolition of the army and 
the navy, of the restoration of Poland as far as the Dnieper, of the 
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agrarian reform and o f  the political pamphlets, of the abolition o f  in
heritance, the family, children, and the priesthood, of the rights of 
women, of Krayevsky' s splendid house, for which no one seemed able 
to forgive Mr Krayevsky, and so on and so forth. It was obvious that 
among that rabble of ' new ' men there were many impostors, but it 
was no less obvious that there were also a great many good, honest 
people among them, in spite of certain rather striking dissimilarities of 
character. The honest ones were much more incomprehensible than 
the coarse and dishonest ones ; but it was impossible to tell which was 
the tool of which. When Mrs Stavrogin announced her intention of 
publishing a periodical, many more people flocked to her receptions, 
but almost at once accusations that she was a capitalist and an exploiter 
of labour were hurled against her. The familiarity of these accusations 
was equalled only by their unexpectedness. The aged General Ivan 
Drozdov, a former friend and fellow-officer of the late General Stav
rogin, a most worthy man (in his own way, of course), a man we all 
know to be extremely stubborn and irritable, who ate a lot and who 
was terribly afraid of atheism, had an argwnent at one of Mrs Stavro
gin's parties with a certain famous young man, who immediately said 
to him : ' You must be a general, to talk like that,' meaning that he 
could find no word of abuse worse than ' a  general '. General Drozdov 
flew into a great rage. ' Yes, sir,' he said, ' I  am a general, and a lieuten
ant-general, and I've served my sovereign ; and you, sir, are a puppy 
and an atheist ! '  A most unfortunate scene followed. Next day the in
cident was adversely commented on in the Press, and signatures were 
immediately collected for a protest against ' the outrageous conduct' 
of Mrs Stavrogin for refusing to turn the General out of her house at 
once. A cartoon was published in an illustrated magazine in which 
Mrs Stavrogin, the General, and Mr Verkhovensky were all most 
venomously caricatured as three reactionary friends ; there were even 
verses underneath the cartoon written by a popular poet specially for 
the occasion. I may add for my part that it is quite true that many 
army officers of the rank of general have an absurd habit of saying, ' I  
have served my sovereign . . .  ' as though wishing to imply that their 
sovereign is not the same as the sovereign of ordinary subjects, but a 
special one, one that belongs only to them. 

It was impossible, of course, to remain any longer in Petersburg, 
particularly as Mr Verkhovensky suffered a complete fiasco. He could 
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not restrain himself, and began talking about the prerogatives of art, 
which made people laugh at him louder than ever. At his last public 
reading he thought it expedient to attempt to impress his audience by 
patriotic eloquence, imagining that he would touch their hearts, and 
counting on their respect for his ' exile '. He was quite willing to admit 
the uselessness and absurdity of the word ' mother country ' ; he even 
declared his readiness to accept the idea of the harmfulness of religion, 
but firmly and loudly declared that boots were less important than 
Pushkin, and very much so. He was booed so mercilessly that he burst 
into tears there and then, on the platform, in full view of the audience. 
Mrs Stavrogin took him home more dead than alive. 'On m' a traite 
com me un vieux bonnet de co ton! '  he babbled senselessly. She looked 
after him all night, gave him laurel and cherry drops, repeating to him 
till daybreak : 'You're still usefUl ; you'll still make a public appear
ance ; you'll be appreciated - in another place.' 

Early next morning five literary gentlemen, three of whom were 
complete strangers, came to see Mrs Stavrogin. They told her sternly 
that they had looked into the question of her periodical and had come 
to a decision in that matter. Mrs Stavrogin had certainly never asked 
anybody to look into the question of her magazine or take any deci
sion about it. Their decision was that, having founded her magazine, 
she should immediately hand it over to them with the capital to run 
it on the basis of a free co-operative association ; she herself was to go 
back to Skvoreshniki, not forgetting to take with her Mr Verkhoven
sky, who was 'out of date' .  Anxious to play fair, they agreed to re
cognize the rights of property in her case and to send her every year a 
sixth part of the net profits. The really touching thing about the whole 
proposal was that certainly four out of the five gentlemen had no self
ish motives in making it, but were simply acting in the name of ' the 
cause ' .  

' We left Petersburg completely dazed,' Mr Verkhovensky used to 
say. ' I  was completely at a loss what to make of it all and, I remember, 
I kept muttering some nonsense verse to the rumble of the tram, 
goodness only knows what, all the way to Moscow. It was only in 
Moscow that I recovered my senses, just as though I really could find 
something very different there. Oh, my friends,' he sometimes cried 
in a moment of inspiration, 'you can't imagine the sadness and resent
ment that £ill your soul to overflowing every time a great idea you 


