
INTRODUCTION 

W
ITH his second novel, The Double, Dostoyevsky made 
one of those brilliant experiments which characterize 

the brash young artist. His first novel, Poor Folk, had won 
him immediate acclaim, and he wanted to follow it with a 
display of sheer genius. But for critics and readers of that 
day, the experiment fizzled out; they found it tedious, thin 
and overlong, and even the author had to admit its faults: 
"I wrote a lot of it too quickly, and in moments of fatigue. 
The first half is better than the second. Alongside many 
brilliant passages are others so disgustingly bad that I can't 
read them mysel£" Some fifteen years later, however, he 
revised and improved the book for a collected edition of 
his work; and three years before his death, he could still 
write that he had never expressed a more serious idea in 
literature: it was the form of the tale which had "failed 

I " utter y. 
As we know today, The Double contains the first open 

pronouncement of that "serious idea," the divided personal
ity, which informs the whole of Dostoyevsky's achieve
ment. Its technique is unresolved, but far from failing, it 
represents a bold advance beyond its sources, in Gogol and 
Hoffmann, toward the early tales of the modern symbolist, 
Franz Kaf ka. As an experiment, moreover, The Double 
almost works: its first half is a clever buildup toward 
psychological collapse; in the second half, which lags so 
badly, there are flashes of fine writing which move the 
story toward its strangely Kaf kan climax. For the modern 
reader, trained on careful symbolism and hyper-refined 
analysis, The Double retains all the freshness of a pioneer 
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effort, all the crude power, the unpretentious vigor, of a 
youthful stride toward psychological fiction. 

Because of its modernity, The Double had baffled early 
readers. They could only compare it with Gogol's light 
satires on the vanities and desires of petty clerks. But 
Dostoyevsky' s clerk, Mr. Golyadkin, is not a mere social 
type, like his models in "The Nose" and "The Diary of a 
Madman." He is instead the thin-skinned victim of social 
and bureaucratic pressures, and at the same time, his own 
executioner. Unable to cope with the anxieties of urban 
life, he responds either with defensive meekness and re
tirement, or with aggressive tactics which inevitably fail. 
It is significant that the double first appears after the clerk's 
eviction from a lavish party. When Golyadkin tries to 
attend this party, he is turned away at the door by servants. 
He creeps to the back stairs of the flat, however, and in a 
scene foreshadowing Kaf ka, he stands there in a dark corner, 
in the midst of rubbish and litter, gathering courage to en
ter. Finally he dashes into the midst of the ball and claims 
a dance with Klara Olsufyevna, the belle of the affair. 
Feeling strangely exhausted, he scrapes, stamps and stum
bles when the dance begins. Klara utters a shriek, the crowd 
runs to her rescue, and Golyadkin is swept away by their 
forceful surge. After further confusion he is thrown out 
of the ball, and on his way home through the snow, he 
meets his double, his desire for aggressive social compe
tence, released from within by the violent exclusion. 

Here, in embryo, is the new idea which Dostoyevsky 
brought to Russian fiction: the combination of inward 
and outward pressures to produce a split in being which is 
somehow real. It was an idea which went beyond the simple 
good-and-evil equations behind other doubles of the age, 
like Poe's William Wilson or Dickens' Sidney Carton and 
Charles Darnay. In Dostoyevsky's own work, it led directly 
to a host of doubles and divided selves: to Raskolnikov' s 
awareness, in Crime and Punishment, that Svidrigailov rep-
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resents his own perverse desires; to Versilov' s confession, 
in A Raw Youth, that a double stands beside him and 
prompts him to the most senseless actions; and finally, to 
Ivan Karamazov's vision of the devil as an actual presence, 
at the end of Dostoyevsky's career, when he was at last 
able to clarify the implicit premise of his early novel: 
namely, that dreams and hallucinations are real; that an 
unconscious self exists, opposing the conscious self; and 
that man is literally disunified in nature. 

As scholars have long recognized, The Double provides 
a useful key to Dostoyevsky's growth in moral and intel
lectual power. It also points, in another direction, to his 
lesser-known role as formal innovator. In "The Nose," 
for instance, Gogol had spoofed the double theme in Hoff
mann by dressing a nose in the costume of a state councillor, 
and sending its owner (a lowly clerk) in frantic search for 
it. He liked to parody Hoffmann, apparently, by placing 
his magical events in urban settings and exploiting their 
comic possibilities. But Dostoyevsky took this transfer 
seriously. He saw that Hoffmann's doubles belon<�ed in the 
urban world which had produced them; that they were 
more at home, as it were, in flats and offices than in romantic 
settings. This alone was an advance over his models in 
aesthetic conception; but the problem of execution, of 
combining realism and fantasy, proved beyond his im
mediate powers. He seems to have worked here on three 
assumptions: first, that the double is produced by an acute 
state of hallucination in Golyadkin; second, that there is 
also an actual person, a new employee named Golyadkin, 
on whom the clerk projects his hallucination; and third, 
that the first two assumptions, properly handled, might 
create an illusion of the double's actuality, so as to suggest 
the reality of unconscious life. The first five chapters laid 
the groundwork for his realistic premise, the effect of hal
lucination; but in later chapters, when the effect of fantasy 
was introduced, the two premises began to compete for 
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space and the writing became prolix and repetitious. George 
Bird, the translator of this edition, finds only praise for 
Dostoyevsky's technique, which certainly gains force and 
clarity from his deft translation. He fails to see, however, 
that a new idea calls for new means of expression, and that 
Dostoyevsky had merely improvised to meet this need. 

The form which The Double called for was not hallucina
tion, but a bold stroke of fantasy conveyed in realistic de
tail. It was not discovered until the fall of 1912, when the 
Czech genius, Franz Kaf ka, composed his first successful 
stories, "The Judgment" and The Metamorphosis. "The 

Judgment" owes little to Dostoyevsky, beyond the use of 
doubles, the business theme, the exchange of letters with 
an imaginary friend in Petersburg, and the horrendous 
verdict at the end, where a father condemns his son to 
death by drowning. In The Metamorphosis, however, the 
signs of Dostoyevsky' s influence are extensive and detailed. 
One need only compare the opening paragraphs in each 
tale to catch them. As The Double opens, for instance, 
Golyadkin, a minor civil servant, awakens from a long 
night's rest "like a man as yet uncertain whether he is awake 
or still asleep, whether all at present going on about him is 
reality or a continuation of his disordered dreams." When 
he regains his senses, the walls of his little room look at 
him familiarly, and "the foul, murky, grey autumnal day" 
peers in at him through the window rather sourly. Golyad
kin shuts his eyes again, "as though regretting his recently 
ended slumbers and wishing to recall them for a moment." 
Then he leaps from his bed, looks at himself in a mirror, 
and says: "A fme thing it would be if there was something 
wrong with me today . . . if something untoward had 
happened, and a strange pimple had come up, or something 
equally unpleasant." At the end of the day, five chapters 
later, the pimple docs erupt in the form of a double, who 
plainly figures forth his illness. 

In The Metamorphosis, Kaf ka telescopes this process, and 
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with a single stroke conveys the reality of unconscious life. 
For when Gregor Samsa, a commercial traveler, awakens 
one morning "from uneasy dreams," he finds himself 
transformed into a giant insect. Like Golyadkin, he feels 
uncertain about reality: "What has happened to me? he 
thought. It was no dream. His room, a regular human bed
room, only rather too small, lay quiet between the four 
familiar walls." Assured of his surroundings, his eyes turn 
next to the window, and the overcast sky and the rain 
make him melancholy. "What about sleeping a little longer 
and forgetting all this nonsense," he thinks, and tries to 
turn over; but he is unable to move his insect shape. The 
pimple, the unpleasant outgrowth from within, has breached 
the surface of his conscious life. 

Undoubtedly, the insect metaphor came from other 
works by Dostoyevsky, like Notes from the Underground, in 
which another disgruntled clerk has "tried many times to 
become an insect;" or like The Brothers Karamazov, in 
which Dmitri characterizes the whole family as insects, or 
as victims of insects which live within them and govem 
their shameful conduct. As Kaf ka must have seen, the insect 
is the double in a different guise. In imitating the early 
novel, he had simply switched to the more striking meta
phor and fused it with the opening scene. Of course, the 
imitation extends beyond this point, to the anxieties of 
urban life. Both heroes fear their office superiors, for ex
ample, and by turns assert and debase themselves before 
them; both frighten their superiors off through startling 
modes of illness; and both suffer from social or familial 
exclusion, and from their own hidden fears about sexual 
love. Such parallels show how Dostoyevsky set a precedent 
for Kaf ka's urban nightmares; but the most vital link is still 
the opening paragraph, where Kaf ka solves the formal 
problem of The Double with a fait accompli, and creates a 
bridge between two worlds. That it was his own formal 
problem, as well as Dostoyevsky' s, seems evident from his 
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frequent use of the device in later stories, and from its 
absence in his previous work. 

So The Double has lent itself, importantly, to the develop
ment of modern psychological fantasy. But more relevant 
for the general reader, it remains a fine example of that 
genre even today. Consider a typical passage, in which 
Golyadkin admits that if anyone had wanted to turn him 
into a boot-rag, he might have done so with impunity; but 
still that rag would have been no ordinary one: it "would 
have had pride, would have been alive and had feelings; 
pride and feelings might have remained concealed deep in 
its filthy folds and been unable to speak for themselves, 
but all the same they would have been there." Like Gregor 
Samsa, Golyadkin is a vulnerable being, a boot-rag in the 
making, with pride and feeling submerged and inarticulate. 
Yet Dostoyevsky speaks for them, he reveals them to us, 
deep within the filthy folds of self-delusion, and by insisting 
on their presence, he creates an urban hero like ourselves. 
And curiously enough, in the absence of anything like the 
moral and religious leaven of the later novels, it is precisely 
this sense of humanity which gives the story its Kafkan 
quality, its blend of humor, horror, and compassion. As a 
last example, take the end of the novel, when Golyadkin 
is carted off to an asylum and the double runs along beside 
his carriage: "Hands thrust into the pockets of his green 
uniform trousers and with a satisfied look on his face, he 
kept pace with the carriage, jumping up first on one side, 
then on the other, and sometimes, seizing and hanging 
from the window frame, he would pop his head in and 
blow farewell kisses at Mr. Golyadkin." Meanwhile, inside 
the carriage, the clerk is faced with the burning eyes of his 
doctor, Krestyan lvanovitch Rutenspitz, whose first name 
means "Christian,"  but whose verdict on the hero-like 
the father's verdict in "The Judgment" -comes "stern and 
dreadful as a judge' s sentence." 

MARK SPILKA 



NOTE BY TRANSLATOR 

FROM Dostoyevsky's time until our own, The Double 
has been neglected by all save scholars and critics, and 

no translator has offered an English version in which the 
merits of the original are apparent. This new translation 
has been made in the hope that it may win for The Double 
the recognition that Dostoyevsky thought it to deserve. 

The present translation is from the generally published 
revised text of The Double, prepared by Dostoyevsky for a 
new edition of his works in 1866. This revision, which 
consisted mainly in pruning the work as first published, 
was executed in haste. As a result, an improved form has 
been achieved at the price of creating a few obscurities, 
particularly towards the end of the book, and notably in 
Klara Olsufyevna's letter, and in details connected with the 
elopement. The translator has rejected the idea of collating 
the text with the original. These faults, if such they can be 
called, do not arrest the reader in mid-sentence, and far 
from marring the author's intention, often reinforce it, 
by adding slightly to the already frightening inconsequence 
of Mr. Golyadkin's later arguments. The manner of Mr. 
Golyadkin's entry into Olsufy lvanovich's courtyard at the 
beginning of Chapter 13 is somewhat abrupt, though not 
unduly so. Several puns on the name Golyadkin are lost in 
English, but their loss seems preferable to renaming the 
hero 'Mr. Poorfellow.' 



PRINCIPA L CH ARACTERS IN THE ST ORY 

Y akov (Y asha) Petrovich 
Golyadkin 

Pyotr (Petrushka) 
Krestyan lvanovich 

Rutenspitz 
Andrey Filippovich 

Vladimir Semyonovich 
Karolina lvanovna 

Olsufy lvanovich 
Berendeyev 

Klara Olsufyevna 
His Excellency 

Anton Antonovich 
Setochkin 

Nestor Ignatyevich 
Vakhrameyev 

A miuor civil servant. 

His man. 
Medical adviser to Mr. Golyad

kin. 
Mr. Golyadkin' s departmental 

head. 
Nephew of Andrey Filippovich. 
A German ,formerly Mr. Goly

adkin's landlady. 

A Civil Cou11sellor. 
His daughter. 
A Civil General, Mr. Golyad

kin's highest official superior, 
and over Andrey Filippovich. 

The chief clerk under whom 
Mr. Golyadkiu serves. 

A colleague ofMr. Golyadkiu's. 

NOTE 

Russians have three names : Christian name, father's 
Christian name (patronymic), and surname. The usual 
form of address is by the first two names. 

An intimate or familiar form of address is by a diminu
tive of the Christian name, e.g. Yasha, Petrushka. 

Servants were commonly addressed by their patronymic. 
-Translator. 
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I
T was a little before eight when Yakov Petrovich 
Golyadkin, a minor civil servant, came to, 

yawned, stretched, and finally opened his eyes wide 
after a long night's rest. For two minutes or so 
he lay n1otionless in bed, like a man as yet un
certain whether he is awake or still asleep, whether 
all at present going on about him is reality or a 
continuation of his disordered dreams. But in a 
short while Mr. Golyadkin' s senses began record
ing their usual everyday itnpressions more clearly. 
Everything looked back at him familiarly : the 
messy green walls of his little romn, begrimed 
with soot and dust, his mahogany chest of drawers, 
his imitation tnahogany chairs, the red painted 
table, the reddish oilcloth-covered ottoman pat
terned with sickly green flowers, and lastly the 
clothing he had hastily discarded the night before 
and thrown in a heap onto the ottoman. And 
then the foul, murky, grey autumnal day peered 
in at him through the dirty panes in such a sour, 
ill-humoured way, that Mr. Golyadkin had no 
longer any possible ground for doubting that he 
lay, not in some distant fairy realm, but in his 
own rooms on the fourth floor of a large tenetnent 
house in Shestilavochnaya Street, in the capital 
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city of St. Petersburg. Having made a discovery 
of such importance, Mr. Golyadkin twitched his 
eyes shut again, as though regretting his recently
ended slmnbers and wishing to recall then1 for a 
nwment. But an instant later, having in all like
lihood at last stun1bled upon the one idea about 
which his scattered and inconsequent thoughts had 
been revolving, he bounded out of bed, and ran 
to a small round mirror standing on the chest or 
drawers. Although the sleepy, weak-sighted and 
rather bald image reflected was of so insignificant 
a character as to be certain of commanding no great 
attention at a first glance, its possessor remained 
well pleased with all that he beheld in the mirror. 

' A  fmc thing it would be if there was something 
wrong with me today,' said Mr. Golyadkin under 
his breath. 

' A  fmc thing if something untoward had hap
pened, and a strange pimple had come up, or 
something equally unpleasant. Still, I don't look 
too bad. So far all's well. ' 

Taking a great pleasure in the fact·that all was 
well, Mr. Golyadkin replaced the mirror, and 
though barefoot and still dressed in the manner 
in which he was accustomed to retire to bed, 
ran to the window and began looking intently 
for something in the courtyard below. What he 
saw was evidently also to his satisfaction, for his 
face lit with a self-contented smile. Then, after 
first peeping behind the partition into the closet 
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occupied by his servant Petrushka, and assuring 
himself of his absence, he tiptoed to the table, 
unlocked one of the drawers, and rummaging in 
a far comer, fmally produced fron1 beneath some 
old yellow-stained papers and other rubbish a 
worn green note-case, carefully opened it, and 
looked cautiously and with manifest e1�oy1nent 
into the most remote of its secret pockets. And 
probably the bundle of nice green, grey, blue, 
red and particoloured notes it contained looked 
up at Mr. Golyadkin with equal approval and 
affability, for, with face beaming, he placed the 
open note-case in front of him on the table, and 
rubbed his hands energetically in a manner be
tokening extreme pleasure. At last he drew out 
his comforting bundle of banknotes, and for the 
hundredth time since the day before, began count
ing them, rubbing each carefully between fmger 
and thumb. 

' Seven hundred and fifty roubles in notes ! ' 

he breathed fmally in a half-whisper. ' Seven 
hundred and fifty roubles. A good sum ! A 
pleasant sum,' he continued, his voice trembling 
and somewhat weakened by the emotion of his 
gratification, the wad of notes clenched in his 
hands, and his face wreathed in snllles. ' A  very 
pleasant sun1 indeed ! A pleasant enough sum for 
anyone ! I'd like to see the nnn now who'd think 
it wasn't. A man can go a long way on a smn 
like this ! '  
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' But what's this, where' s Petrushka got to ? 
thought Mr. Golyadkin, and clad as he was, 
took another look behind the partition. Petrushka 
was still nowhere to be seen, but on the floor 
where it had been set, quite beside itself, fuming, 
working itself into a passion, and threatening the 
whole while to boil over, was the samovar ; and 
what it was probably saying as it burred and 
lisped away furiously at Mr. Golyadkin in its own 
strange tongue was : 

' Come along and fetch n1e, good people, I'm 
quite ready, you see.' 

'To hell with him ! '  thought Mr. Golyadkin. 
'That lazy lump is enough to drive a n1an out of 
his wits. Where' s he disappeared to ? ' 

Seething with righteous indignation, he went 
out into the hall, which consisted of a small cor
ridor terminated by the door of the entrance, 
and caught sight of his servant surrounded by a 
whole crowd of menials and riff-raff. Petrushka 
was busy recounting something, the others were 
all attention. Clearly neither the subject of con
versation nor the conversation itself were to Mr. 
Golyadkin' s liking, for he im1nediately called to 
Petrushka, and went back into the room looking 
thoroughly displeased, and even disturbed. 

'That wretch would betray anyone for a song, 
his master especially, ' he thought. 'And he's be
trayed me, I'n1 certain of that-for a miserable 
farthing, I wouldn't mind betting . . . Well ? '  
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'They've brought the livery, sir.' 
' Put it on, and con1e here.' 

15 

Having done so, Petrushka came into his 
nuster's room grinning foolishly. His costume 
was odd in the extreme. He was attired in green 
footman's livery, trin1n1ed with gold braid and 
very much worn, that had obviously been in
tended for someone a good two feet taller. He 
held a hat decorated with green feathers and also 
trimmed with gold braid, and wore at his side a 
footman's sword in a leather scabbard. To conl
plete the picture he had, following his favourite 
practice of going about in a homely state or 
undress, nothing on his feet. 

Mr. Golyadkin inspected Petrushka thoroughly 
and seemed well pleased. Evidently the livery had 
been hired for some special occasion. And it was 
noticeable that Petrushka throughout the inspec
tion watched his master with a strange air or 
expectancy, and followed his every move with 
unusual curiosity, n1uch to Mr. Golyadkin's em
barrassment. 

'What about the carriage ? '  
'That's come too.' 
' For the whole day ? '  
'Yes. Twenty-five roubles. '  
'Have they brought the boots ? ' 
' They've brought them as well. '  
'Blockhead ! Can't you say "Yes, they have, 

. , , 
SlY ? 
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Having expressed his gratification at the n1anner 
in which the boots fitted, he ordered his tea and 
washing and shaving water to be brought. He 
shaved and washed with extreme care, hurriedly 
sipping his tea between whiles ; then, setting about 
his fmal and major toilet, donned an almust new 
pair of trousers, a shirt front with little bronze 
buttons, and a waistcoat brightly adorned with nice 
little flowers ; about his neck he tied a speckled 
silk cravat, and lastly pulled on a uniform jacket, 
carefully brushed and also nearly new. Several 
times while thus engaged he looked lovingly at 
his boots, raising first one foot then the other to 
admire the style, all the while muttering something 
to himself, and occasionally winking and making 
an expressive grimace as a thought occurred to 
him. On this particular n1oming however, Mr. 
Golyadkin was extremely preoccupied, for he 
scarcely noticed the grins and grimaces that Pet
rushka directed at him while assisting in his toilet. 
Finally, when he had arranged everything as it 
should be and was completely dressed, Mr. 
Golyadkin put his note-case into his pocket, took 
a last admiring look at Petrushka-who, having 
put on his boots was also quite ready-remarked 
that everything was done and that there was 
nothing to wait for, and went bustling down the 
stairs, his heart throbbing slightly. 

A sky-blue hired carriage e1nbbzoned with 
some sort of coat of arms can1e thundering up to 
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the door. Petrushka, exchanging winks with the 
driver and some lounging bystanders, saw his 
master seated, and in a strange voice, being scarcely 
able to contain his idiotic laughter, shouted ' Drive 
off! ' sprang onto the rear footboard, and the whole 
equipage thtmdered away with a crashing and 
jingling in the direction of the Nevsky Prospect. 

No sooner had the sky-blue carriage passed 
through the gateway, than Mr. Golyadkin rubbed 
his hands convulsively and shook with silent 
mirth, like a merry fellow who has n1anaged to 
pull off some splendid joke, and is as pleased as 
Punch about it. But immediately after this glee
ful outburst, the laughter on Mr. Golyadkin' s 
face yielded to an expression that was curiously 
apprehensive. In spite of the damp dismal weather, 
he lowered both windows of the carriage and 
began looking anxiously to left and right at the 
people in the street, assuming a studied air of 
decorum and sobriety in1mediately he noticed 
anyone looking at hin1. At the junction of 
Liteynaya Street and the Nevsky Prospect he 
shuddered, having suddenly experienced a most 
unpleasant sensation, and screwing up his face like 
some unfortunate whose corn has been trodden 
on, pressed himself hastily, and fearfully even, 
into the darkest corner of his carriage. The reason 
for this was that he had encountered two of his 
colleagues, two young officials from the very de
partment in which he himself was e1nployed. It 
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seemed to Mr. Golyadkin that they for their part 
were utterly confounded at encountering him 
thus, and that one of them even pointed at him. 
It seemed that the other called him loudly by 
name, which was, of course, very unbecoming 
in the street. Our hero concealed himself, and 
did not respond. 

'What uncouth young men ! '  he thought. 
'What's so unusual about being in a carriage ? If 
you need a carriage, you take one. Uncouth lot ! 
I know them, the young hooligans. A good 
drubbing is what they need ! Playing heads or 
tails with their salary and roanling the streets, 
that's all they're good for. I'd tell them all a 
thing or two . . . ' 

Suddenly petrified, Mr. Golyadkin left his sen
tence unfinished. An elegant droshky, drawn by 
a pair of mettlesome Kazan horses well known 
to Mr. Golyadkin, was rapidly overhauling his 
carriage on the right. The gentleman seated in 
the droshky, chancing to catch sight of Mr. 
Golyadkin's face, which the latter had rather 
rashly thrust out of the carriage window, seemed 
quite amazed at such an unlooked-for encounter, 
and, leaning out as far as he could, peered most 
interestedly and inquisitively into the very comer 
of the carriage in which our hero was with all 
haste concealing himscl£ The gentleman in the 
droshky was Andrey Filippovich, the depart
mental head under whom Mr. Golyadkin held 
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the position of assistant to the chief clerk. Seeing 
that conceahnent was quite out of the question 
since Audrey Filippovich, having recognised him, 
was now staring hard at hirn, his eyes nearly 
popping out of his head, Mr. Golyadkin coloured 
up to the cars . 

' Shall I bow ? Shall I rnake some response : 
Shall I admit it's n1e, or shan't I ? ' thought our 
hero in indescribable anguish. ' Or shall I pretend 
it's not me, but someone extraordinarily like me, 
and just look as if nothing had happened : It 
really isn't me, it isll 't me, and that's all there is 
to it, ' said Mr. Golyadkin, raising his hat to 
Andrey Filippovich and not taking his eyes off 
him. Soon, however, the droshky overtook the 
carriage, bringing to an end the magnetic influence 
exerted by the gaze of the departmental head, 
but leaving Mr. Golyadkin blushing, smiling and 
muttering to himself. 

' I  was a fool not to respond,' he thought 
fmally. ' I  ought simply to have spoken up boldly, 
been frank and open about it. "There it is, 
Andrey Filippovich, I've been asked to dinner as 

Ill"' we . 
Then suddenly remembering that he had made 

a fool of himself, our hero flushed like fire, 
scowled and directed at the opposite comer of 
the carriage a look both terrible and defiant, 
that was intended to reduce all his enemies in
stantaneously to ashes. Finally, impelled by some 
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sudden flash of inspiration, he tugged at the cord 
attached to the driver's elbow, stopped the 
carriage, and ordered the driver to turn back to 
Liteynaya Street. The truth was that Mr. Goly
adkin had felt an immediate need, probably for 
his own peace of n1ind, to communicate some
thing of the greatest importance to his doctor, 
Krestyan lvanovich Rutenspitz. His acquaintance 
with the latter was admittedly of short standing, 
for it had been only the week before that he had 
visited him for the first time, on account of certain 
ailments. But after all, a doctor was supposed to 
be like a confessor, and to hide away from him 
would be foolish, since it was his job to know 
his patient. 

'Will it be all right, I wonder ? ' pondered our 
hero, alighting at the entrance of a five-storeyed 
house in Liteynaya Street, before which he had 
ordered the carriage to stop. 

' Is it a right and proper time to call ? Well, 
what does it matter ? '  he continued, trying as he 
mounted the stairs to get his breath and stop his 
heart from throbbing, as it invariably did on 
other people's staircases. 

' Well, what docs it matter ? After all, I've come 
on n1y own account. There's nothing wrong in 
that. It would be stupid to go hiding away. I'll 
just Inake out I didn't con1e for anything special, 
but was just passing . . . He'll sec that's as it 
should be.' 
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While busy with these thoughts, Mr. Golyadkin 
had reached the second floor, and stopped outside 
Flat No. 5, which had affixed to the door a fine 
copper plate with the inscription: 

KRESTYAN IVANOVICH RUTENSPITZ 
Physician and Surgeon 

Standing before the door, our hero lost no tin1e 
in assuming a countenance of due ease and affa
bility, and prepared to pull the bell. Thus poised, 
he came to an imn1ediate and rather opportune 
decision that it might perhaps be better to leave 
his visit till next day, since there was no great 
necessity for it at the moment. But suddenly 
hearing footsteps on the stairs, Mr. Golyadkin 
pron1ptly reversed his new decision, and at the 
satne time rang resolutely at Dr. Rutenspitz' bell. 


