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    Crime and Punishment

        By Fyodor Dostoyevsky

    Chapter 1

On a seriously hot evening in early July, a young guy came out of his tiny apartment—basically a glorified closet—on S. Place and walked slowly, like he was debating something, towards K. bridge.
He’d managed to dodge his landlady on the stairs. His apartment was way up under the roof of a tall, five-story building and felt more like a cupboard than a room. The landlady, who provided him with a place to live, dinners, and help around the place, lived on the floor below, and every time he left, he had to pass her kitchen, which was always open. Every time, this young man felt a sick, scared feeling that made him frown and feel embarrassed. He owed his landlady a ton of money and was terrified of running into her.
It wasn’t that he was a coward—actually, quite the opposite. But he’d been super stressed and anxious lately, almost bordering on hypochondria. He’d become so wrapped up in himself and isolated from everyone else that he dreaded meeting, not just his landlady, but anyone at all. He was broke, but the worries of his situation had kind of stopped weighing on him. He’d given up caring about practical stuff; he’s lost any desire to deal with it. Nothing his landlady could do really scared him. But being stopped on the stairs, forced to listen to her pointless gossip, annoying demands for payment, threats, and complaints, and having to come up with excuses, to lie—no way, he'd rather sneak down the stairs like a ninja and slip out without being seen.
Tonight, though, stepping outside, he suddenly felt really aware of his fears.
“I want to do something like that, and I’m freaked out by these little things,” he thought with a weird smile. “Seriously… it’s all in a person’s hands, and they let it all slip away because they’re scared—that's a fact. It would be interesting to know what people are most afraid of. Taking a new step, saying a new word—that’s what they fear most…. But I’m talking too much. I chat because I do nothing. Or maybe I chat because I do nothing. I’ve learned to talk a lot this last month, lying in my room for days thinking... about Jack the Giant-killer. Why am I even going there now? Am I capable of it? Is this even a big deal? Nah, it’s nothing. Just a fantasy to mess around with; a distraction! Yeah, maybe it’s just a game.”
The heat in the street was insane: and the stuffy air, the construction, the bricks and dust everywhere, and that special Petersburg smell—you know, that familiar stench if you’re stuck in town during the summer—really messed with the young man’s already frazzled nerves. The awful smell coming from the bars, which were super common in that part of town, and the drunk guys he kept running into, even though it was a workday, just added to the revolting scene. A look of pure disgust flashed across the young man’s handsome face. He was, by the way, really good-looking—taller than average, slim, well-built, with beautiful dark eyes and dark brown hair. Soon he got lost in deep thought, or more accurately, his mind went completely blank; he walked along without noticing what was around him and didn’t really care. From time to time, he’s mutter something to himself, a habit he's just admitted. At those moments he realized his thoughts were sometimes jumbled up and that he was really weak; he’s barely eaten anything for two days.
 He looked seriously rough—even someone used to seeing people dressed down would’ve cringed at his rags. But around here, nobody really noticed what people wore. The Hay Market was nearby, plus there were tons of shady businesses and a whole bunch of working-class folks crammed into these streets and alleys in the heart of Petersburg. You saw every type imaginable, so a weird look wouldn’t raise an eyebrow. But this young guy’s heart was filled with so much bitterness and disgust that, despite being young and caring about appearances, he barely even registered his own worn-out clothes. It was a different story when he ran into people he knew or old classmates—he generally avoided them anyway. But then a drunk guy, being hauled around in a huge wagon pulled by a massive draft horse, suddenly yelled at him as they passed: “Hey, German hatter!” screaming at the top of his lungs and pointing. The young guy stopped dead in his tracks, clutching his hat nervously. It was a tall, round hat from Zimmerman’s, but totally beat-up, rusty, torn, and covered in stains, with a brim that was bent and missing on one side. It wasn't shame he felt, but something closer to pure terror.
“I knew it,” he muttered, sounding confused. “I thought so! That’s the worst! A stupid thing like this, a tiny detail could ruin the whole plan. Yeah, my hat is too obvious… It looks ridiculous, and that makes it obvious… With my rags, I should wear a cap, any old thing, but not this crazy thing. Nobody wears hats like that, it’s gonna be noticed a mile away, people will remember it… What matters is that people will remember it, and that’s gonna give them a clue. For this, you gotta be as low-key as possible… Trifles, trifles are what matter! It’s always the little things that screw everything up…”
He didn't have far to go; he knew exactly how many steps it was from the gate of his place: exactly seven hundred and thirty. He’d counted them once when he was daydreaming. Back then, he’d dismissed those dreams as pointless and just teasing himself with their wild, reckless vibe. Now, a month later, he was starting to see them differently, and, despite all the times he’d mocked his own lack of confidence and indecisiveness, he’d subconsciously started to view this “hideous” dream as something he should try, even though he hadn’t fully realized it himself. He was heading out for a “practice run” of his plan now, and with every step, his excitement grew more intense.
With a sinking feeling and a nervous tremble, he approached a huge house that faced both a canal and a street. The place was divided into tiny apartments and was packed with all kinds of working people—tailors, locksmiths, cooks, German immigrants, girls trying to make a living, low-level clerks, and so on. There was constant activity through the two gates and in the two courtyards of the building. Three or four doorkeepers were employed there. He was relieved to avoid them and quietly slipped through the door on the right, heading up the staircase. It was a back staircase, dark and narrow, but he knew it well and knew his way around, and he liked the atmosphere—in that kind of darkness, even the most curious eyes were nothing to worry about.
 “If I’m this freaked out now, what would it be if I actually went through with it?” he kept asking himself as he reached the fourth floor. There, his way was blocked by some movers who were hauling furniture out of an apartment. He knew that a German government worker and his family had lived there, and they were moving out now, so the fourth floor on this staircase would be empty except for the old woman. “That’s good, I guess,” he thought, as he rang the bell of the old woman’s apartment. The bell gave a faint, tinny ring – not the solid copper sound you’d expect. Those little apartments in buildings like this always had bells that sounded like that. He’s forgotten what that bell sounded like, and now its weird tinkle felt like a reminder of something, bringing it sharply into focus… He jumped, his nerves were totally shot by now. After a bit, the door opened a tiny crack: the old woman peered at her visitor with obvious suspicion through the crack, and all you could see were her little eyes, gleaming in the dim light. But, seeing a bunch of people on the landing, she got bolder and opened the door wide. The young man stepped into the dark entryway, which was separated from the tiny kitchen. The old woman stood facing him in silence, looking at him with a questioning look. She was a small, shriveled-up old woman of sixty, with sharp, mean eyes and a sharp little nose. Her colorless, streaked hair was thickly coated with oil, and she wore no scarf over it. Around her thin, long neck, which looked like a chicken leg, was knotted some kind of flannel rag, and, even though it was hot, there was a matted, yellowed fur cape flapping on her shoulders. The old woman coughed and groaned constantly. The young man must have looked at her with a pretty strange expression, because a flash of mistrust came into her eyes again.
“Raskolnikov, a student, I came here a month ago,” the young man quickly muttered, with a half bow, remembering that he should be more polite.
“I remember, my good sir, I remember quite well your coming here,” the old woman said clearly, still keeping her questioning eyes on his face.
“And here... I’m here again for the same reason,” Raskolnikov continued, a little thrown off and surprised by the old woman’s mistrust. “Maybe she’s always like that, I just didn’t notice it last time,” he thought with an uneasy feeling.
The old woman paused, as if hesitating; then stepped aside, and pointing to the door of the room, she said, letting her visitor pass in front of her:
“Come in, my good sir.”
The small room the young man walked into, with yellow wallpaper on the walls, geraniums and muslin curtains in the windows, was brightly lit up at that moment by the setting sun.
“So the sun will shine like this too!” flashed through Raskolnikov’s mind like a random thought, and with a quick scan he looked around the room, trying to notice and remember everything. But there was nothing special about the room. The furniture, all very old and made of yellow wood, consisted of a sofa with a huge, bent wooden back, an oval table in front of the sofa, a dressing-table with a mirror fixed between the windows, chairs along the walls, and two or three cheap prints in yellow frames, showing German girls holding birds—that was it. In the corner a light was burning before a small religious icon. Everything was very clean; the floor and the furniture were brightly polished; everything gleamed.
“Lizaveta’s work,” thought the young man. There wasn’t a speck of dust to be seen in the whole apartment.
 “You find the cleanest places in the houses of grumpy old widows,” Raskolnikov thought again, and he took a quick look at the cotton curtain over the door leading into another tiny room, where the old woman’s bed and dresser were—a room he’s never even peeked into before. Those two rooms were the whole apartment.
“What do you want?” the old woman snapped, coming into the room and, like before, standing right in front of him so she could stare him down.
“I’ve got something to pawn,” and he pulled an old-school silver watch out of his pocket. It had a globe engraved on the back, and the chain was steel.
“But you’re already overdue on your last pledge. The month was up the day before yesterday.”
“I’ll bring you the interest for another month; just wait a bit.”
“That’s my choice to make, pal, to wait or sell your pledge right away.”
“How much will you give me for the watch, Alyona Ivanovna?”
“You come with such junk, it’s barely worth anything. I gave you two rubles for your ring last time, and you could buy it brand new at a jeweler’s for a ruble and a half.”
“Give me four rubles for it; I’ll get it back, it was my dad’s. I’ll have some money soon.”
“A ruble and a half, plus interest upfront, if you want!”
“A ruble and a half!” the young man exclaimed.
“Suit yourself”—and the old woman handed him back the watch. The young man took it, and he was so mad he almost walked out; but he stopped himself, remembering he had nowhere else to go and he had another reason for coming.
“Hand it over,” he said roughly.
The old woman fumbled in her pocket for her keys, and disappeared behind the curtain into the other room. The young man, left standing alone in the middle of the room, listened intently, thinking. He could hear her unlocking the dresser.
“It’s gotta be the top drawer,” he thought. “So she keeps the keys in a pocket on the right. All on a steel ring.... And there’s one key there, three times bigger than all the others, with deep notches; that can’t be the dresser key... then there must be another chest or safe... that’s worth knowing. Safes always have keys like that... but how degrading it all is.”
The old woman came back.
“Here, sir: we charge ten copecks a ruble a month, so I have to take fifteen copecks from a ruble and a half for the month upfront. But for the two rubles I lent you before, you owe me twenty copecks on the same basis upfront. That makes thirty-five copecks altogether. So I’m giving you a ruble and fifteen copecks for the watch. Here it is.”
“What! only a ruble and fifteen copecks now?”
“That’s right.”
The young man didn’t argue and took the money. He looked at the old woman, and he wasn’t in a hurry to leave, like he had something else to say or do, but he wasn’t sure what it was.
“I might be bringing you something else in a day or two, Alyona Ivanovna—something valuable—silver—a cigarette box, as soon as I get it back from a friend…” he trailed off, flustered.
“We’ll talk about it then, sir.”
“Bye—are you always home alone? Is your sister not here with you?” He asked her as casually as possible as he headed into the hallway.
“What’s she to you, pal?”
“Oh, nothing much, I just asked. You’re too quick.... Have a good day, Alyona Ivanovna.”
 Raskolnikov stumbled out, totally lost. The confusion just kept building. As he headed down the stairs, he even stopped a couple of times, like a thought had suddenly hit him hard. Once he was on the street, he blurted out, “Ugh, God, this is awful! And could I, could I actually...? Nah, it's ridiculous, total garbage!” he added, trying to sound tough. “And how did something like that even pop into my head? What kind of messed-up stuff my heart is capable of. Yeah, seriously messed up, disgusting, gross, totally gross!—and for a whole month I’ve been…” But no words, no shouts, could show how stressed he was. The feeling of intense disgust that had started to crush and torture his heart on his way to the old woman had gotten so intense and felt so real that he didn’t know what to do to escape his misery. He walked along the sidewalk like he was wasted, not caring about the people passing by, bumping into them. He only snapped back to reality when he reached the next street. Looking around, he realized he was standing near a bar with steps leading down to the basement from the sidewalk. Just then, two drunk guys came out the door, slurring and supporting each other as they climbed the steps. Without thinking, Raskolnikov headed down the steps. He’d never been in a bar before, but now he felt dizzy and was burning with thirst. He craved a cold beer, blaming his sudden weakness on being hungry. He sat down at a sticky little table in a dark, dirty corner, ordered a beer, and eagerly chugged the first glass. Suddenly, he felt better; and his thoughts became clearer.
“That’s all nonsense,” he said, sounding hopeful, “and there’s nothing to worry about! It’s just a physical thing. Just a beer, a piece of dry bread—and boom, your brain’s stronger, your mind’s clearer, and your will is solid! Whew, how totally minor it all is!”
But even though he was making fun of it, he was now looking cheerful, like he’d suddenly been freed from a huge weight. He glanced around the room in a friendly way at the people there. But even then, he had a weird feeling that this happier mood wasn’t normal.
There weren’t many people in the bar at the time. Besides the two drunk guys he’d met on the steps, a group of about five guys and a girl with a concertina had left together. Their leaving made the room quiet and kind of empty. The other people still in the bar were a guy who looked like a craftsman, drunk but not totally wasted, sitting in front of a pot of beer, and his buddy, a huge, stout man with a grey beard, wearing a short, full-skirted coat. He was seriously drunk and had fallen asleep on the bench. Every now and then, he’d start, as if in his sleep, cracking his fingers, stretching his arms wide, and bouncing his upper body on the bench, humming some random tune, trying to remember something like this:
“His wife a year he fondly loved His wife a—a year he—fondly loved.”
Or suddenly waking up again:
“Walking along the crowded row He met the one he used to know.”
But no one was enjoying it with him; his silent companion looked with suspicion and distrust at all these movements. There was another man in the room who looked like a retired government worker. He was sitting apart, now and then taking a sip from his pot and looking around at the people there. He, too, seemed agitated.
Chapter 2

Raskolnikov wasn't really a people person, and, like we said before, he avoided crowds like the plague, especially lately. But now, all of a sudden, he felt like being around others. Something new was happening inside him, and with it, a real craving for company. He was totally drained after a month of nonstop misery and intense, dark energy, and he just wanted to chill, even if it was just for a minute, in a different world, whatever that looked like. And even though the place was super grimy, he was actually glad to be in the tavern.
The owner was hanging out in another room, but he’d pop down a few steps into the main room pretty often. You’d see his cool, tarred boots with the red tops first, before you saw the rest of him. He was rocking a full coat and a seriously greasy black satin vest – no tie – and his whole face looked like an iron lock, smeared with oil. At the counter stood a kid, maybe fourteen, and there was another little guy, even younger, handing people what they needed. On the counter were some sliced cucumbers, pieces of stale black bread, and chopped-up fish, all smelling seriously bad. It was packed in there, and the fumes from the booze were so strong that you could probably get drunk just hanging out for five minutes.
There are those random meetings with strangers that just grab you from the start, before a single word is exchanged. That's the impression Raskolnikov got from the guy sitting a little ways off, who looked like a retired office worker. The young man kept thinking about it later, and even thought it was a feeling about what was to come. He kept glancing at the clerk, partly because the guy was staring right back, clearly wanting to chat. He looked at the other people in the room – the tavern-keeper and the rest – like he was used to them, and tired of them, showing a little bit of looking-down-your-nose attitude towards them as people who weren’t as smart or cultured as him, and who it wouldn’t be worth talking to. He was over fifty, bald and graying, medium height, and a little chunky. His face was puffy from drinking too much, a yellow, even greenish, color, with swollen eyelids hiding bright reddish eyes that gleamed like tiny embers. But there was something really strange about him; there was a light in his eyes like he was feeling something intensely – maybe even thinking and being smart, but at the same time, there was a flicker of something like craziness. He was wearing an old, totally beat-up black dress coat, with all the buttons missing except one, and he's buttoned that one, clearly holding onto the last bit of looking respectable. A crumpled shirt front, covered in spots and stains, peeked out from his canvas vest. Like an office worker, he didn’t have a beard or mustache, but he’s been unshaven so long that his chin looked like a stiff, gray brush. And there was something official and respectable about his manner, too. But he was restless; he’d mess up his hair and from time to time would slump into his hands, letting his ragged elbows rest on the stained and sticky table. Finally, he looked straight at Raskolnikov and said loudly and resolutely:
“May I ask, sir, if you’d be up for a polite conversation? I’m guessing, from your look, that you're a smart guy who isn’t used to drinking. I’ve always respected education when it goes with real feelings, and I’m also a retired official. Marmeladov—that’s my name; retired official. I’m just wondering – have you ever worked a job?”
 “No, I’m studying,” the young man replied, a little surprised by how dramatic the speaker was and also by being addressed so directly. Even though he's been feeling kind of lonely and wanting company, being actually spoken to made him instantly feel his usual grumpy and uneasy dislike of any stranger who approached.
“A student, then, or used to be a student,” the clerk exclaimed. “That’s what I figured! I’m a man of experience, lots of experience, see?” He tapped his forehead with his fingers, proud of himself. “You’ve been a student or gone to some fancy school!... But let me…” He stood up, stumbled a bit, grabbed his jug and glass, and sat down next to the young man, facing him at an angle. He was drunk, but talking smoothly and boldly, only occasionally losing his train of thought and slurring his words. He latched onto Raskolnikov like he hadn't spoken to anyone in a month.
“Honored sir,” he began, almost seriously, “poverty isn’t bad, that’s the truth. But I also know that being drunk isn't good, and that's even truer. But being totally broke, honored sir, that is bad. In poverty, you can still hold onto your good heart, but when you’re broke—forget it—no one. Being broke, a guy isn’t kicked out of society with a stick; he’s swept out with a broom, to make it as embarrassing as possible. And honestly, I’m ready to be humiliated myself. That’s why I’m here! Honored sir, a month ago Mr. Lebeziatnikov punched my wife, and my wife is a whole different story! Get it? Let me ask you another question out of curiosity: have you ever slept on a hay barge on the Neva?”
“No, I haven’t,” Raskolnikov replied. “What are you talking about?”
“Well, I just came from one, and it’s the fifth night I’ve slept there…” He filled his glass, drained it, and paused. Bits of hay were actually stuck to his clothes and in his hair. It seemed likely he hadn’t even bothered to change or shower in the last five days. His hands, especially, were filthy. They were fat and red, with black fingernails.
His conversation seemed to grab everyone’s attention, even if they were pretty bored. The guys at the counter started snickering. The innkeeper came down from upstairs, apparently just to hear the “weirdo,” and sat down a little ways off, yawning lazily but trying to look important. Clearly, Marmeladov was a regular here, and he’d probably picked up his habit of giving long speeches to strangers from hanging around the tavern so much. That’s how it develops for some drunkards, especially the ones who are kept in line at home. So they try to justify themselves and even get some sympathy when they’re around other drinkers.
“Weirdo!” the innkeeper declared. “And why aren’t you working, why aren’t you doing your job, if you’re employed?”
“Why am I not at my job, honored sir,” Marmeladov continued, focusing entirely on Raskolnikov, as if it was he who had asked that question. “Why am I not at my job? Doesn’t my heart ache thinking about how useless I am? A month ago when Mr. Lebeziatnikov hit my wife with his own hands, and I was passed out, didn’t I suffer? Excuse me, young man, has it ever happened to you… hm… well, to beg for a loan and get turned down every time?”
“Yeah, it has. But what do you mean, ‘every time’?”
 “Totally hopeless, like, when you know you're gonna get nothing out of it. You just know, like, this guy—this super respectable citizen—is never, ever giving you money. And why would he? He knows I won’t pay it back. Compassion? Mr. Lebeziatnikov, who’s all about the latest trends, explained the other day that science says compassion is, like, banned now. That's what they do in England, where they have political economy. So, why would he give it to me? And yet, even though I know he won't, I head over there and…”
“Why bother?” Raskolnikov cut in.
“Well, when you’ve got nowhere else to go! Everyone needs somewhere to go. Especially when you have to go somewhere! When my daughter first went out with a yellow ticket—you know, a yellow passport—then I had to go…” he added, looking a little nervous at the young man. “Never mind, sir, never mind!” he hurried on, trying to look calm even as the guys behind the counter were cracking up and even the innkeeper was smiling—“It doesn’t matter. Everyone already knows everything, and everything secret gets out. And I accept it, not with a bad attitude, but with humility. Whatever. Whatever. ‘Behold the man!’ Excuse me, young man, can you… No, to put it more bluntly; not can you, but dare you, look at me and say I’m a pig?”
The young man didn’t say a word.
“Okay,” the speaker began again, looking serious and dignified, waiting for the laughter to die down. “Okay, so be it, I’m a pig, but she’s a lady! I look like a beast, but Katerina Ivanovna, my wife, is educated and an officer’s daughter. Fine, fine, I’m a loser, but she has a noble heart, full of feelings, refined by education. And yet… oh, if only she felt for me! Honored sir, you know everyone should have at least one place where people care about them! But Katerina Ivanovna, though she’s generous, she’s not fair… And yet, even though I realize she pulls my hair out of pity—and I’m not ashamed to repeat it, she does pull my hair, young man,” he declared with even more dignity, hearing snickers again—“but, my God, if she would just once… But no, no! It’s all pointless and there's no use talking! No use talking! Because more than once, my wish came true and more than once she felt for me, but… that’s just my luck and I'm just a beast by nature!”
“Totally,” the innkeeper said, yawning. Marmeladov slammed his fist on the table.
“That’s just my fate! Do you know, sir, do you know, I sold her stockings for booze? Not her shoes—that’s kinda normal—but her stockings, her stockings I sold for drink! Her mohair shawl, a present to her a long time ago, her own stuff, not mine; and we live in a freezing room and she got sick this winter and started coughing and spitting up blood. We have three little kids and Katerina Ivanovna works from morning till night; she’s scrubbing, cleaning, and washing the kids, because she’s always been used to being clean. But her chest is weak and she’s getting sick and I can tell! Do you think I don’t feel it? And the more I drink, the more I feel it. That’s why I drink too. I’m trying to find some comfort and feeling in the booze… I drink so I can suffer twice as much!” And as if he was falling apart, he put his head on the table.
 “Young man,” he continued, looking up again, “I can see you’re going through something. I noticed it when you came in, and that’s why I spoke to you right away. When I tell you the story of my life, I don't want to look foolish in front of these people—they already know everything, anyway. But I’m looking for someone who gets it, someone with empathy and smarts. So listen up: my wife went to a really fancy school for the daughters of wealthy families. When she graduated, she performed a shawl dance for the governor and other important people, and they gave her a gold medal and a certificate recognizing her talent. The medal… well, that got sold a long time ago, hm… but she still has the certificate tucked away in her trunk. She even showed it to our landlady not long ago. Even though she’s constantly arguing with the landlady, she needed to tell someone about her past achievements and the good old days. I don’t blame her for that, I don’t judge her. All she has left is remembering the past; everything else is just gone. Yes, yes, she’s a strong woman, proud and determined. She scrubs the floors herself and mostly eats plain bread, but she refuses to be disrespected. That's why she couldn't let Mr. Lebeziatnikov get away with being rude to her, and when he hit her for it, she went to bed more from the hurt feelings than from the actual blows. She was a widow when I married her, with three kids, one younger than the others. She ran off with her first husband, an army officer, because she loved him—they left her dad’s house to be together. She really adored him, but he started gambling, got into trouble, and eventually died. He even started hitting her towards the end—although she paid him back, I have proof to this day—but she still talks about him with tears in her eyes and gives me a hard time about it. And I’m glad, I'm glad she remembers being happy, even if it’s just in her imagination. At his death, she was left with those three kids in a remote, isolated area where I happened to be at the time. She was in such desperate poverty, that even after everything I’ve been through, I can’t even describe it. Her family had all turned their backs on her. And she was proud, incredibly proud. And then, respected sir, and then, I, being a widower myself with a fourteen-year-old daughter from my first wife, offered her my hand, because I couldn’t stand to see her suffering. You can imagine how bad things were that a woman with her education and background, from a distinguished family, would even consider marrying me. But she did! Crying and sobbing and wringing her hands, she married me! Because she had nowhere else to go! Do you understand, sir, do you understand what it means to have absolutely nowhere to turn? No, you don’t understand yet… And for a whole year, I did my best and didn’t touch this” (he tapped the jug with his finger), “because I have feelings. But even so, I couldn’t make her happy, and then I lost my job too—it wasn't my fault, just changes at the office—and then I did touch it…!"
 It's been about a year and a half since we finally landed in this amazing capital city, decked out with tons of monuments, after a whole lot of wandering and some seriously rough times. I managed to get a job here... and then I lost it again. Get it? This time, it was my fault—I messed up. We're currently crashing at Amalia Fyodorovna Lippevechsel’s place; I honestly couldn't tell you how we're paying rent or what we’re even living on. There are a bunch of other people living there too. It’s a total mess, super disorganized—a chaotic scene, basically. Hm… yeah. Meanwhile, my daughter from my first marriage has grown up; I won’t even get into what her step-mom put her through while she was growing up. Katerina Ivanovna is a good person, but she's got a fiery personality, easily angered and quick to snap. Yeah. But there’s no point dwelling on that! Sonia, you can probably imagine, hasn’t had much of an education. I tried to teach her geography and world history four years ago, but I wasn’t exactly an expert myself, and we didn's have any good books. And the few books we did have? Well, we don't even have those now. So, our lessons just… stopped. We got as far as Cyrus of Persia. Since she's gotten older, she’s been reading more books, especially romance novels, and recently she’s been really into Lewes’ Physiology—you know it, right?—and has even been telling us stuff she learned from it. That’s basically her whole education. Now, may I ask you a personal question, sir? Do you think a decent, poor girl can actually make a good living with honest work? She can’t earn even fifteen pennies a day if she’s respectable, has no special skills, and doesn't slack off! And get this: Ivan Ivanitch Klopstock—have you heard of him?—still hasn't paid her for the half-dozen linen shirts she made for him. He just brushed her off, yelling and insulting her, saying the shirt collars weren't right and were crooked. And the little ones are starving.... And Katerina Ivanovna pacing around, wringing her hands, her cheeks flushed red—that's always happening when she's sick: “You live with us,” she says, “you eat and drink and are warm, and you don’t do anything to help.” But how much does she get to eat and drink when there isn’t even a crust of bread for the kids for three days! I was drunk at the time… so what? I heard Sonia speaking (she's such a sweet girl, with a soft little voice... fair hair and such a pale, thin face). She said: “Katerina Ivanovna, should I really do something like that?” And Darya Frantsovna—a woman with a shady reputation, well-known to the police—had tried to get at her through the landlady a few times. “And why not?” said Katerina Ivanovna with a sarcastic laugh, “you’re way too precious to be so careful!” But don't blame her, don't blame her, sir, don't blame her! She wasn't herself when she said it—she was totally stressed out by her illness and the crying of the hungry children; and she said it more to hurt her feelings than anything else.
 That’s Katerina Ivanovna’s deal, and when kids cry, even if they’re just hungry, she immediately starts yelling at them. Around six, I saw Sonia get up, throw on her scarf and coat, and leave the room. Then, around nine, she came back. She went straight to Katerina Ivanovna and silently dropped thirty rubles on the table. She didn’t say a word, didn’t even look at her. She just grabbed our big, old green shawl – we have this shawl, you know, made of drap de dames – and pulled it over her head and face. Then she flopped down on the bed, facing the wall. Only her little shoulders and her body kept shaking... And I just kept lying there, like always. Then, you know, I saw Katerina Ivanovna, still quiet, go over to Sonia’s little bed. She was on her knees all night, kissing Sonia’s feet, and wouldn’t get up. Then they both fell asleep, tangled up in each other’s arms… together, together… yeah… and I… was totally wasted.”
 Marmeladov just stopped, like his voice had totally disappeared. Then he quickly downed his drink, cleared his throat, and started again.
“Ever since then, sir,” he said after a beat—“Ever since this awful thing happened, and because of what some really shady people said—and Darya Frantsovna was a big part of it, claiming she’s been disrespected—ever since then, my daughter Sofya Semyonovna has been forced to get a ‘yellow ticket,’ and because of that, she can’t live with us anymore. Our landlady, Amalia Fyodorovna, wouldn’t hear of it—even though she’s backed up Darya Frantsovna before—and Mr. Lebeziatnikov too… hm… All the drama between him and Katerina Ivanovna was because of Sonia. At first, he was trying to flirt with her, and then suddenly he got all high and mighty: ‘how,’ he said, ‘can a guy as educated as me live in the same place as a girl like that?’ And Katerina Ivanovna wasn't having it, she stood up for her… and that’s how it ended up. And Sonia comes to us now, mostly after dark; she comforts Katerina Ivanovna and gives her everything she can. She’s got a room at the Kapernaumovs’ place, the tailors. Kapernaumov is a guy with a limp and a cleft palate, and all his family have cleft palates too. His wife has one too. They all live in one room, but Sonia has her own, separated off… hm… yeah… really poor people, all with cleft palates… yeah. Then I woke up in the morning, put on my old clothes, looked up to heaven, and headed over to his excellency Ivan Afanasyvitch. His excellency Ivan Afanasyvitch, do you know him? Nope? Well, you don’t know a man of God, then. He's like… wax—just melts away before the Lord! His eyes were kinda glazed over when he heard my story. ‘Marmeladov, you’ve let me down before… I’ll trust you again, on my word,’ he said. ‘Remember,’ he said, ‘and now you can go.’ I practically bowed in the dust—though only in my head, because he’s a big shot, a statesman, and all about modern ideas, so he wouldn’t let me do it. I went back home, and when I told everyone I was back in the service and getting paid, wow, what a scene!...”
Marmeladov stopped again, totally worked up. Just then, a bunch of super-drunk partiers came in from the street, and you could hear a hired accordion player and a little kid, like seven years old, singing "Hamlet" in a cracked voice. The room was loud. The tavern-keeper and the guys were busy with the new people. Marmeladov didn’t even notice, and he kept going with his story. He seemed really weak, but the more he drank, the more he talked. Remembering getting the job seemed to give him a boost, and you could see it on his face. Raskolnikov listened closely.
 "That was five weeks ago, sir. Yeah.... As soon as Katya and Sonia heard about it, seriously, it was like I'd walked into paradise. Before, I was getting chewed out, basically getting abused. Now, they were tiptoeing around, shushing the kids. ‘Semyon, he’s worn out from work, he’s resting, shhh!’ They’d even make me coffee before I went to work and heat up cream for me! They started getting real cream, can you believe it? And how they pulled together the cash for a decent outfit—eleven roubles, fifty copecks—I have no idea. Boots, dress shirts—super sharp, a uniform, they went all out, for eleven and a half roubles. The first morning I got back from the office, I found Katya had cooked two courses for dinner—soup and salty meat with horseradish—which we’d never even dreamed of before. She didn’t have any dresses... none at all, but she dressed up like she was going somewhere fancy; and she didn’t have anything to wear, she just made herself look good, she’d fixed her hair nicely, put on a clean collar and cuffs, and there she was, totally different, younger and better looking. Sonia, my little sweetheart, only helped out with money, ‘just for now,’ she said, ‘it’s not good for me to come around too often. Maybe after dark when nobody can see.’ Do you hear me? Do you hear? I took a nap after dinner and guess what: even though Katya had been fighting with our landlady, Amalia Fyodorovna, just a week before, she couldn’t resist asking her over for coffee. They were sitting there for two hours, whispering. ‘Semyon’s back in a job, getting a salary now,’ she said, ‘and he went to see his boss, and his boss even came out to see him, made everyone else wait, and led Semyon by the hand right into his office in front of everyone.’ Do you hear? Do you hear? ‘Look, Semyon,’ he said, ‘remembering all you’ve done for me,’ he said, ‘and even though you're a bit…soft,’ he said, ‘since you’re promising now and since we’ve been struggling without you,’ (do you hear, do you hear;) ‘so, I’m counting on your word as a man.’ And all that, let me tell you, she totally made up, and not just to show off; no, she actually believes it, she’s lost in her own little world, I swear she is! And I don’t blame her, no, I don’t blame her!... Six days ago when I brought her my first earnings—twenty-three roubles forty copecks altogether—she called me her little guy: ‘little guy,’ she said, ‘my little guy.’ And when we were alone, you know? You wouldn’t think I was hot, you wouldn’t think much of me as a husband, would you?... Well, she pinched my cheek, ‘my little guy,’ she said.”
Marmeladov stopped, tried to smile, but suddenly his chin started twitching. He got it under control though. The bar, the way he looked, those five nights on the barge, the bottle of booze—and yet this crazy, deep love for his wife and kids confused his listener. Raskolnikov listened closely but felt sick to his stomach. He was annoyed that he’d even come here.
 “Sir, sir,” Marmeladov blurted out, composing himself. “Oh, sir, I know it probably sounds like a joke to you, like it does to a lot of people, and maybe I'm just bothering you with all the crazy details of my home life, but it's no laughing matter to me. I can feel it all... And that whole amazing day of my life, and the whole evening I spent dreaming about how things would be—how I'd dress the kids, how I'd give her a break, and how I'd save my own daughter from being messed up and get her back with her family… and so much more… Totally understandable, sir. Well, then, sir.” (Marmeladov suddenly jumped, looked up, and stared intently at his listener.) “Well, the very next day after all those dreams, that is, exactly five days ago, in the evening, I pulled a sneaky move, like a thief in the night, and stole the key to Katerina Ivanovna’s box. I took out what was left of my earnings—I’m not even sure how much—and now look at me, everyone! It’s the fifth day since I left home, and they’re looking for me there, and I’m out of a job. My uniform is lying in a tavern on the Egyptian bridge. I traded it for the clothes I’m wearing… and it’s over.”
Marmeladov slammed his fist on his forehead, clenched his teeth, closed his eyes, and leaned heavily on the table. But a minute later, his face suddenly changed, and with a sly, fake-brave look, he glanced at Raskolnikov, and laughed.
“This morning I went to see Sonia, I went to ask her for a little something to take the edge off!” He-he-he!
“You’re kidding! She actually gave it to you?” one of the new guys shouted, then burst out laughing.
“She gave me the money, all of it,” Marmeladov said, talking only to Raskolnikov. “Thirty kopecks she gave me with her own hands, all she had, as far as I could tell… She didn’t say a word, just looked at me… Not on earth, but way up there… They grieve over men, they cry, but they don’t blame them, they don’t blame them! But it hurts more, it hurts more when they don’t blame! Thirty kopecks, yeah! And maybe she needs it now, huh? What do you think, my friend? Because now she’s gotta keep up appearances. It costs money to look good, you know? Do you get it? And there’s pomade, too, she’s gotta have stuff; petticoats, starched ones, shoes, too, real flashy ones to show off her foot when she has to step over a puddle. Do you understand, sir, do you understand what all that smartness means? And here I am, her own father, and I took thirty kopecks of that money to buy a drink! And I’m drinking it! And I'm already done drinking it! Come on, who’s gonna feel sorry for a guy like me, huh? Are you sorry for me, sir, or not? He-he-he!”
He would have filled his glass, but there was nothing left. The pot was empty.
“What’s there to feel sorry about?” the tavern-keeper shouted, standing nearby again.
Shouts of laughter and even curses followed. The laughter and the curses came from those who were listening and also from those who hadn't heard anything but were just staring at the figure of the fired government clerk.
“To be pitied! Why should I be pitied?” Marmeladov suddenly declared, standing up with his arm outstretched, as if he’d been just waiting for that question.
 “Why should anyone feel sorry for me, you’re asking? Seriously? There’s nothing to pity me for! I deserve to be crucified, nailed to a cross, not pitied! Crucify me, judge, crucify me, but have pity on me! And then I'll just go and crucify myself, because I’m not looking for a good time, I want tears and heartache!... Do you think this pint of yours has been sweet to me? I was searching for pain and tears at the bottom of it, and I found it. I tasted it. But He, the One who’s had mercy on everyone, who understands everyone and everything, He's the judge. He’s coming, and He’s going to ask, ‘Where’s the daughter who gave herself for her suffering stepmother and for the kids of another family? Where's the daughter who felt bad for her drunk, awful dad? And He’s going to say, ‘Come to me! I’ve already forgiven you once.... I’ve forgiven you once.... Your many sins are forgiven because you’ve loved much....’ And He’s going to forgive my Sonia, He will forgive, I know it... I felt it in my heart when I was with her just now! And He’s going to judge and forgive everyone, the good and the bad, the smart and the humble.... And when He’s done with them all, then He’s going to call for us. ‘You too, come forward,’ He’s going to say, ‘Come forward, you drunkards, come forward, you weaklings, come forward, you kids of shame!’ And we’re all going to come forward, without shame, and stand before Him. And He’s going to say to us, ‘You’re swine, made in the Image of the Beast and with his mark; but come, you too!’ And the wise and the insightful will say, ‘Lord, why do You receive these people?’ And He’s going to say, ‘This is why I receive them, oh wise ones, this is why I receive them, oh insightful ones, because not one of them thought they deserved this.’ And He’s going to hold out His hands, and we’re going to fall down before Him... and we’re going to cry... and we’re going to understand everything! Then we’re all going to understand... even Katerina Ivanovna... she’s going to understand.... Lord, Your kingdom come!” And he slumped down on the bench, exhausted and helpless, looking at nothing, apparently oblivious to everything around him and lost in deep thought. His words had made an impression; there was a moment of silence; but soon laughter and curses were heard again.
“That’s his thing!”
“He totally lost it!”
“What a useless clerk he is!”
And so on, and so on.
“Let’s go, sir,” said Marmeladov all at once, raising his head and addressing Raskolnikov—“come on… to Kozel’s place, looking into the yard. I’m going to see Katerina Ivanovna—it’s time.”
Raskolnikov had been wanting to go and had planned to help him. Marmeladov was much wobbier on his legs than he was in his speech and leaned heavily on the young man. They had a couple hundred steps to go. The drunk man was getting more and more overwhelmed by anxiety and confusion as they got closer to the house.
“It’s not Katerina Ivanovna I’m afraid of now,” he muttered nervously—“and that she’s going to start pulling my hair. Who cares about my hair! Bother my hair! Actually, it would be better if she started pulling it, that’s not what I’m worried about… it’s her eyes… yeah, her eyes… the redness on her cheeks scares me… and her breathing too…. Have you noticed how people with that sickness breathe… when they’re upset? I’m also scared of the kids crying… because if Sonia hasn’t brought them food… I don’t know what’s happened! I don’t know! But I’m not afraid of blows… know, sir, that those blows aren’t painful to me, they’re even a relief. It’s better this way. Let her hit me, it eases her heart… it’s better this way… There’s the house. The house of Kozel, the cabinet-maker… a German, doing well. Lead the way!”
 They headed in from the yard and up to the fourth floor. The staircase got darker and darker as they climbed. It was almost eleven o’clock, and even though Petersburg had pretty mild summers, it was totally dark at the top of the stairs.
A grimy little door at the very top was slightly open. Inside was a really run-down room, about ten steps long, lit by a tiny candle. You could see the whole thing from the entrance. It was a mess, covered in rags, especially kids' clothes. A ripped sheet was stretched across the far corner—probably hiding the bed. There wasn't much else in the room: just two chairs and a beat-up sofa with American leather, full of holes. An old, bare kitchen table stood in front of it. A flickering candle in an iron holder sat at the edge of the table. It seemed like the family had their own room, not just part of a larger space. The door to the other rooms—or rather, the tiny storage spaces—that made up Amalia Lippevechsel’s apartment was half-open, and you could hear shouting, noise, and laughter coming from inside. People were clearly playing cards and drinking tea. Harsh words were flying out every now and then.
Raskolnikov instantly recognized Katerina Ivanovna. She was a pretty tall, slim, and graceful woman, but looked really thin. She had gorgeous dark brown hair and a flushed face. She was pacing around the small room, pressing her hands to her chest. Her lips were dry, and her breathing came in short, nervous gasps. Her eyes glittered, almost feverish, and she stared around with a harsh, unmoving gaze. And that sickly face, lit by the flickering candlelight, was pretty unsettling. He thought she was around thirty years old—definitely a strange wife for Marmeladov… She hadn’t noticed them come in, seemed lost in her own thoughts, not hearing or seeing anything. The room was stuffy, but she hadn’t opened the window; a bad smell was coming from the staircase, but the door to the stairs wasn't closed. Smoke from the other rooms drifted in, and she kept coughing, but didn't close the door. The youngest child, a girl of six, was asleep, curled up on the floor with her head on the sofa. A boy a year older stood crying and shaking in the corner—probably he’s just been hit. Beside him stood a girl of nine years old, tall and thin, wearing a thin, ripped nightgown with an old, oversized shawl thrown over her bare shoulders, way too big for her, barely reaching her knees. Her arm, as thin as a twig, was wrapped around her brother’s neck. She was trying to comfort him, whispering to him, and doing everything she could to stop him from crying again. At the same time, her big, dark eyes—which looked even bigger because of her thin, scared face—were watching her mother with worry. Marmeladov didn't come through the door but dropped to his knees right in the doorway, pushing Raskolnikov in front of him. The woman, seeing a stranger, stopped, looking at him with indifference, coming to herself for a moment and seeming to wonder what he wanted. But she clearly thought he was going into the next room, since he had to walk through hers to get there. Without paying him any more attention, she walked towards the outer door to close it, and let out a sudden scream when she saw her husband on his knees in the doorway.
“Ah!” she cried out in a frenzy, “He’s back! The criminal! the monster!… And where’s the money? What’s in your pocket, show me! And your clothes are all different! Where are your clothes? Where is the money! Speak!”
And she started searching him. Marmeladov quietly and obediently held up both arms to make it easier. There wasn’t a single coin.
 “Where’s the money?” she yelled— “Seriously, did he drink it all? There were twelve silver rubles left in the chest!” and in a rage she grabbed him by the hair and dragged him into the room. Marmeladov weakly crawled along on his knees, trying to help.
“And this is supposed to make me feel better? This isn’s hurting me, but is a total con-so-la-tion, sir,” he called out, being pulled around by his hair and even bumping his forehead on the floor. The little kid sleeping on the floor woke up and started crying. The boy in the corner completely lost it, started shaking and screaming, and rushed to his sister, terrified, almost having a panic attack. The oldest girl was trembling like crazy.
“He drank it! He drank it all,” the poor woman screamed in despair— “and his clothes are gone! And they’re starving, so hungry!”—and wringing her hands she pointed to the kids. “Oh, this life is awful! And you, aren’t you ashamed?”—she lashed out at Raskolnikov— “From the bar? You’ve been drinking with him? You’ve been drinking with him, too! Get out!”
The young man was hurrying out without saying a word. The inner door swung open, and curious faces were peeking in. Crude laughing faces with pipes and cigarettes and caps on their heads crowded into the doorway. Further in, you could see people in robes and pajamas, some barely dressed, some holding cards. They were totally amused when Marmeladov, being dragged around by his hair, shouted that it was a consolation. They even started coming into the room. Finally, a sharp, mean voice cut through the noise: it was Amalia Lippevechsel herself pushing her way through the crowd and trying to restore order, and for the hundredth time to scare the poor woman by telling her to leave the room tomorrow. As he left, Raskolnikov had time to reach into his pocket, grab the few coins he’s gotten back for his ruble at the bar, and drop them unnoticed on the window sill. Later, on the stairs, he changed his mind and almost went back.
“What a dumb thing I did,” he thought to himself, “they have Sonia and I need it myself.” But realizing that it was impossible to take it back now and that he wouldn’t have taken it anyway, he shrugged and headed back to his place. “Sonia needs hair pomade, too,” he said as he walked down the street, and he laughed darkly— “being all fancy costs money.... Hmm! And maybe Sonia herself will be broke today, because there’s always a risk, hunting big game... digging for gold... then they’d all be without a penny tomorrow except for my money. Go, Sonia! What a goldmine they’ve got there! And they’re squeezing every last drop out of it! They’ve cried over it and gotten used to it. People get used to anything, the jerks!”
He got lost in thought.
“And what if I’m wrong,” he suddenly cried after a moment’s reflection. “What if people aren’t really jerks, people in general, I mean, the whole human race—then everything else is just nonsense, fake scares, and there are no limits, and it’s all as it should be.”
Chapter 3

He woke up late the next day, after a restless night. But sleep hadn’t refreshed him; he woke up feeling gross, irritable, and just plain angry, glaring at his room. It was a tiny, cramped space, maybe six steps long. It looked totally run-down, with dusty yellow wallpaper peeling off the walls, and the ceiling was so low that anyone taller than average felt like they’s constantly gonna bump their head. The furniture matched the room: three old chairs, kinda rickety; a painted table in the corner piled with a few manuscripts and books—covered in so much dust they clearly hadn't been touched in ages. A huge, clunky sofa took up almost the whole wall and half the floor; it used to be covered in chintz, but now it was falling apart and served as Raskolnikov’s bed. He’d often crash on it, without even bothering to undress, without sheets, wrapped in his old student’s overcoat, with his head on one little pillow, piling all his linen—clean and dirty—underneath it as a bolster. A small table stood in front of the sofa.
It would have been hard to find a messier place, but to Raskolnikov, in his current mood, it was actually kind of comforting. He’d completely shut himself off from everyone, like a turtle in its shell, and even the sight of the cleaning lady who had to wait on him and sometimes peeked into his room made him twitch with irritation. He was like some obsessed person, totally focused on one thing. His landlady had stopped sending him meals for two weeks, and he hadn't even bothered to complain, even though he skipped dinner. Nastasya, the cook and only servant, was a little amused by his mood and had completely stopped cleaning and tidying his room, only occasionally wandering in with a broom. She woke him up that day.
“Get up, why are you still asleep?” she called. “It’s past nine, I brought you some tea; want a cup? You must be starving!”
Raskolnikov opened his eyes, startled, and recognized Nastasya.
“From the landlady, huh?” he asked slowly, sitting up on the sofa with a sick look on his face.
“From the landlady, of course!”
She set before him her own cracked teapot full of weak and stale tea and put two yellow lumps of sugar beside it.
“Here, Nastasya, take it,” he said, fumbling in his pocket (he’d slept in his clothes) and pulling out a handful of coins—“run and get me a loaf. And get me a little sausage, the cheapest, from the butcher’s.”
“I’ll fetch you a loaf right away, but wouldn’t you rather have some cabbage soup instead of sausage? It’s really good soup, from yesterday. I saved it for you yesterday, but you came in late. It’s awesome soup.”
When the soup was brought, and he started eating, Nastasya sat down beside him on the sofa and started chatting. She was a country girl and a real talker.
“Praskovya Pavlovna wants to complain to the police about you,” she said.
He scowled.
“To the police? What does she want?”
“You don’t pay her money, and you won’t move out of the room. That’s what she wants, for sure.”
“Seriously, that’s the last straw,” he muttered, grinding his teeth, “no, that won’t work… just now. She’s a fool,” he added aloud. “I’ll go talk to her today.”
“She’s a fool, no doubt about it, just like me. But why, if you’re so smart, do you lie here like a sack and have nothing to show for it? You used to go out, you say, to teach kids. But why aren’t you doing it now?”
“I’m doing…” Raskolnikov began sullenly and reluctantly.
“What are you doing?”
“Work…”
“What kind of work?”
“I’m thinking,” he answered seriously after a pause.
 Nastasya burst out laughing. She always laughed like that—a total, all-over-the-place thing when something cracked her up, shaking and giggling until it kinda made her feel weird.
“So, have you been raking in the cash with all that thinking?” she finally managed to ask.
“You can’t exactly go teach without decent shoes. I’m so over it.”
“Don’t beef with your bread and butter.”
“They pay practically nothing for lessons. What’s the point of a few pennies?” he answered, sounding bummed out, like he was just talking to himself.
“And you’re trying to get rich quick?”
He looked at her, totally confused.
“Yeah, I want a fortune,” he said, sounding serious after a beat.
“Chill out, seriously! You’re freaking me out! Should I grab you a loaf or not?”
“Whatever.”
“Oh, shoot, I forgot! A letter came for you yesterday while you were out.”
“A letter? For me? From who?”
“No idea. I gave the mailman three copecks out of my own money to deliver it. You gonna pay me back?”
“Just get it to me, for crying out loud! Bring it!” Raskolnikov exclaimed, getting super worked up—“Seriously!”
A minute later, she handed him the letter. That was it—from his mom, from the province of R——. He went pale when he grabbed it. It had been a while since he’s gotten mail, but another feeling suddenly hit him hard.
“Nastasya, please leave me alone, seriously; here’s your three copecks, just go!”
The letter was trembling in his hand; he didn't want to open it with her around; he needed to be alone with it. When she left, he quickly brought it to his lips and kissed it, then stared intently at the address, the tiny, slanted handwriting, so familiar and dear, of the mom who’s taught him to read and write. He hesitated; he seemed almost scared of something. Finally, he ripped it open; it was a thick, heavy letter, weighing over two ounces—two full sheets of paper covered in really small writing.
 “My sweet Rodya,” Mom wrote—“it’s been two months since we last talked on the phone, and that’s been stressing me out, keeping me up at night. But I know you won’t blame me for not reaching out. You know how much I love you; you’re everything to Dounia and me, our only hope, our rock. It broke my heart when I heard you’d dropped out of school a while back because you couldn’t afford it, and that you lost your tutoring gigs too! How could I help you with my tiny pension of a hundred and twenty rubles a year? The fifteen rubles I sent you four months ago, I borrowed, like you know, from Vassily Ivanovitch Vahrushin, a local merchant. He’s a good guy and a friend of Dad’s too. But since I had to let him collect the pension to pay off the debt, I couldn’t send you anything until now, when it's finally cleared. But now, thank goodness, I think I’ll be able to send you something, and we can actually celebrate some good news, which I’m excited to share. First off, would you believe your sister has been living with me for the past six weeks, and we’re not going to be separated ever again. Thank goodness, her struggles are finally over, but I’m going to tell you everything in order, so you’re up to speed on what’s been happening and what we’re been keeping from you. When you wrote to me two months ago that you’d heard Dounia was having a rough time at the Svidrigaïlovs’ house, and you asked me to fill you in—what could I even write back? If I’d told you the whole truth, I bet you would have dropped everything and come running home, even if you had to walk the whole way, because I know your heart and you wouldn't let your sister be disrespected. I was freaking out myself, but what could I do? And, honestly, I didn't know the full story either. What made it so complicated was that Dounia got a hundred rubles upfront when she started as a governess for their family, but they deducted part of her salary every month, so it was impossible to quit without paying back the debt. She took that money mostly to send you sixty rubles, which you desperately needed last year, and which you got from us. We lied and told you it was her savings, but that wasn’t true, and now I’m telling you everything because, thank God, things have suddenly turned around for the better, and so you can see how much Dounia loves you and what a sweetheart she is. At first, Mr. Svidrigaïlov treated her pretty badly, making rude and sarcastic comments at the table... But I don't want to get into all those awful details, just to worry you unnecessarily when it's all over now. Basically, despite how kind and generous Marfa Petrovna, Mr. Svidrigaïlov’s wife, and everyone else in the house was, Dounia had a really tough time, especially when Mr. Svidrigaïlov, falling back into his old army habits, was drunk.
 So, how did everyone explain it later? Seriously, would you believe that this dude had a total crush on Dounia from the start, but was hiding it behind a bunch of rude and dismissive behavior? Maybe he was embarrassed and horrified by his own feelings, considering his age and the fact that he was a dad. That probably made him mad at Dounia. And maybe he was trying to trick everyone into thinking he didn't like her to hide the truth. But eventually, he lost it and had the nerve to make a super obvious and embarrassing proposal to Dounia, promising her all kinds of stuff and offering to quit everything and take her to another property he owned, or even move abroad. You can only imagine what she went through! Leaving her situation right then was impossible, not just because of the debt, but also because she didn’d want to hurt Marfa Petrovna’s feelings—Marfa would have gotten suspicious. And it would have caused a huge family blow-up. Plus, it would have been a total scandal for Dounia; that was unavoidable. There were a bunch of other reasons why Dounia couldn't get out of that awful house for another six weeks. You know Dounia, right? You know how smart she is and how strong-willed. She can handle a lot, and even in tough situations, she has the strength to stay firm. She didn’t even tell me everything, worried it would upset me, even though we were in constant contact. It all ended really unexpectedly. Marfa Petrovna accidentally overheard her husband begging Dounia in the garden and totally misinterpreted the situation, blaming her for everything. There was a huge scene right there in the garden; Marfa Petrovna even hit Dounia, refused to listen to anything, and yelled at her for an hour before ordering that Dounia be packed off to me immediately in a basic peasant cart. They just threw all her stuff in—her linens, her clothes—all mixed up, not even folding or packing it. And then a heavy rain started, so Dounia, humiliated and embarrassed, had to ride with a peasant in an open cart for seventeen miles into town. Just think about it! What kind of answer could I have sent to the letter I got from you two months ago? What could I have written? I was devastated; I didn’t dare tell you the truth because you would have been so upset, mortified, and angry. But what could you have done? You probably would have ruined yourself, and besides, Dounia didn't want you to. So, I filled my letter with unimportant details when my heart was so full of sorrow, I couldn’t say anything else. For a whole month, the town was buzzing with gossip about the scandal, and it got so bad that Dounia and I were even afraid to go to church because of the nasty looks, whispers, and even comments people made out loud about us. All our friends avoided us; nobody even nodded to us on the street. I heard that some shop assistants were planning to humiliate us by smearing the gates of our house with tar, so the landlord started telling us we had to move.
 It all started with Marfa Petrovna, who totally trashed Dounia's reputation and spread rumors everywhere. She knows everyone around, and that month she was constantly coming into town. Being super talkative and loving to gossip about her family – especially complaining about her husband (which isn't cool) – she quickly spread the story all over, not just in town, but throughout the whole area. It made me sick, but Dounia handled it way better than I did. Seriously, if you could have seen how she put up with it and tried to comfort and cheer me up! She's an absolute angel! But thankfully, our suffering didn't last long: Mr. Svidrigaïlov came to his senses and apologized, probably feeling bad for Dounia. He presented Marfa Petrovna with undeniable proof of Dounia’s innocence – a letter Dounia had been forced to write and give to him before Marfa Petrovna found them in the garden. This letter, which Mr. Svidrigaïlov had kept after she left, was written to refuse personal meetings and explanations he was begging for. In it, she totally called him out for how low he was acting toward Marfa Petrovna, reminding him that he was a dad and the head of a family. She told him how messed up it was to harass and make a defenseless girl so unhappy – and she was already upset enough! Honestly, Rodya, the letter was so noble and heartfelt that I cried when I read it, and I still get teary-eyed whenever I see it. Plus, the servants’ testimony also cleared Dounia’s name; they knew way more than Mr. Svidrigaïlov realized – which is always the case with staff. Marfa Petrovna was completely stunned and “totally crushed,” as she told us, but she finally believed Dounia was innocent. The very next day, Sunday, she headed straight to the Cathedral, knelt down, and prayed with tears to Our Lady for strength and to do the right thing. Then she came straight from the Cathedral to us, told us everything, cried a lot, and, truly repentant, she hugged Dounia and begged for her forgiveness. That same morning, without wasting any time, she went around to every house in town and everywhere, shedding tears, she praised Dounia’s innocence and the nobility of her feelings and behavior. What’s more, she showed and read the letter from Dounia to Mr. Svidrigaïlov to everyone and even let them make copies – which, I gotta say, was a bit much. This way, she was busy for several days driving around town, because some people were upset about who got to hear it first. So, they had to take turns, making sure she was expected at every house before she arrived, and everyone knew when and where Marfa Petrovna would be reading the letter, even though many had already heard it multiple times in their own homes and others’ too.
 Honestly, I think a lot of this was totally unnecessary. But that’s just Marfa Petrovna being Marfa Petrovna. Anyway, she totally managed to restore Dounia’s reputation, and the whole embarrassing situation ended up being a huge mark on her husband, making him look like the only one to blame. I seriously started feeling bad for him; it was pretty harsh treatment for someone who was already struggling. Dounia immediately got asked to tutor in several families, but she turned them all down. Suddenly, everyone started treating her with a ton of respect, and it really helped move things forward—you could say it completely changed our lives.
You need to know, Rodya, that Dounia has a boyfriend, and she’s already said yes to marrying him. I’m rushing to tell you everything, and even though it was arranged without asking you, I don’t think you’ll be mad at me or your sister. You’ll see we couldn’t just wait around and put off the decision until we heard from you. You couldn’t have known all the details without being here.
So, here's how it went down. He’s already a counselor—Pyotr Petrovitch Luzhin—and he’s distantly related to Marfa Petrovna, who’s been really pushing for them to get together. It started with him letting her know he wanted to get to know us. He was properly welcomed, had coffee with us, and the very next day he sent a letter with a really polite marriage proposal and asked for a quick answer. He’s super busy and needs to get to St. Petersburg ASAP, so time is precious.
At first, of course, we were totally shocked—it all happened so fast. We talked and thought about it all day. He's got money, he’s reliable, he has two government jobs, and he's already made a good living for himself. He’s forty-five, but he’s still pretty good-looking and could definitely attract women. Plus, he's just a really respectable and presentable guy—though he does seem a little grumpy and maybe a little full of himself. But that might just be a first impression.
And listen, Rodya, when he comes to St. Petersburg, which he will soon, don’t jump to conclusions and judge him too harshly, like you usually do. I’m giving you a heads-up, even though I’m sure he’ll make a good impression on you. Besides, to really understand someone, you have to be thoughtful and careful to avoid forming biases and wrong ideas—those are really hard to shake later. And judging by everything, Pyotr Petrovitch seems like a genuinely good guy.
During his first visit, he told us he was a practical guy, but he still shares the “convictions of our rising generation” and he’s against all kinds of prejudice. He talked a lot—he seems a little full of himself and likes to be listened to, but that’s not really a bad thing. I didn’t understand much of it, but Dounia explained that, even though he's not super educated, he's smart and seems good-natured.
 You know your sister, Rodya. She’s a really solid, sensible, patient, and generous girl—but she's got a passionate heart, and I know that for sure. There’s no big romance on his side, or hers, but Dounia’s smart and has a heart of gold. She’s gonna make her husband happy, and he’s gonna make her happiness his priority. We have no reason to doubt that, even though things moved super fast. Plus, he’s a really thoughtful guy, and he’ll totally realize that his own happiness depends on how happy Dounia is. And about any flaws in his character, or habits, or even disagreements—which happen in every marriage, right?—Dounia said she’s got it covered. She said there's nothing to worry about and she's willing to deal with a lot, as long as their relationship is honest and respectful. At first, I thought he was kind of blunt, but maybe he’s just an upfront kind of person. That's probably it. For example, when he came over the second time, after Dounia said yes, he dropped a bomb. He said that before he met Dounia, he’s already decided to marry a girl with a good reputation, no money, and especially someone who’s known hardship, because, as he explained, a man shouldn’t owe anything to his wife. It's better for the wife to see her husband as the one who helps her out. I gotta say, he put it way nicer than I just did—I forgot his exact words, but that's the gist of it. And honestly, it wasn’t said intentionally; he just blurted it out in the middle of talking. He tried to backtrack and smooth things over afterward, but it still felt a little rude to me, so I told Dounia. But she got annoyed and said, “Words aren’t actions,” and she’s totally right. Dounia didn’t sleep a wink the night before she made up her mind. She got out of bed thinking I was asleep and paced around the room all night. Finally, she knelt down in front of the religious icon and prayed for a long time. In the morning, she told me she's made her decision.
 “I already told you that Pyotr Petrovitch is heading to St. Petersburg, where he's got a ton of business to handle and wants to open a law firm. He’s been dealing with lawsuits – both civil and business – for years, and just won a big case the other day. He needs to be in St. Petersburg because he has an important case before the Senate. So, Rodya, he could be a huge help to you, seriously, in every way. Dounia and I have agreed that starting today, you could definitely kick off your career, and you could see your future as pretty much set. Oh, if it works out! It would be such a win, like a total blessing. Dounia’s not thinking about anything else. We even dropped a few hints to Pyotr Petrovitch. He was careful with his answer, saying that, of course, he needs a secretary, so it’s better to pay a family member than a stranger, as long as they’re up for the job (like there’s any doubt you are!). But then he worried that your university studies would leave you no time to work at his office. The subject died down for now, but Dounia's obsessed. She's been a mess for days, and already has a whole plan for you to eventually become a partner in Pyotr Petrovitch’s business. That's totally possible, since you're studying law. I’m completely on board with her, Rodya, and share all her plans and hopes, and I think there’s a really good chance it will happen. And even though Pyotr Petrovitch is being vague—totally understandable, since he doesn’t know you yet—Dounia is convinced she'll get everything she wants through her influence over her future husband. Of course, we’re being careful not to talk about those bigger plans to Pyotr Petrovitch, especially about you becoming a partner. He’s a practical guy and might think it’s just a pipe dream. Nor have Dounia or I mentioned the huge hopes we have of him helping us pay for your university studies; we haven't brought it up yet, because it’s gonna happen naturally, later on, and he’s gonna offer to do it without any drama, (especially since he can't say no to Dounia!) even more so because you could become his right-hand man at the office and get the assistance not as a handout, but as a salary you earn. That's how Dounia wants to play it, and I totally agree. And we haven't talked about our plans for another reason: I really wanted you to feel like equals when you first meet him. When Dounia gushed about you, he said you can’t really judge a person until you see them up close, and that he's looking forward to forming his own opinion when he gets to know you. Do you know, my dear Rodya, I think maybe for some reason (nothing to do with Pyotr Petrovitch, just some personal, maybe old-lady fancies of mine) I’d be better off living on my own, apart from them, after the wedding.
 I’m pretty sure he’s generous and thoughtful enough to ask me and encourage me to stay with my daughter, and if he hasn’t mentioned it yet, it’s just because he assumed it; but I’m going to say no. I’ve noticed a lot in my life that husbands and their mothers-in-law don’t always get along, and I don’t want to be a burden to anyone. Plus, I’d rather be independent, as long as I have enough to eat and kids like you and Dounia. If I could, I’d settle somewhere close by, because the best news, dear Rodya, I’m saving for the end of this letter: know this, my dear boy, that we might all be together very soon and hug each other again after almost three years apart! It’s definitely happening that Dounia and I are heading to Petersburg, I don't know exactly when, but really, really soon—maybe in a week. It all depends on Pyotr Petrovitch, who’s going to let us know when he’s had a chance to check things out in Petersburg. He’s pushing to have the wedding as soon as possible, even before the holiday, if he can swing it, or right after if that’s too rushed. Oh, I’m going to hug you so tight! Dounia’s super excited about seeing you—she joked the other day she’d marry Pyotr Petrovitch just to see you. She’s an angel! She's not writing anything to you right now, and told me to tell you she has so much to tell you that she’s not even going to try to write it down, because a few lines wouldn’t say much, and it would just end up upsetting her. She told me to send you her love and tons of kisses. But even though we’ll be seeing each other soon, I might send you some cash in a day or two. Now that everyone knows Dounia’s marrying Pyotr Petrovitch, my credit’s suddenly looking good, and I know Afanasy Ivanovitch will trust me now, even for seventy-five rubles, based on my pension, so maybe I can send you twenty-five or even thirty rubles. I’d send more, but I’m worried about our travel expenses; even though Pyotr Petrovitch has been so nice to cover part of the costs, like paying to get our bags and big trunk shipped (through some friends of his), we’re going to need some money when we get to Petersburg, at least for the first few days. But Dounia and I have figured it all out, down to the last kopeck, and we see that the trip won’t cost much. It’s only ninety miles to the train station, and we’re all set with a driver we know, so we’re ready to go. From there, Dounia and I can travel comfortably in third class. So, I’m likely to be able to send you not twenty-five, but thirty rubles. Okay, enough; I’ve already used two pages, and there’s no room for anything more. So much has happened—our whole story!
 Oh, my sweet Rodya, I’m sending you the biggest hug and a mom’s blessing until we see each other again. Love, Dounia, your sister, Rodya. Love her like she loves you—and trust me, she loves you like crazy, more than anything, even herself. She’s seriously an angel, and you, Rodya, you’re everything to us—our one shot, our one comfort. If you’re happy, we’re happy, period. Are you still saying your prayers, Rodya, and believing in God’s kindness and forgiveness? I’m kinda worried you might have gotten caught up in all that doubt going around these days. If you have, I’m praying for you. Remember, honey, when you were little and Dad was still with us, you used to whisper your prayers at my feet, and we were all so happy back then. Bye, until we meet—I’m sending you the warmest hug, tons of kisses.
 “Forever yours,
“PULCHERIA RASKOLNIKOV.”
He was practically sobbing while he read the letter, and when he finished, his face was super pale and twisted. A nasty, angry grin spread across his lips. He flopped onto his worn-out, gross pillow and just thought and thought for a long time. His heart was pounding, and his brain was totally messed up. Finally, he felt trapped and suffocated in his tiny, dingy room—it felt like a closet or a box. His eyes and his mind were screaming for some space. He grabbed his hat and headed out, forgetting all about being scared to run into anyone. He turned towards the Vassilyevsky Ostrov, walking fast down Vassilyevsky Prospect, like he was rushing to an appointment, but he walked like he always did, not paying attention to where he was going, muttering and even talking out loud to himself, which totally freaked out people passing by. A lot of them thought he was wasted.
Chapter 4

His mom’s letter had been a total drag, but about the main thing, he hadn’t hesitated even while reading it. The big question was settled, and permanently settled, in his head: “No way a marriage like that while I’m alive, and Mr. Luzhin can just forget about it!” “It’s crystal clear,” he muttered, a nasty grin spreading across his face, already picturing himself winning. “No, Mom, no, Dounia, you can’t pull a fast one on me! And then they apologize for not asking my opinion and for making a decision without me! Seriously? They think it's a done deal and can't be stopped? We’re gonna see about that! A perfect excuse: ‘Pyotr Petrovitch is so busy even his wedding has to be rushed, practically overnight.’ No, Dounia, I see what’s going on, and I know what you’re trying to say to me; and I know what you were thinking about, pacing around all night, and what your prayers were like before the Holy Mother of Kazan who stands in Mom’s bedroom. It’s a brutal climb to… you know… the hard part. So, it’ll finally happen; you’re determined to marry a sensible businessman, Avdotya Romanovna, one who’s got money (already made his fortune, which is way more impressive), holds two government jobs and who shares the ideas of our up-and-coming generation, Mom writes, and who seems nice, according to Dounia herself. That’s just… wow! And that very Dounia is marrying him for that ‘seems’?! Awesome! awesome!
“...But I gotta know why Mom wrote about ‘our up-and-coming generation’? Just to set the scene, or to get me on board with Mr. Luzhin? Ugh, the sneakiness! I gotta know one more thing: how much did they really talk about it those days and nights and all this time? Was everything said out loud, or did they both know what they wanted and didn’t need to spell it out, and it was better not to? Most likely it was a bit of both, from Mom’s letter it’s clear: he came across as a little rude, and Mom, being so simple, told Dounia about it. And she was probably furious and ‘answered her angrily.’ You bet she was! Who wouldn’t be angry when it was so obvious and when it was clear there was no point arguing? And why does she write, ‘love Dounia, Rodya, and she loves you more than herself’? Does she have a guilty conscience for sacrificing her daughter to her son? ‘You are our one comfort, you are everything to us.’ Oh, Mom!”
His anger grew stronger and stronger, and if he's run into Mr. Luzhin at that moment, he could have seriously hurt him.
 “Hmm… yeah, that’s true,” he continued, chasing the crazy ideas swirling around in his head, “it’s true that ‘it takes time and effort to really get to know someone,’ but there’s no doubt about Mr. Luzhin. The main thing is he’s ‘a businessman and seems nice,’ which is something, right? Sending the bags and that big box for them! A nice guy, no doubt after that! But his bride and her mom are going to ride in a farmer’s cart covered in burlap (I know, I’m been in one). No biggie! It’s only about sixty miles, and then they can ‘travel pretty comfortably, in coach,’ for six hundred miles! Totally right. You gotta work with what you’ve got, but what about you, Mr. Luzhin? She’s your bride…. And you gotta know her mom has to borrow money from her pension to pay for the trip. Of course, it’s a business deal, a partnership for both of them to benefit, with equal shares and expenses—food and drinks are covered, but you pay for your own tobacco. The businessman totally played them. The luggage will cost less than their tickets, and it might even be free. How come they don’t see that, or do they just not want to? And they’re happy, totally stoked! And to think this is just the beginning, and the real stuff is coming! But what really matters isn’t the cheapness, isn’t the meanness, but the vibe of the whole thing. That’s gonna be the vibe after marriage, it's a sneak peek. And Mom too, why is she being so stingy? What’s she gonna have when she gets to St. Petersburg? Three silver rubles or a couple of ‘paper ones,’ as she says…. that old woman… hmm. What does she expect to live on in St. Petersburg afterwards? She already has her reasons for guessing she couldn’t live with Dounia after the marriage, not even for the first few months. The good guy probably let something slip on that subject, even though Mom would deny it: ‘I’ll refuse,’ she says. Who is she banking on then? Is she counting on what’s left of her hundred and twenty rubles of pension when Afanasy Ivanovitch’s debt is paid? She knits wool scarves and decorates cuffs, ruining her old eyes. And all her scarves don’t add up to more than twenty rubles a year to her hundred and twenty, I know that. So she’s building all her hopes on Mr. Luzhin’s generosity; ‘he’s gonna offer it, he’s gonna push it on me.’ You might be waiting a long time for that! That’s how it always is with these dramatic, noble hearts; until the very end every underdog seems like a champion, until the very end, they hope for the best and won’t see anything wrong, and even though they have a feeling about the other side of the story, they won’t face the truth until they’re forced to; just thinking about it makes them shudder; they push the truth away with both hands, until the guy they dress up in fake colors puts a fool’s cap on them with his own hands. I wonder if Mr. Luzhin has any fancy medals; I bet he’s got the Anna on his lapel and he wears it when he goes to dinner with contractors or merchants. He’s definitely gonna have it for his wedding, too! Enough about him, seriously!
 “Well,... Mom, I get it, it’s totally her vibe, God love her, but seriously, how could Dounia? Dounia, my sweetie, like I didn’t know you! You were practically nineteen the last time I saw you: I totally understood you then. Mom writes that ‘Dounia can handle a lot.’ I know that, like, two and a half years ago, and I’ve been thinking about it ever since, just that—that ‘Dounia can handle a lot.’ If she could deal with Mr. Svidrigaïlov and all that, she can definitely handle a lot. And now Mom and she have decided she can put up with Mr. Luzhin, who’s got this theory that wives are better off when they’re down on their luck and owe everything to their husband—who throws that out there almost right away. Okay, maybe he slipped up, even though he thinks he’s smart, (but maybe it wasn’t a slip at all, maybe he wanted to make it clear ASAP) but Dounia, Dounia? She gets the guy, of course, but she’s gotta live with the guy. Seriously! She’d live on bread and water, she wouldn’t sell out, she wouldn't compromise her values, she wouldn't trade it for all of Schleswig-Holstein, let alone Mr. Luzhin’s money. Nope, Dounia wasn’t that type of person when I knew her, and... she’s still the same, of course! Yeah, there’s no denying, the Svidrigaïlovs are a tough pill to swallow! It’s rough spending your life as a governess in the middle of nowhere for like, two hundred bucks, but I know she’d rather be a farmhand or a nanny for a German family than sell her soul, or her sense of right and wrong, by forever tying herself to a guy she doesn’t respect and has nothing in common with—just for her own benefit. And even if Mr. Luzhin was made of pure gold, or a giant diamond, she’s never going to become his legal girlfriend. So why is she considering it? What’s the deal? It’s pretty clear: for herself, for her comfort, to save her life, she wouldn’t sell herself out, but for someone else she’s doing it! For someone she loves, someone she adores, she’ll sell herself! That’s what it all comes down to; for her brother, for her mom, she’s selling herself! She’s selling everything! In situations like that, ‘we push aside our conscience if we have to,’ freedom, peace, even her own beliefs, all go up for grabs. Let my life go, as long as my loved ones are happy! More than that, we become rationalizers, we learn to be manipulative, and for a while, maybe we can convince ourselves that it’s the right thing to do for a good cause. That’s just how we are, it's as obvious as day. It’s clear that Rodion Romanovitch Raskolnikov is the main player here, and no one else. Oh, yeah, she can ensure his happiness, keep him in college, make him a partner at the office, secure his whole future; maybe he’ll even be a rich man later on, successful, respected, and maybe even end his life a famous man! But what about my mom? It’s all about Rodya, precious Rodya, her firstborn! What daughter wouldn’t sacrifice for a son like that? Oh, loving, overly-devoted hearts! We’d even go as far as Sonia’s fate for his sake.
 Sonia, Sonia Marmeladov, seriously, she's always the one getting the short end of the stick, forever. Have you guys thought this through? Is it even the right move? Can you handle it? Is it worth it? Does it even make sense? And listen, Dounia, Sonia’s life isn’s any worse than living with Mr. Luzhin. "There’s no way there’s any love involved," Mom writes. But what if there’s no respect either? What if he just disgusts you, or you find him repulsive? Then what? You'll have to "keep up appearances," too, right? Do you even get what that means? That “Luzhin smartness” is just like Sonia’s, and honestly, it could be way worse, even more messed up, because for you, Dounia, it’s basically trading for a fancy lifestyle. But for Sonia, it’s just about not starving. It has to be paid for, Dounia, seriously, this whole act. And what if you can’t handle the fallout later, if you totally regret it? The bitterness, the misery, the hidden curses and tears – you're not Marfa Petrovna. And how will Mom feel then? She’s already stressed, she’s worried, but what happens when she really sees what’s going on? And me? Yeah, seriously, what do you take me for? I won’t let you make this sacrifice, Dounia, I won’t, Mom! It’s not happening, not while I’m around, it’s not, it’s not!”
 He suddenly stopped staring at himself and froze.
“It’s not going to happen? But what are you going to do to stop it? Are you just going to forbid it? And what makes you think you have the right? What can you even promise them to give you that right? You’ll devote your whole life, your entire future, to them after you finish school and get a job? Yeah, we’ve heard all that before, and it's just empty promises. But now? Now something has to be done, right now, do you get it? And what are you doing right now? You’re living off them. They're borrowing money on their tiny pensions. They’re even going to Svidrigaïlov. How are you going to save them from Svidrigaïlov, from Afanasy Ivanovitch Vahrushin, that future millionaire who’s going to control their lives? In another ten years? In ten years, Mom will be blind from knitting shawls, maybe even crying too. She’s going to be worn down, a shadow, from barely eating. And my sister? Just imagine what could happen to your sister in ten years. What could happen to her during those ten years? Can you even picture it?”
He was seriously stressing himself out, kind of enjoying the anxiety, honestly. But these weren’t new questions popping up suddenly—they were old, familiar aches. It had been a long time since they first started gripping and tearing at his heart. His current pain had been brewing for ages, growing stronger, maturing, concentrating into a terrifying, frantic, and totally wild question that was driving him crazy, demanding an answer. Then his mom’s letter hit him like a bolt from the blue. It was clear he couldn’t just sit around worrying about stuff he couldn’t solve. He had to do something, do it right away, and do it fast. He had to decide on something, or else…
“Or just give up on life!” he suddenly yelled, in a frenzy— “Accept things as they are, once and for all, and shut everything down inside you, giving up on being active, on life, on love!”
“Do you understand, sir, do you understand what it’s like when you have absolutely nowhere to turn?” Marmeladov’s question popped into his head. “Every man needs somewhere to turn…”
He jumped. Another thought he’s had yesterday came rushing back. But he wasn't shocked by the thought returning; he knew it was coming, he's been expecting it. It wasn't just yesterday’s thought either. The difference was that a month ago, even yesterday, it was just a vague dream: but now… now it wasn't a dream at all, it had taken on a new, threatening, and totally unfamiliar form, and he suddenly realized it. He felt a pounding in his head, and everything went dark before his eyes.
 He looked around quickly, searching for something. He wanted to sit down and was hunting for a seat; he was walking along K—— Boulevard. There was a bench about a hundred steps ahead. He headed toward it as fast as he could, but on the way, he ran into a little drama that totally grabbed his attention. Looking for the bench, he’d noticed a girl walking about twenty steps ahead, but at first, he didn’t really pay her any mind – just like he barely noticed other people crossing his path. It had happened to him a bunch of times walking home, zoning out and not even registering the route, and he was used to doing that. But there was something seriously weird about this girl, and gradually, he couldn’t look away, at first reluctantly, almost annoyed, and then more and more intensely. He suddenly needed to know what was so strange about her. First off, she looked super young, and she was walking in the crazy heat bareheaded and without a hat or gloves, waving her arms around in a totally awkward way. She was wearing a dress made of some light, silky material, but it was thrown on wrong – not properly hooked up, and ripped open at the top of the skirt, right near her waist. A little scarf was draped around her bare neck, but it was hanging crookedly to one side. The girl was walking unsteady, too, stumbling and staggering from side to side. She totally caught Raskolnikov’s attention. He caught up to her at the bench, but when he got there, she just plopped down in the corner, let her head sink against the back, and closed her eyes, looking totally exhausted. Looking at her closely, he realized right away that she was completely drunk. It was a bizarre and shocking sight. He could hardly believe he wasn’t mistaken. He saw a really young, fair-haired girl—sixteen, maybe not even fifteen, years old, a cute little face, but flushed and heavy-looking, almost swollen. The girl seemed barely aware of what she was doing; she crossed one leg over the other, showing a little leg, and gave no sign that she knew she was out in the street.
Raskolnikov didn’t sit down, but he didn’t want to leave her, and stood facing her, looking confused. This boulevard wasn’t really busy anyway, and now, at two o’clock, in the sweltering heat, it was totally deserted. And yet, across the boulevard, about fifteen steps away, a guy was standing on the edge of the sidewalk. He, too, probably wanted to approach the girl for some reason. He, too, had probably seen her from a distance and had been following her, but found Raskolnikov blocking his way. He glared at him, even though Raskolnikov tried to ignore him, and stood impatiently, waiting for the sketchy guy in rags to move on. His intentions were obvious. The guy was a plump, well-built man, about thirty, dressed fashionably, with a rosy complexion, red lips, and moustaches. Raskolnikov felt furious; he suddenly wanted to trash-talk this chubby pretty boy somehow. He left the girl for a sec and walked towards the guy.
“Hey! You Svidrigaïlov! What’s your deal here?” he shouted, clenching his fists and laughing, sputtering with rage.
“What do you mean?” the guy asked sharply, scowling in haughty surprise.
“Beat it, that’s what I mean.”
“How dare you, you loser!”
He raised his cane. Raskolnikov charged at him with his fists, not thinking that this sturdy guy was a match for two guys like himself. But at that moment, someone grabbed him from behind, and a police officer stood between them.
“That’s enough, gentlemen, no fighting, please, in a public place. What’s going on? Who are you?” he asked Raskolnikov sternly, noticing his ragged clothes.
 Raskolnikov stared at him intently. He had a straightforward, sensible, soldierly face, with gray moustaches and whiskers.
“You’re exactly who I need,” Raskolnikov blurted out, grabbing his arm. “I’m a student, Raskolnikov… you might as well know that too,” he added, addressing the gentleman, “come on, I’ve got something to show you.”
And taking the policeman by the hand, he drew him toward the bench.
“Check it out, totally wasted, and she just came down the boulevard. Who she is, what she’s about, I have no clue. She’s not a pro, you know? It’s more likely she was drugged and played for a fool somewhere... for the first time... get it? And then dumped out on the street like that. Look at her dress, all ripped up, and how it's put on: someone dressed her, she didn't dress herself, and someone clumsy, a guy’s hands, it’s obvious. And look there: I don’t know that dude I was about to fight, I’m seeing him for the first time, but he’s seen her too, just now, drunk, clueless about what she’s doing, and now he’s really eager to grab her, to get her somewhere while she’s like this… that’s for sure, believe me, I’m not wrong. I saw him watching her, following her, but I stopped him, and he’s just waiting for me to leave. Now he’s walked off a bit, pretending to light a cigarette…. Think about how to keep her out of his clutches, and how we’re gonna get her home?”
The policeman instantly got it. The burly gentleman was easy to figure out, so he turned to look at the girl. The policeman leaned over to examine her more closely, and his face was filled with genuine concern.
“Oh, this is awful!” he said, shaking his head. “She’s just a kid! She’s been taken advantage of, you can see that right away. Listen, sweetheart,” he began addressing her, “where do you live?” The girl opened her tired, sleepy-looking eyes, stared blankly at the speaker, and waved her hand.
“Here,” said Raskolnikov, feeling in his pocket and finding twenty copecks, “here, call a cab and tell him to take her home. The only thing is to figure out her address!”
“Missy, missy!” the policeman began again, taking the money. “I’ll get you a cab and take you home myself. Where should I take you, huh? Where do you live?”
“Leave me alone,” the girl muttered, and once more waved her hand.
“Oh, this is so messed up! It’s a disgrace, sweetheart, it’s really unfair!” He shook his head again, shocked, sympathetic, and angry.
“This is going to be tricky,” the policeman said to Raskolnikov, and as he did so, he gave him a quick look-over. He must have seemed like a strange sight to him too: dressed in rags and handing him money!
“Did you meet her far from here?” he asked him.
“I’m telling you, she was walking in front of me, stumbling, right here, on the boulevard. She just got to the bench and collapsed on it.”
“Ah, the terrible things people do these days, God have mercy on us! An innocent girl like that, already drunk! She’s been taken advantage of, that’s a sure thing. Look at her dress, torn too… Ah, the vice you see these days! And she probably belongs to a decent family too, maybe struggling… there are a lot like that these days. She looks refined, too, like a lady,” and he leaned over her again.
Maybe he had daughters growing up like that, “looking like ladies and refined,” trying to be classy and put-together…
“The main thing is,” Raskolnikov insisted, “to keep her out of this jerk’s hands! Why would he take advantage of her! It’s as clear as day what he’s after; ah, the creep, he’s not going anywhere!”
 Raskolnikov spoke up and pointed at him. The guy heard him and looked like he was about to lose it, but then thought better of it and just gave him a nasty look. He then walked another ten paces and stopped again.
“We can keep her out of his hands,” the constable said, thinking out loud. “If only she’d tell us where to take her, but as it is…. Hey, missy! Hey, missy!” he bent over her again.
She suddenly opened her eyes wide, looked at him intently, like she realized something, got up from the seat, and walked back the way she’s come. “Oh, you awful creeps, you won’t leave me alone!” she said, waving her hand. She walked quickly, though still stumbling a bit. The dandy followed her, but down a different street, keeping an eye on her.
“Don’t worry, I won’t let him have her,” the policeman said firmly, and he took off after them.
“You see the kind of stuff people do these days!” he repeated, sighing.
Just then, something seemed to sting Raskolnikov; suddenly, he felt completely repulsed.
“Hey, wait!” he shouted after the policeman.
The latter turned around.
“Leave them alone! What’s it to you? Let her go! Let him have his fun.” He pointed at the dandy, “What’s it to you?”
The policeman was confused and stared at him wide-eyed. Raskolnikov laughed.
“Seriously!” the policeman said, waving his hand dismissively, and he walked after the dandy and the girl, probably thinking Raskolnikov was crazy or even worse.
“He stole my twenty copecks,” Raskolnikov muttered angrily when he was alone. “Fine, let him take as much from someone else so he can have the girl and that’s that. Why did I even bother getting involved? Is it my job to help? Do I even have the right to help? Let them tear each other apart—what’s it to me? How did I let myself give him twenty copecks? Were they even mine?”
Despite his strange words, he felt terrible. He sat down on the empty bench. His thoughts drifted aimlessly… He couldn't focus on anything at that moment. He just wanted to forget everything, to wake up and start over…
“Poor girl!” he said, looking at the corner where she’s been sitting—“She’s going to come to her senses and cry, and then her mom will find out… She’s going to give her a beating, a horrible, awful beating, and then maybe kick her out… And even if she doesn’t, the Darya Frantsovnas will hear about it, and the girl will start sneaking around, here and there. Then, straight to the hospital (that’s always how it goes with girls who have respectable moms and go wrong on the sly), and then… again the hospital… drinking… the bars… and more hospital, in two or three years—a wreck, and her life over at eighteen or nineteen… Haven’t I seen cases like that? And how did they end up like that? Because they all ended up like that. Ugh! But what does it matter? That’s just the way things are, they say. A certain percentage, they say, has to every year go… to the devil, I guess, so that the rest can stay pure and not be messed with. A percentage! What great words, they’re so scientific, so comforting… Once you’re saying ‘percentage’ there’s nothing more to worry about. If we had another word… maybe we’d feel more uneasy… But what if Dounia were one of the percentage? Or another one, if not that one?”
“But where am I even going?” he thought suddenly. “Weird, I came out for something. As soon as I’d read the letter, I came out… I was heading to Vassilyevsky Ostrov, to Razumihin. That’s what it was… now I remember. But why, though? And what put the idea of going to Razumihin into my head just now? That’s strange.”
 He was totally tripping on himself. Razumihin was an old buddy from college. It was wild that Raskolnikov barely had any friends back then—he kept to himself, didn't hang out, and wasn’t really welcoming to anyone who came around. He didn't join in with the student parties, jokes, or conversations. He worked super hard, practically burning himself out, and people respected that, but nobody really liked him. He was broke, and there was this air of snobby pride and distance about him, like he was hiding something. Some of his classmates thought he looked down on them, like he thought he was way more advanced, smarter, and had stronger beliefs than them—like their interests were beneath him.
With Razumihin, things were different—or, at least, he felt more open and talked more freely with him. Honestly, you couldn't not be chill with Razumihin. He was seriously good-humored and straightforward, nice to a fault, even though he had some real depth hidden underneath. His friends totally got that and loved him. He was super smart, even though he could be a total goofball sometimes. He stood out—tall, skinny, dark hair, and always needed a shave. He could get really loud and was known to be seriously strong. Once, when they were out celebrating, he knocked a huge cop flat on his back with one punch. He could drink like a fish, but he could also quit cold turkey. He sometimes went too far with his jokes, but he could also just chill. What was also striking about Razumihin was that nothing really bummed him out, and it seemed like nothing could bring him down. He could crash anywhere and handle freezing temperatures and hunger. He was poor, but he always managed to earn enough to get by. He knew a ton of ways to make money. He even spent one whole winter without heating his place, saying he slept better in the cold. He’d also had to drop out of college for now, but he was working his tail off to save up enough to go back. Raskolnikov hadn’t seen him in four months, and Razumihin didn’t even know where he lived. About two months ago, they bumped into each other on the street, but Raskolnikov just turned away and crossed to the other side so he wouldn’t be spotted. Even though Razumihin noticed him, he just ignored him, because he didn’t want to bother him.
Chapter 5

“Seriously, I’ve been meaning to hit up Razumihin’s lately to ask for a job, or for him to hook me up with some tutoring or something…” Raskolnikov thought. “But what good could he even be now? Like, even if he got me lessons, or shared his last few bucks—if he even has any—so I could get some boots and look decent enough to teach… so what? What am I gonna do with a few measly coins? That’s not what I need right now. It's totally ridiculous for me to even go to Razumihin…”
The fact that he was even considering going to Razumihin now totally stressed him out, even more than he realized. He kept nervously looking for some hidden meaning in this seemingly normal plan.
“Did I really think I could fix everything and find a way out just by relying on Razumihin?” he asked himself, totally confused.
He thought things over, rubbing his forehead. And weirdly enough, after a long time thinking, suddenly, like it just popped into his head out of nowhere, a crazy idea hit him.
“Hmm… to Razumihin’s,” he said all at once, calm as could be, like he’s finally made up his mind. “I’ll go to Razumihin’s, of course, but… not yet. I’ll go see him… the day after It, when It’s all over and everything starts fresh…”
And suddenly he realized what he was thinking about.
“After It!” he shouted, jumping up from the chair. “But is It really gonna happen? Is it even possible that it really will?” He got up and practically ran; he meant to turn around and head home, but the thought of going back to his place totally grossed him out; for the last month, all this had been brewing up in that tiny, awful room; and he just kept walking, wherever his feet took him.
 He shook it off, but a weird fever hit him, making him shiver even though it was hot. He tried to focus, almost without thinking, like he needed to, scanning everything around him, searching for something to take his mind off things. But nothing worked, and he kept spiraling into deep thought. Then, with a jolt, he looked up, totally forgetting what he’d been thinking about, even where he was headed. That's how he ended up walking across Vassilyevsky Ostrov, out onto the Lesser Neva, crossing the bridge, and turning toward the islands.
The greenery and fresh air were a welcome relief at first after the dust and huge buildings of the city that felt like they were crushing him. No bars, no suffocating crowds, no awful smells. But that feeling didn’t last. Sometimes he’s just frozen, staring at a brightly painted summer house surrounded by trees. He's peering through the fence, seeing stylish women on porches and balconies, kids running around the gardens. The flowers especially grabbed his attention; he’s just staring at them, longer than anything else.
Fancy carriages and people on horseback passed by too. He watched them with curious eyes, then totally forgot about them before they were even out of sight. Once, he stopped to count his money. Thirty copecks. "Twenty to the cop, three to Nastasya for the letter… so I must have given forty-seven or fifty to the Marmeladovs yesterday,” he thought, doing the math for some reason he couldn't put his finger on. But then he forgot why he even took the money out of his pocket.
He remembered when he passed a diner or bar, and realized he was starving. He went inside, downed a shot of vodka, and grabbed a pie. He finished it while walking away. It had been a while since he’d had vodka, and it hit him hard, even just a small glass. His legs felt heavy, and a wave of sleepiness washed over him. He turned around to head home, but when he reached Petrovsky Ostrov, he just stopped, completely drained. He wandered off the road, into some bushes, sank down on the grass, and instantly passed out.
When your brain’s messed up like that, dreams feel unbelievably real. They’re vivid, detailed, and feel so true, it’s wild. Sometimes they’re totally bizarre, with monster images popping up, but the setting and everything else is so realistic, so unexpectedly but perfectly consistent, that even a writer like Pushkin or Turgenev couldn't have made it up while awake. Those kinds of dreams stick with you, leaving a lasting impression on your already messed-up nerves.
 Raskolnikov had a seriously messed-up dream. He was back in his childhood, in his hometown. He was about seven, walking into the countryside with his dad on a holiday evening. It was a gloomy, heavy day, and the countryside looked exactly as he remembered—even more vividly in his dream than he actually recalled. The little town was totally flat, bare as a bone, not even a willow tree in sight. Way off in the distance, there was just a patch of trees, a dark blur on the horizon. A few steps past the last garden was a tavern, a huge one, that always gave him the creeps whenever he walked by with his dad. There was always a crowd, yelling, laughing, and trash-talking, ugly, hoarse singing, and often fights. Drunk and scary-looking people hung around the tavern. He used to cling to his dad, shaking all over when he saw them. Near the tavern, the road turned into a dusty track, the dust always black. It twisted and turned, and about a hundred paces further on, it curved to the right, towards the graveyard. In the middle of the graveyard stood an old stone church with a green dome, where he used to go to mass with his parents two or three times a year when they remembered his grandma, who had been dead for a long time and whom he’d never even met. On those days, they’d bring a white dish covered with a napkin—a special kind of rice pudding with raisins arranged in a cross. He loved that church, the old-fashioned icons, and the old priest with the shaky head. Near his grandma’s grave, marked by a stone, was the tiny grave of his little brother, who died when he was just six months old. He didn’t remember him at all, but he’d been told about him, and whenever he visited the graveyard, he’d always cross himself, bow down, and kiss the little grave. Now, he dreamt he was walking with his dad past the tavern on the way to the graveyard, holding his dad’s hand and staring at the tavern with dread. Something weird caught his attention: it looked like there was a party going on—crowds of people in bright clothes, peasant women, their husbands, and all sorts of shady characters, all singing and pretty much wasted. Near the tavern entrance was a cart, but a seriously strange one. It was one of those big carts usually pulled by massive horses, loaded with barrels of wine or other heavy stuff. He always liked watching those huge horses, with their long manes, thick legs, and slow, steady pace, pulling along what looked like a mountain without even breaking a sweat, as if it was easier with a load than without it. But now, get this, in the cart’s shafts, he saw a tiny, skinny sorrel horse, one of those peasant nags he’d often seen straining to pull a heavy load of wood or hay, especially when the wheels were stuck in the mud or rut. And the peasants would beat them so brutally, sometimes even around the nose and eyes, and he felt so bad for them he almost cried, and his mom always used to drag him away from the window. Suddenly, there was a huge uproar of shouting, singing, and a balalaika, and a bunch of big, super-drunk peasants spilled out of the tavern, wearing red and blue shirts and coats slung over their shoulders.
“Get in, get in!” shouted one of them, a young, stocky peasant with a fleshy face red as a carrot. “I’ll take you all, get in!”
But immediately, there was a burst of laughter and shouts from the crowd.
“Take us all with a beast like that?”
“Why, Mikolka, are you crazy to put a nag like that in such a cart?”
“And that mare is twenty if she’s a day, mates!”
 “Hop in, I’ll take you all,” Mikolka yelled, jumping into the cart, grabbing the reins, and standing tall. “The bay went off with Matvey,” he shouted from the cart— “and this stubborn thing is just killing me, I swear I could lose it. She’s eating like crazy. Get in, I’m telling you! I’ll make her bolt! She’ll bolt!” and he picked up the whip, ready to really lay it on the little mare.
“Get in! Come on!” The crowd laughed. “Did you hear? She’ll bolt!”
“Bolt indeed! She hasn’t bolted in ten years!”
“She’ll trot along, no big deal.”
“Don’t worry about her, guys, grab a whip each, get ready!”
“Let’s go! Give it to her!”
They all piled into Mikolka’s cart, laughing and joking around. Six guys crammed in, and there was still room for more. They hauled in a plump, rosy-cheeked woman. She was rocking a red cotton dress, a pointy, beaded headdress, and thick leather boots; she was cracking nuts and laughing. The crowd was laughing too—how could they not? That poor nag was supposed to pull all of them at a full-on sprint! Two young dudes in the cart were getting whips ready to help Mikolka. With a shout of “Now,” the mare strained with all her might, but instead of bolting, she could barely move. She struggled with her legs, gasping and shrinking away from the three whips that rained down on her like hail. The laughter in the cart and in the crowd doubled, but Mikolka flew into a rage and started thrashing the mare, like he actually thought she could bolt.
“Let me in, too,” shouted a young man in the crowd whose appetite was stoked.
“Get in, everyone get in,” cried Mikolka, “she’s pulling you all. I’ll beat her to death!” And he kept whacking and whacking at the mare, totally losing it.
“Dad, Dad,” he cried, “Dad, what are they doing? Dad, they’re beating the poor horse!”
“Come on, come on,” said his father. “They’re drunk and messing around, it’s just a joke. Come away, don’t watch!” and he tried to pull him away, but he ripped himself free and, horrified, ran to the horse. The poor beast was in rough shape. She was gasping, standing still, then straining again and almost falling.
“Beat her to death,” cried Mikolka, “it’s come to that. I’m finishing her off!”
“What are you doing, are you even a Christian, you monster?” shouted an old man in the crowd.
“Have you ever seen anything like it? A pathetic little thing like that pulling such a huge load,” said another.
“You’ll kill her,” shouted a third.
“Don’t interfere! It’s my property, I do what I want. Get in, more of you! Get in, all of you! I will make her go at a gallop…!”
Suddenly, laughter exploded into a roar, covering everything: the mare, spurred on by the shower of blows, started weakly kicking. Even the old man couldn’t help but smile. The thought of such a tiny thing trying to kick!
Two dudes in the crowd grabbed whips and ran to the mare to beat her around the ribs. One ran on each side.
“Hit her in the face, in the eyes, right in the eyes!” cried Mikolka.
“Give us a song, guys,” shouted someone in the cart, and everyone in the cart joined in a wild song, jingling a tambourine and whistling. The woman kept cracking nuts and laughing.
… He ran beside the mare, ran in front of her, saw her being whipped across her eyes, right in her eyes! He was crying, feeling like he was choking, his tears streaming down. One of the guys gave him a whack with the whip across his face, he didn’t even feel it. Wringing his hands and screaming, he rushed up to the grey-headed old man with the grey beard, who was shaking his head in disapproval. One woman grabbed him by the hand and tried to pull him away, but he ripped himself free and ran back to the mare. She was practically at her last breath, but started kicking again.
 “I’ll teach you to kick!” Mikolka yelled, totally losing it. He tossed the whip down, bent over, and grabbed a long, thick pole from the bottom of the cart. He gripped one end with both hands and, with a huge effort, swung it over the mare.
“He’s gonna crush her!” people shouted around him. “He’s gonna kill her!”
“She’s my property,” Mikolka yelled, bringing the pole down with a hard whack. There was a loud thud.
“Beat her! Beat her! Why’d you stop?” the crowd screamed.
And Mikolka swung the pole again, and it crashed down on the mare’s back a second time. She stumbled back on her legs, but lunged forward, pulling with all her might, first to one side, then the other, trying to move the cart. But six whips were attacking her from every direction, and the pole came down again, hitting her a third time, then a fourth, with heavy, steady blows. Mikolka was furious that he couldn’t kill her with just one hit.
“She’s tough,” someone yelled from the crowd.
“She’s gonna go down any minute, guys, this is gonna be over soon,” said an impressed spectator.
“Get an axe! Finish her off!” a third person shouted.
“Back off! I’ll show you!” Mikolka screamed frantically, throwing down the pole. He ducked into the cart and grabbed an iron crowbar. “Watch out!” he yelled, and with all his strength, he slammed it into the poor mare. The blow landed; the mare staggered, sank back, tried to pull, but the bar crashed down again on her back, and she fell to the ground like a log.
“Finish her off!” Mikolka shouted, jumping out of the cart, totally hyped up. Several young guys, also drunk, grabbed whatever they could find—whips, sticks, poles—and ran to the dying mare. Mikolka stood to one side and started hitting her randomly with the crowbar. The mare stretched out her head, took a deep breath, and died.
“You butchered her!” someone shouted in the crowd.
“Why wouldn’t she gallop then?”
“She’s my property!” Mikolka yelled, his eyes bloodshot, waving the bar in his hands. He stood there like he wished he had something else to hit.
“No doubt about it, you’re not a Christian,” many voices in the crowd shouted.
But the poor boy, completely out of control, pushed his way through the crowd to the chestnut mare, wrapped his arms around her bleeding, dead head, and kissed it, kissing her eyes and kissing her lips. Then he jumped up and started punching Mikolka with his little fists. At that moment, his father, who had been running after him, snatched him up and carried him out of the crowd.
“Come on, let’s go home,” he said.
“Dad! Why did they… kill… the poor horse!” he sobbed, but his voice broke, and the words came out as gasps from his panting chest.
“They’re drunk… They’re brutal… it’s none of our business,” his father said. He held his father close, but he felt suffocated, choked. He tried to breathe, to cry out—and woke up.
He woke up, gasping for air, his hair soaked in sweat, and sat up in terror.
“Thank God, that was just a dream,” he said, sitting down under a tree and taking deep breaths. “But what is it? Is some fever coming on? Such a messed-up dream!”
He felt totally wrecked: darkness and confusion filled his soul. He rested his elbows on his knees and leaned his head on his hands.
“Good Lord!” he cried, “can it be, can it be, that I’m really gonna grab an axe, that I’m gonna hit her on the head, split her skull open… that I’m gonna step in the warm, sticky blood, break the lock, steal and tremble, hide—all covered in blood… with the axe… Good Lord, can it be?”
He was shaking like a leaf as he said this.
 “But why am I going on like this?” he continued, sitting up again, totally stunned. “I knew I could never do it, so what have I been stressing myself out about until now? Yesterday, yesterday, when I went to do that... experiment, yesterday I realized completely that I couldn't handle it.... Why am I going over it again, then? Why am I second-guessing myself? As I came down the stairs yesterday, I told myself it was disgusting, awful, vile... just thinking about it made me sick and filled me with dread.
“No, I couldn’t do it, I couldn’t do it! Okay, okay, even if my reasoning is solid, if everything I’m sure of from the last month is as clear as day, true as math.... My God! Anyway, I couldn’t bring myself to do it! I couldn’t do it, I couldn’t do it! Why, why am I still...?”
He stood up, looked around in disbelief like he didn’t recognize the place, and headed towards the bridge. He was pale, his eyes were glowing, he was exhausted, but he suddenly seemed to breathe easier. He felt like he'd finally gotten rid of that scary weight that had been crushing him, and there was a sense of relief and peace in his soul. “Lord,” he prayed, “show me the way—I give up on that messed-up... dream of mine.”
Crossing the bridge, he looked quietly and calmly at the Neva, at the bright red sun setting in the glowing sky. Despite feeling weak, he didn't feel tired. It was like an infection that had been building up in his heart for a month had finally burst. Freedom, freedom! He was free from that spell, that sorcery, that obsession!
Later on, when he remembered that time and everything that happened to him during those days, minute by minute, point by point, he was creeped out by one thing, which, even though it wasn't really unusual, always seemed to him afterwards the turning point of his fate. He could never figure out or explain to himself why, when he was tired and worn out, when it would have been easier to just go straight home, he'd gone back through the Hay Market where he didn’t need to go. It was totally unnecessary, even if it wasn't much of a detour. He’d often return home without even realizing what streets he't passed. But why, he always wondered, why did that important, that decisive, and at the same time totally random meeting happen in the Hay Market (where he didn’t even have a reason to be) at the exact hour, the exact minute of his life when he was in the perfect mood and situation for that meeting to have such a huge and life-changing effect on his whole destiny? It was like it had been waiting for him!
 It was around nine o’clock when he crossed the Hay Market. At the tables, carts, booths, and shops, everyone was shutting up shop or packing up their stuff, heading home just like their customers. Rag pickers and street vendors of all kinds were crowding around the taverns in the dirty, smelly courtyards of the Hay Market. Raskolnikov really liked this place and the nearby alleys—when he wandered aimlessly, his clothes didn’s draw any judgmental looks, and you could walk around in pretty much anything without causing a stir. At the corner of an alley, a vendor and his wife had two tables set out with ribbons, thread, cotton handkerchiefs, etc. They were also heading home, but were chatting with a friend who’d just shown up. This friend was Lizaveta Ivanovna, or, as everyone called her, Lizaveta, the younger sister of the old pawnbroker, Alyona Ivanovna, whom Raskolnikov had visited the day before to pawn his watch and test his plan… He already knew a lot about Lizaveta, and she knew a little about him too. She was single, about thirty-five, tall, awkward, timid, submissive, and almost clueless. She was a total pushover and lived in constant fear of her sister, who made her work day and night and even hit her. She was standing with a bundle before the vendor and his wife, listening intently and a bit confused. They were talking about something with a lot of feeling. The moment Raskolnikov saw her, he was hit with a weird feeling, like intense surprise, even though there was nothing really surprising about it.
“You can decide for yourself, Lizaveta Ivanovna,” the vendor was saying loudly. “Come around tomorrow about seven. They’ll be here too.”
“Tomorrow?” said Lizaveta slowly and thoughtfully, as if she couldn’t make up her mind.
“I swear, you’re always so worried about Alyona Ivanovna,” chattered the vendor’s wife, a lively little woman. “I look at you, and you’d think you were a little baby. And she’s not even your own sister—just a step-sister, and the way she bosses you around!”
“But don’t say a word to Alyona Ivanovna this time,” her husband interrupted; “that’s my advice, just come around to us without asking. It’s worth it. Later, your sister might figure it out herself.”
“Am I supposed to come?”
“About seven o’clock tomorrow. And they’ll be here. You’ll be able to decide for yourself.”
“And we’ll have a cup of tea,” added his wife.
“Okay, I’ll come,” said Lizaveta, still thinking it over, and she started slowly moving away.
Raskolnikov had just passed and heard no more. He slipped by softly, unnoticed, trying not to miss a single word. His initial shock was followed by a rush of dread, like a chill running down his spine. He’d learned, he’d suddenly and unexpectedly found out, that tomorrow at seven o’clock, Lizaveta, the old woman’s sister and only companion, would be out of the house, and therefore, at seven o’clock precisely, the old woman would be left completely alone.
He was just a few steps from his apartment. He went in like a guy facing the death penalty. He wasn’t thinking about anything and couldn’t think; but he suddenly felt in his whole being that he had no more freedom of thought, no will, and that everything was suddenly and permanently decided.
Definitely, if he had to wait years for a good opportunity, he couldn’t have hoped for a more certain step toward the success of the plan than that which had just presented itself. In any case, it would have been difficult to find out beforehand and with certainty, with greater accuracy and less risk, and without dangerous questions and investigations, that next day at a specific time an old woman, whose life was being targeted, would be at home and completely alone.
Chapter 6

Later, Raskolnikov found out why the pawnbroker and his wife had invited Lizaveta. It was pretty normal, nothing crazy about it. A family who’s moved to town and ended up broke were selling off their stuff—furniture, clothes, all women’s things. Since it wouldn’t fetch much money, they were looking for a dealer. That was Lizaveta’s gig. She helped people out with stuff like that and was always reliable because she was honest, always gave a fair price, and stuck to it. She usually didn’t talk much, and, like we said before, she was super shy and timid.
But Raskolnikov had gotten superstitious lately. Traces of that stayed with him for a long time, and they were almost impossible to get rid of. And later, he always felt like there was something weird and mysterious going on, like some strange forces and coincidences were at play. Last winter, a student he knew, Pokorev, who had moved to Harkov, had mentioned Alyona Ivanovna, the old pawnbroker’s address, just in case Raskolnikov needed to pawn something. He hadn’t gone to her for a while, because he had classes and was scraping by. About six weeks ago, he remembered the address; he had two things he could pawn: his dad’s old silver watch and a little gold ring with three red stones, a parting gift from his sister. He decided to pawn the ring. When he saw the old woman, he instantly felt a strong dislike for her, even though he didn’t know anything special about her. She gave him two rubles, and he went to a really depressing little tavern on the way home. He ordered tea, sat down, and started thinking really hard. A strange idea kept popping into his head, like a chick pecking at an egg, and it totally consumed him.
Sitting at the next table was a student he didn’t recognize, along with a young officer. They’d been playing billiards and were now drinking tea. Suddenly, he heard the student mention Alyona Ivanovna to the officer and give her address. That seemed really weird to Raskolnikov; he’s just come from her, and now she’s just been mentioned. Of course, it was just a coincidence, but he couldn’t shake this crazy feeling, like someone was talking directly to him. The student started telling his friend all sorts of details about Alyona Ivanovna.
“She’s amazing,” he said. “You can always get money from her. She’s richer than a bank, she can give you five thousand rubles at a time and she’s not above taking a pledge for just a single ruble. Lots of our friends have dealt with her. But she’s an awful old witch…”
And he started describing how nasty and unpredictable she was, how if you were even a day late with interest, you lost the pledge, how she only gave a quarter of the item’s value and charged five or even seven percent a month. The student went on and on, saying that she had a sister, Lizaveta, whom the miserable little creature constantly beat and kept in complete control like a little kid, even though Lizaveta was at least six feet tall.
“That’s wild, right?” the student said, laughing.
 They started talking about Lizaveta. The student talked about her with a weird kind of excitement, always laughing, and the officer listened intently, asking him to send Lizaveta to do some mending for him. Raskolnikov didn't miss a thing and learned everything about her. Lizaveta was younger than the old woman and was her half-sister, having a different mom. She was thirty-five. She worked day and night for her sister, and besides cooking and doing laundry, she sewed and worked as a cleaner, giving her sister all she earned. She didn’t dare to take on any orders or jobs without her sister’s permission. The old woman had already made a will, and Lizaveta knew about it—she wouldn’t get a single penny; just the furniture, chairs, and stuff like that. All the money was going to a monastery in the province of N——, so they could pray for her forever. Lizaveta was lower down on the social ladder than her sister, unmarried, and seriously unglamorous, really tall with long feet that looked like they were angled outwards. She always wore beat-up goatskin shoes, but she was clean. What the student found most surprising and funny was that Lizaveta was constantly pregnant.
“But you’re saying she’s hideous?” the officer asked.
“Yeah, she’s got dark skin and looks like a soldier in a costume, but you know she’s not ugly at all. She’s got such a sweet face and eyes. Really striking. And the proof is that lots of people are drawn to her. She’s such a soft, gentle person, always willing to put up with anything, always willing to do anything. And her smile is really lovely.”
“You seem to find her attractive yourself,” the officer laughed.
“Because she’s so weird. Nah, I’ll tell you what. I could totally take out that awful old woman and steal her money, I swear, without a second thought,” the student added with feeling. The officer laughed again while Raskolnikov shivered. How bizarre!
“Listen, I want to ask you a serious question,” the student said urgently. “I was kidding, of course, but check this out; on one side, we have a dumb, pointless, worthless, mean, sickly, horrible old woman, not just useless, but actually causing trouble, who has no idea what she’s living for, and who’s going to die in a few days anyway. You get it? You get it?”
“Yeah, yeah, I get it,” the officer answered, watching his excited friend closely.
“Well, listen then. On the other side, fresh young lives being thrown away because they need help, and by the thousands, everywhere you look! A hundred thousand good deeds could be done and funded with that old woman’s money, which will just be buried in a monastery! Hundreds, thousands maybe, could be put on the right path; dozens of families saved from being broke, from being destroyed, from getting into trouble, from going to the Lock hospitals—all with her money. Kill her, take her money, and use it to dedicate yourself to helping people and doing good. What do you think, wouldn’t one tiny crime be balanced out by thousands of good deeds? For one life, thousands would be saved from corruption and decay. One death, and a hundred lives in exchange—it’s simple math! Besides, what’s the value of the life of that sickly, stupid, nasty old woman in the grand scheme of things? No more than the life of a bug, of a beetle, less even, because the old woman is hurting others. She’s draining the lives of others; the other day she bit Lizaveta’s finger out of spite; it almost had to be cut off.”
“Of course she doesn’t deserve to live,” the officer remarked, “but that’s just how things are.”
 “Oh, well, brother, but we have to fix and guide things, right? Otherwise, we’d be drowning in a ton of biases. Without it, there wouldn't be a single awesome person. They talk about duty, conscience—I’m not saying anything bad about duty and conscience;—but what do they even mean? Hold on, I have another question for you. Listen up!”
“No, you stay, I’m gonna ask you a question. Listen!”
“Well?”
“You’re just talking and rambling on, but tell me, would you kill the old woman yourself?”
“Seriously? Of course not! I was just arguing it was the right thing to do.... It has nothing to do with me…”
“But if you wouldn't do it yourself, then it’s not really right, is it? Let’s play another game.”
Raskolnikov was super stressed. It was all just regular stuff young people talk about, things he’d heard before in different ways. But why did he have to hear it right now, when his own brain was just starting to think… the same ideas? And why, right when he’s walking away with the first spark of his idea about the old woman, did he stumble into a conversation about her? That felt really weird. This random chat in the bar had a huge impact on what he did later; like there was something planned, a little nudge in the right direction…
He came back from the Hay Market and just flopped onto the couch, staying there for a whole hour without moving. It got dark, and he didn't even think about lighting a candle. He couldn't even remember if he was thinking about anything. Finally, he felt that old feverish shake, and he was relieved to realize he could just lie on the couch. Soon, a heavy, crushing sleep took over.
He slept for a crazy long time and didn’t dream at all. Nastasya came into his room around ten the next morning and had a hard time waking him up. She brought him tea and bread. The tea was a second brew, reheated in her own teapot.
“Goodness, how he sleeps!” she complained, annoyed. “He’s always asleep.”
He got up with a groan. His head was pounding, so he stood up, paced around his tiny room, and then sank back onto the couch.
“Going back to sleep, huh?” Nastasya said. “Are you feeling okay?”
He didn't answer.
“Want some tea?”
“Later,” he mumbled, closing his eyes and turning away from her.
Nastasya stood over him.
“Maybe he’s really sick,” she muttered, turned and left. She came back around two with soup. He was still lying there. The tea was untouched. Nastasya was seriously annoyed and started to shake him up.
“Why are you lying there like a lump?” she yelled, looking at him with disgust.
He got up and sat down, but said nothing and stared at the floor.
“Are you sick or what?” Nastasya asked, and again, no answer. “You need to get out and breathe some fresh air,” she said after a pause. “Gonna eat it or not?”
“Later,” he said weakly. “You can go.”
And he waved her away.
She lingered for a bit, looked at him with pity, and left.
A few minutes later, he lifted his eyes and stared at the tea and the soup for a long time. Then he picked up the bread, grabbed a spoon, and started to eat.
 He ate a little, maybe three or four spoonfuls, and he didn’t really feel like it, like he was just going through the motions. His head didn't hurt as much. After eating, he flopped onto the couch again, but he couldn't sleep. He just lay there, not moving, his face in the pillow. He was totally lost in daydreams, and these were weird daydreams. One kept popping up—he was in Africa, in Egypt, in some kind of oasis. The caravan was resting, the camels were chilling, lying down. Palm trees surrounded them in a perfect circle, and everyone was having dinner. But he was drinking water from a spring that bubbled nearby. It was so cool, it was amazing, like a magical, icy blue, flowing over colorful stones and clean sand that shimmered like gold.... Suddenly, he heard a clock chime. He jumped, woke up, lifted his head, looked out the window, and realizing how late it was, he suddenly bolted upright, like someone had yanked him off the couch. He tiptoed to the door, peeked out, and started listening on the stairs. His heart was pounding. But it was quiet on the stairs, like everyone was asleep.... It felt totally bizarre that he could have slept through the whole day and done nothing, hadn't prepared anything yet.... And meanwhile, it could have already been six. Then, a crazy, feverish, almost frantic energy washed over him. But there weren’t many things to do. He focused all his energy on remembering everything and forgetting nothing; and his heart was beating so fast he could barely breathe. First, he had to make a loop and sew it into his coat—a quick job. He dug under his pillow and found, among the linen stuffed underneath, a worn-out, old, unwashed shirt. From the rags, he tore a long strip, about two inches wide and sixteen inches long. He folded it in half, took off his big, strong summer coat—his only jacket—made of tough cotton, and started sewing the ends of the strip on the inside, under the left arm. His hands were shaking as he sewed, but he did it—nothing showed when he put the coat back on. He’s had the needle and thread ready for a while; they were on his table in a little paper. As for the loop, it was his own clever design; the loop was meant for the axe. It was impossible for him to carry the axe through the street in his hands. And if he hid it under his coat, he’d still have to support it with his hand, which would be obvious. Now, he just had to put the head of the axe in the loop, and it would hang quietly under his arm on the inside. Putting his hand in his coat pocket, he could hold the end of the handle all the way, so it wouldn't swing; and because the coat was so full, like a regular sack, you couldn't tell from the outside that he was holding something with the hand that was in his pocket. He’d designed this loop two weeks ago.
 He finished that, then stuck his hand into a little gap between his couch and the floor. He rummaged around in the left corner and pulled out the thing he’s been prepping for a while, hiding there. It wasn’t much – just a smooth piece of wood, about the size and thickness of a silver cigarette case. He’s found it during one of his walks in a courtyard with a workshop. Later, he added a thin, smooth piece of iron he’s also picked up on the street. He placed the iron—slightly smaller—on the wood and fastened them together really tight, crisscrossing the thread around them. Then, he carefully wrapped them in clean white paper and tied the package up so it's super hard to untie. This was to distract the old lady for a bit while she struggled with the knot, giving him a moment. The iron strip was added to make it heavier, so she wouldn't immediately realize it was just wood. He’s stashed it all under the couch beforehand. Just as he got the thing out, he heard someone suddenly moving around in the yard.
“It’s already past six!”
“Seriously? Oh my god!”
He rushed to the door, listened, grabbed his hat, and started down his thirteen steps quietly, like a cat. He still had the most important thing to do—steal the axe from the kitchen. He’s decided long ago that it had to be done with an axe. He also had a pocket knife, but he couldn’t rely on the knife, let alone his own strength, so he decided on the axe. You know what’s weird? All the final decisions he made about this whole thing had one strange thing in common: the more final they seemed, the more ridiculous and messed up they felt to him. Even with all his inner turmoil, he never truly believed he’s actually going through with it.
And, honestly, if everything could have been planned out perfectly, with no doubts at all, he probably would have abandoned the whole thing as crazy, monstrous, and impossible. But there were still a ton of unanswered questions and uncertainties. Getting the axe wasn't a big deal, though—super easy. Nastasya was always out of the house, especially in the evenings; running to the neighbors or to a store, and always leaving the door unlocked. The landlady was always on her case about it. So, when the time came, he just had to slip into the kitchen and grab the axe, and an hour later (when everything was done) sneak back in and put it back. But what if he returned an hour later and Nastasya was already back? He’d have to wait until she left again. But what if she noticed the axe was missing and started looking for it—that would raise suspicion, at least.
 But those were all minor things he hadn’t even started to think about, and honestly, he didn’t have time. He was focused on the big picture, putting off the little stuff until he could really believe it. But that felt totally impossible. At least, that's how it felt to him. He couldn't even imagine just stopping thinking, getting up, and just going there… Even his recent attempt (basically, his visit to check out the place one last time) was just a test run, not the real deal. It was like saying, “Come on, let’s go try it out—why dream about it?”—and then he just bailed, freaking out and cursing himself. Meanwhile, as far as the moral side of things went, it seemed like his analysis was complete; his reasoning was sharp as a razor, and he couldn’t find any good reasons to doubt himself. But deep down, he just stopped believing in himself, and desperately searched for arguments in every direction, grasping at them like someone was forcing him.
At first—way before this—he’d been really focused on one question: why are almost all crimes so badly covered up and so easy to catch, and why do almost all criminals leave such obvious clues? He'd gradually come to a bunch of different and weird conclusions, and he thought the main reason wasn’t really about the material impossibility of hiding the crime, but about the criminal themselves. Almost every criminal messes up because of a total failure of willpower and common sense, a childish and unbelievable lack of awareness, right when caution and planning are most important. He was convinced that this loss of reason and willpower attacked a person like an illness, slowly developing and reaching its peak right before the crime, continuing with the same intensity during the crime, and then fading away for a longer or shorter time, depending on the person. He wasn't sure yet whether the illness caused the crime, or if the crime itself was always accompanied by something like an illness.
When he reached those conclusions, he decided that he wouldn’t have that kind of mental breakdown, that his reason and willpower would stay strong when he carried out his plan, because his plan wasn’t “a crime.” We’ll skip over all the steps he took to get to that last conclusion—we’re already too far ahead. We can just add that the practical, everyday challenges of the whole thing weren’t really on his mind. “You just need to keep your willpower and reason, and you can handle them, especially once you’ve figured out every single detail.” But he hadn’t even started preparing. He’s started to trust his final decisions the least, and when the time came, it all went down totally differently, almost like an accident.
One small thing messed up his plans before he’s even left the staircase. When he got to the landlady’s kitchen, which was open as usual, he peeked in cautiously to see if the landlady was there, since Nastasya wasn’t, or if not, whether the door to her room was closed so she wouldn’t peek out when he went in for the axe. But he was shocked to see that Nastasya wasn’t just at home in the kitchen, but was busy there, taking linen out of a basket and hanging it on a line. Seeing him, she stopped hanging the clothes, turned to him, and stared at him the whole time he was passing. He looked away, and walked past as if he noticed nothing. But that was it—he didn’t have the axe! He was totally overwhelmed.
 “What made me think,” he reflected, as he walked through the gate, “what made me think she wouldn’t be home right now! Why, why, why did I assume that so confidently?”
He felt totally crushed and even embarrassed. He could have laughed at himself, even though he was angry.... A surge of raw anger boiled up inside him.
He stood there, hesitating in the gate. Going out into the street, just to look like he was doing something, felt awful; going back to his room felt even worse. “And what a chance I’ve totally blown!” he muttered, standing around aimlessly in the gate, right across from the porter’s tiny, dark room, which was also open. Suddenly he froze. From the porter’s room, just two steps away, something shiny under the bench on the right caught his eye.... He looked around—nobody there. He tiptoed into the room, went down two steps, and called out to the porter in a quiet voice. “Yeah, she’s not home! Somewhere nearby though, in the yard, because the door is wide open.” He dashed to the axe (it was an axe) and pulled it out from under the bench, where it was lying between two pieces of wood; right away, before leaving, he secured it with a rope. He shoved both hands into his pockets and walked out of the room; nobody had noticed him! “When you’re not thinking straight, the devil takes over!” he thought with a weird grin. This chance totally boosted his spirits.
He walked along quietly and calmly, without rushing, to avoid looking suspicious. He barely looked at the people passing by, tried to avoid looking at their faces at all, and to be as unnoticeable as possible. Suddenly he remembered his hat. “Seriously! I had the money the day before yesterday and didn’t grab a cap to wear instead!” A curse shot up from deep inside him.
Glancing out of the corner of his eye into a shop, he saw a clock on the wall that said it was ten minutes past seven. He had to hurry and also go around a bit, so he could approach the house from the other side....
When he’d imagined all this beforehand, he’d sometimes thought he’d be super scared. But he wasn’t really scared now, not scared at all, actually. His mind was even wandering to random stuff, but nothing for long. As he passed the Yusupov garden, he was totally absorbed in thinking about building amazing fountains, and how refreshing they’d make the air in all the squares. Then he started to think about how cool it would be if the Summer Garden was extended to the Field of Mars, and maybe even joined to the garden of the Mikhailovsky Palace—it would be an awesome thing and a huge benefit to the city. Then he wondered why in all big cities people aren’t just forced by necessity, but somehow really want to live in those parts of town where there are no gardens or fountains; where there’s the most dirt and stink and all sorts of gross stuff. Then his own walks through the Hay Market popped into his head, and for a moment he snapped back to reality. “What a load of nonsense!” he thought, “better not think about anything at all!”
“So probably people led to the execution clutch onto every object they see on the way,” flashed through his mind, but just flashed, like lightning; he quickly dismissed the thought.... And by now he was close; here was the house, here was the gate. Suddenly a clock somewhere chimed once. “Wait! can it be half-past seven? No way, it must be fast!”
 Luckily for him, everything went well again at the gates. At that very moment, as if on purpose, a huge hay wagon had just rolled in, totally hiding him as he ducked under the gate. The wagon barely made it into the yard before he slipped in fast to the right. On the other side of the wagon he could hear yelling and arguing, but no one noticed him, no one stopped him. Lots of windows overlooking that huge courtyard were open at the moment, but he didn’s lift his head—he didn’t have the energy. The stairs leading to the old woman’s room were close by, just to the right of the gate. He was already on the stairs….
Taking a deep breath, pressing his hand against his pounding heart, and once more checking for the axe and straightening it, he started slowly and carefully climbing the stairs, listening every minute. But the stairs were deserted too; all the doors were closed; he didn’t meet anyone. One apartment on the first floor was wide open and painters were working in it, but they didn’t even glance at him. He stood still, thought for a minute, and went on. “It would’ve been better if they weren’t here, but… it’s two floors above them.”
And there was the fourth floor, here was the door, here was the apartment opposite, the empty one. The apartment below the old woman’s was apparently empty too; the visiting card nailed on the door had been torn off—they’d left! He was winded. For a second, the thought popped into his head, “Should I go back?” But he didn’t answer and started listening at the old woman’s door, complete silence. Then he listened again on the staircase, listened long and carefully... then looked around for one last time, pulled himself together, stood up straight, and checked the axe in the noose again. “Am I super pale?” he wondered. “Do I look obviously nervous? She’s suspicious…. Should I wait a little longer… until my heart stops pounding?”
But his heart didn’t stop. On the contrary, as if to annoy him, it throbbed even more violently. He couldn’t take it anymore, he slowly reached out and rang the bell. Half a minute later, he rang again, louder.
No answer. Ringing again was pointless and out of place. The old woman was, of course, at home, but she was suspicious and alone. He knew a bit about her habits... and once more he put his ear to the door. Either his hearing was really sharp (which was hard to believe), or the sound was really clear. Either way, he suddenly heard something like a quiet touch on the lock and the rustle of a skirt at the very door. Someone was standing secretly close to the lock and, just like he was on the outside, was quietly listening from within, and seemed to have her ear to the door…. He moved a little on purpose and mumbled something out loud so he wouldn’t seem like he was hiding, then rang a third time, but quietly, calmly, and without rushing. Remembering it later, that moment stuck out in his mind vividly, clearly, forever; he couldn’t figure out where he’d gotten such cleverness, because his mind felt fuzzy at times and he was almost unaware of his body…. An instant later, he heard the latch unfastened.
Chapter 7

The door cracked open again, and those sharp, suspicious eyes peeked out from the dark. Then Raskolnikov totally blanked and almost messed everything up.
Worried the old lady would freak out being alone, and not expecting her to trust him, he yanked the door towards himself to stop her from shutting it. She didn’t pull it back, but didn’t let go of the handle either, so he almost dragged her out onto the stairs. Seeing she was blocking the doorway, he just pushed past her. She jumped back, like she was about to say something, but couldn’s get the words out, staring at him with wide eyes.
“Hey, Alyona Ivanovna,” he started, trying to sound chill, but his voice cracked and shook. “I’m here… I brought something… but let’s go inside… into the light…”
And without waiting, he walked right into the room. The old woman chased after him, finally finding her voice.
“What the heck?! Who is it? What do you want?”
“Alyona Ivanovna, you know me… Raskolnikov… I brought you that thing I promised the other day…” And he held it out.
The old woman glanced at the thing, then locked eyes with her uninvited guest. She stared intently, meanly, and suspiciously. A minute passed; he even thought he saw a smirk in her eyes, like she already knew everything. He felt like he was losing it, that he was totally freaked out, that if she kept staring without saying anything for just a little longer, he’s have bolted.
“Why are you looking at me like you don’t even know me?” he snapped, also with a bit of an edge. “Take it if you want it, or I’m outta here, I’m in a rush.”
He hadn’t even thought of saying that, but it just came out. The old woman seemed to snap back to reality, and his confident tone seemed to give her some confidence back.
“But what’s the big deal, my dear sir? What is it?” she asked, looking at the thing.
“That silver cigarette case; I mentioned it last time, remember?”
She held out her hand.
“But you look so pale, seriously… and your hands are shaking too? Did you go swimming, or something?”
“Fever,” he answered sharply. “You get pale… when you haven’t eaten anything,” he added, struggling to get the words out.
His strength was fading again. But his answer sounded true, and the old woman took the thing.
“What is it?” she asked again, scanning Raskolnikov intently, and weighing the thing in her hand.
“A thing… cigarette case… silver… take a look.”
“It doesn’t look like silver somehow… how he wrapped it up!”
Trying to untie the string and turning towards the window, to the light (all her windows were shut, even with the crazy heat), she left him completely for a few seconds, standing with her back to him. He unbuttoned his coat and freed the axe from the rope, but didn’t take it out completely, just holding it in his right hand under his coat. His hands were ridiculously weak, he could feel them getting numb and wooden every second. He was afraid he's let the axe slip and fall…. A wave of dizziness hit him.
“But why did he wrap it up like this?” the old woman cried, annoyed, and moved towards him.
He didn’t have a second to lose. He pulled the axe completely out, swung it with both arms, barely thinking, almost mechanically, and with almost no effort, brought the blunt side down on her head. It wasn’t like he was using his own strength. But as soon as he brought the axe down once, his strength came back to him.
 The old woman was, as always, without a hat. Her thin, light hair, streaked with gray, was coated in grease and braided into a long tail, held together by a broken horn comb sticking out on the back of her neck. Because she was so short, the blow landed right on the top of her head. She cried out, but very quietly, and then suddenly collapsed onto the floor, raising her hands to her head. In one hand, she still clutched “the pledge.” He hit her again, and again, with the blunt side of the axe, right in the same spot. Blood gushed out like it had spilled from an overturned glass, and her body fell back. He stepped back, let the axe drop, and immediately leaned over her face; she was gone. Her eyes seemed to be bulging, her forehead and her whole face were pulled and twisted in a weird spasm.
He dropped the axe on the floor near the body and quickly felt in her pocket (trying to avoid the bloody mess)—the same right-hand pocket where she’s pulled out the key on his last visit. He was totally with it, clear-headed, but his hands were still shaking. Later, he remembered that he's been super focused and careful, trying not to get blood on himself. He pulled out the keys—they were all together on a steel ring, just like before. He hurried into the bedroom with them. It was a tiny room, practically a shrine of religious icons. A big bed stood against one wall, super clean and covered with a colorful silk quilt. Against another wall was a chest of drawers. Weirdly, as soon as he started fitting the keys into the chest and heard them jingle, a shiver ran through him. He suddenly felt like giving it all up and leaving. But that was just for a second; it was too late to turn back. He almost laughed at himself, but then another scary thought popped into his head. He suddenly worried that the old woman might still be alive and might wake up. Leaving the keys in the chest, he ran back to the body, grabbed the axe, and raised it over the old woman again, but didn’t bring it down. There was no doubt—she was dead. Bending down and examining her again closely, he saw clearly that her skull was broken and even crushed on one side. He was about to touch it with his finger, but pulled his hand back, and it was obvious without that. Meanwhile, there was a huge pool of blood on the floor. Suddenly, he noticed a string around her neck; he tugged on it, but the string was strong and didn’t break, plus it was soaked in blood. He tried to pull it out from the front of the dress, but something was holding it and wouldn't let it come out. Frustrated, he raised the axe again to cut the string above the body, but didn’t dare. With some difficulty, smearing his hand and the axe in the blood, after two minutes of hurried effort, he cut the string and pulled it off without touching the body with the axe; he wasn’t wrong—it was a purse. Attached to the string were two crosses, one made of Cyprus wood and one of copper, and a silver filigree icon, and with them a small, greasy chamois leather purse with a steel rim and ring. The purse was packed full; Raskolnikov shoved it in his pocket without looking at it, tossed the crosses on the old woman’s body, and rushed back into the bedroom, this time taking the axe with him.
 He was seriously rushing, grabbed the keys, and started trying them again. But no luck—they didn't fit the locks. It wasn't really that his hands were shaking, but he kept messing up; even when he saw a key wasn't right, he's still trying to shove it in. Then it hit him—that big key with the deep notches, hanging with the small ones, couldn't possibly belong to the dresser (he's noticed that on his last visit), but to some strongbox, and maybe everything was hidden in there. He left the dresser and immediately felt under the bed, knowing old ladies usually stash boxes under their beds. And that's exactly what he found—a decent-sized box, at least a yard long, with an arched lid covered in red leather and studded with steel nails. The notched key fit right away and unlocked it. At the top, under a white sheet, was a red brocade coat lined with hareskin; underneath that, a silk dress, then a shawl, and it seemed like there was nothing else but clothes. The first thing he did was wipe his blood-splattered hands on the red brocade. “It’s red, and on red, blood won’t be as noticeable,” he thought, then snapped back to reality. “Good grief, am I losing it?” he thought, terrified.
But no sooner did he touch the clothes than a gold watch slipped out from under the fur coat. He quickly flipped everything over. There were tons of gold items among the clothes—probably all pawned, unredeemed, or waiting to be redeemed—bracelets, chains, earrings, pins, and stuff like that. Some were in cases, others just wrapped in newspaper, folded carefully and tied with tape. Without a second thought, he started filling up the pockets of his pants and overcoat without even looking at or undoing the packages and cases, but he didn't have much time to grab any....
Suddenly, he heard footsteps in the room where the old woman was lying. He froze, totally still. But it was quiet, so it must have been his imagination. Then he heard a faint cry, like someone had let out a low moan. Silence again for a minute or two. He sat squatting on his heels by the box, holding his breath. Suddenly, he jumped up, grabbed the axe, and bolted out of the bedroom.
In the middle of the room stood Lizaveta, clutching a big bundle in her arms. She was staring, dumbstruck, at her murdered sister, as white as a ghost and seeming too shocked to scream. Seeing him run out of the bedroom, she started trembling all over, like a leaf; a shudder ran down her face. She lifted her hand, opened her mouth, but still didn’t scream. She slowly backed away from him into the corner, staring intently, persistently at him, but still didn’t make a sound, like she couldn't get enough breath to scream. He charged at her with the axe; her mouth twitched pitifully, like you see with babies when they start to get scared, staring intently at what’s frightening them and about to scream. And this poor Lizaveta was so simple and had been so thoroughly crushed and scared that she didn't even raise a hand to protect her face, even though that was the most natural thing to do at that moment, because the axe was raised over her face. She only held up her empty left hand, but not to her face, slowly holding it out in front of her as if motioning him away. The axe fell with the sharp edge right on her skull and split her entire head open with one blow. She fell heavily to the ground. Raskolnikov completely lost it, snatched up her bundle, dropped it, and ran into the hallway.
 Fear was totally taking over him, especially after that second, completely unexpected murder. He just wanted to bolt from the place as fast as possible. And if he’d been able to think straight, to really see how messed up his situation was—how hopeless, how disgusting, how ridiculous—if he’d understood how many obstacles and, maybe, even crimes he still had to deal with or commit just to escape and get home, he probably would have just given up and turned himself in. Not out of fear, but because he was so horrified and disgusted by what he’s done. That feeling of disgust just kept building and getting stronger every minute. There was absolutely no way he’d go near that box or even into the room right then.
But a sort of blankness, almost like he was daydreaming, had started to creep over him. He'd forget himself, or rather, forget what was important, and focus on random little things. He glanced into the kitchen and spotted a bucket half-full of water on a bench, so he thought about washing his hands and the axe. His hands were covered in blood. He dropped the axe, letting the blade splash into the water, grabbed a piece of soap that was in a broken saucer on the window, and started scrubbing his hands in the bucket. When they were clean, he pulled out the axe, washed the blade, and spent a long time—like, three whole minutes—scrubbing the wood where there were bloodstains, using the soap. Then he wiped it all down with some linen hanging to dry on a line in the kitchen, and then he just stared at the axe at the window for a while. There wasn’t a trace left on it, just the wood was still damp. He carefully hung the axe in its loop under his coat. Then, as best he could in the dim light of the kitchen, he checked over his overcoat, his pants, and his boots. At first glance, it just looked like there were stains on the boots. He wet the rag and scrubbed the boots. But he knew he wasn't looking closely enough, that there might be something really obvious that he was missing. He stood in the middle of the room, lost in thought. Dark, agonizing thoughts flooded his mind—the idea that he was crazy and that he couldn't think straight, that he was totally vulnerable and needed to be doing something completely different from what he was doing. “Oh my God!” he muttered. “I gotta get out, gotta go!” and he rushed into the entry. But here, a wave of terror hit him like he’d never felt before.
He stood there, staring, and couldn't believe his eyes: the door, the outer door from the stairs, the one he’d been waiting at and ringing just a little while ago, was unlatched and open—at least six inches! No lock, no bolt, the whole time, all that time! The old woman probably forgot to shut it after him, maybe as a precaution. But, seriously, why? He’d seen Lizaveta afterwards! And how could he have failed to think that she must have come in somehow? She couldn't have walked through the wall!
He bolted to the door and latched it.
“But no, wrong thing again! I gotta get away, gotta go...”
He unlatched the door, opened it, and started listening on the staircase.
He listened for a long time. Somewhere far away, maybe in the courtyard, two voices were loudly and angrily shouting, arguing and yelling. “What are they fighting about?” He waited patiently. At last, everything went quiet, as if it was suddenly cut off; they had split up. He was about to go out when, suddenly, a door on the floor below slammed open, and someone started going downstairs humming a tune. “Why are they all making so much noise?” flashed through his mind. Once more, he closed the door and waited. At last, everything was still, not a soul stirring. He was just about to step towards the stairs when he heard fresh footsteps.
 The steps sounded really far away, way down at the bottom of the stairs, but he remembered super clearly that from the first sound, he started feeling like someone was coming up to the fourth floor, to the old woman. Why? Were the sounds weird or something? The steps were heavy, steady, and not rushed at all. He’s already passed the first floor, climbing higher now, and it was getting clearer and clearer! He could hear his own heavy breathing. And now he’s reached the third floor. Coming here! And suddenly, it felt like he’s turned to stone, like he’s stuck in a nightmare where you’re being chased, almost caught, and about to be killed, and you're frozen, totally unable to move even your arms.
Finally, when the stranger was climbing to the fourth floor, he suddenly jumped, and managed to slip back into the apartment and quietly shut the door behind him. Then he grabbed the bolt and softly, silently, locked it. Instinct took over. Once he did that, he crouched, holding his breath, by the door. The visitor was already at the door too. They were standing face-to-face, just like he had been with the old woman, before the door separated them and he was listening.
The visitor panted a few times. “He’s gotta be a big, fat dude,” thought Raskolnikov, squeezing the axe in his hand. It really did feel like a dream. The visitor grabbed the bell and rang it loudly.
As soon as the tin bell jingled, Raskolnikov felt like he noticed something moving in the room. He listened intently for a few seconds. The stranger rang again, waited, and then suddenly yanked the door handle violently and impatiently. Raskolnikov stared in horror at the bolt shaking in its fastening, and in complete terror expected it to be ripped out any minute. It totally seemed possible, with how hard he was shaking it. He was tempted to hold the bolt, but he’d probably be noticed. A wave of dizziness hit him again. “I’m gonna fall!” flashed through his mind, but the stranger started talking and he snapped back to reality.
“What’s up? Are they asleep or dead? D-damn it!” he yelled in a rough voice. “Hey, Alyona Ivanovna, you old witch! Lizaveta Ivanovna, hey, my beauty! open the door! Oh, damn it! Are they asleep or what?”
And again, enraged, he yanked at the doorknob with all his might, a dozen times. He definitely had to be someone important and knew her well.
Just then, light, hurried footsteps were heard not far away, on the stairs. Someone else was approaching. Raskolnikov hadn't noticed them at first.
“You’re telling me no one’s home?” the newcomer cried in a cheerful, ringing voice, addressing the first visitor, who was still ringing the bell. “Good evening, Koch.”
“He sounds pretty young,” thought Raskolnikov.
“Who the heck knows? I’m about to break the lock,” answered Koch. “But how do you know me?”
“Why! I beat you three times in a row at billiards at Gambrinus’.”
“Oh!”
“So they’re not home? That’s weird. That’s totally lame though. Where could the old woman have gone? I came on business.”
“Yeah; and I have business with her, too.”
“Well, what can we do? Go back, I guess. Aie—aie! I was hoping to get some cash!” cried the young man.
“We gotta give it up, of course, but what did she set this time for? The old witch set the time for me to come myself. It’s totally out of my way. And where the heck she could have gone, I can’t figure out. She sits here year after year, that old hag; her legs are bad and yet here she is, suddenly out for a walk!”
“Shouldn’t we ask the porter?”
“What?”
“Where she’s gone and when she’ll be back.”
“Hm.... Damn it!... We could ask.... But you know she never goes anywhere.”
And he yanked at the doorknob once more.
 “Seriously?! There’s nothing we can do, we gotta go!”
“Wait!” the young man yelled suddenly. “Do you see how the door shakes when you pull it?”
“So?”
“That means it’s not locked, just latched with a hook! Hear that clank?”
“Okay?”
“Don’t you get it? That proves someone’s home. If everyone was out, they’d have locked the door with a key from the outside, not just latched it from the inside. Listen, the hook's clanking again! Latching the hook means they’re inside, see? So they’re just sitting there, not opening the door!”
“Wow! You’re right!” Koch exclaimed, amazed. “What are they even doing in there?” And he started banging on the door like crazy.
“Hold up!” the young man cried again. “Don’t force it! Something’s definitely wrong.... You’ve been ringing and pulling at the door, and they still aren’t opening! So either they’ve both passed out or…”
“Or what?”
“Look, let’s get the doorman, let him wake them up.”
“Fine.”
They were heading downstairs.
“Stay. You hang out here while I run down for the doorman.”
“Why?”
“Just…you should.”
“Okay.”
“I’m studying law, you know! It’s obvious, e-vi-dent, something’s messed up here!” the young man shouted, and he bolted downstairs.
Koch stayed put. He touched the bell again – just one little ring – then gently, like he was thinking things over, started fiddling with the doorknob, pulling it and letting it go to double-check that it was just latched with the hook. Then, puffing and panting, he bent down and peered into the keyhole: but the key was inside, so he couldn’t see anything.
Raskolnikov stood gripping the axe tight. He was in a daze. He was even getting ready to fight when they came in. While they were knocking and talking, he kept thinking about just ending it all and yelling at them through the door. Now and then he was tempted to swear at them, to tease them, while they couldn’t even open the door! “Just hurry up!” flashed through his mind.
“But what the heck is going on?...” Time was ticking by – one minute, then another – still no one came. Koch started getting antsy.
“Seriously?” he cried suddenly, abandoning his post, and he, too, headed down, stomping and thumping with his heavy boots on the stairs. The sounds faded away.
“Oh man, what am I supposed to do?”
Raskolnikov unlatched the hook, opened the door – complete silence. Without even thinking about it, he went out, shutting the door behind him, and went downstairs.
He’s made it down three flights when he suddenly heard a loud voice below—where could he go! There was nowhere to hide. He was just heading back to the apartment.
“Hey! Stop that guy!”
Someone dashed out of a flat below, shouting, and more tripped than ran down the stairs, yelling at the top of their lungs.
“Mitka! Mitka! Mitka! Mitka! Mitka! Ugh, blast him!”
The shout ended in a shriek; the last sounds came from the yard; all was quiet. But at that same moment, several men talking loudly and quickly began noisily climbing the stairs. There were three or four of them. He could hear the young man’s clear voice. “Hey!”
 Totally bummed, he headed straight for them, thinking, "Whatever happens, happens!" If they stopped him—game over; if they let him pass—still game over; they're gonna remember him. They were getting closer—just a few steps away—and suddenly, a way out! A few steps to his right, there was an empty apartment with the door wide open, the one on the second floor where the painters had been working, and which, as if just for him, they'd just left. It was them, no doubt, who had just run down, yelling. The floor had just been painted, and in the middle of the room stood a bucket and a broken pot with paint and brushes. In one instant, he zipped in through the open door and hid behind the wall—and just in the nick of time; they’d already reached the landing. Then they turned and went on up to the fourth floor, talking loudly. He waited, tiptoed out and ran down the stairs.
Nobody was on the stairs, or in the entryway. He hurried through the entryway and turned left onto the street.
He knew, he knew that right then, they were at the apartment, that they were totally confused finding it unlocked, since the door had just been locked, that they were probably staring at the bodies, and that before you knew it, they'd figure it out and realize the killer had just been there, managed to hide, slip by them and escape. They'd probably guess he'd been in the empty apartment while they were going upstairs. And meanwhile, he couldn't speed up much, even though the next corner was still almost a hundred yards away. “Should he duck into some alley and wait in an unknown street? No way! Should he ditch the axe? Should he grab a cab? Forget about it, hopeless!”
Finally, he reached the corner. He turned down it, feeling totally drained. Here, he was halfway to safety, and he got it; it was less risky because there was a huge crowd of people, and he was lost in it like a grain of sand. But everything he'd been through had worn him out so much that he could barely move. Sweat was dripping down his face, his neck was soaked. “Wow, he’s been through it!” someone shouted at him when he came out on the canal bank.
He was only vaguely aware of himself now, and the farther he went, the worse it got. He remembered, though, that when he’d come out on the canal bank, he’d been freaked out finding so few people there and being so noticeable, and he’d thought about turning back. Even though he was practically falling from exhaustion, he went a long way around so he could get home from a totally different direction.
 He wasn't really awake when he went through his house's front door. He was already halfway up the stairs before he remembered the axe. And he had a seriously big problem—he needed to put it back and get away without anyone noticing. Of course, he couldn't think about how it might be way better to just ditch the axe somewhere, like in someone's yard. But luckily, the porter’s room door was closed, but not locked. It seemed like the porter was probably home. But he's totally lost his ability to think straight, so he just walked right up to the door and opened it. If the porter had asked, “What’s up?” he probably would have just handed him the axe. But again, the porter wasn't there, and he managed to sneak the axe back under the bench, even covering it with that piece of wood like before. He didn’t see anyone, not a single person, on his way back to his room. The landlady’s door was shut tight. When he got to his room, he just flopped onto the couch, exactly as he was—he didn't sleep, he just blanked out. If anyone had walked in then, he would have instantly jumped up and screamed. Just bits and pieces of thoughts were bouncing around in his head, but he couldn't grab onto anything, couldn't settle on a single thought, no matter how hard he tried….
Chapter 1

He lay there for what felt like forever. Every so often, he’s like, “Whoa, it’s way late,” but totally didn't feel like getting up. Then, he noticed it was starting to get light. He was on his back, still groggy from whatever had just happened. Fearful, desperate cries were echoing from the street—sounds he heard every night, like clockwork, after two a.m. They jolted him awake now.
“Ugh, the drunk guys are stumbling out of the bars,” he thought. “It’s past two o’clock.” And he instantly shot up, like someone had yanked him off the couch.
“Seriously? Past two?”
He plopped down on the couch—and suddenly, it all came flooding back! Everything hit him at once, like a flash.
For a second, he thought he was losing it. A serious chill ran through him, but it was just from the fever that had been brewing in his sleep. Now, he was suddenly shaking uncontrollably, his teeth chattering, and his whole body trembling. He opened the door and listened—the whole house was dead silent. He stared at himself, then around the room, totally bewildered, wondering how he’d even gotten in the night before without locking the door, and just flopped onto the couch without even taking off his clothes, or his hat. It had fallen off and was lying on the floor near his pillow.
“If anyone had walked in, what would they have thought? That I’m wasted, but…”
He bolted to the window. There was enough light to see, and he frantically checked himself from head to toe, all his clothes—were there any clues? But there was no way to do it like that; shivering with cold, he started stripping off everything and checking again. He turned everything inside out, every thread and scrap, and, not trusting himself, went over the search three times.
But it looked like there was nothing, no trace, except in one spot, where some thick drops of dried blood were clinging to the frayed edge of his pants. He grabbed a big pocketknife and cut off the frayed threads. It seemed like that was it.
Then, bam! He remembered the purse and the stuff he’s taken out of the old woman’s box were still in his pockets! He hadn’t even thought about taking them out and hiding them! He hadn't even thought about them while he was checking his clothes! What next? He instantly grabbed them and tossed them on the table. When he pulled everything out and turned the pocket inside out to make absolutely sure nothing was left, he carried the whole pile to the corner. The wallpaper had peeled off the bottom of the wall and was hanging in strips. He started shoving everything into the hole behind the paper: “They’re in! All hidden, and the purse too!” he thought excitedly, getting up and staring blankly at the bulge where the hole stuck out more than ever. Suddenly, he shuddered with horror; “Oh my God!” he whispered in despair: “What’s wrong with me? Is that how you hide things?”
He hadn’t planned on having jewelry to hide. He’s only been thinking about the money, so he hadn’t even prepared a hiding spot.
“But now, now, what am I relieved about?” he thought. “Is that hiding things? My brain is totally ditching me—seriously!”
He collapsed onto the couch, completely drained, and was immediately hit by another awful wave of shivering. He mechanically grabbed his old student’s winter coat from a chair beside him—it was still warm, even though it was practically falling apart—and wrapped himself up in it, sinking back into drowsiness and delirium. He passed out.
Not even five minutes later, he jumped up again and went straight for his clothes, frantic.
“How could I go to sleep again with this stuff still out? Yes, yes; I forgot to take the loop off the armhole! I totally spaced on it, forgot something like that! That’s a huge clue!”
 He yanked off the noose, chopped it into pieces, and tossed the bits under his pillow with his laundry.
“Torn-up fabric won’t raise any suspicions, not even a little bit,” he muttered, pacing around the room. He kept repeating it, trying to focus, scanning the floor and everywhere else, making absolutely sure he hadn’t forgotten anything. The feeling that his brain, even his memory and the simplest way of thinking, was failing him was seriously stressing him out.
“Seriously? Is this happening already? Is this my punishment? It is!”
The ripped pieces of his pants were just lying there on the floor, right in the middle of the room, where anyone walking in would totally see them!
“What is wrong with me?!” he cried, sounding totally freaked out.
Then a weird thought popped into his head: what if all his clothes were covered in blood? What if there were tons of stains, but he just couldn’t see them because his senses were going? His mind was totally clouded... Suddenly, he remembered there’s been blood on the purse too. “Oh no! Then there must be blood on the pocket too, because I shoved the wet purse in my pocket!”
In a flash, he turned the pocket inside out, and yep—there were traces, stains on the lining!
“Okay, so my brain hasn’t completely bailed on me. I still have some sense and memory, since I figured that out myself,” he thought, letting out a huge sigh of relief. “It’s just the fever making me weak, a total brain-fog moment.” He ripped out the entire lining of the pocket. At that moment, sunlight hit his left boot; he thought he saw traces on the sock sticking out. He kicked off his boots; “Seriously! The tip of the sock was soaked with blood!” He must’ve accidentally stepped in a pool of it.... “But what am I supposed to do with this now? Where do I hide the sock and rags and pocket?”
He gathered everything in his hands and stood in the middle of the room.
“Toss it in the stove? But they’d search the stove first. Burn it? But what can I burn it with? No matches even. Nope, better go outside and ditch it somewhere. Yeah, better throw it away,” he repeated, plopping down on the couch, “and right now, this second, no messing around…”
But his head just sank onto the pillow instead. That awful, icy shivers came back, and he pulled his coat tighter around him.
For a long time, for hours, he was obsessed with the idea of “getting out of here right now, and throwing it all away, so it's out of sight and done with, ASAP!” Several times he tried to get up from the couch, but he couldn’t.
Finally, a loud banging at his door jolted him awake.
“Open up, seriously! Are you even alive? He’s been sleeping here!” Nastasya shouted, pounding on the door. “He’s been snoring here for whole days like a dog! A total dog. Open, I tell you. It’s past ten.”
“Maybe he’s not home,” a man’s voice said.
“Ha! That’s the porter. What does he want?”
He jumped up and sat on the couch. His heart was pounding so hard it hurt.
“So, who locked the door?” Nastasya retorted. “He’s started bolting himself in! Like he’s worth stealing! Open, you idiot, wake up!”
“What do they want? Why the porter? Everything’s busted. Resist or open? Bring it on!”
He half-stood up, bent forward, and unlatched the door.
His room was so tiny he could undo the latch without even leaving the bed. Yep; the porter and Nastasya were standing there.
Nastasya stared at him in a weird way. He glanced back at the porter, who without a word handed him a folded grey paper sealed with wax.
“A notice from the office,” he announced, giving him the paper.
 “From what office?”
“A summons to the police station, of course. You know which one.”
“To the police?... What for?...”
“How am I supposed to know? You’re being called in, so you gotta go.”
The man looked at him closely, scanned the room, and turned to leave.
“He’s seriously sick!” Nastasya said, not taking her eyes off him. The porter glanced back for a second. “He’s been running a fever since yesterday,” she added.
Raskolnikov didn’t respond and held the paper in his hands, unopened. “Don’t get up,” Nastasya continued, her voice full of concern, seeing him lower his feet from the couch. “You’re sick, so stay put; there’s no huge rush. What’s that you’ve got there?”
He looked down. In his right hand, he held the scraps he’d torn from his pants, the sock, and the rags from the pocket. So he’d been asleep with them in his hand. Later, he remembered waking up in a feverish daze, clutching them tightly, and drifting back to sleep.
“Look at the rags he’s collected and is sleeping with, like he’s found a treasure…”
And Nastasya burst into a hysterical giggle.
Instantly, he shoved them all under his coat and stared at her intently. Even though he wasn’t in the right headspace to think clearly, he felt like nobody would act like that with someone about to be arrested. “But… the police?”
“You should have some tea! There’s some left. I’ll get it.”
“No… I’m going; I’m leaving now,” he mumbled, getting to his feet.
“You’ll never make it downstairs!”
“Yes, I’m going.”
“Suit yourself.”
She followed the porter out.
Immediately, he rushed to the light to examine the sock and the rags.
“There are stains, but not very noticeable; all covered in dirt and rubbed and already faded. Nobody suspicious could spot anything. Nastasya wouldn’t have noticed from a distance, thank God!” Then, with a tremor, he broke the seal of the notice and started reading; he took a long time to understand. It was an ordinary summons from the local police to appear that day at half-past nine at the district superintendent’s office.
“But when has this ever happened? I never have anything to do with the police! And why today?” he thought, totally freaking out. “Good Lord, just get it over with!”
He started to kneel to pray, but then he burst out laughing—not at the idea of praying, but at himself.
He began, hastily dressing. “If I’m lost, I’m lost, I don’t care! Should I wear the sock?” he wondered, “it’s just going to get dustier and the marks will disappear.”
But as soon as he put it on, he ripped it off in disgust and horror. He took it off, but then realized he didn’t have any other socks, so he picked it up and put it on again—and again he laughed.
“That’s all just a bunch of nonsense, it’s all relative, just a way of looking at it,” he thought, only skimming the surface of his thoughts, while his body was shaking, “there, I’ve got it on! I’ve finally gotten it on!”
But his laughter quickly turned to despair.
“No, this is too much…” he thought. His legs were shaking. “From fear,” he muttered. His head was spinning and aching with fever. “It’s a trick! They want to lure me there and mess with me about everything,” he mused, as he went out onto the stairs—“the worst part is I’m almost light-headed… I might blurt something stupid out…”
On the stairs, he remembered leaving everything just as it was in the hole in the wall, “and they’re probably going to search when I’m out,” he thought, and stopped. But he was so consumed by despair, so cynical about his misery, if you could call it that, that with a wave of his hand, he went on. “Just get it over with!”
 The heat on the street was brutal again; it hadn't rained in days. Dust, bricks, and mortar—the usual smell from the shops and bars hit him hard. Drunk guys, Finnish vendors, and beat-up cabs everywhere. The sun was blinding, making his eyes ache, and he felt dizzy—like you do when you're sick and stumble out into the sunshine.
When he reached the corner, a wave of anxiety washed over him. He looked down the street… at the house… and quickly looked away.
“If they ask me, maybe I’ll just tell them,” he thought as he walked towards the police station.
The station was about a quarter mile away. They'd recently moved it to new offices on the fourth floor of a new building. He's been in the old office once, a long time ago. Turning into the courtyard, he saw a staircase on the right, and a worker was climbing it with a book in his hand. “Probably a porter; so the office must be up there,” and he started climbing, hoping for the best. He didn't want to bother anyone.
“I’ll just go in, get on my knees, and confess everything…” he thought as he reached the fourth floor.
The staircase was steep, narrow, and slick with dirty water. Kitchens from the apartments opened onto the stairs and stayed open almost all day. It smelled awful and was super hot. The staircase was crowded with porters lugging books, cops, and all sorts of people, both men and women. The office door was wide open, too. Peasants were waiting inside. The heat was suffocating, and there was a gross smell of fresh paint and old oil from the renovations.
After waiting a bit, he decided to move into the next room. All the rooms were small and low. A feeling of panic pushed him forward. Nobody seemed to notice him. In the second room, some clerks were writing, dressed about as rough as he was, and they looked like a pretty weird bunch. He went up to one of them.
“What’s up?”
He showed him the notice he’s received.
“You’re a student?” the man asked, glancing at the notice.
“Yeah, used to be a student.”
The clerk looked at him, but without a shred of interest. He was a seriously unkempt guy with a weird, fixed look in his eyes.
“There’s no way he’s gonna tell us anything, he’s not interested in anything,” thought Raskolnikov.
“Go in there to the head clerk,” said the clerk, pointing to the room furthest away.
He went into that room—the fourth one; it was small and packed with people, dressed a bit better than in the outer rooms. There were two women there. One, dressed in mourning and looking really sad, was sitting opposite the head clerk, writing something as he dictated. The other, a really stout, curvy woman with a blotchy, reddish face, dressed in a flashy outfit with a brooch the size of a saucer on her chest, was standing on the side, apparently waiting for something. Raskolnikov handed the notice to the head clerk. The head clerk glanced at it, said, “Hold on a sec,” and went back to helping the woman in mourning.
He breathed a little easier. “It can’t be!”
Slowly, he started to feel a little better, urging himself to be brave and stay calm.
“Some stupid mistake, some little slip-up, and I’ll blow it! Ugh… it’s so stuffy here,” he added, “it’s suffocating.... It’s making my head spin even more... and my mind too...”
He was aware of a huge struggle going on inside him. He was afraid of losing control; he tried to grab onto something, fix his mind on it—something totally random—but he couldn’t do it. Still, the head clerk really fascinated him, he kept hoping to see something in his face and figure him out.
 He was a seriously young guy, like twenty-two, with a dark, expressive face that looked older than he was. He was dressed sharp, a little flashy, with his hair perfectly parted down the middle, slicked back with product, and rocking a bunch of rings on his clean hands and a gold chain around his vest. He tossed out a couple of French phrases to a foreigner in the room, and got them pretty much right.
“Luise Ivanovna, you can sit down,” he said casually to the brightly dressed lady, who had a flushed face and was still standing like she was afraid to take a seat, even though there was a chair right next to her.
“Danke,” she said, and with a soft rustle of silk, she sank into the chair. Her light blue dress trimmed with white lace flowed around the table like a balloon and practically filled half the room. She smelled strongly of perfume. But she was clearly embarrassed by taking up so much space and smelling so much; and even though her smile was sassy and a little fake, it showed she was really nervous.
The lady in mourning had finally finished and gotten up. Suddenly, an officer swaggered in, moving with a confident swagger. He tossed his feathered hat onto the table and plopped down in a comfy armchair. The tiny lady practically skipped from her seat when she saw him and started curtsying like she was in a dream, but the officer didn't even notice her, and she didn’t dare sit down again while he was around. He was the assistant superintendent. He had a bright red mustache that stuck out horizontally on either side of his face, and really small features that didn’t show much except for a certain attitude. He gave Raskolnikov a look, kind of annoyed; his clothes were so bad, and even though he was in a tough spot, he wasn’t dressing the part. Raskolnikov had accidentally held his gaze for too long, so the officer felt totally disrespected.
“What do you want?” he shouted, like he was shocked that someone so ragged wasn’t just wiped out by his stare.
“I was summoned… by a notice…” Raskolnikov mumbled.
“For the recovery of money owed by the student,” the head clerk jumped in quickly, pulling himself away from his papers. “Here!” and he shoved a document at Raskolnikov and pointed to the spot. “Read that!”
“Money? What money?” thought Raskolnikov, “but… then… it definitely can’t be that.”
And he trembled with relief. He felt a sudden, intense, indescribable feeling of lightness. A weight lifted off his shoulders.
“And pray, what time were you told to appear, sir?” shouted the assistant superintendent, seeming to get more and more upset for some reason. “You were told to come at nine, and now it’s noon!”
“The notice was just brought to me a quarter of an hour ago,” Raskolnikov answered loudly over his shoulder. To his own surprise, he suddenly felt angry and kind of enjoyed it. “And it’s bad enough that I came here feeling sick with a fever.”
“Kindly don’t shout!”
“I’m not shouting, I’m just talking normally, it’s you who’s shouting. I’m a student, and nobody shouts at me.”
The assistant superintendent was so furious that for a minute, he could only sputter incoherently. He jumped up from his chair.
“Be quiet! You’re in a government office. Don’t be rude, sir!”
“You’re in a government office too,” cried Raskolnikov, “and you’re smoking a cigarette as well as shouting, so you’re showing disrespect to everyone.”
He felt a rush of satisfaction at having said this.
The head clerk looked at him with a smile. The angry assistant superintendent looked totally thrown off.
“That’s none of your business!” he shouted at last, his voice unnaturally loud. “Kindly make the declaration required of you. Show him. Alexandr Grigorievitch. There’s a complaint against you! You don’t pay your debts! You’re a joke!”
 But Raskolnikov wasn’t listening. He’s grabbed the paper, totally rushing to figure out what was going on. He read it once, then again, and still didn’t get it.
“What’s this?” he asked the head clerk.
“It’s a bill for money you owe, a legal notice. You have to either pay it, with all the fees and stuff, or give a written promise when you will pay, and agree not to leave the city or sell off your stuff. The person you owe money to can sell your stuff and take legal action against you.”
“But… I don’t owe anyone anything!”
“That’s not our problem. Look, we’re here because a bill for a hundred and fifteen rubles—legally signed—needs to be collected. You gave it to the widow of the assessor Zarnitsyn nine months ago, and she passed it on to Mr. Tchebarov. So, we’re officially summoning you.”
“But she’s my landlady!”
“So what if she’s your landlady?”
The head clerk looked at him with a condescending, pitying smile, but also with a little bit of smugness—like he was watching a newbie get hit with a curveball for the first time—as if to say, "How are you feeling now?" But he didn't even care about the bill, the legal notice! Was that worth worrying about? Was it even worth his attention? He just stood there, reading, listening, answering, even asking questions himself, but it was all automatic. A total rush of security, of being saved from something really scary, filled his entire soul. He wasn’t thinking about the future, analyzing anything, guessing, doubting, or questioning. It was an instant of pure, direct, instinctive joy. But right then, a total chaos broke out in the office. The assistant superintendent, still mad about Raskolnikov’s disrespect, still fuming and desperate to save face, zeroed in on the unfortunate, stylish lady who had been staring at him with a goofy smile since he walked in.
“You scandalous woman!” he shouted suddenly, his voice booming. (The lady in mourning had already left.) “What was going on at your place last night? Seriously! A disgrace to the whole street. Fighting and drinking again. Do you want to go to jail? I’ve warned you ten times that I wouldn’t let you off the eleventh! And here you are again, again, you… you…!”
The paper fell out of Raskolnikov’s hands, and he stared wild-eyed at the stylish lady who was getting roasted like that. But he quickly realized what was happening, and started to find the whole thing hilarious. He listened with such pleasure he felt like he wanted to burst out laughing… his nerves were totally buzzing.
“Ilya Petrovitch!” the head clerk started, sounding worried, but stopped short. He knew from experience that you couldn't stop the enraged assistant unless you used force.
As for the stylish lady, at first she was totally shaking from the blow. But, strangely enough, the more insults she got, the friendlier she looked, and the more seductive her smiles became for the terrible assistant. She moved around nervously and curtsied constantly, waiting for a chance to speak up. And finally, she found it.
 “There wasn’s any fighting or yelling in my house, Mr. Captain,” she blurted out all at once, like dropping a bunch of peas, speaking Russian confidently, though with a strong German accent, “and no drama, and he was totally wasted, and it’s the honest truth I’m telling you, Mr. Captain, and it’s not my fault.... My family is respectable, Mr. Captain, and we have good manners, Mr. Captain, and I always, always hate any kind of drama myself. But he was super drunk, and asked for three more bottles, and then he lifted one leg up and started playing the piano with his foot, and that’s just wrong in a respectable house, Mr. Captain, and he totally wrecked the piano, and it was seriously bad manners, and I told him so. And he grabbed a bottle and started hitting everyone with it. And then I called the doorman, and Karl came, and he took Karl and punched him in the eye; and he punched Henriette in the eye, too, and slapped me five times across the face. And it was so rude in a respectable house, Mr. Captain, and I screamed. And he opened the window overlooking the canal, and stood there squealing like a little pig; it was embarrassing. Imagine squealing like a little pig at the window for everyone on the street to hear! Ugh! And Karl pulled him away from the window by his coat, and it’s true, Mr. Captain, he ripped his pants. And then he yelled that he needed to be paid fifteen rubles for the damage. And I paid him, Mr. Captain, five rubles for his pants. And he was a rude visitor and caused all the drama. ‘I’m gonna expose you,’ he said, ‘I can write about you in all the papers!’”
“So, he was a writer?”
“Yes, Mr. Captain, and what a rude visitor in a respectable house…”
“Okay, that’s enough! I already told you…”
“Ilya Petrovitch!” the head clerk repeated, sounding serious.
The assistant glanced quickly at him; the head clerk shook his head slightly.
“... So I’m telling you this, most respectable Luise Ivanovna, and I’m telling it to you for the last time,” the assistant went on. “If there’s any drama in your respectable house again, I’m putting you in jail, like they call it in polite circles. Do you hear? So a writer, an author took five rubles for a ripped pant-tail in a ‘respectable house’? Seriously, these writers! A crazy bunch.”
And he gave Raskolnikov a look of disgust. “There was a scandal in a restaurant the other day, too. A writer ate his dinner and wouldn’t pay; ‘I’ll write a roast on you,’ he said. And there was another of them on a boat last week used really nasty language to a civil servant’s family, his wife and daughter. And there was one of them kicked out of a bakery the other day. They’re like that, writers, literary guys, students, town criers… Pfoo! Get out of here! I’ll swing by your place myself one day. Then you better watch out! Do you hear?”
With hurried politeness, Luise Ivanovna started curtsying in every direction, and curtsied herself right out the door. But at the door, she tripped backwards and bumped into a good-looking officer with a fresh, open face and awesome thick blond whiskers. This was the district superintendent himself, Nikodim Fomitch. Luise Ivanovna hurried to curtsy almost to the ground, and with tiny little steps, she fluttered out of the office.
“Again, chaos—a total meltdown!” said Nikodim Fomitch to Ilya Petrovitch in a friendly tone. “You’re worked up again, you’re fuming again! I heard it on the stairs!”
 “Well, what then!” Ilya Petrovitch drawled, super chill. He walked over to another table with some papers, swinging his shoulders with every step. “Seriously, look at this: an author, or maybe a student, hasn’t paid his debts, signed an IOU, won’t move out of his room, and people are constantly complaining about him. And get this, he actually protested my smoking! He’s acting like a total jerk himself, and just look at him, please.”
“Being broke isn’t a bad thing, my friend, but we know you get fired up easily, can’t stand a slight, probably took offense and went too far yourself,” continued Nikodim Fomitch, turning to Raskolnikov with a friendly vibe. “But you were wrong there; he’s a good guy, I promise, but seriously explosive! He gets heated, blows up, and there’s no stopping him! And then it's over! But deep down, he’s a sweetheart! His nickname in the regiment was ‘Explosive Lieutenant’…”
“And what a regiment it was, too,” cried Ilya Petrovitch, totally into the playful banter, even though he was still a little grumpy.
Raskolnikov suddenly wanted to say something really nice to them all. “Excuse me, Captain,” he started easily, turning to Nikodim Fomitch, “can you see where I’m coming from?... I’m ready to apologize if I was rude. I’m just a broke student, sick and exhausted from poverty. I’m not even studying because I can’t afford it, but I’ll get money soon… I have a mom and sister back home in X. They’ll send me some, and I’ll pay up. My landlady is a good woman, but she's so frustrated that I lost my lessons and haven't paid her for four months, she doesn’t even send up my dinner… and I don’t get this IOU at all. She’s making me pay her using it. How am I supposed to pay her? You guys decide!”
“But that’s not really our problem, you know,” the head clerk pointed out.
“Yeah, yeah, I totally get it. But let me explain…” Raskolnikov chimed in again, still talking to Nikodim Fomitch, but trying to include Ilya Petrovitch, even though the latter seemed to be busy with his papers and totally ignoring him. “Let me explain that I’ve been living with her for almost three years, and at first… at first… why should I even hide it, I actually promised to marry her daughter at the very beginning. It was a verbal promise, freely given… she was just a girl… I kind of liked her, even though I wasn't head-over-heels… a total youthful crush, really… I mean to say, my landlady gave me a lot of credit back then, and I was living a pretty carefree life… I was pretty reckless.”
“Nobody’s asking for all these personal details, sir, we don’t have time for this,” Ilya Petrovitch interrupted roughly, with a hint of triumph, but Raskolnikov stopped him, even though he suddenly found it really hard to speak.
“But excuse me, excuse me. It’s my turn to explain… how it all happened… In my own way… even though I agree with you, it’s probably unnecessary. But a year ago, the girl died of typhus. I kept living there, and when my landlady moved to her current place, she said to me… and in a friendly way… that she totally trusted me, but still, would I sign an IOU for one hundred and fifteen roubles, which was all I owed her. She said if I just gave her that, she’d trust me again, as much as I liked, and she’d never, ever—those were her exact words—use that IOU until I could pay it off myself… and now, when I’ve lost my lessons and have nothing to eat, she’s taking action against me. What am I supposed to say to that?”
 “Seriously, those details aren’t our problem,” Ilya Petrovitch cut in, sounding totally rude. “You need to sign a written agreement, but we don’s care about your love life or all this drama, got it?”
“Come on... you’re being harsh,” Nikodim Fomitch muttered, pulling up a chair and starting to write. He looked a little embarrassed.
“Write!” the head clerk told Raskolnikov.
“Write what?” the latter asked, sounding annoyed.
“I’ll tell you what to write.”
Raskolnikov felt like the head clerk was being way more casual and dismissive after his speech, but weirdly enough, he suddenly didn’t care what anyone thought. It was like a switch flipped, and this feeling hit him instantly. If he’s been thinking, he would have been shocked that he's been laying his feelings on them just a minute ago. And where did those feelings even come from? Right now, if the whole room was full of his family and friends, he wouldn’t be able to say a single word to them, because his heart felt completely empty. A really depressing feeling of being totally alone and disconnected suddenly took shape in his mind. It wasn’t about how cheesy his earlier feelings toward Ilya Petrovitch were, or how smug the other guy was about it. Oh, what did he even have to do with his own bad choices, with all this pointless stuff – officers, German girls, debts, police stations? If they’d sentenced him to burn right then, he wouldn’t have even reacted, probably wouldn’t have heard the end of the sentence. Something was happening to him, totally new, sudden, and unknown. He didn’t understand it, but he felt with every fiber of his being that he could never again reach out to these police officers with emotional outbursts like his earlier one, or with anything at all; and that even if they were his closest family, it would be completely out of the question to ask them for anything, under any circumstances. He’s never felt anything like it. And what was the worst part – it was more of a feeling than a thought, a direct sensation, the most agonizing he’s ever experienced.
The head clerk started dictating the usual form of declaration: that he couldn’t pay, that he promised to pay later, that he wouldn’t leave town, or sell his stuff, and so on.
“But you can’t even write, you can barely hold the pen,” the head clerk said, looking at Raskolnikov with curiosity. “Are you feeling okay?”
“Yeah, I’m dizzy. Just get it over with.”
“That’s it. Sign it.”
The head clerk grabbed the paper and turned to deal with other people.
Raskolnikov handed back the pen, but instead of getting up and leaving, he rested his elbows on the table and buried his face in his hands. It felt like someone was hammering a nail into his skull. A strange thought popped into his head: he should get up right away, go over to Nikodim Fomitch, and tell him everything that had happened yesterday, and then go with him to his apartment and show him the stuff in the hole in the corner. The urge was so strong that he stood up to do it. “Maybe I should think about this for a sec?” flashed through his mind. “Nah, better just get rid of the burden without thinking about it.” But all of a sudden, he froze, completely rooted to the spot. Nikodim Fomitch was chatting excitedly with Ilya Petrovitch, and their words reached
 “Seriously, how do you explain this contradiction? They say they knocked, but the door was locked. Then, like, three minutes later when they went up with the porter, it was unlocked.”
“That’s the thing; the killer had to have been there and locked himself in. They would’ve caught him for sure if Koch wasn’t totally clueless and went looking for the porter too. He must have seized the moment to sneak downstairs and slip by them somehow. Koch is freaking out, crossing himself, saying: ‘If I’m there, he’d jump out and chop me with his axe.’ He’s even planning a huge thank-you service—haha!”
“And nobody saw the killer?”
“They probably didn’t,” said the head clerk, who was listening. “This house is a total zoo.”
“It’s obvious, totally obvious,” repeated Nikodim Fomitch warmly.
“No way, it’s anything but clear,” Ilya Petrovitch countered.
Raskolnikov grabbed his hat and headed for the door, but didn’t make it....
When he came to, he found himself sitting in a chair, with someone on his right supporting him, and someone else on his left holding a yellowish glass filled with yellow liquid, and Nikodim Fomitch standing in front of him, staring intently. He stood up from the chair.
“What’s going on? Are you sick?” Nikodim Fomitch asked, a little sharply.
“He could barely hold his pen when he was signing,” said the head clerk, settling back into his seat and getting back to work.
“Have you been sick for long?” cried Ilya Petrovitch from his place, where he was also looking through papers. He’d come to check on the sick guy when he fainted, but left as soon as he got better.
“Since yesterday,” muttered Raskolnikov in reply.
“Did you go out yesterday?”
“Yeah.”
“Even though you were sick?”
“Yeah.”
“What time?”
“Around seven.”
“And where did you go, if you don’t mind me asking?”
“Just walking around.”
“Short and sweet.”
Raskolnikov, pale as a ghost, answered quickly, his feverish, dark eyes fixed on Ilya Petrovitch’s gaze.
“He can barely stand up straight. And you…” Nikodim Fomitch was starting to say.
“Doesn’t matter,” Ilya Petrovitch said oddly.
Nikodim Fomitch was about to protest, but glancing at the head clerk who was staring hard at him, he stayed silent. There was a sudden silence. It was weird.
“Alright, then,” concluded Ilya Petrovitch, “we won’t keep you.”
Raskolnikov went out. He heard excited chatter as he left, and above it all, he heard Nikodim Fomitch’s questioning voice. Out on the street, his weakness disappeared completely.
“A search—they’ll search right away,” he muttered to himself, hurrying home. “They suspect me, the jerks!”
His old fear took over completely again.
Chapter 2

“And what if they’d already searched? What if I find them in my room?”
But here was his room. Nothing and no one in it. No one had snooped in. Even Nastasya hadn’t touched it. But seriously! How could he have left all that stuff in that mess?
He rushed to the corner, slipped his hand under the paper, pulled the things out, and stuffed them into his pockets. There were eight things in all: two little boxes with earrings or something like that, he barely glanced at them; then four small leather cases. There was a chain, too, just wrapped in newspaper, and something else in newspaper that looked like a decoration…. He crammed them all into the different pockets of his overcoat, and the last pocket of his pants, trying to hide them as much as possible. He grabbed the wallet, too. Then he went out of his room, leaving the door open. He walked fast and determinedly, and even though he felt totally drained, he was still thinking clearly. He was worried about being chased, afraid that in another half-hour, maybe even a quarter of an hour, they’d give the order to find him, and he had to erase all traces before then. He had to clean everything up while he still had some strength, some ability to think straight…. Where was he going to go?
That had been decided a long time ago: “Toss them into the canal, and everything would be hidden in the water, the whole thing would be over.” That's what he’d decided during his feverish night, when he’d felt the urge to get up and leave, to hurry up and get rid of it all. But getting rid of it turned out to be a really tough job. He wandered along the bank of the Ekaterininsky Canal for a good half-hour or more, glancing several times at the steps leading down to the water, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it; either there were rafts at the edge of the steps, and women were doing laundry on them, or boats were moored there, and people were everywhere. Plus, he could be seen and noticed from all sides; it would look suspicious for a guy to go down on purpose, stop, and throw something into the water. And what if the boxes floated instead of sinking? And of course they would. Even as it was, everyone he passed seemed to stare and look around, as if they had nothing better to do than to watch him. “Is it just my imagination?” he thought.
Finally, he realized it might be better to go to the Neva. There weren’t as many people there, he’d be less noticeable, and it would be more convenient in every way, especially since it was further away. He couldn’t believe he’d been wandering for a good half-hour, anxious and worried in this dangerous situation without thinking of it before. And that half-hour he’d wasted on a crazy plan, just because he’d thought of it while delirious! He was incredibly absentminded and forgetful, and he knew it. He definitely had to hurry.
 He headed towards the Neva along V—— Prospect, but then another thought hit him. “Why the Neva? Wouldn’t it be better to go way out, back to the Islands, and hide the stuff somewhere remote, like in the woods or under a bush, and mark the spot, maybe?” Even though he felt totally off, the idea seemed solid. But he wasn't going anywhere near there. Coming out onto the square, he spotted a passage between two blank walls leading to a courtyard. On his right, a huge, unpainted wall of a four-story building stretched into the court. On his left, a wooden fence ran parallel for about twenty yards, then turned sharply left. It was a deserted, fenced-off area piled high with junk. At the end of the courtyard, the corner of a low, grimy stone shed—probably part of a workshop—peeked out from behind the fence. It was likely a carriage builder’s or carpenter’s shed; the whole place was coated in coal dust. “This would be the perfect spot to ditch it,” he thought. Not seeing anyone around, he slipped in and immediately spotted a sink near the gate, the kind you often find in yards full of workers or cab drivers. Above the fence, someone had scribbled the classic joke in chalk: “Standing here strictly forbidden.” Even better—no one would suspect anything if he went in. “I could just dump it all in a pile and get out of here!”
Looking around one last time, with his hand already in his pocket, he noticed a huge, rough-hewn stone against the outer wall, between the entrance and the sink. It probably weighed sixty pounds. The other side of the wall was a street. He could hear people passing by—always a ton of them in that area—but he couldn’t be seen from the entrance, unless someone came in from the street, which could easily happen, so he had to hurry.
He bent down, gripped the top of the stone firmly, and using all his strength flipped it over. Underneath was a small hollow in the ground, and he immediately dumped everything from his pocket into it. The purse was on top, and the hollow still wasn’t full. Then he grabbed the stone again and flipped it back into place, though it stood a little higher now. He smoothed out the dirt around it and pressed it down with his foot. Nothing looked out of place.
He went out and turned into the square. Again, a rush of intense, almost unbearable joy flooded him for a moment, just like it had in the police station. “I’m off the hook! And who would ever think to look under that stone? It’s probably been there since the house was built, and will stay there for years to come. And if it is found, who would suspect me? It’s all over! No trace!” And he started laughing. Yeah, he remembered starting with a thin, nervous, quiet laugh, and just kept laughing as he crossed the square. But when he reached the K—— Boulevard, where he’s seen that girl two days before, his laughter suddenly stopped. Other thoughts crept in. He suddenly felt disgusted at the thought of passing that seat where he’s sat and pondered after the girl left, and he hated the idea of seeing that whiskered cop to whom he gave the twenty copecks: “Ugh, him!”
He walked around angrily and distractedly, looking everywhere. All his thoughts now seemed to be circling around a single point, and he felt that there was such a point, and that now, now, he was facing that point—and for the first time, really, in the last two months.
 “Seriously?!” he thought, suddenly exploding with rage. “It’s started, then. It’s really happening. Forget about a new life! Man, how dumb was I? ...And all the lies I told today! How much I groveled over that awful Ilya Petrovitch! But who cares about any of them, or my sucking up to them! That’s not even the point! It’s not that at all!”
Suddenly, he stopped. A totally unexpected and super simple question messed with his head and frustrated him.
“If I really did this on purpose, and not because I was being an idiot, if I actually had a plan, why didn’t I even glance into the purse and know what was inside? That’s what I’m going through all this pain for, doing this messed up, disgusting, degrading thing? And now I want to just toss the purse into the water with everything I haven’t even seen… how does that even work?”
Yeah, that was true, everything was true. But he’s known it all along, and it wasn't a new question, even though he decided it last night without thinking it through, like it just had to be, like there was no other way.... Yeah, he’s known it all, understood it all; it was definitely settled yesterday when he was leaning over the box and pulling out the jewelry boxes.... Yeah, that’s right.
“I must be really sick,” he decided grimly. “I’ve been stressing myself out so much, I don’t even know what I’m doing…. Yesterday, the day before, and all this time I’ve been freaking out. I’ll get better and I won’t worry…. But what if I don’t get better at all? God, I’m so over it!”
He kept walking without stopping. He desperately needed a distraction, but he didn't know what to do, what to try. A new, overwhelming feeling was taking over every second; it was a huge, almost physical, disgust for everything around him, a stubborn, nasty feeling of hate. Everyone he saw was repulsive to him—he hated their faces, their movements, their gestures. If someone had talked to him, he felt like he would have spit at them or bit them....
He stopped suddenly, when he got to the bank of the Little Neva, near the bridge to Vassilyevsky Ostrov. “Wait, he lives here, in that house,” he thought. “Why, I didn’t come to Razumihin on my own! This is the same thing all over again…. Interesting to know, though; did I come here on purpose, or did I just happen to walk here? Never mind, I told him the day before yesterday that I’d go see him the day after, so I’m going! Besides, I really can’t go any further now.”
He went up to Razumihin’s room on the fifth floor.
The latter was at home in his tiny apartment, writing at the moment, and he opened the door himself. It had been four months since they’d seen each other. Razumihin was wearing a ripped bathrobe, with socks on his bare feet, a mess, unshaven, and hadn't showered. His face showed surprise.
“Is that you?” he cried. He looked his friend up and down; then after a brief pause, he whistled. “You’re broke as hell! Dude, you look rough!” he added, looking at Raskolnikov’s clothes. “Come sit down, you’re tired, I’ll bet.”
And when he finally sank down onto the worn-out American leather sofa, which was even worse than his own, Razumihin immediately saw that his visitor was sick.
“Seriously, you’re really sick, do you know that?” He started feeling his pulse. Raskolnikov pulled away his hand.
“Never mind,” he said, “I came here for this: I don’t need lessons…. I wanted,... but I don’t really want lessons…”
“But, seriously! You’re delirious, you know!” Razumihin observed, watching him closely.
“No, I’m not.”
 Raskolnikov got up from the couch. He hadn’s realized he’d be running into his friend when he climbed the stairs to Razumihin’s. Now, it hit him—the last thing he needed was to be face-to-face with anyone right then. A wave of irritation washed over him. He almost lost it as soon as he walked into Razumihin’s place.
“Later,” he said abruptly, heading for the door.
“Hold up, you’re a trip.”
“I’m good,” the other guy said, pulling his hand away again.
“Then why even come? Are you serious? This is… kind of rude! I’m not letting you just bounce like that.”
“Look, I came because I know you’re the only one who could help… to start with, because you’re way kinder than anyone—smarter, I mean, and can judge… and now I see I don’t need anything. Got it? Nothing at all… no one’s help… no one’s sympathy. I’m on my own… solo. Come on, that’s enough. Leave me alone.”
“Chill for a sec, dude. You’re totally losing it. Whatever. I don’t have classes, do you hear? But there’s this bookseller, Heruvimov—he’s basically a substitute for a lesson. I wouldn’t trade him for five lessons. He’s publishing stuff, like natural science manuals—huge circulation! The titles alone are worth the money! You always thought I was a dummy, but seriously, there are bigger fools than me! Now he’s trying to be all progressive, even though he doesn’t know what he’s talking about, but of course, I’m encouraging him. Here are two signatures from the German text—in my opinion, the most ridiculous fake stuff ever; it debates the question, ‘Is woman a human being?’ And, naturally, proves she is. Heruvimov’s bringing it out as a contribution to the whole woman question; I’m translating it; he’s gonna expand these two and a half signatures into six, we’ll make up a gorgeous title that’s half a page long and release it for half a ruble. It’s gonna be awesome! He’s paying me six rubles a signature, so it’s about fifteen rubles for the job, and I’m already in for six. When we’re done with this, we’re starting a translation about whales, and then we’ve got some of the most boring scandals from the second part of Les Confessions lined up for translation; someone told Heruvimov that Rousseau was like Radishchev. You know I’m not gonna argue with him, screw him! So, you wanna do the second signature of ‘Is woman a human being?’ If you do, grab the German sheets, pens, and paper—it’s all here, and take three rubles; since I’m already in for six on the whole thing, three rubles is your share. And when you finish the signature, there’s another three rubles for you. And please don’t think I’m doing you a favor; quite the opposite, as soon as you walked in, I realized you could help me; for one thing, I’m terrible at spelling, and second, I sometimes get totally lost in German, so I just make it up as I go along. The only comfort is, it’s bound to be better. Though who knows, maybe it’s sometimes worse. So, you in?”
Raskolnikov silently took the German sheets, took the three rubles, and without a word walked out. Razumihin stared after him, totally confused. But when Raskolnikov was on the next street, he turned around, climbed the stairs to Razumihin’s again, put the German article and the three rubles on the table, and then left again, still without saying a word.
“Are you kidding me?” Razumihin shouted, finally losing it. “What is this, some kind of joke? You’re gonna drive me nuts too… what did you even come here to see, man?”
“I don’t need… a translation,” Raskolnikov muttered from the stairs.
“Then what the heck do you want?” Razumihin shouted from above. Raskolnikov kept going down the stairs, silent as ever.
 “Hey, where are you living?”
No answer.
“Seriously, what’s wrong with you?”
But Raskolnikov was already stepping into the street. On the Nikolaevsky Bridge, something annoying jolted him back to full awareness. A coachman, after yelling at him a couple of times, lashed him hard on the back with his whip because he’s almost gotten under the horses’ hooves. The sting really ticked him off, so he stormed over to the railing—for some reason, he’s been walking right in the middle of the bridge, in the path of traffic. He angrily clenched and ground his teeth. He heard people laughing, of course.
“Serves him right!”
“Probably a pickpocket.”
“Faking being drunk, trying to get run over; and you have to deal with him.”
“It’s a whole profession, seriously.”
But while he stood at the railing, still mad and confused after the carriage disappeared, and rubbing his back, he suddenly felt someone shove money into his hand. He looked up. It was an older woman in a scarf and clunky shoes, with a girl—probably her daughter—wearing a hat and carrying a green parasol.
“Take it, please, in Christ’s name.”
He took it, and they walked on. It was a piece of twenty copecks. Judging by his clothes, they probably thought he was a beggar asking for money, and the twenty copecks he got was probably because the lash made them feel bad for him.
He closed his hand around the coin, walked another ten paces, and turned to face the Neva, looking towards the palace. The sky was clear, and the water was almost bright blue, which is super rare for the Neva. The cathedral dome, which looks amazing from the bridge about twenty paces from the chapel, sparkled in the sunlight, and in the clear air, every detail on it was visible. The pain from the whip faded, and Raskolnikov forgot about it; one uneasy, vague idea completely occupied him now. He stood still, and stared intently into the distance; this spot was especially familiar to him. When he was at university, he’s stood still here hundreds of times—usually on his way home—gazed at this incredible sight, and almost always felt a strange, mysterious emotion. It left him feeling cold; this gorgeous picture was blank and lifeless to him. He always wondered about his gloomy, weird impression, and, not trusting himself, put off finding an explanation. He vividly remembered those old doubts and worries, and it felt like no accident he was remembering them now. It struck him as strange and ridiculous that he should stop at the same spot as before, as if he actually thought he could think the same thoughts, be interested in the same theories and pictures that had interested him... not that long ago. He felt almost amused, and yet it hurt his heart. Deep down, hidden away from sight, everything seemed distant—all his old past, his old thoughts, his old problems and theories, his old impressions, that picture, and himself, and everything… He felt like he was floating upwards, and everything was disappearing from his sight. Making an unconscious movement with his hand, he suddenly realized he was holding the money in his fist. He opened his hand, stared at the coin, and with a flick of his arm, tossed it into the water; then he turned and headed home. It seemed to him, he’s cut himself off from everyone and from everything at that moment.
Evening was coming on when he got home, so he must have been walking for about six hours. He didn’t remember how or where he’d gotten back. Undressing, and trembling like a horse that’s been ridden too hard, he collapsed onto the sofa, pulled his coat over himself, and immediately drifted off…
 It was getting dark when he woke up from a seriously scary scream. Whoa, what a scream! He’d never heard sounds like that – like howling, wailing, grinding, and just pure chaos. 
He couldn’t believe how brutal and crazy it was. Terrified, he sat up in bed, feeling like he was gonna pass out. But the fighting, wailing, and cursing got louder and louder. Then, he was totally shocked to hear his landlady’s voice. She was screaming, shrieking, and wailing, super fast and all jumbled up, so he couldn’t understand what she was saying. She was begging, for sure, not to get beat up, because she was being mercilessly pounded on the stairs. Her attacker’s voice was awful, full of spite and rage, almost like a croak. But he was talking too, just as fast and unclear, rushing and sputtering. Suddenly, Raskolnikov trembled; he recognized the voice—it was Ilya Petrovitch. Ilya Petrovitch here, beating the landlady! He’s kicking her, slamming her head against the steps—that’s clear, you can tell from the sounds, the cries, and the thuds. What’s going on, is the world upside down? He could hear people running from every floor and every staircase; he heard voices, shouts, knocking, doors slamming. “But why, why, and how could this be?” he repeated, seriously wondering if he’d gone crazy. But no, he heard it too clearly! And they’d come for him next, “because it’s all about that… about yesterday…. Good grief!” He would have locked his door, but he couldn’t lift his hand... plus, it would be useless. Terror gripped his heart like ice, torturing and numbing him.... But finally, after about ten minutes, all the commotion started to die down. The landlady was moaning and groaning; Ilya Petrovitch was still throwing threats and curses…. But finally, he seemed to be quiet too, and you couldn’t hear him anymore. “Did he leave? Oh my God!” And now the landlady is going too, still crying and moaning… and then her door slammed. Now the crowd was heading back to their rooms, talking, arguing, calling out to each other, yelling, then whispering. There must have been tons of them—almost all the people living in the building. “But, seriously, how could this happen! And why, why did he come here!”
Raskolnikov slumped onto the couch, but couldn’t close his eyes. He lay there for half an hour, feeling completely wiped out and experiencing a level of terror he’s never felt before. Suddenly, a bright light flashed into his room. Nastasya came in with a candle and a plate of soup. Looking at him carefully to see if he was asleep, she set the candle on the table and started setting out what she’s brought—bread, salt, a plate, a spoon.
“You haven’t eaten anything since yesterday, I bet. You’ve been wandering around all day, and you’re shaking with fever.”
“Nastasya… what were they beating the landlady for?”
She stared at him intently.
“Who beat the landlady?”
“Just now… half an hour ago, Ilya Petrovitch, the assistant manager, on the stairs… Why was he treating her like that, and… why was he here?”
Nastasya scrutinized him, silent and frowning, and it lasted a long time. He felt uneasy, even a little scared by her searching eyes.
“Nastasya, why aren’t you saying anything?” he said timidly at last, in a weak voice.
“It’s the blood,” she answered softly, as though talking to herself.
“Blood? What blood?” he muttered, going pale and turning towards the wall.
Nastasya kept looking at him without speaking.
“Nobody has been beating the landlady,” she declared at last, in a firm, resolute voice.
He stared at her, hardly able to breathe.
 “I totally heard it… I wasn't even sleeping. I was sitting up,” he said, even quieter. “I listened for a long time. The assistant superintendent showed up… Everyone rushed out onto the stairs from all the apartments.”
“Nobody’s been here. That’s just your imagination running wild. When you bottle up your feelings, you start seeing things… Wanna grab something to eat?”
He didn’t say anything. Nastasya just stood there, watching him.
“Can I have something to drink… Nastasya?”
She headed downstairs and came back with a white ceramic jug of water. He only remembered taking one sip of the cold water and getting some on his neck. Then, everything went blank.
Chapter 3

He wasn't totally out of it, though, the whole time he was sick. He was running a fever, sometimes delirious, sometimes only half-aware. He remembered a lot afterward. Sometimes it felt like a bunch of people were around him; they wanted to take him somewhere, and there was a lot of arguing and debating about him. Then he’s be alone in the room; they’d all gone away, scared of him, and only peeked in now and then through the crack in the door to check on him. They’d threaten him, plot something together, laugh, and make fun of him. He remembered Nastasya often at his bedside. He recognized another person, too, someone he felt like he knew really well, but he couldn't remember who it was, and that really bothered him, even made him cry. Sometimes he thought he’s been lying there for a month; other times it all felt like it happened in the same day. But about that—about that, he couldn't recall anything, but every minute he felt like he’s forgotten something he should remember. He'd worry and beat himself up trying to remember, moan, freak out, or sink into awful, unbearable terror. Then he’d try to get up, would’ve bolted, but someone always stopped him, and he’d sink back into weakness and forgetfulness. Finally, he came back to full consciousness.
It happened around ten in the morning. On sunny days, the sun streamed into the room at that hour, making a bright line on the right wall and the corner near the door. Nastasya was standing beside him with another person, a total stranger, who was staring at him really closely. He was a young guy with a beard, wearing a tight, short-waisted jacket, and looked like a delivery guy. The landlady was peeking in through the slightly open door. Raskolnikov sat up.
“Who’s this, Nastasya?” he asked, pointing to the young man.
“I think he’s back to himself!” she said.
“He’s himself,” echoed the man.
Thinking he’s regained his senses, the landlady closed the door and disappeared. She was always shy and hated having conversations or discussions. She was a woman in her forties, not unattractive, a little overweight and curvy, with dark eyes and eyebrows, good-natured because she was comfortable and lazy, and ridiculously bashful.
“Who… are you?” he went on, addressing the man. But just then, the door was thrown open, and, bending a little, since he was so tall, Razumihin came in.
“What a dump!” he cried. “I keep bumping my head. You call this a place to live! So you’re awake, brother? I just heard from Pashenka.”
“He’s just come to,” said Nastasya.
“He’s just come to,” echoed the man again, with a smile.
“And who are you?” Razumihin asked, suddenly addressing him. “I’m Vrazumihin, at your service; not Razumihin, as I’m always called, but Vrazumihin, a student and a dude; and he’s my friend. And who are you?”
“I’m the messenger from our office, from the merchant Shelopaev, and I’ve come on business.”
“Have a seat.” Razumihin sat down on the other side of the table. “It’s a good thing you’re back,” he said to Raskolnikov. “For the last four days you’d barely eaten or drunk anything. We had to give you tea a spoonful at a time. I brought Zossimov to see you twice. You remember Zossimov? He checked you out and said right away it wasn’t a big deal—something seemed to have gone to your head. Just some nervous nonsense, the result of not eating well, he says you haven’t had enough beer and radish, but it’s nothing serious, it’ll pass, and you’ll be alright. Zossimov is a really great guy! He’s making a name for himself. Come on, I won’t keep you,” he said, addressing the man again. “Can you explain what you need? You know, Rodya, this is the second time they’ve sent from the office; but it was another guy last time, and I talked to him. Who came before?”
 “That was the day before yesterday, I guess, if you please, sir.”
“He’s smarter than you, right?”
“Yeah, definitely. He’s got more going on upstairs than I do.”
“Exactly. Go on.”
“At your mom’s request, through Afanasy Ivanovitch Vahrushin – you’d have heard of him, I’m sure – our office sent you a little something,” the man began, addressing Raskolnikov. “If you’re feeling okay, I’ve got thirty-five rubles to send you, like Semyon Semyonovitch told me to, following instructions from Afanasy Ivanovitch at your mom’s request. You know him, right?”
“Yeah, I remember... Vahrushin,” Raskolnikov said dreamily.
“He knows Vahrushin!” cried Razumihin. “He’s ‘feeling okay’! And I can tell you’re smart too. It’s always good to hear some wisdom.”
“That’s the guy, Vahrushin, Afanasy Ivanovitch. And your mom asked him to send you a little something again, just like he did before, so he told Semyon Semyonovitch a few days ago to give you thirty-five rubles, hoping things would get better.”
“‘Hoping things will get better’ – that’s the best line you’ve said so far, though ‘your mom’ isn’t bad either. So, what do you say? Is he all there?”
“He’s fine. If he can just sign this little paper.”
“He can scribble his name. Got the book?”
“Yeah, here’s the book.”
“Give it to me. Here, Rodya, sit up. I’ll hold you. Take the pen and scribble ‘Raskolnikov’ for him. Right now, brother, money is better than candy.”
“I don’t want it,” said Raskolnikov, pushing away the pen.
“Don’t want it?”
“I won’t sign it.”
“Seriously? How can you not sign it?”
“I don’t want… the money.”
“Don’t want the money! Come on, brother, that’s crazy, I swear. Don’t worry about it, it’s just that he’s off on another trip. But he does that a lot. You’re a smart guy, and we’ll help him out, you know, just hold his hand and he’ll sign it. Here.”
“But I can come back later.”
“Nah, don’t bother. You’re a smart guy…. Now, Rodya, don’t keep your visitor, he’s waiting,” and he started to hold Raskolnikov’s hand seriously.
“Hold on, I’ll do it myself,” said the latter, taking the pen and signing his name.
The messenger took out the money and left.
“Awesome! And now, brother, are you hungry?”
“Yeah,” answered Raskolnikov.
“Is there any soup?”
“Some from yesterday,” answered Nastasya, who was still standing there.
“With potatoes and rice in it?”
“Yep.”
“I know it by heart. Bring soup and give us some tea.”
“Okay.”
Raskolnikov looked at all this with a weird feeling and a kind of blank terror. He decided to stay quiet and see what happened. “I think I’m not dreaming. I think this is real,” he thought.
In a few minutes, Nastasya returned with the soup and said the tea would be ready soon. She also brought two spoons, two plates, salt, pepper, mustard for the beef, and everything else. The table was set up like it hadn't been in a long time. The tablecloth was clean.
“It’s not a bad idea, Nastasya, if Praskovya Pavlovna could send us up a couple of bottles of beer. We could finish them off.”
“You’re something else,” muttered Nastasya, and she left to do what he asked.
 Raskolnikov was still staring, totally zoned out. Meanwhile, Razumihin flopped down on the sofa next to him, practically bear-hugging Raskolnikov’s head – even though he could sit up fine – and spoon-feeding him soup, blowing gently on each spoonful so it wouldn't burn. The soup was barely warm, though. Raskolnikov gulped down one spoonful, then another, then a third. After a few more spoonfuls, Razumihin suddenly stopped and said he needed to check with Zossimov about having more.
Nastasya walked in with two bottles of beer.
“Want some tea?”
“Yeah.”
“Go grab some tea, we’s good to go without a doctor’s orders. But check out the beer!” He scooted back to his chair, grabbed his soup and meat, and started eating like he hadn’t eaten in days.
“Seriously, Rodya, I’m living like this every day now,” he mumbled, his mouth full of beef, “and it’s all thanks to Pashenka, your sweet landlady; she loves to help me out. I don’t even ask for it, but I’m not complaining, either. And here’s Nastasya with the tea. She’s quick, that one. Nastasya, honey, you want some beer?”
“Seriously?”
“Tea then?”
“Maybe.”
“Pour it. Hold up, I’ll pour it. Sit down.”
He poured two cups, left his dinner, and settled back on the sofa. Like before, he put his arm around the sick guy’s head, propped him up, and spoon-fed him tea, blowing gently and seriously on each spoonful, like it was the most important thing to help his friend get better. Raskolnikov said nothing and didn't resist, even though he felt strong enough to sit up on the sofa without any help. He could’ve held a cup or spoon, or even walked around. But, for some weird, almost animalistic reason, he decided to hide his strength and lay low for a while, pretending he wasn’t fully with it, and listening to see what was going on. Still, he couldn’t shake the feeling of being grossed out. After a dozen spoonfuls of tea, he suddenly let go of his head, pushed the spoon away, and sank back onto the pillow. He noticed they even had real pillows now – fluffy down pillows in clean cases.
“Pashenka has to get us some raspberry jam today so she can make us raspberry tea,” said Razumihin, heading back to his chair and attacking his soup and beer again.
“And where’s she gonna get raspberries for you?” asked Nastasya, balancing a saucer on her five outstretched fingers and sipping tea through a lump of sugar.
“She’s gonna grab it at the store, honey. You see, Rodya, a lot has been happening while you’ve been out of commission. When you bailed like that without leaving an address, I was so ticked off, I vowed to find you and give you a piece of my mind. I got to work that very day. How I ran around asking about you! I totally forgot about this place, but I never knew it anyway, because I didn’t know it. And about your old place, all I could remember was it was at Five Corners, Harlamov’s house. I kept trying to find Harlamov’s house, and then it turned out it wasn’t Harlamov’s, but Buch’s. How you mess up sounds sometimes! So I lost it, and I went to the address bureau the next day, and you won’t believe it, they looked you up in two minutes! Your name is right there.”
“My name?”
 “Seriously? And they couldn't find a General Kobelev while I was there? It’s a long story, okay? But as soon as I got here, I knew everything that was going on—everything, seriously, brother, I’m in the know; Nastasya here will tell you. I met Nikodim Fomitch and Ilya Petrovitch, the doorman, and Mr. Zametov, Alexandr Grigorievitch, the head of the police station, and, last but not least, Pashenka; Nastasya knows.”
“He’s totally wrapped around her finger,” Nastasya murmured, smiling slyly.
“Why don’t you just put the sugar in your tea, Nastasya Nikiforovna?”
“You’re such a goofball!” Nastasya cried suddenly, bursting into laughter. “I’m not Nikiforovna, I’m Petrovna,” she added, catching herself.
“I’m gonna make a note of that. Okay, so, to make a long story short, I was planning a major intervention here, like a total reset to get rid of all the bad vibes in the area, but Pashenka totally won me over. I wasn't expecting, seriously, brother, to find her so… stunning. What do you think?”
Raskolnikov didn’t say anything, but he kept staring at him, looking totally freaked out.
“And she’s got it all going for her, seriously, in every way,” Razumihin continued, not even noticing his silence.
“Oh, the sly dog!” Nastasya shrieked again. She was loving this conversation.
“It’s a shame you didn’t start things the right way at first. You should have approached her differently. She’s, like, a total enigma. But we’ll talk about her character later… How could you let things get so bad that she stopped sending you dinner? And that I O U? You must have been crazy to sign an I O U. And that promise of marriage when her daughter, Natalya Yegorovna, was still alive? … I know everything about it! But I see that’s a sensitive topic and I’m being an idiot; forgive me. But, speaking of being clueless, did you know Praskovya Pavlovna isn’t nearly as ditzy as you might think at first?”
“No,” mumbled Raskolnikov, looking away, but wanting to keep the conversation going.
“She’s not, is she?” cried Razumihin, super excited to get a response. “But she’s not super bright either, right? She’s totally unpredictable! I’ll tell you, I’m often completely baffled… I swear, I judge her intellectually, just from a philosophical perspective; there’s this weird connection between us, like a secret code or something! I don't get it! Well, that’s all just random thoughts. Only, seeing that you're not a student anymore and you’ve lost your style and your clothes, and since the young lady died, she doesn’t need to treat you like family anymore, she suddenly got scared; and since you were hiding out in your room and dropped all your connections with her, she planned to ditch you. And she’s been plotting this for a long time, but she was bummed to lose the I O U, because you told her your mom would pay it.”
“It was messed up of me to say that… My mom is practically broke… and I lied to keep a roof over my head… and get fed,” Raskolnikov said, speaking clearly and loudly.
 “Yeah, you totally did the right thing. But the really bad part is that Mr. Tchebarov shows up then—a businessman. Pashenka would never have thought of doing anything on her own; she’s just too shy. But this businessman isn’t shy at all, and he immediately asks, ‘Is there any chance I can get my money back?’ Answer: yeah, because she has a mom who would save Rodya with her small pension of a hundred and twenty-five rubles, even if it meant going hungry, and a sister too, who would do anything for him. That’s what he was banking on.... Why are you getting all weird? I know everything about your situation now, my dear boy—it’s not for nothing that you were so open with Pashenka when you were basically her fiancé, and I’m telling you all this as a friend.... But here’s the deal: an honest and sensitive person is open; and a businessman just ‘listens and picks you apart.’ So, she gave him the IOU as payment to this Tchebarov, and he immediately demanded payment. When I heard about all this, I wanted to explode too, just to clear my conscience, but by then things were cool between me and Pashenka, and I insisted on stopping the whole thing, making sure you’d pay. I co-signed for you, brother. Get it? We called Tchebarov, tossed him ten rubles, got the IOU back from him, and here I have the honor of handing it over to you. She trusts your word now. Here, take it, see, I’ve torn it.”
Razumihin put the note on the table. Raskolnikov looked at him and turned to the wall without saying a word. Even Razumihin felt a pang of guilt.
“I see, brother,” he said a moment later, “that I’ve been acting like a total goof again. I thought I’d cheer you up with my rambling, and I guess I just made you mad.”
“Was it you I didn’t recognize when I was out of it?” Raskolnikov asked, after a moment’s pause without turning his head.
“Yeah, and you totally lost it about it, especially when I brought Zametov over one day.”
“Zametov? The head clerk? Why?” Raskolnikov turned around quickly and stared at Razumihin.
“What’s the big deal?... Why are you so upset? He wanted to meet you because I’m always talking about you… How else would I have found out so much except from him? He’s a great guy, brother, seriously—first-rate… in his own way, of course. Now we’re friends—we see each other almost every day. I’ve moved into this neighborhood, you know. I just moved. I’ve been with him to Luise Ivanovna a couple of times… Do you remember Luise, Luise Ivanovna?”
“Did I say anything when I was delirious?”
“You were out of your mind!”
“What did I babble about?”
“What next? What did you rant about? What do people rave about when they're losing it… Well, brother, I gotta run. Time to get to work.” He got up from the table and grabbed his cap.
“What did I babble about?”
 “Seriously, how is he still going on? Are you worried you spilled some secret? Don't stress about it; you didn’t mention a countess. But you definitely went on about a bulldog, and about earrings and chains, and Krestovsky Island, and some porter, and Nikodim Fomitch and Ilya Petrovitch, the assistant superintendent. And you were really fixated on your own sock. You were whining, ‘Give me my sock.’ Zametov was searching everywhere for your socks, and with his own fancy, ring-covered hands, he gave you the rag. And only then were you calmed down, and for the next twenty-four hours you clutched that awful thing in your hand; we couldn’t get it from you. It's probably under your blanket right now. And then you were begging for fringe for your pants. We tried to figure out what kind of fringe, but we couldn’t tell. Okay, business time! Here’s thirty-five rubles; I’m taking ten, and I’ll give you an explanation in a couple of hours. I’ll let Zossimov know too, though he should’ve been here ages ago, it’s almost noon. And you, Nastasya, pop in every so often while I’m gone, to see if he wants a drink or anything else. I’ll tell Pashenka what’s needed myself. Later!”
“He calls her Pashenka! Seriously, he’s deep,” said Nastasya as he left; then she opened the door and stood listening, but couldn’t resist running downstairs after him. She was super eager to hear what he’s going to say to the landlady. She was totally fascinated by Razumihin.
No sooner had she left the room than the sick guy threw off the covers and jumped out of bed like a maniac. He’d been waiting with burning, twitchy impatience for them to leave so he could get to work. But what work? Now, like he was messing with him, it escaped him.
“Oh my god, just tell me one thing: do they know about it yet? What if they’re pretending, mocking me while I’m laid up, and then they’ll come in and tell me it’s been discovered a long time ago and that they’ve just… What am I supposed to do now? I totally forgot, like on purpose; I forgot it all at once, I remembered a minute ago.”
He stood in the middle of the room and stared around in miserable confusion; he walked to the door, opened it, listened—but that wasn’t what he needed. Suddenly, like he was remembering something, he rushed to the corner where there was a hole under the paper, started examining it, put his hand into the hole, fumbled—but that wasn’t it. He went to the stove, opened it and started digging in the ashes; the ripped edges of his pants and the rags cut off his pocket were lying there just as he’s thrown them. Nobody’s looked, then! Then he remembered the sock that Razumihin had just been talking about. Yeah, there it lay on the sofa under the blanket, but it was so covered in dust and grime that Zametov couldn’t have seen anything on it.
 “Ugh, Zametov! The police station! And why am I even being sent there? Where’s the notice? Seriously! I'm mixing things up; that was then. I checked my sock back then, too, but now... now I’m feeling off. But what did Zametov want? Why did Razumihin bring him?” he muttered, sinking back onto the sofa, totally lost. “What’s going on? Am I still tripping, or is this real? I think it’s real… Ah, I remember; I gotta get out of here! Hurry up and escape. Yes, I gotta, I gotta escape! Yes... but where? And where are my clothes? I don’t even have boots. They took them! They hid them! I get it! Ah, here’s my coat—they let that one through! And there’s money on the table, thank goodness! And here’s the IOU… I’ll grab the cash and find another place. They won’t find me!... Yeah, but the address bureau? Razumihin will find me, they’ll find me. Better to bail altogether... far away... to America, and let them do what they want! And take the IOU… it’s good for something there.... What else should I take? They think I’m sick! They don’t know I can walk, ha-ha-ha! I could tell by their eyes that they know everything! If only I could get downstairs! And what if they’re watching—cops! What’s this tea? Ah, and here’s beer left, half a bottle, cold!”
He snatched up the bottle, which still had a glassful of beer, and gulped it down, like he was putting out a fire in his chest. But in another minute, the beer went to his head, and a weird, kinda nice shiver ran down his spine. He lay down and pulled the quilt over him. His messed-up, confusing thoughts got even more disconnected, and soon a light, pleasant drowsiness came over him. Feeling cozy, he nestled his head into the pillow, wrapped himself tighter in the soft, puffy quilt that had replaced the old, ragged greatcoat, sighed softly, and drifted into a deep, restful sleep.
He woke up, hearing someone come in. He opened his eyes and saw Razumihin standing in the doorway, unsure whether to come in or not. Raskolnikov sat up quickly on the sofa and looked at him, like he was trying to remember something.
“Ah, you’re not asleep! I’m here! Nastasya, bring in the package!” Razumihin shouted down the stairs. “You’re getting the statement right away.”
“What time is it?” asked Raskolnikov, looking around nervously.
“Yeah, you had a good sleep, bro, it’s almost evening, it’s gonna be six o’clock soon. You slept for more than six hours.”
“Seriously?”
“And why not? It’s doing you good. What’s the rush? Got a date? We’re good, we’ve got time. I’ve been waiting for you for the last three hours; I found you asleep twice. I’ve called on Zossimov twice; not at home, can you believe it! But it’s fine, he’ll show up. And I’ve been out taking care of my own stuff, too. You know I’m moving today, moving in with my uncle. I’m living with my uncle now. But that’s not the point, let’s get down to business. Give me the package, Nastasya. We’ll open it soon. And how are you feeling now, bro?”
“I’m good, I’m not sick. Razumihin, have you been here long?”
“I told you I’ve been waiting for you for the last three hours.”
“No, before.”
“What do you mean?”
“How long have you been coming here?”
“Why, I told you all about it this morning. Don’t you remember?”
Raskolnikov was thinking hard. The morning felt like a dream to him. He couldn’t remember, and looked at Razumihin, trying to figure it out.
“Hm!” said the latter, “he’s forgotten. I thought then that you weren’t quite yourself. You look better now that you’re rested… You really look much better. Looking good! Well, let’s get down to business. Check this out.”
He started untying the bundle, which clearly interested him.
“Seriously, bro, this is something close to my heart. We gotta make a man out of you. Let’s start with the basics. Do you see this cap?” he said, pulling a pretty good, though cheap and ordinary, cap out of the bundle. “Try it on.”
 “So, like, later,” said Raskolnikov, waving it off dismissively.
“Come on, Rodya, my dude, don’t fight it, it's gonna be too late, and I won’t sleep a wink tonight! I grabbed it randomly, no measurements. Just right!” he exclaimed triumphantly, trying it on, “perfect fit! A good hat is the first thing you notice about someone, it’s a vibe. Tolstyakov, a buddy of mine, always has to ditch his old bucket hat when he goes out. People think he’s just being polite, but really, he’s embarrassed by his messy hair—he’s such a showoff! Check it out, Nastasya, two hats: this old, beat-up Palmerston”—he grabbed Raskolnikov’s worn hat, which he oddly called a Palmerston—“or this gem! Guess the price, Rodya, what do you think I paid for it, Nastasya?” he asked, looking at her, seeing that Raskolnikov wasn’t saying anything.
“Like, twenty kopecks, tops, I bet,” replied Nastasya.
“Twenty kopecks, seriously?” he scoffed, offended. “Nowadays, you’re worth more than that—eighty kopecks! And that’s just because it’s been worn. And I got it with a deal: when it’s done, they’ll give you another one next year. Seriously! Okay, let’s talk about America, like they called it in school. I’m super proud of these pants,” and he showed Raskolnikov a pair of light, summer trousers made of grey wool. “No holes, no stains, and totally respectable, even though they’re a little worn; and a matching vest, totally on-trend. The wear actually makes them better—softer, smoother.... You see, Rodya, I think the key to getting ahead is always to go with the season; if you’re demanding asparagus in January, you’re losing money. Same with this purchase. It’s summer, so I’m buying summer clothes—warmer stuff will be needed for fall, so you’ll have to ditch these anyway... especially since they'll be falling apart by then from their own lack of quality if not your higher standards. Okay, price them! What do you say? Two rubles and twenty-five kopecks! And remember the deal: if you wear these out, you get another suit for free! They only do business like that at Fedyaev’s; once you’ve bought something there, you’ll never go back on your own—it’s that good. Now for the boots. What do you think? Yeah, they’re a little worn, but they’ll last a couple of months—it’s foreign-made with good leather. The secretary at the English Embassy sold them—he’d only worn them for six days, but he was short on cash. A rouble and a half. A steal?”
“But what if they don’t fit?” pointed out Nastasya.
 “Not fit? Just look!” and he pulled out of his pocket Raskolnikov’s old, busted boot, stiff with dried mud. “I didn’t come empty-handed—they sized it from this monster. We all did our best. And your clothes? Your landlady’s got that covered. Here, to start—three shirts, rough but with a cool front.... Okay, so eighty copecks for the cap, two roubles twenty-five for the suit—that’s three roubles five copecks total—a rouble and a half for the boots—they’re actually really good—and that’s four roubles fifty-five copecks. Five roubles for the underwear—got it all in a bulk deal—so exactly nine roubles fifty-five copecks. Forty-five copecks in change. You want it? So, Rodya, you’re all set with a brand new outfit—your overcoat will be fine, and it even has its own vibe. That's because you got your clothes from Sharmer’s! Your socks and other stuff? That’s up to you—we’ve twenty-five roubles left. And don’t even worry about Pashenka or paying for your place—she’ll trust you for anything. And now, bro, let me change your linen, ‘cause I bet you’ll shake off this sickness with a fresh shirt.”
“Leave me alone! I don’t want it!” Raskolnikov brushed him off. He’d listened with a cringe to Razumihin trying to joke around about his shopping.
“Come on, bro, don’t tell me I hauled around for nothing,” Razumihin insisted. “Nastasya, don’t be shy, give me a hand—that’s it,” and despite Raskolnikov’s pushback, he changed his linen. Raskolnikov sank back onto the pillows and didn’t say anything for a minute or two.
“It’s gonna take forever to get rid of this feeling,” he thought. “What did that money even buy?” he asked, staring at the wall.
“Money? Your own money, what the messenger brought from Vahrushin, your mom sent it. Have you forgotten that too?”
“I remember now,” Raskolnikov said after a long, grumpy silence. Razumihin looked at him, frowning and looking worried.
The door opened and a tall, built guy whose face seemed familiar to Raskolnikov walked in.
Chapter 4

Zossimov was a tall, kinda chunky guy with a puffy, pale, clean-shaven face and straight, light-blonde hair. He wore glasses and a huge gold ring on his finger. He was twenty-seven. He had on a light grey, fashionable, loose coat, light summer pants, and everything about him was loose, trendy, and spotless; his shirts were perfect, his watch chain was massive. He was slow and, like, super chill, but also trying really hard to seem casual; he was trying to hide how important he thought he was, but it was obvious. All his friends thought he was boring, but said he was good at his job.
“I’ve been to see you twice today, bro. He’s starting to come around,” Razumihin said.
“I see, I see; and how is he feeling now, huh?” Zossimov asked Raskolnikov, watching him closely and settling onto the foot of the sofa as comfortably as possible.
“He’s still down,” Razumihin went on. “We just changed his sheets and he almost cried.”
“That’s natural; you could have waited if he didn’t want it.... His pulse is great. Still got a headache, right?”
“I’m good, I’m totally fine!” Raskolnikov declared, sounding annoyed. He sat up on the sofa and looked at them with bright eyes, but then sank back onto the pillow and turned away to the wall. Zossimov watched him intently.
“Very good.... Things are going well,” he said lazily. “Has he eaten anything?”
They told him, and asked what he could have.
“He can have anything... soup, tea... mushrooms and cucumbers, of course, you shouldn't give him meat, and... but you already know that!” Razumihin and he looked at each other. “No medicine or anything. I’ll check on him again tomorrow. Maybe even today... but never mind...”
“Tomorrow evening, I’m taking him for a walk,” Razumihin said. “We’re going to the Yusupov garden and then to the Crystal Palace.”
“I wouldn’t bother him tomorrow at all, but I don’t know... maybe a little... we’ll see.”
“Ugh, what a hassle! I’m having a housewarming tonight; it’s just down the street. Could he come? He could crash on the sofa. You coming?” Razumihin asked Zossimov. “Don’t forget, you promised.”
“Okay, but a little later. What are you up to?”
“Oh, nothing—tea, vodka, herring. There’s gonna be pie... just our friends.”
“And who are they?”
“All our neighbors, almost all new friends, except my old uncle, and he’s new too—he just got here in Petersburg yesterday to take care of some business. We only see each other like, every five years.”
“What does he do?”
“He’s been stuck as a small-town postmaster his whole life; gets a little pension. He’s sixty-five—not worth talking about.... But I like him. Porfiry Petrovitch, the head of the Investigation Department here... You know him.”
“Is he related to you too?”
“A very distant one. But why are you scowling? Because you had a fight once, you still not coming?”
“I don’t care about him.”
“Even better. Well, there will be some students, a teacher, a government clerk, a musician, an officer, and Zametov.”
“Seriously, what could you or he”—Zossimov nodded at Raskolnikov—“possibly have in common with Zametov?”
“Oh, you’re so particular! Principles! You’re run by principles, like springs; you wouldn’t dare to think for yourself. If a guy’s a good dude, that’s the only principle I go by. Zametov is a really cool guy.”
“Even though he takes bribes.”
“Yeah, he does! So what? I don’t praise him for taking bribes,” Razumihin cried, sounding a little too intense. “I’m just saying he’s a good guy in his own way! But if you judge everyone—are there many good ones left? I’m sure I wouldn’t be worth a baked onion myself... maybe with you thrown in.”
“That’s too little; I’d give two for you.”
 “And I wouldn’t give you more than one. Seriously, no more jokes! Zametov’s just a kid. I could pull his hair, and you gotta guide him, not push him away. You’re not gonna fix anyone by shutting them down, especially a younger guy. You gotta be extra careful with a kid. Ugh, you guys are so behind the times! You don’t get it. You’re hurting yourselves dragging someone else down.... But if you really want to know, we have something in common.”
“I wanna know what.”
“It’s all about a house painter… We’re getting him out of a mess! Though, honestly, there’s nothing to worry about now. It’s totally obvious. We’re just building up the pressure.”
“A painter?”
“Seriously, haven’t I told you? I just told you the beginning—about the old pawnbroker lady getting murdered. Well, the painter’s involved…”
“Oh, I heard about that murder before, and it was pretty interesting… partly… for one reason… I read about it in the papers, too…”
“Lizaveta was murdered, too,” Nastasya blurted out, suddenly talking to Raskolnikov. She’s been standing by the door, listening the whole time.
“Lizaveta,” murmured Raskolnikov, barely audible.
“Lizaveta, who sold used clothes. Didn’t you know her? She used to come here. She even mended a shirt for you.”
Raskolnikov turned to the wall, picking at a clumsy, white flower with brown lines on its dirty, yellow paper. He started counting the petals, the scallops on the petals, and the lines on them. He felt like his arms and legs were dead weight. He didn't move, just stared at the flower.
“But what about the painter?” Zossimov interrupted Nastasya’s rambling, clearly annoyed. She sighed and went quiet.
“He was accused of the murder,” Razumihin went on, heatedly.
“Was there evidence against him?”
“Evidence, yeah! But it was fake evidence, and that’s what we have to prove. It was like they jumped on those guys, Koch and Pestryakov, in the first place. Seriously, how dumb was that? It makes you sick, even though it’s not our problem! Pestryakov might be coming tonight… By the way, Rodya, you’ve heard about this already; it happened before you were sick, the day before you fainted at the police station while they were talking about it.”
Zossimov looked at Raskolnikov curiously. He didn't move.
“But seriously, Razumihin, you’re a busybody!” Zossimov observed.
“Maybe I am, but we’re gonna get him off anyway,” Razumihin shouted, slamming his fist on the table. “What’s really annoying isn’t that they’re lying—you can always forgive a lie—lying’s actually a good thing, because it leads to the truth—it’s that they lie and they believe their own lies…. I respect Porfiry, but… What tripped them up at first? The door was locked, and when they came back with the porter it was open. So, their logic was that Koch and Pestryakov were the killers!”
“But don’t freak out; they just held them for a bit, they couldn’t help it… And, by the way, I’ve met that guy Koch. He used to buy unredeemed stuff from the old woman, right?”
“Yeah, he’s a scammer. He buys up bad debts, too. It’s his thing. But enough about him! What gets me angry is their boring, stale, stuck-in-the-past routine…. And this case could be the way to introduce a new approach. You can show from the psychological data alone how to track down the real guy. ‘We have facts,’ they say. But facts aren’t everything—at least half the work is how you interpret them!”
“So, can you interpret them?”
“Anyway, you can’t stay quiet when you have a feeling, a real feeling, that you could be a help if only…” Eh! Do you know all the details of the case?”
“I’m waiting to hear about the painter.”
 “Oh, seriously! Okay, so here's the story. Like, early on the third day after the murder, when they were still keeping an eye on Koch and Pestryakov—though they were tracking every move and it was obvious—something totally unexpected popped up. A farmer named Dushkin, who runs a bar across from the house, brought some gold earrings in a jewelry case to the police and started rambling. ‘The day before yesterday, just after eight o’clock’—mark the date and the time!—‘a house painter, Nikolay, who had been in to see me earlier that day, brought me this box of gold earrings and stones, and asked me to give him two rubles for them. When I asked him where he got them, he said he found them in the street.’ I'm telling you, that's Dushkin's story. ‘I gave him a rouble’—that’s one buck—‘because I figured if he didn’t pawn it with me, he’d pawn it somewhere else. It would all end up the same—he’d blow it on booze, so it was better it was with me. The longer you hide something, the quicker you’ll find it, and if anything turns up, if I hear any rumors, I’ll hand it over to the police.’ Of course, that’s total BS; he's a liar, I know Dushkin—he’s a pawnbroker and deals in stolen goods—and he didn’t rip off Nikolay over those thirty-ruble earrings just to give them to the police. He was just freaked out. But whatever, back to Dushkin’s story. ‘I’ve known this farmer, Nikolay Dementyev, since he was a kid; he’s from the same province and district of Zaraïsk, we’re both Ryazan guys. And though Nikolay isn’t a total drunk, he drinks, and I knew he was doing painting work at that house, with Dmitri, who’s from the same village, too. As soon as he got the rouble, he cashed it, had a couple of drinks, took his change and went out. But I didn’t see Dmitri with him then. And the next day I heard that someone had murdered Alyona Ivanovna and her sister, Lizaveta Ivanovna, with an axe. I knew them, and I immediately got suspicious about the earrings, because I knew the murdered woman loaned money based on collateral. I went to the house and started asking around without saying a word to anyone. First of all I asked, “Is Nikolay here?” Dmitri told me that Nikolay had gone on a bender; he came home at daybreak drunk, stayed in the house for about ten minutes, and then left again. Dmitri hasn’t seen him since and is finishing the job alone. And their job is on the same staircase as the murder, on the second floor. When I heard all that, I didn’t say a word—that’s Dushkin’s story—but I tried to find out what I could about the murder, and went home feeling super suspicious. And this morning at eight o’clock’—that was the third day, get it?—‘I saw Nikolay coming in, not totally sober, but not hammered either—he could understand what was being said to him. He sat down on the bench and didn’t say a thing. There was only one stranger in the bar and a guy I knew passed out on a bench and our two boys. “Have you seen Dmitri?” I asked. “No, I haven’t,” he said. “And you haven’t been here either?” “Not since the day before yesterday,” he said. “And where did you sleep last night?” “In Peski, with the Kolomensky guys.” “And where did you get those earrings?” I asked. “I found them in the street,” and the way he said it was a little off—he didn’t look at me. “Did you hear what happened that very evening, at that very hour, on that same staircase?” I said. “No,” he said, “I hadn’t heard,” and all the while he was listening, his eyes were bugging out and he turned as white as a ghost. I told him all about it and he grabbed his hat and started to bolt. I wanted to hold him back. “Wait a sec, Nikolay,” I said, “want a drink?” And I signaled to the boy to hold the door, and I came out from behind the bar; but he bolted out and down the street at a run. I haven’t seen him since. Then I knew it was him—it was his doing, as clear as day....”
 “I should think so,” said Zossimov.
“Wait! Hear me out. Of course, they searched high and low for Nikolay; they detained Dushkin and searched his place; Dmitri was arrested, too. The guys from Kolomna got turned inside out. And the day before yesterday, they grabbed Nikolay in a bar at the edge of town. He’s taken off his silver cross and asked for cash for it. They gave it to him. A few minutes later, the woman went to the cowshed, and through a crack in the wall, she saw in the stable next door he’s made a noose out of his sash, stood on a block of wood, and was trying to put his neck in it. The woman screamed her lungs out; people rushed in. ‘So, that’s what you’re up to!’ ‘Take me,’ he says, ‘to that police officer; I’ll confess everything.’ So, they took him to the station—that’s here—with a few cops. They started asking him questions: how old he is, ‘twenty-two,’ and all that. When they asked, ‘When you were working with Dmitri, didn’t you see anyone on the stairs at a certain time?’—he said, ‘Yeah, people probably went up and down, but I didn’t notice.’ ‘And didn’t you hear anything, any noise, and so on?’ ‘We didn’t hear anything special.’ ‘And did you hear, Nikolay, that on the same day Widow So-and-so and her sister were murdered and robbed?’ ‘I never heard a thing about it. The first I heard was from Afanasy Pavlovitch the day before yesterday.’ ‘And where did you find the earrings?’ ‘I found them on the sidewalk.’ ‘Why didn’t you go to work with Dmitri the other day?’ ‘Because I was drinking.’ ‘And where were you drinking?’ ‘Oh, just around.’ ‘Why did you run from Dushkin’s?’ ‘Because I was seriously freaked out.’ ‘What were you freaked out about?’ ‘That I’d be accused.’ ‘How could you be freaked out, if you felt innocent?’ Now, Zossimov, you might not believe me, but they actually asked him that, word for word. I know it for a fact, someone told me exactly that! What do you think?”
“Well, that’s the evidence, I guess.”
“I’m not talking about the evidence right now, I’m talking about their perspective, about how they saw themselves. They kept grilling him, and he confessed: ‘I didn’t find it on the street, but in the apartment where I was painting with Dmitri.’ ‘And how was that?’ ‘Well, Dmitri and I were painting there all day, and we were just about to leave, and Dmitri grabbed a brush and painted my face. He took off and I chased after him. I ran after him, yelling my lungs out, and at the bottom of the stairs I ran right into the porter and some guys—I don’t remember how many. And the porter yelled at me, and the other porter yelled, too, and the porter’s wife came out and yelled at us, too. And a guy came into the entry with a lady, and he yelled at us, too, because Dmitri and I were lying right across the way. I grabbed Dmitri’s hair and knocked him down and started hitting him. And Dmitri grabbed me by the hair and started hitting me, too. But we weren’t doing it because we were mad, but just messing around, for fun. And then Dmitri took off and ran into the street, and I ran after him, but I didn’t catch him, and went back to the apartment alone; I had to clean up my stuff. I started putting things together, expecting Dmitri to come, and there in the hallway, in the corner by the door, I stepped on the box. I saw it lying there wrapped up in paper. I took off the paper, saw some little hooks, undid them, and in the box were the earrings...”
“Behind the door? Lying behind the door? Behind the door?” Raskolnikov suddenly shouted, staring with a blank, terrified look at Razumihin, and he slowly sat up on the sofa, leaning on his hand.
“Yeah... why? What’s the matter? What’s wrong?” Razumihin also got up from his seat.
“Nothing,” Raskolnikov answered faintly, turning to the wall. Everyone was silent for a while.
 “He must have woken up from a dream,” Razumihin said finally, looking at Zossimov for confirmation. The latter shook his head slightly.
“So, what happened next?” Zossimov asked.
“What next? As soon as he saw the earrings, totally forgetting about Dmitri and everything else, he grabbed his cap and ran to Dushkin, and, as we know, got a rouble from him. He lied, saying he found them on the street, and went off to drink. He keeps repeating his old story about the murder: ‘I know nothing about it, never heard of it until the day before yesterday.’ ‘And why didn’t you go to the police until now?’ ‘I was scared.’ ‘And why did you try to hang yourself?’ ‘From worry.’ ‘What worry?’ ‘That I’d be accused.’ That’s the whole story. So, what do you think they figured out?”
“There’s nothing to figure out. It’s a clue, as much as there is one, a fact. You’re not going to have the painter walk free, are you?”
“Now they’re convinced he’s the killer. They have zero doubt.”
“That’s crazy. You’re worked up. But what about the earrings? You have to admit, if earrings from the old woman’s box ended up in Nikolay’s hands on the very same day and hour, they had to get there somehow. That’s saying something.”
“How did they get there? How did they get there?” Razumihin cried. “You’re a doctor, your job is to study people, and you have more opportunities than anyone to understand human nature—how can you not see the character of the guy in the whole story? Don’t you see right away that the answers he gave in the interrogation are the honest truth? They ended up in his hand exactly as he told us—he stepped on the box and picked them up.”
“The honest truth! But didn’t he admit he lied at first?”
“Listen to me, listen carefully. The doorman, Koch, Pestryakov, the other doorman, the doorman’s wife, the woman sitting in the doorman’s lodge, and Kryukov, who had just gotten out of a cab at that very moment and went inside with a woman on his arm—that’s eight or ten witnesses—they all agree that Nikolay had Dmitri on the ground, was lying on him, beating him, while Dmitri was hanging onto his hair, beating him too. They were right across the street, blocking the way. People were yelling at them from all sides while they, ‘like kids’ (the witnesses’ exact words), were tripping over each other, squealing, fighting, and laughing with the goofiest faces, and, chasing each other like kids, they ran into the street. Now pay attention. The bodies upstairs were warm, you know, warm when they found them! If they, or Nikolay alone, had murdered them and broken open the boxes, or simply participated in the robbery, let me ask you one question: do their state of mind, their squeals and giggles and childish scuffling at the gate fit with axes, bloodshed, fiendish cunning, robbery? They just killed them, not five or ten minutes before, because the bodies were still warm, and immediately, leaving the apartment open, knowing people would go there right away, tossing away their loot, they rolled around like kids, laughing and attracting everyone’s attention. And there are a dozen witnesses to swear to that!”
“Of course it’s weird! It’s impossible, actually, but…”
 “Seriously, bro, no arguing. And if those earrings were found in Nikolay’s hands the same day and hour the murder happened—even though he has an explanation for it, so it doesn’t really count against him—we have to consider the stuff that proves he’s innocent, especially since it’s facts that can’t be denied. Do you really think, with how our legal system works, that they’re going to accept, or even be able to accept, this fact—which is basically impossible to explain—as solid proof that crushes the prosecution’s case? Nah, they won’t. They definitely won’t, because they found the jewelry box, and the guy tried to hang himself, ‘which he couldn’t have done if he wasn’t feeling guilty.’ That’s the thing, that’s what’s got me fired up, you gotta get this!”
“Okay, I see you’re buzzing! Hold up. I forgot to ask; what proof is there that the box belonged to the old woman?”
“That’s been proven,” Razumihin said, looking annoyed and frowning. “Koch recognized the jewelry box and gave the name of the owner, who proved beyond a doubt that it was his.”
“That’s not good. Now, another thing. Did anyone see Nikolay when Koch and Pestryakov were heading upstairs earlier, and is there any evidence about that?”
“Nobody saw him,” Razumihin answered, looking frustrated. “That’s the worst part. Even Koch and Pestryakov didn’t notice them on their way up, even though, honestly, their testimony wasn't worth much. They said they saw the apartment was open, and figured someone was working in it, but they didn’t really pay attention and couldn’t remember if there were actually people working in it.”
“Hm!... So the only evidence for the defense is that they were fighting and laughing. That’s a pretty strong argument, but… how do you explain the facts yourself?”
“How do I explain them? What is there to explain? It’s obvious. At least, the direction we need to look for an explanation is clear, and the jewelry box points to it. The real killer dropped those earrings. The killer was upstairs, locked in, when Koch and Pestryakov knocked on the door. Koch, like an idiot, didn’t wait at the door; so the killer bolted out and ran down too; because he had no other way out. He hid from Koch, Pestryakov, and the doorman in the apartment when Nikolay and Dmitri had just run out of it. He stayed there while the doorman and others were heading upstairs, waited until they were out of earshot, and then calmly headed downstairs at the exact minute when Dmitri and Nikolay ran out into the street and there was no one in the hallway; maybe he was seen, but nobody noticed. There are tons of people coming and going. He must have dropped the earrings out of his pocket when he stood behind the door, and didn’t even realize he dropped them, because he had other stuff on his mind. The jewelry box is solid proof that he was standing there…. That’s how I explain it.”
“Too clever! No, dude, you’re too clever. That’s wild.”
“But, why, why?”
“Why, because it all fits together too perfectly… it’s too dramatic.”
“Uh-huh!” Razumihin was exclaiming, but at that moment the door opened and a stranger walked in, someone none of them had ever seen before.
Chapter 5

This guy was definitely past his prime—kind of stiff, built like a barrel, and had a grumpy look on his face. He started by just stopping dead in the doorway, staring around like it was the weirdest place he’s ever seen, totally confused. He looked around with a suspicious and annoyed expression, like he was asking himself what kind of dump he’d stumbled into. He scanned Raskolnikov’s small, cramped room with distrust, acting like he was scared and offended. He was just as surprised to see Raskolnikov, who was lying on his beat-up, gross sofa, half-dressed, a mess, and not even bothering to wash up, staring right back at him. Then, with the same slow, deliberate way, he checked out Razumihin—a rough, unkempt dude with an unshaven face who just stared back boldly.
There was an awkward silence for a couple of minutes, and then, you know, things started to shift. Probably realizing he wasn’t going to intimidate them, the guy softened up a bit and, in a really formal way, emphasizing every word, asked Zossimov:
“Rodion Romanovitch Raskolnikov? A student… or used to be?”
Zossimov started to answer, but Razumihin jumped in first.
“He’s right here, lying on the sofa! What do you want?”
That casual “what do you want?” totally threw the pompous visitor. He started to turn to Razumihin, but caught himself and turned back to Zossimov.
“This is Raskolnikov,” Zossimov mumbled, nodding. Then he let out a huge yawn, opening his mouth super wide. He lazily stuck his hand into his vest pocket, pulled out a massive gold watch with a fancy cover, opened it, checked the time, and then just as slowly put it back.
Raskolnikov himself just lay there, silent, on his back, staring intently, but not really understanding, at the stranger. Now that his face wasn’t hidden by the weird flower on the paper, it looked really pale and full of pain, like he’s just gone through a brutal surgery or been tortured. But the visitor slowly started to grab his attention, then his curiosity, then suspicion, and even fear. When Zossimov said, “This is Raskolnikov,” he jumped up quickly, sat on the sofa, and in a shaky, almost defiant voice, said:
“Yeah, I’m Raskolnikov! What do you want?”
The visitor gave him a long look and announced importantly:
“Pyotr Petrovitch Luzhin. I’d like to think my name rings a bell for you?”
But Raskolnikov, who was expecting something totally different, just stared blankly and dreamily, not saying a word, like he was hearing the name Pyotr Petrovitch for the first time.
“Seriously? You haven’t heard anything about me?” Pyotr Petrovitch asked, looking a little thrown.
In reply, Raskolnikov just sank back onto the pillow, put his hands behind his head, and stared at the ceiling. A look of disappointment crossed Luzhin’s face. Zossimov and Razumihin stared at him even more curiously, and finally, he showed he was really embarrassed.
“I assumed and figured,” he stammered, “that a letter sent more than ten days ago… maybe even a couple of weeks…”
“Hey, why are you blocking the doorway?” Razumihin interrupted suddenly. “If you’ve got something to say, sit down! You and Nastasya are crowding everything. Nastasya, make some space. Here’s a chair, squeeze in!”
He scooted his chair back from the table, creating a little space between the table and his knees, and waited for the visitor to squeeze through. The moment was timed perfectly, and the visitor had no choice but to push his way through, hurrying and stumbling. Reaching the chair, he sat down, looking suspiciously at Razumihin.
 “Don’t sweat it,” the other guy blurted out. “Rodya’s been sick for the last five days, totally out of it for three, but he’s getting better now and has an appetite. This is his doctor, just checked him out. I’m Rodya’s friend, used to be a student like him, now I’m looking after him. So, just ignore us and do your thing.”
“Thanks. But won’t I bother him with my presence and chatting?” Pyotr Petrovitch asked Zossimov.
“N-no,” Zossimov mumbled. “You can entertain him.” He yawned again.
“He’s been awake a long time, since this morning,” Razumihin went on, his friendliness seeming so genuine that Pyotr Petrovitch started to feel a little better, partly because this scruffy, bold guy had introduced himself as a student.
“Your mom,” Luzhin started.
“Hm!” Razumihin cleared his throat loudly. Luzhin looked at him quizzically.
“It’s fine, go ahead.”
Luzhin shrugged.
“Your mom had started a letter to you while I was hanging around her neighborhood. When I got here, I waited a few days before coming to see you, so I could be sure you’d heard the news. But now, to my surprise...”
“I know, I know!” Raskolnikov cried suddenly, annoyed. “So you’re the fiancé? I got it, and that’s enough!”
There was no doubt Pyotr Petrovitch was offended, but he didn't say anything. He tried hard to figure out what it all meant. There was a moment of silence.
Meanwhile, Raskolnikov, who had turned slightly towards him when he answered, suddenly started staring at him again with obvious curiosity, like he hadn't really looked at him yet, or like something new had just clicked. He even sat up in bed to get a better look. There was definitely something strange about Pyotr Petrovitch’s whole appearance, something that seemed to justify calling him “fiancé” so casually. For one thing, it was clear, way too clear, that Pyotr Petrovitch had spent his few days in the city making sure he looked his best, getting dressed up to meet his future bride—a totally normal and acceptable thing to do. Even his own, maybe a little smug, feeling about how much better he looked could be excused under the circumstances, seeing as Pyotr Petrovitch was taking on the role of fiancé. All his clothes were fresh from the tailor and were all right, except for being a little too new and a little too obviously appropriate. Even the trendy new round hat had the same vibe. He treated it with too much respect and held it too carefully. The fancy lavender gloves, real Louvain, told the same story, if only because he wasn't wearing them, but showing them off in his hand. Light and youthful colors dominated Pyotr Petrovitch’s outfit. He wore a nice summer jacket in a light tan, thin light pants, a matching vest, new and fine linen, a cravat with light cambric and pink stripes—and honestly, it all looked good on Pyotr Petrovitch. His face, fresh and even handsome, looked younger than his forty-five years. His dark mutton-chop whiskers framed his shining, clean-shaven chin nicely. Even his hair, touched with grey here and there, though it had been styled at a barber, didn't make him look goofy, like curled hair usually does, by inevitably suggesting a German on his wedding day. If there really was something unpleasing and repulsive about his otherwise good-looking and impressive face, it was due to something else entirely. After giving Mr. Luzhin a quick, informal look, Raskolnikov smirked wickedly, sank back onto the pillow, and stared at the ceiling like before.
 But Mr. Luzhin hardened his heart and seemed determined to ignore their weirdness.
“I seriously regret finding you like this,” he began, breaking the silence with a visible effort. “If I’d known you were sick, I would’ve come sooner. But you know how business is. I’ve got a major legal thing going on in the Senate, not to mention other stuff you can probably guess. Your mom and sister are arriving any minute.”
Raskolnikov moved, like he was about to speak; his face showed some excitement. Pyotr Petrovitch paused, waited, but since nothing happened, he continued:
“... Any minute. I’ve found a place for them when they get here.”
“Where?” Raskolnikov asked weakly.
“Pretty close, at Bakaleyev’s place.”
“That’s in Voskresensky,” Razumihin chimed in. “There are two floors of rooms rented out by a merchant named Yushin; I’ve been there.”
“Yeah, rooms…”
“A total dump—filthy, stinking, and, on top of that, a shady place. Things have happened there, and all sorts of strange people live there. I was even there about a messy situation. But it’s cheap, though…”
“I couldn’t really find out much more about it, since I’m new to Petersburg myself,” Pyotr Petrovitch replied huffily. “However, the two rooms are really clean, and since it’s just for a little while… I’ve already booked a permanent place, that is, our future apartment,” he said, addressing Raskolnikov, “and I’m getting it fixed up. And right now I’m crammed into a tiny room with my friend Andrey Semyonovitch Lebeziatnikov, in Madame Lippevechsel’s place; he’s the one who told me about Bakaleyev’s place…”
“Lebeziatnikov?” Raskolnikov said slowly, like he was trying to remember something.
“Yeah, Andrey Semyonovitch Lebeziatnikov, a clerk at the Ministry. Do you know him?”
“Yeah… no,” Raskolnikov answered.
“Sorry, I thought so from your question. I used to be his guardian.... A really nice guy and forward-thinking. I like meeting young people—you learn new things from them.” Luzhin looked around hopefully at them all.
“What do you mean?” Razumihin asked.
“About really important, essential things,” Pyotr Petrovitch replied, as if thrilled by the question. “You see, it’s been ten years since I visited Petersburg. All the new stuff, the reforms, the ideas—they’re all filtered down to us in the countryside, but to really get a clear picture, you gotta be here. And I think you learn and observe the most by watching the younger generation. And I have to say, I’m delighted…”
“About what?”
“That’s a broad question. I might be wrong, but I think I’m seeing clearer views, more, so to speak, criticism, more practicality…”
“That’s true,” Zossimov said casually.
“Come on! There’s no practicality.” Razumihin shot back. “Practicality is hard to find; it doesn’t just fall out of the sky. And for the last two hundred years we’ve been disconnected from real life. Ideas are brewing, if you like, and the desire for good exists, even if it’s in a childish form, and honesty you can find, even though there are tons of shady characters. Anyway, there’s no practicality. Practicality takes effort.”
 “I don’t see eye to eye with you,” Pyotr Petrovitch replied, clearly enjoying himself. “Of course, people mess up and make mistakes, but you gotta cut them some slack. Those mistakes just show they’re passionate about what they’re doing and dealing with tough situations. If not much has been done, it hasn’t been that long; I won’t even get into resources. Honestly, I think something has been accomplished already. New, awesome ideas and works are popping up, replacing our old, dreamy, romantic authors. Literature is getting more mature, a lot of bad attitudes have been laughed out of existence…. Basically, we’ve completely cut ties with the past, and that’s a huge win, if you ask me…”
“He’s just memorizing it to show off!” Raskolnikov blurted out suddenly.
“Huh?” Pyotr Petrovitch asked, not catching what he said. But he didn't get a response.
“That’s totally true,” Zossimov quickly chimed in.
“Isn’t it?” Pyotr Petrovitch continued, glancing friendly at Zossimov. “You gotta admit,” he went on, looking at Razumihin with a hint of pride and condescension—he almost added “young man”—“that there’s progress, or, as they say now, advancement in the name of science and honest economics…”
“A total cliché.”
“No, it’s not! For example,” Pyotr Petrovitch went on, maybe a little too fast, “if I were told, ‘love your neighbor,’ what happened? I’m left tearing my coat in half to share with my neighbor, and we’re both left half-naked. As a Russian saying goes, ‘Chase too many rabbits, and you won’t catch any.’ Science now says, ‘Love yourself first, because everything in the world runs on self-interest.’ You love yourself and handle your own affairs well, and your coat stays whole. Economics adds that the better your personal life is organized—the more whole coats, so to speak—the stronger society is and the better everyone’s welfare is. So, when I’m getting rich for myself, I’m, in a way, getting richer for everyone, and helping my neighbor get more than just a torn coat—and not from being generous, but because things are generally improving. It’s a simple idea, but it took a long time to reach us, held back by idealism and sentimentality. And honestly, it doesn't take much smarts to see it…”
“Excuse me, I’m not exactly a genius myself,” Razumihin cut in sharply, “so let’s drop it. I started this conversation with a goal, but I’m so sick of listening to people just chatting to be clever, of this endless stream of the same old stuff, that, seriously, I cringe even when other people talk like that. You’re probably just rushing to show off what you know, and I don’t blame you, that’s totally understandable. I just wanted to see what kind of person you are, because so many shady people have jumped on the progressive bandwagon lately and twisted everything to their own advantage, that the whole cause has been dragged through the mud. That's enough!”
“Excuse me, sir,” Luzhin said, clearly offended, and speaking with exaggerated dignity. “Are you suggesting that I too…?”
“Oh, my dear sir… how could I?... Come on, that’s enough,” Razumihin concluded, and he turned abruptly to Zossimov to continue their previous conversation.
Pyotr Petrovitch had the good sense to back down. He decided to leave in a minute or two.
“I hope our friendship,” he said, addressing Raskolnikov, “can become closer after you recover, considering the situation we’re aware of. Above all, I hope for your return to health…”
Raskolnikov didn't even turn his head. Pyotr Petrovitch started getting up from his chair.
 “One of her customers probably killed her,” Zossimov declared confidently.
“No doubt about it,” replied Razumihin. “Porfiry isn’t giving his opinion, but he’s checking out everyone who left stuff with her.”
“Checking them out?” Raskolnikov asked aloud.
“Yeah. So what?”
“Nothing.”
“How’s he finding them?” asked Zossimov.
“Koch gave some names, other names are on the receipts for the stuff, and some have come forward themselves.”
“It had to be a smart, experienced criminal! The nerve of it! The coolness!”
“That’s just what it wasn’t!” interrupted Razumihin. “That’s what’s throwing you off. I’m telling you, he’s not cunning, not experienced, and probably this was his first crime! The idea that it was a planned, calculated crime by a criminal doesn’t work. Suppose he was just a newbie—then it’s clear he got lucky and escaped—and luck can do anything. He didn’t even see the obstacles coming, probably! And how did he go about it? He grabbed some jewelry worth ten or twenty bucks, stuffed his pockets with it, ripped through the old woman’s trunks, her old clothes—and they found fifteen hundred rubles, plus notes, in a box in the top drawer of the chest! He didn’t know how to rob; he could only murder. It was his first crime, I swear, his first crime; he lost it. And he got off more by chance than by being smart!”
“You’re talking about the old pawnbroker’s murder, I guess?” Pyotr Petrovitch chimed in, addressing Zossimov. He was standing, hat and gloves in hand, but before leaving he felt like throwing out a few more intellectual lines. He was clearly trying to make a good impression, and his ego got the better of him.
“Yeah. You’d heard about it?”
“Oh, yeah, being around here.”
“Do you know the details?”
“I wouldn’t say that; but another thing interests me in the case—the whole thing, you know. Not to mention that crime’s been way up among the lower classes for the last five years, not to mention all the robberies and fires everywhere. What really strikes me is that crime’s increasing proportionally among the higher classes, too. You hear of a student robbing the mail on the highway. Then people of good standing forge fake money. In Moscow, recently, a whole gang got busted forging lottery tickets, and one of the leaders was a lecturer in world history. Then our secretary abroad was murdered for some shady reason involving money… And if some higher-up killed the old pawnbroker—peasants don’t pawn gold jewelry—how do we explain this breakdown of civilized society?”
“There are a lot of economic changes,” added Zossimov.
“How do we explain it?” Razumihin jumped in. “Maybe it’s because we’re totally impractical.”
“What do you mean?”
“What answer did the Moscow lecturer give when asked why he was forging notes? ‘Everyone’s getting rich one way or another, so I want to get rich too.’ I don’t remember the exact words, but basically he wants money for nothing, without waiting or working! We’ve gotten used to having everything handed to us, to walking on crutches, to having our food chewed for us. Then the big moment struck,[] and everyone showed their true colors.”
[] The emancipation of the serfs in 1861 is meant.—TRANSLATOR’S NOTE.
“But what about morals? And, you know, principles…”
“But why are you worried about it?” Raskolnikov interrupted suddenly. “It’s just in line with your theory!”
“In line with my theory?”
“Yeah, carry out logically the theory you were pushing just now, and it follows that people can be killed…”
“You’re kidding!” cried Luzhin.
“Nah, that’s not right,” said Zossimov.
 Raskolnikov lay there, face white and lip twitching, breathing hard.
“Everything’s gotta be balanced,” Luzhin said, sounding super condescending. “Economic ideas aren’t a reason to kill someone, and you just have to think…”
“So, is it true,” Raskolnikov cut in, his voice shaky with anger and a weird satisfaction at messing with him, “did you tell your fiancée… like, within an hour of her saying yes, that what you liked best… was that she was broke? Because it was better to build a wife up from nothing, so you could totally control her and remind her you were her savior?”
“Seriously,” Luzhin yelled, his face red and irritated, “to twist my words like that! Excuse me, let me assure you that whatever you heard, or rather, whoever told you, is totally false, and I… suspect who… basically, this arrow… your mom… She’s great and all, with all her good qualities, but she’s kinda dramatic and romantic. I never thought she’s misunderstand and make things up so wildly… And honestly…”
“I’m telling you what,” Raskolnikov said, propping himself up on his pillow and locking eyes with Luzhin, his gaze intense, “I’m telling you what.”
“What?” Luzhin stood still, looking defiant and offended. Silence hung in the air for a few seconds.
“If you ever mention my mom again… I’m sending you tumbling down the stairs!”
“What’s wrong with you?” Razumihin asked.
“So that’s the deal?” Luzhin went pale and bit his lip. “Listen, from the moment I saw you, you were giving me the cold shoulder, but I stayed here on purpose to figure you out. I could forgive a lot from a sick person and a friend, but you… not after this…”
“I’m not sick,” Raskolnikov snapped.
“Even worse…”
“Go away!”
But Luzhin was already leaving without finishing his speech, squeezing between the table and the chair. Razumihin got up to let him pass. Without even glancing at anyone, not even nodding to Zossimov, who had been signaling him to leave the sick guy alone, he stormed out, lifting his hat high on his shoulders to avoid crushing it as he ducked to get out the door. Even his back showed how insulted he was.
“How could you—how could you!” Razumihin said, shaking his head in confusion.
“Leave me alone—all of you!” Raskolnikov screamed, totally losing it. “Will you guys ever stop bothering me? I’m not scared of you! I’m not scared of anyone, anyone now! Get out of here! I want to be alone, alone, alone!”
“Come on,” Zossimov said, nodding at Razumihin.
“But we can’t just leave him like that!”
“Come on,” Zossimov repeated firmly, and he headed for the door. Razumihin thought for a second and ran to catch up.
“It might be worse to disobey him,” Zossimov said on the stairs. “He can’t get more worked up.”
“What’s wrong with him?”
“If only he’d get a positive shock, that would help! He was doing better before… You know he’s got something on his mind! Some obsession weighing on him… I’m really worried about it, he has to!”
“Maybe it’s that guy, Pyotr Petrovitch. From what I’ve heard, he’s getting married to his sister, and he got a letter about it right before he got sick…”
“Yeah, that dude’s a mess! But have you noticed, he doesn’t care about anything, he doesn’t react to anything except one thing—that whole murder thing?”
 “Totally,” Razumihin agreed. “I saw that too. He’s hooked, like, totally freaked out. It was a major scare when he was sick at the police station; he passed out.”
“Tell me the whole story later, and I’ll spill something about myself. He’s got me super intrigued! I’m gonna go check on him again in like, half an hour…. No fever, though.”
“Sweet! And I’ll hang with Pashenka for now and keep an eye on him through Nastasya…”
Raskolnikov, all alone, stared at Nastasya with impatience and a serious case of the feels, but she just wouldn't leave.
“You gonna grab some tea now?” she asked.
“Nah, later! I’m exhausted! Just go.”
He spun around to face the wall; Nastasya headed out.
Chapter 6

As soon as she left, he got up, locked the door, ripped open the package Razumihin had brought over that night and re-tied, and started getting dressed. Weirdly, he seemed totally calm right away—not a trace of the crazy episode or the panicky fear he’d been dealing with lately. It was the first time he’s felt a sudden, weird calm. His movements were precise and deliberate; you could see he had a plan. “Today, today,” he mumbled to himself. He knew he was still weak, but he felt strong and confident thanks to his focus. He hoped he wouldn't fall in the street. Once he was dressed in a whole new outfit, he looked at the money on the table and slipped it into his pocket after a moment. It was twenty-five rubles. He also grabbed all the loose change from the ten rubles Razumihin had spent on the clothes. Then he quietly unlocked the door, went out, slipped down the stairs, and peeked into the open kitchen. Nastasya was standing with her back to him, getting the landlady's samovar fired up. She didn’t hear a thing. Who would’ve thought he’d even leave, seriously? A minute later, he was out on the street.
It was almost eight o’clock, and the sun was setting. It was still super muggy, but he was practically inhaling the stinky, dusty city air. His head felt a little dizzy; a wild energy flashed in his feverish eyes, and his face was pale and yellowish. He didn't know where he was going, and he wasn’t even thinking about it—he only had one thought: “This has to end today, once and for all, right now; he wouldn’t go home without it, because he couldn't keep living like this.” But how? With what? He had no clue, and he didn't even want to think about it. Thinking just stressed him out. He pushed those thoughts away; they were torturing him. All he knew, all he felt, was that everything had to change “one way or another,” he repeated with desperate and unwavering determination.
Out of habit, he headed toward the Hay Market. A young guy with dark hair and a barrel organ was standing on the road in front of a little general store, grinding out a really sentimental song. He was playing for a fifteen-year-old girl who was standing on the sidewalk in front of him. She was dressed up in a crinoline, a mantle, and a straw hat with a bright orange feather—all really old and beat-up. In a strong but rough voice, raspy from singing on the street, she sang, hoping someone would toss her a coin. Raskolnikov joined a few other people listening, pulled out a five-kopeck piece, and handed it to the girl. She stopped mid-note on a sentimental high note, snapped at the organ grinder, “Let’s go,” and they moved on to the next store.
“Do you like street music?” Raskolnikov asked a middle-aged man standing nearby. The man looked at him, surprised and confused.
“I love hearing someone sing with a street organ,” Raskolnikov said, his tone a little off. “I like it on cold, dark, damp autumn nights—they have to be damp—when everyone has pale, sickly faces, or even better when wet snow is falling straight down, with no wind—you know what I mean?—and the streetlights shine through it…”
“I… I don’t know… Excuse me…” the stranger mumbled, freaked out by the question and Raskolnikov’s strange vibe, and he crossed the street.
Raskolnikov kept walking and ended up at the corner of the Hay Market, where the huckster and his wife had talked with Lizaveta; but they weren’t there now. Recognizing the spot, he stopped, looked around, and addressed a young guy in a red shirt who was staring at a corn chandler’s shop.
“Isn’t there a guy who sets up a stall with his wife at this corner?”
 “All kinds of people hang out here,” the young man said, giving Raskolnikov a dismissive look.
“What’s his name?”
“What he was called at baptism.”
“Aren’t you from Zaraïsky too? Which region?”
The young man looked Raskolnikov over again.
“It’s not a region, your honor, but a district. Please excuse me, your honor!”
“Is there a tavern upstairs?”
“Yeah, it’s a restaurant and there’s a billiards room, and you might even find princesses there too.... La-la!”
Raskolnikov crossed the square. In that corner, there was a huge crowd of peasants. He pushed his way through the thickest part, checking out their faces. He suddenly felt like talking to people. But the peasants totally ignored him; they were all yelling in groups. He stood there, thinking for a bit, and turned right toward V.
He’d crossed that little street that turns, leading from the market to Sadovy Street, a bunch of times. Lately, he’d been drawn to wander around this area when he was feeling down, just to feel even worse.
Now he walked along, thinking about nothing. There’s a big block of buildings there, all rented out as bars and restaurants. Women were constantly running in and out, without hats and in their indoor clothes. They’d gather in groups on the sidewalk, especially around the entrances to various lively places on the lower floors. From one of them, a loud din, singing, the sound of a guitar, and shouts of laughter spilled out into the street. A bunch of women were crowding around the door; some were sitting on the steps, others on the sidewalk, others were just standing and talking. A drunken soldier, smoking a cigarette, was walking near them in the street, cursing; he seemed to be trying to find his way somewhere, but he’d forgotten where he was going. One beggar was arguing with another, and a guy completely wasted was lying right across the road. Raskolnikov joined the group of women, who were talking in low voices. They were without hats and wore cotton dresses and goatskin shoes. There were women in their forties and some not even seventeen; almost all had dark circles under their eyes.
He felt strangely drawn to the singing and all the noise and chaos coming from the saloon below… you could hear someone inside dancing wildly, tapping their heels to the music of a guitar and a thin, high-pitched voice singing a catchy tune. He listened intently, gloomily and dreamily, bending down at the entrance and peeking in from the sidewalk.
“Oh, my handsome soldier, don’t beat me for nothing,”
trilled the thin voice of the singer. Raskolnikov suddenly felt like he had to understand what he was singing, like everything depended on it.
“Should I go in?” he thought. “They’re laughing. From drinking. Should I get drunk?”
“Won’t you come in?” one of the women asked him. Her voice was still musical and less husky than the others; she was young and not off-putting—the only one of the group.
“Wow, he’s cute,” he said, straightening up and looking at her.
She smiled, really pleased by the compliment.
“You’re really good-looking yourself,” she said.
“But he’s so skinny though!” another woman observed in a deep voice. “Did you just get out of the hospital?”
“They’re all generals’ daughters, it seems, but they all have turned-up noses,” interjected a tipsy peasant with a sly smile on his face, wearing a loose coat. “Look how happy they are.”
“Get lost!”
“I’ll go, sweetie!”
And he darted down into the saloon below. Raskolnikov moved on.
“Hey, sir!” the girl shouted after him.
“What?”
She hesitated.
“I’m always happy to spend an hour with you, kind sir, but now I’m feeling shy. Give me six copecks for a drink, there’s a nice young man!”
Raskolnikov gave her whatever he had—fifteen copecks.
“Oh, what a generous guy!”
 “What’s your name?”
“Ask for Duclida.”
“Seriously?” one of the women said, shaking her head at Duclida. “I don’t even know how you can ask like that. I’d be mortified....”
Raskolnikov looked curiously at the speaker. She was a woman with scars, maybe thirty, covered in bruises, with a swollen upper lip. She made her criticism quietly and seriously. “Where is it,” he thought. “Where have I read that someone facing execution says or thinks, an hour before they die, that if they had to live on some high rock, on a tiny ledge where they could barely stand, with the ocean, endless darkness, endless loneliness, endless storms all around, if they had to stay on a few square feet for their whole life, a thousand years, forever, it would be better than dying right then! Just to live, to live and live! Life, whatever it is!... How true it is! Good God, how true! People are messed up!... And messed up is the person who calls them messed up for feeling that way,” he added a moment later.
He went into another street. “Bah, the Palais de Cristal! Razumihin was just talking about the Palais de Cristal. But what was I even trying to remember? Oh yeah, the newspapers.... Zossimov said he’d seen it in the papers. You got the papers?” he asked, going into a really spacious and clean restaurant, with several rooms, though it was pretty empty. A few people were drinking tea, and in a room further away, four guys were drinking champagne. Raskolnikov thought Zametov might be one of them, but he couldn't be sure from that distance. “What if it is?” he thought.
“Vodka?” asked the waiter.
“Tea and the papers, the old ones from the last five days, and I’ll give you something.”
“Sure thing, here’s today’s. No vodka?”
The old newspapers and the tea were brought. Raskolnikov sat down and started flipping through them.
“Ugh... these are the news blurbs. An accident on a staircase, a shopkeeper combusted from drinking too much, a fire in Peski... another fire in the Petersburg quarter... and another fire in the Petersburg quarter.... Ah, here it is!” He finally found what he was looking for and started reading. The words seemed to dance on the page, but he read it all and started eagerly looking for more in the next papers. His hands shook with nervous energy as he turned the pages. Suddenly someone sat down beside him at his table. He looked up—it was the head clerk Zametov, looking exactly the same, with the rings on his fingers and the watch chain, with the curly, black hair, parted and slicked back, with the sharp waistcoat, a worn coat, and questionable shirt. He seemed in a good mood, at least he was smiling really cheerfully. His dark face was flushed from the champagne he’s been drinking.
“What, you here?” he began, surprised, talking like he’d known him forever. “Razumihin told me just yesterday you were out cold. How weird! And do you know I went to see you?”
Raskolnikov knew he’s going to talk to him. He put down the papers and turned to Zametov. There was a smile on his lips, and a new look of annoyed impatience in that smile.
“I know you did,” he answered. “I heard about it. You were looking for my sock.... And do you know Razumihin’s got a thing for you? He says you’re with him at Luise Ivanovna’s—you know, the woman you tried to befriend, the one you winked at the Explosive Lieutenant and he didn’t get it. Remember? How could he miss it—it was pretty obvious, wasn’t it?”
“What a hothead he is!”
“The Explosive one?”
“No, your friend Razumihin.”
“You must have a great life, Mr. Zametov; free admission to all the best places. Who’s been pouring champagne down your throat just now?”
“We were just... having a drink.... You’re talking about pouring it into me!”
 “Seriously? A fee? You’re profiting off everything!” Raskolnikov laughed, then clapped Zametov on the shoulder. “I’m not just messing around, my dude,” he added. “I’m just joking, like that worker of yours said when he was scrapping with Dmitri over the old lady’s case…”
“How do you even know about that?”
“Maybe I know more than you do.”
“You’re so weird… I’m pretty sure you’re still really sick. You shouldn’t even be out.”
“Oh, do I seem weird to you?”
“Yeah. What are you doing, reading the papers?”
“Yeah.”
“There’s been a lot about the fires.”
“Nah, I’m not reading about the fires.” He looked at Zametov mysteriously, a mocking smile twisting his lips. “No, I’m not reading about the fires,” he repeated, winking. “But come on, my friend, you’re dying to know what I am reading about, aren’t you?”
“Not really. Can I ask a question? Why do you keep on…?”
“Listen, you’re a cultured, educated guy, right?”
“I was in the sixth class at the gymnasium,” Zametov said, a bit stiffly.
“Sixth class! Wow, a real fancy pants! With your hairstyle and your rings—you’re a man of means. Seriously! What a cool kid!” Raskolnikov burst into a nervous laugh right in Zametov’s face. The latter stepped back, more stunned than offended.
“Seriously, you’re so weird!” Zametov repeated, looking genuinely concerned. “I’m starting to think you’re still delirious.”
“Delirious? You’re lying, fancy pants! So I’m weird? You think I’m strange?”
“Yeah, a little.”
“I’ll tell you what I was reading about, what I was searching for. Look at all these papers I had them bring me. Suspicious, huh?”
“Well, what is it?”
“You’re listening, right?”
“What do you mean, ‘listening’?”
“I’ll explain later, but right now, I swear to you… no, better ‘I’m telling you straight’… No, that's not quite right. ‘I’m putting it on record for you.’ I’m telling you I was reading, searching….” He narrowed his eyes and paused. “I was searching—and came here on purpose to do it—for news about the murder of the old pawnbroker woman,” he said almost in a whisper, leaning in close to Zametov’s face. Zametov stared back, unmoving. What he’d remember later was the silence that followed—a full minute—as they just looked at each other.
“What if you’ve been reading about it?” he finally blurted out, sounding confused and impatient. “That’s none of my business! So what?”
“The same old woman,” Raskolnikov continued in the same whisper, ignoring Zametov’s explanation, “the one you were talking about at the police station, remember, when I fainted. Get it now?”
“What do you mean? Understand… what?” Zametov asked, sounding increasingly worried.
Raskolnikov’s intense, serious face suddenly changed, and he broke into that same nervous laugh, like he couldn’t hold it back. And in a flash, he vividly remembered a moment from the recent past—standing with an axe behind the door, while the latch trembled and men outside swore and shook it—and he suddenly wanted to yell at them, to curse them, to stick his tongue out at them, to mock them, to laugh, and laugh, and laugh!
“You’re either crazy, or…” Zametov began, then stopped, as if struck by a sudden thought.
“Or? Or what? What? Come on, tell me!”
“Nothing,” Zametov said, getting annoyed. “It’s all nonsense!”
They were both silent. After his sudden outburst of laughter, Raskolnikov became quiet and melancholy. He rested his elbow on the table and leaned his head in his hand. He seemed to have completely forgotten Zametov. The silence stretched on for a while.
 “Why don’t you drink your tea? It’s getting cold,” said Zametov.
“What? Tea? Oh, yeah…” Raskolnikov sipped the glass, took a bite of bread, and suddenly seemed to remember everything, pulling himself together. At the same moment, his face went back to its usual sarcastic look. He kept drinking his tea.
“There have been a ton of these crimes lately,” said Zametov. “Just the other day I read in the Moscow News that a whole crew of counterfeiters got caught in Moscow. It was like a whole operation. They were forging tickets!”
“Oh, that was ages ago! I read about it a month back,” Raskolnikov answered calmly. “So you think they’re criminals?” he added, smiling.
“Of course they are.”
“Them? They’re kids, simpletons, not criminals! Half a hundred people getting together for something like that—what a plan! Three would be too many, and then they want to trust each other more than they trust themselves! You just have to spill your guts after a few drinks and it all falls apart. Simpletons! They hired shady people to change the money—what a thing to trust a random stranger! Well, let’s say these simpletons succeed and each makes a million, and then what? Each one’s stuck depending on the others for the rest of their lives! Better off hanging themselves right away! And they didn’t even know how to change the money either; the guy who was changing the money took five thousand rubles, and his hands were shaking. He counted the first four thousand, but totally missed the fifth thousand—he was so eager to stuff the cash and run. Naturally, it raised suspicion. And the whole thing crashed because of one goofball! Seriously, is that even possible?”
“That his hands were shaking?” observed Zametov. “Yeah, that’s totally possible. I mean, sometimes you just can’t handle it.”
“Can’t handle it?”
“Why, could you handle it? No, I couldn’t. Risking everything for a hundred rubles to face something like that? Going into a bank where it’s their job to spot that kind of thing with fake bills! No way, I wouldn’t have the guts to do it. Would you?”
Raskolnikov suddenly felt like “rolling his eyes.” Shivers ran down his spine.
“I’d do it completely differently,” Raskolnikov began. “This is how I’d change the money: I’d count the first thousand three or four times, going back and forth, looking at every bill. Then I’d move on to the second thousand; I’d count that halfway through and then hold a fifty-ruble bill up to the light, turn it, hold it to the light again—to see if it was legit. ‘I’m worried,’ I’d say, ‘a relative of mine lost twenty-five rubles the other day because of a fake bill,’ and then I’d tell them the whole story. And after I started counting the third, ‘No, excuse me,’ I’d say, ‘I think I messed up the seventh hundred in that second thousand, I’m not sure.’ And so I’d give up on the third thousand and go back to the second, and so on to the end. And when I was done, I’d pick one from the fifth and one from the second thousand and take them again to the light and ask again, ‘Change them, please,’ and totally stress out the clerk so he wouldn’t know what to do with me. When I was finished and had left, I’d come back, ‘No, excuse me,’ and ask for an explanation. That’s how I’d do it.”
“Whoa, the terrible things you say!” said Zametov, laughing. “But that’s just talk. I bet when it came down to actually doing it, you’d mess up. I think even a seasoned, desperate guy can’t always count on himself, let alone you and me. Take an example close to home—that old lady murdered in our district. The murderer seemed like a desperate guy, he risked everything in broad daylight, was saved by a miracle—but his hands shook, too. He couldn’t even rob the place, he couldn’t stand it. It was clear from the…”
 Raskolnikov seemed totally offended.
“Seriously? Why don’t you catch him then?” he snapped, giving Zametov a nasty dig.
“Well, they’re gonna catch him.”
“Who? You? You think you could catch him? That’s a huge challenge! Your big clue is whether or not someone’s blowing cash. If they’re broke and suddenly start spending, that’s gotta be them. Any kid could fool you.”
“The thing is, they always do that,” Zametov replied. “Someone can pull off a super clever murder, risking everything, and then immediately hit up a bar. They get caught flashing money—they’re not all as sly as you are. You wouldn’t go to a bar, would you?”
Raskolnikov frowned and stared intently at Zametov.
“So, you’re enjoying this and want to know how I would act?” he asked, sounding annoyed.
“I’d really like to know,” Zametov answered, sounding serious. He started to seem a little too intense, both in his words and his expression.
“Really?”
“Totally!”
“Okay, fine. Here’s what I would have done,” Raskolnikov started, leaning in close to Zametov again, staring him down and whispering so that Zametov actually shuddered. “This is what I would’ve done. I’d have grabbed the money and jewels, walked out of there, and headed straight to some secluded spot with a fence and hardly anyone around—maybe a forgotten garden or something. I’d have scouted out a huge stone beforehand, like a hundred pounds or more, that’s been sitting in a corner since the house was built. I’d lift that stone—there’s bound to be a hollow underneath, and I’d stash the jewels and money in that hole. Then I’d roll the stone back, so it looks normal, press it down with my foot, and walk away. And for a year or two, maybe even three, I wouldn’t touch it. And then, they could search! There wouldn’t be a trace.”
“You’re crazy,” Zametov said, and for some reason, he, too, whispered and moved away from Raskolnikov, whose eyes were gleaming. He’s gone deathly pale, and his upper lip was twitching. He leaned in as close as possible to Zametov, and his lips started moving without making a sound. This went on for about half a minute; he knew what he was doing, but couldn’t stop himself. The terrifying word trembled on his lips, like the latch on that door; in another moment it would burst out, in another moment he would let it go, he would say it.
“And what if it was me who murdered the old woman and Lizaveta?” he blurted out suddenly—and instantly realized what he’d said.
Zametov stared at him wildly and turned as white as a sheet. His face wore a twisted smile.
“But is that even possible?” he stammered. Raskolnikov glared at him angrily.
“Admit you believed it, yeah, you did?”
“Not even a little bit! I believe it less than ever now,” Zametov cried out quickly.
“I got you! So, you believed it before, if now you believe it even less?”
“Not at all,” Zametov said, clearly embarrassed. “Have you been trying to scare me into this?”
“You don’t believe it then? What were you talking about behind my back when I left the police station? And why did that wild lieutenant question me after I fainted? Hey, waiter!” he shouted to the waiter, getting up and grabbing his hat, “how much do I owe?”
“Thirty kopecks,” the waiter replied, rushing over.
“And twenty kopecks for vodka. Look at all this money!” he held out his shaking hand to Zametov with bills in it. “Real cash, twenties and twenty-fives. Where did I get it? And where did my new clothes come from? You know I didn’t have a single kopeck. You’d have cross-examined my landlady, I bet… Well, that’s enough! Assez causé! See ya!”
 He bolted out, shaking like crazy from this wild, messed-up feeling—a weird mix of excitement and dread. But he was also super bummed and totally exhausted. His face was all twisted up, like he's just had a major meltdown. He got more tired fast. Any little shock or annoying thing would instantly give him a boost, but then he’s drained just as quickly when it stopped.
Zametov, left alone, sat there for ages, deep in thought. Raskolnikov had unknowingly flipped a switch in his brain and basically made up his mind for him.
“Ilya Petrovitch is a total airhead,” he decided.
Raskolnikov barely opened the restaurant door when he bumped into Razumihin on the steps. They didn't see each other until they almost crashed into each other. They stood there checking each other out for a second. Razumihin was seriously shocked, then anger—real, burning anger—flared in his eyes.
“So there you are!” he yelled, his voice booming—“you ditched your bed! And I’ve been searching for you under the couch! We went all the way up to the attic. I almost punched Nastasya because of you. And here he is! Rodya! What’s the deal? Spill it! Confess! Are you even listening?”
“It means I’m done with all of you and I just want to be left alone,” Raskolnikov answered calmly.
“Alone? When you can barely stand, when your face is whiter than a ghost and you’re gasping for air! You’re such an idiot!... What were you doing at the Crystal Palace? Tell me everything now!”
“Let me go!” said Raskolnikov and tried to push past him. That was the last straw for Razumihin; he grabbed him tight by the shoulder.
“Let you go? You’re telling me to let you go? Do you know what I’ll do with you? I’ll scoop you up, wrap you up like a package, carry you home under my arm and lock you up!”
“Listen, Razumihin,” Raskolnikov started quietly, seeming calm—“can’t you see I don’t want your help? You’re being way too clingy. Why did you even look for me when I was sick? Maybe I was hoping to die. Didn't I tell you today that you were stressing me out, that I was… sick of you? You seem to want to make people miserable! Honestly, that's seriously messing with my recovery because it’s constantly getting under my skin. You saw Zossimov just left to avoid annoying me. Just leave me alone, please! What right do you have to keep me here by force? Don’t you see I’m totally with it now? How can I convince you to stop smothering me with your kindness? I might be ungrateful, I might be a jerk, just let me be, for God’s sake, let me be! Let me be, let me be!”
He started calmly, already planning all these nasty things to say, but ended up panting for breath, a total mess, just like with Luzhin.
Razumihin stood there for a moment, thought it over, and let his hand drop.
 “Well, go ahead and leave then,” he said gently, thinking it over. “Stay,” he roared, as Raskolnikov started to move. “Listen to me. Seriously, you guys are a bunch of clueless posers! If you have any problems, you obsess over them like a hen with an egg. And you’re even copying each other in that! There's no spark of originality in you! You’re all just soft and bland, like you’re filled with something other than blood. I don’t trust any of you! The first thing you all need to do is be unlike anyone else! Stop!” he shouted, even angrier, noticing Raskolnikov was trying to leave again— “Just hear me out! You know I’m having a housewarming tonight, they’re probably here by now, but I ran in—I just popped in—to greet the guests. And if you weren't a total goofball, a common idiot, a perfect fool, if you were original instead of a copy… you see, Rodya, I know you're smart, but you're a fool!—and if you weren’t a fool you’d come over tonight instead of wearing out your shoes in the street! Now that you’re gone, there’s nothing I can do! I’d give you a comfy chair, my landlady has one... a cup of tea, some company.... Or you could crash on the sofa—anyway, you’d be with us.... Zossimov will be there too. Are you coming?”
“No.”
“Seriously?” Razumihin yelled, getting frustrated. “How can you know? You can’t even decide for yourself! You don’t know anything about it.... I’ve fought with people tooth and nail a thousand times and gone back to them afterwards.... You feel bad and go back to someone! So remember, Potchinkov’s place on the third floor…”
“Mr. Razumihin, I think you’d let anyone beat you just to be nice.”
“Beat? Who? Me? I’d snap his nose off just thinking about it! Potchinkov’s place, 47, Babushkin’s apartment…”
“I’m not coming, Razumihin.” Raskolnikov turned and walked away.
“I bet you will,” Razumihin shouted after him. “I won’t even recognize you if you don’t! Stay, hey, is Zametov in there?”
“Yeah.”
“Did you see him?”
“Yeah.”
“Talked to him?”
“Yeah.”
“About what? Seriously, don’t tell me then. Potchinkov’s place, 47, Babushkin’s apartment, got it?”
Raskolnikov kept walking and turned the corner onto Sadovy Street. Razumihin watched him thoughtfully. Then with a wave of his hand he went into the house but stopped short of the stairs.
“Seriously,” he muttered almost to himself. “He made sense, but still… I’m an idiot! As if crazy people don’t make sense! And that’s what Zossimov seemed worried about.” He smacked his forehead. “What if… how could I let him go off alone? He could drown himself… Ugh, what a mistake! I can’t.” And he ran back to catch up with Raskolnikov, but there was no sign of him. With a curse he turned back quickly to the Palais de Cristal to ask Zametov.
 Raskolnikov headed straight for X—— Bridge, stopped in the middle, and leaned on the railing, staring off into the distance. After splitting with Razumihin, he felt totally drained, barely able to make it to this spot. He just wanted to sit or lie down somewhere on the street. Bending over the water, he mechanically watched the last pink glow of the sunset, the row of houses fading into the dusk, one distant window in an attic on the left bank flashing like it was on fire in the last rays, and the darkening canal water—the water seemed to grab his attention. Soon, red spots flashed before his eyes, the houses seemed to be moving, the people walking by, the canal banks, the carriages—everything danced. Suddenly, he jolted, maybe saved from passing out by a creepy and awful sight. He noticed someone standing on his right; he looked and saw a tall woman with a scarf on her head, a long, pale, gaunt face, and sunken red eyes. She was staring straight at him, but she clearly didn’t see him or recognize him. Suddenly, she put her right hand on the railing, lifted her right leg over the edge, then her left, and jumped into the canal. The dirty water split open and swallowed her up for a moment, but then an instant later, the woman surfaced, floating slowly with the current, her head and legs in the water, her skirt puffed out like a balloon over her back.
“A woman drowning! A woman drowning!” dozens of voices shouted; people ran up, both sides of the canal were packed with onlookers, and people on the bridge crowded around Raskolnikov, pushing up behind him.
“Oh, dear God, it’s our Afrosinya!” a woman cried tearfully nearby. “Mercy! Save her! Kind people, pull her out!”
“A boat, a boat!” was yelled in the crowd. But there was no need for a boat; a police officer ran down the steps to the canal, took off his jacket and shoes, and jumped into the water. It was easy to reach her: she was just a few yards from the steps, he grabbed hold of her clothes with one hand and with the other grabbed a pole a fellow officer held out to him; the drowning woman was pulled out right away. They laid her on the stone pavement of the embankment. She soon came to, lifted her head, sat up, and started sneezing and coughing, wiping her wet dress with her hands. She didn’t say a word.
“She’s drunk herself silly,” the same woman’s voice wailed beside her. “Totally out of it. Just the other day she tried to hang herself, we cut her down. I ran out to the store just now, left my little girl to watch her—and here she is in trouble again! A neighbor, a nice guy, a neighbor, we live close by, the second house from the end, see over there....”
The crowd dispersed. The police still surrounded the woman, someone mentioned the police station…. Raskolnikov watched with a strange feeling of not caring and being numb. He felt disgusted. “No, that’s gross... the water... it’s not enough,” he muttered to himself. “Nothing’s going to come of it,” he added, “no point in waiting. What about the police station...? And why isn’t Zametov at the police station? The police station is open till ten....” He turned away from the railing and looked around.
“Okay then!” he said resolutely; he left the bridge and walked toward the police station. His heart felt empty. He didn’t want to think. Even his depression had passed; there wasn’t a trace now of the energy with which he had set out “to end it all.” Complete apathy had taken over.
 “Seriously, it’s a way out,” he thought, walking slowly and feeling totally drained along the canal bank. “I’m just gonna end it, because I want to… But is it really a way out? Who cares! There’s like, a tiny space—ha! But what an ending! Is it really the end? Should I tell them or not? Ugh… shoot! I’m so tired! I wish I could just sit or lie down somewhere soon! What I’m most embarrassed about is how unbelievably dumb it all is. But honestly, I don’t even care about that anymore! What crazy thoughts pop into your head, you know?”
To get to the police station, he had to go straight and take the second left. It was just a few steps away. But at the first turn, he stopped and, after a minute of thinking, turned down a side street and went two blocks out of his way, maybe for no reason, or maybe just to stall for a minute and buy some time. He walked staring at the ground. Suddenly, it felt like someone whispered in his ear; he looked up and realized he was standing right at the gate of the house. He hadn’t passed it, hadn’t been near it since that night. A weird, overwhelming feeling pulled him forward. He went into the house, through the gate, then into the first doorway on the right, and started climbing the familiar stairs to the fourth floor. The narrow, steep staircase was really dark. He stopped on each landing and looked around with curiosity; on the first landing, the window frame had been removed. “That wasn’t like that before,” he thought. Here was the apartment on the second floor where Nikolay and Dmitri had been working. “It’s shut up, and the door is freshly painted. So it’s available for rent.” Then the third floor and the fourth. “Here!” He was confused to find the door to the apartment wide open. There were guys inside, he could hear voices; he wasn’t expecting that. After a quick pause, he climbed the last few stairs and went into the apartment. It was being renovated too; there were construction workers inside. That surprised him; he kind of thought he’d find everything as he left it, even maybe the bodies still on the floor. And now, bare walls, no furniture; it felt really strange. He walked to the window and sat down on the windowsill. There were two construction workers, both young, but one was much younger than the other. They were wallpapering the walls with a new white paper covered in lilac flowers, instead of the old, dirty, yellow one. Raskolnikov felt intensely irritated for some reason. He looked at the new wallpaper with dislike, almost like he was sad to see everything so changed. The workers had obviously stayed late and were now quickly rolling up their paper and getting ready to go home. They didn’t notice Raskolnikov coming in; they were talking. Raskolnikov folded his arms and listened.
“She comes to me in the morning,” said the older worker to the younger one, “really early, all dressed up. ‘Why are you getting all dolled up?’ I ask. ‘I’m ready to do anything to please you, Tit Vassilitch!’ That’s just ridiculous! She dressed up like a fashion magazine!”
“And what’s a fashion magazine?” the younger one asked. He clearly thought the other guy was an expert.
“A fashion magazine is a bunch of pictures, colored, and they get sent to the tailors here every Saturday, by mail from overseas, to show people how to dress, both guys and girls. They’re just pictures. The guys are usually wearing fur coats, and for the ladies, the flounces are beyond anything you can imagine.”
“There’s nothing you can’t find in Petersburg,” the younger one cried enthusiastically, “except your dad and mom, there’s everything!”
“Except them, there’s everything to be found, my boy,” the older one declared seriously.
 Raskolnikov got up and walked into the other room where the strongbox, the bed, and the chest of drawers had been; the room seemed really tiny without furniture. The paper on the wall showed where the icon case had stood. He looked at it and went to the window. The older workman looked at him strangely.
“What do you want?” he asked suddenly.
Instead of answering, Raskolnikov went into the hallway and rang the bell. The same bell, the same cracked sound. He rang it a second and a third time; he listened and remembered. That creepy, terrifying feeling he’s had before started coming back, stronger and stronger. He shuddered with each ring and felt strangely satisfied.
“Well, what do you want? Who are you?” the workman shouted, coming out to him. Raskolnikov went back inside.
“I want to rent an apartment,” he said. “I’m just looking around.”
“It’s not a good time to look at rooms at night! You should come with the doorman.”
“Have the floors been washed? Will they paint them?” Raskolnikov went on. “Is there any… you know… blood?”
“What blood?”
“The old woman and her sister were murdered here. There was a huge pool of it.”
“But who are you?” the workman cried, looking uneasy.
“Who am I?”
“Yes.”
“You want to know? Go to the police station, I’ll tell you.”
The workmen looked at him in disbelief.
“It’s time for us to go, we’ll be late. Come on, Alyoshka. We need to lock up,” said the elder workman.
“Okay, let’s go,” said Raskolnikov casually, and heading out first, he walked slowly downstairs. “Hey, doorman,” he called out in the entryway.
At the entrance, several people were standing, staring at people passing by; the two doormen, a peasant woman, a guy in a long coat, and a few others. Raskolnikov walked straight up to them.
“What do you want?” asked one of the doormen.
“Have you been to the police station?”
“I just got back. What do you need?”
“Is it open?”
“Of course.”
“Is the assistant there?”
“He was there for a bit. What do you need?”
Raskolnikov didn’t reply, but stood beside them lost in thought.
“He came to look at the apartment,” said the elder workman, stepping forward.
“Which apartment?”
“Where we’re working. ‘Why did you wash away the blood?’ he asked. ‘There was a murder here,’ he said, ‘and I’ve come to take it.’ And he started ringing the bell, almost broke it. ‘Come to the police station,’ he said. ‘I’ll tell you everything.’ He wouldn’t leave us.”
The doorman looked at Raskolnikov, frowning and confused.
“Who are you?” he shouted as loudly as he could.
“I’m Rodion Romanovitch Raskolnikov, formerly a student, I live in Shil’s house, not far from here, apartment Number 14, ask the doorman, he knows me,” Raskolnikov said in a slow, dreamy voice, not turning around, but staring intently into the darkening street.
“Why did you go to the apartment?”
“To look at it.”
“What’s there to look at?”
“Take him straight to the police station,” the man in the long coat jerked out abruptly.
Raskolnikov looked over his shoulder and said in the same slow, lazy tones:
“Come on.”
“Yeah, take him,” the man went on more confidently. “Why was he going in there, what’s on his mind, huh?”
“He’s not drunk, but God knows what’s wrong with him,” muttered the workman.
“But what do you want?” the doorman shouted again, starting to get really annoyed—“Why are you hanging around?”
“You’re scared of the police station, then?” said Raskolnikov mockingly.
“Scared? Why are you hanging around?”
“He’s a weirdo!” shouted the peasant woman.
“Why waste time talking to him?” cried the other doorman, a huge peasant in an open shirt and with keys on his belt. “Get going! He’s a weirdo, no doubt. Get going!”
 And grabbing Raskolnikov by the shoulder, he tossed him out into the street. Raskolnikov stumbled, but quickly got his balance, looked at the people watching, and walked away.
“Weird dude!” the workman said.
“There are some seriously strange people around these days,” the woman said.
“You really should have taken him to the cops,” the man in the long coat said.
“Best to just stay away from him,” the big porter decided. “A total creep! Whatever he wants, you can bet it’s bad. Once you get involved, you’re stuck with him... We know that type!”
“Should I go or not?” Raskolnikov thought, standing in the middle of the street at the intersection, looking around as if expecting someone to tell him what to do. But there was nothing, just a dead, silent feeling, like the stones beneath his feet—dead to everyone but him… Suddenly, at the end of the street, about two hundred yards away, in the fading light, he saw a crowd and heard people talking and yelling. A carriage was in the middle of the crowd… A light shone in the street. “What’s going on?” Raskolnikov turned right and headed toward the crowd. He seemed to reach for everything and gave a cold smile when he recognized it, because he’s totally made up his mind to go to the police station and knew it would all be over soon.
Chapter 7

A fancy carriage was parked right in the middle of the road, pulled by a pair of energetic grey horses. There was no one inside, and the coachman had hopped down and was standing nearby; someone was holding the horses by their reins. A bunch of people had gathered around, with the police standing at the front. One of them held a lit lantern, shining it on something lying near the wheels. Everyone was talking, yelling, and freaking out. The coachman looked totally lost and kept repeating:
“This is awful! Oh my gosh, this is awful!”
Raskolnikov pushed his way through the crowd and finally got a good look at what everyone was looking at. On the ground, a man who’d been hit lay there, apparently unconscious and covered in blood. He was dressed pretty rough, but not like a construction worker. Blood was pouring from his head and face; his face was smashed up and unrecognizable. He was seriously hurt.
“Good heavens!” wailed the coachman, “What more could I have done? If I’d been speeding or hadn’t yelled at him, but I was going slow, not rushing. Everyone could see I was driving normally, just like everyone else. A drunk can’t walk straight, we all know that…. I saw him crossing the street, stumbling and almost falling. I yelled again, and then a third time, then I pulled back on the reins, but he just fell right under the horses' feet! Either he did it on purpose or he was super wasted…. The horses are young and easily spooked... they bolted, he screamed... that made things even worse. That's what happened!”
“That’s exactly how it was,” a voice in the crowd confirmed.
“He yelled, that’s true, he yelled three times,” another voice declared.
“Three times, we all heard it,” shouted a third.
But the coachman didn’t seem too upset or scared. It was clear that the carriage belonged to a rich and important person who was waiting for it somewhere; the police, of course, were really anxious to avoid messing up his plans. All they had to do was take the injured man to the police station and the hospital. No one knew his name.
Meanwhile, Raskolnikov had squeezed through and leaned closer. The lantern suddenly lit up the unfortunate man’s face. He recognized him.
“I know him! I know him!” he shouted, pushing to the front. “He’s a retired government clerk, Marmeladov. He lives nearby in Kozel’s house…. Hurry and get a doctor! I’ll pay, I promise!” He pulled money out of his pocket and showed it to the policeman. He was totally agitated.
The police were relieved to have figured out who the man was. Raskolnikov gave his own name and address, and, as earnestly as if it had been his own father, he begged the police to take the unconscious Marmeladov to his place right away.
“Just there, three houses down,” he said eagerly, “the house belongs to Kozel, a rich German. He was probably heading home, no doubt drunk. I know him, he's a drunk. He has a family there, a wife, kids, he has one daughter.... It's going to take a while to get him to the hospital, and there’s sure to be a doctor in the house. I’ll pay, I’ll pay! At least he’ll be looked after at home... they’ll help him right away. But he’ll die before you get him to the hospital.” He managed to slip something unseen into the policeman’s hand. It was nothing shady, and help was closer here anyway. They lifted the injured man; people volunteered to help.
Kozel’s house was about ninety feet away. Raskolnikov walked behind, carefully holding Marmeladov’s head and showing the way.
“This way, this way! We have to get him upstairs head first. Turn around! I’ll pay, I’ll make it worth your while,” he muttered.
 Katerina Ivanovna was doing what she always did when she had a spare moment—pacing her small room, back and forth from the window to the stove. She had her arms crossed and was muttering to herself, coughing a lot. Lately, she'd been talking to her oldest daughter, Polenka, a ten-year-old, more than ever. Polenka might not have understood everything, but she knew her mom needed her, so she always watched her with those big, smart eyes and tried her best to look like she got it. This time, Polenka was getting her little brother ready for bed. He’s been feeling sick all day, and needed a bath. The boy was waiting for her to take off his shirt, which had to be washed that night. He sat straight and still on a chair, his face serious, his legs stretched out straight, heels together and toes pointed.
He was listening to what his mom was saying to his sister, sitting perfectly still with a pout and wide-open eyes—just like all good little boys have to when they’re getting ready for bed. A younger girl, practically dressed in rags, stood by the screen, waiting for her turn. The door to the hallway was open to let in a little fresh air and escape the clouds of tobacco smoke drifting in from the other rooms—smoke that triggered long, terrible coughing fits for the poor, sickly woman. Katerina Ivanovna seemed even thinner than usual that week, and the flush on her cheeks was brighter than ever.
“You wouldn’t believe it, you can’t even imagine, Polenka,” she said, walking around the room, “how amazing our life was at my dad’s house, and how this drunk has ruined it—and will ruin all of you!” Her dad was a colonel in the military, just one step away from becoming a governor. Everyone who visited him would say, “We’re already thinking of you, Ivan Mihailovitch, as our governor!” When I… when…” she coughed violently, “oh, this life is awful,” she cried, clearing her throat and pressing her hands to her chest, “when I… when at the last ball… at the marshal’s… Princess Bezzemelny saw me—who gave us a blessing when your dad and I got married, Polenka—she asked right away, ‘Isn’t that the pretty girl who did the shawl dance at the party?’ (You have to fix that tear, you need to grab your needle and sew it up like I showed you, or tomorrow—cough, cough, cough—he’s going to make the hole bigger,” she said with effort.) “Prince Schegolskoy, a courtier, had just come from Petersburg then… he danced the mazurka with me and wanted to propose the next day; but I thanked him with nice words and told him that my heart already belonged to someone else. That someone was your dad, Polya; papa was furious.... Is the water ready? Give me the shirt and the stockings! Lida,” she said to the youngest, “you’ll have to sleep without your slip tonight... and lay your stockings out with it... I’ll wash them together.... Why doesn’t that drunk ever show up? He’s worn his shirt until it looks like a dishcloth, he’s ripped it to shreds! I’d do it all together, so I don’t have to work two nights in a row! Oh, man! (Cough, cough, cough, cough!) Again! What’s this?” she cried, noticing a group of people in the hallway and men pushing into her room, carrying something. “What is it? What are they bringing? Have mercy!”
“Where are we going to put him?” asked the police officer, looking around when Marmeladov, unconscious and covered in blood, was carried in.
“On the sofa! Put him straight on the sofa, with his head this way,” Raskolnikov showed him.
“He ran right into the street! Drunk!” someone yelled from the hallway.
Katerina Ivanovna stood there, turning white and struggling to breathe. The kids were terrified. Little Lida screamed, ran to Polenka, and clung to her, trembling.
After laying Marmeladov down, Raskolnikov rushed to Katerina Ivanovna.
 “For goodness sake, chill out, don't freak out!” he said, talking super fast. “He was crossing the street and got hit by a carriage, don't panic, he’s gonna be okay, I told them to bring him here... I was already here, remember? He’s gonna pull through, I’ll cover it!”
“He’s really done it this time!” Katerina Ivanovna cried, totally bummed, and rushed to her husband.
Raskolnikov noticed right away that she wasn’t the type to faint easily. She instantly put a pillow under the unlucky guy’s head, which no one else had thought of, and started taking off his clothes and checking him over. She kept her cool, forgetting about herself, biting her trembling lips and holding back the sobs that were about to burst out.
Raskolnikov, meanwhile, got someone to run for a doctor. There was a doctor, apparently, just next door.
“I’m sending for a doctor,” he kept reassuring Katerina Ivanovna, “don’t worry, I’ll pay. Don’t you have any water?... and get me a cloth or a towel, anything, as fast as you can.... He’s hurt, but he’s not dead, believe me.... We’ll see what the doctor says!”
Katerina Ivanovna ran to the window; there, on a broken chair in the corner, a big ceramic bowl full of water had been set out, ready for washing her kids’ and her husband’s laundry that night. She did the washing at night at least twice a week, if not more. The family was in such a tight spot that they barely had any clean clothes, and Katerina Ivanovna couldn’t stand dirt, and would rather wear herself out at night, working past her limits when everyone else was asleep, just to get the wet laundry hung up and dry by morning. She picked up the bowl of water at Raskolnikov’s request, but almost tripped under the weight. But he’s already found a towel, soaked it, and started wiping the blood off Marmeladov’s face.
Katerina Ivanovna stood by, breathing hard and pressing her hands to her chest. She needed some attention herself. Raskolnikov started to think he might have made a mistake bringing the injured man here. The policeman, too, stood around, unsure what to do.
“Polenka,” cried Katerina Ivanovna, “run to Sonia, hurry! If you don’t find her at home, tell her her father got hit by a carriage and she needs to come here right away… when she gets here. Run, Polenka! There, grab the shawl.”
“Go as fast as you can!” shouted the little boy on the chair suddenly, then went back to staring blankly, with wide eyes, his heels pushed forward and his toes spread out.
Meanwhile, the room had gotten so crowded you couldn’t even drop a pin. The police officers left, except for one, who stuck around for a while, trying to push out the people who were streaming in from the hallway. Almost all of Madame Lippevechsel’s neighbors had crowded in from the other rooms; at first they were squished together in the doorway, but then they spilled into the room. Katerina Ivanovna totally lost it.
“You could at least let him die in peace,” she shouted at the crowd, “is it a show for you to gawk at? With cigarettes! (Cough, cough, cough!) You could at least keep your hats on…. And someone’s wearing a hat with a feather!... Get out! You should respect the dead, at least!”
Her cough choked her—but her scolding wasn’t without effect. They seemed pretty intimidated by Katerina Ivanovna. The neighbors, one after another, squeezed back into the doorway with that weird feeling of satisfaction that you sometimes see when something bad happens, even to people you care about, a feeling no one can escape, even with the best intentions.
Voices outside were heard, though, talking about the hospital and saying they shouldn’t be causing a scene here.
 “Seriously, no reason to die!” Katerina Ivanovna shouted, rushing to the door to unleash her anger, but she bumped into Madame Lippevechsel, who’d just heard about the accident and ran in to calm things down. She was a notoriously difficult and irresponsible German.
“Oh my gosh!” she cried, clasping her hands, “Your husband’s drunken horses trampled him! Get him to the hospital! I’m the landlady!”
“Amalia, please remember what you’re saying,” Katerina Ivanovna began, with a superior air (she always took a superior tone with the landlady, just to remind her “who was boss,” and couldn’t resist doing it even now). “Amalia…”
“I already told you not to call me Amalia Ludwigovna; I’m Amalia Ivanovna.”
“You’re Amalia Ludwigovna, and unlike Mr. Lebeziatnikov, who’s laughing behind the door right now (you could actually hear his laughter and a cry of ‘they’re at it again’ from the door), I’m not going to flatter you, so I’m going to keep calling you Amalia Ludwigovna, even though I don’t get why you hate that name. You can see for yourself what happened to Semyon Zaharovitch; he’s dying. I’m begging you to shut that door and not let anyone in. Let him at least die in peace! Or I swear the Governor-General himself will hear about this tomorrow. The prince knew me when I was younger; he remembers Semyon Zaharovitch well and has often helped him out. Everyone knows Semyon Zaharovitch had tons of friends and protectors, who he abandoned because of his pride, knowing his weakness, but now (she pointed to Raskolnikov) a generous young man has come to our aid, who has money and connections, and who Semyon Zaharovitch has known since he was a kid. You can be sure, Amalia Ludwigovna…”
All this came out super fast, getting faster and faster, but a cough suddenly cut her off. At that moment, the dying man woke up and groaned; she ran to him. The injured man opened his eyes and, without recognizing anything, stared at Raskolnikov, who was leaning over him. He took deep, slow, painful breaths; blood trickled from the corners of his mouth, and sweat dripped from his forehead. Not recognizing Raskolnikov, he started looking around anxiously. Katerina Ivanovna looked at him with a sad but firm face, and tears welled up in her eyes.
“Oh my gosh! His whole chest is crushed! He’s bleeding so much,” she said in despair. “We need to take off his clothes. Turn a little, Semyon Zaharovitch, if you can,” she cried to him.
Marmeladov recognized her.
“A priest,” he rasped.
Katerina Ivanovna walked to the window, pressed her head against the frame, and exclaimed in despair:
“Ugh, this life is awful!”
“A priest,” the dying man said again after a moment of silence.
“They’re getting him,” Katerina Ivanovna shouted to him, and he followed her words, falling silent. With sad, timid eyes, he looked for her; she returned and stood by his pillow. He seemed a little calmer, but not for long.
Soon his eyes landed on little Lida, his favorite, who was shaking in the corner, as if she were having a fit, and staring at him with her wide, childlike eyes.
“A-ah,” he signed toward her uneasily. He wanted to say something.
“What is it?” cried Katerina Ivanovna.
“Barefoot, barefoot!” he mumbled, pointing with frantic eyes at the child’s bare feet.
“Be quiet,” Katerina Ivanovna snapped, “you know why she’s barefooted.”
“Thank goodness, the doctor,” exclaimed Raskolnikov, relieved.
 The doctor strolled in, a tiny, precise old dude—German, looking around like he didn't trust anyone. He went straight to the sick guy, checked his pulse, carefully felt his head, and with Katerina Ivanovna’s help, unbuttoned his blood-soaked shirt, exposing his chest. It was all messed up—gashed, crushed, and fractured. Several ribs on the right side were broken. On the left side, just over his heart, was a huge, nasty yellowish-black bruise—a brutal kick from a horse’s hoof. The doctor frowned. The cop told him the guy got caught in the wheel and spun around the road for thirty yards.
“It’s crazy he’s even awake,” the doctor whispered softly to Raskolnikov.
“What do you think?” he asked.
“He’s gonna die, like, right now.”
“Seriously? No chance?”
“Not a single one! He’s on his last breath.... His head’s really messed up, too... Hm... I could bleed him if you want, but… it’s pointless. He’s gonna die within the next five or ten minutes.”
“Bleed him then.”
“If you insist… But I’m telling you, it won’t do anything.”
Just then, they heard more footsteps. The crowd in the hallway shifted, and the priest, a small, grey old man, appeared in the doorway, carrying the sacrament. A cop had gone for him when the accident happened. The doctor swapped spots with him, exchanging a quick look. Raskolnikov begged the doctor to stay a bit longer. He shrugged and stayed put.
Everyone stepped back. The confession was over quickly. The dying guy probably didn't understand much; he could only make quiet, broken sounds. Katerina Ivanovna took little Lida, lifted the boy from the chair, knelt down in the corner by the stove and made the kids kneel in front of her. The little girl was still shaking, but the boy, kneeling on his tiny bare knees, raised his hand rhythmically, crossing himself with precision and bowing down, touching the floor with his forehead—it seemed to really satisfy him. Katerina Ivanovna bit her lip and held back her tears; she prayed, too, now and then straightening the boy’s shirt and managed to cover the girl’s bare shoulders with a kerchief she grabbed from the chest without standing up or stopping her prayers. Meanwhile, the door to the other rooms opened again, curious. In the hallway, the crowd of onlookers from all the apartments on the staircase grew thicker and thicker, but they didn't dare step over the threshold. A single candle flickered, lighting up the scene.
At that moment, Polenka pushed her way through the crowd at the door. She came in, panting from running so fast, took off her kerchief, looked for her mom, went up to her and said, “She’s coming! I saw her in the street.” Her mom made her kneel beside her.
 Quietly and carefully, a young girl made her way through the crowd, and she looked totally out of place in that room, surrounded by poverty, worn-out clothes, sickness, and despair. She was in rags too, her clothes were cheap and basic, but she's dressed up in flashy, second-hand stuff, clearly showing it was meant to impress. Sonia stopped short in the doorway and looked around, confused and unaware of everything. She forgot her old, gaudy silk dress – totally inappropriate here with its ridiculous long train, and her huge crinoline that filled up the whole doorway, and her light-colored shoes, and the parasol she brought with her, even though it was useless at night, and the silly round straw hat with its bright orange feather. Under that tilted hat was a pale, scared little face with parted lips and eyes wide with fear. Sonia was a small, thin girl of eighteen with fair hair, pretty, with amazing blue eyes. She stared intently at the bed and the priest; she was out of breath from running too. Finally, she heard whispers, some words from the crowd, and she looked down, taking a hesitant step forward into the room, still close to the door.
The service was over. Katerina Ivanovna went back to her husband. The priest stepped back and turned to say a few words of comfort and advice to Katerina Ivanovna as they left.
“What am I supposed to do with these?” she snapped sharply and angrily, pointing to the kids.
“God is merciful; look to the Most High for help,” the priest began.
“Yeah, He’s merciful, but not to us.”
“That’s a sin, a sin, madam,” the priest said, shaking his head.
“And isn’t that a sin?” Katerina Ivanovna cried, pointing to the dying man.
“Perhaps those who accidentally caused the accident will agree to pay you back, at least for the money he used to make.”
“You don’t get it!” Katerina Ivanovna shouted, waving her hand. “And why should they pay me? He was drunk and threw himself under the horses! What earnings? He brought us nothing but misery. He drank everything away, the drunk! He robbed us to get drink, he wasted his life and mine for drink! And thank God he’s dying! One less to worry about!”
“You must forgive at the hour of death, that’s a sin, madam, those feelings are a great sin.”
Katerina Ivanovna was busy with the dying man; she was giving him water, wiping the blood and sweat from his head, fixing his pillow, and only turned around for a moment to talk to the priest. Now she turned to him almost in a frenzy.
“Oh, Father! That’s just words! Forgive? If he hadn’t been run over, he’d have come home today drunk and his only shirt dirty and in rags, and he’d have fallen asleep like a log, and I’d have been scrubbing and rinsing all night, washing his rags and the kids’ and then drying them by the window and as soon as it was daylight I’d have been mending them. That’s how I spend my nights!... What’s the point of talking about forgiveness? I’ve forgiven as much as I can!”
A terrible, hacking cough interrupted her words. She put her handkerchief to her lips and showed it to the priest, pressing her other hand to her aching chest. The handkerchief was covered with blood. The priest bowed his head and said nothing.
Marmeladov was in his last moments; he didn’t take his eyes off Katerina Ivanovna’s face, who was bending over him again. He kept trying to say something to her; he began moving his tongue with difficulty and trying to speak, but Katerina Ivanovna, understanding that he wanted to ask for her forgiveness, called out to him sharply:
“Be quiet! No need! I know what you want to say!” And the sick man fell silent, but at that moment his wandering eyes drifted to the doorway and he saw Sonia.
Until then, he hadn’t noticed her: she was standing in the shadows in a corner.
 “Who’s that? Who’s that?” he said suddenly, his voice thick and shaky, totally freaked out as he turned to look at his daughter standing in the doorway, trying to sit up.
“Lie down! Lie down!” cried Katerina Ivanovna.
He’s got crazy strength and managed to prop himself up on his elbow. He stared at his daughter, like he didn't even recognize her. He’s never seen her dressed like that before. Then, it hit him—he recognized her, crushed and embarrassed by her flashy outfit, just waiting her turn to say good-bye to her dying dad. His face showed intense pain.
“Sonia! Daughter! Forgive!” he cried, reaching out his hand to her, but he lost his balance and fell off the sofa, face down on the floor. They rushed to pick him up, put him back on the sofa, but he was dying. Sonia, with a little cry, ran up, hugged him, and just stayed like that. He died in her arms.
“He got what he wanted,” Katerina Ivanovna cried, looking at her dead husband. “Okay, what now? How am I supposed to bury him? What am I gonna feed everyone tomorrow?”
Raskolnikov approached Katerina Ivanovna.
“Katerina Ivanovna,” he started, “last week your husband told me everything about his life… Believe me, he talked about you with so much respect. From that night, when I learned how devoted he was to you all and how much he loved and respected you, especially you, Katerina Ivanovna, despite his flaws, we became friends… Let me… do something… repay my debt to my dead friend. Here’s twenty rubles, I think—and if that helps, then… I… basically, I’ll be back, I’ll definitely be back… I might even come back tomorrow… Bye!”
And he quickly left the room, pushing his way through the crowd to the stairs. But in the crowd, he bumped into Nikodim Fomitch, who had heard about what happened and came to give instructions in person. They hadn’t seen each other since the scene at the police station, but Nikodim Fomitch knew him instantly.
“Oh, is that you?” he asked.
“He’s dead,” answered Raskolnikov. “The doctor and the priest have been, everything’s been handled. Don’t upset the poor woman too much, she’s already got consumption. Try to cheer her up… you’re a good guy, I know…” he added with a smile, looking straight into his face.
“But you’re covered in blood,” observed Nikodim Fomitch, noticing fresh stains on Raskolnikov’s vest in the lamplight.
“Yeah… I’m covered in blood,” Raskolnikov said with a weird look; then he smiled, nodded, and headed downstairs.
He walked down slowly and deliberately, feverish but not realizing it, totally absorbed in a new, intense feeling of life and strength that suddenly surged through him. This feeling was like a man who’s been sentenced to death suddenly getting a pardon. Halfway down the stairs, he was overtaken by the priest on his way home; Raskolnikov let him pass, exchanging a silent nod. He was just stepping off the last step when he heard quick footsteps behind him. Someone caught up to him—it was Polenka. She was running after him, calling “Wait! wait!”
He turned around. She was at the bottom of the staircase and stopped a step above him. A faint light came in from the yard. Raskolnikov could make out the child’s thin but pretty little face, looking at him with a bright, childish smile. She’s run after him with a message she was clearly excited to give.
“Tell me, what’s your name?... and where do you live?” she said quickly, out of breath.
He put both hands on her shoulders and looked at her with a kind of happiness. It was such a joy to look at her, he couldn't explain why.
“Who sent you?”
“Sister Sonia sent me,” answered the girl, smiling even brighter.
 “I knew it was sister Sonia who sent you.”
“Mom sent me, too… when sister Sonia was sending me, Mom came up, too, and said, ‘Run fast, Polenka.’”
“Do you love sister Sonia?”
“I love her more than anyone,” Polenka answered, really serious, and her smile got softer.
“And will you love me?”
Instead of answering, he saw the little girl’s face coming closer, her lips sticking out like she was being playful. Suddenly, her arms, thin as twigs, wrapped around him tight. Her head rested on his shoulder, and the little girl started to cry softly, pressing her face against him.
“I’m sorry about Dad,” she said a little later, looking up with tear-stained cheeks and wiping her eyes. “It’s just bad luck now,” she added, trying to sound grown-up like she'd heard adults say.
“Did your dad love you?”
“He loved Lida the most,” she went on seriously, no smile, just like grown-ups. “He loved her because she’s little and because she’s sick, too. And he always brought her presents. But he taught us to read and me grammar and scripture, too,” she added, acting all important. “And Mom never said much, but we knew she liked it, and Dad knew it, too. And Mom wants to teach me French, because it’s time my education started.”
“And do you know your prayers?”
“Of course! We’re big girls now. I say my prayers to myself, but Kolya and Lida say them out loud with Mom. First they repeat the ‘Ave Maria’ and then another prayer: ‘Lord, forgive and bless sister Sonia,’ and then another, ‘Lord, forgive and bless our second dad.’ Our older dad is gone, and this is another one, but we still pray for the other one.”
“Polenka, my name is Rodion. Pray for me sometimes, too. ‘And Thy servant Rodion,’ that’s all.”
“I’ll pray for you forever,” the little girl declared fiercely, and then, smiling again, she rushed at him and hugged him really tight.
Raskolnikov told her his name and address and promised to come back the next day. The little girl left, totally charmed by him. It was past ten when he walked out onto the street. In five minutes, he was standing on the bridge where the woman had jumped.
“That’s it,” he said, sounding sure of himself. “No more daydreaming, fake fears, and ghosts! Life is real! Don’t I feel it now? My life hasn’t ended with that old woman! The Kingdom of Heaven to her—and now, enough, madam, leave me alone! Now for reason and light… and will, and strength… and now we’ll see! We’ll test our strength!” he added, challenging some dark force. “And I was ready to live in a tiny room!
“I’m weak right now, but… I think I’m better. I knew it when I went out. By the way, Potchinkov’s place is just a few steps away. I definitely have to go see Razumihin even if it’s not close… let him win his bet! Let’s give him some satisfaction—it doesn’t matter! Strength, strength is what you need—you can’t get anything without it, and strength has to be earned with strength—that’s what they don’t understand,” he added, sounding proud and confident, and he walked away from the bridge with slow steps. Pride and confidence grew stronger with every step; he was becoming a different person every moment. What had happened to change him so much? He didn't know himself; like someone grabbing onto a lifeline, he suddenly felt that he, too, ‘could live, that there was still life for him, that his life hadn’t ended with the old woman.’ Maybe he was jumping to conclusions, but he didn’t think about that.
 “But I asked her to remember ‘Your servant Rodion’ in her prayers,” the thought hit him. “Well, that was… just in case of emergency,” he added and laughed at his own silly comment. He was feeling pretty good.
He easily found Razumihin; the new roommate was already known at Potchinkov’s, and the doorman immediately showed him the way. Halfway up the stairs, he could hear a bunch of people making noise and chatting excitedly. The door was wide open onto the landing, and he could hear people exclaiming and discussing things. Razumihin’s room was pretty big; there were fifteen people inside. Raskolnikov stopped in the entryway, where two of the landlady’s helpers were busy behind a screen with two samovars, bottles, plates, and trays of pastries and snacks, all brought up from the landlady’s kitchen. Raskolnikov sent for Razumihin. He ran out, looking thrilled. At first glance, it was clear he’s been drinking a lot; though no amount of booze ever made Razumihin totally drunk, he was definitely feeling it this time.
“Listen,” Raskolnikov rushed to say, “I just came to tell you that you won your bet and that anything can happen to anyone. I can’t go in; I’m so weak I’m gonna collapse. And so, good evening and goodbye! Come see me tomorrow.”
“You know what? I’ll walk you home. If you say you’re weak, you really need…”
“And who are your guests? Who’s that guy with the curly hair who just peeked out?”
“Goodness only knows! Some friend of uncle’s, I guess, or maybe he just showed up without being invited… I’ll leave uncle with them, he’s a real lifesaver, it’s a shame I can’t introduce you right now. But seriously, ignore them all for now! I need some fresh air, you showed up just in time—another two minutes and I would’ve gotten into a fight! They’re talking so much crazy stuff… you wouldn’t believe what people say! Though, why shouldn’t you imagine? Don’t we talk nonsense ourselves? And let them… that’s how you learn not to!… Wait a sec, I’ll grab Zossimov.”
Zossimov practically pounced on Raskolnikov, showing a lot of interest in him; soon his face brightened.
“You need to go to bed right away,” he said, checking him out as best he could, “and take something for the night. Will you take it? I got it ready a while ago… a powder.”
“Two, if you like,” answered Raskolnikov. The powder was taken immediately.
“It’s a good thing you’re taking him home,” observed Zossimov to Razumihin—“we’ll see how he is tomorrow, today he’s not doing too bad—a big change from this afternoon. Live and learn…”
“Do you know what Zossimov whispered to me when we were leaving?” Razumihin blurted out as soon as they were on the street. “I’m not going to tell you everything, brother, because they’re such clueless people. Zossimov told me to talk freely to you on the way and get you to talk freely to me, and then I’m supposed to tell him about it, because he has this idea that you’re… losing it or close to it. Can you believe it? First of all, you’ve got three times the brains he does; second, if you’re not crazy, you don’t need to worry about what he thinks; and third, that piece of beef who’s a surgeon has gone bonkers about mental illnesses, and he came to this conclusion about you based on your conversation today with Zametov.”
“Zametov told you all about it?”
 “Yeah, and he totally nailed it. Now I get what’s going on, and Zametov does too… Look, Rodya… the thing is… I’m a little buzzed now… But whatever… the point is that this idea… you know? was just starting to pop into their heads… you get it? Like, nobody was saying it out loud, because it’s just too crazy, especially after that painter got arrested—that bubble just burst and vanished. But why are they being so clueless? I gave Zametov a good smackdown the other day—that’s just between us, bro; please don't breathe a word of it; I'm telling you, he's super sensitive; it was at Luise Ivanovna’s place. But today, today it all makes sense. That Ilya Petrovitch is behind it all! He took advantage of you fainting at the police station, but he’s even ashamed of it now; I know that…”
Raskolnikov listened, totally hooked. Razumihin was drunk enough to spill everything.
“I fainted because it was so close and smelled like paint,” said Raskolnikov.
“No need to explain! And it wasn't just the paint: you had a fever for a month; Zossimov will tell you! But how crushed that kid is now, you wouldn’t believe! ‘I’m not worth his little finger,’ he says. Yours, he means. He’s got feelings sometimes, bro. But the lesson, the lesson you gave him today in the Crystal Palace, that was epic! You scared him at first, he almost had a panic attack! You almost convinced him again about all that messed-up nonsense, and then you just—stuck out your tongue at him: ‘There, what do you think of that now?’ It was perfect! He’s crushed, totally wiped out now! It was brilliant, honestly, that’s what they deserve! Man, I wish I’d been there! He was hoping to meet you really bad. Porfiry wants to meet you too…”
“Oh wow… he too… but why did they think I was crazy?”
“Oh, not crazy. I probably said too much, bro… What got to him, you see, was that only that topic seemed to interest you; now it’s clear why it did interest you, knowing all the details… and how that irritated you and messed with your illness… I’m a little tipsy, bro, but, seriously, he’s obsessed with mental illnesses. But don’t worry about him…”
They were silent for a minute.
“Listen, Razumihin,” began Raskolnikov, “I need to tell you straight up: I just left a deathbed, a clerk who died… I gave them all my money… and on top of that, I just got hugged by someone who, if I’d killed anyone, would feel the same way… actually, I saw someone else there too… with a bright red feather… but I’m rambling; I’m really weak, help me out… we’ll be at the stairs in a sec…”
“What’s wrong? What’s the matter?” Razumihin asked, worried.
“I’m a little dizzy, but that’s not the point, I’m so sad, so bummed out… like a girl. Look, what’s that? Look, look!”
“What is it?”
“Don’t you see? A light in my room, you see? Through the crack…”
They were already at the bottom of the last flight of stairs, level with the landlady’s door, and they could, as a matter of fact, see from below that there was a light in Raskolnikov’s attic.
“Weird! Maybe Nastasya,” observed Razumihin.
“She’s never in my room this late, and she should’ve been asleep ages ago, but… I don’t care! Bye!”
“What do you mean? I’m coming with you, we’ll go in together!”
“I know we’re going in together, but I want to shake your hand here and say goodbye here. So give me your hand, bye!”
“What’s wrong with you, Rodya?”
“Nothing… come on… you’ll be a witness.”
They started up the stairs, and Razumihin had a feeling that maybe Zossimov was right after all. “Ugh, I probably freaked him out with my rambling,” he muttered to himself.
When they reached the door they heard voices in the room.
 “What’s going on?” Razumihin yelled. Raskolnikov was the first to open the door; he threw it open and just froze in the doorway, totally shocked.
His mom and sister were sitting on his couch and had been waiting for him for like an hour and a half. Why hadn’t he thought about them, even though he’s been told all day that they were on their way and would be there any minute? They’d spent that whole hour and a half grilling Nastasya with questions. She was standing there, and she's basically told them everything. They were freaking out when they heard he’s “taken off,” sick and, according to her, delirious! “Oh my gosh, what happened to him?” Both were crying, both were worried sick for that hour and a half.
A shout of joy, like pure happiness, went up when Raskolnikov walked in. Both rushed to him. But he stood there like a statue; a sudden, awful feeling hit him like a lightning bolt. He didn’t lift his arms to hug them, he couldn’t. His mom and sister hugged him, kissed him, laughed and cried. He took a step, stumbled, and collapsed to the floor, passing out.
Panic, cries of horror, moans… Razumihin, who was standing in the doorway, bolted into the room, scooped up the sick guy in his strong arms, and in a second, had him on the couch.
“It’s nothing, seriously!” he said to his mom and sister—"just a faint, a tiny thing! Just now the doctor said he was much better, that he's perfectly fine! Water! See, he’s coming around, he’s okay again!”
And grabbing Dounia by the arm, almost pulling her arm out of its socket, he made her lean in to see that “he’s all right again.” His mom and sister looked at him with so much emotion and gratitude, like he was their savior. They’d already heard from Nastasya everything that had been done for Rodya during his illness, by this “really good young guy,” as Pulcheria Alexandrovna Raskolnikov called him that evening while talking to Dounia.
Chapter 1

Raskolnikov got up and plopped down on the sofa. He weakly waved his hand at Razumihin, trying to shut down the stream of warm, rambling comfort he was giving his mom and sister. He grabbed both of their hands and just stared at them for a minute, not saying anything. His mom looked worried; his face showed a really intense, almost crazy emotion. Pulcheria Alexandrovna started crying.
Avdotya Romanovna was pale, and her hand was shaking in his.
“Go home... with him,” he said in a shaky voice, nodding at Razumihin, “good-bye till tomorrow; tomorrow everything... How long have you been here?”
“This evening, Rodya,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna answered, “the train was seriously late. But, Rodya, I’m not leaving you now! I’m spending the night here, close to you…”
“Don’t torture me!” he snapped with a frustrated gesture.
“I’m staying with him,” Razumihin declared, “I’m not leaving him for a second. Forget about all the visitors! My uncle’s running things there.”
“How can I ever thank you!” Pulcheria Alexandrovna started to say, squeezing Razumihin’s hands again, but Raskolnikov cut her off.
“I can’t have it! I can’t have it!” he repeated, irritated, “don’t stress me out! Enough, go away... I can’t handle it!”
“Come on, Mom, come out of the room for a minute at least,” Dounia whispered, clearly upset; “we’re upsetting him, it’s obvious.”
“Can’t I just look at him after three years?” Pulcheria Alexandrovna sobbed.
“Wait,” he stopped them again, “you guys keep interrupting, and my thoughts are all messed up.... Have you heard from Luzhin?”
“No, Rodya, but he already knows we’re here. We heard that Pyotr Petrovitch was so nice as to visit you today,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna added somewhat timidly.
“Yeah... he was so nice... Dounia, I told Luzhin I’d throw him downstairs and tell him to go to hell...”
“Rodya, what are you saying! Do you really mean that...?” Pulcheria Alexandrovna started, worried, but she stopped, looking at Dounia.
Avdotya Romanovna was watching her brother closely, waiting to hear what he's going to say next. They’d both heard about the fight from Nastasya, as much as she’d been able to understand and report it, and were really confused and anxious.
“Dounia,” Raskolnikov continued with a visible effort, “I don’t want that marriage, so tomorrow you absolutely have to refuse Luzhin, so we never hear his name again.”
“Good heavens!” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna.
“Brother, think about what you’re saying!” Avdotya Romanovna began urgently, but then stopped herself. “You’ll probably tired; you'll probably not able to talk right now,” she added gently.
“You think I’m crazy? No... You’re marrying Luzhin for my sake. But I won’t let you make that sacrifice. And so write a letter tomorrow, refusing him... Let me read it in the morning, and that’s the end of it!”
“I can’t do that!” the girl protested, offended, “what gives you the right...”
“Dounia, you’re being hasty too, be quiet, tomorrow... don’t you see…” the mother interjected, distressed. “Better come away!”
“He’s lost it,” Razumihin slurred, tipsy, “or how would he dare! Tomorrow all this craziness will be over... today he definitely drove him off. That's for sure. And Luzhin got angry, too.... He was trying to show off his smarts here and then he left looking defeated...”
“So it’s true?” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna.
“Good-bye till tomorrow, brother,” said Dounia compassionately—“let’s go, Mom... Good-bye, Rodya.”
“Do you hear, sister,” he repeated after them, making one last effort, “I’m not crazy; this marriage is—a disgrace. Let me act like a loser, but you mustn’t... one is enough... and even though I’m a loser, I wouldn’t own a sister like you. It’s me or Luzhin! Go now…”
 “You’re totally losing it! Like, a total dictator!” Razumihin yelled, but Raskolnikov didn’t—and probably couldn’t—answer. He flopped onto the couch and turned away, completely drained. Avdotya Romanovna watched Razumihin with interest; her dark eyes flashed, and Razumihin practically jumped at her look.
Pulcheria Alexandrovna stood there, totally overwhelmed.
“There’s no way I’m going,” she whispered desperately to Razumihin. “I’m staying here… I’ll get Dounia home safe.”
“You’re gonna mess everything up,” Razumihin answered in the same whisper, losing his patience—"just come out on the stairs, for real. Nastasya, give us some light! Seriously,” he went on, almost muttering on the stairs—"he was practically beating the doctor and me this afternoon! Get it? Even the doctor gave up and left to not make things worse. I stayed downstairs, keeping an eye on him, but he got dressed and slipped off. And he’s gonna do it again if you bug him, tonight, and he’s gonna hurt himself....”
“What are you saying?”
“And Avdotya Romanovna absolutely can’t be left in those rooms without you. Just think where you’re staying! That jerk Pyotr Petrovitch couldn’t find you better digs… But you know I’ve had a few drinks, and that’s why I’m… ranting; don’t mind it...."
“But I’ll go talk to the landlady here,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna insisted, “I’ll beg her to find some place for Dounia and me for the night. I can’t leave him like that, I can’t!”
This conversation happened on the landing, right outside the landlady’s door. Nastasya lit them from the step below. Razumihin was super hyped up. Half an hour earlier, while he was bringing Raskolnikov home, he's definitely talked too much, but he knew it, and his head was clear, even after all the drinks he’s had. Now he was almost ecstatic, and everything he’s drunk felt like it was rushing to his head. He stood with the two ladies, grabbing both by their hands, persuading them, and giving them reasons with blunt honesty, and practically squeezed their hands like a vise with almost every word. He stared at Avdotya Romanovna without a thought for manners. They sometimes pulled their hands away, but he didn’t even notice what was wrong, and just pulled them closer. If they’d told him to jump off the staircase, he would’ve done it without hesitation, just to help them. Though Pulcheria Alexandrovna thought the young man was a bit too weird and pinched her hand too much, she was so worried about Rodya that she saw his presence as a good thing, and didn’t want to notice all his quirks. But even though Avdotya Romanovna shared her worry, and wasn't easily scared, she couldn’t help but stare at the intense light in his eyes with wonder and almost alarm. It was only the trust inspired by Nastasya’s story about her brother’s strange friend that stopped her from trying to run away and convincing her mother to do the same. She realized, too, that running away was probably impossible now. Ten minutes later, though, she felt a lot better; it was just like Razumihin to show his true colors right away, no matter what mood he was in, so people quickly figured out what kind of guy they were dealing with.
 “You seriously can’t go to the landlady, that’s totally crazy!” he exclaimed. “But if you stay, even though he’s your son, you’ll freak him out, and then who knows what's gonna happen! Listen, here’s what I’ll do: Nastasya will hang out with him now, and I’ll walk you both home; you can’t be wandering around alone, Petersburg is a seriously sketchy place at night…. But whatever! I’ll sprint right back here in like, fifteen minutes, I swear, and I’ll tell you how he’s doing, if he’s asleep, all that. Then, listen! Then I’ll zoom home—I've got a bunch of friends there, all hammered—I’ll grab Zossimov—he’s the doctor looking after him, he's there too, but he's not drunk; seriously, he never gets drunk! I’ll practically drag him to Rodya, and then to you, so you get two reports in one hour—from the doctor, you know, a real doctor, not just my word! If something’s wrong, I swear I’ll bring you right here, but if it’s okay, you just go to bed. And I’ll crash here tonight, in the hallway, he won’t even hear me, and I’ll tell Zossimov to sleep at the landlady’s, just in case. Which is better for him: you or the doctor? So go home then! But the landlady is a no-go; it's fine for me, but not for you; she wouldn’s take you, because she’s… she’s kind of a space—she’d be jealous of Avdotya Romanovna and of you, too, if you want to know… especially Avdotya Romanovna. She’s a completely unpredictable character! But I’m a fool, too!… Never mind! Come on! Do you trust me? Seriously, do you trust me or not?”
“Let’s go, Mom,” said Avdotya Romanovna, “he’s gonna do what he promised. He already saved Rodya, and if the doctor agrees to spend the night here, what could be better?”
“You see, you… you… get me, because you’re an angel!” Razumihin cried excitedly, “let’s go! Nastasya! Head upstairs and sit with him, bring a light; I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”
Even though Pulcheria Alexandrovna wasn’t totally convinced, she didn’t argue. Razumihin gave an arm to each of them and led them down the stairs. He still made her nervous, like he was capable and well-meaning—but was he really able to keep his promise? He seemed kinda out of it….
“Oh, I see you think I’m out of it!” Razumihin interrupted her thoughts, guessing what she was thinking as he strolled along the sidewalk with huge steps, so the two ladies could barely keep up, a fact he didn't notice. “Seriously? That’s… I’m drunk, yeah, but it's not from booze; it’s seeing you that’s messed with my head… But don’t worry about it! Don’t even pay attention; I’m rambling, I’m not worthy of you…. I’m totally unworthy of you! Once I get you home, I’ll just dump a couple of buckets of water over my head in the gutter here, and then I’ll be good…. If only you knew how much I love you both! Don’t laugh, and don’t be mad! You can be mad at anyone, but not at me! I’m his friend, and so I’m your friend, too, I want to be… I had a feeling… Last year there was a moment… though it wasn’t really a feeling, like you just fell from heaven. And I don’t think I’ll sleep all night… Zossimov was worried a while back that he might go crazy… that’s why he shouldn’t get stressed.”
“What did you say?” cried the mother.
“Did the doctor really say that?” asked Avdotya Romanovna, looking worried.
 “Yeah, but that’s not how it is, not even close. He gave him some medicine, a powder—I saw it—and then you showing up here… Ugh! It would’ve been way better if you’d come tomorrow. It’s a good thing we left. And in about an hour, Zossimov himself will fill you in on everything. He’s not wasted! And I’m not gonna be wasted either… And what made me get so messed up? Because they dragged me into an argument, seriously! I’m done arguing, I swear. They talk such garbage! I almost threw down! I left my uncle in charge. Can you believe it? They’re all about no individuality—that's what they’re into! Not being themselves, being as different from themselves as possible. That's what they think is progress. If only their nonsense was their own, but it’s not…”
“Listen!” Pulcheria Alexandrovna interrupted nervously, but it just made things worse.
“What do you think?” Razumihin shouted, louder than ever, “you think I’m attacking them for talking nonsense? Not a bit! I love it when they talk nonsense. That’s what makes us human! Through mistakes, you find the truth! I’m a man because I mess up! You don't find any truth without making, like, fourteen mistakes, maybe even a hundred and fourteen. And that's kinda cool, too. But we can’t even make our own mistakes! Talk nonsense, but talk your nonsense, and I'll kiss you for it. Messing up on your own is better than getting it right someone else’s way. The first way, you’re a person; the second, you’re just a robot. Truth won’t hide from you, but life can get super cramped. There are examples. And what are we doing now? In science, development, thinking, inventing, goals, freedom, judgment, experience, everything, everything, everything—we’re still in elementary school. We’re living off other people’s ideas; it’s what we’re used to! Am I right, am I right?” cried Razumihin, grabbing and shaking the ladies’ hands.
“Oh my gosh, I don’t know,” cried poor Pulcheria Alexandrovna.
“Yeah, yeah... though I don’t agree with you on everything,” added Avdotya Romanovna seriously, and then she gasped because he squeezed her hand so hard.
“Yeah, you’re saying yes… well after that you… you…” he cried, totally losing it, “you’re a fountain of goodness, purity, sense… and perfection. Give me your hand… you give me yours, too! I want to kiss your hands right now, on my knees…” and he dropped to his knees on the sidewalk, luckily deserted at that moment.
“Stop it, please, what are you doing?” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna, totally freaked out.
“Get up, get up!” said Dounia laughing, though she was also upset.
“Not for anything until I kiss your hands! That's it! Enough! I’ll get up, and we’ll go! I’m a total loser, I’m unworthy of you, and I’m drunk… and I’m embarrassed. I’m not worthy to love you, but to show you respect is the duty of every person who isn't a complete animal! And I've done that… Here are your apartments, and for that alone Rodya was right to kick your Pyotr Petrovitch out… How dare he! How dare he put you in such a place! It’s a disgrace! Do you know the kind of people they let in here? And you’re his fiancée! You're engaged? Yes? Well, then, let me tell you, your fiancé is a jerk.”
“Excuse me, Mr. Razumihin, you’re forgetting…” Pulcheria Alexandrovna began.
 “Seriously, yeah, I messed up, I’m totally embarrassed,” Razumihin rushed to apologize. “But… but you can’t be mad at me for being real! I’m just being honest, not because… um, um! That would be lame; not because I'm… okay, never mind why, I can’t even say. But we all saw today when he showed up that dude is not one of us. Not because he got his hair styled, not because he was trying so hard to be funny, but because he’s a spy, a hustler, a cheapskate, and a clown. It's obvious. You think he’s smart? Nope, he's a total goofball. And is he a match for you? No way! Do you hear me, ladies?” he suddenly stopped on the stairs to their rooms, “Even though all my friends are wasted, they’re all good people. And yeah, we talk a lot of junk, and I do too, but we'll figure things out eventually, because we’re on the right track, while Pyotr Petrovitch… isn't. Even though I'm throwing shade right now, I respect them all… except Zametov, I kinda like him, he's just a puppy, and Zossimov, that bull, because he’s an honest dude and knows what he’s doing. But enough, it’s all said and done. Is it forgiven? Cool, let’s go. I know this hallway, there was a huge drama here at Number 3… Where are you guys? What number? Eight? Okay, lock up for the night. Don't let anyone in. I’m back with news in fifteen minutes, and Zossimov’s with me in half an hour, you’ll see! Later, I’m outta here!”
“Oh my gosh, Dounia, what's going to happen?” Pulcheria Alexandrovna said to her daughter, really worried and freaked out.
“Don’t stress, Mom,” Dounia said, taking off her hat and coat. “God sent this guy to help us, even though he just came from a party. We can count on him, I promise. And everything he’s done for Rodya…”
“Ugh. Mom, what if he doesn’t even come? How could I leave Rodya?... And it was supposed to be so different, our meeting! He was so grumpy, like he didn't even want to see us…”
Tears welled up in her eyes.
“No, that's not it, Mom. You didn’t see, you were crying the whole time. He’s totally off his game because of being sick—that’s why.”
“Oh, that sickness! What’s going to happen, what’s going to happen? And how he talked to you, Dounia!” her mother said, looking at her daughter nervously, trying to read her thoughts, and already feeling a little better because Dounia was sticking up for her brother, which meant she’s already forgiven him. “I’m sure he’ll feel differently tomorrow,” she added, probing further.
“And I’m sure he’ll say the same thing tomorrow… about that,” Avdotya Romanovna said finally. And, of course, there was no getting around that, because that was a topic Pulcheria Alexandrovna was afraid to even bring up. Dounia went over and kissed her mother. The latter warmly hugged her without saying a word. Then she sat down to wait anxiously for Razumihin’s return, nervously watching her daughter who paced the room with her arms crossed, lost in thought. This pacing when she was thinking was a habit of Avdotya Romanovna’s, and her mother was always worried about interrupting her daughter’s mood at those moments.
 Razumihin, honestly, was being ridiculous with his sudden, drunken crush on Avdotya Romanovna. But aside from his weird behavior, a lot of people would have understood if they’d seen her, especially at that moment when she was pacing back and forth with her arms crossed, deep in thought and kind of bummed out. Avdotya Romanovna was seriously good-looking; she was tall, really well-proportioned, strong, and totally self-reliant—you could see it in every move she made, but it didn't take away from her grace and softness. Her face was a little like her brother's, but she was genuinely beautiful. Her hair was dark brown, a bit lighter than his; there was a proud spark in her almost-black eyes, but also a look of incredible kindness. She was pale, but it was a healthy kind of pale; her face glowed with freshness and energy. Her mouth was smallish; her bottom lip jutted out a little, and so did her chin—it was the only flaw in her gorgeous face, but it gave her a uniquely individual and almost bossy expression. Her face was usually serious and thoughtful, not bubbly; but wow, how well smiles, how well youthful, lighthearted, carefree laughter suited her! It was totally natural that a big, warm, open-hearted, honest, genuine guy like Razumihin, who’s never seen anyone like her and wasn’t exactly sober, would lose his mind instantly. Plus, by chance, he saw Dounia looking amazing because of her love for her brother and her happiness at seeing him. Then he saw her bottom lip tremble with anger at her brother’s rude, cruel, and ungrateful words—and his fate was sealed.
He’s also been telling the truth when he blurted out while drunk on the stairs that Praskovya Pavlovna, Raskolnikov’s quirky landlady, would be jealous of Pulcheria Alexandrovna and Avdotya Romanovna too. Even though Pulcheria Alexandrovna was forty-three, her face still showed hints of her former beauty; she looked way younger than she was, which is usually the case with women who keep their spirits calm, are sensitive, and have a genuinely kind heart as they get older. Parenthetically, keeping all that is the only way to stay beautiful as you age. Her hair had started to turn gray and thin, there had been wrinkles around her eyes for a while, and her cheeks were hollow from worry and grief, but she still had a handsome face. She was like Dounia, just twenty years older, but without the jutting lower lip. Pulcheria Alexandrovna was emotional, but not overly sentimental; timid and yielding, but only to a certain point. She could give in and accept a lot, even things that went against her beliefs, but there was a line drawn by honesty, principles, and her deepest convictions that nothing would make her cross.
Exactly twenty minutes after Razumihin left, there were two quiet but hurried knocks at the door: he was back.
“I don’t have time to come in,” he hurried to say when the door opened. “He’s sleeping like a log, soundly, quietly, and God grant he sleeps for ten hours. Nastasya’s with him; I told her not to leave until I got back. Now I’m getting Zossimov, he’s going to tell you everything, and then you should go to bed; I can see you’re too tired to do anything...."
And he bolted down the hallway.
“What a really capable and… devoted young man!” Pulcheria Alexandrovna said, totally delighted.
“He seems like a great guy!” Avdotya Romanovna replied, warming up a little, and started pacing again.
 It was almost an hour later when they heard footsteps in the hallway and another knock at the door. Both women waited this time, totally relying on Razumihin’s promise; he’s actually managed to get Zossimov there. Zossimov had agreed right away to ditch the party to head over to Raskolnikov’s, but he came reluctantly and with a lot of suspicion about seeing the ladies, not trusting Razumihin, who was totally hyped up. But his ego got a boost instantly; he realized they were really counting on him like a guru. He stayed for just ten minutes and totally convinced and calmed Pulcheria Alexandrovna down. He spoke with a lot of sympathy, but with the serious and professional vibe of a young doctor at a big consultation. He didn’t say a word about anything else and didn’t seem interested in getting personal with the two ladies. Noticing Avdotya Romanovna’s dazzling beauty when he first walked in, he tried not to even look at her during the visit and only talked to Pulcheria Alexandrovna. All of this gave him a major ego boost. He said that he thought the patient was doing really well at the moment. According to his observations, the patient’s illness was partly because of his bad living situation over the last few months, but it also had a moral cause, “like, a product of a bunch of different things – material issues, stress, worries, certain ideas... and stuff.” Noticing that Avdotya Romanovna was paying close attention to his words, Zossimov went on and on about this. When Pulcheria Alexandrovna nervously and cautiously asked if there was “any chance of insanity,” he replied with a calm and honest smile that his words had been exaggerated; that for sure the patient had some fixed idea, something close to an obsession – he, Zossimov, was now studying this fascinating area of medicine – but that they needed to remember that until today the patient had been delirious and… and that hopefully his family’s presence would help him recover and take his mind off things, “if only we can avoid any new shocks,” he added meaningfully. Then he got up, said goodbye with an impressive and friendly bow, while blessings, warm thanks, and pleas were showered upon him, and Avdotya Romanovna spontaneously offered her hand. He left feeling really good about the visit and even better about himself.
“We’ll talk tomorrow; go to bed now!” Razumihin said in conclusion, following Zossimov out. “I’ll be there tomorrow morning as early as possible with my report.”
“That’s a cute girl, Avdotya Romanovna,” remarked Zossimov, almost drooling as they both came out into the street.
“Cute? You said cute?” Razumihin roared and he jumped at Zossimov and grabbed him by the throat. “You ever dare… Do you get it? Do you get it?” he shouted, shaking him by the collar and squeezing him against the wall. “Do you hear me?”
“Let me go, you drunk!” said Zossimov, struggling and when he let him go, he stared at him and burst out laughing. Razumihin stood facing him, looking gloomy and serious.
“Of course, I’m an idiot,” he muttered, looking as dark as a storm cloud, “but still… so are you.”
“No, brother, not really. I’m not dreaming up any crazy schemes.”
They walked along in silence and only when they were close to Raskolnikov’s place, Razumihin broke the silence, looking really worried.
 “Listen,” he said, “you’re a great guy, but you’re also a bit of a mess, and I know it. You’re unreliable, and honestly, kind of a slob. You're weak, jumpy, and totally ruled by your impulses. You’re getting lazy and can’t resist anything—and I call that dirty because it leads you straight into trouble. You’ve let yourself go so much, I don’t know how you’re still a good, even a dedicated doctor. You—a doctor—sleep on a super comfy bed and get up at night for your patients! In a few years, you won't even get up for your patients... But forget it, that's not the point! You’re spending tonight in the landlady’s apartment here. (I had to work hard to convince her!) And I’ll be in the kitchen. So, here’s your chance to get to know her better…. It’s not what you think! There’s absolutely nothing like that, seriously…!”
“But I’m not thinking!”
“See? You’re modest, quiet, shy—a real virtue! But she’s sighing and practically melting, like wax! Save me from her, I swear! She’s seriously cute… I’ll repay you, I’ll do anything.”
Zossimov laughed harder than ever.
“Well, you’re smitten! But what am I supposed to do with her?”
“It won’t be a big deal, I promise. Just talk to her, anything you want, as long as you sit next to her and chat. You’re a doctor, too; try diagnosing her with something. I swear you won’t regret it. She has a piano, and you know, I can strum a little. I have this song, a real Russian one: ‘I’m crying my eyes out.’ She loves the real deal—and well, it all started with that song. Now you’re a regular performer, a star, a Rubinstein… I promise, you won’t regret it!”
“But have you made any promises? Something official? A marriage proposal, maybe?”
“Nothing, nothing, absolutely nothing like that! Besides, she’s not that type… Tchebarov tried that.”
“Then ditch her!”
“But I can’t just ditch her like that!”
“Why not?”
“Well, I just can’t! There’s a connection here, brother.”
“Then why did you charm her?”
“I didn’t charm her; maybe I was charmed myself in my craziness. But she won’t care who it is, as long as someone sits beside her and sighs… I can’t explain the situation, brother… look, you’re good at math, and you’re working on it now… start teaching her calculus; I’m serious, I’m not kidding, it’s the same to her. She’ll look at you and sigh for a whole year. I talked to her for two whole days about the Prussian parliament (you gotta talk about something)—she just sighed and got all sweaty! And don’t talk about love—she’s shy to the point of being hysterical—but just let her see you can’t stay away—that’s enough. It’s super comfy; you’re totally at home, you can read, sit, lie around, write. You might even risk a kiss, if you’re careful.”
“But why would I want her?”
 “Ugh, I can’t make you get it! Seriously, you guys are totally meant to be! I’m always thinking about you two!... You’ll figure it out eventually! Does it even matter when, right? There's a serious comfort zone thing happening here, bro—ugh! And it’s not just that! This is like, the ultimate safe space—a chill spot, a cozy hideaway, the center of everything, the core of the universe, the foundation of the world, the best pancakes ever, seriously good fish pies, a relaxing evening with tea, soft sighs, warm blankets, and a radiator to snuggle up to—like you’re practically asleep, but you’re still awake—you’re getting the best of both worlds! Okay, whatever, bro, I'm rambling, it's bedtime! Listen. Sometimes I wake up in the middle of the night, so I’ll just go peek at him. But it’s all good. Don’t stress, though, you could totally check in, too. But if you see anything weird—like, if he’s out of it or has a fever—wake me up, ASAP. But he’s totally fine…. ”
Chapter 2

Razumihin woke up next morning around eight, feeling totally stressed and serious. He was dealing with a bunch of unexpected problems. He never thought he’s ever feel like that. He remembered everything from the day before and knew something totally new had happened—he’s had an impression unlike anything he’s ever known. At the same time, he realized the dream that had excited him was completely impossible—so impossible that he felt embarrassed about it, and quickly moved on to the more practical worries left by "that awful yesterday."
The worst thing he remembered was how he’d acted like a jerk, not just because he was drunk, but because he’d taken advantage of the young woman’s situation to trash her fiancé out of stupid jealousy, without knowing anything about their relationship or even about the guy himself. And what gave him the right to criticize him like that? Who even asked for his opinion? Could anyone believe that someone like Avdotya Romanovna would marry a loser for money? So there had to be something to him. The apartment? But how could he even know the quality of the apartment? He was setting up a place... Seriously? How pathetic! And what was with the excuse that he was drunk? That was just a worse look! “In wine there is truth,” and the truth had all come out—"all the uncleanness of his rough and jealous heart"! And would a dream like that ever be possible for him, Razumihin? What was he next to such a girl—he, the drunk, loudmouth braggart from last night? Was it even possible to imagine such a ridiculous and cynical comparison? Razumihin’s face burned just thinking about it, and then he remembered what he'd said on the stairs last night about the landlady being jealous of Avdotya Romanovna... that was completely unacceptable. He slammed his fist down hard on the kitchen stove, hurt his hand, and sent a brick flying.
“Of course,” he muttered to himself a minute later, feeling totally ashamed, “of course, all these messes can’t be erased or smoothed over... and so it’s pointless even to think about it, and I have to go to them quietly and do my duty... quietly, too... and not ask for forgiveness, and say nothing... because it’s all lost now!”
But as he got dressed, he checked his clothes more carefully than usual. He didn’t have another suit—if he had, maybe he wouldn't have worn this one. “He would’ve made a point of not wearing it.” But either way, he couldn't stay a cynic and a sloppy mess; he had no right to offend other people's feelings, especially when they needed his help and were asking him to see them. He brushed his clothes carefully. His underwear was always decent; he was especially clean in that area.
He washed up really well that morning—he got some soap from Nastasya—he washed his hair, his neck, and especially his hands. When it came to shaving his five o’clock shadow or not (Praskovya Pavlovna had some seriously sharp razors left by her late husband), the answer came back angrily in the negative. “Let it stay! What if they think I shaved on purpose to...? They definitely would think so! Not a chance!”
 “And… seriously, the worst part was he was so rough, so… gross. He acted like he’d just rolled out of a dive bar; and… and even if he admitted he knew some basics of being a decent guy… what was there to be proud of? Everyone should be a gentleman, and way more than that… and still (he remembered) he, too, had done some shady stuff… not exactly dishonest, but still… And the thoughts he sometimes had! Ugh… forget it! So be it! Fine, he’d be a total slob, greasy and acting like a dive bar regular, and he wouldn’t even care! He’d be even worse!”
He was lost in one of those monologues when Zossimov, who’s spent the night in Praskovya Pavlovna’s room, came in.
He was heading home and wanted to check on the invalid ASAP. Razumihin told him Raskolnikov was sleeping like a log. Zossimov said not to wake him and promised to swing by around eleven.
“If he’s still around,” he added. “Seriously, how are you supposed to cure someone if you can’t even control them? Do you know if he's going to see them, or if they’re coming here?”
“They’re coming, I think,” said Razumihin, figuring out what he was asking. “They’ll probably hash out some family stuff. I’m outta here. You, as the doctor, have more reason to be here than I do.”
“But I’m not a therapist; I’m popping in and out; I’ve got a ton of stuff to do besides babysitting them.”
“One thing’s bugging me,” Razumihin said, frowning. “On the way home, I was slurring my words and rambling… saying all sorts of things… and I even mentioned that you were worried he… might lose it.”
“You told the ladies that too.”
“I know it was dumb! You can yell at me if you want! Did you really think that?”
“That’s ridiculous, how could I think that seriously? You yourself described him as a weirdo when you brought me to see him… and we just added fuel to the fire yesterday, you know, with your story about the painter; it was a wild conversation, especially since he was, like, totally fixated on that point! If only I’d known what happened then at the police station and that some jerk… had insulted him with that suspicion! Ugh… I wouldn’t have let that conversation happen yesterday. These weirdos will blow things way out of proportion… and see their fantasies as solid reality. As far as I can remember, it was Zametov’s story that cleared up half the mystery, in my opinion. Seriously, I know one case where a hypochondriac, a guy who was forty, cut the throat of a little boy of eight, because he couldn’t stand the jokes he made at the dinner table! And in this case, his worn-out clothes, that rude cop, the fever, and this suspicion! It all piled on a guy who was already half-crazy with hypochondria, and with his sick, inflated ego! That might have been the starting point of the illness. Whatever… And, by the way, Zametov’s a good guy, but ugh… he shouldn’t have spilled all that last night. He’s a total chatterbox!”
“But who did he tell it to? You and me?”
“And Porfiry.”
“So what?”
“And, by the way, do you have any influence over them, his mom and sister? Tell them to be extra careful with him today…”
“They’ll be fine!” Razumihin answered reluctantly.
“Why is he so against this Luzhin? He’s got money, and she doesn’t seem to hate him… and they’re broke, right?”
“But what’s it any of your business?” Razumihin snapped, annoyed. “How would you even know if they have a penny? Ask them yourself and maybe you’ll find out…”
“Seriously? You’re such an idiot sometimes! Last night’s wine hasn’t worn off yet… Goodbye; tell Praskovya Pavlovna thanks for letting me crash. She locked herself in, didn’t even reply to my ‘hello’ through the door; she was up at seven, the samovar was brought to her from the kitchen. I didn’t even get a personal interview…”
 It was exactly nine o’clock when Razumihin showed up at Bakaleyev’s place. Both ladies were waiting for him, super nervous. They'd been up since seven, or even earlier. He walked in looking totally drained, bowed awkwardly, and immediately felt embarrassed about it. He hadn’t expected this: Pulcheria Alexandrovna practically leaped at him, grabbing his hands and almost kissing them. He glanced shyly at Avdotya Romanovna, but her usually proud face had this look of gratitude and friendliness, total respect (instead of the sneering and obvious contempt he's braced himself for). It threw him way off, like he’s been ambushed. Luckily, they had something to talk about, and he jumped at the chance.
Hearing that things were okay and Rodya was still asleep, Pulcheria Alexandrovna said she was glad, because “there was something she really, really needed to talk over first.” Then came the breakfast questions and an invitation to eat with them – they’d held off until he got there. Avdotya Romanovna rang the bell; a ragged, dirty waiter answered, and they asked him to bring tea, but it arrived in such a mess that the ladies were mortified. Razumihin started to go after the place, but then remembered Luzhin and stopped, feeling awkward. He was relieved by Pulcheria Alexandrovna’s questions, which just kept coming.
He talked for almost an hour, constantly being interrupted by their questions, and managed to explain all the most important things he knew about Raskolnikov’s last year, finishing with a detailed account of his illness. He left out a bunch of stuff, though—the stuff that was better left unsaid, like the scene at the police station and all the fallout. They listened intently to his story, and when he thought he was done and had satisfied them, they thought he’s barely started.
“Tell me, tell me! What do you think…?” Pulcheria Alexandrovna interjected, a little breathless. “I still don’t even know your name!”
“Dmitri Prokofitch.”
“I’m dying to know, Dmitri Prokofitch… what he looks like these days… what he’s into, you know? How can I explain… what he likes and dislikes? Is he always so cranky? Tell me, if you can, what his hopes are… his dreams, so to speak? What’s influencing him now? Basically, I’m really curious…”
“Mom, how can he answer all that at once?” Dounia chimed in.
“Oh my gosh, I didn’t expect him to be like this at all, Dmitri Prokofitch!”
“Naturally,” Razumihin replied. “I don’t have a mom, but my uncle visits every year and almost every time he barely recognizes me, even though he’s smart; and three years apart is a long time. What am I supposed to tell you? I’ve known Rodion for a year and a half; he’s moody, gloomy, proud, and arrogant. Lately—and maybe for a while before—he’s been suspicious and spacey. He's got a good heart, a noble spirit. He doesn't like showing his feelings and would rather do something harsh than open up. Sometimes, though, he's not at all weird, just cold and totally detached; it’s like he’s got two completely different personalities. Sometimes he’s super closed off! He says he’s too busy that everything is a distraction, and yet he just lies in bed doing nothing. He doesn't make fun of things, not because he's not witty, but as if he doesn't have time to waste on silly stuff. He never really listens to what people say. He’s never interested in what other people are into at any given moment. He thinks pretty highly of himself, and maybe he’s right. Well, what else? I think your arrival will be really good for him.”
 “I really hope so,” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna, worried by Razumihin’s story about her Rodya.
And Razumihin finally dared to look at Avdotya Romanovna. He kept glancing at her while he talked, but just for a second, then quickly looking away. Avdotya Romanovna sat at the table, listening carefully, then got up and started pacing back and forth with her arms crossed and her lips pressed together. She’d occasionally ask a question, but kept moving. She had this habit of not really listening. She was wearing a thin, dark dress and a white, sheer scarf around her neck. Razumihin quickly noticed how broke they were. Even if Avdotya Romanovna was dressed like a queen, he thought he wouldn’t be scared of her. But because she was dressed so poorly, and he saw all the misery around them, his heart filled with dread, and he started to worry about every word he said and every move he made—which was tough for someone who already felt awkward.
“You’ve told us a lot about my brother’s personality... and you’re being fair. That’s good. I thought you were way too devoted to him,” observed Avdotya Romanovna with a smile. “I think you’re right that he needs someone to take care of him,” she added thoughtfully.
“I didn’t say that, but you’d probably be right, only…”
“What?”
“He doesn’t love anyone, and maybe he never will,” Razumihin declared firmly.
“You mean he’s not capable of love?”
“Do you know, Avdotya Romanovna, you’re totally like your brother in every way!” he blurted out suddenly, surprised by his own words. But then he remembered what he’d just said about her brother, and he turned as red as a lobster and felt super embarrassed. Avdotya Romanovna couldn’t help but laugh when she looked at him.
“You two might both be wrong about Rodya,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna remarked, a little annoyed. “I’m not talking about our current problem, Dounia. What Pyotr Petrovitch wrote in this letter and what you and I have thought might be wrong, but Dmitri Prokofitch, you can’t imagine how moody and, like, unpredictable he is. I could never depend on what he’d do, even when he was just fifteen. And I’m sure he could do something now that nobody else would ever think of doing… Well, for instance, do you know how a year and a half ago he freaked me out and gave me a shock that almost killed me, when he had the idea of marrying that girl—what was her name—his landlady’s daughter?”
“Did you hear about that?” asked Avdotya Romanovna.
“Do you think——” Pulcheria Alexandrovna continued warmly. “Do you think my tears, my begging, my illness, my possible death from grief, our poverty would have stopped him? No, he would have calmly ignored all the obstacles. And yet, it’s not like he doesn’t love us!”
“He’s never said a word about that to me,” Razumihin answered carefully. “But I did hear something from Praskovya Pavlovna herself, though she’s not really a gossip. And what I heard was pretty strange.”
“And what did you hear?” both the ladies asked at once.
“Well, nothing too crazy. I just learned that the marriage, which only fell through because the girl died, wasn’t really something Praskovya Pavlovna wanted. They say, too, the girl wasn’t pretty at all, actually, people said she was pretty ugly... and such an invalid... and weird. But she must have had some good qualities. She had to have some good qualities, or it’s totally inexplicable.... She didn’t have any money either, and he definitely wouldn’t have considered her money.... But it’s always hard to judge in those situations.”
“I’m sure she was a good girl,” Avdotya Romanovna said simply.
 “God, I’m sorry, I just felt happy when she died. I don’t even know who would have made the other more miserable—him to her or her to him,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna finished. Then she started cautiously asking him about what happened the day before with Luzhin, pausing and constantly looking at Dounia, who was clearly annoyed. That whole thing, more than anything else, really stressed her out, even freaked her out. Razumihin described it in detail again, but this time he added his own thoughts: he openly blamed Raskolnikov for intentionally insulting Pyotr Petrovitch, and he didn’t try to excuse him because of his illness.
“He planned it even before he got sick,” he added.
“I think so too,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna agreed, sounding really down. But she was super surprised to hear Razumihin speak so carefully, and even with a bit of respect, about Pyotr Petrovitch. Avdotya Romanovna noticed it too.
“So, that’s what you think of Pyotr Petrovitch?” Pulcheria Alexandrovna couldn’t resist asking.
“I can’t have any other opinion of your daughter’s future husband,” Razumihin answered firmly and warmly, “and I’m not saying it just to be polite, but… simply because Avdotya Romanovna chose to accept this guy. If I was so rude about him last night, it was because I was disgustingly drunk and… totally out of my mind, too; yeah, I lost it completely… and this morning I’m embarrassed about it.”
He blushed and stopped talking. Avdotya Romanovna’s face flushed, but she didn’t say anything. She hadn’t spoken a word since they started talking about Luzhin.
Without her support, Pulcheria Alexandrovna didn’t know what to do. Finally, stammering and constantly glancing at her daughter, she confessed that she was really worried about one thing.
“You see, Dmitri Prokofitch,” she began. “I’ll be totally honest with Dmitri Prokofitch, Dounia?”
“Of course, Mom,” said Avdotya Romanovna emphatically.
“Here’s the thing,” she started quickly, like talking about her problem lifted a weight off her. “Very early this morning we got a note from Pyotr Petrovitch, responding to our letter saying we’d arrived. He promised to meet us at the train station, you know; instead, he sent a servant to give us the address of these rooms and show us the way, and he sent a message that he’d be here himself this morning. But then this note came from him. You should read it yourself; there’s one thing in it that really worries me… you’ll see what it is soon, and… tell me what you honestly think, Dmitri Prokofitch! You know Rodya’s personality better than anyone, and nobody can give us better advice than you can. Dounia, I have to tell you, made up her mind right away, but I still don’t know what to do and I… I’ve been waiting for your opinion.”
Razumihin unfolded the note, which was dated the night before, and began to read.
 “Dear Madam Pulcheria Alexandrovna, I’d love to say I made it to the train station to meet you, but things came up—totally unexpected. I sent someone really reliable to handle it. Unfortunately, I won’t be able to see you tomorrow morning either, because of a Senate meeting that’s unavoidable. Plus, I don't want to crash your family time while you’re catching up with your son, Rodion Romanovitch, and his sister, Avdotya Romanovna. I’ll swing by your place sometime tomorrow evening, no later than eight o’clock. And please, seriously, I need Rodion Romanovitch not to be there when we talk—he basically disrespected me when I went to see him when he was sick yesterday. And honestly, I need to get some answers from you directly, and I want to hear it in your own words. If, against my wishes, I run into Rodion Romanovitch, I’m outta there—and then it's on you. I’m assuming that Rodion, who looked awful yesterday, magically bounced back a couple of hours later and might be coming over too. I got that feeling from seeing a drunk guy get hit by a car and die – he gave his daughter, who’s got a reputation, twenty-five rubles for the funeral, which was wild, considering how much effort you put in to scrape that money together. Anyway, sending my best to your amazing daughter, Avdotya Romanovna, and hoping you accept my sincere respect.
Your humble servant,
P. Luzhin.”
“What am I supposed to do now, Dmitri Prokofitch?” began Pulcheria Alexandrovna, near tears. “How can I ask Rodya not to come? Yesterday he was so insistent about us not seeing Pyotr Petrovitch, and now we’re being told not to receive Rodya! He’s going to show up on purpose if he knows, and… what’s going to happen then?”
“Do what Avdotya Romanovna decides,” Razumihin said calmly.
“Oh, dear me! She says… goodness knows what she’s thinking, she doesn’t explain anything! She says it’s absolutely essential that Rodya makes a point of being here at eight o’clock, and that they need to meet… I didn’t even want to show him the letter, but to keep him away with your help, somehow… because he’s so easily ticked off. Plus, I don’t get the whole thing about the drunk who died and his daughter, and how he could have given the daughter all the money… which…”
“Which cost you so much, Mom,” put in Avdotya Romanovna.
“He wasn’t himself yesterday,” Razumihin said thoughtfully. “If you only knew what he was up to at the restaurant yesterday – there was some sense to it though. He did mention a dead man and a girl as we were walking home last night, but I didn’t understand a word. Last night, I…”
“The best thing, Mom, is for us to go to him ourselves, and I promise you we’ll figure out what’s going on right away. Plus, it’s late—good heavens, it’s past ten!” she cried, looking at a gorgeous gold, jeweled watch hanging around her neck on a thin Venetian chain, which totally clashed with the rest of her outfit. “A gift from her fiancé,” thought Razumihin.
“We have to go, Dounia, we have to go,” her mother cried, flustered. “He’s going to think we’re still mad about yesterday, because we’ll be so late. Merciful heavens!”
 She said this while quickly grabbing her hat and coat. Dounia was doing the same. Razumihin noticed her gloves weren't just worn out—they had holes in them. But somehow, their obvious poverty gave the two women a special kind of dignity, the kind you see in people who know how to carry themselves, even when they don’t have much. Razumihin looked at Dounia with admiration and felt proud to be walking with her. “The queen who patched her stockings in prison,” he thought, “must have looked like a queen then, even more than she would at fancy parties and official events.”
“Oh my gosh!” exclaimed Pulcheria Alexandrovna. “I never thought I’d be scared to see my son, my sweet, darling Rodya! I’m worried, Dmitri Prokofitch,” she added, glancing at him nervously.
“Don’t worry, Mom,” said Dounia, kissing her. “Have faith in him.”
“Oh dear, I do have faith, but I haven’t slept all night,” the poor woman wailed.
They stepped out into the street.
“You know, Dounia, I dozed off a little this morning and I dreamed about Marfa Petrovna… she was all in white… she came up to me, took my hand, and shook her head at me, but so sternly, like she was blaming me…. Is that a good sign? Oh dear! You don’t know, Dmitri Prokofitch, that Marfa Petrovna’s passed away!”
“I didn’t know; who is Marfa Petrovna?”
“She died suddenly; and get this…”
“Afterwards, Mom,” put in Dounia. “He doesn’t know who Marfa Petrovna is.”
“Oh, you don’t know? And I was thinking you knew everything about us. Sorry, Dmitri Prokofitch, I don’t know what I’m thinking these past few days. I really see you as a lifesaver for us, so I just assumed you knew all about us. I think of you as family… Don’t be mad at me for saying that. Oh dear, what’s wrong with your right hand? Did you bump it?”
“Yeah, I got a bruise,” Razumihin mumbled, clearly thrilled.
“Sometimes I talk too much from the heart, and Dounia gets on my case… But, oh dear, what a tiny apartment he lives in! I wonder if he’s even awake? Do you think his landlady even considers that a room? You said he doesn’t show his feelings much, so maybe I’ll annoy him with my… quirks? Please advise me, Dmitri Prokofitch, how should I treat him? I’m totally frazzled, you know.”
“Don’t grill him too much about anything if you see him frown; don’t push him about his health; he doesn’t like that.”
“Oh, Dmitri Prokofitch, it’s so hard being a mom! But here are the stairs… What a creepy staircase!”
“Mom, you’re really pale, don’t stress yourself out, darling,” said Dounia, stroking her hair. Then, her eyes flashed, and she added, “He should be happy to see you, and you’re torturing yourself so much.”
“Wait, I’ll peek in and see if he’s awake.”
The ladies slowly followed Razumihin, who was leading the way. When they reached the landlady’s door on the fourth floor, they noticed it was cracked open a tiny bit and that two sharp, dark eyes were watching them from the shadows inside. When their eyes met, the door slammed shut so suddenly that Pulcheria Alexandrovna almost jumped.
Chapter 3

“He’s doing way better, seriously!” Zossimov cheered as they walked in.
He’s been there for about ten minutes, just chilling on the couch. Raskolnikov was across the room, fully dressed and actually clean and combed—the first time in ages. The place was packed, but Nastasya managed to squeeze in and listen.
Raskolnikov was definitely looking better than he had the day before, but he was still pale, totally drained, and gloomy. He looked like someone who’s been seriously hurt or gone through some crazy physical trauma. His eyebrows were furrowed, his lips tight, and his eyes looked feverish. He barely spoke, and when he did, it felt like a chore, and he couldn’t seem to stay still.
He just needed a sling or a bandage to really sell the whole “painful abscess or broken arm” vibe. His face lit up for a second when his mom and sister walked in, but it just made his suffering look even more intense than his usual listlessness. The brightness faded fast, but the look of pain lingered. Zossimov, checking out his patient like a young doctor excited to practice, didn't see any joy when his mom and sister arrived—just a kind of bitter, hidden determination to get through a couple more hours of torture. He realized later that almost every word of the conversation seemed to hit a nerve and make it worse. At the same time, he was impressed by how well he was controlling himself, considering how the day before he’d totally lost it, freaking out over the smallest things.
“Yeah, I can see I’m getting better,” Raskolnikov said, giving his mom and sister a quick hug that made Pulcheria Alexandrovna beam. “And I’m not saying that like I did yesterday,” he added, squeezing Razumihin’s hand in a friendly way.
“Seriously, I’m surprised at him today,” Zossimov started, totally stoked the ladies were there, because he hadn't been able to keep a conversation going with his patient for even ten minutes. “If he keeps this up for another three or four days, he’ll be back to normal, like he was a month ago, or two… or even three. This has been building for a while… huh? Come on, admit it, maybe it was partly your fault?” he asked with a tentative smile, still a little nervous about upsetting him.
“Maybe,” Raskolnikov replied, sounding a bit cold.
“I’d say your complete recovery really depends on you,” Zossimov continued, pumped up to be talking to him. “Now that we can actually chat, I need to stress how important it is to avoid the basic, you know, fundamental things that are making you feel so bad. If you do that, you’ll get better. If not, it’s just gonna keep getting worse. You know what those things are, right? You're smart, you must have noticed them yourself. I think the start of your problems was around the time you left university. You need something to do, a clear goal. I think that would be really helpful.”
“Yeah, yeah, you’re totally right… I’ll go back to the university, and everything will be smooth sailing…”
Zossimov, who had started giving advice partly to impress the ladies, was definitely confused when he saw a flash of mockery on Raskolnikov’s face. But it was gone in an instant. Pulcheria Alexandrovna immediately started thanking Zossimov, especially for visiting their place the night before.
“What? He saw you last night?” Raskolnikov asked, sounding surprised. “So you didn’t even sleep after your trip?”
 “Seriously, Rodya, that was just until two. Dounia and I never go to bed before two at home.”
“I don’t even know how to thank him,” Raskolnikov went on, suddenly frowning and looking down. “Aside from the money—sorry, gotta mention it (he glanced at Zossimov)—I really don’t know what I’m supposed to do to deserve such a big deal from you! I just don't get it... and... and... it's kind of stressing me out because I don’t understand it. I’m being totally honest.”
“Don’t sweat it,” Zossimov said, forcing a laugh. “Think of me as your first patient—we guys just starting out totally love our first patients, like they’re our little siblings, and some even fall for them. Plus, I'm not exactly overflowing with patients.”
“I’m not even bringing him up,” added Raskolnikov, nodding toward Razumihin, “even though he hasn’t done anything but insult and annoy me.”
“What is he even talking about? You’re all sentimental today, huh?” Razumihin shouted.
If he’d been paying attention, he would’ve noticed there wasn’t a trace of sentimentality in him, but something totally different. But Avdotya Romanovna noticed it. She was watching her brother intently and nervously.
“As for you, Mom, I can’t even bring it up,” he continued, as if reciting something he’s memorized. “It’s only today that I’m starting to realize how worried you must have been yesterday, waiting for me to come back.”
He suddenly held out his hand to his sister, smiling without a word. But in that smile, there was a flash of real, genuine feeling. Dounia caught it right away and squeezed his hand, totally relieved and grateful. It was the first time he’s talked to her since they had a fight the day before. Her face lit up with pure happiness seeing this clear, unspoken peace. “Yes, that’s what I love him for,” Razumihin mumbled, exaggerating as always, as he spun around in his chair. “He’s got these moves.”
“And he pulls it off so well,” his mom was thinking to herself. “Such generous impulses he has, and how simply, how delicately he ended all the misunderstanding with his sister—just by holding out his hand at the perfect moment and looking at her like that.... And what great eyes he has, and how handsome his whole face is! ... He’s even better looking than Dounia.... But, seriously, what is he wearing? He looks terrible! Even Vasya, the messenger boy at Afanasy Ivanitch’s shop, is better dressed! I could rush over and hug him, cry over him—but I’m scared.... Oh, dear, he’s so weird! He’s being nice, but I’m freaked out! Why am I scared? …"
“Oh, Rodya, you wouldn’t believe,” she began suddenly, eager to respond to his words to her, “how bummed Dounia and I were yesterday! Now that it’s all over and we’re happy again—I can tell you. Can you imagine, we practically ran here straight from the train to hug you and that woman—oh, here she is! Good morning, Nastasya! ... She told us right away that you were running a high fever and just bolted from the doctor while delirious, and they were searching for you in the streets. You have no idea how we felt! I couldn’t help thinking about the tragic end of Lieutenant Potanchikov, a friend of your dad’s—you don’t remember him, Rodya—who ran out in the same way with a high fever and fell into the well in the courtyard, and they couldn’t pull him out until the next day. Of course, we were exaggerating a bit. We were about to find Pyotr Petrovitch to ask for his help… because we were totally alone, completely alone,” she said sadly and stopped abruptly, suddenly remembering that it was still a little risky to talk about Pyotr Petrovitch, even though “we’re happy again.”
 “Yeah, yeah… Totally annoying,” Raskolnikov mumbled in reply, but he looked so distracted and wasn't really paying attention that Dounia stared at him, confused.
“Wait, what was I trying to say?” He tried to remember. “Oh, right. Mom, and you too, Dounia, please don’t think I didn’t want to come see you today and was waiting for you to come first.”
“What are you even saying, Rodya?” Pulcheria Alexandrovna asked, surprised.
“Is he answering us out of obligation?” Dounia wondered. “Is he trying to make up for things and asking for forgiveness like it’s some ritual or a lesson he has to learn?”
“I just woke up and wanted to come see you, but I was held up because I couldn’t find my clothes. I totally forgot yesterday to ask her… Nastasya… to wash the blood out. I just got dressed.”
“Blood! What blood?” Pulcheria Alexandrovna asked, worried.
“Oh, nothing—don’t freak out. I was wandering around yesterday, kind of out of it, and I ran into a guy who’s been hit by a car… a clerk…”
“Out of it? But you remember everything!” Razumihin interrupted.
“That’s true,” Raskolnikov answered carefully. “I remember everything, even the tiniest details, and yet… I can’t really explain why I did that, why I went there, or what I said.”
“That’s a pretty common thing,” Zossimov chimed in. “Sometimes people act in a really clever and sneaky way, but the reason behind the actions is messed up and depends on all sorts of weird feelings—it’s like you’re dreaming.”
“Maybe it’s a good thing people think I’m almost crazy,” Raskolnikov thought.
“People who are perfectly healthy act like that too,” Dounia observed, looking at Zossimov nervously.
“There’s definitely some truth in what you’re saying,” the doctor replied. “In that sense, we’re all a little bit crazy sometimes, but the really deranged are, well, even crazier. Gotta draw a line, you know? A truly normal person? They practically don't exist. Out of millions—maybe even hundreds of thousands—you’re lucky to find one.”
The word “crazy,” casually dropped by Zossimov while rambling about his favorite topic, made everyone frown.
Raskolnikov sat there, seemingly not paying attention, lost in thought with a strange smile on his pale lips. He was still thinking about something.
“So, what about the guy who got hit by the car? I interrupted you!” Razumihin cried, hurrying to finish his thought.
“What?” Raskolnikov seemed to snap back to reality. “Oh… I got splattered with blood helping to carry him to his place. By the way, Mom, I did something totally messed up yesterday. I was completely out of my mind. I gave away all the money you sent me… to his wife for the funeral. She’s a widow now, struggling with consumption, a poor thing… three little kids, starving… nothing in the house… there’s a daughter, too… you probably would have given it yourself if you’d seen them. But I didn’t have the right to do it, I admit, especially since I knew how much you needed the money yourself. You have to have the right to help people, or else… tough luck.” He laughed, “Right, Dounia?”
“No, that’s not right,” Dounia said firmly.
“Bah! You have ideals too,” he muttered, looking at her almost with hate, and smiling sarcastically. “I should have thought about that… Well, that’s good for you… and if you don’t cross the line, you’ll be unhappy… and if you do cross it, maybe you’ll be even more unhappy… But it’s all nonsense,” he added, annoyed at being carried away. “I just meant to say that I’m sorry, Mom,” he finished, quickly and abruptly.
“That’s enough, Rodya, I’m sure everything you do is really good,” his mother said, relieved.
“Don’t be so sure,” he answered, twisting his mouth into a smile.
 A silence hung in the air. There was a weird tension in everything – the conversation, the quiet, even the forgiveness. Everyone could feel it.
“It’s like they’re scared of me,” Raskolnikov thought, glancing at his mom and sister. Pulcheria Alexandrovna was definitely getting more nervous the longer she stayed quiet.
“But I missed them so much when they weren’t around,” flashed through his mind.
“You know, Rodya, Marfa Petrovna is dead,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna suddenly blurted out.
“What, Marfa Petrovna?”
“Oh my gosh—Marfa Petrovna Svidrigaïlov. I told you so much about her.”
“Oh… yeah, I remember… So she’s gone? Seriously?” he suddenly seemed to snap awake. “What did she die from?”
“You won’t believe it—totally out of the blue,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna answered quickly, encouraged by his interest. “The very day I was sending you that letter! Can you imagine, that awful guy seems to have caused her death. They say he beat her really badly.”
“Wow, were they on such bad terms?” he asked, looking at his sister.
“Not at all. Quite the opposite, actually. With her, he was always super patient, even considerate. For seven whole years of their marriage, he basically gave her everything, too much in some ways. Then, suddenly, he just lost it.”
“So, he couldn’t have been that bad if he held it together for seven years? You’re defending him, Dounia?”
“No way, he’s a terrible guy! I can’t imagine anyone worse!” Dounia answered, almost shuddering, frowning, and lost in thought.
“That happened in the morning,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna rushed on. “And right after that, she ordered the horses to be hitched up to go into town immediately after dinner. She always used to go into town in situations like that. She had a really good dinner, I heard…”
“After the beating?”
“That was just her… thing; and right after dinner, so she wouldn’t be late, she went to the bathhouse… You see, she was getting treatments with baths. They have a cold spring there, and she used to bathe in it regularly every day, and as soon as she got into the water, she had a stroke!”
“Figures,” said Zossimov.
“And did he beat her badly?”
“What does it even matter?” put in Dounia.
“Hmm… but I don’t know why you’re telling us all this gossip, Mom,” said Raskolnikov, annoyed, almost against his own will.
“Oh, my dear, I don’t know what else to talk about,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna blurted out.
“Seriously, are you all afraid of me?” he asked, forcing a smile.
“That’s definitely true,” said Dounia, looking directly and sternly at her brother. “Mom was crossing herself in terror as she came up the stairs.”
His face contorted.
“Ach, what are you saying, Dounia! Don’t be mad, please, Rodya…” Pulcheria Alexandrovna began, overwhelmed—“You see, on the train, I was dreaming the whole way about how we’d meet, how we’d talk everything over together… And I was so happy, I didn’t even notice the trip! But what am I saying? I’m happy now… just seeing you, Rodya….”
“Quiet, Mom,” he muttered, confused, not looking at her, but squeezing her hand. “We’ll have plenty of time to talk freely about everything!”
 As he said this, he suddenly felt totally lost and went pale. That awful feeling he’s been having lately washed over him again, sending a shiver down his spine. It hit him hard—he’s just told a huge lie, and he's never going to be able to talk freely about anything again, never be able to talk to anyone about anything. The thought was so intense, he almost lost it for a second. He got up from his seat and walked towards the door without looking at anyone.
“What’s going on with you?” Razumihin asked, grabbing his arm.
He sat back down and just stared around the room, silent. Everyone was looking at him, confused.
“But why is everyone being so quiet?” he shouted suddenly, totally out of nowhere. “Say something! What’s the point of just sitting here like this? Come on, talk! We’re all here together, and you’re all silent… Come on, anything!”
“Thank God, I thought the same thing was going to happen again yesterday,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna said, crossing herself.
“What’s wrong, Rodya?” Avdotya Romanovna asked, looking at him suspiciously.
“Oh, nothing! I just remembered something,” he answered, and suddenly laughed.
“Well, if you remembered something, that’s good!... I was starting to think…” Zossimov muttered, getting up from the sofa. “I gotta head out. Maybe I’ll swing by later… if I can…” He nodded and went out.
“What a great guy!” Pulcheria Alexandrovna said.
“Yeah, awesome, brilliant, well-educated, smart,” Raskolnikov began, suddenly talking really fast and with a spark he hadn’t shown before. “I can’t remember where I met him before I got sick… I think I’ve met him somewhere… And he’s a good guy too,” he nodded at Razumihin. “Do you like him, Dounia?” he asked, and suddenly, for no reason, laughed.
“Yeah, a lot,” Dounia said.
“Dude, you’re such a pig!” Razumihin protested, blushing like crazy, and he got up from his chair. Pulcheria Alexandrovna smiled faintly, but Raskolnikov laughed out loud.
“Where are you going?”
“I gotta go.”
“You don’t have to. Stay. Zossimov’s gone, so you gotta stay. Don’t go. What time is it? Wow, you have a cute watch, Dounia. But why is everyone quiet again? I’m doing all the talking.”
“It was a gift from Marfa Petrovna,” Dounia answered.
“And a really expensive one!” Pulcheria Alexandrovna added.
“Whoa, that’s huge! Not really a lady’s watch.”
“I like that style,” Dounia said.
“So it’s not from her fiancé,” Razumihin thought, feeling strangely happy.
“I thought it was Luzhin’s gift,” Raskolnikov said.
“Nope, he hasn’t gotten Dounia any gifts yet.”
“A-ah! Do you remember, Mom, I was in love and wanted to get married?” he said suddenly, looking at his mother, who seemed thrown off by the sudden change of topic and the way he was talking about it.
“Oh, yeah, dear.”
Pulcheria Alexandrovna exchanged glances with Dounia and Razumihin.
“H’m, yeah. What should I tell you? I don’t remember much really. She was such a sickly girl,” he went on, looking dreamy and staring at the floor. “Totally an invalid. She loved giving to the poor and was always dreaming about becoming a nun, and once she started crying when she was talking to me about it. Yes, yes, I remember. I remember really well. She was an ugly little thing. I don’t know what drew me to her then—I think it was because she was always sick. If she’s been lame or had a hunchback, I think I would’ve liked her even more,” he smiled dreamily. “Yeah, it was like a spring fever.”
“No, it wasn’t just spring fever,” Dounia said, with genuine feeling.
 He gave his sister a strained look, but didn's seem to hear or understand what she was saying. Then, totally lost in thought, he got up, went over to his mom, kissed her, went back to his spot, and sat down.
“You still love her?” Pulcheria Alexandrovna asked, touched.
“Her? Now? Oh, yeah… You asking about her? Nah… that's all in the past, like, another world… and so long ago. And honestly, everything happening here feels super distant.” He looked at them closely. “You guys… I feel like I’m looking at you from a thousand miles away… but, I don’t even know why we’re talking about this! And what's the point of bringing it up?” he added, annoyed, and started biting his nails, falling into a dreamy silence again.
“This place you’re living in is awful, Rodya! It’s like a tomb,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna said, suddenly breaking the heavy silence. “I’m sure your depressing apartment is making you so gloomy.”
“My apartment,” he answered, sounding totally checked out. “Yeah, the place has a lot to do with it… I thought that too… If you only knew, though, what a weird thing you just said, Mom,” he said, laughing strangely.
He was close to cracking under the pressure of their closeness—his mom and sister, after three years apart—and the way they could talk about anything and everything without actually saying anything real. But there was one thing he needed to settle that day—something he’s decided when he woke up. Now he was glad to remember it, as a way to escape.
“Listen, Dounia,” he began, serious and dry. “I’m sorry about yesterday, but I gotta tell you again that I’m not backing down from what I believe. It’s me or Luzhin. If I’m a loser, you don’t have to be. There’s enough bad to go around. If you marry Luzhin, I’m done considering you my sister.”
“Rodya, Rodya!” Pulcheria Alexandrovna cried, sounding sad. “Why do you call yourself a scoundrel? I can’t stand it. You said the same thing yesterday.”
“Brother,” Dounia answered firmly and just as dryly. “You’re totally misunderstanding everything. I thought about it all night, and realized you’ve got it wrong. You think I’m sacrificing myself for someone, and that’s not it at all. I’m just marrying for my own sake, because things are rough for me. Of course, I’ll be happy if I can help out the family, but that’s not the main reason for my decision…”
“She’s lying,” he thought to himself, biting his nails angrily. “Proud girl! She won’t admit she’s doing it out of kindness! Too stuck-up! Oh, you guys are so fake… You even love like you hate… Oh, how much I… hate you all!”
“Honestly,” continued Dounia, “I’m marrying Pyotr Petrovitch because I’m choosing the lesser of two evils. I intend to do everything he expects honestly, so I’m not tricking him… Why did you just smile?” She, too, blushed, and there was a flash of anger in her eyes.
“All?” he asked, with a nasty grin.
“Within limits. The way Pyotr Petrovitch courted me made it clear what he wanted. He might think too much of himself, but I hope he respects me, too… Why are you laughing again?”
“And why are you blushing again? You’re lying, sister. You’re intentionally lying, just being stubborn, just to mess with me… You don’t respect Luzhin. I’ve met him and talked to him. So you’re selling yourself for money, and you’re acting low, and I’m glad at least you’re embarrassed about it.”
 “It’s not true! I’m not lying,” cried Dounia, losing it. “I wouldn’t marry him if I wasn’t sure he really likes me and thinks highly of me. I wouldn’t marry him if I couldn’t respect him, seriously. Luckily, I can prove it today... and this marriage isn’s as awful as you’re saying! And even if you’re right, if I did do something bad, isn’t it mean to talk to me like that? Why are you expecting me to be a hero, when maybe you haven't been one either? It’s like you’re bossing me around; it’s unfair. If I mess up, I’m only hurting myself… I’m not committing a crime. Why are you looking at me like that? Why are you so pale? Rodya, honey, what's wrong?”
“Oh my gosh! You made him faint,” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna.
“No, no, don’t be silly! It’s nothing. Just a little dizzy—not fainting. You’re imagining things. Hmm, what was I saying? Oh, yeah. How are you going to prove today that you can respect him, and that he… likes you, like you said. Did you say today?”
“Mom, show Rodya Pyotr Petrovitch’s letter,” said Dounia.
With trembling hands, Pulcheria Alexandrovna gave him the letter. He took it, really interested, but before opening it, he suddenly looked at Dounia, kind of surprised.
“This is weird,” he said slowly, like he just had a new idea. “Why am I even stressing about this? What’s the big deal? Marry whoever you want!”
He said it almost to himself, but out loud, and stared at his sister for a while, like he was confused. He finally opened the letter, still with that strange look on his face. Then, slowly and carefully, he started reading, and read it through twice. Pulcheria Alexandrovna looked really worried, and everyone expected something big.
“What surprises me,” he began after a short pause, handing the letter to his mom but not talking to anyone in particular, “is that he’s a businessman, a lawyer, and he talks like he’s so smart, but he writes like this?”
Everyone jumped. They were expecting something totally different.
“But everyone writes like that, you know,” Razumihin said suddenly.
“Have you read it?”
“Yeah.”
“We showed him, Rodya. We… talked to him just now,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna began, embarrassed.
“That’s just legal jargon,” Razumihin chimed in. “Court documents are written like that to this day.”
“Legal? Yeah, it’s just legal—business language—not totally uneducated, but not really educated either—business language!”
“Pyotr Petrovitch doesn’t hide the fact that he didn’t have a great education, he’s actually proud of making his own way,” Avdotya Romanovna said, a little annoyed by her brother’s tone.
“Well, if he’s proud of it, he has a reason, I’m not denying that. You seem upset that I’m only making a small comment about the letter, and thinking that I’m just trying to annoy you. It’s totally the opposite; an observation about the style just popped into my head, and it’s not completely irrelevant to the situation. There’s one phrase, ‘blame yourselves,’ put in really clearly, and there’s also a threat that he’s going to leave immediately if I’m around. That threat to leave is like threatening to abandon you both if you don’t listen, and to abandon you now after calling you to Petersburg. So, what do you think? Can you be mad at that kind of comment from Luzhin, like we would if he (he pointed to Razumihin) wrote it, or Zossimov, or one of us?”
“N-no,” answered Dounia, with more energy. “I realized right away that it was too straightforward, and maybe he just isn’t a good writer… that’s a fair criticism, brother. I didn’t expect….”
 “It’s written in really formal, legal language, and it comes across harsher than he probably meant. But I need to level with you a bit. There’s one thing in the letter, one totally unfair jab about me, and it’s pretty low. I gave the money last night to the widow—a woman who’s really sick, struggling with everything—not ‘because of the funeral,’ but just to pay for it, not to her daughter—a young woman, he writes, with a bad reputation (whom I met for the first time ever last night)—but to the widow. I think he’s rushing to throw me under the bus and stir up trouble between us. It's written in that same stiff, legal style, like he's trying too hard to make his point, and he’s being way too obvious about it. He’s smart, but being smart isn’t enough to act wisely. It all shows his character... and I don’t think he respects you much. I’m telling you this just to give you a heads-up, because I genuinely want what’s best for you.”
Dounia didn’t say anything. She’d already made up her mind. She was just waiting for tonight.
“So, what’s your decision, Rodya?” asked Pulcheria Alexandrovna, who was more stressed than ever by his sudden, businesslike way of talking.
“What decision?”
“You know, Pyotr Petrovitch wrote that you’re not supposed to be with us tonight, and that he’s leaving if you come. So, are you… coming?”
“That’s not really up to me, it’s up to you first, if you’re not totally offended by the request, and secondly, to Dounia, if she’s not offended either. I’ll do whatever you think is best,” he added, dryly.
“Dounia’s already decided, and I completely agree with her,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna quickly said.
“I decided to ask you, Rodya, to please don’t skip being with us at this meeting,” said Dounia. “Will you come?”
“Yeah.”
“I’m also asking you to be with us at eight o’clock,” she said, addressing Razumihin. “Mom, I’m inviting him, too.”
“Sounds good, Dounia. Well, since you’ve made up your minds,” added Pulcheria Alexandrovna, “then that’s what we’ll do. I’ll feel a lot better myself. I hate secrets and lies. Better to just get the whole truth out there… Pyotr Petrovitch can be mad or not, now!”
Chapter 4

The door opened quietly, and a young girl walked into the room, looking super nervous. Everyone turned to look at her, totally surprised. At first, Raskolnikov didn't recognize her. It was Sofya Semyonovna Marmeladov. He’d seen her yesterday, but the setting was so different—the surroundings, her clothes—that his memory had a completely different picture of her. Now, she was just a young girl, dressed simply and looking a little worn down, practically a kid. She had a sweet, shy manner and a face that was open but kind of scared. She was wearing a plain, comfy dress and a faded, old-fashioned hat, but she still held a parasol. Seeing the room full of people, she didn’t just feel embarrassed—she was totally overwhelmed with shyness, like a little kid. She almost turned to leave. “Oh… it’s you!” Raskolnikov said, completely shocked, and he was thrown off too. He instantly remembered that his mom and sister knew, through Luzhin’s letter, about “some girl with a reputation.” He’d just been arguing against Luzhin’s unfairness and saying he’s seen her for the first time last night, and now here she was. He also remembered he hadn't really argued against the "reputation" comment. It all flashed through his head, but looking at her closely, he saw how crushed she was, and he suddenly felt bad for her. When she tried to back away in fear, it hit him hard.
“I didn’t expect you,” he said quickly, with a look that stopped her. “Please sit down. You came from Katerina Ivanovna, right? Let me—not there. Sit here…”
When Sonia walked in, Razumihin, who’s been chilling in one of Raskolnikov’s three chairs near the door, got up to let her pass. Raskolnikov had first shown her the spot on the couch where Zossimov had been sitting, but feeling like the couch—which he used as a bed—was too casual, he quickly motioned her to Razumihin’s chair.
“Sit here,” he said to Razumihin, pushing him onto the couch.
Sonia sat down, practically shaking with fear, and looked nervously at the two women. It felt totally unreal to her that she was even sitting beside them. The thought of it scared her so much that she quickly got up again and, totally flustered, spoke to Raskolnikov.
“I… I… just stopped by for a minute. Sorry to bother you,” she started, stumbling over her words. “I’m from Katerina Ivanovna, and she had no one else to send. Katerina Ivanovna told me to ask you… to help out… in the morning… at Mitrofanievsky… and then… to her… to do her the honor… she told me to ask you…” Sonia trailed off, unable to finish.
“I’ll try, definitely, absolutely,” Raskolnikov replied. He stood up too, and he, too, hesitated and couldn’t finish his sentence. “Please sit down,” he said suddenly. “I want to talk to you. You’re probably in a hurry, but please, could you spare me two minutes?” and he pulled up a chair for her.
Sonia sat down again, and again nervously she took a quick, frightened look at the two women, then looked down. Raskolnikov’s pale face flushed, a shiver ran through him, and his eyes lit up.
“Mom,” he said, firmly and seriously, “this is Sofya Semyonovna Marmeladov, the daughter of that poor Mr. Marmeladov, who was hit by a carriage yesterday right in front of me, and about whom I was just telling you.”
Pulcheria Alexandrovna glanced at Sonia, and narrowed her eyes a little. Even though she was embarrassed by Rodya’s intense look, she couldn’t resist feeling a little smug. Dounia stared intently at the poor girl’s face, studying her with confusion. Sonia, hearing herself introduced, tried to look up again, but she felt even more embarrassed than before.
 “I wanted to ask you,” said Raskolnikov, kind of rushing, “how things went yesterday. Did the cops give you any trouble, for example?”
“Nah, it was all good… the cause of death was pretty obvious… they didn’t bother us much… just the other tenants are mad.”
“Why?”
“Because the body stayed around so long. It’s hot out now, you know? So, today they’ll take it to the cemetery, to the chapel, until tomorrow. At first, Katerina Ivanovna didn’t want to, but now she sees it’s gotta happen…”
“Today, then?”
“She’s asking you to do us the honor of being at church tomorrow for the service, and then at the wake afterward.”
“She’s having a wake?”
“Yeah… just a little one… She told me to thank you a ton for helping us out yesterday. Without you, we wouldn't have been able to do anything for the funeral.”
Suddenly, her lips and chin started trembling, but she pulled herself together, looking down again.
Throughout the conversation, Raskolnikov watched her closely. She had a thin, really thin, pale little face, kind of irregular and angular, with a sharp little nose and chin. You couldn’t exactly call her pretty, but her blue eyes were so clear, and when they lit up, there was such kindness and simplicity in her expression that you couldn’t help but be drawn in. Her face, and her whole figure, actually, had another thing about it. Even though she was eighteen, she looked almost like a little girl—almost a kid. And some of her gestures felt almost silly.
“But has Katerina Ivanovna been able to manage with so little money? Does she even want a wake?” Raskolnikov asked, keeping the conversation going.
“The coffin will be simple, of course… and everything will be simple, so it won't cost much. Katerina Ivanovna and I figured it all out, so there’s enough left… and Katerina Ivanovna really wanted it to be that way. You know, it’s comforting to her… she’s like that, you know…”
“I get it, I get it… of course… why are you looking at my room like that? My mom just said it’s like a tomb.”
“You gave us everything yesterday,” Sonia said suddenly, in a quiet, fast whisper; and again she looked down, embarrassed. Her lips and chin were trembling again. She’d noticed Raskolnikov’s rough surroundings right away, and these words just came out. A silence fell. There was a look in Dounia’s eyes, and even Pulcheria Alexandrovna looked kindly at Sonia.
“Rodya,” she said, getting up, “we’ll have dinner together, of course. Come on, Dounia…. And you, Rodya, you should go for a walk, and then rest and chill before you come see us…. I’m worried we’ve worn you out…”
“Yeah, yeah, I’ll come,” he answered, getting up nervously. “But I gotta run out.”
“But surely you’ll have dinner together?” cried Razumihin, looking surprised at Raskolnikov. “What do you mean?”
“Yeah, yeah, I’m coming… of course, of course! And you hang out a sec. You don’t want him right now, do you, Mom? Or am I taking him from you?”
“Oh, no, no. And will you, Dmitri Prokofitch, do us the favor of having dinner with us?”
“Please do,” added Dounia.
Razumihin bowed, totally beaming. For a moment, everyone felt a little awkward.
“Good-bye, Rodya, see ya. I hate saying good-bye. Good-bye, Nastasya. Oops, I said good-bye again.”
Pulcheria Alexandrovna meant to greet Sonia, too; but it didn’t quite work out, and she hurried out of the room, flustered.
But Avdotya Romanovna seemed to be waiting her turn, and following her mother out, gave Sonia an attentive, polite bow. Sonia, flustered, gave a quick, scared curtsy. There was a look of real discomfort on her face, like Avdotya Romanovna’s kindness and attention were overwhelming and painful to her.
 “Dounia, bye,” Raskolnikov called out, squeezing her hand. “Give me your hand.”
“Seriously? I already did. You forgot?” Dounia asked, turning to him, a little awkward.
“Never mind, give it to me again.” He squeezed her fingers warmly.
Dounia smiled, blushed, and pulled her hand away, feeling pretty good about the whole thing.
“Come on, that’s awesome,” he said to Sonia, heading back and looking brighter. “God rest the dead, the living still gotta live. That’s the deal, right?”
Sonia looked surprised by how much his face had lit up. He stared at her for a moment in silence. Memories of his dead dad flooded back to him...
“Oh my gosh, Dounia,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna started, as soon as they were on the street, “I seriously feel so much better just getting out of there—more relaxed. I never thought yesterday on the train that I’d be glad to be leaving!”
“I’m telling you, Mom, he’s still really sick. Can’t you see it? Maybe worrying about us made it worse. We need to be patient, and a lot can be forgiven.”
“Well, you weren’t exactly patient!” Pulcheria Alexandrovna snapped, catching up to her, a little jealous. “Do you know, I was watching you two. You’re just like him, and not just in your face, but in your soul. You’re both moody, both quick to anger, both stubborn and generous.... Surely he’s not a total jerk, Dounia. Right? Thinking about what’s coming up tonight, my stomach is sinking!”
“Don’t worry, Mom. Whatever happens, will happen.”
“Dounia, just think about the mess we’re in! What if Pyotr Petrovitch breaks things off?” poor Pulcheria Alexandrovna blurted out, worried.
“He’s not worth much if he does,” Dounia fired back, sharp and dismissive.
“We did good to leave,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna quickly added. “He was rushing about some business or other. If he gets out and gets some fresh air... it's really stifling in that room.... But where can you even get a breath of air around here? The streets feel like closed-up rooms. Good heavens! what a town!... stay... this way... they’ll crush you—carrying something. Wait, it’s a piano! How they push!... I'm seriously freaked out by that young woman, too.”
“What young woman, Mom?”
“Why, that Sofya Semyonovna, who was just here.”
“Why?”
“I have a bad feeling, Dounia. Whether you believe it or not, as soon as she walked in, I just knew she was the main cause of the trouble....”
“Seriously?!” Dounia exclaimed, annoyed. “What are you talking about with your bad feelings? He just met her last night, and he didn’t even recognize her when she walked in.”
“Well, you’re going to see.... She’s bugging me, but you’re going to see, you’re going to see! I was so scared. She was staring at me with those eyes. I could barely sit still when he started introducing her, remember? It’s so weird, but Pyotr Petrovitch writes like that about her, and he introduces her—to us—to you! So he must think a lot of her.”
“People write all kinds of stuff. We were talked about and written about, too. Have you forgotten? I’m sure she’s a good person, and it’s all nonsense.”
“I hope so!”
“And Pyotr Petrovitch is a total gossip,” Dounia snapped out, suddenly.
Pulcheria Alexandrovna was stunned; the conversation died down.
“I need to talk to you about something,” Raskolnikov said, pulling Razumihin to the window.
“I’ll tell Katerina Ivanovna you’re coming,” Sonia said quickly, preparing to leave.
“One minute, Sofya Semyonovna. We don’t have any secrets. You’re not in the way. I want to have a few more words with you. Listen!” he turned suddenly to Razumihin again. “You know… what’s his name… Porfiry Petrovitch?”
“Seriously? He’s family! Why?” added the latter, interested.
 “Is that how he's handling that case… you know, the murder one? You were talking about it yesterday.”
“Yeah… well?” Razumihin’s eyes got huge.
“He was asking around for people who’d pawned stuff, and I’ve got some stuff there too—nothing major, a ring my sister gave me as a keepsake when I left home, and my dad’s silver watch—it’s only worth like five or six rubles total… but I care about them. So, what am I supposed to do now? I don’s want to lose them, especially the watch. I was totally freaked out just now, when Mom started asking about Dounia’s watch, because we were talking about it. It’s the only thing of Dad’s left to us. She’d be sick if it disappeared. You know how women are. So, tell me what to do. I know I should’ve notified the police station, but wouldn’t it be better to just go straight to Porfiry? What do you think? It might get settled faster. You see, Mom might ask for it before dinner.”
“Definitely not the police station. Go to Porfiry,” Razumihin shouted, totally hyped. “Seriously, I’m so glad. Let’s go right now. It’s just down the street. We’ll find him for sure.”
“Okay, let’s go.”
“And he’s gonna be really happy to meet you. I’ve talked about you a bunch of times. I was talking about you yesterday. Let’s go. So, you knew the old lady? That’s wild! It’s all working out perfectly… Oh, yeah, Sofya Ivanovna…”
“Sofya Semyonovna,” Raskolnikov corrected. “Sofya Semyonovna, this is my friend Razumihin, and he’s a good guy.”
“If you have to go now,” Sonia started, not even looking at Razumihin and super embarrassed.
“Let’s go,” decided Raskolnikov. “I’ll come to you today, Sofya Semyonovna. Just tell me where you live.”
He wasn’t exactly uncomfortable, but seemed rushed and avoided her eyes. Sonia gave her address, and blushed as she did. They all went out together.
“Don’t you lock up?” asked Razumihin, following him down the stairs.
“Never,” answered Raskolnikov. “I’m meaning to buy a lock for these past two years. People are lucky who don’t need locks,” he said, laughing, to Sonia. They stopped in the entryway.
“Are you going right, Sofya Semyonovna? How did you find me, anyway?” he added, like he wanted to say something totally different. He wanted to look at her soft, clear eyes, but it was hard.
“Why, you gave your address to Polenka yesterday.”
“Polenka? Oh, yeah; Polenka, that’s the little girl. She’s your sister? Did I give her the address?”
“Why, had you forgotten?”
“No, I remember.”
“I’d heard my dad mention you… only I didn’t know your name, and he didn’t either. And now I came… and since I’d learned your name, I asked today, ‘Where does Mr. Raskolnikov live?’ I didn’t know you just had a room too…. Bye, I’ll tell Katerina Ivanovna.”
She was totally relieved to get away; she walked away looking down, hurrying to disappear as quickly as possible, to walk the twenty steps to the turn on the right and finally be alone, and then moving quickly, not looking at anyone, noticing nothing, to think, to remember, to obsess over every word, every detail. Never, ever had she felt anything like this. A whole new world was opening up before her, almost without her realizing it. She suddenly remembered that Raskolnikov was supposed to come to her that day, maybe even soon!
“Just not today, please, not today!” she kept muttering with a sinking heart, like she was begging someone, like a scared kid. “Have mercy! On me… on that room… he’s going to see… oh, man!”
 She totally didn’t notice this random dude checking her out and following close behind. He’d been trailing her since the gate. When Razumihin, Raskolnikov, and she paused to say their goodbyes on the sidewalk, this guy, just passing by, stopped dead when he heard Sonia say, “and I asked where Mr. Raskolnikov lives?” He gave them all a quick, but super-focused look, especially at Raskolnikov, who Sonia was talking to; then he glanced back at the building and made a mental note. He did all this in a flash, trying not to seem too interested, and slowed down, like he was waiting for something. He was waiting for Sonia; he saw they were splitting up, and Sonia was heading home.
“Home? Where? I’m pretty sure I’ve seen that face before,” he thought. “I need to figure this out.”
At the corner, he crossed the street, looked around, and saw Sonia coming back the same way, totally oblivious. She turned the corner. He followed her on the other side. After about fifty paces, he crossed over again and caught up to her, keeping a couple of yards behind.
He was around fifty, pretty tall and solidly built, with broad shoulders that made him look a little hunched. He was rocking some seriously good and fashionable clothes, and looked like a wealthy, important guy. He carried a fancy cane, tapping it on the sidewalk with each step; his gloves were spotless. He had a wide, kinda pleasant face with high cheekbones and a healthy glow, which wasn't super common in Petersburg. His blond hair was still thick, with just a few streaks of gray, and his square beard was even lighter than his hair. His eyes were blue and had a cold, thoughtful look; his lips were bright red. He was in amazing shape and looked way younger than he was.
When Sonia got to the canal bank, they were the only two people on the sidewalk. He noticed she seemed lost in thought and totally preoccupied. When she reached the house where she lived, Sonia went through the gate; he followed her, looking a little surprised. In the courtyard, she turned to the right corner. “Seriously?” muttered the unknown guy, and climbed the stairs behind her. Only then did Sonia notice him. She got to the third floor, turned down the hallway, and rang the bell at No. 9. The door had “Kapernaumov, Tailor” scrawled on it in chalk. “Seriously?” the stranger repeated, thinking it was a weird coincidence, and rang next door, at No. 8. The doors were just a few yards apart.
“You live at Kapernaumov’s?” he said, looking at Sonia and chuckling. “He altered a waistcoat for me yesterday. I’m staying nearby at Madame Resslich’s. That’s so weird!” Sonia looked at him closely.
“We’re neighbors,” he went on cheerfully. “I just got into town the day before yesterday. Gotta run for now.”
Sonia didn’t say anything; the door opened and she slipped inside. She felt embarrassed and uneasy for some reason.
On the way to Porfiry’s, Razumihin was clearly hyped.
“That’s awesome, dude,” he repeated several times, “and I’m glad! I’m glad!”
“What are you so glad about?” Raskolnikov thought to himself.
“I didn’t know you’d pawned stuff at the old woman’s, too. And… how long ago was that? I mean, how long since you were there?”
“What a total airhead he is!”
“When was it?” Raskolnikov stopped to think. “A couple of days before she died, I guess. But I’m not getting those things back now,” he added quickly, and kind of conspicuously about the stuff. “I’ve got like, a single silver rouble left… after last night’s crazy mess!”
He really emphasized the “crazy mess.”
“Yeah, yeah,” Razumihin rushed to agree—it wasn’t clear why. “That’s why you… were stuck… kind of… you know, when you were delirious you were constantly talking about some rings or chains! Yeah, yeah… that makes sense now.”
 “Hey! How did that even get around?”
“Are we gonna find him?” he asked suddenly.
“Totally,” Razumihin answered quickly. “He’s a good dude, you’ll see, bro. A little clumsy, you know? Like, he’s got good manners, but he’s clumsy in a different way. Super smart, really. But he’s got his own ideas… He’s skeptical, cynical... likes to tease people, or, like, joke around. It’s an old-school way of doing things… But he’s good at his job… really knows what he’s doing. Last year, he cracked a murder case the police were totally lost on. He’s really eager to meet you!”
“Why’s he so keen?”
“Oh, it’s not really… See, since you’ve been sick, I’ve mentioned you a bunch of times… So, when he heard about you… about you being a law student who couldn't finish your studies, he was like, ‘That’s a bummer!’ And so I figured… from everything together, not just that. Yesterday, Zametov… you know, Rodya, I was rambling on the way home with you yesterday, when I was drunk… I’m worried you’ll blow it out of proportion, you know.”
“What? That they think I’m crazy? Maybe they’re right,” he said with a forced smile.
“Yeah, yeah… But, like, pooh, no! But all that I said (and there was something else too) it was all just drunken nonsense.”
“But why are you apologizing? I’m so over it!” Raskolnikov cried, putting on a little extra irritation. It was partly an act.
“I know, I know, I get it. Believe me, I get it. It’s embarrassing to even talk about.”
“If it’s embarrassing, then don’t talk about it.”
They were silent. Razumihin was practically bouncing with excitement, and Raskolnikov felt repulsed. He was also freaked out by what Razumihin had just said about Porfiry.
“I’m gonna have to put on a long face with him too,” he thought, his heart pounding, and he turned pale. “And do it naturally, too. But the most natural thing would be to do nothing at all. Carefully do nothing at all! No, carefully wouldn’t be natural again… Oh, well, we’ll see how it turns out… We’ll see… soon. Is it a good idea to go or not? The butterfly flies to the light. My heart’s racing, that’s the problem!”
“In this gray house,” said Razumihin.
“The most important thing, does Porfiry know that I was at the old woman’s apartment yesterday… and asked about the blood? I gotta find that out right away, as soon as I go in, read his face; otherwise… I’ll find out, if it’s my downfall.”
“Dude,” he said suddenly, addressing Razumihin, with a sly grin, “I’ve noticed all day that you seem kinda wired. Don’t you think?”
“Wired? Not really,” said Razumihin, feeling put on the spot.
“Yeah, bro, I’m serious. You were practically sitting on the edge of your chair, and you seemed to be squirming the whole time. You kept jumping up for no reason. One minute you were mad, and the next your face looked like you were eating candy. You even blushed; especially when you were invited to dinner, you blushed a lot.”
“That’s not true, nonsense! What are you talking about?”
“But why are you dodging it, like a kid in school? Seriously, look, he’s blushing again.”
“You’re a pig!”
“But why are you so embarrassed about it? Romeo! I’m gonna tell everyone today. Ha-ha-ha! I’ll make Mom laugh, and someone else too…”
“Listen, listen, listen, this is serious… What next, you fiend!” Razumihin was totally overwhelmed, turning cold with fear. “What will you tell them? Come on, bro… foo! you’re such a pig!”
 “You’re like a summer rose, seriously. And if you only knew how amazing you look—like, a total Romeo, six feet and up! And you’re sparkling clean today—did you even clean your nails? No way! Seriously, I think you’ve got hair pomade in your hair! Lean over.”
“Pig!”
Raskolnikov burst out laughing, like he couldn’t stop himself. Still laughing, they headed into Porfiry Petrovitch’s apartment. That’s what Raskolnikov wanted—for them to be heard laughing as they walked in, still cracking up in the hallway.
“Not a word here, or I’ll… smack you!” Razumihin hissed, grabbing Raskolnikov by the shoulder.
Chapter 5

Raskolnikov was already coming into the room. He looked like he was barely holding back from bursting out laughing again. Behind him, Razumihin stumbled in, totally awkward and embarrassed, his face bright red. He looked seriously ridiculous, and it totally made sense why Raskolnikov was laughing. Raskolnikov didn't wait for introductions and bowed to Porfiry Petrovitch, who was standing in the middle of the room, looking curious. He shook hands, still trying hard to control his laughter and say a few words to introduce himself. But as soon as he managed to look serious and mumbled something, he glanced at Razumihin again, and he just couldn't hold it in anymore: his stifled laughter burst out, the more he tried to stop it. The intensity with which Razumihin reacted to this “spontaneous” laughter made the whole scene look like genuine, natural fun. Razumihin seemed to be doing it on purpose.
“You goofball! You’re crazy!” he yelled, waving his arm, which accidentally knocked over a small table with an empty teacup on it. Everything went flying and crashing.
“But why are you breaking chairs, guys? You know that’s a loss for the government,” Porfiry Petrovitch said cheerfully.
Raskolnikov was still laughing, his hand in Porfiry Petrovitch’s, but trying not to overdo it, waiting for the right moment to stop. Razumihin, totally flustered from knocking over the table and smashing the glass, stared gloomily at the broken pieces, muttered curses, and sharply turned to the window, standing with his back to everyone, scowling and seeing nothing. Porfiry Petrovitch laughed and was ready to keep laughing, but clearly wanted some explanations. Zametov had been sitting in the corner, but he got up when the visitors came in and was standing expectantly with a smile on his lips, though he looked surprised, even a little shocked, at the whole scene and at Raskolnikov, looking a bit embarrassed. Zametov’s unexpected arrival bothered Raskolnikov.
“I need to think about that,” he thought. “Excuse me, please,” he started, acting super embarrassed. “Raskolnikov.”
“Not at all, it’s really good to see you… and how dramatically you came in… Why, he won’t even say good morning?” Porfiry Petrovitch nodded at Razumihin.
“Honestly, I don’t know why he’s so mad at me. I just told him on the way here that he was like Romeo… and proved it. That’s all I think!”
“Jerk!” Razumihin muttered without turning around.
“There must have been a really good reason for it if he’s so furious about just that word,” Porfiry laughed.
“You’re so sharp, you lawyer!... Seriously, you guys!” Razumihin snapped, then suddenly burst out laughing himself, and went up to Porfiry with a more cheerful face, like nothing had happened. “Alright, that’s enough! We’re all being ridiculous. Let’s get down to business. This is my friend Rodion Romanovitch Raskolnikov; he’s heard about you and wants to meet you, and he also has a little business matter to discuss with you. Hey, Zametov, what are you doing here? Have you met before? Have you known each other long?”
“What’s going on?” Raskolnikov thought nervously.
Zametov seemed taken aback, but not too much.
“We met at your place yesterday,” he said casually.
“Then I didn’t have to bother. He’s been begging me all last week to introduce him to you. You guys have already sniffed each other out without me. Where’s your tobacco?”
 Porfiry Petrovitch was rocking a bathrobe, super clean linen, and well-worn slippers. He was around thirty-five, a little short, kinda stout, and clean-shaven. His hair was cut short, and he had a big, round head, especially noticeable in the back. His soft, round, kinda snub nose face was a sickly yellowish color, but he had a lively and pretty sarcastic expression. It would have been friendly if not for the look in his eyes, which shone with a watery, almost gooey light under his pale, blinking eyelashes. That look in his eyes was totally out of sync with his somewhat gentle build, and gave him a vibe that was way more serious than you’d think at first.
As soon as Porfiry Petrovitch heard his visitor had a little business to discuss, he asked him to chill on the couch and sat down on the other end himself, waiting for him to explain, with that intense and over-the-top serious attention that's just awkward and makes you nervous, especially when you're talking to someone you don’t know, and especially if what you're talking about feels totally unimportant for such a big deal. But Raskolnikov got straight to the point, explaining his business clearly and exactly, and was so proud of himself that he even managed to take a good look at Porfiry. Porfiry Petrovitch didn't take his eyes off him once. Razumihin, sitting across the table, listened intently and impatiently, glancing from one to the other every second with a bit too much interest.
“Idiot,” Raskolnikov muttered to himself.
“You need to tell the police,” Porfiry replied, with a super official air, “that after hearing about this, that is, the murder, you want to let the lawyer handling the case know that these things belong to you, and that you want to buy them back... or... but they’ll write to you.”
“That’s the thing, that right now,” Raskolnikov tried his best to look embarrassed, “I’m broke... and even this small amount is a stretch... I just wanted, you know, to declare that the things are mine, and that when I have money…”
“That’s not really a problem,” answered Porfiry Petrovitch, dismissing his explanation about his finances coldly, “but you can, if you want, write straight to me, saying that after being informed of the situation, and claiming these things as your property, you ask…”
“On a regular piece of paper?” Raskolnikov interrupted eagerly, getting interested in the money side of things again.
“Oh, totally ordinary,” and suddenly Porfiry Petrovitch looked at him with obvious sarcasm, squinting his eyes and, like, winking at him. But maybe it was just Raskolnikov’s imagination, because it only lasted a second. There definitely seemed to be something like that, Raskolnikov could have sworn he winked at him, who knows why.
“He knows,” flashed through his mind like lightning.
“Sorry for bothering you about such small stuff,” he went on, a little thrown off, “the things are only worth five rubles, but I value them a lot because of the people they came from, and I have to admit I was freaked out when I heard…”
“That’s why you were so surprised when I mentioned to Zossimov that Porfiry was asking about everyone who had pawned stuff!” Razumihin chimed in, clearly trying to stir things up.
This was seriously too much. Raskolnikov couldn’t help glancing at him with a flash of angry annoyance in his dark eyes, but quickly snapped himself out of it.
 “You’re teasing me, right, brother?” he asked, trying to sound annoyed. “I know I seem totally stressed about this junk, but don’s think I’m being selfish or greedy, okay? This stuff might be important to me. I told you earlier that the silver watch, even though it’s practically worthless, is the only thing we have left from my dad. You can laugh, but my mom is here,” he turned to Porfiry, “and if she knew the watch was gone,” he turned back to Razumihin quickly, making his voice shaky on purpose, “she’d be devastated! You know how women are!”
“Dude, no way! I didn’t mean that at all! Quite the opposite!” Razumihin said, looking totally stressed.
“Was I overreacting? Was that weird?” Raskolnikov asked himself, feeling all shaky. “Why did I even bring up women?”
“Oh, your mom’s with you?” Porfiry Petrovitch asked.
“Yeah.”
“When did she get here?”
“Last night.”
Porfiry paused, like he was thinking really hard.
“Your stuff wouldn’t have been lost anyway,” he said calmly and coldly. “I’m expecting you here for a while now.”
And as if that wasn’t a big deal, he offered the ashtray to Razumihin, who was scattering cigarette ash all over the carpet. Raskolnikov shuddered, but Porfiry didn’t seem to be looking at him and was still focused on Razumihin’s cigarette.
“Expecting him? Seriously? Did you know he’d pawned stuff there?” Razumihin exclaimed.
Porfiry Petrovitch turned to Raskolnikov.
“Your things, the ring and the watch, were wrapped together, and your name was clearly written on the paper in pencil, along with the date you left them with her...”
“You’re so observant!” Raskolnikov smiled awkwardly, trying really hard to look Porfiry in the eye, but he couldn’t, and then quickly added:
“I’m just saying, there were probably a ton of pledges... it must be hard to remember them all.... But you remember them all so well, and… and…”
“I’m such a loser! So clueless!” he thought. “Why did I add that?”
“But we know everyone who’d pawned things, and you’re the only one who hasn’t come forward,” Porfiry answered with a hint of sarcasm.
“I haven’t been feeling too great.”
“I heard that too. I heard you were really upset about something. You still look pale.”
“I’m not pale at all… No, I’m totally fine,” Raskolnikov snapped out rudely and angrily, completely changing his tone. His anger was building up, he couldn’t control it. “Why are they messing with me?” flashed through his mind again.
“Not feeling well!” Razumihin chimed in. “What’s next! He was out of it and delirious all yesterday. You won’t believe it, Porfiry, as soon as we weren’t looking, he got dressed, even though he could barely stand, and took off somewhere, going on a crazy binge till midnight, totally delirious the whole time! Seriously, would you believe it? Wild!”
“Really delirious? Seriously?” Porfiry shook his head, like a girl.
“Don’t be ridiculous! Don’t believe him!” Raskolnikov blurted out in anger. But Porfiry Petrovitch didn’t seem to hear his strange words.
“But how could you have gone out if you weren’t delirious?” Razumihin got heated suddenly. “What were you doing out there? What was the point? And why sneak around? Were you in your right mind when you did it? Now that the danger’s over, I can be straight with you.”
“I was totally sick of them yesterday,” Raskolnikov said to Porfiry suddenly, with a defiant smirk. “I ran away to find a place where they wouldn’t find me, and took a bunch of money with me. Mr. Zametov saw it. Hey, Mr. Zametov, was I making sense or was I out of my head yesterday? Settle our debate.”
He could have strangled Zametov right then, he was so annoyed by his expression and his silence.
 “Honestly, you were talking sense, even being kinda smooth, but you were super on edge,” Zametov said dryly.
“And Nikodim Fomitch told me today,” Porfiry Petrovitch chimed in, “that he saw you really late last night at a guy’s place who’s been hit by a car.”
“Seriously?” Razumihin exclaimed. “Weren’t you losing it then? You gave the widow your last penny for the funeral. If you wanted to help, give fifteen or twenty, keep a few bucks for yourself, at least! But you just threw away all twenty-five rubles at once!”
“Maybe I found some cash, you know? That’s why I was being generous yesterday… Mr. Zametov knows I found a treasure! Sorry to bother you for half an hour with all this random stuff,” he said, turning to Porfiry Petrovitch, his voice shaking. “We’re boring you, right?”
“Nah, not at all! Quite the opposite, actually. You have no idea how interested I am! It’s fascinating to watch and listen… I’m really glad you finally showed up.”
“But could we get some tea? My throat’s killing me,” Razumihin cried out.
“Great idea! Maybe we can all hang out. You wouldn’t want… something a little more important before tea, would you?”
“Get outta here!”
Porfiry Petrovitch went to order tea.
Raskolnikov’s thoughts were spinning. He was seriously frustrated.
“The worst part is they’re not even hiding it! They don’t care about being polite. And how did you even start talking to Nikodim Fomitch about me if you barely knew me? They’re tracking me like a pack of dogs, and they’re not even trying to hide it. They’re straight-up disrespecting me. Come on, just hit me! Don’t mess with me like a cat with a mouse. It’s not very nice, Porfiry Petrovitch, but I might not let you! I’m gonna dump the whole truth in your faces, and you’re gonna see how much I despise you.” He could barely breathe. “What if I’m wrong? What if I’m just overreacting, and because I’m inexperienced, I get angry and don’t act like I’m supposed to? Maybe it’s all unintentional. All their phrases are pretty standard, but there’s something about them… There’s something about it. Why did he say, ‘With her’? Why did Zametov say I was being smooth? Why are they talking like that? The tone… yeah, the tone. Razumihin is sitting here, why doesn’t he see anything? That clueless blockhead never sees anything! Feverish again! Did Porfiry just wink at me? Of course, it’s nothing! Why would he wink? Are they trying to mess with my nerves, or are they messing with me? Either I’m losing it, or they know something. Even Zametov is being rude… Is Zametov being rude? Zametov’s changed his mind. I knew he would change his mind! He’s comfortable here, it’s my first time visiting. Porfiry doesn't think of him as a guest; he’s got his back to him. They’re thick as thieves, no doubt, talking about me behind my back! There’s no doubt they were talking about me before we even got here. Do they know about the apartment? I wish they’d hurry up! When I said I was looking for an apartment, he just let it slide… I played that one pretty well, it might come in handy later… Delirious, right? Ha-ha-ha! He knows everything about last night! He didn’t know about my mom’s arrival! She wrote the date in pencil! You won’t catch me! There aren’t any facts… it’s all just speculation! You produce facts! The apartment isn’t even a fact; it’s just a delusion. I know what to say to them… Do they know about the apartment? I’m not leaving until I find out. What did I even come here for? But maybe I’m just being angry now… That might be a fact! Fool, how irritable I am! Maybe that’s the point; to act sick… He’s feeling me out. He’s trying to catch me. Why did I even come?”
All this flashed through his mind like lightning.
Porfiry Petrovitch returned quickly. He seemed suddenly more relaxed.
“Your party last night really messed with my head… I’m not feeling myself at all,” he began in a completely different tone, laughing with Razumihin.
 “Was it good? I left you hanging yesterday at the most intense part. Who came out on top?”
“Oh, nothing really. They got super deep into huge questions, totally spaced out.”
“Seriously, Rodya, what we talked about yesterday was wild. Whether crime even exists. I told you we went at it hard.”
“What’s so weird about that? It’s a normal social debate,” Raskolnikov said casually.
“It wasn’t phrased quite like that,” Porfiry pointed out.
“Not exactly, that’s true,” Razumihin agreed, getting fired up and rushed as always. “Listen, Rodion, and tell us what you think. I’m dying to hear it. I was going at it with them and needed your backup. I told them you were coming… It all started with this socialist idea. You know the deal; crime is just a protest against a messed-up social system, and that’s it, end of story; no other reasons allowed!...”
“You’re wrong about that,” Porfiry Petrovitch interjected; he seemed really into it and kept chuckling at Razumihin, which just made him even more hyped.
“Nothing is allowed,” Razumihin interrupted, heated.
“I’m not wrong. I’ll show you their pamphlets. With them, it’s all ‘the environment’s fault,’ and nothing else. Their favorite line! Which means, if society is running smoothly, all crime will vanish instantly, because there’s nothing to protest, and everyone becomes righteous, like, immediately. They totally ignore human nature, like it doesn’t even exist! They don’t get that humanity, evolving through life, will eventually become a normal society, but they think some perfect social system dreamed up by a math genius is going to fix everyone instantly and make them just and without sin, faster than anything natural! That’s why they hate history, ‘just ugliness and dumb stuff in it,’ and explain everything as stupidity! That’s why they’re so against living life; they don’t want any soul! A living soul needs life, the soul won’t follow mechanical rules, the soul is suspicious, the soul is backwards! But they want something lifeless, made of rubber, that won't rebel! It all ends up with them planning out walls and rooms in a phalanstery! The phalanstery’s ready, but your human nature isn’t—it wants life, it hasn’t finished growing, it’s too soon for a graveyard! You can’t logic your way around nature. Logic has three possibilities, but there are millions! Cut away a million, and boil it down to comfort! That’s the easiest fix! Don’t even think about it. That’s the whole secret—don’t think! The whole secret of life in two pages of print!”
“Now he’s on a roll, beating the drum! Somebody grab him!” Porfiry laughed. “Can you imagine,” he turned to Raskolnikov, “six people ranting like that last night, in one room, with spiked punch to get started! Nope, brother, you’re wrong; the environment plays a huge part in crime; I can promise you that.”
“Oh, I get it, but just tell me: a forty-year-old guy messes with a ten-year-old kid; was it the environment that made him do it?”
“Well, technically, yeah,” Porfiry observed seriously; “a crime like that could definitely be blamed on the environment.”
Razumihin was practically losing it. “Oh, if you insist,” he roared. “I’ll prove to you that your light eyelashes could totally be because the Church of Ivan the Great is two hundred and fifty feet high, and I’ll prove it clearly, exactly, step-by-step, and even with a Liberal twist! I double-dog dare you! Bet on it?”
 “Done! Let’s hear, please, how he’s gonna prove it!”
“He’s always pulling a fast one, seriously,” Razumihin yelled, jumping up and waving his hands. “What’s the point of even talking to you? He does all that on purpose, you don’t even know him, Rodion! He took their side yesterday, just to make them look dumb. And the stuff he was saying yesterday! They were eating it up! He can keep it going for weeks. Last year he convinced us he was joining a monastery: he stuck to that for two whole months. Not long ago, he suddenly announced he was getting married, like everything was totally ready. He even ordered new clothes. We were all congratulating him. There was no bride, nothing, just a total fantasy!”
“Oh, I got the clothes before. Actually, the new clothes made me think of inviting you over.”
“Are you such a good actor?” Raskolnikov asked casually.
“You wouldn’t have thought so, huh? Wait for it, I’m gonna pull a fast one on you too. Ha-ha-ha! No, I’m kidding. Seriously, let me tell you. All these questions about crime, environment, kids… it reminded me of an article you wrote that I thought was pretty cool. ‘On Crime’… or something like that, I forget the title, I read it with pleasure two months ago in the Periodical Review.”
“My article? In the Periodical Review?” Raskolnikov asked, surprised. “I definitely wrote an article about a book six months ago when I left the university, but I sent it to the Weekly Review.”
“But it came out in the Periodical.”
“And the Weekly Review stopped existing, so that’s why it wasn’t printed at the time.”
“That’re true; but when it stopped, the Weekly Review got combined with the Periodical, and so your article appeared two months ago in the latter. Didn’t you know?”
Raskolnikov hadn’t known.
“Seriously, you could’ve made some money off that article! You’re such a weirdo! You live such a solitary life that you’re clueless about stuff that directly affects you. It’s a fact, I promise.”
“Bravo, Rodya! I didn’t know about it either!” Razumihin shouted. “I’ll run to the library today and ask for the issue. Two months ago? What was the date? It doesn’t really matter, I’ll find it. Think of not telling us!”
“How did you figure out that the article was mine? It’s only signed with an initial.”
“I just found out the other day. Through the editor; I know him… I was really interested.”
“I analyzed, if I remember, the psychology of a criminal before and after the crime.”
“Yeah, and you said that committing a crime always comes with being sick. Very, very original, but… it wasn’t even that part of your article that grabbed me so much, but an idea at the end of the article that you just suggested without really working it out clearly. There’s, if you recall, a suggestion that there are certain people who can… that is, not exactly are able to, but have a perfect right to commit things that break the rules and crimes, and that the law doesn’t apply to them.”
Raskolnikov smirked at the exaggerated and intentional twisting of his idea.
“What? What do you mean? A right to commit crimes? But not because of the environment?” Razumihin asked, sounding pretty freaked out.
“No, not exactly because of it,” answered Porfiry. “In his article, all people are divided into ‘ordinary’ and ‘extraordinary.’ Ordinary people have to live by the rules, have no right to break the law, because, don’t you see, they’re ordinary. But extraordinary people have a right to commit any crime and break the law in any way, just because they’re extraordinary. That was your idea, if I’m not mistaken?”
“What do you mean? That can’t be right?” Razumihin muttered, totally confused.
Raskolnikov smirked again. He got the point immediately, and knew where they were trying to lead him. He decided to take the bait.
 “That wasn’t exactly my point,” he started, keeping it simple and humble. “But I’m gonna admit, you pretty much nailed it—maybe even perfectly.” (It actually felt good to say that.) “The only difference is, I don’t think extraordinary people always have to break the rules, like you call it. Honestly, I doubt anyone would even publish an argument like that. I just hinted that an ‘extraordinary’ person has the right... not an official one, but an inner conviction to push past... certain boundaries, and only if it’s absolutely necessary to make their idea happen—sometimes, maybe even for the good of everyone. You said my article wasn’t clear enough? Okay, I’m ready to explain it better. Maybe you want me to? Fine. I’m saying that if Kepler and Newton’s discoveries couldn’t have been shared unless they sacrificed the lives of one, a dozen, a hundred, or more people, Newton would have had the right—he’d even had to—eliminate those people to get his discoveries out to the world. But that doesn't mean Newton could just go around murdering people and stealing from the market every day. Then, I remember, I maintain in my article that all... well, lawmakers and leaders like Lycurgus, Solon, Mahomet, Napoleon, and so on, were all criminals, just by the fact that they made new laws, breaking the old ones passed down by their ancestors and considered sacred by the people. And they didn't shy away from violence either, even if it meant bloodshed—often of innocent people bravely defending the old laws—if it helped their cause. It’s crazy, really, that most of these people who did good for humanity were guilty of terrible violence. Basically, I’m saying that all great people—or even people just a little bit different, capable of saying something new—are, by nature, criminals—more or less, of course. Otherwise, they can’t break free from the ordinary. And they can’t stand being ordinary, it's just not in their nature, and honestly, they shouldn't. You see, there’s nothing really new about any of this. It’s been printed and read a thousand times before. As for my division of people into ordinary and extraordinary, I’m admitting it’s a little random, but I’m not insisting on exact numbers. I just believe in my main idea that people are naturally divided into two groups: those who are ordinary—basically, material that just reproduces itself—and those who have the gift or talent to say something new. There are tons of sub-groups, of course, but the differences between the two are pretty clear. The first group is usually conservative and follows the rules; they like to be in control and to be told what to do. I think it’s their duty to be controlled, because that’s what they’re meant to do, and there’s nothing embarrassing about it.
 These guys are all breaking the law, straight up. They're wreckers, or they're into tearing things down, depending on what they can do. Their crimes are different, for sure, but mostly they're trying to trash the way things are now, hoping for something better. But if someone’s gotta step over a body or wade through blood to make their idea happen, I’m telling you, they can convince themselves it's okay. It all depends on the idea and how big it is, you know? That’s what I was saying in that article—remember, it started with a legal thing.
Don’t freak out, though. Most people won’t ever think these people have a right to do what they do. They’ll punish them, hang them, whatever—and that’s just them doing their job, keeping things the way they are. But then, the next generation comes along and puts these same criminals on a pedestal, worships them, basically.
One group is all about the now. The other is looking to the future. One keeps the world going, fills it up. The other shakes things up, leads the world where it needs to go. Both groups have a right to exist, no doubt. And honestly, we all have equal rights—and let the eternal war begin—until the New Jerusalem, of course!
 “So, you believe in the New Jerusalem, right?”
“I do,” Raskolnikov said, sounding sure of himself. He’s been staring at a spot on the carpet the whole time he’s been talking.
“And… do you believe in God? Sorry to ask.”
“I do,” Raskolnikov repeated, finally looking up at Porfiry.
“And… do you believe Lazarus came back from the dead?”
“I… I do. Why are you asking all this?”
“Do you believe it literally?”
“Literally.”
“Wow… I just asked out of curiosity. Sorry. But let’s go back to the original question; they aren’t always punished. Some, on the other hand…”
“Succeed in their lifetime? Yeah, some people get what they want in this life, and then…”
“They start hurting other people?”
“If it’s necessary; usually, they do. That’s a really clever observation.”
“Thanks. But tell me this: how do you tell the extraordinary people from the regular ones? Are there signs when they’re born? I feel like there needs to be something more clear, a better way to tell. Sorry, it’s just the anxious thoughts of a law-abiding citizen, but couldn’t they wear a special uniform, for instance? Couldn’t they have a mark or something? Because, you know, if someone gets confused and thinks they belong to the wrong group, starts ‘eliminating obstacles’ like you happily put it, then…”
“Oh, that happens a lot! That’s even wittier than the last thing you said.”
“Thanks.”
“No problem, but listen to this: the mistake can only happen with the regular people (as I maybe unfortunately called them). Even though they like following the rules, a lot of them, just because of their nature, sometimes imagine they’re advanced people, ‘destroyers,’ and try to join the ‘new movement,’ and they’re completely serious about it. Meanwhile, the real new people are often ignored by them, or even looked down on as old-fashioned. But I don’t think there’s much danger here, and you don’t really need to worry because they don’t usually go very far. Of course, they might get a scolding sometimes for letting their imagination run wild and to remind them of their place, but that's it; actually, it’s not even necessary because they’re very conscientious: some correct each other, and others punish themselves. They’ll do all kinds of public acts of penance with a really impressive effect; seriously, you don’t have anything to worry about… It’s just the way things are.”
“Well, you’ve definitely calmed my mind a bit on that front. But there’s another thing that’s bothering me. Tell me, are there a lot of people who have the right to kill others, these extraordinary people? I’m ready to look up to them, of course, but you have to admit it's a little scary if there are a lot of them, right?”
 “Oh, you don’t need to worry about that either,” Raskolnikov continued in the same tone. “People with new ideas, even just a tiny spark of something new, are super rare, seriously. It’s obvious that all these different types of people have to follow some kind of natural order. We don’t know what that law is yet, but I’m convinced it exists, and someday we might figure it out. Most people are just… basic, existing just to, through some big effort, some mysterious process, some mixing of different backgrounds, to finally bring one person out of a thousand—maybe even ten thousand—with a bit of independence. One in a hundred thousand might have real independence, and a genius? One in a million. The truly great geniuses, the best of humanity, might only appear once every billions. I haven’t even looked under the hood to see how this all happens, but there definitely has to be a set rule, it can’t just be random.”
“Are you both kidding?” Razumihin finally shouted. “You’re just messing with each other. Are you serious, Rodya?”
Raskolnikov lifted his pale, almost sad face and didn’t reply. Razumihin found Porfiry’s constant, obvious sarcasm and teasing strange next to Raskolnikov’s quiet sadness.
“Well, brother, if you’re really serious… You’re right, of course, that it’s not new, that we’ve read and heard it a million times; but what’s really original, what’s all yours, honestly, scares me. You’re basically saying it’s okay to take a life, to justify it with your conscience, and, if I can be frank, you’re doing it with a serious level of belief… That’s the point of your article, right? But that idea of justifying bloodshed with conscience is, to me… even more terrifying than an official, legal justification of violence…”
“You’re absolutely right, it’s more terrifying,” Porfiry agreed.
“No way, you must be exaggerating! There must be a mistake, I’m going to read it. You can’t possibly think that! I’m going to read it.”
“That’s just a hint, it’s not all in there,” Raskolnikov said.
“Yeah, yeah.” Porfiry couldn’t sit still. “Your attitude towards crime is pretty clear now, but… excuse me for being nosy (I really feel bad bothering you like this), you see, you’ve taken away my worry about the different groups mixing, but… there are some possible real-world situations that make me uneasy! What if someone thinks they're a Lycurgus or Mahomet—a future one, of course—and they start removing all the obstacles… They have some big plan and need money for it… and they try to get it… do you see?”
Zametov let out a sudden burst of laughter in his corner. Raskolnikov didn’t even look at him.
“I have to admit,” he continued calmly, “that those situations definitely have to happen. The arrogant and foolish are especially likely to fall for that trap, especially young people.”
“Exactly, you see.”
“So what?” Raskolnikov smiled in reply. “That’s not my problem. It is what it is, and it always will be. He just said (he nodded at Razumihin) that I’m condoning bloodshed. Society is too well protected by prisons, exile, detectives, and hard labor. There’s no need to worry. You just have to catch the thief.”
“And what if we do catch him?”
“Then he gets what he deserves.”
“You’re certainly logical. But what about his conscience?”
“Why should we care about that?”
“Just out of basic humanity.”
“If he has a conscience, he’s going to suffer for his mistake. That’s his punishment—on top of prison.”
“But what about the real geniuses,” Razumihin frowned, “the ones who have the right to take a life? Shouldn’t they suffer at all, even for the blood they’ve spilled?”
 “Why do you even use the word ‘ought’? It’s not about permission or a rule. He’s gonna feel bad if he feels sorry for his victim. Pain and suffering are just part of the deal for someone really smart and with a big heart. I think truly great people have to experience a lot of sadness in life,” he added dreamily, totally off-topic.
He looked up, stared at everyone intently, smiled, and grabbed his hat. He felt like he was way quieter than when he first walked in, and it was obvious. Everyone stood up.
“Well, you can yell at me, be mad if you want,” Porfiry Petrovitch started again, “but I can’t help myself. Let me ask one little question (I know I’m bugging you). There’s just this one thing I want to get off my chest, so I don’t forget it.”
“Okay, lay it on me,” Raskolnikov said, standing there, pale and serious.
“Well, you know… I’m not sure how to put it right… It’s a weird, psychological thing… When you were writing your article, didn’t you secretly think… just a little bit… you were an ‘extraordinary’ person, dropping a brand new idea? You know what I mean, right?”
“Maybe,” Raskolnikov answered dismissively.
Razumihin shifted in his seat.
“And, if so, could you picture yourself, if you were facing tough times or needing to help people—pushing past boundaries? Like, robbing and murdering?”
He winked with his left eye again, chuckling quietly just like before.
“If I did, I definitely wouldn’t tell you,” Raskolnikov replied, full of defiant and arrogant disdain.
“Yeah, I was just curious because of your article, from a writing perspective…”
“Seriously? How obvious and rude is that?” Raskolnikov thought, totally grossed out.
“Let me just say,” he answered dryly, “I don’t think of myself as a Mahomet or a Napoleon, or anyone like that, and since I’m not, I can’t tell you how I’d act.”
“Come on, don’t we all think we’re a little bit like Napoleons now in Russia?” Porfiry Petrovitch said with a creepy familiarity.
Something strange came across in his voice.
“Maybe it was one of these future Napoleons who did in Alyona Ivanovna last week?” Zametov blurted out from the corner.
Raskolnikov didn’t say anything, just stared hard at Porfiry. Razumihin was scowling, looking really bummed. He seemed to be noticing something. He glared around the room. A moment of gloomy silence hung in the air. Raskolnikov turned to leave.
“Already going?” Porfiry said cheerfully, holding out his hand with excessive politeness. “Really glad to have met you. About your request, don’t worry about it, write whatever I told you, or, even better, come see me in a day or two... tomorrow, actually. I’ll be there around eleven for sure. We’ll sort everything out, have a chat. As one of the last to know, you might be able to tell us something,” he added with a really friendly expression.
“You want to officially question me, by the books?” Raskolnikov asked sharply.
“Oh, why? That’s not necessary right now. You’re misunderstanding me. I don’t miss a chance, you see, and… I’ve talked to everyone who had something to say… I got info from some of them, and you’re the last… Yeah, by the way,” he cried, as if he’s just remembered something, “what was I thinking of?” he turned to Razumihin, “you were going on and on about that Nikolay… of course, I know, I know very well,” he turned back to Raskolnikov, “that the guy’s innocent, but what can you do? We had to bother Dmitri too… This is the point, this is all: when you went up the stairs, it was after seven, right?”
“Yeah,” Raskolnikov answered, feeling a weird sense that he shouldn't have even said it.
 “Painters? No, I didn’t see them,” Raskolnikov answered slowly, like he was digging through his memories. At the same time, he was going crazy trying to figure out the catch, trying not to miss anything. “No, I didn’t see them, and I don’t remember seeing a place like that open… But on the fourth floor,” he said, feeling like he's finally got it under control, “I remember someone moving out of the apartment across from Alyona Ivanovna’s… I remember… I remember it clearly. Some movers were carrying out a couch, and they squished me against the wall. But painters… no, I don’t remember any painters, and I don’t think there was a place open anywhere, nope, there wasn’t.”
“What are you saying?” Razumihin shouted suddenly, like he just realized something. “Painters were working on the day of the murder, and he was there three days before? What are you even asking?”
“Seriously? I messed up!” Porfiry slapped himself on the forehead. “Ugh, this is stressing me out!” he said to Raskolnikov, sounding a little embarrassed. “It would be awesome if we could find out if anyone saw them between seven and eight at the apartment, so I thought maybe you could tell us something… I totally mixed things up.”
“You need to pay more attention,” Razumihin said, sounding annoyed.
They walked out into the street, feeling down and grumpy, and didn't say anything for a few steps. Raskolnikov took a deep breath.
Chapter 6

“I don’t believe it, I seriously can’t believe it!” Razumihin repeated, trying to wrap his head around Raskolnikov’s arguments.
They were getting close to Bakaleyev’s place, where Pulcheria Alexandrovna and Dounia had been waiting for a while. Razumihin kept stopping, totally caught up in the discussion, buzzing with confusion and excitement – it was the first time they were really talking openly about it.
“Don’t believe it, dude!” Raskolnikov said with a cool, detached smile. “You were oblivious as usual, but I was paying attention to every single word.”
“You’re being paranoid. That’s why you were analyzing their words... hmm... yeah, I get it. Porfiry’s tone was weird, and that guy Zametov was even worse! You’re right, there was something off about him—but what was it? Why?”
“He’s changed his mind since last night.”
“Totally the opposite! If they actually had that idea, they’d try to hide it, keep their cards close to their chest, you know, to catch you later… But this was all just careless and blunt.”
“If they had real facts – I mean, solid proof – or even just a reason to suspect something, they’d definitely try to cover their tracks, hoping to dig deeper (they’d have started snooping around a long time ago too). But they have nothing, not a single thing. It’s all smoke and mirrors – vague and unclear. Just a random thought floating around. So, they’re trying to rattle me with their arrogance. And maybe he got frustrated because he had no facts, and just blurted it out in anger – or maybe he has a plan... he seems smart. Maybe he wanted to scare me by pretending he knew. They’re playing mind games, man. But explaining it all is just a headache. Stop!”
“And it’s insulting, seriously insulting! I get where you’re coming from. But… now that we’re being open about it (and it’s a good thing we finally are – I’m glad), I’m just going to be straight with you: I’ve noticed this idea in them for a while now. Of course, just a hint, a little nudge – but why even that? How dare they? What’s their basis for it? If you only knew how furious I’m been! Just think! Because a poor student, messed up by poverty and hypochondria, on the verge of a crazy, sick episode (take note of that), paranoid, arrogant, proud, who hasn't spoken to anyone in six months, in rags and boots with no soles, has to deal with some low-life cops and put up with their attitude; and this unexpected debt shoved under his nose, the I.O.U. from Tchebarov, the new paint, thirty degrees Reaumur and a suffocating atmosphere, a crowd of people, talk about the murder of a person where he’s just been, and all that on an empty stomach – he could totally faint! And that’s what they’re basing it all on! Ugh, I feel for you, man. I get how annoying it is, but if I were you, Rodya, I’d laugh at them, or better yet, spit in their ugly faces, and spit a dozen times in every direction. I'd lash out in every direction, and clean them up, and be done with it. Seriously, don’t feel down about it.”
“He’s really putting it well, though,” Raskolnikov thought.
“Ugh, the cross-examination again, tomorrow?” he said bitterly. “Do I really have to explain myself to them? I’m already annoyed that I even bothered to talk to Zametov at the restaurant yesterday…”
“Seriously! I’m going to Porfiry myself. I’m going to pry it out of him, like he’s family: he needs to spill all the details! And as for Zametov…”
“Finally, he sees through him!” Raskolnikov thought.
“Hold up!” Razumihin shouted, grabbing him by the shoulder again. “Hold up! You’re wrong. I’ve been thinking about it. You’re wrong! How was that a trap? You said the question about the workmen was a trap. But if you’d done that, could you have said you’d seen them painting the flat... and the workmen? Nope. On the contrary, you would have seen nothing, even if you had seen it. Who would admit that?”
 “If I’d done that, I totally would have said I saw the workers and the flat,” Raskolnikov answered, sounding super reluctant and honestly disgusted.
“But why talk bad about yourself?”
“Because only farmers or totally clueless newbies deny everything flat-out during questioning. If you’re even a little smart and experienced, you’re gonna admit the facts you can’t dodge, but then you’re gonna try to explain them differently, twist things around, give them a new meaning, put them in a new light. Porfiry probably figured I’d do exactly that, say I saw them to seem truthful, and then try to explain it away.”
“But he would’ve immediately told you the workers couldn’t have been there two days before, and that meant you had to have been there the day of the murder at eight o’clock. He would’ve caught you on a tiny detail.”
“Yeah, that’s what he was counting on—me not having time to think, rushing to give the most likely answer, and forgetting the workers couldn’t have been there two days before.”
“But how could you forget that?”
“Easy. That’s where even the smartest people trip up. The more you think you're clever, the less you suspect you'll get caught on something simple. The more you think you’re cunning, the simpler the trap has to be. Porfiry isn’t as dumb as you think…”
“He’s a jerk then, if that’s the case!”
Raskolnikov couldn't help but laugh. But then, he realized how open he’d been, and how eager he was to explain it all, even though he'd been acting totally repulsed the whole time, probably because he had to.
“I’m kind of getting into this,” he thought to himself. But almost immediately, he got seriously uneasy, like a weird, alarming idea had just popped into his head. His anxiety kept building. They’d just reached the entrance to Bakaleyev’s.
“Go in alone!” Raskolnikov blurted out. “I’ll be right back.”
“Where are you going? We’re right here!”
“I can’t help it… I’ll be back in half an hour. Tell them.”
“Tell them what you want, I’m coming with you.”
“You, too, want to mess with me!” he yelled, with so much bitterness and despair in his eyes that Razumihin’s hands just dropped. He stood on the steps for a while, watching Raskolnikov walk away fast toward his place. Finally, grinding his teeth and clenching his fist, he swore he’d squeeze Porfiry like a lemon that very day, and went up the stairs to reassure Pulcheria Alexandrovna, who was already freaking out about them being gone so long.
When Raskolnikov got home, his hair was soaked with sweat and he was breathing hard. He rushed up the stairs, went into his unlocked room and slammed the latch shut. Then, in sheer terror, he darted to the corner, to that hole under the paper where he's hidden things; he stuck his hand in, and for a few minutes, he carefully felt around in the hole, in every crack and fold of the paper. Finding nothing, he stood up and took a deep breath. As he was heading back to Bakaleyev’s, he suddenly worried that something—a chain, a stud, or even a scrap of paper with the old woman’s handwriting on it—might have slipped out and gotten lost in a crack, and then suddenly show up as undeniable proof against him.
He stood there, like he was totally lost in thought, and a strange, humiliated, half-crazy smile crept onto his lips. He grabbed his cap at last and quietly left the room. His thoughts were all tangled up. He wandered dreamily through the gateway.
“Here he is himself!” a loud voice shouted.
He looked up.
 The porter was standing at the door of his tiny room, pointing him out to a short dude who looked like a craftsman – you know, a long coat and a vest, and honestly, looked kinda like a woman from a distance. He was hunched over, with his head hanging forward under a greasy cap. His face was all wrinkled and soft; he looked like he was over fifty. His little eyes were hidden in fat and looked out, all grumpy and dissatisfied.
“What’s up?” Raskolnikov asked, heading over to the porter.
The guy glanced at him from under his eyebrows, checking him out carefully; then he slowly turned and walked out the gate into the street without saying a word.
“What’s going on?” Raskolnikov called out.
“Oh, he was asking if a student lived here, mentioned your name and who you lived with. I saw you coming and pointed you out, and he just took off. It’s weird.”
The porter seemed a little confused, but not too much. After thinking for a second, he turned and went back to his room.
Raskolnikov ran after the stranger and spotted him walking down the other side of the street with the same steady, deliberate pace, staring at the ground like he was deep in thought. He soon caught up, but for a while, he just followed behind. Finally, he moved alongside him and looked at his face. The man noticed him right away, glanced at him quickly, then dropped his eyes again; and they walked side by side for a minute without saying a word.
“You were asking for me… from the porter?” Raskolnikov said, but his voice was strangely quiet.
The man didn’t answer; he didn’t even look at him. They were both silent again.
“Why do you… come and ask for me… and say nothing… What’s the deal?”
Raskolnikov’s voice cracked, and he seemed to struggle to get the words out.
The man raised his eyes this time and gave Raskolnikov a dark, creepy look.
“Murderer!” he said suddenly, in a quiet but clear voice.
Raskolnikov kept walking beside him. His legs suddenly felt weak, a cold shiver ran down his spine, and his heart seemed to stop for a moment, then suddenly started pounding like it had been released. They walked for about a hundred paces, side by side in silence.
The man didn’t look at him.
“What do you mean… what is… Who’s a murderer?” Raskolnikov muttered, barely audible.
“You are a murderer,” the man answered, even more clearly and forcefully, with a smile of triumphant hatred, and again he stared straight into Raskolnikov’s pale face and haunted eyes.
They had just reached the intersection. The man turned left without looking back. Raskolnikov stood there, watching him. He saw him turn around fifty paces away and look back at him still standing there. Raskolnikov couldn’t see clearly, but he thought he saw him smiling that same smile of cold hatred and triumph.
With slow, shaky steps, with trembling knees, Raskolnikov made his way back to his tiny room, feeling chilled to the bone. He took off his cap and put it on the table, and for ten minutes he stood without moving. Then he sank onto the sofa, exhausted, and with a weak moan of pain, he stretched out on it. He lay there for half an hour.
 He wasn’t thinking about anything specific. Just random thoughts and images—faces of people he’d seen as a kid or met once and totally forgotten, the church bell tower in V., a pool table in a restaurant and some officers playing, the smell of cigars from some shady tobacco shop, a dark tavern room, a back staircase all gross with dirty water and eggshells everywhere, and the Sunday bells ringing in the distance… The images flashed by, like a crazy whirlwind. Some he liked and tried to grab onto, but they vanished. All the while, there was this heavy feeling inside, but it wasn’t crushing, sometimes it was even kinda nice… The slight shivers still lingered, but even that felt almost pleasant.
He heard Razumihin’s hurried footsteps. He closed his eyes, pretending to be asleep. Razumihin opened the door and stood in the doorway for a while, like he was unsure. Then, he tiptoed into the room and went carefully to the sofa. Raskolnikov heard Nastasya whisper:
“Don’t bother him! Let him sleep. He can eat later.”
“Totally,” answered Razumihin. They both backed away carefully and closed the door. Another half hour passed. Raskolnikov opened his eyes, rolled onto his back, and clasped his hands behind his head.
“Who is he? Who’s that dude who just popped up from nowhere? Where was he, what did he see? He’s seen everything, that’s obvious. Where was he then? And from where did he see? Why is he just showing up now? And how could he see? Seriously? Hm…” continued Raskolnikov, feeling cold and shivering, “and the jewelry box Nikolay found behind the door—was that even possible? A clue? You miss the tiniest detail and you can build a whole mountain of evidence! A fly saw it! Is that even real?” He felt suddenly disgusted with how weak, how physically weak he’d become. “I should’ve known,” he thought with a bitter smile. “And how could I, knowing myself, knowing how I should be, pick up an axe and spill blood! I should’ve known beforehand…” he whispered in despair. Sometimes he’s just stuck on a thought.
“Nah, those guys aren’t wired like that. The real boss, who can do anything, storms Toulon, makes a massacre in Paris, loses an army in Egypt, wastes half a million guys in the Moscow expedition, and then jokes around in Vilna. And they build altars to him after he’s gone, so it’s all good. Nope, those kinds of people aren’t even human, they’re made of bronze!”
One random, kinda funny thought almost made him laugh. Napoleon, the pyramids, Waterloo, and a pathetic, skinny old lady—a pawnbroker with a red trunk under her bed—it’s a perfect puzzle for Porfiry Petrovitch to figure out! How can he even wrap his head around it? It’s just not artistic enough. “Napoleon sneaking under an old woman’s bed! Ugh, how gross!”
 He felt like he was totally losing it. He was caught in a feverish, wired state. “The old woman doesn't matter,” he thought, hot and confused. “She was a mistake, maybe, but that’s not the big deal! The old woman was just a sickness.... I rushed things, I was too eager.... I didn’t kill a person, but an idea! I killed the idea, but I didn’t go too far, I stopped short.... I was only capable of killing. And it turns out I wasn’t even good at that... An idea? Why was that goofball Razumihin trash-talking socialists? They’re hardworking, business-minded people; ‘the happiness of everyone’ is their thing. Nope, life’s only happening once for me, and I’m not getting another shot. I don’t want to wait for ‘the happiness of everyone.’ I want to live my own life, or not live at all. I couldn't just stand by while my mom was starving, holding onto my single dollar while I waited for ‘the happiness of everyone.’ I’m putting my little piece into making everyone happy, and that’s what makes my heart feel okay. Ha-ha! Why did you let me slip up? I only get one life, I want… too!” He suddenly burst out laughing like a maniac. “Yeah, I’m definitely a loser,” he kept saying, clinging to the idea, enjoying it, messing with it like it was a twisted game. “First off, because I can actually think that I’m one. And second, because for the last month I’ve been bothering the universe, practically begging it to witness that I wasn’t doing this for my own selfish desires, but with a grand and noble purpose—ha-ha! Third, because I tried to do it as fairly as possible, weighing everything, measuring, calculating. Out of all the losers, I picked the most useless one and planned to take only what I needed for the first step, no more, no less (so the rest would go to a monastery, according to her will, ha-ha!). And what proves that I’m a total loser,” he added, grinding his teeth, “is that I’m probably even grosser and more disgusting than the loser I killed, and I already knew I’d tell myself that after I did it. Can anything be worse than that? The cheapness! The lowdown-ness! I get the ‘prophet’ with his sword, on his horse: Allah commands and the trembling world has to obey! The ‘prophet’ is right, he’s right when he sets off a bomb across the street and blows up the innocent and the guilty without even bothering to explain! It’s for you to obey, trembling world, don’t even think about having desires, because that’s not for you!... I’m never, ever forgiving that old woman!”
His hair was soaked with sweat, his trembling lips were dry, and his eyes were fixed on the ceiling.
“Mom, sister—I loved them so much! Why do I hate them now? Yeah, I hate them, I feel a real, physical hatred for them, I can’t stand being near them.... I went up to my mom and kissed her, I remember.... To hug her and think if she only knew… should I tell her? Maybe I will… She has to be the same as I am,” he added, straining to think, as if battling a fever dream. “Oh, how I hate that old woman now! I feel like I’d kill her again if she came back to life! Poor Lizaveta! Why did she even come in?... It’s weird though, why don’t I think about her much, like I didn’t even kill her? Lizaveta! Sonia! Poor, gentle souls, with gentle eyes.... Dear women! Why aren’t they crying? Why aren’t they moaning? They give up everything... their eyes are soft and gentle.... Sonia, Sonia! Gentle Sonia!”
 He passed out; it was weird that he couldn't remember how he's ended up on the street. It was late, the evening shadows were deepening, and the full moon was getting brighter and brighter. But the air felt thick, almost suffocating. The street was packed with people – workers heading home, business folks rushing by, and others just out for a stroll. There was a smell of wet cement, dust, and stagnant water. Raskolnikov walked along, feeling down and really anxious. He knew he's left his place with a purpose, that he had to do something fast, but he couldn't remember what it was. Suddenly, he stopped and saw a guy across the street, waving him over. He crossed over, but the guy immediately turned and walked away with his head down, like he hadn't even signaled him. “Hey, did he really wave me over?” Raskolnikov wondered, trying to catch up. When he was about ten steps behind, he recognized him and felt a jolt of fear – it was the same guy with the hunched shoulders in the long coat. Raskolnikov followed him from a distance; his heart was pounding. They turned a corner, and the guy still wasn’t looking back. “Does he know I’m following him?” Raskolnikov thought. The guy went into the gate of a huge house. Raskolnikov hurried to the gate and peeked in, hoping he’s look back and signal him. In the courtyard, the guy did turn around and seemed to wave him over again. Raskolnikov immediately followed him into the yard, but the guy was gone. He must’s gone up the first staircase. Raskolnikov rushed after him. He heard slow, steady footsteps two floors above. The staircase felt strangely familiar. He reached the window on the first floor; the moonlight shone through the glass with a sad, mysterious glow. Then he reached the second floor. “Wait, this is the apartment where the painters were working… but why didn’t I recognize it right away?” The footsteps above had faded. “So, he must’s stopped or hidden somewhere.” He reached the third floor, should he keep going? There was a silence that was creepy... But he kept going. The sound of his own footsteps scared him. It was so dark! The guy must’s hiding in a corner here. Oh wow, the apartment door was standing open, he hesitated and went inside. It was really dark and empty in the hallway, like everything had been taken away. He crept along on tiptoe into the living room, which was flooded with moonlight. Everything was the same as before – the chairs, the mirror, the yellow sofa, and the pictures in their frames. A huge, round moon, copper-red, looked in through the windows. “It’s the moon that makes it so still, weaving some kind of mystery,” Raskolnikov thought. He stood and waited, waited a long time, and the more silent the moonlight, the faster his heart beat, until it was painful. And still, the same quiet. Suddenly, he heard a quick, sharp crack, like a piece of wood snapping, and then it was quiet again. A fly buzzed up suddenly and hit the window with a sad little sound. At that moment, he noticed something hanging on the wall, in the corner between the window and the small closet – a cloak. “Why is that cloak here?” he thought, “it wasn’t there before…”
 He crept up to it quietly and felt like someone was hiding behind it. He carefully pulled back the cloak and saw an old woman sitting in a chair in the corner. She was hunched over so he couldn’t see her face, but it was her. He stood over her. “She’s freaked out,” he thought. He quietly took the axe from the rope and swung it at her—one blow, then another on her skull. But weirdly, she didn’t move, like she was made of wood. He was totally creeped out, leaned in closer and tried to see her face, but she just ducked her head lower. He bent right down to the ground and peeked up at her face from below. He peeked, and suddenly felt ice-cold with terror: the old woman was sitting there, laughing. She was shaking with silent laughter, trying her hardest for him not to hear it. Suddenly, he thought he heard the bedroom door open a crack, and there was laughter and whispering inside. He lost it and started hacking at the old woman's head with all his strength. But with every swing of the axe, the laughter and whispering from the bedroom got louder, and the old woman was just shaking with amusement. He tried to bolt, but the hallway was packed with people. The doors to the apartments were open, and on the landing, on the stairs, and everywhere below, there were people—rows of heads, all staring, but huddled together in silence and anticipation. Something squeezed his heart, his legs were frozen, they wouldn’t budge…. He tried to scream and woke up.
 He took a deep breath—but his dream felt super weird, like it was still happening. Suddenly, his door burst open, and a dude he's never seen before stood there, totally staring at him.
Raskolnikov barely opened his eyes and instantly slammed them shut again. He lay on his back, not moving a muscle.
“Is this still a dream?” he wondered, and slowly, almost without realizing it, lifted his eyelids again. The stranger was still standing there, still watching.
He stepped cautiously into the room, carefully closing the door behind him, walked over to the table, paused for a sec, still keeping his eyes on Raskolnikov, and quietly sat down in the chair by the sofa. He tossed his hat on the floor next to him and rested his hands on his cane, chin in his hands. It was clear he was ready to wait forever. As far as Raskolnikov could tell from quick glances, he was a guy who wasn’t exactly young anymore—stout, with a full, light-colored, almost white beard.
Ten minutes passed. It was still light out, but starting to get dark. The room was totally silent. Not a peep came from the stairs. Just a big fly buzzing and fluttering against the window. It was seriously unbearable. Raskolnikov suddenly jumped up and plopped down on the sofa.
“Alright, spill it. What do you want?”
“I knew you weren’t asleep, just faking it,” the stranger replied, kind of strange, laughing calmly. “Arkady Ivanovitch Svidrigaïlov—allow me to introduce myself....”
Chapter 1

“Seriously, is this still a dream?” Raskolnikov thought again.
He looked at the unexpected visitor, checking him out with suspicion.
“Svidrigaïlov! What the heck? This can’t be real!” he said finally, totally confused.
His visitor didn’t seem surprised at all.
“I came to see you for a couple of reasons. First, I’d heard so much about you—all good stuff, actually. Second, I’m hoping you can help me out with something important to your sister, Avdotya Romanovna. Without your support, she probably wouldn’t even let me near her now, because she’s got it in for me, but with your help, I’m counting on…”
“You’re wrong to count on it,” Raskolnikov cut him off.
“You guys just got here yesterday, right?”
Raskolnikov didn’t reply.
“Yep, it was yesterday. I just got in myself the day before. Listen, Rodion Romanovitch, I don’t think I need to explain myself, but can you tell me, just being honest, what I did that was so messed up in all this? No sugarcoating it, just straight facts?”
Raskolnikov kept staring at him in silence.
“That I chased a defenseless girl in my own house and ‘made her uncomfortable with my crazy suggestions’—is that it? (I’m anticipating you.) But if you just assume that I’m a guy, you know, a normal guy… capable of being attracted and falling in love (which isn’t something we can control), then everything makes sense. The question is, am I a monster, or am I a victim myself? And what if I am a victim? When I suggested eloping to America or Switzerland, I might have been totally respectful of her and genuinely thought I was helping us both find happiness! Reason is a slave to passion, you know? I probably ended up hurting myself more than anyone else!”
“That’s not the point,” Raskolnikov interrupted, looking disgusted. “It’s just that whether you’re right or wrong, we don’t like you. We don’t want anything to do with you. We’re showing you the door. Get out!”
Svidrigaïlov suddenly burst out laughing.
“But you’re… but there’s no getting around you,” he said, still laughing. “I was hoping I could, but you went straight for the hard truth!”
“But you’re still trying to get around me!”
“So what? So what?” Svidrigaïlov laughed openly. “The French call that bonne guerre, a harmless kind of trickery! But still, you interrupted me; one way or another, I repeat: there wouldn't have been any trouble except for what happened in the garden. Marfa Petrovna…”
“You got rid of Marfa Petrovna, too, right?” Raskolnikov interrupted rudely.
“Oh, you’ve heard about that, too, huh? You would have, wouldn't you? But about your question, I don’t really know what to say, even though my conscience is totally clear. Don’t think I’m worried about it. Everything was above board; the doctor said it was a stroke caused by bathing right after a big dinner and a bottle of wine, and it couldn’t have been anything else. But I’ve been thinking a lot lately, on the train here, and I was wondering: didn’t I, in some way, contribute to all that… mess, morally, by getting under her skin or something? But I decided that was totally out of the question.”
Raskolnikov laughed.
“I can’t believe you even worry about it!”
 “But what are you laughing about? Seriously, I only hit her twice with a belt—there weren’t even any marks... don’t think I’m a jerk, okay? I know it was bad, I get it; but I also know Marfa Petrovna was probably stoked about my, like, intensity. Your sister’s story had been totally wrung out; for the last three days, Marfa Petrovna was stuck at home, had nothing to do in town. Plus, she’s been driving everyone crazy with that letter (you heard her reading it). And then, bam, those two whacks just fell from the sky! Her first move was to order the carriage. Not to mention, sometimes women are actually glad to be insulted, no matter how mad they act. Everyone does it; people just love to be insulted, haven't you noticed? Especially women. You could almost say it’s their only form of entertainment.”
At one point, Raskolnikov thought about just getting up and leaving, ending the conversation. But curiosity and a bit of caution made him hang around for a second.
“You like fighting?” he asked casually.
“Nah, not really,” Svidrigaïlov answered calmly. “And Marfa Petrovna and I barely ever fought. We got along great, and she was always happy with me. I only used the whip twice in all seven years (not counting a third time that was, like, super ambiguous). The first time was two months after we got married, right after we got to the countryside, and the last time was what we’re talking about now. Did you think I was a total monster, a dinosaur, a slave driver? Ha, ha! By the way, do you remember, Rodion Romanovitch, how a few years ago, during that whole wave of ‘woke’ stuff, some nobleman got totally roasted everywhere in the papers for hitting a German woman on the train? You remember? It was around that same year, I think, when ‘The Egyptian Nights’ was a big deal (you know, the dark eyes! Ah, the good old days of our youth, where did they go?). Well, as for the guy who hit the German, I don’t feel bad for him, because, honestly, why should I? But I gotta say, there are sometimes those kinds of provoking ‘Germans’ that I don’t think any progressive could really defend themselves. No one looked at it from that angle then, but that’s the truly fair way to see things, I promise.”
After saying this, Svidrigaïlov burst out laughing again. Raskolnikov realized this was a guy with a plan and wasn't going to show his hand.
“You haven’t talked to anyone in days, right?” he asked.
“Pretty much. You wondering why I’m so easygoing?”
“Nah, I’m just wondering if you’re too easygoing.”
“Because I’m not offended by your blunt questions? That’s it? But why get offended? You asked, I answered,” he replied with a surprisingly simple expression. “You know, I’m hardly interested in anything,” he went on, almost dreamily, “especially now, I’ve got nothing to do…. You’re welcome to think I’m hitting on you, especially since I said I wanted to see your sister about something. But I’ll be honest, I’m super bored. The last three days especially, so I’m stoked to see you…. Don’t be mad, Rodion Romanovitch, but you seem kind of weird yourself. Say what you like, something’s off with you, and now, too... not this second, I mean, but now, generally…. Well, well, I won’t, I won’t, don’t scowl! I’m not such a grump, you know, like you think.”
Raskolnikov looked at him gloomily.
 “You’re not a bear, right?” he said. “I’m guessing you’re a really well-bred guy, or at least know how to act like one when it counts.”
“I don’t really care what people think,” Svidrigaïlov answered, dryly and with a hint of arrogance. “So why not be a little rough around the edges sometimes? It’s a good cover for our weather... and especially if it’s just your nature,” he added, laughing again.
“But I hear you have tons of friends here. You’re, like, ‘connected,’ as they say. So, what do you want with me, unless you have a specific reason?”
“That’s true, I’m friendly with people around here,” Svidrigaïlov admitted, dodging the main point. “I’m already acquainted with some. I’ve been hanging around for the last three days, people have seen me, or I’ve seen them. It’s just how things are. I dress well and I’m clearly not broke. The emancipation thing didn't affect me; my property is mostly forests and meadows. My income hasn’t dropped; but… I’m not seeing anyone, I was totally over it long ago. I’ve been here three days and haven’t visited a single person… What a town! How did this even happen? A town full of bureaucrats and students of every kind. Yeah, there's a lot I didn't pick up on when I was here eight years ago, living it up.... My only hope now is in anatomy, honestly!”
“Anatomy?”
“But forget about clubs, parades, or fancy events, I’m not interested,” he went on, still missing the question. “Besides, who wants to be a card shark?”
“Have you been a card shark then?”
“How could I not be? We had a whole crew of us, guys from the best families, eight years ago; we had a blast. And all well-bred, you know, poets, people with money. And in Russian society, as a rule, you find the best manners among those who’ve been roughed up, haven’t you noticed? I went downhill in the countryside. But I did end up in prison for debt, thanks to a shady Greek from Nezhin. Then Marfa Petrovna showed up; she negotiated with him and bought my freedom for thirty thousand silver pieces (I owed seventy thousand). We got married and she dragged me off to the countryside like a treasure. You know she was five years older than me. She really liked me. For seven years I didn't leave the country. And get this, the whole time she held an IOU for thirty thousand rubles over my head – so if I ever tried to cause trouble, I was trapped! And she would have done it! Women don’t find anything weird about that.”
“If it wasn’t for that, would you have ditched her?”
“I don’s know what to say. It wasn't just the IOU holding me back. I didn’t want to go anywhere else. Marfa Petrovna even invited me to go abroad, seeing I was bored, but I’d been abroad before, and always felt sick there. For no reason, just the sunrise, the bay of Naples, the sea—you look at them and it makes you sad. What’s the worst is that you’re actually sad! No, it’s better here. At least here you can blame others for everything and excuse yourself. I might have gone on an expedition to the North Pole, because I hate drinking and have a bad taste for wine, and there’s nothing else left. I tried it. But, I heard Berg is going up in a huge balloon next Sunday from the Yusupov Garden and will take passengers for a fee. Is that true?”
“Would you go?”
“I… No, oh, no,” muttered Svidrigaïlov, really looking deep in thought.
“What’s he getting at? Is he serious?” Raskolnikov wondered.
 “No, the document didn’t stop me,” Svidrigaïlov went on, thinking it over. “It was my own choice not to leave, and it was almost a year ago that Marfa Petrovna gave me back the document and gave me a good chunk of money, too. She had a fortune, you know. ‘You see how much I trust you, Arkady Ivanovitch’—that’s exactly what she said. You don’t think she used it? But you know, I managed the estate pretty well; people in the neighborhood know me. I even ordered books. Marfa Petrovna liked it at first, but then she got worried I was studying too much.”
“You seem to miss Marfa Petrovna a lot?”
“Missing her? Maybe. Really, maybe I do. And, by the way, do you believe in ghosts?”
“What ghosts?”
“You know, regular ghosts.”
“Do you believe in them?”
“Maybe not, if it makes you happy.... I wouldn’t completely rule it out.”
“Do you see them, then?”
Svidrigaïlov looked at him a little weird.
“Marfa Petrovna likes to visit me,” he said, twisting his mouth into a strange smile.
“What do you mean, ‘she likes to visit you’?”
“She’s been three times. I saw her first on the day of the funeral, an hour after she was buried. It was the day before I left to come here. The second time was the day before yesterday, at sunrise, at the train station in Malaya Vishera, and the third time was just two hours ago in the room where I’m staying. I was alone.”
“Were you awake?”
“Totally awake. I was wide awake every time. She comes, talks to me for a minute, and then leaves through the door—always at the door. I can almost hear her.”
“What made me think something like that was happening to you?” Raskolnikov blurted out suddenly.
At the same moment, he was surprised he’d said it. He was really worked up.
“What! You thought so?” Svidrigaïlov asked, stunned. “You really thought that? Didn’t I say there was something we had in common, huh?”
“You never said that!” Raskolnikov snapped, his voice tight with emotion.
“Didn’t I?”
“No!”
“I thought I did. When I came in and saw you lying there with your eyes closed, pretending, I immediately thought, ‘This is the guy.’”
“What do you mean by ‘the guy?’ What are you even talking about?” Raskolnikov cried out.
“What do I mean? I honestly don’t know…” Svidrigaïlov muttered, sounding confused, as if he were puzzled too.
They were silent for a moment. They stared at each other.
“That’s all crazy!” Raskolnikov shouted, clearly frustrated. “What does she say when she comes to you?”
 “Seriously? She talks about the most random stuff—it’d be hilarious if it didn’t bug me. Man, people are weird. The first time she showed up (I was totally wiped, you know: the funeral, the service, the lunch afterward. Finally, I was alone in my study. I lit a cigar and started to think), she just walked in. ‘You’re so swamped today, Arkady Ivanovitch, you forgot to wind the dining room clock,’ she said. For seven whole years, I’ve wound that clock every week, and she always reminds me if I forget. The next day, I headed out here. I got off the train at sunrise; I’d been dozing, totally exhausted, eyes half-closed. I was drinking coffee, and suddenly Marfa Petrovna was sitting next to me, holding a deck of cards. ‘Want me to read your fortune for the trip, Arkady Ivanovitch?’ She was a total fortune-telling whiz. I seriously regret not asking her. I bolted when the bell rang, and, honestly, I was freaked out. I was sitting there today, feeling heavy after a pretty bad meal from a takeout place, smoking. Then, out of nowhere, Marfa Petrovna again. She walked in looking sharp in a brand-new green silk dress with a long train. ‘Hey, Arkady Ivanovitch! What do you think of my dress? Aniska can’t even make something like this.’ (Aniska was a dressmaker back home, one of our old serf girls who’s been trained in Moscow—a really cute girl.) She was twirling around in front of me. I looked at the dress, then I looked really closely at her face. ‘Seriously, why are you bothering me about something like this, Marfa Petrovna?’ ‘Good grief, you’ll let one little thing throw you off?’ Just to tease her, I said, ‘I want to get married, Marfa Petrovna.’ ‘That’s just like you, Arkady Ivanovitch; it’really doesn’t look good on you to be looking for a bride so soon after your wife died. And if you did make a good choice, at least, but I know it won’t be for your happiness or hers, you’ll just be a joke to everyone. ‘Then she left, and her train seemed to rustle. Isn’t that ridiculous, huh?”
“But maybe you’re lying?” Raskolnikov chimed in.
“I hardly ever lie,” Svidrigaïlov answered thoughtfully, not even noticing how rude the question was.
“And have you ever seen ghosts before?”
“Y-yeah, I’ve seen them, but only once in my life, about six years ago. I had a serf, Filka; right after his burial, I called out, forgetting, ‘Filka, my pipe!’ He came in and went to the cupboard where my pipes were. I just sat there thinking, ‘he’s doing it to get revenge,’ because we had a huge fight just before he died. ‘How dare you come in with a hole in your elbow?’ I said. ‘Get out of here, you goofball!’ He turned and left, and never came back. I didn’t tell Marfa Petrovna at the time. I wanted to have a service done for him, but I was embarrassed.”
“You should see a doctor.”
“I know I’m not feeling well, without you telling me, but I don’t know what’s wrong; I think I’m five times stronger than you are. I didn’t ask you if you believe that ghosts are seen, but whether you believe that they exist.”
“No way, I won’t believe it!” Raskolnikov shouted, clearly annoyed.
“What do people usually say?” Svidrigaïlov muttered, talking to himself, looking away and nodding his head. “They say, ‘You’re sick, so anything you see is just a weird dream.’ But that’s not really logical. I agree that ghosts only show up to sick people, but that just proves they can’t appear to anyone but sick people, not that they don’t exist.”
“That’s not what I meant,” Raskolnikov insisted, irritated.
 “Really? You don’t think so?” Svidrigaïlov went on, looking at him straight. “But what do you say to this? Ghosts are, like, pieces and bits of other worlds, the start of them. When you’re healthy, you don't see them, because you’re all about this world and need to live fully in it to keep things orderly. But when you’re sick, things change. The normal order of your body gets messed up, and you start to wonder about another world. The sicker you get, the closer you feel to it—so when you die, you just step right into it. I thought about that a long time ago. If you believe in an afterlife, you could totally buy that.”
“I don’t believe in an afterlife,” said Raskolnikov.
Svidrigaïlov seemed lost in thought.
“And what if there are just spiders there, or something like that?” he asked suddenly.
“He’s totally off his rocker,” thought Raskolnikov.
“We always picture eternity as something huge, beyond our understanding, right? But why does it have to be huge? What if it’s just a tiny room, like a dingy old bathhouse in the country, black and grimy with spiders everywhere? Maybe that’s all eternity is.”
“You can actually imagine nothing more… comforting than that?” Raskolnikov cried, feeling a wave of despair.
“Comforting? How can we even know? Maybe that is the truth, and maybe you just don’t get it,” answered Svidrigaïlov, with a vague smile.
That crazy answer sent a chill down Raskolnikov’s spine. Svidrigaïlov looked up, stared at him, and suddenly burst out laughing.
“Just think,” he said, “half an hour ago we’re total strangers, we see each other as enemies, there’s a problem between us, we’re just tossing it aside and moving on to abstract ideas! Wasn’t I right to say we’re birds of a feather?”
“Please,” Raskolnikov said, irritated, “can you explain why you’re even visiting? And… and I’m in a rush, I don’t have time to chat. I need to go out.”
“Sure, no problem. Your sister, Avdotya Romanovna, is getting married to Mr. Luzhin, Pyotr Petrovitch?”
“Can you please not ask about my sister or mention her name? I can’s believe you’d even dare to say her name in front of me, if you really are Svidrigaïlov.”
“But I came here to talk about her; how can I avoid it?”
“Fine, go ahead, but hurry up.”
“I’m sure you’ve already formed an opinion of this Mr. Luzhin, who’s connected to me through my wife, even after just seeing him for a few minutes or hearing a few things about him. He’s no match for Avdotya Romanovna. I thought, from everything I’d heard about you, that you’d be super happy if the match could be broken off without losing any money. Now that I know you, I’m even more convinced.”
“That’s really naive… excuse me, I should have said, pretty rude on your part,” said Raskolnikov.
“So you think I’m looking out for myself? Don’t worry, Rodion Romanovitch, if I were working for my own advantage, I wouldn’t have been so blunt. I’m not that clueless. Let me tell you something kind of weird, though: just now, defending my feelings for Avdotya Romanovna, I said I was a victim. Well, let me tell you, I don’t feel any love now, not even a little bit. I’m actually surprised myself, because I really did feel something…”
“Through laziness and messed-up choices,” Raskolnikov put in.
“Okay, yeah, I’m lazy and messed up. But your sister has qualities that even I couldn’t help but notice. But that’s all nonsense, as far as I can see now.”
 “Have you seen that?”
“I started noticing it before, but I only really realized it the day before yesterday, practically the moment I got to Petersburg. I still thought in Moscow that I was coming to try and win Avdotya Romanovna’s hand and to ditch Mr. Luzhin.”
“Sorry to interrupt, but please get to the point. I’m in a rush, I need to head out…”
“It would be my pleasure. Once I got here and decided on a certain... trip, I wanted to make a few arrangements. I left my kids with an aunt; they’re doing great and don’t need me. Honestly, I’d be a decent dad! I only took what Marfa Petrovna gave me a year ago. That's enough for me. Anyway, I'm getting to it. Before this trip happens, I need to sort out Mr. Luzhin, too. It's not that I hate him that much, but he’s the reason I fought with Marfa Petrovna when I found out she was setting up this marriage. Now, I want to see Avdotya Romanovna through you, and if you’re okay with it, in front of you, to explain that she’s going to get nothing but trouble from Mr. Luzhin. Then, apologizing for any past awkwardness, to give her ten thousand rubles and help break things off with Mr. Luzhin, which I think she’s already leaning towards, if she could just figure out how.”
“You’re seriously messed up,” Raskolnikov said, more shocked than angry. “How can you even say that?”
“I figured you’d freak out. But first, even though I’m not rich, those ten thousand rubles are totally free; I don’t need them at all. If Avdotya Romanovna doesn’t take them, I’ll just waste them on something silly. That’s the first thing. Second, my conscience is clear; I’m offering this with no hidden agenda. You might not believe me, but eventually Avdotya Romanovna and you will. The point is, I actually caused your sister, who I really respect, some trouble and awkwardness, and so, genuinely regretting it, I want—not to make up for it, not to repay her for the bad times, but just to do something nice for her, to show that I’m not totally useless. If I had even a tiny bit of ulterior motive, I wouldn’t have offered it so openly, and I certainly wouldn’t have offered only ten thousand when, five weeks ago, I offered her more. Plus, I might, perhaps, get married soon, and that alone should stop you from suspecting anything. To wrap it up, marrying Mr. Luzhin is basically taking money from another guy anyway. Don’t get mad, Rodion Romanovitch, just think it over calmly.”
Svidrigaïlov was totally cool and calm as he said this.
“I’m asking you to stop,” Raskolnikov said. “This is totally disrespectful, no matter what.”
“Not at all. It’s like, a guy can only do bad things for his neighbor in this world, and even the smallest good deed is blocked by silly rules. That’s ridiculous. If I died, for example, and left that sum to your sister in my will, would she really refuse it?”
“Probably.”
“Oh, I don’t think so. But if you refuse it, so be it, though ten thousand rubles is pretty useful sometimes. In any case, I’m asking you to repeat what I’ve said to Avdotya Romanovna.”
“No way.”
“Then, Rodion Romanovitch, I’ll have to try and see her myself and bug her about it.”
“And if I tell her, won’t you try to see her?”
“I’m not really sure what to say. I’d really like to see her one more time.”
“Don’t count on it.”
“Too bad. But you don’t know me. Maybe we could even become friends.”
“You think we could become friends?”
 “And why not?” Svidrigaïlov said, grinning. He stood up and grabbed his hat. “I didn’t mean to bother you, and I didn't think I’d be here... though I was really struck by your face this morning.”
“Where did you see me this morning?” Raskolnikov asked, looking kinda nervous.
“I ran into you, totally by chance.... I kept thinking there’s something about you like me.... But don’t worry. I’m not a creep; I used to chill with card sharks, and I never annoyed Prince Svirbey, a big deal who’s a distant relative, and I could write about Raphael’s Madonna in Madam Prilukov’s scrapbook, and I never left Marfa Petrovna’s side for seven years, and I used to crash at Viazemsky’s place in the Hay Market back in the day, and I might even go up in a hot air balloon with Berg, who knows?”
“Okay, cool. Are you heading off on a trip soon, or something?”
“What trip?”
“You know, that ‘journey’; you mentioned it yourself.”
“A journey? Oh, yeah. I did say something about a journey. Well, that’s a whole thing.... if you only knew what you were asking,” he added, and burst into a sudden, loud, short laugh. “Maybe I’ll get married instead of the journey. They’re setting me up.”
“Here?”
“Yeah.”
“How did you even have time for that?”
“But I really want to see Avdotya Romanovna one more time. I'm totally serious. Well, gotta go for now. Oh, yeah. I forgot something. Tell your sister, Rodion Romanovitch, that Marfa Petrovna remembered her in her will and left her three thousand rubles. That’s for real. Marfa Petrovna sorted it out a week before she died, and I was there when it happened. Avdotya Romanovna can get the money in a couple of weeks.”
“Are you telling the truth?”
“Yeah, tell her. Later. I’m staying super close by.”
As he left, Svidrigaïlov bumped into Razumihin in the doorway.
Chapter 2

It was almost eight o’clock. The two young guys rushed to Bakaleyev’s, trying to get there before Luzhin.
“Who was that?” asked Razumihin as soon as they were on the street.
“It was Svidrigaïlov, that landowner whose house my sister was messed with when she was their governess. He kept hitting on her, and his wife, Marfa Petrovna, basically kicked her out. Then Marfa Petrovna apologized later, and she just died suddenly. That’s what we were talking about this morning. I don’t know why I’m freaked out by that guy. He showed up here right after his wife’s funeral. He's seriously weird, and he’s set on doing something… We need to protect Dounia from him… do you hear me?”
“Protect her! What can he even do to Avdotya Romanovna? Thanks, Rodya, for telling me like that… We’ll protect her. Where does he live?”
“I have no clue.”
“Why didn’t you ask? That’s a bummer! I’ll find out though.”
“Did you see him?” asked Raskolnikov after a beat.
“Yeah, I spotted him, I noticed him well.”
“You really saw him? You saw him clearly?” Raskolnikov pressed.
“Yeah, I remember him perfectly, I'd recognize him anywhere; I have a good memory for faces.”
They were quiet for a bit.
“Hm… that’s okay,” muttered Raskolnikov. “You know, I thought… I keep thinking it might’ve been a hallucination.”
“What do you mean? I’m lost.”
“Well, you all say,” Raskolnikov went on, twisting his mouth into a weird smile, “that I’m crazy. I just thought maybe I really am, and I only saw a ghost.”
“What are you saying?”
“Who knows? Maybe I'm totally bonkers, and maybe everything that’s happened these past few days was just a dream.”
“Ach, Rodya, you're worked up again! But what did he say, what did he come for?”
Raskolnikov didn’t answer. Razumihin thought for a moment.
“Okay, let me fill you in,” he began. “I came to you, you were asleep. Then we had dinner, and then I went to Porfiry’s. Zametov was still with him. I tried to bring it up, but it was hopeless. I couldn’t put it into the right words. They just weren’t getting it, and they didn’t even seem to care. I pulled Porfiry to the window and started talking to him, but it still didn't work. He looked away, and I looked away. Finally, I balled my fist and told him, like a cousin, I’d knock him out. He just looked at me, I cursed, and I left. That was it. It was totally lame. I didn’t say a word to Zametov. But, you know, I thought I’d totally messed up, but as I was heading downstairs, a brilliant idea hit me: why even bother? Of course, if you were in danger or anything, but why should you even care? You don’t owe them anything. We’ll laugh at them later, and if I were you, I'd mess with them even more. How embarrassed they’ll be afterwards! Let’s laugh at them now!”
“Totally,” answered Raskolnikov. “But what will you say tomorrow?” he thought to himself. Weirdly, until that moment, it hadn’t even occurred to him to wonder what Razumihin would think when he found out. As he thought it, Raskolnikov looked at him. Razumihin’s story about his visit to Porfiry was kind of boring now, so much had happened since then.
 They bumped into Luzhin in the hallway; he’s already there, right on time at eight, looking for the apartment number, so all three of them just went inside together without even saying hi. The guys went in first, while Pyotr Petrovitch, being polite, hung back a bit in the hallway, taking off his coat. Pulcheria Alexandrovna rushed to the door to greet him, and Dounia was welcoming her brother. Pyotr Petrovitch walked in and bowed to the ladies, super friendly but trying to act important. Still, he looked kinda thrown off, like he hadn’t quite recovered. Pulcheria Alexandrovna, looking a little awkward too, quickly got them all to sit down at the round table where the samovar was boiling. Dounia and Luzhin ended up facing each other across the table, while Razumihin and Raskolnikov were facing Pulcheria Alexandrovna – Razumihin was next to Luzhin, and Raskolnikov was sitting beside his sister.
There was a beat of silence. Pyotr Petrovitch pulled out a handkerchief soaked in cologne and blew his nose like a totally self-important dude who felt slighted and was determined to get an explanation. He'd even thought about just keeping his coat on and walking away, giving the ladies a serious talking-to and showing them how serious things were. But he couldn't do it. Plus, he hated not knowing things, and he needed answers. If they’d ignored him like that, there had to be a reason, so he’s better off finding it out now. He could deal with punishing them later.
“Hope you had a good trip,” he asked Pulcheria Alexandrovna formally.
“Oh, yeah, Pyotr Petrovitch.”
“Great to hear that. And Avdotya Romanovna isn’t too exhausted, either?”
“I’d be fine, I’m young and strong, but it was rough on Mom,” Dounia replied.
“Unavoidable! Our trains are crazy long. ‘Mother Russia,’ you know? … I really wanted to see you yesterday, but things got hectic. I hope everything went okay?”
“Oh, it was a total nightmare,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna rushed to say with a weird tone, “and if Dmitri Prokofitch hadn’t come, I honestly think we’d have been totally lost. Here he is! Dmitri Prokofitch Razumihin,” she announced, introducing him to Luzhin.
“Nice to see you… yesterday,” Pyotr Petrovitch muttered with a side-eye glance at Razumihin, then he frowned and went silent.
Pyotr Petrovitch was one of those people, all polite and proper on the outside, who made a big deal about being perfect. But if anyone crossed him, he totally lost it and acted like a total mess. Everything was quiet again; Raskolnikov wasn’t saying anything, and Avdotya Romanovna didn’t want to start the conversation just yet. Razumihin didn’t have anything to add, so Pulcheria Alexandrovna was getting anxious.
“Marfa Petrovna died, have you heard?” she began, going back to her usual topic.
“Yeah, I heard. I got the news already, and I came to tell you that Arkady Ivanovitch Svidrigaïlov left for Petersburg super fast right after his wife’s funeral. At least, that’s what I’m hearing from reliable sources.”
“Petersburg? Here?” Dounia asked, sounding worried, and looked at her mom.
“Yep, and probably for a reason, considering how quickly he left and everything that happened before.”
“Oh my god! Won’t he even leave Dounia alone, even here?” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna.
 “Seriously, I doubt either you or Avdotya Romanovna have anything to worry about, unless you’re trying to get in touch with him yourselves. I'm being careful and trying to figure out where he's staying.”
“Oh, Pyotr Petrovitch, you gave me such a scare,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna continued. “I’d only seen him twice, but I thought he was awful, just terrible! I’m convinced he was the reason Marfa Petrovna died.”
“It’s impossible to say for sure. I have solid info. I’m not arguing that he might have sped things up with his influence, like a subtle push; but when it comes to his character, I agree with you. I don’t know if he’s doing okay now, or exactly what Marfa Petrovna left him—I’ll know soon enough; but if he’s got any money, he’s going right back to his old habits here in Petersburg. He’s the most messed-up, pathetic guy you’ll ever meet. I have good reason to believe that Marfa Petrovna, who was so unlucky to fall for him and pay his debts eight years ago, helped him out in other ways too. Thanks to her efforts and sacrifices, a serious criminal charge—something really brutal that could have landed him in Siberia—was quietly dropped. That’s the kind of person he is, if you want to know.”
“Good grief!” Pulcheria Alexandrovna exclaimed. Raskolnikov listened intently.
“Are you serious about having proof of this?” Dounia asked sharply and firmly.
“I’m just repeating what I was told in confidence by Marfa Petrovna. Legally, the case wasn’t really clear. There was, and I think still is, a woman named Resslich, a foreigner, who loaned out small amounts of money and ran errands. Svidrigaïlov had really close, mysterious dealings with her for a long time. She lived with a niece, I think—a deaf and dumb girl who was around fifteen or fourteen. Resslich totally hated this girl and was always scrimping on her. She used to beat her badly. One day, the girl was found hanging in the attic. The inquest ruled it a suicide. After the usual procedures, it was over, but later, someone came forward saying the child had been… horribly abused by Svidrigaïlov. It wasn't really proven, just gossip from another loose woman who couldn’t be trusted; no official statement was made to the police, thanks to Marfa Petrovna’s money and efforts. And yet, it's a really telling story. You heard, no doubt, Avdotya Romanovna, when you were with them, about the servant Philip who died of mistreatment six years ago, before serfdom was abolished.”
“Actually, I heard that Philip hanged himself.”
“Right, but what pushed him, or rather, made him more likely, to commit suicide was Svidrigaïlov’s constant bullying and harshness.”
“I don’t know about that,” Dounia replied dryly. “I only heard a weird story that Philip was a bit of a weirdo, a sort of homebody philosopher, the servants used to say, ‘he read himself silly,’ and that he hanged himself partly because of Svidrigaïlov mocking him, not because he was beaten. When I was there, he was good to the servants, and they actually liked him, even though they did blame him for Philip’s death.”
 “I get the feeling, Avdotya Romanovna, you’re suddenly all about defending him,” Luzhin said, twisting his lips into a weird smile. “No doubt he’s a smooth talker, especially with women. Look at what happened with Marfa Petrovna, who died so mysteriously. Honestly, I just wanted to give you and your mom some advice, knowing he’s gonna try something again. I’m telling you, he’s gonna end up in debtor's prison, for sure. Marfa Petrovna wasn’t planning on leaving him anything big, thinking about the kids, and if she did, it would just be a tiny bit, something that wouldn’t even last a year with his spending habits.”
“Pyotr Petrovitch, please,” Dounia said, “don’t talk about Mr. Svidrigaïlov. It’s making me upset.”
“He just came to see me,” Raskolnikov said, breaking his silence.
Everyone reacted, and they all turned to him. Even Pyotr Petrovitch seemed interested.
“About an hour and a half ago, he just walked in while I was asleep, woke me up, and introduced himself,” Raskolnikov continued. “He seemed pretty chill and relaxed, and he’s hoping we’ll become friends. He’s especially pushing for a chat with you, Dounia, and asked me to help set it up. He’s got a proposal for you, and he told me all about it. He also mentioned that, a week before she died, Marfa Petrovna left you three thousand rubles in her will, Dounia, and you can get the money pretty soon.”
“Thank God!” Pulcheria Alexandrovna exclaimed, crossing herself. “Let’s pray for her soul, Dounia!”
“It’s true,” Luzhin chimed in.
“Tell us, what else?” Dounia urged Raskolnikov.
“Then he said he wasn’t rich and that all the estate was left to his kids, who are staying with an aunt. He’s staying somewhere not far from me, but I don’t know where, I didn’t ask…”
“But what, what does he want to propose to Dounia?” Pulcheria Alexandrovna asked, clearly worried. “Did he tell you?”
“Yeah.”
“What was it?”
“I’ll tell you later.”
Raskolnikov stopped talking and went back to his tea.
Pyotr Petrovitch looked at his watch.
“I’ve gotta run to a business thing, so I won’t be in the way,” he added, with a bit of a grumpy tone, and started to get up.
“Don’t go, Pyotr Petrovitch,” Dounia said, “you wanted to spend the evening here. Plus, you wrote that you needed to talk to Mom.”
“That’s right, Avdotya Romanovna,” Pyotr Petrovitch replied, sitting back down but still holding his hat. “I definitely wanted to have a serious conversation with you and your mom about something really important. But since my brother can’t openly discuss Mr. Svidrigaïlov’s proposals in my presence, I, too, can’t openly talk… in front of everyone… about certain matters of the greatest importance. Plus, my most important request was completely ignored…”
Putting on an offended look, Luzhin fell silent.
“Your request that my brother shouldn’t be present at our meeting was disregarded only at my insistence,” Dounia said. “You wrote that my brother had insulted you; I think that needs to be explained right now, and you need to make up. And if Rodya really insulted you, then he’s gonna apologize.”
Pyotr Petrovitch took a stronger stance.
“There are insults, Avdotya Romanovna, that no amount of goodwill can erase. There’s a line you can’t cross; and once it’s been crossed, there’s no going back.”
 “That’s not exactly what I was saying, Pyotr Petrovitch,” Dounia interrupted, sounding a little frustrated. “Seriously, our whole future depends on getting this cleared up and sorted out ASAP. I'm just being upfront: I can’s see it any other way, and if you care about me at all, this needs to be over today, no matter how tough it is. I’m telling you straight up: if my brother’s in the wrong, he’s gonna ask for your forgiveness.”
“I’m kinda shocked you put it like that,” Luzhin said, getting visibly annoyed. “Even though I really like you, and, like, totally adore you, I can still dislike a family member. I’m claiming your happiness, but I can’t take on responsibilities that…”
“Ugh, don't get so defensive, Pyotr Petrovitch,” Dounia cut in, sounding genuinely upset. “Just be the sensible, generous guy I’ve always thought you were, and I want you to be. I’m making you a huge promise—I’m your fiancée. Trust me on this, and believe me, I’m totally capable of being fair. Me stepping up to be the judge is just as surprising to my brother as it is to you. When I pushed him to come to our chat today after your letter, I didn’t tell him what I was planning. Get this: if you guys can’t make up, I’m choosing between you—it's either you or him. That's where things stand with both of you. I don't want to make a mistake, and I can’t make one. I’d break things off with my brother for your sake, and break off with you for my brother’s. I need to know for sure if he’s really my brother, and I need to know if you care about me, if you respect me, if you’re the guy I want to marry.”
“Avdotya Romanovna,” Luzhin declared, sounding offended, “your words are way too important to me; I’ll say more, they’re insulting, considering my position with you. Not to mention you’re putting me on the same level as some random kid, and you’re even saying there’s a chance you could break your promise to me. Saying ‘you or him’ shows how little you think of me... I can’t just let this go considering our relationship and… the commitments we have.”
“Seriously!” Dounia exclaimed, her cheeks flushing. “I put your happiness above everything that’s ever been most important to me, what’s made up my entire life, and you’re offended that I’m not making you a big deal?”
Raskolnikov smirked sarcastically, Razumihin shifted nervously, but Pyotr Petrovitch didn’t back down; instead, he got more persistent and agitated, almost like he was enjoying the argument.
 “Love for your future spouse, your husband, should be stronger than your love for your brother,” he stated seriously, “and honestly, I can’t be put in the same category…. Even though I said really clearly that I wouldn’t talk about this in front of your brother, I still need to ask your mom for a clear explanation about something really important that affects my reputation. Your son,” he turned to Pulcheria Alexandrovna, “yesterday, while Mr. Razsudkin was here (or…wait, is that his name? sorry, I totally forgot,” he bowed politely to Razumihin) “twisted around something I told you in private, while we were having coffee. Basically, I said that marrying someone who’s been through tough times and isn’t wealthy is actually a better move for a marriage than marrying someone who's always had it easy, because it builds character. Your son totally blew my words out of proportion and made them sound ridiculous, accusing me of having bad intentions, and as far as I could tell, he used your letters to him. I’m hoping you can convince me I’m wrong, Pulcheria Alexandrovna, and reassure me. Can you tell me exactly how you repeated my words in your letter to Rodion Romanovitch?”
“I don’t really remember,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna stammered. “I just said what I thought I heard. I don’t know how Rodya said it to you, maybe he exaggerated.”
“He couldn’t have exaggerated it unless you encouraged him.”
“Pyotr Petrovitch,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna declared with dignity, “the fact that Dounia and I didn’t take your words badly is that we’re right here.”
“Good point, Mom,” said Dounia approvingly.
“So, it’s my fault again,” said Luzhin, sounding put out.
“Well, Pyotr Petrovitch, you keep blaming Rodion, but you’re the one who wrote something untrue about him,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna added, gaining confidence.
“I don’t remember writing anything untrue.”
“You wrote,” Raskolnikov said sharply, not looking at Luzhin, “that I gave money yesterday to the daughter of the man who was killed (who I’d never even seen until yesterday), not to his widow, which is what actually happened. You did this to create problems between me and my family, and you added some pretty harsh comments about a girl you don’t even know. It’s just mean gossip.”
“Excuse me, sir,” said Luzhin, visibly angry. “I just expanded on your qualities and behavior in my letter in response to your sister’s and mother’s questions about how I found you and what impression you made on me. As for what you’re bringing up from my letter, point out one lie, show that you didn’t waste your money, and that there aren’t any bad people in that family, no matter how unlucky.”
“Honestly, with all your supposed good qualities, you’re not even worth the little finger of that unfortunate girl you’re attacking.”
“Would you let her hang out with your mom and sister then?”
“I already have. I had her sit down with Mom and Dounia today.”
“Rodya!” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna. Dounia blushed, Razumihin frowned. Luzhin smirked sarcastically.
“You can see for yourselves, Avdotya Romanovna,” he said, “if we can even get along. I hope this is finally settled. I’ll leave you to enjoy some family time and share secrets.” He got up from his chair and grabbed his hat. “But before I go, I’m asking you to avoid these kinds of meetings and compromises in the future. I’m especially talking to you, honoured Pulcheria Alexandrovna, because my letter was addressed to you and you alone.”
 Pulcheria Alexandrovna felt a little stung.
“You’re acting like we’re completely under your control, Pyotr Petrovitch. Dounia already explained why your request was turned down—she had the best intentions. And you're basically laying down commands. Do we have to treat every single thing you want as an order? Let me tell you straight up that you should be extra considerate of us right now, because we’re starting over, and we’re relying on you, so in a way, we’re kind of in your hands.”
“That’s not really true, Pulcheria Alexandrovna, especially now that we’ll be hearing about Marfa Petrovna’s inheritance, which honestly seems pretty convenient, judging by the new attitude you’re giving me,” he added sarcastically.
“Sounds like you were counting on us being helpless,” Dounia observed, clearly annoyed.
“But now you can’t count on it. And I especially don’t want to interfere with your discussion of Arkady Ivanovitch Svidrigaïlov’s secret proposals, which he’s entrusted to your brother and which, I can see, are really interesting for you.”
“Seriously?!” Pulcheria Alexandrovna exclaimed.
Razumihin couldn’t sit still in his chair.
“Aren’t you embarrassed, sister?” Raskolnikov asked.
“I am embarrassed, Rodya,” Dounia said. “Pyotr Petrovitch, please leave,” she turned to him, her face white with anger.
Pyotr Petrovitch hadn’t expected that at all. He was way too confident, sure of his power and how helpless his targets were. He still couldn’t believe it. He turned pale, and his lips started to tremble.
“Avdotya Romanovna, if I walk out that door now, after being dismissed like that, then, you can bet I won’t be back. Think about what you’re doing. My word is solid.”
“What nerve!” Dounia cried, jumping up from her seat. “I don’t want you to come back.”
“What?! So that’s it?” Luzhin exclaimed, completely unable to believe the breakup, totally thrown off balance. “So that’s how it is! But do you know, Avdotya Romanovna, that I could protest?”
“What right do you have to talk to her like that?” Pulcheria Alexandrovna intervened heatedly. “And what are you going to protest? What rights do you have? Am I supposed to give my Dounia to a guy like you? Go away, leave us alone! We’re to blame for agreeing to something wrong, and I especially…”
“But you’re bound to me, Pulcheria Alexandrovna,” Luzhin stormed in a frenzy, “by your promise, and now you’re denying it and... besides... I’ve been racking up expenses because of it…”
This last complaint was so typical of Pyotr Petrovitch that Raskolnikov, pale with anger and struggling to hold himself back, couldn’t help but burst out laughing. But Pulcheria Alexandrovna was furious.
“Expenses? What expenses? Are you talking about our trunk? But the conductor brought it for free for you. Have mercy, we’re the ones who are bound! What are you thinking about, Pyotr Petrovitch, it was you who bound us, not the other way around!”
“Enough, mother, please stop,” Avdotya Romanovna pleaded. “Pyotr Petrovitch, please be nice and go!”
“I’m going, but one last thing,” he said, completely unable to control himself. “Your mom seems to have completely forgotten that I made up my mind to take you, so to speak, after all the gossip about your reputation spread all over town. Ignoring what people were saying for your sake and fixing your reputation, I certainly could have expected a little something in return, and I could have looked for gratitude from you. And my eyes are only just opening now! I see that I may have acted really, really recklessly in ignoring everyone’s opinion…”
“Does this guy want to get punched?” Razumihin yelled, jumping up.
“You’re a mean and nasty person!” Dounia cried.
 “Seriously, zip it! Don’t move a muscle!” Raskolnikov yelled, holding Razumihin back. Then, stepping close to Luzhin, he said calmly, “Hey, can you just leave the room? And no more talking, okay?”
Pyotr Petrovitch stared at him for a few seconds, his face pale with anger. Then, he turned and walked out. He’s never felt so much hate for anyone in his life – and it was all Raskolnikov’s fault. He blamed Raskolnikov, and him alone, for everything that went wrong. As he headed downstairs, he still thought maybe he wasn’t totally screwed, and that he could still salvage things with the ladies – things could “probably work out just fine.”
Chapter 3

The truth was, right up until the very end, he honestly never expected things to go down like this. He's been totally overbearing, seriously, never thinking two women with nothing could get away from his grip. That feeling got even stronger because of his ego and how full of himself he was—like, ridiculously so. Pyotr Petrovitch, who’d clawed his way up from nothing, was super into admiring himself, thought he was the smartest person ever, and sometimes even flexed in the mirror when he was alone. But what he valued most of all was the money he’d earned through hard work and all sorts of schemes. That money made him feel like he was on the same level as everyone who’s been above him before.
When he’s been seriously reminding Dounia that he decided to take her in despite what people were saying, Pyotr Petrovitch was being totally genuine and, honestly, felt genuinely ticked off at such “major disrespect.” But when he made Dounia his offer, he knew the rumors were totally bogus. Marfa Petrovna had already shut them down, and everyone in town believed her and was defending Dounia. He wouldn’t have denied that he knew all that at the time. Still, he thought highly of his own decision to lift Dounia up and thought it was kind of a heroic move. When he talked about it with Dounia, he let slip the feeling he cherished and admired, and he couldn’t understand why others didn’t feel the same way. He’s gone to see Raskolnikov feeling like a benefactor about to get thanked for doing something good and get some sweet praise. And as he headed downstairs now, he felt seriously wronged and unappreciated.
 Dounia was totally essential to him; life without her was unthinkable. For years, he’s had these vivid dreams about getting married, but he just kept waiting and building up his money. He’d obsess over this image – a girl who was good, poor (she had to be poor), really young, super pretty, from a good family with a good education, really shy, who’s been through a lot and is totally humbled by him, someone who would worship him, admire only him, and look up to him her whole life as her savior. He’d imagined so many scenes, so many romantic moments, when he was done with work! And now, the dream he’s had for years was almost real; he was impressed by Avdotya Romanovna's beauty and education, her helpless situation was a huge draw. He’s found even more than he hoped for. Here was a girl with pride, character, virtue, and an education and background even better than his (he felt that), and this girl would be totally grateful for his generosity, would humble herself before him, and he’s have complete, total power over her! ... Not long ago, he’d also, after a lot of thought and hesitation, made a big change in his career and was now getting into a wider range of business. With this change, his dreams of moving up in society seemed likely to come true. ... He was, basically, determined to try his luck in Petersburg. He knew that women could really move things. The charm of a smart, virtuous, well-educated woman could make his path easier, attract people to him, and make him look amazing. And now, everything was ruined! This sudden, awful breakup hit him like a lightning bolt; it felt like a sick joke, a total absurdity. He’d only been a little bit bossy, hadn’t even gotten a chance to say what he wanted, just made a joke, got carried away—and it ended so seriously. And, of course, he did care about Dounia in his own way; he already had her in his dreams—and then, all of a sudden! No! The next day, the very next day, it had to be fixed, smoothed over, settled. Above all, he had to crush that clueless guy who was the reason for it all. With a bad feeling, he couldn't help remembering Razumihin, but he quickly reassured himself about that; it was like that guy could even be on his level! The guy he really worried about was Svidrigaïlov… He had a lot to deal with, seriously.
“No, I’m more to blame than anyone!” said Dounia, hugging and kissing her mom. “I was tempted by his money, but on my honor, brother, I had no idea he was such a trashy guy. If I’d seen through him before, nothing would have tempted me! Don’t blame me!”
“God saved us! God saved us!” muttered Pulcheria Alexandrovna, but almost without realizing it, like she could barely grasp what had happened.
They were all relieved, and in five minutes, they were laughing. Only now and then did Dounia turn pale and frown, remembering what had gone down. Pulcheria Alexandrovna was surprised to find that she was glad, too; she’d only thought a breakup with Luzhin was a disaster that morning. Razumihin was thrilled. He didn’t dare express his joy fully yet, but he was buzzing with excitement, like a ton of weight had lifted off his heart. Now he had the right to dedicate his life to them, to help them out… Anything could happen now! But he was scared to think about more possibilities and didn’t want to let his imagination run wild. But Raskolnikov just sat there, almost sulky and uninterested. Even though he’d been the most insistent about getting rid of Luzhin, he seemed the least concerned about what had happened. Dounia couldn’t help thinking that he was still mad at her, and Pulcheria Alexandrovna watched him nervously.
“What did Svidrigaïlov say to you?” asked Dounia, approaching him.
 “Yes, yes!” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna.
Raskolnikov looked up.
“He wants to give you ten thousand rubles and wants to see you, right here in front of me.”
“See her? Absolutely not!” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna. “And how dare he offer her money!”
Then Raskolnikov repeated (kind of dryly) his conversation with Svidrigaïlov, leaving out the whole thing about Marfa Petrovna’s ghostly visits—he just wanted to avoid a long, drawn-out conversation.
“What did you tell him?” asked Dounia.
“At first, I told him I wouldn’s be a messenger. Then he said he’d do everything he could to see you himself, without my help. He swore his feelings for you were just a phase, that he didn’t feel anything for you anymore. He doesn’t want you to marry Luzhin… his story was pretty messed up, honestly.”
“What do you make of him, Rodya? What’s your gut feeling?”
“I’m honestly confused by him. He’s offering you ten thousand, but claims he’s not doing so well. He says he’s leaving, and ten minutes later, he forgets he said it. Then he says he’s getting married and already picked out a girl… There’s definitely a reason behind all this, probably not a good one. But it’s weird how clumsy he is about it if he’s planning something against you… Of course, I turned down the money for you, one time for all. He’s just really strange, overall… You’d almost think he was crazy. But I could be wrong; maybe it’s just an act. Marfa Petrovna’s death really seemed to shake him up.”
“God rest her soul,” exclaimed Pulcheria Alexandrovna. “I’m going to pray for her forever! Where would we be now, Dounia, without those three thousand? It’s like a gift from heaven! Why, Rodya, this morning we had only three rubles in our pocket, and Dounia and I were about to pawn her watch to avoid borrowing from that guy until he offered help.”
Dounia seemed really thrown by Svidrigaïlov’s offer. She just stood there, lost in thought.
“He’s got some seriously messed-up plan,” she whispered to herself, almost shuddering.
Raskolnikov noticed how terrified she was.
“I’m guessing I’ll have to see him again,” he said to Dounia.
“We’ll keep an eye on him! I’ll track him down!” cried Razumihin, excitedly. “I won’t lose sight of him. Rodya gave me permission. He told me himself just now. ‘Take care of my sister.’ Will you give me permission, too, Avdotya Romanovna?”
Dounia smiled and held out her hand, but the worry didn’t leave her face. Pulcheria Alexandrovna looked at her nervously, but those three thousand rubles definitely seemed to have a calming effect.
About fifteen minutes later, they were all chatting animatedly. Even Raskolnikov listened carefully for a while, though he didn’t say much. Razumihin was doing most of the talking.
“And why, why would you leave?” he went on, super enthusiastic. “And what are you even going to do in some tiny town? The best thing is, you’re all here together, and you need each other—you really do need each other, trust me. At least for a while… Take me into partnership, and I promise we’ll come up with a brilliant idea. Listen! I’ll explain the whole project in detail! It all popped into my head this morning, before anything even happened… You know what; I have an uncle, I need to introduce you to him (a really accommodating and respectable old guy). This uncle has a thousand rubles, and he lives off his pension, so he doesn’t need the money. For the last two years, he’s been bugging me to borrow it from him and pay him six percent interest. I know what that means; he just wants to help me. Last year, I didn’t need it, but this year, I decided to borrow it as soon as he showed up. Then you lend me another thousand of your three, and we’ll have enough to start. So we’ll go into partnership, and what are we going to do?”
 Then Razumihin started explaining his plan, and he laid out how most publishers and booksellers have no clue what they’re selling, which is why they're usually not very good. He explained that decent publications actually pay well and can make a profit, sometimes a big one. Razumihin had actually been dreaming of starting his own publishing company. For the past couple of years, he’s been working in publishing offices and knows three European languages well. Though he told Raskolnikov six days before that he was “weak” in German, trying to get him to take half of his translation and half the payment for it. He lied then, and Raskolnikov knew he was lying.
“Seriously, why would we let this opportunity pass us by when we’ve got one of the main ingredients for success—money!” Razumihin exclaimed excitedly. “Yeah, there’s gonna be a ton of work, but we’ll put in the effort—you, Avdotya Romanovna, I, Rodion.... You can make a killer profit on some books these days! And the best part is we’ll know exactly what needs translating, and we’ll be translating, publishing, and learning all at once. I can be a huge help because I have experience. For almost two years, I’ve been running around among publishers, and now I know every detail of their business. You don’t need to be a saint to make pots, trust me! Why, why would we let this chance slip! I know—and I’m keeping it on the DL—two or three books that you could easily make a hundred rubles just by thinking of translating and publishing them. Seriously, I wouldn’t take five hundred for the idea of one of them. And what do you think? If I told a publisher, I bet they’d freak—they’re so clueless! And as for the business side, printing, paper, selling, you can trust me on that, I know my way around. We’ll start small and grow from there. At the very least, it’s gonna get us by and we’ll get our money back.”
Dounia’s eyes were sparkling.
“I’m loving what you’re saying, Dmitri Prokofitch!” she said.
“I don’t know anything about it, of course,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna chimed in, “it might be a good idea, but who knows? It’s new and untested. Of course, we’re gonna have to stay here for a bit.” She glanced at Rodya.
“What do you think, brother?” Dounia asked.
“I think he’s got a really good idea,” he replied. “Of course, it’s too early to dream of a big publishing firm, but we could definitely put out five or six books and be sure of success. I know of one book myself that would be a guaranteed hit. And there’s no doubt he can handle it either. He knows the business… But we can talk it over later…”
“Let’s go!” Razumihin shouted. “Hold up, there’s an apartment here in this building, owned by the same person. It’s a separate apartment, not connected to these rooms. It’s furnished, rent is reasonable, three rooms. Suppose you guys take it to start. I’ll pawn my watch tomorrow and get you the money, and everything can be sorted then. You all three can live together, and Rodya will be with you. But where are you heading off to, Rodya?”
“What, Rodya, you’re already leaving?” Pulcheria Alexandrovna asked in surprise.
“At this hour?” Razumihin exclaimed.
Dounia looked at her brother with disbelief. He had his cap in his hand, he was getting ready to leave them.
“You’d think I was burying you or saying goodbye forever,” he said a little strangely. He tried to smile, but it didn’t quite work. “But who knows, maybe this is the last time we’ll see each other…” he let slip accidentally. It was what he was thinking, and it somehow came out loud.
“What’s wrong with you?” his mother asked.
“Where are you going, Rodya?” Dounia asked, sounding a bit confused.
“Oh, I kinda have to…” he answered vaguely, as if unsure what to say. But there was a look of determination in his pale face.
 “I meant to say… like, on my way here… I was gonna tell you, Mom, and you, Dounia, that it would be better if we all went our separate ways for a bit. I’m not feeling good, I’m not at peace… I’ll come back later, I'll come on my own... when I can. I’m thinking about you, I love you… Just leave me, leave me alone. I decided this even before… I’m totally set on it. Whatever happens to me, whether I crash and burn or not, I need to be by myself. Forget about me, it's better. Don’t ask me what’s going on. When I can, I’ll come back or… I’ll call you. Maybe things will work out, but right now, if you love me, you gotta let me go… or I’m gonna start to hate you, I can feel it… Bye!”
“Oh my God!” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna. Both his mom and his sister were seriously freaked out. Razumihin was, too.
“Rodya, Rodya, please come back to us! Let’s go back to how things were!” cried his poor mom.
He turned slowly to the door and slowly walked out of the room. Dounia caught up to him.
“Brother, what are you doing to Mom?” she whispered, her eyes flashing with anger.
He looked at her blankly.
“It’s fine, I’ll come back… I’m coming,” he muttered quietly, like he wasn't even sure what he was saying, and he went out of the room.
“Selfish jerk!” cried Dounia.
“He’s not right in the head, but he’s not heartless. He’s losing it! Don’t you see? You’re heartless after that!” Razumihin whispered in her ear, squeezing her hand tightly. “I’ll be right back,” he shouted to his horrified mom, and he ran out of the room.
Raskolnikov was waiting for him at the end of the hallway.
“I knew you’d chase after me,” he said. “Go back to them—be with them… be with them tomorrow and always… I… maybe I’ll come back… if I can. Bye.”
And without shaking his hand, he walked away.
“But where are you going? What are you doing? What’s wrong with you? How can you be like this?” Razumihin muttered, totally lost.
Raskolnikov stopped again.
“Once and for all, don’t ask me about anything. I have nothing to tell you. Don’t come to see me. Maybe I’ll come back here… Just leave me, but don’t leave them. Do you get it?”
It was dark in the hallway, they were standing near the lamp. For a minute they stared at each other in silence. Razumihin remembered that minute forever. Raskolnikov’s intense, burning eyes seemed to pierce deeper every second, right into his soul, into his mind. Suddenly Razumihin jumped. Something weird passed between them… some idea, some hint, as it were, slipped through… something awful, hideous, and suddenly understood by both of them… Razumihin turned pale.
“Do you understand now?” said Raskolnikov, his face twitching nervously. “Go back, go to them,” he said suddenly, and turning quickly, he left the house.
I won’t describe how Razumihin went back to the ladies, how he calmed them down, how he insisted that Rodya needed rest, that Rodya was sure to come back, that he’d come every day, that he was really upset, that he shouldn’t be pushed, that he, Razumihin, would watch over him, would get him a doctor, the best doctor, a consultation… Basically, from that evening Razumihin took his place with them as a son and a brother.
Chapter 4

Raskolnikov headed straight to the house on the canal – Sonia’s place. It was an old, faded green house with three stories. He tracked down the doorman and got some vague directions about where to find Kapernaumov, the tailor. After spotting the entrance to a dark, narrow staircase tucked away in the courtyard, he climbed to the second floor and stepped out onto a balcony that wrapped around the whole second story, overlooking the yard. While he was wandering around in the dim light, trying to figure out where Kapernaumov’s door was, a door opened just a few steps from him; he reached for the knob without thinking.
“Who’s there?” a woman’s voice asked, sounding nervous.
“It’s me... I came to see you,” Raskolnikov said, stepping into the tiny entryway.
A candle flickered on a broken chair, sitting in a beat-up copper candlestick.
“It’s you! Oh my goodness!” Sonia gasped, frozen in place.
“Which is your room? This way?” Raskolnikov asked, trying not to look at her, and hurried in.
A minute later, Sonia came in too, with the candle. She set down the candlestick and stood before him, completely thrown, looking really shaken and like she was scared by his surprise visit. Color flooded her pale face, and tears welled up in her eyes... She felt sick, ashamed, and even a little bit happy.... Raskolnikov quickly turned away and sat down on a chair by the table. He quickly scanned the room.
It was a big room, but really low-ceilinged – the only room the Kapernaumovs rented. A closed door in the wall on the left led to their rooms. On the opposite wall, on the right, was another door, always locked. That led to the next apartment, which was a separate rental. Sonia’s room looked like a barn; it was a really uneven space, giving it a strange appearance. A wall with three windows overlooking the canal sloped at an angle, creating a really sharp corner, and it was hard to see in without bright light. The other corner was awkwardly wide. There wasn’t much furniture in the big room: a bed frame in the corner on the right, a chair next to it, closest to the door. A plain wooden table covered with a blue cloth stood against the same wall, near the door to the other apartment. Two simple chairs with woven bottoms sat by the table. On the opposite wall, near the sharp corner, was a small, plain wooden chest of drawers that looked lost in the room. That was it. The yellow, scratched, and worn wallpaper was dark in the corners. It must have been damp and full of fumes in the winter. You could tell they were struggling; even the bed frame didn't have a curtain.
Sonia silently looked at her visitor, who was so intently and without any manners checking out her room, and even started to tremble with fear, like she was standing before a judge and the one who decided her fate.
“I’m late... It’s eleven, right?” he asked, still not looking up.
“Yeah,” Sonia mumbled, “oh yeah, it is,” she added quickly, like that was her way out. “My landlady’s clock just struck... I heard it myself…”
“I’ve come to see you for the last time,” Raskolnikov said gloomily, even though it was the first time. “I might not see you again…”
“Are you... leaving?”
“I don’t know... tomorrow…”
“So, you’re not going to Katerina Ivanovna tomorrow?” Sonia’s voice shook.
“I don’t know. I’ll know tomorrow morning… Never mind that: I came to say one thing…”
He finally lifted his brooding eyes to her and suddenly realized he was sitting down while she’s been standing the whole time.
“Why are you standing? Sit down,” he said, his voice changed, gentle and friendly.
She sat down. He looked at her kindly, almost with compassion.
“You’re so thin! What a hand! Completely see-through, like a dead hand.”
He took her hand. Sonia smiled faintly.
“I’ve always been like that,” she said.
 “Even when you lived at home?”
“Yeah.”
“Of course, you were,” he blurted out, and his face and voice suddenly changed.
He looked around again.
“You rent this room from the Kapernaumovs?”
“Yeah…”
“They live there, through that door?”
“Yeah… They have another room like this too.”
“All in one room?”
“Yeah.”
“I’d be creeped out in your room at night,” he said gloomily.
“They’re really good people, super kind,” Sonia answered, still looking confused, “and all the furniture, everything… everything belongs to them. And they’re really nice, and the kids, too, often come to see me.”
“They all stutter, right?”
“Yeah… He stutters and he’s got a limp. And his wife, too… it’s not exactly a stutter, but she can’t really talk straight. She’s a really kind woman. And he used to be a serf. And there are seven kids… and it’s only the oldest one that stutters, and the others are just sick… but they don’t stutter… But where did you hear about them?” she added, surprised.
“Your dad told me, then. He told me all about you… and how you went out at six and came back at nine, and how Katerina Ivanovna knelt by your bed.”
Sonia looked confused.
“I thought I saw him today,” she whispered hesitantly.
“Who?”
“Dad. I was walking in the street, out there at the corner, around ten o’clock, and he seemed to be walking in front. It looked just like him. I wanted to go to Katerina Ivanovna…”
“You were walking in the streets?”
“Yeah,” Sonia whispered abruptly, again looking confused and looking down.
“Katerina Ivanovna used to hit you, I guess?”
“Oh no, what are you saying? No!” Sonia looked at him almost in disbelief.
“You love her, then?”
“Love her? Of course!” said Sonia, with a sad emphasis, and she clasped her hands together in distress. “Oh, you don’t… If you only knew! You see, she’s like a kid… her mind is totally messed up, you know… from all the sadness. And how smart she used to be… how generous… how kind! Oh, you don’t get it, you don’t get it!”
Sonia said this as though she was losing it, wringing her hands in excitement and distress. Her pale cheeks flushed, there was a look of anguish in her eyes. It was clear she was really upset, wanting to talk, to defend, to express something. Like, a crazy amount of compassion was all over her face.
“Hit me! How can you? Good heavens, hit me! And if she did hit me, so what? What of it? You don’t know anything, nothing about it… She’s so unhappy… oh, so unhappy! And sick… She’s trying to be good, she’s pure. She really believes there’s good everywhere and expects it… And if you tried to hurt her, she wouldn’t do anything wrong. She just doesn’t see that people can’t always be good, and she’s mad about it. Like a kid, like a kid. She’s good!”
“And what’s going to happen to you?”
Sonia looked at him questioningly.
“They’re left in your hands, you know. They’re always been in your hands… and your dad came to you begging for a drink. So, how’s it gonna be now?”
“I don’t know,” Sonia said sadly.
“Will they stay there?”
“I don’t know… They owe money for the rent, but I heard the landlady said today she wanted to get rid of them, and Katerina Ivanovna says she won’t stay another minute.”
“How is she so bold? Does she rely on you?”
 “Seriously, don’t talk like that… We’re a team, we’re living like one.” Sonia was getting worked up again, totally stressed out, like a little bird was freaking out. “And what could she do? What, what could she do?” she kept asking, getting all heated. “And she was crying so hard today! Her mind is totally out of it, have you noticed? One minute she’s worrying like a kid about everything being perfect tomorrow, like with lunch and all that… Then she’s wringing her hands, like, spitting out blood, sobbing, and then suddenly she’s banging her head against the wall, totally lost. Then she’s comforted again. She’s pinning all her hopes on you; she says you’ll help her now, that she’s gonna borrow some cash somewhere and go to her hometown with me and open a boarding school for rich girls’ daughters and take me to help run it, and we’ll start a whole new awesome life. And she’s kissing and hugging me, comforting me, and you know, she has so much faith, so much faith in her daydreams! You can’t even argue with her. And all day long she’s been cleaning, scrubbing, mending. She lugged the wash tub into the room with her shaky hands and collapsed on the bed, gasping for air. We went to the shops this morning to buy shoes for Polenka and Lida, because theirs are falling apart. But we didn’t have enough money, not nearly enough. And she picked out the cutest little boots, because she has good taste, you know. And there in the shop, she just burst into tears in front of the shop assistants because she didn’t have enough cash… Ugh, it was so sad to see her…”
“Well, I guess I can see why you’re living like this now,” Raskolnikov said with a bitter laugh.
“And aren’t you heartbroken for them? Aren’t you?” Sonia was at him again. “I know, you gave your last penny yourself, even though you hadn't seen it, and if you had seen it, oh man! And how many times have I made her cry! Just last week! Yes, me! Just a week before he died. I was harsh! And how often I’ve done it! Ugh, I’ve been feeling awful about it all day!”
Sonia twisted her hands as she remembered it, feeling the pain all over again.
“You were harsh?”
“Yeah, I—I. I went to see them,” she went on, crying, “and Dad said, ‘read me something, Sonia, my head hurts, read to me, here’s a book.’ He had a book he’s gotten from Andrey Semyonovitch Lebeziatnikov, he lives there, he always finds these crazy books. And I said, ‘I can’t stay,’ because I didn’t feel like reading, and I’d mostly gone there to show Katerina Ivanovna some collars. Lizaveta, the seller, got me some collars and cuffs cheap, pretty, new, embroidered ones. Katerina Ivanovna loved them! She put them on and looked in the mirror and was thrilled. ‘Give them to me, Sonia,’ she said, ‘please do.’ ‘Please do,’ she said, she wanted them so bad. When could she ever wear them? They just reminded her of her old happy days. She looked at herself in the mirror, admired herself, and she doesn’t have any clothes at all, hasn't had any for years! And she never asks anyone for anything, she's super proud, she’d rather give everything away. And she actually asked for these, she liked them so much. And I was hesitant to give them. ‘What good are they to you, Katerina Ivanovna?’ I said. I shouldn’t have said that! She gave me such a look. And she was so upset, so upset that I was refusing her. And it was so sad to see… And she wasn’t upset about the collars, but about me refusing, I could tell. Ugh, if only I could go back, change it, take back those words! Ugh, but it’s nothing to you!”
“Did you know Lizaveta, the seller?”
“Yeah… Did you know her?” Sonia asked, surprised.
“Katerina Ivanovna has consumption, really bad consumption; she’s not going to last long,” Raskolnikov said after a pause, without answering her question.
“Oh, no, no, no!”
And Sonia unconsciously grabbed both his hands, like she was begging him not to say that.
 “It’s better if she dies.”
“No, not better, not even close!” Sonia repeated, totally freaked out.
“And the kids? What are you gonna do, just take them in?”
“Ugh, I don’t know,” Sonia cried, practically losing it, and she put her hands to her head.
It was obvious she’d thought about it a lot before, and he was just bringing it up again.
“And what if you get sick, even now, while Katerina Ivanovna is still alive, and end up in the hospital? What then?” he pressed, relentlessly.
“You can’t be serious! That’s impossible!”
And Sonia’s face was a mask of pure terror.
“Impossible?” Raskolnikov continued with a harsh smirk. “You’re not immune to that. What happens to them then? They’ll be on the street, all of them. She’ll cough and beg, banging her head against a wall like she did today, and the kids will cry…. Then she’ll fall, get taken to the police station and the hospital, and she’ll die, and the kids…”
“Oh, no… God won’t let it happen!” Sonia finally burst out, her heart completely overwhelmed.
She listened, looking at him pleadingly, clasping her hands together in a silent, desperate plea, like it all depended on him.
Raskolnikov got up and started pacing the room. A minute went by. Sonia stood there, defeated, her hands hanging low.
“And can’t you save up? Put some money away for emergencies?” he asked, stopping suddenly in front of her.
“No,” she whispered.
“Of course not. Have you even tried?” he added, almost sarcastically.
“Yeah.”
“And it didn’t work out? Figures! Didn’t even need to ask.”
And he paced the room again. Another minute passed.
“You don’t get money every day?”
Sonia looked more confused than ever, and a blush crept up her face.
“No,” she whispered, struggling to get the words out.
“It’s gonna be the same with Polenka, no doubt,” he said suddenly.
“No, no! It can’t be, no!” Sonia cried out in desperation, like she’d been stabbed. “God won’t let anything so awful happen!”
“He lets it happen to others.”
“No, no! God will protect her, God!” she repeated, losing it.
“But, maybe, there’s no God at all,” Raskolnikov answered with a cruel laugh, looking at her.
Sonia’s face suddenly changed; a shiver ran through her. She looked at him with utter disappointment, tried to say something, but couldn’t, and burst into heartbroken sobs, hiding her face in her hands.
“You say Katerina Ivanovna’s lost it; you’ve lost it too,” he said after a moment of silence.
Five minutes passed. He kept pacing in silence, not looking at her. Finally, he went up to her; his eyes glinted. He put his hands on her shoulders and stared straight into her tear-stained face. His eyes were hard, feverish, and piercing, his lips were twitching. Suddenly, he bent down quickly and dropped to his knees, kissing her foot. Sonia recoiled from him as if he were crazy. And he looked like one.
“What are you doing to me?” she muttered, turning pale, and a wave of anguish washed over her.
He stood up instantly.
“I wasn’t bowing to you, I was bowing to all the suffering in the world,” he said wildly, and walked to the window. “Listen,” he added, turning to her a minute later. “I just told some arrogant guy that he wasn’t worth your little finger… and that I did my sister an honor making her sit beside you.”
“Oh my god, you said that to them? In front of her? ‘Sit with me? An honor?’ I’m… a mess… Why would you say that?”
 “It wasn’t because you messed up or did something wrong, I said that,” he explained. “It’s because you’ve been through so much.” He paused, then added almost seriously, “But you are a mess, that’s true.” “And your biggest mistake is that you’ve completely wrecked yourself for nothing. Isn’t that terrifying? Isn’t it scary that you’re living in this grossness that you hate so much, and at the same time you know—you just have to open your eyes—that you’re not helping anyone, not saving anyone from anything? Tell me,” he went on, almost frantic, “how can you deal with this shame and humiliation alongside all those other, good, pure feelings you have? It would be a thousand times better, wiser, to just end it all!”
“But what would happen to them?” Sonia asked softly, looking at him with anguish, but not really surprised by his suggestion.
Raskolnikov stared at her strangely. He saw everything in her face; she’s obviously had that thought before, maybe a bunch of times. She’s thought it through so much in her despair that now she barely even wonders at his suggestion. She hadn’t even noticed how harsh his words were. (He realized she hadn’t noticed the significance of his accusations and his attitude toward her shame, which was also clear to him.) But he saw how monstrously her awful, shameful situation was torturing her, and had been torturing her for a long time. “What, what,” he thought, “has been stopping her from ending it?” Only then did he understand what those poor little orphans and that pitiful, half-crazy Katerina Ivanovna, banging her head against the wall from consumption, meant to Sonia.
But, still, he realized again that with her character and the education she’s had, she couldn't stay like that. He was still stuck on the question: how could she have stayed in that situation for so long without losing her mind, especially since she clearly hated it? Of course, he knew Sonia’s situation was an extreme case, though unfortunately not unique or rare. But her personality, her education, her past life—you’d think that would have crushed her at the first step down that awful path. What was holding her back—surely not just being bad? All that awful stuff had just touched her superficially; not a single drop of true evil had penetrated her heart, he saw that. He could see right through her as she stood before him….
“There are three options for her,” he thought, “the canal, a mental institution, or… eventually sinking into depravity that clouds your mind and turns your heart to stone.”
The last idea was the most disgusting, but he was a skeptic, young, abstract, and therefore kind of cruel. So he couldn’t help but believe that the worst outcome was the most likely.
“But can that be true?” he cried to himself. “Can that person who still has a pure spirit be consciously dragged into that pit of filth and corruption? Has that process already started? Is she only holding on because being bad is starting to seem less horrible? No, no, that can’t be!” he cried, just like Sonia had before. “No, what’s kept her from the canal until now is the idea of sin, and those kids…. And if she hasn’t gone completely crazy… but who says she hasn’t? Is she even in her right mind? Can you even talk, can you reason with her? How can she sit on the edge of that abyss of disgustingness she’s falling into and ignore warnings? Is she expecting a miracle? Probably. Doesn’t that just scream crazy?”
He stubbornly clung to that thought. He actually liked that explanation better than any other. He started looking at her more closely.
“So you pray to God a lot, Sonia?” he asked.
 Sonia didn’t say anything; he stood next to her, waiting for an answer.
“What would I even be without God?” she whispered, really fast, almost urgently, glancing at him with suddenly bright eyes, and squeezing his hand.
“Ah, so that’s it!” he thought.
“And what does God do for you?” he asked, pressing her further.
Sonia was silent for a long time, like she couldn't answer. Her chest heaved with emotion.
“Be quiet! Don’t ask! You don’t deserve to know!” she cried suddenly, looking at him with a stern, angry expression.
“That’s it, that’s it,” he repeated to himself.
“He does everything,” she whispered, looking down again.
“That’s the way out! That’s the explanation,” he decided, studying her with eager curiosity, a new, weird, almost creepy feeling washing over him. He stared at that pale, thin, uneven, angular little face, those soft blue eyes, which could flash with so much fire, so much stern energy, that little body still shaking with indignation and anger—and it all seemed to him stranger and more impossible than ever. “She’s a religious fanatic!” he repeated to himself.
There was a book lying on the chest of drawers. He's noticed it every time he paced around the room. Now he picked it up and looked at it. It was the New Testament, translated into Russian. It was bound in old, worn leather.
“Where did you get that?” he called to her across the room.
She was still standing in the same spot, just three steps from the table.
“Someone brought it to me,” she answered, almost unwillingly, not looking at him.
“Who brought it?”
“Lizaveta. I asked her for it.”
“Lizaveta! That’s weird!” he thought.
Everything about Sonia seemed stranger and more amazing to him every moment. He carried the book to the candle and started flipping through the pages.
“Where’s the story of Lazarus?” he asked suddenly.
Sonia stubbornly stared at the floor and wouldn’t answer. She was standing sideways to the table.
“Where’s the raising of Lazarus? Find it for me, Sonia.”
She glanced at him quickly.
“You’re not looking in the right place… It’s in the fourth gospel,” she whispered sternly, without looking at him.
“Find it and read it to me,” he said. He sat down, resting his elbow on the table, leaning his head on his hand and looking away, ready to listen.
“In three weeks, they’ll lock me up in a mental hospital! I’ll be there if I’m in an even worse place,” he muttered to himself.
Sonia heard Raskolnikov’s request with suspicion and moved hesitantly to the table. She took the book, though.
“Haven’t you read it?” she asked, looking up at him across the table.
Her voice grew sterner and sterner.
“A long time ago… when I was at school. Read!”
“And haven’t you heard it in church?”
“I… haven’t been. Do you go often?”
“N-no,” whispered Sonia.
Raskolnikov smiled.
“I understand… And you won’t go to your father’s funeral tomorrow?”
“Yes, I will. I went to church last week too… I had a memorial service.”
“For who?”
“For Lizaveta. She was killed with an axe.”
His nerves were getting more and more tense. His head started to spin.
“Were you friends with Lizaveta?”
“Yes… She was good… she used to come over… not often… she couldn’t… We used to read together and… talk. She’s with God now.”
The last phrase sounded strange to his ears. And here was something new again: secret meetings with Lizaveta and both of them—religious fanatics.
“I’m going to be a religious fanatic myself soon! It’s contagious!”
“Read!” he cried impatiently and insistently.
Sonia still hesitated. Her heart was pounding. She barely dared to read to him. He looked almost annoyed at the “unhappy nutcase.”
“Why? You don’t even believe…?” she whispered softly, almost breathless.
“Read! I want you to,” he insisted. “You used to read to Lizaveta.”
 Sonia opened the book and found the right page. Her hands were shaking so bad, she couldn’t even speak. She tried to start twice, but the words just wouldn't come out.
“Once upon a time, there was a man named Lazarus, who was sick and lived in Bethany...” she finally managed to read, but her voice cracked after just three words, like a frayed guitar string. She gasped for breath.
Raskolnikov started to understand why Sonia was struggling to read to him, and the more he realized this, the more impatient and annoyed he got, insisting she keep going. He totally got how painful it was for her to reveal everything that was her own. He knew those feelings were her secret treasure, something she’s probably held onto for years, maybe even since she was a kid, living with an unhappy dad and a stepmom who was totally lost in grief, surrounded by hungry kids and constant fighting and insults. But at the same time, he knew she had this intense need to read aloud to him, even though it terrified her, to read whatever happened, no matter the cost! He saw it in her eyes, the raw emotion all over her face. She took a deep breath, fought back the shaking in her throat, and kept reading the eleventh chapter of St. John. She moved on to the nineteenth verse:
“Lots of Jewish people came to Martha and Mary to comfort them about their brother.”
“As soon as Martha heard that Jesus was coming, she went out to meet him, but Mary stayed home.”
“Martha said to Jesus, ‘If you’d been here, my brother wouldn’t have died.’"
“But I know that even now, if you ask God for anything, he’ll give it to you.’”
Then she stopped again, feeling mortified that her voice would probably shake and break again.
“Jesus said to her, ‘Your brother will rise again.’”
“Martha said to him, ‘I know he’s going to rise again when everyone else does, on the last day.’”
“Jesus said to her, ‘I am the resurrection and the life. Anyone who believes in me, even if they die, will live again.’"
“And whoever is alive and believes in me will never really die. Do you believe this?’”
“She said to him,”
(Taking a shaky breath, Sonia read clearly and forcefully, like she was confessing her faith out loud.)
“Yes, Lord. I believe that you are the Christ, the Son of God, who’s supposed to come into the world.”
She stopped and glanced up at him quickly, then controlled herself and kept reading. Raskolnikov sat still, elbows on the table, staring away. She read through the thirty-second verse.
“When Mary came where Jesus was and saw him, she fell at his feet, saying, ‘If you’d been here, my brother wouldn’t have died.’”
“When Jesus saw her crying, and the Jewish people crying with her, he was deeply saddened and troubled.”
“‘Where have you laid him?’ he asked.”
“‘Come and see, Lord,’ they said.”
“Jesus wept.”
“‘Look how much he loved him!’ the Jews exclaimed.”
“Some of them said, ‘If this man, who opened the eyes of the blind, couldn’t prevent this man from dying, what can he do?’”
 Raskolnikov turned and looked at her, totally emotional. Seriously, he knew it! She was shaking, like, a legit fever. He’s been expecting it. She was getting to the part about the biggest miracle ever, and he felt this rush of triumph. Her voice rang out, clear as a bell; triumph and joy made it powerful. The words danced in front of her eyes, but she knew them by heart. At the last verse, “Could not this Man which opened the eyes of the blind...” dropping her voice, she passionately repeated the doubt, the blame, and the disbelief of the blind Jews, who just a second later would fall at His feet like they'd been struck by lightning, sobbing and believing.... “And he, he—too, is blinded and unbelieving, he, too, will hear, he, too, will believe, yes, yes! Right now!” She was trembling with happy anticipation.
“Jesus therefore again groaning in Himself comes to the grave. It was a cave, and a stone was on top.”
“Jesus said, Take away the stone.” Martha, the sister of the dead guy, says to Him, “Lord, by now he stinks. He’s been dead for four days.”
She really emphasized the word four.
“Jesus says to her, Didn’t I tell you that if you believe, you’ll see the glory of God?”
“Then they took away the stone from where the dead guy was lying. And Jesus looked up and said, Father, I thank You that You heard Me.
“And I knew that You always hear Me; but I said it out loud so that the people standing around would believe that You sent Me.”
“And when He had said that, He shouted, Lazarus, come out!”
“And the guy who was dead came out.”
(She read it loud, cold and trembling with excitement, like she was actually seeing it.)
“Wrapped up tight with burial clothes; and his face was wrapped with a cloth. Jesus says to them, Unwrap him and let him go.”
“Then many of the Jews who came to Mary and saw what Jesus did started believing in Him.”
She couldn’t read anymore, closed the book, and jumped up from her chair.
“That’s all about raising Lazarus,” she whispered, seriously and abruptly. Turning away, she stood frozen, not even daring to look at him. She was still shaking like crazy. The candle was flickering out in the beat-up holder, dimly lighting up the super-poor room with the murderer and the… well, the girl who’s been living on the margins, who had so strangely been reading the eternal book together. Five minutes or more passed.
“I came to talk about something,” Raskolnikov said out loud, frowning. He got up and went to Sonia. She looked up at him silently. His face was super serious, and there was this wild determination in his eyes.
“I ditched my family today,” he said, “my mom and sister. I’m not going to see them. I’m done with them, totally.”
“Why?” asked Sonia, totally shocked. Her recent meeting with his mom and sister had really affected her, but she couldn't quite figure out why. She heard his news and felt like she was falling.
“I only have you now,” he added. “Let’s go together.... I came to you, we’re both cursed, let’s go our way together!”
His eyes were gleaming “like he was crazy,” Sonia thought.
“Go where?” she asked, scared and instinctively stepped back.
“How should I know? I only know it’s the same road, I know that and nothing more. It’s the same goal!”
She looked at him and didn’t understand a thing. She just knew that he was incredibly, infinitely unhappy.
“No one of them will understand if you tell them, but I get it. I need you, that’s why I came to you.”
“I don’t get it,” whispered Sonia.
 “You’ll get it later. Haven’t you done the same? You’ve messed up too... you’re strong enough to mess up. You’ve hurt yourself, you’re destroying a life… your own (it’s all the same!). You could’ve lived with understanding, but you’ll end up in the Hay Market…. But you won’t be able to handle it, and if you’re alone, you’ll lose it like me. You’re already acting crazy. So we gotta go together down the same path! Let’s go!”
“Why? What’s the point of all this?” said Sonia, suddenly and intensely upset by his words.
“The point is, you can’t stay like this! You gotta face things head-on, stop crying like a kid and saying God won’t allow it. What’s gonna happen if they take you to the hospital tomorrow? She’s losing it, she’s got consumption, she’s gonna die soon, and the kids? You really think Polenka won’t end up in trouble? You’ve seen kids on these street corners, sent out by their moms to beg, right? I know where those moms live and what they’re living like. Kids can’t stay kids there! By seven, they’re already vicious and stealing. But kids, you know, are supposed to be like little angels: ‘the kingdom of Heaven belongs to them.’ He told us to honor and love them, they’re the future of humanity…”
“What are we gonna do, what are we gonna do?” repeated Sonia, sobbing uncontrollably and wringing her hands.
“What are we gonna do? Break what needs to be broken, once and for all, and take the pain on yourself. Don’t you get it? You’ll understand later… Freedom and power, and especially power! Over everything trembling and chaotic, over the whole mess!… That’s the goal, remember that! That’s my goodbye message. Maybe it’s the last time I’ll talk to you. If I don’t show up tomorrow, you’ll hear about it, and then remember these words. And someday, years from now, you might finally understand what they meant. If I do come tomorrow, I’ll tell you who killed Lizaveta… Goodbye.”
Sonia jumped back in shock.
“Wait, do you know who killed her?” she asked, chilled with fear, staring wildly at him.
“I know and I’ll tell… just you. I picked you. I’m not coming to you to ask for forgiveness, just to tell you. I picked you out a long time ago to hear this, when your dad talked about you, and when Lizaveta was alive, I thought about it. Goodbye, no handshake. Tomorrow!”
He left. Sonia looked at him like he was crazy. But she felt like one herself, her head spinning.
“Oh my god, how does he know who killed Lizaveta? What did those words mean? This is awful!” But the thought didn’t even cross her mind, not for a second! “Oh, he must be so unhappy! He abandoned his mom and sister… Why? What happened? What was he thinking? What did he say to her? He kissed her foot and said… said (yeah, he said it clearly) that he couldn’t live without her… Oh, merciful heavens!”
Sonia spent the whole night feverish and delirious. She kept waking up, crying and wringing her hands, then sinking back into a restless sleep and dreaming about Polenka, Katerina Ivanovna, and Lizaveta, about reading the gospel, and him… him with a pale face, burning eyes… kissing her feet, crying.
 Across the hall, on the right, was a room that separated Sonia’s space from Madame Resslich’s apartment—it had been empty for ages. There was a sign on the door and a notice taped to the windows facing the canal, basically saying it was for rent. Sonia was used to it being vacant. But all this time, Mr. Svidrigaïlov had been standing there, listening at the door of that empty room. When Raskolnikov left, he froze, thought for a sec, then tiptoed to his own room, which was right next to the empty one. He grabbed a chair and quietly carried it to the door leading to Sonia’s room. He’d found their conversation super interesting and thought it was wild—so much so that he brought a chair so he wouldn't have to stand for a whole hour tomorrow, or any time in the future, and could just chill while he listened.
Chapter 5

When he finally went to the criminal investigations department the next morning, right at eleven, Raskolnikov was surprised at how long he had to wait—at least ten minutes before they called his name. He’s expected them to jump on him, but instead, he stood in the waiting room, surrounded by people who seemed to have nothing to do with him. Clerks were busy writing in an office nearby, totally oblivious to who he was. He nervously scanned the room, looking for a guard, some kind of surveillance, like they were preventing him from running. But there was nothing—just clerks absorbed in boring details, and other people who didn’t seem to care about him at all. He could have walked away if he wanted to.
He started to think that if that weird guy from yesterday—that phantom—had seen everything, they wouldn’t have let him just sit there, waiting. And would they have made him show up at eleven? Either the guy hadn't given them any info yet, or… or maybe he didn't know anything, hadn't seen anything (but how could he have seen anything?). So, everything that had happened to him the day before was probably just a figment of his imagination, blown way out of proportion by his sickness and stress. That thought had started to creep into his mind the day before, in the middle of all the panic and despair. Now, as he prepared for another confrontation, he suddenly realized he was shaking—and he felt a surge of anger at himself for being scared to face that awful Porfiry Petrovitch.
What he dreaded most was seeing that guy again; he hated him with everything he had and was afraid his hatred would give him away. His anger stopped the shaking instantly. He straightened his shoulders and prepared to walk in with a cool, arrogant look, vowing to be as quiet as possible, to watch and listen, and to finally get a handle on his frayed nerves. Then, they called him in to see Porfiry Petrovitch.
He found Porfiry Petrovitch alone in his study. The room wasn't huge, but it wasn't tiny either. It had a big desk facing a couch with a checkered pattern, a dresser, a bookcase in the corner, and a bunch of chairs—all that generic government furniture with the shiny yellow wood. There was a closed door on the far wall, and he guessed there were more rooms behind it. As soon as Raskolnikov walked in, Porfiry Petrovitch closed the door behind him, and they were alone. Porfiry Petrovitch greeted him with a friendly, laid-back vibe, but after a few minutes, Raskolnikov noticed a certain awkwardness creeping into his expression, like he’s been caught off guard or was hiding something huge.
“Ah, my friend! You’re here… in our space,” Porfiry started, holding out both hands. “Come on, sit down, pal… or maybe you don’t like being called ‘my friend’ and ‘pal!’—totally? Please don’t think I’m being too familiar… Here, on the couch.”
Raskolnikov sat down, staring at him. “In our space,” the friendly greetings, the French phrase—it was all classic Porfiry.
“He held out both hands to me, but he didn't actually give me one—he pulled it back just in time,” Raskolnikov thought suspiciously. They were both watching each other, but when their eyes met, they quickly looked away.
“I brought you this paper… about the watch. Here it is. Is it okay, or should I copy it again?”
 “What? A note? Yeah, yeah, don’t freak out, it’s fine,” Porfiry Petrovitch said, kind of rushing, and then he grabbed the note and looked at it. “Yeah, it’s all good. Nothing else needed,” he declared just as fast, and he tossed the note onto the table.
A minute later, when he was talking about something else, he picked it up and put it on his desk.
“I think you said yesterday you wanted to question me... officially... about knowing the murdered woman?” Raskolnikov started again. “Why did I put in ‘I think’?” flashed through his mind. “Why am I so stressed about saying ‘I think’?” then another thought: He suddenly felt like his anxiety about just being around Porfiry, about the first words, the first looks, had blown up into something huge and scary. His nerves were buzzing, his emotions were going crazy. “This is bad, really bad! I’m gonna say too much again.”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah! No rush, no rush,” mumbled Porfiry Petrovitch, pacing around the table without seeming to have a plan, like he was darting towards the window, the desk, and the table, dodging Raskolnikov’s suspicious stares, then stopping to stare right at him.
His round, chubby figure looked really weird, like a ball bouncing from side to side.
“We’re not in a hurry. Do you smoke? Got your own? Here, a cigarette!” he went on, offering his visitor a cigarette. “You know I’m seeing you here, but my actual office is through there, you know, my government office. But I’m living elsewhere for now, had to get some repairs done here. It’s almost done… Government offices are the best, you know? What do you think?”
“Yeah, the best,” answered Raskolnikov, looking at him almost sarcastically.
“The best, the best,” repeated Porfiry Petrovitch, as if he’s just thought of something totally different. “Yeah, the best,” he almost yelled, suddenly staring at Raskolnikov and stopping two steps away.
That dumb repetition was totally out of place with the serious, intense, and mysterious look he gave his visitor.
But it really got under Raskolnikov’s skin, and he couldn’t resist a sarcastic, and maybe reckless, challenge.
“Tell me, please,” he asked suddenly, looking almost rude and enjoying his own sass. “I think it’s a kind of legal rule, a kind of legal tradition—for all detectives—to start their thing from far away, with a small, or at least unimportant, subject, to encourage, or rather, to distract the person they’re questioning, to lower their guard, and then suddenly hit them with a killer question. Isn’t that right? It’s a sacred tradition, mentioned, I think, in all the detective handbooks?”
“Yeah, yeah… You think that’s why I was talking about government offices… huh?”
 “And as he said this Porfiry Petrovitch squinted and winked; a playful, sneaky look flashed across his face. The lines on his forehead relaxed, his eyes narrowed, his features widened, and he suddenly burst into a nervous, drawn-out laugh, shaking all over and staring right at Raskolnikov. The latter forced himself to laugh along, but when Porfiry, seeing that he was laughing, let out a huge guffaw and turned almost red, Raskolnikov’s disgust took over; he stopped laughing, glared at Porfiry with pure hatred, keeping his eyes locked on him while Porfiry’s laughter went on. Both of them were being careless, because Porfiry Petrovitch seemed to be laughing right in his visitor’s face and didn’t seem bothered at all by the annoyance the visitor was showing. That was really significant to Raskolnikov: he realized Porfiry Petrovitch hadn’t been embarrassed before, either, but that he, Raskolnikov, might have walked right into a trap; that something was up, some hidden reason he didn’t know; that maybe everything was set and would come crashing down on him any minute…”
He got straight to the point, stood up, and grabbed his cap.
“Porfiry Petrovitch,” he started, determined but super irritated, “yesterday you said you wanted me to come over and ask some questions” (he really emphasized the word “questions”). “I’m here, and if you have something to ask, ask it, and if not, let me leave. I don’t have time for this… I gotta be at the funeral for that guy who got hit by a car, you… know about him too,” he added, instantly regretting saying it and even more annoyed at his own anger. “I’m done with it all, you hear? And have been for a while. It’s part of what made me sick. Basically,” he practically shouted, feeling like even mentioning his illness was out of place, “basically, examine me or let me go, right now. And if you’re gonna examine me, do it properly! I won’t let you do it any other way, and so, for now, goodbye, because it seems like we don’t have anything keeping us here anymore.”
“Good grief! What are you going on about? What do you want to ask me?” Porfiry Petrovitch cackled, his tone completely changing, instantly stopping the laughter. “Please don’t get worked up,” he started pacing around and fussily trying to get Raskolnikov to sit down. “There’s no rush, no rush, it’s all good. Oh, no, I’m really glad you came to see me finally… I just see you as a visitor. And about my crazy laughter, please excuse me, Rodion Romanovitch. Rodion Romanovitch? Is that your name?… It’s my nerves, you totally cracked me up with your clever comment; I swear, sometimes I shake with laughter like a bouncy ball for half an hour straight… I’m often scared I’ll have a stroke. Please sit down. Do sit down, or I’ll think you’re mad at me…”
Raskolnikov didn’t say anything; he just listened, watching him, still frowning angrily. He did sit down, but still held his cap.
 “Look, I gotta tell you something about myself, Rodion Romanovitch,” Porfiry Petrovitch went on, pacing the room and still avoiding his visitor’s eyes. “I’m single, a nobody, not really into the social scene. Plus, I don't have much going on, I'm kind of stuck, fading out... and you know, Rodion Romanovitch, in our Petersburg circles, when two smart guys meet who aren’t close but respect each other, like you and me, it takes them like, half an hour just to find something to talk about—they’re totally awkward, sitting across from each other, feeling super uncomfortable. Everyone has something to talk about, like, ladies for example... people in high society always have their topics, it’s just how it is, but us middle-class types, the thinking types, are always tongue-tied and awkward. Why is that? Is it because we’re not interested in what’s happening out there, or are we just being honest and don't want to mislead each other? I don’t know. What do you think? Put your cap down, will ya? It looks like you’re about to leave, and it makes me nervous... I’m so glad you’re here.”
Raskolnikov put down his cap and kept listening, his face serious and frowning, to Porfiry Petrovitch’s rambling, pointless chatter. “Is he seriously trying to distract me with this silly stuff?”
“I can’t offer you coffee, but why not hang out with a friend for a few minutes?” Porfiry kept going. “And you know, all this official stuff… don’t mind me bouncing around, excuse me, I'm worried about offending you, but I really need to move around. I’m killing myself sitting all day... I always mean to join a gym; they say even top officials, like Privy Councillors, are skipping rope there—it’s modern science, you know? Yeah, yeah… But as for my work here, the investigations and all that paperwork… you mentioned investigations just now… I promise, these interrogations can be more awkward for the person asking the questions than for the person being questioned. You pointed that out really well, actually. It's a total mess! You keep repeating the same thing, like a drumbeat! There's supposed to be a reform, and we’ll have new titles, at least, haha! And as for our legal system, like you so cleverly called it, I totally agree with you. Every prisoner on trial, even the roughest peasant, knows that they start by throwing you off balance with random questions (like you so happily put it) and then hit you with the big stuff, haha!—your brilliant comparison, haha! So you really thought I meant by ‘government offices’… haha! You're a sarcastic dude. Come on. I won’t go on! Oh, by the way, yeah! One thing leads to another. You mentioned formality just now, related to the investigation, you know. But what’s the point of formality? In a lot of cases, it’s just nonsense. Sometimes a casual chat gets you a lot more. You can always fall back on formality, trust me. And really, what does it matter? An investigating lawyer can’t be tied down by rules at every step. The work of investigation is, like, an art form in its own way, haha!”
Porfiry Petrovitch paused for breath. He'd just been rambling, dropping a few mysterious words and then going back to being incoherent. He was practically running around the room, his little legs moving faster and faster, staring at the floor, with his right hand behind his back, while with his left making gestures that were totally weird compared to what he was saying. Raskolnikov suddenly noticed that as he ran around, he seemed to stop for a moment near the door twice, like he was listening for something.
“Is he expecting something?”
 “You’re totally right,” Porfiry started, grinning and looking at Raskolnikov with this super chill vibe (which totally threw him and put him on edge). “Totally right to laugh at our legal stuff, haha! Some of these fancy psychology things are seriously ridiculous and kinda pointless if you get too caught up in the rules. Yeah… I’m talking about the rules again. So, if I think someone’s a criminal – and I’m working a case, you know? You’re studying law, right, Rodion Romanovitch?”
“Yeah, I am…”
“Okay, so it’s good practice for you later on—but don’t think I’m trying to teach you anything, especially with those articles you write about crime! No, I’m just saying, if I thought this guy or that guy was a criminal, why would I stress them out before I had anything solid? In one case, I might have to arrest someone right away, but another situation could be totally different. So, why not let them wander around town a bit? Haha! But I see you’re not quite getting it, so I’ll give you a better example. If I lock someone up too soon, I could basically give them a pep talk, haha! Are you laughing?”
Raskolnikov wasn't laughing. He was sitting there with his lips pressed together, his wild eyes fixed on Porfiry Petrovitch.
 “Seriously, that’s the deal, especially with certain types of people. Guys are just wired differently. You’re talking ‘evidence’? Well, there might be some. But evidence can be interpreted in a bunch of ways, you know? I’m a lawyer, and I’m gonna be honest, I’m not exactly the strongest guy. I’d love to nail down a solid proof, like, mathematically clear. A chain of evidence, like two plus two equals four—a straight-up, undeniable proof! But if I shut him down too quickly—even if I’m pretty sure he’s the guy—I might be cutting myself off from more evidence. And how? By giving him a definite position, I’m putting him at ease, letting him chill out. He’ll clam up and retreat. They say that at Sevastopol, right after Alma, the smart people were freaking out that the enemy would just attack and take the city instantly. But when they realized the enemy was going for a full-on siege, they were actually relieved. It would drag on for months, you know? You’re laughing, you don't believe me again? Of course, you're probably right, too. You're right, you're right. These are special cases, I admit. But you gotta see the bigger picture, my dear Rodion Romanovitch. The general case, the one all legal rules and forms are supposed to cover—it doesn’t really exist. Every crime, every situation, becomes totally unique the moment it happens. Sometimes, it's just wild. If I leave a guy alone, if I don’t push him or stress him out, but let him know—or at least make him suspect—that I know everything and I'm watching him day and night, and he's constantly suspicious and terrified, he’s gonna crack. He’ll mess up somehow, or do something that’s as obvious as two plus two equals four—it’s awesome. It might work with a simple peasant, but with someone like him—an intelligent, cultivated guy—it’s a sure thing. Because, seriously, it’s super important to know what kind of person he is. And then there are nerves, nerves, you’re missing the point! They’re all sick, nervous, and on edge! And then how they all suffer from being down in the dumps! I’m telling you, that’s a goldmine for us. And it’s no big deal if he’s wandering around town! Let him! Let him walk around a bit! I know I’ve got him, and he’s not getting away from me. Where could he escape to, he-he? Abroad, maybe? A Pole might bolt for another country, but not him, especially since I’m watching and I’ve got things covered. Go hide in the countryside? But you know, there are real, rough Russian peasants out there. A modern, cultivated guy would rather be in prison than hanging out with those kinds of people. He-he! But that’s all surface-level stuff. It’s not just that he has nowhere to run to, he’s psychologically trapped by me, he-he! What an expression! It’s like a law of nature—he can’t escape me even if he had somewhere to go. Have you ever seen a butterfly buzzing around a candle? That’s how he’s going to keep circling and circling around me. Freedom won't even be appealing anymore. He’ll start overthinking things, he’ll tie himself in knots, he’ll stress himself to death! What’s more, he’ll give me a mathematical proof—if I just give him enough time…. And he’ll keep circling, getting closer and closer, and then—bam! He’ll fly right into my mouth and I’ll swallow him, and that will be hilarious, he-he-he! You still don’t believe me?”
Raskolnikov said nothing; he sat pale and still, staring with the same intensity into Porfiry’s face.
 “This is serious,” he thought, feeling a chill run through him. “This isn't just messing around, like yesterday. He wouldn’t be flexing his power for no reason… trying to bait me. He’s way too smart for that… he has another angle. What is it? This is ridiculous, my dude, you’re messing with me, trying to freak me out! You’re pulling a bluff – you have zero proof, and the guy I saw probably didn’t even exist. You just want to get under my skin, rile me up beforehand, and then crush me. But you’re wrong, you won't! But why drop such a hint? Is he counting on me being a nervous wreck? Nah, you’re wrong, you won’t do it, even if you’ve got some scheme cooking… let’s see what you’re planning.”
And he steeled himself to face whatever was coming – something awful and completely unknown. Sometimes he wanted to just jump on Porfiry and choke him. That kind of rage was what he't been dreading from the start. He felt like his lips were dry and foamy, his heart pounding. But he was still determined to stay quiet until the time was right. He realized that was the smartest move in his situation – instead of talking a lot, he’s annoy his enemy with his silence and push him into spilling too much. That's what he was hoping for, anyway.
 “Seriously, I see you don’t believe me,” Porfiry began again, getting really animated, chuckling constantly and pacing around the room. “And you’d be right to think I’m pulling your leg—I mean, look at me! My build isn’t exactly inspiring, right? A total goofball. But let me tell you, and I’m saying this as an older guy, my dear Rodion Romanovitch, you’re still young—like, in your prime. And you put brains above everything, just like all young people do. Witty jokes and complicated arguments totally fascinate you. It’s like that old Austrian military advisor—you know, the ones who thought they could beat Napoleon on paper? They’d planned everything out perfectly in their studies, but then General Mack just surrendered with his whole army, haha! I get it, I get it, Rodion Romanovitch—you’re laughing at a civilian like me, throwing in examples from military history! But I can’t help it, it’s my thing. I'm obsessed with military stuff. I’ve definitely missed my calling. I should’ve been in the army, I swear! I wouldn't have been a Napoleon, but I could’ve been a major, haha! Okay, so I’ll tell you the whole truth about this whole situation—I mean, the actual facts and a person’s personality, my dear sir, are big deals, and it’s crazy how they can mess up even the smartest plans! Listen to an old guy—I’m being serious, Rodion Romanovitch.” (As he said this Porfiry Petrovitch, who was barely thirty-five, suddenly seemed to look ancient; even his voice changed and he seemed to shrink.) “Plus, I’m a straight shooter… am I a straight shooter or not? What do you think? I think I really am: I’m telling you all this for nothing and don’t even expect a reward, haha! Anyway, wit, in my opinion, is awesome—it's like, a gift and a way to cope with life. And it can play some serious tricks! It’s sometimes hard for a poor lawyer to know what's going on, especially when he’s letting his imagination run wild, you know, because he's human! But the criminal’s personality saves the day, unfortunately for him! But young people carried away by their own wit don’t think about that—‘when they overstep all obstacles,’ as you so cleverly put it yesterday. He’s going to lie—that is, the guy who’s a special case, the mystery man, and he’s going to lie well, in the smartest way possible; you’d think he’d be celebrating and enjoying his cleverness, but at the most crucial, the most obvious moment, he’ll faint. Sure, maybe there’s illness and a stuffy room too, but still! Anyway, he’s given us an idea! He lied brilliantly, but he didn’t count on his personality. That’s what gives him away! Another time he’ll get carried away by his jokes and start messing with the person who suspects him—he’ll turn pale on purpose to throw them off, but his paleness will be too real, too natural, another clue! Even if the questioner gets fooled at first, they’ll think differently the next day if they’re not totally clueless, and, of course, that’s how it always goes! He pushes himself forward when he’s not wanted, talks constantly when he should be quiet, throws in all kinds of weird references, haha! Comes and asks why didn’t you grab me earlier? Haha-ha! And that can happen with the smartest guy, the psychologist, the writer. Personality reflects everything like a mirror! Take a look and see what you see! But why are you so pale, Rodion Romanovitch? Is it hot in here? Should I open a window?”
“Oh, don’t worry, please,” cried Raskolnikov, and he suddenly burst out laughing. “Please don’t bother.”
 Porfiry stood facing him, paused a moment, and then suddenly laughed too. Raskolnikov got up from the couch, abruptly cutting off his hysterical laughter.
“Porfiry Petrovitch,” he started, speaking loudly and clearly, though his legs were shaking and he could barely stand. “I finally see that you totally suspect me of murdering that old woman and her sister Lizaveta. Honestly, I'm done with this. If you have the right to arrest me, to charge me legally, then go ahead. But I won’t stand here and be mocked and stressed out…”
His lips trembled, his eyes flashed with anger, and he couldn't control his voice.
“I won’t let it happen!” he shouted, slamming his fist on the table. “Do you hear me, Porfiry Petrovitch? I won’t let it happen.”
“Whoa! What’s going on?” cried Porfiry Petrovitch, looking genuinely freaked out. “Rodion Romanovitch, my friend, what’s wrong with you?”
“I won’t let it happen,” Raskolnikov shouted again.
“Shhh, my guy! They’ll hear and come in. Seriously, what would we even say to them?” Porfiry Petrovitch whispered in horror, leaning close to Raskolnikov.
“I won’t let it happen, I won’t let it happen,” Raskolnikov repeated mechanically, but he too spoke in a sudden whisper.
Porfiry turned quickly and ran to open the window.
“Get some fresh air! And you need some water, seriously. You look awful!” and he was heading for the door to call for someone when he spotted a decanter of water in the corner. “Here, drink a little,” he whispered, rushing up to him with the decanter. “It’s gotta make you feel better.”
Porfiry Petrovitch’s alarm and concern felt so real that Raskolnikov fell silent and started staring at him with wide-eyed curiosity. He didn't take the water, though.
“Rodion Romanovitch, my friend, you’ll burn yourself out, I’m telling you, seriously! Have some water, just a little.”
He practically forced him to take the glass. Raskolnikov lifted it to his lips mechanically, but then put it back on the table with a disgusted look.
“Yeah, you had a little episode! You’re bringing back that sickness, my friend,” Porfiry Petrovitch chuckled with friendly concern, though he still seemed a little rattled. “Goodness, you gotta take better care of yourself! Dmitri Prokofitch was here, came to see me yesterday—I know, I know, I can be a little sarcastic, but what they made of it!... Seriously, he came yesterday after you’d been. We ate and he talked and talked away, and I just threw my hands up in frustration! Did he come from you? But please, sit down, for heaven’s sake, sit down!”
“No, not from me, but I knew he went to you and why,” Raskolnikov snapped back.
“You knew?”
“I knew. So what?”
“So, Rodion Romanovitch, that I know more than that about you; I know everything. I know how you went to find an apartment at night when it was dark and how you rang the bell and asked about the blood, so the workers and the doorman didn’t know what to make of it. Yeah, I get your state of mind at that time… but you’ll drive yourself crazy like that, I’m serious! You’ll lose it! You’re so full of righteous anger about the wrongs you’ve suffered, first from fate, and then from the cops, and so you rush from one thing to another to force them to speak out and end it all, because you’re sick of all this suspicion and nonsense. That’s it, isn’t it? I’ve figured out how you feel, right? But that’s how you’ll lose it, and Razumihin’s too; he’s too good a guy for this, you gotta know that. You’re sick, and he’s good, and your sickness is contagious for him… I’ll tell you about it when you’re more yourself…. But please, sit down, for goodness’ sake. Just relax, you look awful, sit down.”
 Raskolnikov sat down; he was hot all over, not shivering anymore. He listened, totally focused, as Porfiry Petrovitch spoke—the guy still seemed freaked out, looking at him with this friendly, worried vibe. But Raskolnikov didn’t believe a single word, even though a weird part of him wanted to. Porfiry’s unexpected comment about the apartment had totally thrown him. “Wait, he knows about the apartment? And he’s telling me?” he thought, suddenly.
“Yeah, in my legal work, there was a case almost exactly like it—a case about messed-up psychology,” Porfiry continued quickly. “A guy confessed to murder and how he kept it going! It was like a total hallucination; he made up facts, tricked everyone, and why? He’s been partly, but only partly, accidentally responsible for a murder, and when he realized he’s given the killers the chance, he spiraled, it messed with his head, he started imagining things and convinced himself he was the killer. But eventually, the High Court of Appeal looked into it and the poor guy was cleared and got the help he needed. Thanks to the Court of Appeal! Tut-tut-tut! Seriously, my friend, you could drive yourself crazy if you start messing with your nerves, ringing doorbells at night and asking about blood! I’ve studied all this crazy psychology in my practice. People sometimes feel like jumping out of a window or off a bell tower. It's the same with ringing those bells... It's all an illness, Rodion Romanovitch! You’ve been ignoring your health. You should see a real doctor, what about that chubby guy? You're out of your mind! You were tripping when you did all this!”
For a moment, Raskolnikov felt like the room was spinning.
“No way, no way,” flashed through his mind, “is he still lying? He couldn’t be, right?” He rejected that thought, realizing how furious it could make him, how that fury could push him over the edge.
“I wasn’t hallucinating. I knew what I was doing,” he said, straining to figure out Porfiry’s game, “I was totally myself, you hear?”
“Yeah, I hear you and I get it. You said yesterday you weren't hallucinating, you really emphasized it! I understand everything you're saying! A-ach!... Listen, Rodion Romanovitch, my friend. If you were actually a criminal, or somehow involved in this awful mess, would you insist that you weren’t hallucinating but were totally in control? And so strongly and consistently? Would that even be possible? To me, it’s completely impossible. If you had something on your conscience, you definitely would insist you were delirious. Right?”
There was a sneaky tone in this question. Raskolnikov pulled back on the couch as Porfiry leaned over him, staring with a silent, confused look.
“Another thing about Razumihin—you really should have said he showed up on his own, to have hidden your part in it! But you're not hiding it! You're stressing how he came at your invitation.”
Raskolnikov hadn't done that. A chill ran down his spine.
“You keep lying,” he said slowly, forcing a sickly smile, “you’re trying again to show that you know all my game, that you know everything I’m going to say beforehand,” he realized himself that he wasn’t carefully choosing his words. “You want to scare me... or you’re just messing with me...”
He was still staring at him as he said this, and again there was a flash of intense hate in his eyes.
“You keep lying,” he said. “You know perfectly well that the best thing for a criminal is to tell the truth as much as possible... to hide as little as possible. I don’t believe you!”
 “You’re seriously messing with me!” Porfiry chuckled, “There’s no catching you; you’re totally obsessed. So you don’t believe me? But you do believe me, you believe a quarter—I’m gonna make you believe the whole thing, because I actually like you and genuinely want things to go well for you.”
Raskolnikov’s lips started to tremble.
“Yeah, I do,” Porfiry went on, touching Raskolnikov’s arm in a friendly way, “you really need to take care of yourself. Plus, your mom and sister are here now; you need to think about them. You need to comfort them and you're just scaring them…”
“What’s that got to do with you? How do you even know? Why are you so invested?”
“Seriously! I learned it all from you! You don’t even realize you’re spilling everything when you’re worked up. Razumihin told me a bunch of interesting stuff yesterday too. Look, you interrupted me, but I gotta tell you, for all your smarts, your paranoia is making you lose sight of the obvious. Like the bell-ringing, for example. I, an investigator, just revealed a valuable fact—a real, juicy detail—and you didn’t even notice! Why would I do that if I suspected you? I would’ve played it cool, let your suspicions down, and then blindsided you: ‘And what were you doing, sir, around ten or eleven at the murdered woman’s apartment, and why were you ringing the bell and asking about blood? And why did you invite the doormen to go with you to the police station, to the lieutenant?’ That’s how I would’ve acted if I had even a tiny bit of suspicion. I would’ve collected your statement properly, searched your place, maybe even arrested you. So, I don't suspect you, because I haven't done any of that! But you’re not seeing things clearly, you’re missing the big picture, I’m telling you.”
Raskolnikov jumped, and Porfiry Petrovitch noticed it right away.
“You’re lying the whole time!” he shouted, “I don’t know what your game is, but you’re lying. You didn’t talk like that a minute ago, and I’m not wrong!”
“I’m lying?” Porfiry repeated, looking annoyed, but keeping a good-humored and sarcastic expression, like he didn’t care what Raskolnikov thought. “I’m lying… but how did I treat you just now, me, the investigator? Encouraging you, giving you every advantage for your defense—illness, delirium, injury, melancholy, the police officers, all of it? Ah! He-he-he! Though, honestly, those psychological defenses aren’t always reliable and can backfire. Illness, delirium, you don't remember—that's fine, but why, when you were sick and delirious, were you haunted by those delusions and not others? There could’ve been others, eh? He-he-he!”
Raskolnikov glared at him with disdain.
“Just briefly,” he said loudly and impatiently, standing up and pushing Porfiry back a little, “briefly, do you acknowledge that you have no suspicion of me or not? Tell me, Porfiry Petrovitch, tell me once and for all and hurry up!”
“What a mess I’m in with you!” Porfiry said with a friendly, sly, and composed face. “And why do you need to know, why are you so desperate to know, when they haven’t even started to worry you? You’re like a kid asking for matches! And why are you so on edge? Why are you pushing so hard, eh? He-he-he!”
“I repeat,” Raskolnikov shouted furiously, “I can’t stand it!”
“With what? Uncertainty?” Porfiry interrupted.
“Don’t mess with me! I won’t have it! I tell you, I can’t and I won’t, do you hear, do you hear?” he yelled, slamming his fist on the table again.
 “Shhh! They’ll hear! Seriously, watch yourself. I’m not kidding,” Porfiry whispered, but his face wasn't its usual sweet, worried look. Now he was serious, stern, and frowning, dropping all the games.
But it was only for a second. Raskolnikov, totally freaked out, suddenly lost it, but weirdly, he still obeyed the quiet command, even though he was boiling with anger.
“I won’t let you mess with me,” he whispered, instantly hating that he couldn't help but listen and even angrier at the thought. “Arrest me, search me, but do things by the book, okay? Don’t play games! Don’t even try it!”
“Don’t worry about the rules,” Porfiry interrupted with that same sneaky smile, like he was enjoying Raskolnikov’s reaction. “I just wanted to chat, you know?”
“I don’t want your friendship, and I spit on it! Got it? And, uh, I’m outta here.” He reached for his cap and headed for the door.
“And you won’t believe my little surprise?” Porfiry chuckled, grabbing his arm again and stopping him at the door.
He seemed to be joking around, which totally freaked Raskolnikov out.
“What surprise?” he asked, standing still and looking at Porfiry, worried.
“My little surprise is right there behind the door, he-he-he!” (He pointed to the locked door.) “I locked him in so he wouldn’t run off.”
“What is it? Where? What…?”
Raskolnikov walked to the door and would have opened it, but it was locked.
“It’s locked, here’s the key!”
And he pulled a key out of his pocket.
“You’re lying!” Raskolnikov roared, completely losing control. “You’re lying, you ridiculous clown!” and he lunged at Porfiry, who calmly stepped back to the other door.
“I get it! You’re lying and messing with me so I’ll trip myself up…”
“Why, you’ve already tripped yourself up plenty, my dear Rodion Romanovitch. You’re all worked up. Don't yell, I’ll call the assistants.”
“You’re lying! Call the assistants! You knew I was sick and tried to push me over the edge to make me confess, that was your plan! Show me the evidence! I understand everything now. You have nothing, just pathetic suspicions like Zametov’s! You know my personality, you wanted to drive me crazy and then take me down with priests and officials.... Are you waiting for them? Huh? What are you waiting for? Where are they? Bring them out!”
“Why officials, my good man? People will imagine all sorts of things! And that wouldn’t be following procedure, as you say, you don't know how things work, my friend.... And you can’t escape procedure, as you can see.” Porfiry muttered, listening at the door where a noise could be heard.
“Ah, they’re coming!” Raskolnikov cried. “You called them! You were expecting them! Okay, bring them all: your officials, your witnesses, whatever you’re hiding!... I’m ready!”
But at that moment, something really weird happened, something so unexpected that neither Raskolnikov nor Porfiry Petrovitch could have predicted.
Chapter 6

When he remembered the scene later, this is how Raskolnikov saw it.
The noise behind the door got louder, and suddenly it cracked open a bit.
“What’s going on?” Porfiry Petrovitch snapped, clearly annoyed. “I gave orders…”
For a second, there was no answer, but it was obvious there were a bunch of people at the door, pushing someone back.
“What’s going on?” Porfiry Petrovitch repeated, looking uneasy.
“They brought in Nikolay, the prisoner,” someone said.
“He’s not needed! Take him away! Let him wait! What's he doing here? This is so messed up!” Porfiry yelled, rushing to the door.
“But he…” the same voice started, then stopped short.
Just two seconds, not even that, were spent in a brief struggle, then someone shoved really hard, and a man, super pale, walked into the room.
This guy looked really strange at first. He just stared straight ahead, like he couldn't see anything. There was this intense look in his eyes, but also this sickly pallor on his face, like he was being led to the gallows. His lips were twitching slightly.
He was dressed like a construction worker and was average height, really young, thin, with a buzz cut and sharp features. The guard he’s shoved followed him in and managed to grab him by the shoulder, but Nikolay yanked his arm away.
A bunch of people crowded into the doorway, peeking in. Some of them tried to squeeze in. It all happened super fast.
“Back off, it's too soon! Wait to be called for!... Why did you bring him here so fast?” Porfiry Petrovitch muttered, totally frustrated and thrown off.
But Nikolay suddenly dropped to his knees.
“What’s happening?” Porfiry asked, surprised.
“I’m guilty! I did it! I’m the murderer,” Nikolay blurted out suddenly, a little breathless, but speaking loudly.
There was total silence for ten seconds, like everyone had been frozen; even the guard stepped back, mechanically retreated to the door, and stood still.
“What’s going on?” Porfiry Petrovitch asked, shaking off his shock.
“I... am the murderer,” Nikolay repeated after a brief pause.
“What... you... what... who did you kill?” Porfiry Petrovitch seemed totally confused.
Nikolay was silent for a moment again.
“Alyona Ivanovna and her sister Lizaveta Ivanovna, I… killed… with an axe. Everything went dark,” he added suddenly, then fell silent.
He was still on his knees. Porfiry Petrovitch stood there for a few moments, like he was thinking things over, but then he snapped to attention and waved away the nosy onlookers. They instantly disappeared and closed the door. Then he looked towards Raskolnikov, who was standing in the corner, staring wildly at Nikolay and moved toward him, but stopped short, looked from Nikolay to Raskolnikov and then again at Nikolay, and seemed unable to hold back, darted at the latter.
“You’re rushing things,” he shouted, almost angrily. “I didn’t ask you what went wrong… Speak, did you kill them?”
“I’m the murderer… I want to give a statement,” Nikolay said.
“Ach! What did you kill them with?”
“An axe. I had it ready.”
“Ach, he’s in a hurry! Alone?”
Nikolay didn’t understand the question.
“Did you do it alone?”
“Yeah, alone. And Mitka’s not guilty and had nothing to do with it.”
“Don’t hurry about Mitka! A-ach! How was it you ran downstairs like that at the time? The porters saw you both!”
“It was to throw them off the trail… I ran after Mitka,” Nikolay replied quickly, like he’s rehearsed the answer.
“I knew it!” Porfiry exclaimed, frustrated. “He’s not telling his own story,” he muttered to himself, and suddenly his eyes rested on Raskolnikov again.
 He seemed totally caught up in Nikolay, and for a second, he’d totally forgotten about Raskolnikov. He was a little thrown off.
“My dear Rodion Romanovitch, excuse me!” he rushed up to him, “this isn’t gonna work; I’m worried you have to go... it’s no good you sticking around… what a surprise!... Bye!”
And grabbing him by the arm, he showed him to the door.
“You weren’t expecting this, right?” said Raskolnikov, who, though he hadn’t fully gotten what was happening, had found his nerve again.
“You weren’t expecting it either, my friend. Look how your hand’s shaking! He-he!”
“You’re trembling, too, Porfiry Petrovitch!”
“Yeah, I am; I didn’t expect it.”
They were already at the door; Porfiry was eager for Raskolnikov to be gone.
“And your little surprise, aren’t you gonna show it to me?” Raskolnikov said, sarcastically.
“Why, his teeth are chattering as he asks, he-he! You’re a sarcastic dude! Come on, until we meet again!”
“I think we can say good-bye!”
“That’s in God’s hands,” Porfiry muttered, with a weird smile.
As he walked through the office, Raskolnikov noticed a bunch of people staring at him. He saw the two guys who worked as porters from his building, whom he’s invited to the police station that night. They were standing there waiting. But no sooner was he on the stairs than he heard Porfiry Petrovitch’s voice behind him. Turning around, he saw the latter running after him, totally winded.
“One word, Rodion Romanovitch; as for everything else, it’s in God’s hands, but as a formality, there are a few questions I need to ask you… so we’ll meet again, right?”
And Porfiry stood still, facing him with a smile.
“Right?” he added again.
He seemed like he wanted to say something else, but couldn't get it out.
“You gotta forgive me, Porfiry Petrovitch, for what just happened… I lost it,” began Raskolnikov, who had regained so much courage that he felt the need to act cool.
“Don’t mention it, don’t mention it,” Porfiry replied, almost gleefully. “I myself, too… I have a bad temper, I admit it! But we’ll meet again. If it’s God’s will, we might see a lot of each other.”
“And get to know each other inside and out?” added Raskolnikov.
“Yeah; know each other through and through,” assented Porfiry Petrovitch, and he squinted his eyes, looking intently at Raskolnikov. “Are you going to a birthday party?”
“To a funeral.”
“Of course, the funeral! Take care of yourself, and get better.”
“I don’t know what to wish you,” said Raskolnikov, who had started to go down the stairs, but looked back again. “I’d like to wish you success, but your job is kind of a joke.”
“Why a joke?” Porfiry Petrovitch had turned to go, but he seemed to perk up at this.
“Why, how you must have been messing with Nikolay psychologically, after your own way, until he confessed! You must have been at him day and night, proving to him that he was the murderer, and now that he’s confessed, you’ll start picking him apart again. ‘You’re lying,’ you’ll say. ‘You’re not the murderer! You can’t be! It’s not your own story you’re telling!’ It’s a wild situation!”
“He-he-he! You noticed then that I said to Nikolay just now that it wasn’t his own story he was telling?”
“How could I help noticing it!”
“He-he! You’re quick-witted. You notice everything! You’ve really a playful mind! He-he! They say that was Gogol’s thing, among the writers.”
“Yeah, of Gogol.”
“Yeah, of Gogol.... I’m looking forward to seeing you.”
“Me too.”
 Raskolnikov headed straight home. He was totally spaced out and confused, so when he got there, he just plopped onto the couch for a good fifteen minutes, trying to get his head straight. He didn’t even want to think about Nikolay; he was just stunned. He felt like Nikolay’s confession was something crazy, unbelievable—way beyond his understanding. But Nikolay did confess. And that meant trouble—serious trouble. They’d be after him again soon, he knew it. Until then, though, he was free, and he needed to do something, because danger was right around the corner.
But how close was that danger? His situation started to become clear. Remembering the main points of his recent conversation with Porfiry, he shuddered with dread. Of course, he didn’t know all of Porfiry’s plans, couldn't see into his head. But Porfiry had already shown his hand a bit, and Raskolnikov knew better than anyone how bad Porfiry’s moves had been for him. He’d almost spilled the beans completely, revealed everything. Porfiry, with his sharp eyes and understanding of people, was playing a risky game, but he was bound to win. Raskolnikov had definitely messed up, but nothing concrete had come out yet. But was he seeing things clearly? Was he wrong about something? What was Porfiry trying to get at? Did he have a surprise waiting for him? And what was it? Was he expecting something or not? How would things have gone if Nikolay hadn’t shown up so unexpectedly?
Porfiry had laid out almost all his cards—risking something by showing them, for sure—and if he really had something up his sleeve (Raskolnikov thought), he would have shown that too. What was that “surprise”? Was it a joke? Did it mean anything? Could it be hiding a fact, a piece of solid evidence? What about his visitor from yesterday? What happened to him? Where was he today? If Porfiry had any evidence, it had to be connected to him….
He sat on the couch with his elbows on his knees, hiding his face in his hands. He was still shaking nervously. Finally, he got up, grabbed his cap, thought for a minute, and headed for the door.
He had a feeling that, at least for today, he might be safe. He felt a sudden surge of almost-joy; he wanted to rush to Katerina Ivanovna’s. He’d miss the funeral, of course, but he’d be in time for the memorial dinner, and there he’d see Sonia.
He paused, thought for a moment, and a sad smile flickered across his lips.
“Today! Today,” he repeated to himself. “Yeah, today! It has to be…”
But as he was about to open the door, it started opening on its own. He jumped back, startled. The door opened gently and slowly, and suddenly, there was a figure standing there—yesterday’s visitor from downstairs.
The man stood in the doorway, looked at Raskolnikov without saying a word, and took a step forward into the room. He looked exactly the same as yesterday—same look, same clothes, but his face had changed a lot; he looked totally defeated and sighed deeply. If he’s just put his hand up to his cheek and tilted his head a bit, he’s look exactly like a peasant woman.
“What do you want?” asked Raskolnikov, frozen with terror. The man stayed silent, but suddenly he bowed almost to the ground, touching it with his finger.
“What is it?” cried Raskolnikov.
“I’ve done wrong,” the man said softly.
“How?”
“With my thoughts.”
They stared at each other.
 “I was seriously stressed. When you showed up, maybe you'd been drinking, and told the guys to go to the police station and asked about the blood, I was so annoyed they let you go and just thought you were drunk. I was so stressed I couldn't sleep. And remembering the address we came to yesterday and asked for you…”
“Who came?” Raskolnikov interrupted, instantly trying to remember.
“I did. I messed up.”
“So you’re from that house?”
“I was standing at the gate with them… don’t you remember? We’ve been doing business at that house for years. We tan and prepare hides, we take work home... I was really stressed, though…”
And the whole scene from the day before at the gate flashed clearly in Raskolnikov’s mind; he remembered there had been several people there besides the guys, including women. He remembered one voice suggested taking him straight to the police station. He couldn’t remember the person’s face, and even now he didn’t recognize it, but he remembered he’s turned around and given them some kind of answer…
So, this was the solution to yesterday’s mess. The craziest part was that he’d almost lost it, had almost completely messed himself up over something so small. This guy could only talk about asking about the apartment and the bloodstains. So Porfiry, too, had nothing but that crazy delusion, no facts but this psychology that could go either way, nothing concrete. So if no more facts come to light (and they can’t, they absolutely can’t!), then… then what can they do to him? How can they even convict him, even if they arrest him? And Porfiry hadn’t even heard about the apartment until just now.
“Was it you who told Porfiry… that I’d been there?” he cried, hit by a sudden thought.
“What Porfiry?”
“The head of the detective squad?”
“Yeah. The guys didn’t go there, but I did.”
“Today?”
“I got there two minutes before you. And I heard, I heard it all, how he was freaking out about you.”
“Where? What? When?”
“Right next door. I was sitting in there the whole time.”
“What? Seriously? Then you were the surprise? But how did that happen? No way!”
“I saw that the guys didn’t want to do what I asked,” the man began; “it’s too late, they said, and maybe he’ll be mad we didn’t come at the right time. I was really stressed and I lost sleep, and I started asking around. And finding out yesterday where to go, I went today. The first time I went he wasn’t there, when I came an hour later he couldn’t see me. I went a third time, and they let me in. I told him everything, just as it happened, and he started pacing around the room and punching himself on the chest. ‘What do you guys mean by it? If I’d known about it, I would have arrested him!’ Then he ran out, called someone and started talking to them in the corner, then he turned to me, scolding and questioning me. He scolded me a lot; and I told him everything, and I told him that you didn’t dare to say a word in response to me yesterday and that you didn’t recognize me. And he started pacing around again and kept hitting himself on the chest, getting angry and running around, and when you were announced he told me to go into the next room. ‘Sit there a bit,’ he said. ‘Don’t move, whatever you hear.’ And he put a chair there for me and locked me in. ‘Maybe,’ he said, ‘I might call you.’ And when Nikolay’d been brought in, he let me out as soon as you were gone. ‘I’ll call you again and question you,’ he said.”
“And did he question Nikolay while you were there?”
“He got rid of me just like he did you, before he talked to Nikolay.”
The man stood still, and again suddenly bowed, touching the ground with his finger.
“Forgive me for my bad thoughts, and my lies.”
“May God forgive you,” answered Raskolnikov.
And as he said this, the man bowed again, but not to the ground, turned slowly and went out of the room.
 “It’s a double-edged sword, seriously,” Raskolnikov mumbled, and he headed out feeling way more sure of himself.
“Alright, let’s go for it,” he said, flashing a wicked grin as he walked down the stairs. It wasn't about anyone else—he was totally roasting himself, remembering how he'd been a total scaredy-cat.
Chapter 1

The next morning after that awkward chat with Dounia and her mom hit Pyotr Petrovitch hard. It was seriously unpleasant, but he slowly started to accept that what he'd thought was crazy just yesterday was actually real. He’s been stewing over his bruised ego all night. When he got out of bed, Pyotr Petrovitch checked himself out in the mirror. He was worried he looked jaundiced. But so far, he seemed fine, and looking at his face—which had gotten a bit chubbier lately—he briefly felt hopeful. Maybe he’d find another girl, and maybe even a better one. But then reality hit him, and he turned away and spit, which made Andrey Semyonovitch Lebeziatnikov, his young friend, smirk. Pyotr Petrovitch noticed that smirk and immediately added it to his list of reasons not to trust Andrey. He's been keeping a running tally of things he didn’t like about him lately. His anger flared up again when he realized he shouldn't have told Andrey about the interview. That was another mistake, a result of his temper and impulsiveness.
Plus, the whole morning was a disaster. Even his legal case in the senate hit a snag. He was especially frustrated with the owner of the apartment he’d rented, planning for his upcoming wedding and paying to have it renovated. The owner, a wealthy German businessman, refused to back out of the contract, demanding the full penalty, even though Pyotr Petrovitch was essentially giving him a practically brand-new apartment. The furniture people wouldn't return a single ruble of the money he's already paid for the furniture, which hadn't even been moved in yet.
“Am I getting married just for the furniture?” he muttered, grinding his teeth, but a flicker of desperate hope still sparked within him. “Is it really all over? Is there no point in trying again?” Thinking about Dounia sent a wave of intense longing through his heart. He was in serious pain at that moment, and if he could have instantly wished Raskolnikov away, he would have.
“My bad for not just throwing them money,” he thought, trudging back to Lebeziatnikov’s room. “Why was I such a cheapskate? It was false economy! I was trying to make them dependent on me, make them see me as their savior, and look at this! Seriously? If I’d spent fifteen hundred rubles on a trousseau, gifts, knick-knacks, a dressing table, jewelry, fabric – all that stuff from Knopp’s and the English shop – my position would be better, stronger! They wouldn’t have been able to turn me down so easily! They’re the type who would feel obligated to return the money and gifts if they broke things off, and it would be hard for them to do it! Their conscience would bug them: how can we dump a guy who’s been so generous and thoughtful?.... Ugh, I messed up.”
Grinding his teeth again, Pyotr Petrovitch called himself an idiot—but he didn’t say it out loud, of course.
 He stormed back home, way angrier than before. Seeing all the fuss for Katerina Ivanovna’s funeral dinner made him curious. He’d heard about it yesterday; he even thought he’d been invited, but he was so caught up in his own stuff that he hadn’t paid attention. Asking Madame Lippevechsel, who was super busy setting the table while Katerina Ivanovna was at the cemetery, he learned it was going to be a huge deal. Everyone who lived there was invited, even people who’d never met the deceased. Apparently, even Andrey Semyonovitch Lebeziatnikov was coming, despite his previous beef with Katerina Ivanovna. And get this – he, Pyotr Petrovitch, wasn’t just invited, he was expected! He was apparently the most important lodger. Amalia Ivanovna had been invited with a ton of ceremony, despite the recent drama, so she was really into the prep work, rocking a brand-new black silk outfit and totally feeling herself. All of this gave Pyotr Petrovitch an idea, and he headed into his room, or rather Lebeziatnikov’s, looking kinda lost in thought. He’s found out that Raskolnikov was on the guest list.
 Andrey Semyonovitch had been home all morning. Pyotr Petrovitch's attitude toward this guy was weird, though maybe it made sense. Pyotr Petrovitch had looked down on and even hated him ever since he’d come to stay with him, but he also seemed kinda nervous around him. He hadn’t moved in with him when he arrived in Petersburg just because he was cheap, though that was probably his main reason. He’d heard about Andrey Semyonovitch, who had once been his ward, as a major young progressive who was making a big deal in some cool circles – the kind of stuff that was basically legend back home. It had impressed Pyotr Petrovitch. These powerful, all-knowing groups who looked down on everyone and exposed them had always made him feel uneasy, in a vague but definite way. He couldn’t even begin to figure out what they were all about. He, like everyone else, had heard there were, especially in Petersburg, progressives, nihilists, and stuff like that, and, like a lot of people, he’d exaggerated and twisted what those words meant to an absurd degree. What he’s feared most for years was being publicly humiliated – that was the main reason for his constant anxiety about moving his business to Petersburg. He was afraid in the way little kids sometimes panic. Years ago, when he was just starting out, he’d run into two cases where important people in the province, his patrons, had been cruelly exposed. One ended in a huge scandal for the person attacked, and the other almost resulted in serious trouble. So, Pyotr Petrovitch planned to look into this as soon as he got to Petersburg and, if needed, to get ahead of things by trying to get on good terms with “the younger crowd.” He was counting on Andrey Semyonovitch for this, and before visiting Raskolnikov, he’d managed to pick up a few trendy phrases. He soon realized Andrey Semyonovitch was a pretty clueless, basic guy, but that didn't reassure Pyotr Petrovitch at all. Even if he was sure all the progressives were as clueless as him, it wouldn’t have eased his worries. All the theories, the ideas, the systems that Andrey Semyonovitch bombarded him with held no interest. He had his own goal—he just wanted to figure out what was going on here. Did these people have any power? Did he have anything to worry about from them? Would they expose any of his ventures? And what exactly were they attacking now? Could he somehow make friends with them and get them on his side if they were really powerful? Was that the right move or not? Couldn't he gain something through them? In fact, hundreds of questions popped into his head.
Andrey Semyonovitch was a pale, sickly little guy with strangely blond mutton-chop whiskers that he was really proud of. He was a clerk and almost always had some kind of eye problem. He was pretty soft-hearted, but confident and sometimes super conceited when he talked, which was just awkward, especially considering how small he was. He was one of the lodgers most respected by Amalia Ivanovna, because he didn’t get drunk and paid his rent on time. Andrey Semyonovitch was really kind of dumb; he jumped on the bandwagon of progress and “the younger crowd” out of enthusiasm. He was one of the many, varied group of dullards, half-formed guys, conceited, half-educated show-offs, who latch onto whatever’s popular just to make it lame, and who mess up every cause they support, even if they mean well.
 Even though Lebeziatnikov was super chill, he was starting to not like Pyotr Petrovitch too. This was happening on both sides without them even realizing it. No matter how simple Andrey Semyonovitch was, he started to feel like Pyotr Petrovitch was playing him and secretly disliking him, thinking, “He’s just not one of us.” He'd tried explaining Fourier's system and Darwin's theory to him, but lately, Pyotr Petrovitch started listening with a sarcastic tone, even being rude. The thing was, he was starting to instinctively suspect that Lebeziatnikov wasn’t just a clueless simpleton, but maybe a liar, too, and that he didn’t have any real connections, even within his own circle, but just picked things up secondhand; and that he probably didn’t even know much about his own propaganda work, because he was a total mess. What a person to show anyone up! It's worth noting that Pyotr Petrovitch had, during those ten days, eagerly accepted the weirdest compliments from Andrey Semyonovitch; he hadn’t protested, for example, when Andrey Semyonovitch praised him for being willing to contribute to starting a new “commune,” or to skip christening his future kids, or to go along with it if Dounia got a boyfriend just a month after getting married, and so on. Pyotr Petrovitch loved hearing himself praised so much that he didn't even look down on those kinds of compliments when they were attributed to him.
That morning, Pyotr Petrovitch had to cash out some five-percent bonds and now he sat down at the table and counted over stacks of bills. Andrey Semyonovitch, who hardly ever had any money, wandered around the room pretending to look at all those bank notes with indifference and even disgust. Nothing would have convinced Pyotr Petrovitch that Andrey Semyonovitch could really look at the money without feeling something, and the latter, for his part, kept thinking bitterly that Pyotr Petrovitch was capable of thinking that about him and was, maybe, glad for the chance to tease his younger friend by reminding him of his lack of cash and the huge difference between them.
He found him totally distracted and grumpy, even though Andrey Semyonovitch was going on and on about his favorite topic: starting a new special “commune.” Short comments that dropped from Pyotr Petrovitch between clicking the beads on the abacus showed clear and disrespectful sarcasm. But the “humane” Andrey Semyonovitch chalked up Pyotr Petrovitch’s bad mood to his recent fight with Dounia and was dying to talk about that topic. He had something progressive to say about the situation that would definitely comfort his worthy friend and “couldn’t fail” to help him grow.
“There’s some kind of party being planned at that… at the widow’s, right?” Pyotr Petrovitch asked suddenly, interrupting Andrey Semyonovitch at the most interesting part.
“What? You don’t know? I was telling you last night what I think about all those ceremonies. And she invited you too, I heard. You were talking to her yesterday…”
“I would never have expected that clueless fool would have spent all the money she got from that other fool, Raskolnikov, on this party. I was surprised just now as I walked through the preparations there, the wines! A bunch of people are invited. It’s over the top!” continued Pyotr Petrovitch, who seemed to have a reason for keeping the conversation going. “Wait? You’re saying I’m invited too? When was that? I don’t remember. But I’m not going. Why would I? I only said a word to her in passing yesterday about the possibility of her getting a year’s salary as a destitute widow of a government clerk. She invited me for that, right? He-he-he!”
“I’m not going either,” said Lebeziatnikov.
“Seriously? After you beat her up? You might want to think twice, he-he!”
 “Who’s causing drama?” Lebeziatnikov asked, totally flustered and blushing.
“You, dude! You thrashed Katerina Ivanovna like, a month ago. I heard about it yesterday... so, that’s what your beliefs are all about... and you weren’t exactly nailing the ‘women’s rights’ thing, he-he-he!” Pyotr Petrovitch, like he was feeling better, went back to clicking his rosary beads.
“It’s all fake news and drama!” Lebeziatnikov shouted, always nervous about anyone bringing up the topic. “It wasn’t like that at all, it was totally different. You’re hearing it wrong; it’s a total lie. I was just defending myself. She came at me with her nails, ripped out all my whiskers.... It’s totally okay for anyone to defend themselves, and I never let anyone use violence on me, ever, it’s a power trip. What was I supposed to do? I just pushed her back.”
“He-he-he!” Luzhin kept laughing, kinda mean.
“You’re acting like this because you’re already in a bad mood... but it’s ridiculous and has nothing, nothing at all to do with women’s rights! You’re missing the point; I used to think, you know, if women are as strong as men (like they say now) there should be equality in that too. Of course, I realized later that the question shouldn’t even come up, because there shouldn’t be fighting, and in the future, fighting will be unthinkable... and it’s kinda weird to even look for equality in fighting. I’m not that clueless... though, of course, there is fighting... but there won't be later, just right now there is... ugh, you make my head spin! It’s not because of that that I’m not going. I’m not going on principle, not to be part of that revolting memorial dinner thing, that’s why! Though, of course, you could go just to laugh... I’m bummed there won’t be any priests there. I’d totally go if there were.”
“So you’d sit at someone else’s table and diss it and the people who invited you? Seriously?”
“Not diss it, protest it. I’d do it for a good reason. I could indirectly help spread the word and enlighten people. It’s a man’s duty to work towards enlightenment and spreading the word, and the harsher, maybe, the better. I could drop a seed, an idea.... And something could grow from that seed. How would I be disrespecting them? They might be offended at first, but later they’d see I did them a favor. You know, Terebyeva (who’s in the community now) got slammed because when she left her family and… dedicated… herself, she wrote to her parents that she wasn’t going to live a conventional life and was starting a free marriage, and it was said that that was too harsh, that she should have spared them and written something nicer. I think that’s all nonsense and there’s no need to be soft; on the contrary, what’s needed is protest. Varents had been married for seven years, she abandoned her two kids, she told her husband straight out in a letter: ‘I’ve realized I can’t be happy with you. I can never forgive you for hiding from me that there’s another way to organize society through communities. I only just learned about it from a great-hearted man to whom I’ve given myself and with whom I’m establishing a community. I’m being honest because I think it’s dishonest to deceive you. Do what you think is best. Don’t expect me back, you’re too late. I hope you’ll be happy.’ That’s how letters like that should be written!”
“Is that Terebyeva the one you said has had a third free marriage?”
 “Seriously, it’s only the second time! But what if it was the fourth, what if it was the fifteenth? That’s crazy! And if I ever regretted my parents dying, it's now. I sometimes think if they were still around, I’d totally call them out! I would’ve done something just to get their attention... I would’ve blown their minds! I’m actually bummed there's no one around to do that!”
“To shock! Haha! Whatever you say,” Pyotr Petrovitch jumped in, “but tell me this; do you know the dead man’s daughter, that cute little girl? It’s true what they say about her, right?”
“So what? I mean, honestly, I think it’s just how women are. Why not? Distinguons. In our current society, it’s not totally normal because it’s forced, but in the future, it will be perfectly normal because it’s a choice. Even now, she was right: she was hurting, and that was her thing, her power, which she had every right to use. Of course, in the future, there won’t be a need for power, but her role will have another meaning, something logical and fitting. As for Sofya Semyonovna herself, I think her actions were a huge protest against how society is set up, and I totally respect her for it; I'm genuinely happy when I think about her!”
“I heard you got her kicked out of her apartment.”
Lebeziatnikov was furious.
“That’s another lie!” he shouted. “It wasn’t like that at all! That was all Katerina Ivanovna’s imagination, she just didn’t get it! And I never made a move on Sofya Semyonovna! I was just helping her grow, totally on the level, trying to inspire her to speak out…. All I wanted was her protest, and Sofya Semyonovna couldn't stay there anyway!”
“Have you asked her to join your group?”
“You keep laughing, and it’s really inappropriate, let me tell you. You don’t get it! There’s no such role in a group. The group is set up so there aren’t roles. In a group, those kinds of roles totally change, and what’s dumb here makes total sense there, what’s unnatural now is perfectly normal in the group. It all depends on the environment. It’s all about the environment, and honestly, people are basically nothing. And I’m still cool with Sofya Semyonovna to this day, which proves she never thought I’d done anything wrong. I’m trying to get her to join the group now, but on totally different terms. What are you laughing at? We’re trying to build our own group, a special one, on a bigger scale. We’re even more convinced now. We’re rejecting even more! And meanwhile, I’m still helping Sofya Semyonovna grow. She has an amazing, amazing character!”
“And you’re taking advantage of her good character, huh? He-he!”
“No, no! Seriously, no!”
“Oh, seriously? He-he-he! That’s a weird thing to say!”
“Believe me! Why would I hide it? Honestly, I find it strange myself how shy, pure, and modern she is with me!”
“And you, of course, are helping her grow... he-he! trying to convince her that all that modesty is pointless?”
“Not at all, not at all! How roughly, how clueless—excuse me for saying so—do you misunderstand the word ‘grow’? Good heavens, how... basic you still are! We’re fighting for women's freedom, and all you can think about is…setting aside questions of purity and feminine modesty as useless and even harmful. I fully accept her purity with me, because it’s her choice. Of course, if she told me she wanted me, I’d feel super lucky, because I really like the girl; but as it is, no one has ever treated her with more respect or dignity than I have... I’m just waiting in hopes!”
 “Seriously, you should get her something. I bet you haven’t even thought about it.”
“You’re missing the point, like I’m already told! Okay, yeah, she’s in a tricky spot, but that’s a whole other thing. A completely different thing! You just hate her. You see something you think is awful, and you refuse to see things from her perspective. You don't even realize what a character she is! I'm just bummed she’s pretty much given up on reading and borrowing books lately. I used to lend her stuff. I’m also sad that even though she's got so much energy and will to argue—which she’s already shown—she lacks confidence, you know, independence, to shake off certain biases and silly ideas. But she gets some things, like the whole hand-kissing thing – that it’s disrespectful for a guy to kiss a woman’s hand, because it implies inequality. We had a whole debate about it, and I explained it to her. She listened intently to a breakdown of worker’s unions in France, too. Now I’m explaining the idea of visiting someone's room in the future.”
“And what’s that about?”
“We had a debate recently about this: Does a member of the community have the right to just pop into another member’s room, man or woman, whenever they want… and we decided, yeah, they do!”
“That could be awkward, haha!”
Lebeziatnikov was seriously annoyed.
“You’re always thinking of something nasty,” he snapped, disgusted. “Ugh! I’m so frustrated that when I was explaining our system, I brought up personal privacy too early! It’s always a roadblock for people like you, they make fun of it before they even understand it. And they’re so proud of it, too! Ugh! I’ve always said that question shouldn’t be tackled by a newbie until they’re totally on board with the system. And tell me, seriously, what’s so shameful about sewers? I’d be the first to jump in and clean one out. And it's not about sacrificing yourself; it's just work, honest, useful work that’s just as good as any other, and even better than the work of a Raphael or a Pushkin, because it’s more helpful.”
“And more honorable, more honorable, haha!”
“What do you mean ‘more honorable’? I don’t get that kind of language to describe what people do. ‘More honorable,’ ‘nobler’—all that old-fashioned stuff I reject. Anything useful to humanity is honorable. I only understand one word: useful! Go ahead and snicker all you want, that’s the truth!”
Pyotr Petrovitch laughed loudly. He’s just finished counting the money and was putting it away, but he left some bills on the table. The “sewer question” had already been a source of arguments between them. What was ridiculous was that it genuinely angered Lebeziatnikov, while it amused Luzhin, and right now he especially wanted to rile up his young friend.
“It’s just your bad mood yesterday that’s making you so grumpy and annoying,” blurted out Lebeziatnikov, who, despite his “independence” and his “protests,” didn’t dare to directly challenge Pyotr Petrovitch and still treated him with some of the respect he’s always shown.
“You better not tell me this,” Pyotr Petrovitch interrupted, annoyed, “do you… or are you actually friendly enough with that young woman to ask her to come in here for a minute? I think they’ve all come back from the cemetery… I heard footsteps… I want to see her, that young woman.”
“Why?” Lebeziatnikov asked, surprised.
“Oh, I want to. I’m leaving here today or tomorrow, so I wanted to talk to her about… You can be here for it, actually. It’s better that you are, you know. Because there’s no telling what you might imagine.”
 “I’m not going to imagine anything. I just asked, and if you have something to say to her, it’s easy to call her in. I’m going straight there, and you can be sure I won’t be in your way.”
Five minutes later, Lebeziatnikov came in with Sonia. She looked super surprised and shy, like always. She was always like that in new situations, always nervous around new people – she’s been that way since she was a kid, and it’s even worse now.... Pyotr Petrovitch greeted her “nicely and friendly,” but with a playful vibe that he thought was perfect for someone like him, someone with his status, when dealing with a young and interesting girl like her. He quickly tried to “reassure” her and made her sit down facing him at the table. Sonia sat down, looked around – at Lebeziatnikov, at the notes on the table, and then back at Pyotr Petrovitch. Her eyes stayed fixed on him. Lebeziatnikov was heading for the door. Pyotr Petrovitch told Sonia to stay seated and stopped Lebeziatnikov.
“Is Raskolnikov in there? Has he come?” he asked in a whisper.
“Raskolnikov? Yeah. Why? Yeah, he’s here. I just saw him come in... Why?”
“Well, I really hope you’ll stay here with us and not leave me alone with this… young woman. I just want to have a few words with her, but who knows what she’s going to make of it? I don’t want Raskolnikov to repeat anything.... You get what I mean?”
“I totally get it,” Lebeziatnikov said. “Yeah, you’re right... Of course, I’m pretty sure you don’t have anything to worry about, but… still, you’re right. Definitely, I’ll stay. I’ll stand here by the window and not be in your way... I think you’re right…”
Pyotr Petrovitch went back to the sofa, sat down opposite Sonia, looked at her carefully, and put on a super dignified, almost stern expression, like he was saying, “don’t mess this up, okay?” Sonia was totally embarrassed.
“First things first, Sofya Semyonovna, can you give my apologies to your mom? That’ll be great, right? Katerina Ivanovna basically acts like a mother to you?” Pyotr Petrovitch started, all serious but still friendly.
It was clear he had good intentions.
“Yeah… that’s right; she’s like a mom,” Sonia answered, nervously and quickly.
“Then can you tell her I’m sorry? I’m stuck being somewhere else and can’t make it to dinner, even though your mom was so nice to invite me.”
“Yeah… I’ll tell her… right away.”
And Sonia quickly got up from her seat.
“Wait, that’s not all,” Pyotr Petrovitch held her back, smiling at her innocence and lack of good manners, “and you don’t know me very well, my dear Sofya Semyonovna, if you think I’d bother someone like you for something so small, something that only affects me. I have another reason.”
Sonia sat down quickly. Her eyes went back to the grey and rainbow-colored notes on the table, but she quickly looked away and fixed her eyes on Pyotr Petrovitch. She thought it was super awkward, especially for her, to look at someone else’s money. She stared at the gold eyeglass that Pyotr Petrovitch held in his left hand and at the huge, really handsome ring with a yellow stone on his middle finger. But then she looked away, not knowing where to look, and ended up staring straight at Pyotr Petrovitch again. After a long, serious pause, he continued.
“I happened yesterday while I was out to exchange a couple of words with Katerina Ivanovna, poor thing. That was enough to realize she’s… not doing well – like, really not well, if you want to put it that way.”
“Yeah… not doing well…” Sonia quickly agreed.
“Or it would be simpler and more understandable to say, sick.”
“Yeah, simpler and more… yeah, sick.”
 “Exactly. So, out of kindness, like, genuine compassion, I’m totally happy to help her in any way I can, knowing how tough things are for her. Does this whole family rely on you now?”
“Can I ask you something?” Sonia got to her feet. “Did you mention anything to her yesterday about a pension? Because she told me you promised to get her one. Was that true?”
“Not even close, and it’s a total joke! I just hinted she might get some temporary help as the widow of an official who died while working—if she has connections, you know? But it turns out your dad hadn't even finished his term and wasn's really working at all lately. So, honestly, there's basically no chance of any assistance, not even a little bit. And she’s already dreaming of a pension, haha! Seriously, she’s a go-getter.”
“Yeah, she is. She’s just really trusting and has a good heart, so she believes everything because she’s just that kind of person... yeah... You’ve gotta excuse her,” said Sonia, and she got up to leave again.
“But you didn’t hear what I had to say.”
“No, I didn't,” Sonia mumbled.
“Then sit back down.” She was super confused, so she sat down a third time.
“Seeing her situation with her little ones, I’d be glad, like I said, to do what I can—within my limits, of course. We could, for example, start a crowdfunding campaign or a raffle, something like that. It's always how people help each other out, you know? That's what I wanted to talk to you about; we could totally make it happen.”
“Yes, yes… God will bless you for it,” Sonia said, staring intently at Pyotr Petrovitch.
“Maybe, but we’ll talk about it later. We could get started today, chat about it tonight and lay the groundwork, so to speak. Come over at seven. Mr. Lebeziatnikov will probably help out. But there’s one thing I need to warn you about, and that’s why I asked you to come here, Sofya Semyonovna. Honestly, you can’t trust Katerina Ivanovna with the money. The dinner tonight proves it. She doesn’t even have a single loaf of bread for tomorrow, or shoes, or anything. But today, she bought Jamaica rum, and even Madeira and coffee, I saw it when I walked by. Tomorrow, it’s all gonna be back on you, and they’ll have nothing. It’s ridiculous, so we should raise money secretly, so she doesn’t even know about it, just you, for example. Makes sense, right?”
“I don’t know… it’s just today, once in her life… She was so desperate to do things right, to honor the memory… And she's usually pretty smart… but just like you think, and I’m gonna be… they’re all gonna be… and God will bless… and the orphans…”
Sonia burst into tears.
“Okay, just keep that in mind. And now, will you accept this small amount that I’m able to give, personally? I really don’t want my name attached to it. Here… I have my own stuff going on, so I can’t do more…”
And Pyotr Petrovitch handed Sonia a ten-rouble note, neatly unfolded. Sonia took it, her face turning bright red, jumped up, muttered something, and started to leave. Pyotr Petrovitch walked her ceremoniously to the door. She finally got out of the room, totally stressed and confused, and went back to Katerina Ivanovna, feeling completely overwhelmed.
 All this time Lebeziatnikov had been standing at the window or pacing around the room, trying not to interrupt the conversation. When Sonia left, he walked over to Pyotr Petrovitch and held out his hand seriously.
“I heard and saw everything,” he said, emphasizing the last word. “That’s really honorable, I mean, it's a good thing to do! You were trying to avoid owing anyone thanks, I saw it! And even though I usually don’t get behind private charity – it doesn’t really fix problems, it actually makes them worse – I gotta admit, I was happy about what you did. Yeah, I liked it.”
“That’s just crazy talk,” Pyotr Petrovitch muttered, looking at Lebeziatnikov carefully, clearly thrown off.
“No, it’s not! Someone who’s been through a lot and still cares about other people’s struggles—that’s someone to respect! Even if they’re messing up socially—they’re still worthy of respect! I honestly didn’t expect it from you, Pyotr Petrovitch, especially with your ideas… ugh, your ideas are such a drag on you! How upset you were yesterday about what happened,” cried the well-meaning Lebeziatnikov, who felt a renewed fondness for Pyotr Petrovitch. “And, what’s with the whole marriage thing, with legal marriage, my dear, noble Pyotr Petrovitch? Why are you clinging to this legal stuff? Seriously, you can punch me if you want, but I’m genuinely glad it didn’t happen, that you’re free, that you haven’t completely lost touch with humanity… you know, I’m just saying what’s on my mind!”
“Because I don’t want to get played and end up raising another man’s kids, that’s why I want a legal marriage,” Luzhin replied, trying to make a point.
He seemed distracted.
“Kids? You’re talking about kids?” Lebeziatnikov started, like a warhorse hearing a trumpet. “Kids are a social issue and a really important one, I agree; but there’s another way to handle kids. Some people just refuse to have them altogether, because they question the whole idea of family. We’ll talk about kids later, but right now, about honor—that’s my weak spot, I confess. That old-fashioned, military, Pushkin phrase is unthinkable in the dictionary of the future. What does it even mean? It’s nonsense—there won’t be any cheating in a free marriage! That’s just the natural result of a legal marriage, like a way to correct it, a protest. So it’s not humiliating… and if I ever, just hypothetically, were to get legally married, I’d be genuinely happy about it. I’d tell my wife: ‘My dear, I love you, but even more than that, I want you to respect me. See!’” He laughed. “You’re laughing because you’re stuck in your old ways. Seriously, I get now where the awkwardness is of getting hurt in a legal marriage, but it’s just a pathetic consequence of a pathetic situation where both people are humiliated. When the cheating is out in the open, like in a free marriage, then it doesn’t exist, it’s unthinkable. Your wife would only prove how she respects you by considering you incapable of stopping her from being happy and getting revenge on her for finding another guy. Seriously, I sometimes dream that if I were to get married, pfoo! I mean, if I were to marry, legally or not, it's all the same, I'd give my wife a boyfriend if she hadn’t found one for herself. ‘My dear,’ I’d say, ‘I love you, but even more than that, I want you to respect me. Look!’ Am I wrong?”
Pyotr Petrovitch snickered as he listened, but he wasn’t really amused. He barely heard him. He was lost in his own thoughts, and even Lebeziatnikov finally noticed it. Pyotr Petrovitch seemed excited and was rubbing his hands together. Lebeziatnikov remembered all this and thought about it later.
Chapter 2

It’s hard to explain exactly where Katerina Ivanovna got the idea for that totally wild dinner. She basically blew almost ten of the twenty rubles Raskolnikov gave for Marmeladov’s funeral on it. Maybe she felt like she had to honor the deceased “properly,” so everyone – especially Amalia Ivanovna – would know he wasn’t some loser and was probably way better than them. Like, nobody had the right to look down on him. It’s that weird “poor person’s pride,” you know? When broke people spend their last cash on some fancy tradition just to fit in and not be judged. Plus, it’s probably that Katerina Ivanovna really wanted to show those “pathetic, stuck-up lodgers” that she knew how to throw a party, that she came from a “fancy, almost aristocratic colonel’s family” and wasn’t meant to be scrubbing floors and washing kids’ clothes at night. Even the poorest people can have these bursts of pride and vanity, like an uncontrollable urge. And Katerina Ivanovna wasn’t broken; she’d been knocked around by life, but her spirit was still strong, her will unbroken. Sonia had a point – her mind was a mess. She wasn’t crazy, but she’s been so stressed for a year that she was definitely stretched thin. Doctors say that advanced consumption can mess with your brain.
There weren’t a ton of fancy wines, no Madeira, but there was wine. There was vodka, rum, and Lisbon wine – all really cheap, but there was enough to go around. Besides the usual rice and honey, there were three or four other dishes, including pancakes, all made in Amalia Ivanovna’s kitchen. Two samovars were boiling so they could serve tea and punch after dinner. Katerina Ivanovna had bought all the food herself, with help from one of the lodgers – a poor little Polish guy who’s been stuck at Madame Lippevechsel’s. He was totally at her disposal and had been running around like crazy all morning and the day before, making sure everyone knew it. He ran to Katerina Ivanovna over every little thing, even tracking her down at the bazaar, and called her “Pani” every chance he got. She was seriously annoyed by him by the end, even though she’d initially said she couldn’t have done it without this “helpful and generous guy.” It was one of Katerina Ivanovna’s quirks to see the best in everyone she met. Her praise was so over-the-top it was embarrassing; she’d invent stories about her new friends and genuinely believe they were true. Then, suddenly, she’d be disappointed and would harshly reject the person she’d been practically worshiping just hours before. She was naturally upbeat, lively, and wanted everyone to get along, but after so many failures and bad luck, she really wanted everyone to be happy and peaceful, and the slightest problem or disaster would send her into a near-panic, flipping from bright hopes to cursing her fate and banging her head against the wall.
 Amalia Ivanovna suddenly became super important to Katerina Ivanovna, and she treated her with a ton of respect—probably just because Amalia Ivanovna totally threw herself into planning everything. She took charge of setting the table, getting the linens and dishes, and even cooking in her kitchen. Katerina Ivanovna just handed it all over and went to the cemetery. Everything was perfect. Even the tablecloth was almost spotless; the dishes, knives, forks, and glasses were all different, borrowed from different people, but the table was set just when it was time, and Amalia Ivanovna, feeling like she’d nailed it, put on a black silk dress and a cap with new mourning ribbons and greeted everyone with a little bit of pride. But for some reason, that pride bugged Katerina Ivanovna: “Like the table couldn't have been set except by Amalia Ivanovna!” She didn’t like the cap with the new ribbons either. “Could she get a big head, that clueless German, just because she was running the house and agreed to help her poor roommates? As a favor? Seriously? Katerina Ivanovna’s dad, who’s been a colonel and practically a governor, sometimes had the table set for forty people, and no one like Amalia Ivanovna, or rather Ludwigovna, would have even been allowed in the kitchen.”
Katerina Ivanovna, however, held back what she was feeling for now and just treated her coldly, but she decided she’d definitely have to put Amalia Ivanovna in her place, because who knew what she was thinking. Katerina Ivanovna was also annoyed that hardly anyone she invited came to the funeral, except for the Pole who just barely made it into the cemetery. But for the memorial dinner, all the poorest and most insignificant people showed up—those losers, many of them not even sober. The older, more respectable ones all stayed away, like they’d agreed to. Pyotr Petrovitch Luzhin, for example, who you could say was the most respectable of them all, didn’t show up, even though Katerina Ivanovna had told everyone the night before—Amalia Ivanovna, Polenka, Sonia, and the Pole—that he was the most generous, noble-hearted man with a huge property and tons of connections, who’d been a friend of her first husband’s and a guest in her dad’s house, and that he’d promised to use all his influence to get her a good pension. It’s worth noting that when Katerina Ivanovna bragged about someone’s connections and fortune, it was completely selfless—just for the fun of making them seem important. Probably taking a cue from Luzhin, “that awful Lebeziatnikov didn’t show up either. What did he think he was? He was only invited out of kindness and because he shared a room with Pyotr Petrovitch and was his friend, so it would have been awkward not to invite him.”
 Those who didn't show up included “the fancy lady and her old-maid daughter,” who had only been staying at the house for two weeks, but had complained a bunch of times about the noise and chaos coming from Katerina Ivanovna’s room, especially when Marmeladov was drunk. Katerina Ivanovna heard this from Amalia Ivanovna, who, after arguing with Katerina Ivanovna and threatening to kick the whole family out, yelled that they “weren’t worth the dust” of the important guests they were bothering. Katerina Ivanovna decided to invite this lady and her daughter – the ones who had turned away from her – so they could see that “she was better than them, with class and no grudges,” and that she wasn't used to a low-class lifestyle. She planned to make this clear at dinner by mentioning her late father’s job as a government official, and also to subtly let them know it was pretty dumb to ignore her. The chubby colonel-major (who was really a discharged officer with a low rank) was also missing, but it seemed he’d been “off” for the past couple of days. The party included a Pole, a pathetic-looking clerk with a spotty face and a greasy coat who barely said a word and smelled awful, and a deaf and practically blind old man who used to work at the post office and had been supported by Amalia Ivanovna for ages.
A retired clerk from the government also showed up—he was drunk, had a loud and embarrassing laugh, and get this—wasn't even wearing a vest! One guest just plopped down at the table without even saying hi to Katerina Ivanovna. Finally, someone showed up in his bathrobe, but that was too much, and Amalia Ivanovna and the Pole managed to send him away. The Pole, though, brought two other Poles who didn't live with Amalia Ivanovna and who no one had ever seen there before. This really ticked off Katerina Ivanovna. “Who were they even planning this party for?” To make room for everyone, the kids hadn't even been set a place at the table; instead, the two little ones were sitting on a bench in the corner with their dinner on a box, while Polenka, as the big sister, had to look after them, feed them, and wipe their noses like well-behaved kids.
Katerina Ivanovna couldn't help but meet her guests with extra attitude and even snobbery. She stared down some of them with a serious look and formally invited them to sit. Concluding that Amalia Ivanovna was to blame for those who didn’t show, she started treating her with dismissiveness, which the latter immediately noticed and got offended by. This wasn't a great start to the evening. Everyone was finally seated.
Raskolnikov arrived almost as soon as they got back from the cemetery. Katerina Ivanovna was super happy to see him, first because he was the only “educated guest, and, as everyone knew, was about to become a professor at the university in two years,” and second because he immediately and respectfully apologized for being unable to attend the funeral. She practically jumped at him and made him sit on her left side (Amalia Ivanovna was on her right). Despite constantly worrying about whether the dishes were being passed around correctly and whether everyone was tasting everything, despite the agonizing cough that interrupted her every minute and seemed to have gotten worse in recent days, she hurried to whisper to Raskolnikov all her pent-up feelings and her frustration about the failed dinner, mixing in lively and uncontrollable laughter at her guests and especially at her landlady.
 “It’s all her fault! You know who I mean? Her, her!” Katerina Ivanovna pointed to the landlady. “Look at her, she’s giving me the side-eye, totally confused because we’re talking about her. Ugh, the owl! Ha-ha! (Cough-cough-cough.) And what’s with the hat? (Cough-cough-cough.) Does she think she’s doing me a huge favor just by being here? I asked her, like a normal person, to invite some people, especially those who knew my late husband, and look at the crowd she’s brought! A bunch of losers! Check out that one with the acne. And those awkward Poles, ha-ha-ha! (Cough-cough-cough.) None of them have ever been here before, I’m seeing them for the first time. What are they even doing here, I ask you? They’re all just sitting in a row. Hey, pan!” she suddenly shouted to one of them, “Have you tried the pancakes? Grab some more! Get a beer! Wanna shot of vodka? Look, he’s jumping up and bowing—they must be starving, poor things. Never mind, let them eat! At least they’re not making a racket, though I'm seriously worried about our landlady’s silverware... Amalia Ivanovna!” she turned to her suddenly, almost yelling, “If your spoons go missing, don’t blame me, I’m warning you! Ha-ha-ha!” She laughed, glancing at Raskolnikov, and nodding again at the landlady, totally thrilled with her joke. “She didn’t get it, she didn’t get it again! Look how she’s sitting there with her mouth open! A real owl! An owl with a new bow, ha-ha-ha!”
Her laughter turned into another coughing fit that lasted five minutes. Beads of sweat popped out on her forehead, and her handkerchief was stained with blood. She showed Raskolnikov the blood silently, and as soon as she could catch her breath, she started whispering to him again, super excited and flushed.
“You know, I gave her the clearest instructions, like, seriously, about inviting that lady and her daughter, you know who I’m talking about? It needed to be super delicate, the most careful approach, but she totally messed it up. That fool, that stuck-up girl, that small-town nobody, just because she’s the widow of a major, and is trying to score a pension and wear out her clothes at the government offices, because at fifty she’s painting her face (everyone knows it)... a creature like that didn’t even bother to come, and hasn’t even responded to the invitation, which is just basic good manners! I can’t believe Pyotr Petrovitch hasn't shown up! But where’s Sonia? Where’s she gone? Oh, there she is finally! What’s up, Sonia, where have you been? It's so weird, even at your dad's funeral you were late. Rodion Romanovitch, scoot over for her. That's your spot, Sonia… help yourself to anything you want. Grab some of the cold appetizers with jelly, that's the best. They’ll bring the pancakes soon. Have they gotten the kids something? Polenka, do you have everything? (Cough-cough-cough.) That’s all good. Be a good girl, Lida, and, Kolya, stop wiggling your feet; sit like a little gentleman. What are you saying, Sonia?”
Sonia quickly gave Pyotr Petrovitch’s apologies, trying to speak loud enough for everyone to hear and carefully choosing the most respectful words, pretending they were from Pyotr Petrovitch. She added that Pyotr Petrovitch had specifically told her to say that, as soon as possible, he would come immediately to talk business alone with her and to figure out what could be done for her, etc., etc.
 Sonia knew this would cheer up Katerina Ivanovna, would flatter her and boost her ego. She sat down next to Raskolnikov; she gave him a quick nod, looking at him curiously. But for the rest of the time, she seemed to avoid looking at him or talking to him. She seemed distracted, though she kept glancing at Katerina Ivanovna, trying to make her happy. Neither she nor Katerina Ivanovna had been able to get mourning clothes; Sonia was wearing dark brown, and Katerina Ivanovna was wearing her only dress, a dark striped cotton one.
The message from Pyotr Petrovitch had gone really well. Listening to Sonia with grace, Katerina Ivanovna asked with equal grace how Pyotr Petrovitch was, then immediately whispered almost loudly to Raskolnikov that it would have been totally weird for a guy like Pyotr Petrovitch—with his status and connections—to be hanging out in “this kind of company,” even though he was devoted to her family and had been friends with her dad for years.
“That’s why I’m so grateful to you, Rodion Romanovitch, that you didn’t think twice about accepting my hospitality, even in a place like this,” she added, almost yelling. “But I’m sure it was only your special affection for my poor husband that made you keep your promise.”
Then, once again with pride and dignity, she scanned her guests, and suddenly asked out loud across the table to the deaf man: “Doesn’t he want any more meat, and did he get any wine?” The old man didn’t answer, and for a long time didn’t understand what she was asking, even though his neighbors were having a good laugh, poking and shaking him. He just stared around with his mouth open, which just made everyone laugh even harder.
“What a space! Look at him! Why even bring him?” Katerina Ivanovna continued. “But as for Pyotr Petrovitch, I always trusted him, and, of course, he’s not like…” with a super serious face, she turned to Amalia Ivanovna, speaking so sharply and loudly that the latter was totally thrown off. “Not like your wannabes whom my father wouldn’t have even hired to cook in his kitchen, and my late husband would have been embarrassed to invite in the kindness of his heart.”
“Yeah, he liked to drink, he liked it, he did drink!” the commissariat clerk shouted, chugging his twelfth shot of vodka.
“My late husband definitely had that weakness, and everyone knew it,” Katerina Ivanovna snapped at him. “But he was a kind and honorable man, who loved and respected his family. The worst part was his good nature made him trust all sorts of shady people, and he’d drink with guys who weren’t worth the dirt on his shoes. Can you believe it, Rodion Romanovitch, they found a gingerbread rooster in his pocket—he was totally wasted, but he didn’t forget the kids!”
“A rooster? You’re kidding, right?” the commissariat clerk yelled.
Katerina Ivanovna didn’t respond. She sighed, lost in thought.
“No doubt you think, like everyone, that I was too hard on him,” she went on, addressing Raskolnikov. “But that’s not true! He respected me, he respected me a lot! He was a good-hearted man! And how sorry I felt for him sometimes! He’s just sit in a corner and look at me, I’d feel so bad for him, I’d want to be nice to him, and then I’d think to myself: ‘Be nice to him and he’ll drink again.’ It was only by being strict that you could keep him in line.”
“Yeah, he used to get his hair pulled pretty often,” the commissariat clerk roared again, slamming down another shot of vodka.
“Some people would be better off with a good smack, as well as having their hair pulled. I’m not talking about my late husband now!” Katerina Ivanovna snapped at him.
 Her cheeks were getting redder and redder, and her chest was heaving. She was about to lose it. A bunch of the guests were snickering, totally amused. They started nudging the commissariat clerk and whispering to him, trying to rile him up.
“What are you guys even talking about?” the clerk began, “Wait, whose... about who did you say just now… But I don’t care! That’s ridiculous! Widow! I forgive you.... Move along!”
He took another shot of vodka.
Raskolnikov sat there silently, feeling disgusted. He only ate out of politeness, just tasting the food Katerina Ivanovna kept piling on his plate to avoid hurting her feelings. He watched Sonia closely. But Sonia was getting more and more anxious and stressed; she, too, could tell the dinner wasn't going to end well, and she was terrified by Katerina Ivanovna’s growing frustration. She knew she, Sonia, was the main reason the “fancy” ladies were giving Katerina Ivanovna’s invitation the cold shoulder. She’d heard from Amalia Ivanovna that her mom was seriously offended by the invite and had asked, "How could she let her daughter sit next to that girl?” Sonia felt like Katerina Ivanovna had already heard this, and an insult to Sonia meant more to Katerina Ivanovna than an insult to herself, her kids, or her dad. Sonia knew Katerina Ivanovna wouldn’t be satisfied until she showed those “bougie” people that they were both… something. To top it off, someone passed Sonia, from across the table, a plate with two hearts pierced with an arrow, cut out of black bread. Katerina Ivanovna’s face turned bright red, and she immediately shouted across the table that the guy who sent it was “a total drunk!”
Amalia Ivanovna sensed something was about to blow up, and she was also deeply hurt by Katerina Ivanovna’s attitude. To lighten the mood and make a good impression on everyone, she started telling a random story about an acquaintance of hers, “Karl from the pharmacy,” who was in a cab one night, and that “the cab driver wanted to kill him, and Karl totally begged him not to kill him, crying and clasping his hands, so scared that he pierced his own heart.” Though Katerina Ivanovna managed a smile, she immediately pointed out that Amalia Ivanovna shouldn’t tell stories in Russian. The latter was even more offended and retorted that her “dad from Berlin was a really important guy, and always kept his hands in his pockets.” Katerina Ivanovna couldn’t help but laugh so hard that Amalia Ivanovna lost it and could barely contain herself.
“Listen to the owl!” Katerina Ivanovna whispered, her mood almost back to normal, “She meant he kept his hands in his pockets, but she said he put his hands in people’s pockets. (Cough-cough.) And have you noticed, Rodion Romanovitch, that all these Petersburg foreigners, especially the Germans, are all dumber than we are! Can you imagine anyone from here saying how ‘Karl from the pharmacy’ ‘pierced his heart from fear’ and that the idiot, instead of punishing the cab driver, ‘clapped his hands and cried, and begged so much.’ What a goofball! And you know she thinks it’s so touching and doesn’t realize how clueless she is! Honestly, I think that drunken commissariat clerk is way smarter, at least you can tell he’s fried his brain with booze, but you know, these foreigners are always so well-behaved and serious.... Look how she's glaring! She’s mad, ha-ha! (Cough-cough-cough.)”
 Feeling better, Katerina Ivanovna started telling Raskolnikov that once she got her pension, she planned to open a school for rich girls back in her hometown, T—. This was the first time she’d mentioned it, and she got super into the details. Suddenly, it came out that Katerina Ivanovna had the honor certificate Marmeladov had told Raskolnikov about at the tavern—the one where Katerina Ivanovna had danced the shawl dance for the governor and other big shots when she left school. The certificate was obviously meant to prove she was qualified to run a boarding school, but she mostly wanted to use it to shut down “those two snobs” if they came to dinner, proving that Katerina Ivanovna was from a “totally noble, like, aristocratic family—a colonel’s daughter and way better than some of the social climbers who’s been everywhere lately.” The certificate ended up in the hands of the drunk guests, and Katerina Ivanovna didn’t even try to get it back, because it actually stated that her dad was a major and had received an honor, so she was practically a colonel’s daughter.
Getting into it, Katerina Ivanovna started going on about the peaceful and happy life they’d have in T—. She talked about the gym teachers she’d hire for her boarding school, like a really respectable old Frenchman, Mangot, who’d taught Katerina Ivanovna back in the day and was still living in T—, and would probably teach at her school for a decent price. Then she brought up Sonia, who would go with her to T— and help with everything. Someone at the other end of the table let out a loud laugh.
Even though Katerina Ivanovna pretended not to notice, she raised her voice and started talking with real conviction about Sonia’s amazing ability to help, about “her kindness, patience, loyalty, generosity, and good education,” tapping Sonia’s cheek and kissing her warmly twice. Sonia’s face turned bright red, and Katerina Ivanovna suddenly started crying, immediately saying she was “just nervous and silly, that she was too worked up, that it was time to wrap things up, and since dinner was over, it was time for tea.”
At that moment, Amalia Ivanovna, feeling ignored and left out, made one last effort, nervously dropping a really serious observation, that “in the future boarding school she’d have to pay special attention to the laundry, and that there definitely had to be a good housekeeper to take care of the linens, and secondly that the girls weren’t allowed to read novels at night.”
Katerina Ivanovna, who was definitely upset, super tired, and totally over the dinner, cut Amalia Ivanovna off, saying “she didn’t know anything about that and was talking crazy, that it was the laundry maid’s job, not the head of a fancy boarding school’s job, to worry about the laundry, and as for reading novels, that was just rude, and she asked her to be quiet.” Amalia Ivanovna got defensive, saying she “just meant well,” and that “she meant her very well,” and that “it had been a while since she’d paid her rent for the rooms.”
 Katerina Ivanovna immediately “shut her down,” saying it was a lie to say she wished her well, because just yesterday, when her dead husband was lying on the table, she’s been stressing her out about the rooms. Amalia Ivanovna sharply pointed out that she’s invited those ladies, but “those ladies didn’t come, because those ladies are ladies and can’t hang out with someone who isn’t.” Katerina Ivanovna quickly called her out, saying she couldn't judge what made someone a lady since she was basically a sl*t. Amalia Ivanovna immediately declared that her “dad from Berlin was a really, really important guy, and he’s always got his hands in his pockets and always used to say: ‘Poof! poof!’” She jumped up from the table to act like her dad, sticking her hands in her pockets, puffing her cheeks, and making weird sounds like “poof! poof!” while everyone else laughed, totally egging her on, hoping for a fight.
But that was too much for Katerina Ivanovna, and she immediately announced, loud enough for everyone to hear, that Amalia Ivanovna probably never even had a dad, but was just a drunk Finnish girl from Petersburg, and had definitely once been a cook—and probably something worse. Amalia Ivanovna turned as red as a lobster and yelled that maybe Katerina Ivanovna never had a dad, “but she had a dad from Berlin and he wore a long coat and always said poof-poof-poof!”
Katerina Ivanovna snappily pointed out that everyone knew what her family was and that it was all printed on her official papers that her dad was a colonel, while Amalia Ivanovna’s dad—if she even had one—was probably some Finnish milkman, but most likely she never had a dad at all, since it was still unclear if her name was Amalia Ivanovna or Amalia Ludwigovna.
At that, Amalia Ivanovna, completely furious, slammed her fist on the table and shrieked that she was Amalia Ivanovna, not Ludwigovna, “that her dad was named Johann and that he was a mayor, and that Katerina Ivanovna’s dad was definitely not a mayor.” Katerina Ivanovna got up from her chair, and with a calm but serious voice (even though she was pale and breathing hard) said that “if she dared to put her trash of a dad on the same level as her dad, she, Katerina Ivanovna, would rip her cap off her head and stomp on it.” Amalia Ivanovna ran around the room, yelling at the top of her lungs, that she owned the place and that Katerina Ivanovna should leave the rooms right then; then she suddenly ran to grab the silver spoons from the table. There was a huge commotion and a lot of noise, and the kids started crying. Sonia tried to stop Katerina Ivanovna, but when Amalia Ivanovna yelled something about “the yellow ticket,” Katerina Ivanovna shoved Sonia away and rushed at the landlady to carry out her threat.
Just then, the door opened, and Pyotr Petrovitch Luzhin showed up in the doorway. He stood there, looking at everyone with a serious and watchful gaze. Katerina Ivanovna ran to him.
Chapter 3

“Pyotr Petrovitch,” she wailed, “protect me... please! Make this crazy woman understand she can’t treat a lady in bad luck like this... that there are rules! I’ll go to the governor-general myself... she’s going to pay for this... Remembering my dad’s kindness, protect these orphans.”
“Let me handle this, madam,” Pyotr Petrovitch said, waving her off. “Your dad, as you know, I never met” (someone burst out laughing), “and I’m not getting involved in your endless fights with Amalia Ivanovna. I’m here to talk about my own business... and I need a word with your stepdaughter, Sofya... Ivanovna, right? Let me through.”
Pyotr Petrovitch, squeezing past her, went to the opposite corner where Sonia was.
Katerina Ivanovna stood frozen, like she’d been struck. She couldn't believe Pyotr Petrovitch would deny knowing her dad. Even though she’d made it up, she really believed it now. She was also taken aback by Pyotr Petrovitch’s cold, businesslike, and even dismissive tone. The noise gradually died down as he entered. This “serious guy” didn’t fit in with the party at all, and it was clear he had something important to discuss, that something serious must have brought him, and that something was about to happen. Raskolnikov, standing next to Sonia, moved aside to let him pass; Pyotr Petrovitch didn't even notice him. A minute later, Lebeziatnikov appeared in the doorway; he didn't come in, but stood still, listening with obvious interest, almost amazement, and seemed for a while confused.
“Sorry to interrupt,” Pyotr Petrovitch said, addressing everyone. “I’m glad to see other people here. Amalia Ivanovna, I ask you, as the host, to pay close attention to what I have to say to Sofya Ivanovna. Sofya Ivanovna,” he went on, addressing Sonia, who was very surprised and already scared, “right after your visit, I noticed a hundred-rouble note was missing from my table, in my friend Mr. Lebeziatnikov’s room. If you know anything about it, and will tell us where it is now, I promise you, on my honor, and I call everyone here to witness, that the matter will end there. Otherwise, I’m going to have to take serious action, and then... you’ll have only yourself to blame.”
The room was silent. Even the crying kids stopped. Sonia stood pale as a ghost, staring at Luzhin and unable to say a word. She seemed lost. A few seconds passed.
“So, what do you have to say?” Luzhin asked, staring intently at her.
“I... I don’t know,” Sonia mumbled finally. “I know nothing about it.”
 “Seriously, you don's know anything?” Luzhin repeated, pausing again for a few beats. “Think about it, okay?” he started, sounding stern but still trying to be reasonable. “Take your time to consider this. Look, I wouldn’t be saying this, especially not in front of people, if I wasn’t totally sure. I know that if I’m wrong, I’m kind of on the hook for accusing you like this. This morning, I swapped out a few investments for around three thousand rubles. It’s all written down in my little notebook. When I got home, I started counting the money – Lebeziatnikov will vouch for me – and after I counted two thousand three hundred rubles, I stuffed the rest in my coat pocket in my notebook. About five hundred rubles were still on the table, including three hundred-ruble bills. That's when you walked in – I invited you, by the way – and you seemed really nervous the whole time. You jumped up three times, trying to leave the conversation. Lebeziatnikov saw that, too. You probably won’t deny that I invited you through him, just to talk about your relative, Katerina Ivanovna – I couldn't make it to her dinner, by the way – and to see if we could get something going, like a fundraiser or a lottery, to help her out. You thanked me, and even cried a little. I’m telling you all this to remind you and to show you that I remember every single detail. Then, I grabbed a ten-ruble bill from the table and handed it to you as a first donation for your relative. Lebeziatnikov saw that, too. I walked you to the door – you were still super awkward – and then I talked to Lebeziatnikov for a few minutes before he left. I went back to the table, where the money was still sitting, intending to count it and put it away, like I’d said I would. But guess what? One of the hundred-ruble bills was gone. Think about what that means. I can't even suspect Lebeziatnikov; it’s embarrassing to even think that. I didn’t mess up the math, either, because I finished my accounts before you even showed up, and everything was correct. You have to admit that you were acting weird, you were trying to leave, and your hands were on the table for a while. Considering your background and the way you grew up, I was, like, totally horrified and didn’t want to, but I couldn’t help but suspect you – a harsh but fair suspicion! I’ll add that even though I’m pretty sure, I know I’m taking a risk by accusing you, but I couldn't just let it go. I had to do something, and I’m doing it because of your seriously messed-up lack of gratitude! I invite you to help your relative, I give you ten rubles, and you repay me with this? That’s just wrong! You need a lesson. Think about it! Plus, like a real friend – and you couldn’t ask for a better one right now – please, think about what you’re doing, or I’m not changing my mind! So, what do you say?”
“I didn’t take anything,” Sonia whispered, terrified, “you gave me ten rubles, here it is, take it.”
Sonia pulled her handkerchief out of her pocket, untied a corner of it, took out the ten-ruble note and gave it to Luzhin.
 “And the hundred roubles you didn’t admit to taking?” he pressed, looking at her with disappointment, but not taking the note.
Sonia looked around. Everyone was staring at her with such awful, serious, sarcastic, hostile eyes. She looked at Raskolnikov… he was leaning against the wall, arms crossed, staring at her with intense eyes.
“Oh my God!” burst out Sonia.
“Amalia Ivanovna, we’ll have to call the police, so I’d like to ask you to get the building manager,” Luzhin said softly and kindly.
“Mercy me! I knew she was the thief!” cried Amalia Ivanovna, throwing up her hands.
“You knew?” Luzhin caught her up, “So you had a reason to think that before now? Please, dear Amalia Ivanovna, remember what you said in front of everyone.”
There was a buzz of loud conversation all around. Everyone was moving around.
“What?!” cried Katerina Ivanovna, suddenly realizing the situation, and she rushed at Luzhin. “What?! You’re accusing her of stealing? Sonia? Oh, you’re awful, you’re just terrible!”
And running to Sonia, she threw her arms around her and held her tight.
“Sonia! How could you take ten roubles from him? You silly girl! Give it to me! Give me the ten roubles right now—here!”
And snatching the note from Sonia, Katerina Ivanovna crumpled it up and threw it straight into Luzhin’s face. It hit him in the eye and fell to the ground. Amalia Ivanovna hurried to pick it up. Pyotr Petrovitch lost it.
“Hold that crazy woman!” he shouted.
Just then, several other people appeared in the doorway, including Lebeziatnikov and the two ladies.
“Crazy? Me? I’m not crazy! You’re the idiot!” shrieked Katerina Ivanovna. “You’re an idiot yourself, cheap lawyer, you’s a low-down guy! Sonia, Sonia, take his money! Sonia, a thief! Why, she’d give away her last penny!” and Katerina Ivanovna burst into hysterical laughter. “Have you ever seen such an idiot?” she looked from side to side. “And you too?” she suddenly spotted the landlady, “and you too, you glutton, you trashy Prussian broad in a crinoline! She hasn’s left this room: she came straight from you, you creep, and sat down beside me, everyone saw her. She sat here, next to Rodion Romanovitch. Search her! Since she hasn’t left the room, the money would have to be on her! Search her, search her! But if you don’t find it, then excuse me, buddy, you’ll be in trouble! I’ll go to our Tsar, our gracious Tsar himself, and throw myself at his feet, today, this minute! I’m all alone in the world! They’ll let me in! Do you think they wouldn’t? You’re wrong, I will get in! I will get in! You were counting on her being meek! You were relying on that! But I’m not so easy to push around, let me tell you! You’ve gone too far yourself. Search her, search her!”
And Katerina Ivanovna, in a frenzy, shook Luzhin and dragged him towards Sonia.
“I’m ready, I’ll take responsibility… but calm down, madam, calm down. I see you’re not so easy to push around!... Well, well, but as to that…” Luzhin muttered, “that should go before the police… though there are enough witnesses as it is.... I’m ready.... But in any case it’s difficult for a man… because of her being a woman… But with the help of Amalia Ivanovna… though, of course, it’s not the way to do things… How is it to be done?”
“Do whatever you want! Let anyone who wants to search her!” cried Katerina Ivanovna. “Sonia, empty your pockets! See! Look, monster, the pocket is empty, here’s her handkerchief! Here’s the other pocket, look! Do you see, do you see?”
 And Katerina Ivanovna turned—or rather snatched—both pockets inside out. But from the right pocket a piece of paper flew out and describing a parabola in the air fell at Luzhin’s feet. Everyone saw it, several yelled out. Pyotr Petrovitch bent down, picked up the paper with two fingers, held it up for everyone to see, and opened it. It was a hundred-rouble note folded in eight. Pyotr Petrovitch held up the note showing it to everyone.
“Thief! Get out of my place. Police, police!” yelled Amalia Ivanovna. “They gotta go to Siberia! Get out!”
Exclamations went up all around. Raskolnikov was quiet, staring at Sonia, except for a quick glance at Luzhin now and then. Sonia stood still, like she didn’t even notice what was happening. She could barely feel surprised. Suddenly, her cheeks flushed red; she let out a cry and hid her face in her hands.
“No, it wasn’t me! I didn’t take it! I don’t know anything about it,” she cried, her voice breaking, and she ran to Katerina Ivanovna, who pulled her tight in her arms, like she was trying to protect her from the whole world.
“Sonia! Sonia! I don’t believe it! See, I don’t believe it!” she cried, ignoring what was obvious, rocking her back and forth in her arms like a baby, kissing her face over and over, then grabbing her hands and kissing them, too, “you took it! How clueless are these people! Oh my gosh! You guys are so dumb! You don’t know, you don’t know what a good heart she has, what a girl she is! She took it? She’d sell her last thing, she’d go barefoot to help you if you needed it, that’s who she is! She has the yellow passport because my kids were starving, she sold herself for us! Ah, husband, husband! Do you see? Do you see? What a memorial dinner for you! Mercy! Defend her, why is everyone just standing there? Rodion Romanovitch, why aren’t you standing up for her? Do you believe it too? You’re not even worth her little finger, all of you together! Good Lord! Defend her now, at least!”
The cries of the poor, sick, helpless woman seemed to really get to everyone. The agonized, wasted, sick face, the dry, cracked lips, the hoarse voice, the tears like a kid’s, the trusting, childish, but still desperate plea for help—it was all so heartbreaking that everyone felt for her. Pyotr Petrovitch at least was immediately moved with compassion.
“Madam, madam, this doesn’t reflect on you at all!” he said impressively. “No one would accuse you of being behind it or even helping it, especially since you proved her guilty by turning out her pockets, showing you had no idea it was happening. I’m totally ready, totally ready to show compassion if poverty, so to speak, drove Sofya Semyonovna to it, but why didn’t you confess, mademoiselle? Were you afraid of the shame? The first step? You panicked, maybe? I can totally understand it.... But how could you have stooped so low? Gentlemen,” he addressed the whole room, “gentlemen! Feeling sorry for these people, I’m ready to overlook it even now, despite the disrespect shown to me! And may this be a lesson to you for the future,” he said, addressing Sonia, “and I won’t take this any further. That’s enough!”
Pyotr Petrovitch glanced at Raskolnikov. Their eyes met, and the fire in Raskolnikov’s seemed like it could burn him to ashes. Meanwhile, Katerina Ivanovna didn’t seem to hear anything. She was kissing and hugging Sonia like she was crazy. The kids were embracing Sonia on all sides, and Polenka—though she didn’t fully understand what was wrong—was drowning in tears and shaking with sobs, as she hid her pretty little face, puffy from crying, on Sonia’s shoulder.
“How gross!” a loud voice shouted suddenly in the doorway.
Pyotr Petrovitch looked around quickly.
 “Seriously?” Lebeziatnikov repeated, staring him down.
Pyotr Petrovitch jumped—everyone noticed and remembered it later. Lebeziatnikov stormed into the room.
“And you had the nerve to call me as a witness?” he said, moving up to Pyotr Petrovitch.
“What are you even talking about?” muttered Luzhin.
“I mean that you… are spreading lies, that’s what I’m saying!” Lebeziatnikov said heatedly, looking sternly at him through his blurry vision.
He was super angry. Raskolnikov watched him closely, trying to catch every word. Silence fell again. Pyotr Petrovitch seemed almost speechless for a moment.
“If you’re saying that about me…,” he started, stumbling over his words. “But what’s wrong with you? Are you out of your mind?”
“I’m totally with it, but you’re a jerk! Ugh, how awful! I heard everything. I was waiting on purpose to figure it out, because even now, it doesn’t quite make sense to me… I can’t believe you did it all for this.”
“Why, what did I even do? Stop talking in crazy riddles! Or are you drunk?”
“You might be a drunk, you awful person, but I’m not! I never touch vodka, it’s against my beliefs. Can you believe it? He, he himself, gave Sofya Semyonovna that hundred-rouble note—I saw it, I was a witness, I’ll swear to it in court! He did it, he!” repeated Lebeziatnikov, addressing everyone.
“Are you kidding me, milksop?” squealed Luzhin. “She’s standing right here—she just declared in front of everyone that I only gave her ten roubles. How could I have given her a hundred?”
“I saw it, I saw it,” Lebeziatnikov repeated, “and even though it’s against my principles, I’m ready to swear an oath in court right now, because I saw how you slipped it into her pocket. I thought you were just being nice, you know? When you were saying goodbye to her at the door, holding her hand in one hand, you slipped the note into her pocket with the other, the left. I saw it, I saw it!”
Luzhin went pale.
“What lies!” he cried rudely. “How could you even see the note, standing by the window? You imagined it with your blurry eyes. You’re delusional!”
“No, I didn’t imagine it. And even though I was standing a bit away, I saw everything. And it’s true, it would be hard to tell a note from the window—but I knew for sure it was a hundred-rouble note, because when you were going to give Sofya Semyonovna ten roubles, you picked up a hundred-rouble note from the table (I saw it because I was standing close and it just clicked for me, so I didn’t forget you had it in your hand). You folded it and kept it in your hand the whole time. I didn’t think about it again until, when you were getting up, you switched it from your right hand to your left and almost dropped it! I noticed because the same thought popped into my head again, that you were trying to do her a favor without me seeing. You can imagine how I watched you and I saw how you managed to slip it into her pocket. I saw it, I saw it, I’ll swear to it!”
Lebeziatnikov was practically gasping for air. People started talking over each other, mostly sounding shocked, but some were threatening. Everyone crowded around Pyotr Petrovitch. Katerina Ivanovna rushed to Lebeziatnikov.
“I totally misjudged you! Protect her! You’re the only one who’s got her back! She’s an orphan. God sent you!”
Katerina Ivanovna, hardly knowing what she was doing, dropped to her knees before him.
“A bunch of nonsense!” yelled Luzhin, furious, “it’s all a load of rubbish you’ve been talking! ‘An idea struck me, I didn’t think, I noticed’—so I gave it to her secretly on purpose? Why? What’s the point? What do I even have to do with this…?”
 “What’s the point? Seriously, I don’t get it, but I’m telling you, it's the truth, and I’m sure of it! It’s not that I’m wrong, you awful criminal! I remember thinking something right when I was thanking you and shaking your hand. Why did you sneak it into her pocket? Why secretly, you know? Was it just to hide it from me, knowing I’m against giving money like that, and it doesn’t really fix anything? I figured you were probably embarrassed to give her so much money in front of me. Or maybe, I thought, you wanted to surprise her when she found a hundred-rouble note in her pocket. (Because some people who do good stuff like to make a big show of it, you know?) Then I thought, maybe you wanted to test her, to see if she’d thank you when she found it. Or maybe you just didn’t want thanks, like the saying goes, your right hand shouldn’t know… something like that, basically. I had so many possibilities going through my head that I put it off, but I still thought it was rude to act like I didn’t know your secret. But then I had another thought—Sofya Semyonovna could easily lose the money before she even noticed it, so I decided to come in here and call her out of the room and tell her you put a hundred roubles in her pocket. But first, I stopped by Madame Kobilatnikov’s to drop off the ‘General Treatise on the Positive Method’ and especially to recommend Piderit’s article (and also Wagner’s); then I came here and what a mess I found! How could I have all these thoughts and ideas if I hadn’t actually seen you slip the hundred-rouble note into her pocket?”
When Lebeziatnikov finished his super-long explanation with the final deduction, he was totally wiped out, and sweat was pouring down his face. He couldn't even express himself correctly in Russian, even though it was the only language he knew, so he was pretty exhausted, almost drained after that heroic effort. But his speech had a big impact. He’s spoken with so much passion and conviction that everyone clearly believed him. Pyotr Petrovitch felt like things were really bad for him.
“What does it have to do with me if you had random ideas pop into your head?” he shouted. “That’s not proof! You probably just dreamt it! And I’m telling you, you’re lying, sir. You’re lying and spreading rumors out of spite against me, just because I didn’t agree with your weird, non-religious, social ideas!”
But that comeback didn’t help Pyotr Petrovitch. People were murmuring their disapproval all around.
“Oh, so that’s your excuse now, huh?” cried Lebeziatnikov. “That’s ridiculous! Call the police, and I’ll swear to it! There’s only one thing I can’t figure out: why would he risk doing something so nasty. Oh, pitiful, pathetic man!”
“I can explain why he risked doing that, and if I have to, I’ll swear to it too,” Raskolnikov said finally, in a steady voice, and he stepped forward.
He looked confident and collected. Everyone could tell just by looking at him that he knew something and that the mystery would be solved.
 “Now it all clicks,” Raskolnikov said, looking at Lebeziatnikov. “From the very beginning, I suspected there was some seriously shady stuff going on. I got a feeling right away, based on a few things only I knew, and I’m gonna explain them—they explain everything. Your evidence finally made it crystal clear. Please, everyone, listen up. This guy—he pointed to Luzhin—was recently engaged to my sister, Avdotya Romanovna Raskolnikov. But when he came to Petersburg, we had a huge blow-up, the day before yesterday, at our first meeting, and I kicked him out—I have two witnesses to prove it. He’s a real jerk.... I didn't even know he was staying here, in your place, the day before yesterday, and that meant on the very day we argued—the day before yesterday—he saw me give Katerina Ivanovna some money for Mr. Marmeladov’s funeral, as a friend of his. He immediately wrote a note to my mom and told her I’d given away all my money, not to Katerina Ivanovna but to Sofya Semyonovna, and basically trashed... Sofya Semyonovna’s character—hinting at my feelings for her. You get it, right? He was trying to drive a wedge between me and my mom and sister, making it look like I was blowing all the money they sent me on the wrong people. Yesterday evening, in front of my mom and sister and with him there, I said I gave the money to Katerina Ivanovna for the funeral, not to Sofya Semyonovna, and that I didn’t know Sofya Semyonovna, had never even seen her before. I also added that Luzhin, with all his supposed good qualities, wasn’t worth Sofya Semyonovna’s little finger, even though he was talking smack about her. When he asked if I’d let Sofya Semyonovna sit next to my sister, I told him I already had that day. He got super irritated that my mom and sister weren’t willing to fight with him over his accusations, and he started being totally disrespectful to them. Things escalated, and he got kicked out. All of that happened yesterday evening. Now, listen carefully: think about this—if he’d managed to prove Sofya Semyonovna was a thief, he would’ve made it look like he was almost right, that he had a reason to be mad at me for treating my sister like Sofya Semyonovna, and that he was protecting my sister’s honor by attacking me. He could’ve even managed to turn my family against me, and he definitely hoped to get back in their good graces, not to mention getting revenge on me personally, because he knows Sofya Semyonovna means a lot to me. That’s what he was working towards! That’s how I see it. That’s the whole story, and there’s no other explanation!”
“Yeah, yeah, that’s it,” Lebeziatnikov said, grinning. “He asked me, as soon as Sofya Semyonovna came into our room, if I’d seen you, if you were here, if I’d seen you among Katerina Ivanovna’s guests. He pulled me aside to the window and asked me in secret. It was super important that you were here! That’s it, that’s it!”
 Luzhin smirked, but didn't say anything. He looked super pale. He was clearly trying to figure out how to bail. Maybe he'd have been down to ditch everything and peace out, but right now, that wasn't happening. It would basically mean admitting he was guilty of everything they were accusing him of. Plus, the whole room was already buzzing from the booze, and now it was totally chaotic. The commissariat clerk, who honestly didn't quite get what was going on, was yelling the loudest and throwing out some seriously shady suggestions toward Luzhin. But not everyone was wasted; people were popping in from all the rooms. The three Poles were losing it, constantly yelling at him: “The guy’s a lajdak!” and muttering threats in Polish. Sonia had been listening closely, but she also seemed confused; she looked like she’d just woken up. She kept her eyes glued to Raskolnikov, feeling like her safety depended on him. Katerina Ivanovna was breathing hard and looked completely drained. Amalia Ivanovna just looked clueless, her mouth hanging open, trying to figure out what had happened. All she knew was that Pyotr Petrovitch was in deep trouble.
Raskolnikov was trying to say something, but no one would let him. Everyone was crowding around Luzhin, throwing threats and insults. But Pyotr Petrovitch didn't back down. Seeing that his accusation against Sonia had totally flopped, he went for being rude:
“Hey, guys, give me some space! Don’t push! No threats, okay? Seriously, it won’t work. You’ll actually get yourselves in trouble, believe me. You’ll have to answer for physically blocking justice. The thief is exposed, and I’m pressing charges. Our judges aren’t completely blind – or drunk – and won’t believe the word of two notorious troublemakers, rabble-rousers, and atheists who are just out for revenge… They’re dumb enough to admit it! … Yeah, let me through!”
“Don’t let me find a single thing of mine left in my room! Just get out of here, and that’s the end of it between us! Think about all the effort I've put in, all the explaining I've done… for two whole weeks!”
“I told you myself today that I was leaving, when you tried to stop me. Now, I’m just adding that you’re being ridiculous. You should see a doctor for your brain and your vision. Let me pass, guys!”
 He shoved his way through. But the commissariat clerk wasn’t letting him off that easily: he grabbed a glass from the table, waved it around, and tossed it at Pyotr Petrovitch. But the glass sailed straight at Amalia Ivanovna. She screamed, and the clerk, losing his balance, crashed hard under the table. Pyotr Petrovitch headed to his room, and half an hour later, he’s out of the house. Sonia, always shy, had always felt like she was an easy target, like people could get away with anything. But until that moment, she’s thought she could avoid trouble by being careful, polite, and agreeable. Her disappointment was crushing. Sure, she could put up with almost anything, even this. But those first few minutes were brutal. Even after the initial shock wore off and she could see things clearly – her victory, her justification – the feeling of helplessness and the injustice of it all made her heart ache, and she burst into tears. Finally, unable to handle it anymore, she bolted out of the room and ran home, not long after Luzhin left. When the glass flew at Amalia Ivanovna, it was too much for the landlady to take. She shrieked and charged at Katerina Ivanovna like a whirlwind, blaming her for everything.
“Get out of my place! Now! Move it!”
And with that, she started grabbing anything she could get her hands on that belonged to Katerina Ivanovna, throwing it on the floor. Katerina Ivanovna, pale, almost passing out, and struggling to breathe, jumped up from the bed where she’s collapsed from exhaustion and lunged at Amalia Ivanovna. But it was a totally uneven fight: the landlady brushed her off like a fly.
“What! As if that lie wasn’t enough – this girl’s attacking me! What! On my husband’s funeral day I’m getting kicked out of my place! After I fed and sheltered her, she’s throwing me out with my kids! Where am I supposed to go?” the poor woman wailed, sobbing and gasping. “Good God!” she cried, her eyes flashing, “is there no justice in the world? Who are you protecting if not us orphans? You’re gonna see! There’s law and justice in the world, and I’m gonna find it! Wait a bit, you heartless creature! Polenka, stay with the kids, I’ll be back. Wait for me, even if you have to wait on the street. You’re gonna see if there’s justice in the world!”
And throwing over her head that green shawl Marmeladov had mentioned to Raskolnikov, Katerina Ivanovna pushed her way through the chaotic and drunk crowd of lodgers still filling the room, and, wailing and tearful, she ran into the street—with a vague idea of going somewhere to find justice right away. Polenka with the two little ones in her arms huddled, terrified, on the trunk in the corner of the room, where she waited trembling for her mom to come back. Amalia Ivanovna raged around the room, shrieking, lamenting, and throwing everything she could find on the floor. The lodgers talked nonsense, some tried to make sense of what happened, others argued and cursed at each other, while others started singing....
“Time for me to go,” thought Raskolnikov. “Well, Sofya Semyonovna, let’s see what you’ll say now!”
And he headed in the direction of Sonia’s place.
Chapter 4

Raskolnikov had been a total champion for Sonia against Luzhin, even though he was carrying a ton of stress and pain inside. But after everything that went down that morning, he felt a weird sense of relief from just feeling different things, besides the strong need to defend Sonia. He was super anxious too, especially at times, thinking about having to tell Sonia who killed Lizaveta. He knew it would be brutal for him, and kind of brushed the thought aside. So when he yelled as he left Katerina Ivanovna’s place, “Well, Sofya Semyonovna, let’s see what you’re gonna say now!” he was still hyped up, still energetic and defiant from winning against Luzhin. But, weirdly enough, by the time he got to Sonia’s place, he felt totally helpless and scared. He just froze, hesitating at the door, asking himself this crazy question: “Does he have to tell her who killed Lizaveta?” It was a crazy question because at the same time, he felt like he couldn’t not tell her, and that he couldn’t put it off. He didn't know why it had to be that way, he just felt it, and the crushing feeling of being powerless against what was coming almost broke him. To stop his hesitation and the pain, he quickly opened the door and looked at Sonia from the doorway. She was sitting with her elbows on the table and her face in her hands, but when she saw Raskolnikov, she got up and came to meet him like she’s been expecting him.
“What would have become of me without you?” she said quickly, meeting him in the middle of the room.
She was clearly in a hurry to tell him that. It was what she’s been waiting for.
Raskolnikov went to the table and sat down in the chair she’s just left. She stood facing him, just two steps away, like she had done the day before.
“Well, Sonia?” he said, and felt his voice was shaking, “it was all because of ‘your social position and the life you live.’” Did you get that now?”
Her face showed how upset she was.
“Just don’t talk to me like you did yesterday,” she interrupted him. “Please, don’t start it. There’s already enough misery.”
She quickly tried to smile, worried he might be annoyed.
“I was dumb to leave there. What’s going on there now? I wanted to go back right away, but I kept thinking that… you would come.”
He told her that Amalia Ivanovna was kicking them out of their apartment, and that Katerina Ivanovna had run off somewhere “to seek justice.”
“Oh my God!” cried Sonia, “let’s go right now…”
And she grabbed her jacket.
“It’s always the same thing!” said Raskolnikov, annoyed. “You only think about them! Stay with me a little.”
“But… Katerina Ivanovna?”
“You won’t lose Katerina Ivanovna, you can be sure, she’ll come to you herself since she ran off,” he added, sounding grumpy. “If she doesn’t find you here, you’ll get blamed for it…”
Sonia sat down, totally anxious. Raskolnikov was silent, staring at the floor and thinking things over.
“This time Luzhin didn’t want to press charges,” he started, not looking at Sonia, “but if he had wanted to, if it had been convenient for his plans, he would have sent you to prison if it hadn’t been for Lebeziatnikov and me. Right?”
“Yes,” she said in a quiet voice. “Yes,” she repeated, worried and upset.
“But I could have easily not been there. And it was a total accident that Lebeziatnikov showed up.”
Sonia was silent.
“And if you’d gone to prison, what then? Do you remember what I said yesterday?”
Again, she didn’t answer. He waited.
 “I thought you’d just shut down again, like, ‘Don’t even talk about it, drop it.’” Raskolnikov gave a laugh, but it sounded forced. “So, silence again?” he asked a minute later. “We gotta talk about something, you know? It would be kinda interesting to hear how you’d handle a certain ‘problem,’ like Lebeziatnikov would say.” (He was losing track.) “Seriously, I’m serious. Imagine, Sonia, you knew all of Luzhin’s plans beforehand. Like, for real, you knew they’d ruin Katerina Ivanovna and the kids—and you, since you don’t think you matter—even Polenka too... she’s going down the same path. Okay, so suddenly it all depended on your decision: would he keep living and doing terrible things, or would Katerina Ivanovna die? How would you decide who had to die?”
Sonia looked at him nervously. There was something weird about this roundabout question, like it was leading somewhere.
“I figured you were gonna ask something like that,” she said, looking at him quizzically.
“Probably. But how do you even answer that?”
“Why are you asking about something that can’t happen?” Sonia asked reluctantly.
“So, Luzhin should just keep living and being awful?” Raskolnikov pressed. “You haven’t even decided that yet!”
“But I can’t know what God has planned…. And why are you asking what can’t be answered? What’s the point of these crazy questions? How could it even depend on my decision—who made me a judge to decide who lives and who dies?”
“Ugh, if God’s mixed up in it, there’s nothing you can do,” Raskolnikov grumbled sadly.
“Just tell me what’s going on!” Sonia cried out in distress. “You’ve been hinting at something again…. Did you just come here to mess with me?”
She couldn’re hold back the tears. He looked at her, feeling miserable. Five minutes passed.
“Of course you’re right, Sonia,” he said softly at last. He seemed different now. The arrogant, defiant tone was gone. Even his voice sounded weak. “I told you yesterday I wasn’t here to ask for forgiveness, and the first thing I said was to ask for it…. I was talking about Luzhin and God—for my own sake. I was asking for forgiveness, Sonia…”
He tried to smile, but it was shaky and incomplete. He bowed his head and covered his face in his hands.
And suddenly, a weird, shocking feeling of bitter hatred for Sonia washed over him. He felt scared and confused by it, so he looked up and stared at her intently. But he met her worried, anxious eyes fixed on him—there was love in them. His hatred vanished like a ghost. It wasn’t a real feeling; he’s mistaken one feeling for another. It just meant that the moment had come.
He hid his face in his hands again and bowed his head. Suddenly he turned pale, got up from his chair, looked at Sonia, and without saying a word, sat down mechanically on her bed.
His feelings that moment were eerily similar to the moment he’s stood over the old woman with the axe in his hand, feeling like “he couldn’t wait any longer.”
“What’s wrong?” Sonia asked, clearly frightened.
He couldn’t speak. This wasn’t how he’s planned to “tell” her, and he didn’t understand what was happening to him. She went up to him, softly sat down on the bed beside him, and waited, never taking her eyes off him. Her heart pounded and sank. It was unbearable; he turned his deathly pale face to her. His lips moved, struggling to say something. A wave of terror passed through Sonia’s heart.
“What’s wrong?” she repeated, drawing a little away from him.
 “Nothing, Sonia, don’t freak out.... It’s just crazy. Seriously, it’s ridiculous if you really think about it,” he mumbled, like he was losing it. “Why am I even doing this to you?” he added suddenly, looking at her. “Why, really? I keep asking myself that, Sonia...”
He'd probably been asking himself that question for the last fifteen minutes, but now he spoke kind of lost, barely knowing what he was saying, and feeling shaky all over.
“Oh, you’re hurting so bad!” she muttered, looking at him intently.
“It’s all a joke.... Listen, Sonia.” He suddenly smiled, a pale, helpless smile for just a second. “Remember what I was trying to tell you yesterday?”
Sonia waited nervously.
“I said as I left that maybe I was saying goodbye forever, but if I came today, I’d tell you who... who killed Lizaveta.”
She started shaking all over.
“Well, here I am to tell you.”
“So you really meant it yesterday?” she whispered, struggling to get the words out. “How do you know?” she asked quickly, like she suddenly came to her senses.
Sonia’s face got paler and paler, and she breathed heavily.
“I know.”
She paused for a moment.
“Have they found him?” she asked timidly.
“No.”
“Then how do you know about it?” she asked again, barely audible, and then after another pause.
He turned to her and looked at her really intensely.
“Guess,” he said, with the same weird, helpless smile.
A shiver went through her.
“But you... why are you scaring me like this?” she said, smiling like a kid.
“I must be a close friend of his... since I know,” Raskolnikov went on, still staring into her face, like he couldn’t look away. “He... didn’t mean to kill Lizaveta... he... killed her by accident.... He meant to kill the old woman when she was alone and he went there... and then Lizaveta walked in... he killed her too.”
Another awful moment passed. They both just stared at each other.
“You can’t guess, then?” he asked suddenly, feeling like he was jumping off a tall building.
“N-no...” whispered Sonia.
“Take a good look.”
As soon as he said this again, that familiar feeling froze his heart. He looked at her and suddenly saw Lizaveta’s face. He remembered clearly the look on Lizaveta’s face when he approached her with the axe and she stepped back to the wall, putting out her hand, with scared-kid terror in her face, looking like little kids do when they start to be afraid of something, looking intently and nervously at what’s scaring them, shrinking back and holding out their little hands, like they’re about to cry. Almost the same thing happened now to Sonia. With the same helplessness and the same terror, she looked at him for a while and, suddenly putting out her left hand, pressed her fingers lightly against his chest and slowly started to get up from the bed, moving further away from him and keeping her eyes fixed even more intensely on him. Her fear spread to him. The same fear showed on his face. He stared at her the same way, almost with the same childlike smile.
“Have you guessed?” he whispered finally.
“Oh my God!” burst out in a horrible cry from her chest.
She sank helplessly onto the bed with her face in the pillows, but a moment later she got up, moved quickly to him, grabbed both his hands and, gripping them tightly with her thin fingers, started looking into his face again with that same intense stare. In that last, desperate look, she tried to look into him and catch some last bit of hope. But there was no hope; there was no doubt remaining; it was all true! Later on, when she remembered that moment, she thought it was weird and wondered why she’d seen right away that there was no doubt. She couldn’t say she’d foreseen something like that—and yet now, as soon as he told her, she suddenly felt like she really had foreseen this very thing.
 “Stop, Sonia, enough! Don’t mess with me,” he begged, totally miserable.
It wasn’t supposed to go down like this, he’s been thinking of telling her. But this is what happened.
She jumped up, like she didn't even know what she was doing, and started wringing her hands, walking to the middle of the room. Then she quickly went back and sat down next to him, her shoulder almost touching his. Suddenly, she flinched, like she’d been stabbed, let out a cry, and fell to her knees before him, not knowing why.
“What have you done—what have you done to yourself?” she said, sounding desperate, and jumped up, throwing herself onto his neck, wrapping her arms around him, and holding him tight.
Raskolnikov pulled back and looked at her with a sad little smile.
“You’re a weird girl, Sonia—you’re kissing and hugging me when I’m telling you about that.... You don’t even think about what you’re doing.”
“There’s nobody—nobody in the whole world as unhappy as you!” she cried, not even hearing what he said, and burst into a fit of sobbing.
A feeling he hadn’t felt in forever flooded his heart and softened it up instantly. He didn’t fight it. Two tears welled up in his eyes and clung to his eyelashes.
“So, you’re not leaving me, Sonia?” he asked, looking at her with a flicker of hope.
“No, no, never, nowhere!” Sonia cried. “I’ll follow you, I’ll follow you everywhere. Oh, my God! Oh, how awful I am!... Why, why didn’t I know you sooner? Why didn’t you come sooner? Oh, man!”
“Here I am.”
“Yeah, now! What happens next?... Together, together!” she repeated, almost without thinking, and hugged him again. “I’ll follow you to Siberia!”
He recoiled, and that same cold, almost arrogant smile came back to his lips.
“Maybe I don’t even want to go to Siberia yet, Sonia,” he said.
Sonia looked at him quickly.
Then, after her first wave of intense sympathy for the unlucky guy, the horrible idea of the murder hit her again. From his changed tone, she thought she could hear the murderer speaking. She looked at him, totally confused. She didn't know why, how, or what his goal was. And again, she couldn't believe it: “He, he’s a murderer! Could it really be true?”
“What’s the point of all this? Where am I?” she said, sounding lost, still trying to get her bearings. “How could you, you, a guy like you.... How could you do something like that?... What does it all mean?”
“Oh, well—to steal. Drop it, Sonia,” he answered, sounding exhausted, almost annoyed.
Sonia stood frozen, but suddenly she cried out:
“You were hungry! It was... to help your mom? Yeah?”
“No, Sonia, no,” he muttered, turning away and hanging his head. “I wasn’t that hungry.... I definitely wanted to help my mom, but... that’s not really it either.... Don’t mess with me, Sonia.”
Sonia clasped her hands together.
“Could it, could it all be true? Good grief, what a truth! Who would believe it? And how could you give away your last penny and then rob and murder! Ah,” she cried suddenly, “that money you gave Katerina Ivanovna... that money.... Can that money...”
“No, Sonia,” he interrupted quickly, “that money wasn’t it. Don’t stress yourself! That money my mom sent me and it came when I was sick, the day I gave it to you.... Razumihin saw it... he got it for me.... That money was mine—my own.”
Sonia listened to him, totally confused, trying to understand.
“And that money.... I don’t even know for sure if there was any money,” he added softly, as if thinking it over. “I grabbed a purse off her neck, made of chamois leather... a purse stuffed full of something... but I didn’t look inside; I guess I didn’t have time.... And the stuff—chains and trinkets—I buried under a stone with the purse next morning in a yard off the V—— Prospect. They’re all still there now…”
Sonia strained to hear every word.
 “Then why… why did you say you did it to rob, but you didn’t take anything?” she asked quickly, grabbing at a lifeline.
“I don’t know… I haven’t decided if I’m gonna take that money or not,” he said, thinking it over again. Then, like he suddenly woke up, he gave a short, sarcastic smile. “Ugh, what am I even saying, right?”
The thought flashed through Sonia’s mind: was he crazy? But she brushed it off immediately. “No, it was something else.” She couldn’t make sense of it, nothing.
“Listen, Sonia,” he said suddenly, sounding really serious, “let me tell you: if I’d just killed because I was hungry,” stressing every word and looking at her intensely but honestly, “I’d be happy right now. You gotta believe that! What would it even matter to you,” he cried a moment later, sounding desperate, “what do you get out of being all smug about me? Seriously, Sonia, was it for that I came to you today?”
Sonia tried to say something again, but nothing came out.
“I asked you to come with me yesterday because you’re all I have left.”
“Go where?” Sonia asked shyly.
“Not to steal or murder, don’t worry,” he smiled sadly. “We’re so different… And you know, Sonia, it’s only now, just this second, that I realize where I asked you to go with me yesterday! Yesterday when I said it, I didn’t even know. I asked you for one thing, I came to you for one thing—don’t leave me. You won’t leave me, Sonia?”
She squeezed his hand.
“And why, why did I tell her? Why did I let her know?” he cried a minute later in despair, staring at her with so much pain. “You’re expecting an explanation from me, Sonia; you’re sitting here waiting, I can see it. But what can I tell you? You won’t understand and you’ll just be miserable… because of me! Well, you’re crying and hugging me again. Why do you do it? Because I couldn’t handle everything and wanted to dump it on someone else: you’re suffering too, and I’ll feel a little better! And can you even love such a messed-up person?”
“But aren’t you suffering too?” Sonia cried.
Again, a wave of that same feeling washed over him, softening him for a moment.
“Sonia, I’m not a good person, you need to know that. It might explain a lot. I came because I’m bad. There are guys who wouldn’t have come. But I’m a coward and… a total loser. But… never mind! That’s not the point. I gotta say something now, but I don’t even know where to start.”
He paused and got lost in thought.
“Ugh, we’re so different,” he cried again, “we’re not alike. And why, why did I come? I’ll never forgive myself for this.”
“No, no, it was a good thing you came,” Sonia cried. “It’s better I know, way better!”
He looked at her with anguish.
“What if it really was that?” he said, as if coming to a conclusion. “Yeah, that’s what it was! I wanted to be a Napoleon, that’s why I killed her… Do you get it now?”
“N-no,” Sonia whispered, sounding innocent and timid. “Just tell me, tell me, I’ll understand, I’ll figure it out in my own way!” she kept begging him.
“You’ll understand? Alright, we’ll see!” He paused and was lost in thought for a while.
 “Okay, so here’s the deal: I was thinking about this one day—what if, like, Napoleon had been in my shoes? If he hadn’t had Toulon or Egypt or crossing the Alps to kickstart his career, but instead, he’d just had to, like, murder some random old lady, a pawnbroker, to get money from her safe (for his big plans, you know)? Would he have even done it if he had no other choice? Wouldn’t he have felt a little weird about it being so… not epic and, like, kinda messed up? Well, I was seriously stressing over this ‘question,’ and I was super embarrassed when I realized, all of a sudden, that he probably wouldn’t have even batted an eye. He wouldn't have thought it was weird or anything… he wouldn't have paused to think about it, and if he's been in a bind, he would’ve just strangled her without a second thought! So, yeah, I… I stopped thinking about it… murdered her, following his example. And that’s literally how it went down! Think that's funny?”
Sonia didn’t find it funny at all.
“You need to just tell me straight up… without all the examples,” she begged, even more shyly and barely audible.
He turned to her, looked at her sadly, and took her hands.
“You’re right again, Sonia. Seriously, that’s all a bunch of hot air, mostly just talking! See, my mom barely has anything, my sister got a good education but ended up stuck working as a governess. All their hopes were pinned on me. I was a student, but I couldn’t afford to stay at university and had to drop out for a while. Even if I’d stuck it out, in ten or twelve years, I might (with a lot of luck) get some kind of teaching or office job with a salary of a thousand rubles” (he repeated it like he was reciting a lesson) “and by then my mom would be completely worn out from worry and sadness, and I wouldn’re be able to keep her comfortable while my sister… well, my sister could have ended up way worse! And it’s a hard life, passing everything by, turning your back on everything, forgetting your mom and letting people be rude to your sister. Why would I? When you end up burying them, burdening yourself with a wife and kids, and leaving them with nothing? So, I decided to get my hands on the old lady’s money and use it to support myself for my first few years, to go back to university and stay there for a bit after I graduated—and to do it on a big scale, to build a whole new career and start a new life of independence…. Well… that’s it…. Of course, killing the old lady was wrong…. Okay, that’s enough.”
He finished his speech, totally exhausted, and slumped his head.
“Oh, that’s not it, that’s not it,” Sonia cried, distressed. “How could you… no, that’s not right, not right.”
“You see that it’s not right. But I’m telling the truth, it’s real.”
“As if that could be the truth! Seriously?”
“I just killed a bug, Sonia, a useless, gross, harmful creature.”
“A human being—a bug!”
“I know it wasn’t a bug,” he answered, looking strangely at her. “But I’m talking nonsense, Sonia,” he added. “I’ve been talking nonsense for a long time…. That’s not it, you’re right about that. There were way, way other reasons for it! I haven’t talked to anyone in forever, Sonia…. My head is killing me now.”
 His eyes were practically glowing, like he was burning up. He was almost tripping out; a weird smile kept flickering across his lips. You could see how exhausted he was, even with all the excitement. Sonia noticed he was really suffering, and she was starting to feel dizzy too. He was talking so strangely; it was kind of understandable, but also… like, totally not. “But how, how? Seriously, God!” And she wrung her hands, totally freaking out.
“No, Sonia, that’s not it,” he started again suddenly, lifting his head, like a new thought just hit him and shook him awake—“that’s not it! Better... imagine—yeah, it’s definitely better—imagine I’m vain, jealous, mean, low, vengeful, and… well, maybe a little crazy. (Let’s just throw it all out there! They’re already talking about me being mad, I noticed.) I told you earlier I couldn’t stay at the university. But do you know I probably could have? Mom would’ve sent me the money for tuition, and I could’ve made enough for clothes, boots, and food, no doubt. Lessons paid half a ruble. Razumihin works! But I just pouted and wouldn’t. (Yeah, pouting, that’s the word for it!) I just sat in my room like a spider. You’ve been in my den, you’ve seen it…. And do you know, Sonia, that low ceilings and tiny rooms mess with your head? Ugh, I hated that attic! And yet I wouldn’t leave it! I wouldn’t even on purpose! I didn’t go out for days, and I wouldn’t work, I wouldn’t even eat; I just laid there doing nothing. If Nastasya brought me anything, I ate it, if she didn’t, I went all day without; I wouldn’t ask, on purpose, just to be difficult! At night I had no light, I just lay in the dark and wouldn’t even spend money on candles. I should’ve studied, but I sold my books; and there’s a ton of dust on the notebooks on my table. I just preferred lying still and thinking. And I kept thinking…. And I had dreams all the time, weird dreams, every kind you can imagine, no need to go into details! Only then did I start to wonder… No, that’s not it! I’m still explaining it wrong! You see, I kept asking myself: why am I so dumb that if others are dumb—and I know they are—yet I won’t be smarter? Then I realized, Sonia, that if you wait for everyone to get smarter, it’s gonna take forever…. Afterwards, I understood that it would never happen, that people won’t change, and that nobody could alter it, and it wasn’t worth wasting effort on it. Yeah, that’s right. That’s just the way they are, Sonia… that’s the truth!... And I know now, Sonia, that whoever is strong in mind and spirit will have power over them. Anyone who’s really daring is seen as right. He who looks down on most things will be a leader, and he who dares the most will be most in the right! It’s been that way so far, and it’s always gonna be that way. You gotta be blind not to see it!”
Though Raskolnikov was looking at Sonia as he said this, he didn't even care if she understood or not. The fever had totally taken over; he was in a kind of dark, intense state (he definitely hadn’t talked to anyone in too long). Sonia felt like his messed-up beliefs had become his faith and his rules.
“I realized then, Sonia,” he went on excitedly, “that power is only given to the person who dares to reach down and grab it. There’s only one thing, one thing that matters: you just gotta dare! Then, for the first time in my life, an idea popped into my head, an idea nobody had ever thought of before me, nobody! I saw it as clear as day how crazy it is that not a single person living in this messed-up world has dared to just go for it all and send it to hell! I… I wanted to have the daring… and I killed her. I just wanted to have the daring, Sonia! That was the whole reason for it!”
“Oh, hush, hush,” cried Sonia, clasping her hands. “You turned away from God, and God has punished you, has given you over to the devil!”
“Then Sonia, when I used to lie there in the dark and all this became clear to me, was that a temptation of the devil, huh?”
 “Shush, don’t laugh, you’ve got no idea! You seriously don’t get it! Oh my god! He won’t understand!”
“Shush, Sonia! I’m not laughing. I know it was the devil messing with me. Shush, Sonia, shush!” he repeated, sounding really bummed. “I know it all, I’ve thought about it a million times, whispered it to myself, lying there in the dark.... I’ve argued every point with myself, over and over, and I know it all, all! And how sick, how sick I was then of going over it all! I just wanted to forget it and start fresh, Sonia, stop thinking. And you don’t think I just jumped into this like an idiot? I went into it like I knew what I was doing, and that’s what got me into trouble. And you can’t think I didn’t know, for example, that if I started to question if I had the right to gain power—I definitely didn’t—or if I asked myself if a person is just a creep, it proved I wasn’t one, even if someone else would just go for what they want without asking questions.... If I spent all those days worrying about whether Napoleon would have done it or not, I knew for sure I wasn’t Napoleon. I had to deal with all that mental battle, Sonia, and I just wanted to ditch it: I wanted to kill without making excuses, to kill for my own sake, for myself alone! I didn’t even want to lie about it to myself. It wasn’t to help my mom I did it—that’s ridiculous—I didn’t do it to get rich and powerful and be a hero to everyone. Seriously? I just did it; I did it for myself, for myself alone, and whether I helped others or spent my life like a spider trapping people and sucking them dry, I couldn’t have cared at that moment.... And it wasn’t the money I wanted, Sonia, when I did it. It wasn’t really about the money, but something else.... I know it all now.... Get this! Maybe I’d never commit another murder again. I wanted to figure something else out; it was something else that pushed me on. I wanted to find out then and fast whether I was a nobody like everyone else or a real person. Whether I could cross lines or not, whether I’d dare to reach down and grab something or not, whether I was just a scared person or if I had the guts...”
“To kill? Have the right to kill?” Sonia clasped her hands.
“Ugh, Sonia!” he snapped, sounding annoyed and about to say something, but then just stayed silent. “Don’t interrupt me, Sonia. I just want to prove one thing: the devil messed with me then, and he’s shown me since that I didn’t have the right to go down that path, because I’m just as much of a nobody as everyone else. He was messing with me, and here I am, visiting you now! Welcome your guest! If I wasn’t a nobody, would I have come to you? Listen: when I went then to the old woman’s, I just went to try...”
“And you murdered her!”
“But how did I murder her? Is that how people do murders? Do people go to commit a murder like I went then? I’ll tell you how it went down sometime! Did I murder the old woman? I murdered myself, not her! I crushed myself once and for all, forever.... But it was the devil that killed that old woman, not me. Enough, enough, Sonia, enough! Let me be!” he cried out in a sudden wave of pain, “let me be!”
He rested his elbows on his knees and squeezed his head in his hands as if it was trapped in a vise.
“What suffering!” Sonia wailed, sounding heartbroken.
“Well, what am I supposed to do now?” he asked suddenly, raising his head and looking at her with a face twisted with despair.
 “What are you gonna do?” she cried, jumping up, and her eyes that had been full of tears suddenly started to sparkle. “Get up!” (She grabbed him by the shoulder, and he stood up, looking at her kinda confused.) “Go right now, this minute, stand at the crossroads, bow down, first kiss the ground you’re disrespecting and then bow down to the whole world and tell everyone out loud, ‘I’m a murderer!’ Then God will give you life again. Will you go, will you go?” she asked him, shaking all over, grabbing his hands, squeezing them tight, and staring at him with fiery eyes.
He was stunned by her sudden excitement.
“You mean Siberia, Sonia? I have to turn myself in?” he asked, sounding down.
“Suffer and pay for your sin, that’s what you have to do.”
“No way! I’m not going to them, Sonia!”
“But how are you gonna live? What are you gonna live for?” cried Sonia. “How is that even possible now? How can you even talk to your mom? (Oh, what’s gonna happen to them now?) But what am I even saying? You already abandoned your mom and your sister. He’s already abandoned them! Oh, God!” she cried. “He knows everything himself. How, how can he even live alone! What’s gonna happen to you?”
“Don’t be a kid, Sonia,” he said softly. “What wrong have I done them? Why should I go to them? What should I even say? That’s just a fantasy.... They destroy people by the millions and think it's a good thing. They’re jerks and crooks, Sonia! I’m not going to them. And what would I even say—that I murdered her, but I didn’t even dare to take the money and hid it under a stone?” he added with a bitter smile. “They’d laugh at me and call me a fool for not grabbing it. A coward and a fool! They wouldn’t understand and they don’t deserve to. Why should I go to them? I’m not. Don’t be a kid, Sonia…”
“It’s gonna be too much for you to handle, too much!” she repeated, holding out her hands in desperate plea.
“Maybe I’m being too hard on myself,” he muttered, thinking it over. “Maybe after all, I’m a person, not a bug, and I’m rushing to judge myself. I’ll fight for it again.”
A smug smile appeared on his lips.
“What a burden to carry! And your whole life, your whole life!”
“I’ll get used to it,” he said grimly and thoughtfully. “Listen,” he began a minute later, “stop crying, it’s time to talk facts: the police are after me, on my trail…”
“Oh my gosh!” Sonia cried in fear.
“Well, why are you freaking out? You wanted me to go to Siberia and now you’re scared? But let me tell you: I’m not turning myself in. I’ll fight for it, and they won’t do anything to me. They don’t have real proof. Yesterday I was in serious danger and thought I was done for; but today things are going better. Everything they know can be explained two ways, which means I can turn their accusations into something good for me, get it? And I will, because I’ve learned my lesson. But they’re definitely gonna arrest me. If something hadn’t happened, they would’ve done so today, maybe even now they’ll arrest me… but that’s not a big deal, Sonia; they’ll let me out again… because there’s no real proof against me, and there won’t be, I promise you. And they can’t convict someone on what they have against me. Enough… I’m just telling you so you know… I’ll try to figure out how to tell my mom and sister so they won’t be freaked out… My sister’s future is secure, I think… and my mom’s has to be too… Well, that’s all. Be careful, though. Will you come and see me in jail when I’m there?”
“Oh, I will, I will.”
 They sat side by side, both super bummed and down, like they’d been washed ashore alone on a deserted beach after a crazy storm. He looked at Sonia and realized just how much she loved him, and weirdly, it suddenly felt heavy and painful to be so loved. Seriously, it was a strange and awful feeling! On his way to see her, he’d thought all his hopes rested on her; he expected to feel better, at least a little. But now, when her whole heart was turned towards him, he suddenly felt even worse than before.
“Sonia,” he said, “you shouldn’t come see me when I’m in prison.”
Sonia didn’t answer; she was crying. A few minutes passed.
“Do you have a cross?” she asked, like she’d just remembered.
He didn’t understand the question at first.
“No, of course not. Here, take this one, made of cypress wood. I’d also have a copper one that belonged to Lizaveta. We swapped—she gave me her cross and I gave her my little icon. I’ll wear Lizaveta’s now and give you this one. Take it… it’s mine! It’s mine, you know,” she begged him. “We’ll go through this together, and together we’ll deal with it!”
“Give it to me,” said Raskolnikov.
He didn’t want to hurt her feelings. But immediately, he pulled back his hand when he reached for the cross.
“Not now, Sonia. Later,” he added, trying to comfort her.
“Yeah, yeah, later,” she repeated, sounding sure of herself. “When you go to face your suffering, then put it on. You’ll come to me, and I’ll put it on you. We’ll pray and go together.”
Just then, someone knocked three times at the door.
“Sofya Semyonovna, can I come in?” they heard in a really familiar and polite voice.
Sonia rushed to the door, totally freaked out. Mr. Lebeziatnikov’s blond hair popped into view at the doorway.
Chapter 5

Lebeziatnikov looked totally stressed.
“I came to you, Sofya Semyonovna,” he started. “Um, sorry... I thought I'd find you,” he said, suddenly addressing Raskolnikov, “that is, I didn’t mean anything like that... But I just thought... Katerina Ivanovna has totally lost it,” he blurted out suddenly, turning from Raskolnikov to Sonia.
Sonia gasped.
“At least, it seems that way. But... we don’t know what to do, you see! She came back—she seems to have been kicked out somewhere, maybe even beaten.... So it looks like, anyway,... She went to your dad’s old boss, but he wasn’t home: he was having dinner at another general’s place.... Can you believe it, she stormed over there, to the other general’s, and, get this, she was so persistent that she actually got the boss to see her, had him pulled out of dinner, it seems. You can imagine what happened next. She got kicked out, of course; but, according to her, she yelled at him and threw something at him. It's totally believable.... I can't figure out why she wasn’t arrested! Now she’s telling everyone, even Amalia Ivanovna; but it’s hard to understand her, she’s screaming and throwing herself around.... Oh yeah, she’s shouting that since everyone has abandoned her, she’s going to take the kids and go into the street with a barrel-organ, and the kids will sing and dance, and she’ll sing too, and collect money, and will go every day under the general’s window... ‘to let everyone see well-born kids, whose dad was an official, begging in the street.’ She keeps hitting the kids and they’re all crying. She’s teaching Lida to sing ‘My Village,’ the boy to dance, Polenka too. She’s ripping up all the clothes, and making them little caps like actors; she’s planning to carry a tin basin and make it jingle, instead of music.... She won’t listen to anything.... Seriously, can you even imagine the mess?! It’s insane!”
Lebeziatnikov would have kept going, but Sonia, who had been listening to him practically breathless, grabbed her coat and hat and bolted out of the room, throwing her things on as she went. Raskolnikov followed her, and Lebeziatnikov hurried after them.
“She’s definitely lost it!” he said to Raskolnikov, as they headed out into the street. “I didn’t want to freak Sofya Semyonovna out, so I said ‘it seemed like it,’ but there’s no doubt about it. They say that with consumption, sometimes these bumps show up in the brain; it’s a bummer I don’t know anything about medicine. I tried to talk her down, but she wouldn’t listen.”
“Did you talk to her about the bumps?”
“Not exactly about the bumps. Besides, she wouldn’t have gotten it! But what I’m saying is, that if you convince someone logically that they have nothing to cry about, they’ll stop crying. That’s clear. Do you think that’s not true?”
“Life would be way too easy if it were that simple,” answered Raskolnikov.
“Hold on, hold on; of course it would be tricky for Katerina Ivanovna to understand, but did you know that in Paris they’ve been doing serious experiments on curing people who are crazy, just by using logic? One professor there, a really smart guy, recently passed away, believed in the possibility of that kind of treatment. His idea was that there’s nothing really wrong with the physical body of a crazy person, and that insanity is, like, a logical mistake, an error in judgment, a messed-up way of seeing things. He gradually showed the crazy person their mistake and, get this, they say he was successful? But as he used nose rinses too, it’s hard to know how much success was because of that treatment.... So it seems at least.”
Raskolnikov had stopped listening a long time ago. Reaching the house where he lived, he nodded to Lebeziatnikov and went in through the gate. Lebeziatnikov snapped awake, looked around, and hurried on.
 Raskolnikov went into his tiny room and just stood there. Why did he even come back here? He looked around at the faded, ripped wallpaper, the dust, his couch… Loud, constant hammering was coming from the courtyard. Someone was really going at it. He went to the window, tiptoed up, and stared down into the courtyard for a long time, totally absorbed. But the courtyard was empty, and he couldn't see who was hammering. He saw some open windows in the building next door; pots of sickly geraniums sat on the window sills. Laundry was hanging out the windows… He knew every detail by heart. He turned away and plopped down on the couch.
He’d never felt so totally alone in his life!
Yeah, he felt like he might actually start to hate Sonia, now that he's made her even more miserable.
“Why did he go to her to beg for her tears? What did he even need to poison her life? Ugh, how low could he be?”
“He’s gonna stay alone,” he said, trying to sound tough, “and she’s not going to prison!”
Five minutes later, he looked up with a weird little smile. That was a strange thought.
“Maybe Siberia wouldn’t be so bad after all,” he thought suddenly.
He couldn’t even guess how long he sat there, with all these random thoughts swirling around. Then, the door opened, and Dounia walked in. At first, she just stood there, looking at him from the doorway, just like he’s done with Sonia; then, she came in and sat down in the same spot as yesterday, in the chair facing him. He stared at her silently, almost blankly.
“Don’t be mad, bro; I just came for a sec,” said Dounia.
Her face looked thoughtful, but not angry. Her eyes were bright and soft. He saw that she came to him with love, too.
“Brother, now I know everything, everything. Dmitri Prokofitch explained and told me everything. They’re stressing you out and harassing you over this dumb, ridiculous suspicion… Dmitri Prokofitch said there’s no danger, and you’re wrong to freak out so much. I don’t think so, and I totally get how ticked off you must be, and how that anger could really mess you up. That's what worries me. As for you cutting yourself off from us, I'm not judging you, and forgive me for blaming you for it. I feel like if I had a problem that big, I’d need to space out too. I’m not going to tell Mom anything, but I’ll talk about you constantly and tell her you’ll be back soon. Don’t worry about her; I’ll calm her down; but don’t push her too hard—come back at least once; remember, she’s your mom. And now I came just to say” (Dounia started to get up) “that if you need me or if you need… anything, for the rest of my life… call me, and I’ll be there. Bye!”
She turned abruptly and headed for the door.
“Dounia!” Raskolnikov stopped her and walked towards her. “That Razumihin, Dmitri Prokofitch, is a really good guy.”
Dounia blushed a little.
“Okay?” she asked, waiting a beat.
“He’s competent, hardworking, honest, and capable of real love… Bye, Dounia.”
Dounia’s face turned crimson, then she suddenly seemed nervous.
“But what does it mean? Are we really breaking up forever that you… give me such a goodbye?”
“Never mind… Bye.”
He turned away and walked to the window. She stood there for a moment, looked at him uneasily, and left, looking worried.
No, he wasn't cold to her. There was one moment, the very last one, when he wanted to pull her into his arms and say goodbye, even tell her… but he didn’t even dare to touch her hand.
“Later, she might cringe when she remembers that I hugged her, and feel like I stole her kiss.”
“And would she handle that?” he thought a few minutes later. “Nah, she wouldn’t; girls like that can’t deal with stuff! They never do.”
And he thought about Sonia.
 A cool breeze drifted in from the window. Daylight was fading fast. He grabbed his cap and headed out.
He couldn't, and wouldn't, think about how sick he really was. But all this constant stress and mental anguish was definitely taking a toll. And if he wasn't burning up with a high fever, it was maybe because this constant, intense focus was keeping him upright and in control. But he knew this fake energy couldn’t last forever.
He just wandered around aimlessly. The sun was setting. A weird kind of sadness had been hanging over him lately. It wasn’t like a sudden, sharp pain; it was more of a deep, lasting feeling. It gave him a taste of endless, miserable years, like being stuck “on a tiny patch of ground.” This feeling always got worse as evening came.
“Seriously, with this ridiculous, purely physical weakness, depending on the sunset or whatever, you’re just gonna do something dumb! You’ll go to Dounia, just like you'll go to Sonia,” he mumbled bitterly.
He heard someone call his name. He looked around. Lebeziatnikov rushed up to him.
“You won’t believe this! I was at your place looking for you. Get this: she actually did it, and took the kids. Sofya Semyonovna and I had a serious time tracking them down. She's banging on a frying pan and making them dance! The kids are crying. They keep stopping at intersections and in front of stores; there’s a crowd of people chasing after them. Come on!”
“And Sonia?” Raskolnikov asked, hurrying after Lebeziatnikov.
“Totally losing it. That is, it’s not Sofya Semyonovna freaking out, but Katerina Ivanovna. Though Sofya Semyonovna's freaking out too. But Katerina Ivanovna is completely insane. They’re gonna get arrested. Can you imagine the mess that’s gonna cause?... They’re on the canal bank, near the bridge now, not far from Sofya Semyonovna’s, really close.”
 Near the canal, by the bridge, just a couple of houses from where Sonia lived, there was a bunch of people—mostly kids who lived on the streets. You could hear Katerina Ivanovna’s voice, all raspy and broken, from the bridge, and honestly, it was a pretty wild scene that would draw a crowd. Katerina Ivanovna, in her old dress and a green shawl, wearing a totally messed-up straw hat crushed on one side, was seriously freaking out. She was exhausted and out of breath. Her pale, sickly face looked even worse than usual, and being outside in the sunshine just made a consumptive look even sicker. But she didn't let up, and she got more and more frustrated. She ran at the kids, yelling at them, trying to convince them, telling everyone in the crowd how to dance and what to sing, and when they didn't get it, she started hitting them. Then she’d charge the crowd; if she spotted anyone decent stopping to look, she's immediately tell them these kids "from a fancy, like, upper-class house" had ended up like this. If she heard laughter or teasing, she'd rush at the people laughing and start arguing with them. Some people laughed, others shook their heads, but everyone was curious to watch the woman acting crazy with the scared kids. The frying pan Lebeziatnikov had mentioned wasn’t there, at least Raskolnikov didn’t see it. But instead of banging on a pan, Katerina Ivanovna started clapping her weak hands when she made Lida and Kolya dance and Polenka sing. She joined in the singing too, but she choked on the second note with a horrible cough, making her curse and even cry. What really got to her was Kolya and Lida's crying and fear. Someone had tried to dress the kids up like street performers. The boy was wearing a turban made of red and white fabric to look like a Turk. Lida didn’t have a costume; she just had a red knitted cap, more like a nightcap that used to belong to Marmeladov, decorated with a broken piece of white ostrich feather, which was Katerina Ivanovna’s grandmother’s and had been kept as a family heirloom. Polenka was in her everyday clothes; she looked at her mom with nervous confusion and stayed close to her, hiding her tears. She kind of understood what was going on, and she looked around anxiously. She was totally terrified of the street and the crowd. Sonia followed Katerina Ivanovna, crying and begging her to go home, but Katerina Ivanovna wouldn't budge.
 “Stop it, Sonia, stop it,” she yelled, talking super fast, panting and coughing. “You have no clue what you’re asking! You’re acting like a little kid! I’ve already told you I’m not going back to that drunk German. Let everyone, let all of Petersburg see the kids begging on the streets, even though their dad was an honest man who served his whole life with truth and loyalty—you could say he died on the job.” (Katerina Ivanovna had totally made up this wild story and genuinely believed it.) “Let that awful general see it! And you’re being ridiculous, Sonia: what are we going to eat? Seriously, tell me that. We’re stressing you out enough, I’m not going on like this! Oh, Rodion Romanovitch, is that you?” she cried, spotting Raskolnikov and rushing towards him. “Explain to this silly girl, please, that there was no better option! Even street musicians make a living, and everyone will instantly see that we’re different, that we’re an honorable and grieving family brought down to begging. And that general is gonna lose his job, you’ll see! We’ll perform right under his windows every day, and if the Tsar drives by, I’ll drop to my knees, put the kids in front of me, show them to him, and say, ‘Protect us, father.’ He’s the protector of the orphans, he’s kind, he’ll protect us, you’ll see, and that awful general…. Lida, stand up straight! Kolya, you’ll dance again. Why are you sniffling? Sniffling again! What are you scared of, you goofball? Seriously, what am I supposed to do with them, Rodion Romanovitch? If you only knew how clueless they are! What’s a person to do with kids like that?”
And she, practically crying herself—which didn't stop her nonstop, rapid-fire talking—pointed to the crying kids. Raskolnikov tried to convince her to go home, and even said, hoping to play to her ego, that it wasn't a good look for her to be wandering around the streets like a street musician, especially since she was planning to become the head of a school.
 “A boarding school, seriously? Ha-ha-ha!” Katerina Ivanovna said, her laugh ending in a cough. “No, Rodion Romanovitch, that dream is totally over! Everyone’s left us!... And that general… you know, I chucked an inkpot at him—it was just sitting there in the waiting area where you sign your name. I wrote my name, threw it at him, and ran! Oh, the jerks! But enough about them, now I’ll take care of the kids myself, I’m not bowing down to anyone! She’s taken enough for us!” she pointed to Sonia. “Polenka, how much do you have? Show me! What, only two pennies? Ugh, so cheap! They give us nothing, just tease us and stick their tongues out. Hey, what’s that goofball laughing at?” (She pointed to a man in the crowd.) “It’s all because Kolya’s such a dummy; I’m so stressed dealing with him. What do you want, Polenka? Tell me in French, parlez-moi français. I taught you, remember? You know some phrases. Otherwise, how are you gonna show everyone you’re from a good family, well-raised kids, and not like those street performers? We’re not putting on a Punch and Judy show, but singing something classy.... Ah, yes… What are we gonna sing? You’re always distracting me, but we… you see, we're standing here, Rodion Romanovitch, to find something to sing and get money, something Kolya can dance to.... Because, like, our show is totally impromptu…. We have to talk it over and practice a lot, and then we'll head to Nevsky Prospekt, where there are tons more fancy people, and we’ll get noticed for sure. Lida only knows ‘My Village,’ nothing but ‘My Village,’ and everyone sings that. We need something way more sophisticated.... Well, have you thought of anything, Polenka? If only you’d help your mom! My memory’s totally gone, or I would have thought of something. We really can’t sing ‘An Hussar.’ Ah, let’s sing in French, ‘Cinq sous,’ I’ve taught it to you, I’ve taught it to you. And since it’s in French, people will instantly see you’re from a good family, and that’s way more touching.... You could sing ‘Marlborough s’en va-t-en guerre,’ because that’s a total kid’s song and they sing it as a lullaby in all the fancy houses.
“Marlborough s’en va-t-en guerre Ne sait quand reviendra…” she began singing. “But no, better sing ‘Cinq sous.’ Now, Kolya, hands on your hips, hurry up, and you, Lida, keep turning around, and Polenka and I will sing and clap our hands!
“Cinq sous, cinq sous Pour monter notre menage.”
(Cough-cough-cough!) “Straighten your dress, Polenka, it’s slipped off your shoulders,” she said, panting from coughing. “It’s especially important to act nice and classy now, so everyone can see you’re well-born. I said at the time the bodice should be longer, and made from two pieces. It was your fault, Sonia, with your advice to make it shorter, and now look, the kid looks totally awkward…. Why are you all crying again? What’s the matter, dummies? Come on, Kolya, start. Hurry, hurry! Oh, what a nightmare of a kid!
“Cinq sous, cinq sous.
“A cop again! What do you want?”
A cop was definitely pushing his way through the crowd. But at that moment, a man in regular clothes and a coat—a solid-looking official around fifty with a medal on his neck (which thrilled Katerina Ivanovna and had an effect on the cop)—approached and without a word handed her a green three-rouble bill. His face showed genuine sympathy. Katerina Ivanovna took it and gave him a polite, even formal, bow.
 “Seriously, thank you, sir,” she began, trying to sound important. “The reasons we’re here… (take the money, Polenka: you see there are good people out there, willing to help a girl in a tough spot). You see, sir, these orphans—they’re good families, even with some fancy connections—and that awful general was just sitting there, eating grouse… and got mad when I bothered him. ‘Your excellency,’ I said, ‘protect the orphans, you knew my late husband, Semyon Zaharovitch, and right after he died, the worst kind of jerk started talking trash about his only daughter.’... That cop again! Protect me,” she cried to the official. “Why is that policeman creeping up on me? We just ran away from one of them. What do you want, seriously?”
“It’s not allowed in the streets. You’re causing a scene.”
“You’re causing a scene. It’s like I’m playing an organ without permission. What’s it to you?”
“You need a permit to play an organ, and you don’t have one. That’s how you gather a crowd. Where do you live?”
“A license?” wailed Katerina Ivanovna. “I buried my husband today. Why would I need a license?”
“Calm down, madam, calm down,” began the official. “Come on; I’ll walk you… This isn’t a good place to be in a crowd. You don’t look well.”
“Please, sir, sir, you don’t understand,” screamed Katerina Ivanovna. “We’re heading to Nevsky… Sonia, Sonia! Where is she? She’s crying too! What’s wrong with everyone? Kolya, Lida, where are you going?” she cried suddenly, panicked. “Oh, you silly kids! Kolya, Lida, where are they running off to?...”
Kolya and Lida, totally freaked out by the crowd and their mom’s crazy behavior, suddenly grabbed each other’s hands and bolted when they saw the policeman who wanted to take them somewhere. Crying and wailing, poor Katerina Ivanovna ran after them. She looked like a total mess, panting and gasping for air. Sonia and Polenka rushed after them.
“Bring them back, bring them back, Sonia! Oh, you ungrateful kids!... Polenka! catch them… It’s for your sakes I…”
She tripped as she ran and fell down.
“She’s hurt, she’s bleeding! Oh, no!” cried Sonia, leaning over her.
Everyone rushed up and crowded around. Raskolnikov and Lebeziatnikov were the first to her side, the official hurried up too, and behind him the policeman who grumbled, “Ugh!” with a frustrated gesture, feeling like this was going to be a huge pain.
“Move along! Move along!” he said to the crowd that was pushing forward.
“She’s dying!” someone shouted.
“She’s lost it,” said another.
“Lord have mercy,” said a woman, crossing herself. “Did they grab the little girl and the boy? They’re being brought back, the older one’s got them… Those little terrors!”
When they looked at Katerina Ivanovna closely, they saw that she hadn’t cut herself on a stone, like Sonia thought, but that the blood staining the sidewalk red was coming from her chest.
“I’ve seen this before,” muttered the official to Raskolnikov and Lebeziatnikov; “that’s consumption; the blood flows and chokes the patient. I saw the same thing with a relative of my own not long ago… almost a pint of blood, all in a minute…. What are we going to do though? She’s dying.”
“This way, this way, to my place!” Sonia pleaded. “I live here!... See, that building, the second one from here… Come to me, hurry,” she turned from one to the other. “Get a doctor! Oh, man!”
 Thanks to the official's efforts, the plan was adopted, and even the cop helped carry Katerina Ivanovna. She was carried to Sonia’s room, practically out cold, and laid on the bed. The bleeding was still happening, but she seemed to be coming around. Raskolnikov, Lebeziatnikov, and the official went into the room with Sonia, and the cop followed, first pushing back the crowd that was right up to the door. Polenka came in holding Kolya and Lida, who were shaking and crying. A few other people came in from the Kapernaumovs’ room, too – the landlord, a lame, one-eyed dude with a weird look, sporting whiskers and hair that stuck out like a brush, his wife, a woman with a constantly scared expression, and a bunch of kids with wide-eyed, amazed faces. Among them, Svidrigaïlov suddenly showed up. Raskolnikov looked at him, totally confused, not understanding where he'd come from and not even noticing him in the crowd. A doctor and priest were mentioned. The official whispered to Raskolnikov that he thought it was probably too late for the doctor, but he ordered them to send for one anyway. Kapernaumov took off running.
Meanwhile, Katerina Ivanovna had caught her breath. The bleeding stopped for a bit. She looked at Sonia, who was standing there, pale and trembling, wiping sweat from her forehead with a handkerchief, with sick but intense, searching eyes. Finally, she asked to be propped up. They sat her up on the bed, supporting her on both sides.
“Where are the kids?” she asked in a weak voice. “You brought them, Polenka? Oh, you silly things! Why did you run off… Oh!”
Her dry lips were covered in blood again. She moved her eyes, looking around.
“So, this is how you live, Sonia! I’m seeing your room for the first time ever.”
She looked at her with a face full of suffering.
“We’ve been your downfall, Sonia. Polenka, Lida, Kolya, come here! Well, here they are, Sonia, take them all! I’m done with them! The party’s over.” (Cough!) “Lay me down, let me die in peace.”
They laid her back on the pillow.
“What, the priest? I don’t need him. You don’t have a single rouble to spare. I don’t have any sins. God has to forgive me without that. He knows how much I’ve suffered… And if He won’t forgive me, I don’t care!”
She sank deeper into a restless, confused state. Sometimes she would shudder, turn her eyes from side to side, recognize everyone for a moment, then slip back into confusion. Her breathing was raspy and difficult, with a rattling sound in her throat.
“I told him, your excellency,” she gasped, pausing after each word. “That Amalia Ludwigovna, oh! Lida, Kolya, hands on your hips, hurry up! Glissez, glissez! pas de basque! Tap your heels, be a graceful kid!”
“Du hast Diamanten und Perlen”
“What next? That's the thing to sing.”
“Du hast die schönsten Augen Mädchen, was willst du mehr?”
“What an idea! What more do you want? What crazy things the fool invents! Ah, yes!”
“In the heat of midday in the vale of Dagestan.”
“Oh, how I loved it! I loved that song so much, Polenka! Your dad, you know, used to sing it when we were engaged… Oh, those days! Oh, that's the thing for us to sing! How does it go? I’m blanking. Remind me! How was it?”
She was totally hyped up and tried to sit up. Finally, in a horribly hoarse, broken voice, she started, shrieking and gasping at every word, with a look of growing terror.
“In the heat of midday!... in the vale!... of Dagestan!... With lead in my breast!...”
“Your excellency!” she wailed suddenly, letting out a heart-wrenching scream and a flood of tears, “protect the orphans! You’ve been their dad’s guest… you could even call it aristocratic…” She blinked, regaining her senses, and stared at everyone with a look of pure terror, but then she recognized Sonia.
“Sonia, Sonia!” she said softly and lovingly, as if surprised to find her there. “Sonia darling, are you here, too?”
They propped her up again.
 “That’s it! It’s over! Goodbye, sweetie! I’m done for! I’m shattered!” she cried, totally heartbroken, and her head flopped back onto the pillow.
She drifted off again, but this time it didn't last. Her pale, sickly face slumped back, her mouth fell open, her leg twitched, she let out a deep, shuddering sigh, and then she was gone.
Sonia rushed to her, wrapped her arms around her, and stood frozen, her head pressed against her mom’s thin chest. Polenka threw herself at her mom’s feet, kissing them and sobbing uncontrollably. Even though Kolya and Lida didn’t get what happened, they felt like something awful had happened. They put their hands on each other’s shoulders, stared at each other, and both screamed at the same time. They were still dressed up in their fancy clothes – one in a turban, the other with a feather in her cap.
And how did “the certificate of merit” end up on the bed next to Katerina Ivanovna? It was right there by the pillow; Raskolnikov saw it.
He walked over to the window. Lebeziatnikov bounced up to him.
“She’s dead,” he said.
“Rodion Romanovitch, I need to talk to you,” said Svidrigaïlov, coming up to them.
Lebeziatnikov quickly stepped aside and gave them space. Svidrigaïlov pulled Raskolnikov further away.
“I’ll handle everything – the funeral and all that. You know it’s about money, and like I said, I’m loaded. I’ll put those two little ones and Polenka in a good orphanage, and I’ll set aside fifteen hundred rubles for each of them when they turn eighteen, so Sofya Semyonovna won’t have to worry about them. And I’ll get her out of this mess too, she’s a good girl, right?” He told Avdotya Romanovna that he was spending her ten thousand that way.
“What’s your angle for being so generous?” asked Raskolnikov.
“Ah! You’re such a skeptic!” Svidrigaïlov laughed. “I told you I didn’t need that money. Can’t you admit it’s just being a decent human being? She wasn’t ‘a louse,’ you know” (he pointed to where the dead woman lay), “was she, like some old pawnshop lady? Come on, you’re going to agree, is Luzhin going to keep living and doing bad things, or is she just going to die? And if I didn’t help them, Polenka would end up the same way.”
He said this with a sly, playful wink, his eyes locked on Raskolnikov, who went pale and felt ice-cold, hearing his own words, spoken to Sonia. He quickly stepped back and stared wild-eyed at Svidrigaïlov.
“How do you know?” he whispered, barely able to breathe.
“Well, I live here at Madame Resslich’s, on the other side of the wall. Here is Kapernaumov, and there lives Madame Resslich, an old and devoted friend of mine. I’m her neighbor.”
“You?”
“Yeah,” continued Svidrigaïlov, laughing. “I swear on my honor, dear Rodion Romanovitch, that you’ve really interested me. I told you we’d become friends, I predicted it. Well, here we are. And you’ll see how easygoing I am. You’ll see you can get along with me!”
Chapter 1

A weird phase hit Raskolnikov: it felt like a thick fog had rolled in, isolating him in a gloomy solitude with no way out. Looking back on it later, he thought his mind had been totally clouded at times, and it stayed that way, with breaks, until everything crashed down. He was sure he’d been wrong about a lot of things back then, like the exact dates of certain events. Trying to piece things together later, he learned a lot about himself from what other people told him. He’d mixed up details and explained things as if they were caused by situations that only existed in his imagination. Sometimes he was hit with waves of really intense anxiety, bordering on panic. But he also remembered moments, hours, maybe even whole days, of complete apathy – a total blank, like a reaction to the fear he'd been feeling. It was like he was trying to shut out a full, clear understanding of what was going on. Certain important things that needed attention really bothered him. He’d have given anything to be free from some worries, ignoring them would have led to total, unavoidable disaster.
He was especially stressed about Svidrigaïlov; he couldn't stop thinking about him. Ever since Svidrigaïlov’s creepy and obvious words in Sonia’s room around the time Katerina Ivanovna died, his mind felt like it wasn't working right. Even though this new thing was super unsettling, Raskolnikov wasn’t rushing to figure it out. Sometimes, finding himself alone in a remote part of town, in some run-down diner, sitting by himself, lost in thought, hardly remembering how he’d even gotten there, he suddenly thought of Svidrigaïlov. He realized, suddenly, clearly, and with dread that he needed to talk to that man and make some kind of deal. Walking outside the city gates one day, he was almost certain they’d planned to meet there, that he was waiting for Svidrigaïlov. Another time he woke up before dawn lying on the ground under some bushes and couldn’t for the life of him figure out how he’d ended up there.
But during the couple of days after Katerina Ivanovna’s death, he’d run into Svidrigaïlov a couple of times at Sonia’s place, where he’d wandered aimlessly for a minute. They exchanged a few words and didn't mention the big deal, like they’d secretly agreed not to talk about it for now.
Katerina Ivanovna’s body was still in the coffin, and Svidrigaïlov was busy with funeral arrangements. Sonia was super busy too. At their last meeting, Svidrigaïlov told Raskolnikov that he’d made an arrangement, a really good one, for Katerina Ivanovna’s kids. He’d used his connections to get in touch with some important people who could place the three orphans in really good institutions right away; the money he’s set aside for them had been a huge help, because it’s way easier to place orphans with some money than those with nothing. He also said something about Sonia and promised to come see Raskolnikov in a day or two, mentioning that “he wanted to talk things over with him, that there were things they needed to discuss...”
This conversation happened on the stairs. Svidrigaïlov stared intently at Raskolnikov and then, after a brief pause, lowering his voice, asked: “But what’s wrong with you, Rodion Romanovitch? You don’t seem like yourself. You’ve got that look, you’ve got that listen, but you don't seem to get it. Cheer up! We’ll talk things over; I’m just swamped with my own stuff and other people's. Ah, Rodion Romanovitch,” he added suddenly, “what all people need is fresh air, fresh air… more than anything!”
 He stepped aside to let the priest and his helper come up the stairs. They were there for the memorial service. Svidrigaïlov had insisted it be sung twice a day, on the dot. Svidrigaïlov headed off. Raskolnikov stood still for a moment, thought about it, and followed the priest into Sonia’s room. He stayed by the door. They started singing the service quietly, slowly, and sadly. Ever since he was a kid, death and the idea of death had felt heavy and mysteriously awful. It had been a long time since he’d heard a memorial service. And there was something else here, too, super intense and unsettling. He looked at the kids: they were all kneeling by the coffin; Polenka was crying. Behind them, Sonia was praying, quietly and kind of shyly wiping away tears.
“These last couple of days, she hasn’t said a word to me, hasn’t even looked at me,” Raskolnikov suddenly thought. The room was bright with sunlight; the incense was swirling everywhere; the priest read, “Give rest, oh Lord…” Raskolnikov stayed for the whole service. As the priest blessed them and left, he looked around strangely. After the service, Raskolnikov went over to Sonia. She took both his hands and let her head sink onto his shoulder. This small, friendly gesture totally threw Raskolnikov. It was weird to him that there was no disgust, no shudder in her hand. It felt like the ultimate act of putting others first, at least that's how he saw it.
Sonia didn’t say anything. Raskolnikov squeezed her hand and headed out. He felt super bummed. If he could just escape somewhere alone, he’d consider himself lucky, even if he had to live there forever. But even though he’s been mostly by himself lately, he’s never really felt alone. Sometimes he’d walk out of town on the main road, once he’d even made it to a little wood, but the lonelier it got, the more he felt like someone was watching him. It didn’t scare him, but it really bugged him, so he’d rush back to town, to be around people, to hang out in restaurants and bars, to walk down busy streets. There, he felt a little easier, but still totally isolated. One day at dusk, he sat in a tavern for an hour, listening to music, and he remembered that he actually enjoyed it. But then, he suddenly felt that same uneasiness again, like his conscience was kicking him. “Here I am, listening to singing, is that what I’m supposed to be doing?” he thought. But he also knew that wasn’t the only reason he felt off; something needed to be decided, but he couldn't quite figure out what it was or put it into words. It was a total mess. “No, better to fight again! Better Porfiry again… or Svidrigaïlov… Better some challenge again… some attack. Yes, yes!” he thought. He left the tavern and practically ran. The thought of Dounia and his mom suddenly made him almost panic. That night, he woke up before morning, shivering with a fever, hiding in some bushes on Krestovsky Island. He walked home, and it was early morning when he got there. After a few hours of sleep, the fever broke, but he woke up late, around two in the afternoon.
He remembered that Katerina Ivanovna’s funeral was that day, and he was glad he wasn’t there. Nastasya brought him some food; he ate and drank with a huge appetite, almost like he was starving. His head felt clearer and he was calmer than he’s been in the last three days. He even felt a little weird about his earlier panic attacks.
The door opened, and Razumihin came in.
“Hey, he’s eating, so he’s not sick,” Razumihin said. He pulled up a chair and sat across from Raskolnikov at the table.
He looked troubled and didn’t try to hide it. He spoke with obvious frustration, but without rushing or raising his voice. He seemed to have a clear, set purpose.
 “Listen,” he started, sounding serious. “Honestly, I don’t care what happens to any of you, but I’m totally lost here. Please don’t think I’m trying to grill you. I don’s even want to know! Seriously, if you start spilling your secrets, I’m just gonna bail and rant the whole way. I just came to figure out once and for all if you're actually crazy? There’s this vibe in the air that you’re mad, or close to it. I’ve been thinking it myself, judging by your weird, gross, and totally baffling actions, and how you’ve been acting towards your mom and sister. Only a monster or a psycho would treat them like that; so you’re probably mad.”
“When was the last time you saw them?”
“Just now. Haven’t you seen them since? What have you been up to? Tell me, please. I’ve come by three times already. Your mom’s been seriously ill since yesterday. She was set on coming to see you; Avdotya Romanovna tried to stop her, but she wouldn’t budge. ‘If he’s sick, if he’s losing it, who can take care of him like his mom?’ she said. We all came here together; we couldn’t let her come alone. We kept begging her to stay calm. We went inside, and you weren’t here. She sat down and waited for ten minutes, while we stood around in silence. She got up and said, ‘If he’s gone out, that is, if he’s okay and has forgotten about his mom, it’s embarrassing and disrespectful for his mom to be begging at his door for kindness.’ She went home and got sick; now she has a fever. ‘I see,’ she said, ‘that he has time for his girl.’ She means by your girl Sofya Semyonovna, your fiancée or your mistress, I don’t know. I went straight to Sofya Semyonovna’s, because I wanted to see what was going on. I looked around, I saw the coffin, the kids crying, and Sofya Semyonovna trying them on mourning dresses. No sign of you. I apologized, left, and told Avdotya Romanovna. So that's all a bunch of nonsense, and you don’t have a girl; the most likely thing is that you’re mad. But here you sit, scarfing down boiled beef like you haven’t eaten in three days. Though, you know, mad people eat too, but you haven't said a word to me yet... you're not mad! I swear it! Above all, you're not mad! So you can all go to hell, because there’s some mystery, some secret about it, and I’m not gonna waste my energy trying to figure out your secrets. So I just came to yell at you,” he finished, getting up, “to clear my head. And now I know what to do.”
“What are you planning to do now?”
“What’s it your business what I’m going to do?”
“You’re going on a bender.”
“How… how did you know?”
“It’s pretty obvious.”
Razumihin paused for a minute.
“You’ve always been a level-headed person, and you’ve never been crazy, never,” he observed suddenly with warmth. “You’re right: I’m going to drink. Later!”
And he moved to go out.
“I was talking with my sister—the day before yesterday, I think it was—about you, Razumihin.”
“About me! But… where could you have seen her the day before yesterday?” Razumihin stopped short and even turned a little pale.
You could see that his heart was pounding slowly and intensely.
“She came here by herself, sat down and talked to me.”
“She did!”
“Yeah.”
“What did you say to her… I mean, about me?”
“I told her you were a really good, honest, and hardworking guy. I didn’t tell her you’re in love with her, because she already knows that.”
“She already knows that?”
 “Okay, so, basically, wherever I go, whatever happens, you’re stuck looking after them. I’m, like, entrusting them to you, Razumihin. I know how much you’re into her, and I’m pretty sure you’ve got a good heart. I’m guessing she might even like you, maybe already does. So, you decide if you’re gonna hit the bar tonight, okay?”
“Rodya! Seriously… well… Ugh, damn it! But where are you even going? Of course, if it’s a secret, whatever… But I… I’m gonna figure it out. And I’m betting it’s just some silly, made-up thing. Seriously, you’re a great guy, a really great guy!”
“That’s exactly what I wanted to say, but you cut me off. Smart move not digging into all that stuff. Let time work it out, don’t stress about it. You’ll know when you need to. Yesterday, someone told me all people need is fresh air—fresh air, fresh air. I’m gonna go find out what they meant by that.”
Razumihin was totally lost in thought and hyped up, silently coming to a decision.
“He’s a political radical! He has to be. And he’s about to do something crazy, I’m sure of it. It can’t be anything else! And… and Dounia knows,” he suddenly thought.
“So, Avdotya Romanovna comes to see you,” he said, carefully choosing his words, “and you’re going to see a guy who says we need more air, and, like, that letter… that has to be connected somehow,” he concluded to himself.
“What letter?”
“She got a letter today. It really shook her up—a lot. Too much. I started talking about you, and she begged me not to. Then… then she said we might have to split up soon… then she started thanking me for something, then she went to her room and locked the door.”
“She got a letter?” Raskolnikov asked, looking thoughtful.
“Yeah, and you didn’t know? Huh…”
They were both quiet for a second.
“Later, Rodion. There was a time, bro, when I… Never mind, later. You see, there was a time… Well, gotta run! I’m not drinking tonight. No need now… That’s all BS!”
He rushed out, but when he almost closed the door behind him, he suddenly opened it again and said, looking away:
“Oh, by the way, remember that murder, you know, Porfiry’s, that old lady? They found the killer, he confessed, and gave all the proof. It’s one of those workers, the painter, can you believe it? Remember I defended them here? You won’t believe it, all that fighting and laughing with his buddies on the stairs while the doorman and the witnesses were going up, he did it on purpose to throw off suspicion. The cunning, the smarts of that young guy! You can hardly believe it, but it’s his own story, he confessed it all. And I was such a fool about it! Seriously, he’s a genius at faking things and being clever about not raising suspicion—so I guess it’s not so surprising, right? Of course, people like that are always possible. And the fact that he couldn’t keep up the act and confessed makes him more believable. But I was such a fool! I was totally on their side!”
“Tell me, seriously, who told you that, and why are you so interested?” Raskolnikov asked, looking really anxious.
“What’s next? You’re asking me why it interests me?! Well, I heard it from Porfiry, among others… He told me almost everything about it.”
“From Porfiry?”
“From Porfiry.”
“What… what did he say?” Raskolnikov asked, looking shocked.
“He gave me a killer explanation of it. Psychologically, in his own weird way.”
“He explained it? Explained it himself?”
 “Yeah, yeah, bye. I’ll tell you all about it later, I’m swamped right now. There was a time I thought… But never mind, another time!… What’s the point of drinking now? You’re totally buzzing me without any wine. I’m drunk, Rodya! Bye, I’m outta here. I’ll be back super soon.”
He headed out.
“He’s a political schemer, no doubt about it,” Razumihin decided, slowly making his way down the stairs. “And he’s dragged his sister into it; that’s totally in character for Avdotya Romanovna. They’re having secret talks!... She dropped hints too… so many of her words… and those little clues… all mean that! And how else do you explain this whole mess? Seriously! And I was almost thinking… Good grief, what I was thinking! Yeah, I lost it and I totally judged him wrong! It was his fault, that day under the hallway light. Pfoo! What a messed-up, nasty, awful idea I had! Nikolay’s a champ for confessing… And it all makes sense now! His sickness then, all his weird actions… before this, back at the university, how moody he used to be, how down… But what’s the deal with that letter now? There’s something there, too, maybe. Who sent it? I bet it was…! Nah, I gotta find out!”
He thought about Dounia, remembering everything he's heard, and his heart pounded. Suddenly, he started running.
As soon as Razumihin left, Raskolnikov got up, turned to the window, paced to one corner and then to another, as if he’d forgotten how tiny his room was, and sat back down on the sofa. He felt, so to speak, refreshed; another chance, a way out had appeared.
“Yeah, a way out had appeared! It had been so suffocating, so restrictive, the weight had been too crushing. He's felt totally drained at times. Ever since the scene with Nikolay at Porfiry’s, he’s been gasping for air, trapped with no way out. After Nikolay’s confession, that very day came the scene with Sonia; his behavior and his last words were totally unlike anything he could have imagined before; he's gotten weaker, instantly and fundamentally! And he’d agreed with Sonia then, he’d agreed in his heart he couldn’t keep living with that on his mind!”
“And Svidrigaïlov was a mystery… He worried him, that was true, but not about the same thing. He might still have a showdown with Svidrigaïlov. Svidrigaïlov, too, might be a way out; but Porfiry was a different story.”
“And so Porfiry himself had explained it to Razumihin, had explained it with his psychology. He's bringing up that crazy psychology again! Porfiry? To think that Porfiry would even for a second believe that Nikolay was guilty, after what happened between them before Nikolay showed up, after that private chat, which can only mean one thing? (During those days Raskolnikov often recalled lines from that scene with Porfiry; he couldn’t stand letting his mind rest on it.) Such words, such gestures had passed between them, they’d exchanged such glances, things had been said in such a tone and had reached such a point, that Nikolay, whom Porfiry had seen right through at the first word, at the first gesture, couldn’t have shaken his conviction.”
“And to think that even Razumikin had started to suspect! The scene in the hallway under the light had done its damage. He rushed to Porfiry… But what made the latter receive him like that? What was his angle in brushing Razumikin off with Nikolay? He had some plan; there was some design, but what was it? It's been a long time since that morning—too long—and no sign or sound of Porfiry. Well, that’s a bad sign…”
 Raskolnikov grabbed his cap and headed out of the room, still thinking things over. It was the first time in ages he’s felt this clear-headed, at least. “I gotta deal with Svidrigaïlov,” he thought, “and like, ASAP. He’s practically waiting for me to show up.” A wave of hate surged through his exhausted heart—he could've taken down either Porfiry or Svidrigaïlov right then and there. He felt like he could do it later, if not now.
“We’ll see, we’ll see,” he mumbled to himself.
But the second he opened the door, there was Porfiry in the hallway. He was coming to see him! Raskolnikov was totally blindsided for a second, but just a second. Weirdly, he wasn't that shocked to see Porfiry, and barely scared. He was just caught off guard, but instantly went on high alert. “Is this it? Is this the end? But how did Porfiry sneak up so quietly, like a ninja, that he didn’t hear a thing? Was he listening at the door?”
“Didn’t think you were expecting anyone, Rodion Romanovitch,” Porfiry said, chuckling. “I’ve been meaning to drop by forever. Just happened to be passing and thought, why not pop in for a few minutes? You heading out? I won’t take up much of your time. Just need a smoke.”
“Sit down, Porfiry Petrovitch, sit down,” Raskolnikov said, giving his visitor a genuinely friendly look—he’d be surprised to see himself if he could.
The moment of truth had arrived—time to face it all! Sometimes a person can endure half an hour of pure terror with a criminal, but when the knife’s at their throat, they feel nothing.
Raskolnikov sat directly across from Porfiry and stared him down. Porfiry squinted and started lighting a cigarette.
“Talk, talk,” Raskolnikov wanted to shout. “Come on, why aren’t you saying anything?”
Chapter 2

“Ugh, these cigarettes!” Porfiry Petrovitch blurted out, finally lighting one. “They’re seriously bad for you, like, really bad, and yet I can’s quit! I cough, my throat gets all scratchy, and it's hard to breathe. You know I'm a scaredy-cat, I went to Dr. B——n the other day; he always spends, like, a ton of time with each patient. He practically laughed when he checked me out; he said, ‘Smoking’s gonna mess you up,’ ‘your lungs are affected.’ But how am I supposed to stop? What else am I gonna do? I don’t even drink, that’s the problem, haha, I don’t. Everything’s relative, Rodion Romanovitch, everything is relative!”
“He’s totally playing mind games,” Raskolnikov thought, feeling grossed out. All the details from their last meeting flooded back, and he felt that same weird feeling wash over him.
“I stopped by the other day, like, the night before; you didn’t notice?” Porfiry Petrovitch continued, looking around the room. “I came into this very room. I was just passing by, like I was today, and I thought I’d return your call. I walked right in, your door was open, I looked around, waited a bit, and left without even telling your doorman it was me. Don't you lock your door?”
Raskolnikov’s face got even darker. Porfiry seemed to know exactly what he was thinking.
“I came to talk things out with you, Rodion Romanovitch, my friend!” he said with a little smile, patting Raskolnikov’s knee.
But then, suddenly, his face looked serious and stressed; Raskolnikov was shocked to see a touch of sadness there. He’d never seen that expression on his face before.
“A really weird thing happened between us last time we talked, Rodion Romanovitch. Even our first meeting was kind of strange; but then… one thing after another! The point is: I might have been unfair to you; I feel like it. Remember how we left things? Your nerves were shot, your knees were shaking, and mine were too. And, honestly, our behavior was pretty bad, even rude. But we're guys, above all, at least we should be; you gotta understand that. Do you remember what we were talking about?... it was totally inappropriate.”
“What’s he playing at? What does he think I am?” Raskolnikov wondered, looking at Porfiry with wide eyes.
 “Look, I’m thinking honesty is the way to go between us,” Porfiry Petrovitch continued, turning his head away and looking down, like he didn’t want to freak out his former target and like he was above using old tricks. “Yeah, this kind of suspicion and drama can’t keep going forever. Nikolay stopped it, or I don’t know what could have happened. That worker was chilling in the next room at the time—can you believe it? You know that, right? And I know he came to see you after. But what you thought then wasn’t true: I didn’t call anyone, I didn’t make any arrangements. You’re probably wondering why not? What should I say? It all happened so fast. I’d barely even called the movers – you probably noticed them when you left. An idea just popped into my head; I was totally convinced at the time, Rodion Romanovitch. Come on, I thought – even if I let something slide for a bit, I’m gonna get something else – I’m not gonna lose what I want, anyway. You're just naturally on edge, Rodion Romanovitch, it’s not really in line with the good qualities you have, which I think I’ve figured out a bit. Of course, even then I realized it doesn’t always happen that a guy just spills everything. It does happen sometimes, if you push a guy to the edge, though even then it’s rare. I was capable of seeing that. If I just had one fact, just a little something to go on, something real, not just psychological… because if a guy’s guilty, you gotta be able to get something solid out of him; you can get some seriously surprising results. I was counting on your personality, Rodion Romanovitch, on your personality above all else! I had really high hopes for you back then.”
“But what’s your point now?” Raskolnikov muttered finally, asking without even thinking.
“What is he even talking about?” he wondered, totally distracted. “Does he actually think I’m innocent?”
“What’s my point? I’m here to explain myself, I feel like it’s my responsibility, you know? I want to make clear how all this, the whole misunderstanding, happened. I’ve caused you a lot of stress, Rodion Romanovitch. I’m not a monster. I get what it’s like for a guy who’s been down, but who’s proud, bossy, and especially impatient, to have to deal with this kind of treatment! I think you’re a good person, not without some generosity, even though I don’t agree with everything you believe. I wanted to tell you this first, straight up and honestly, because above all I don’t want to trick you. When I first met you, I was drawn to you. Maybe you’ll laugh at me for saying that. You have every right to. I know you didn’t like me from the start, and you have no reason to. You can think what you want, but I want to do everything I can to change that impression and show that I’m a person with heart and a conscience. I’m being real.”
Porfiry Petrovitch paused, acting all dignified. Raskolnikov felt a fresh wave of panic. The idea that Porfiry thought he was innocent started to make him really uneasy.
 “It’s really not necessary to go over every single detail,” Porfiry Petrovitch continued. “Honestly, I couldn't even try. First off, there were rumors. Who started them, how, and when they reached me... and how they affected you—I don't need to get into that. My suspicions were sparked by a total accident, which just as easily could have never happened. What was it? Hmm! I don't think it’s even worth mentioning. Those rumors and that accident led to one idea in my head. I’m admitting it openly—because it’s better to just be straight about it—I was the first to suspect you. The old woman’s notes about the pledges and all that—it didn't amount to anything. Yours was just one of a hundred. I also happened to hear about the scene at the office, from a guy who described it perfectly, totally without realizing he was recreating it with so much detail. It was just one thing after another, Rodion Romanovitch, my friend! How could I not come to certain conclusions? You can’t make a horse from a hundred rabbits, and a hundred suspicions don’t equal proof, like the English say, but that’s just from a logical point of view—a lawyer’s just human, after all. I also remembered your article in that journal, you know, we talked about it on our first visit? I teased you back then, but I was just trying to get you talking. I repeat, Rodion Romanovitch, you're clearly stressed and impatient. I recognized that you were bold, determined, and… had felt a lot, long before. I’ve felt it myself, so your article felt familiar to me. It was written during sleepless nights, with a racing heart, in a state of excitement and suppressed passion. And that kind of intense, suppressed passion in young people can be dangerous! I teased you then, but let me tell you, as a casual reader, I really like those first essays, full of the fire of youth. There’s a kind of hazy feeling and a chord resonating in the haze. Your article is a little crazy and unrealistic, but there's a genuine sincerity, a youthful pride that can't be bought, and a kind of desperate bravery in it. It’s a dark article, but that’s what’s great about it. I read your article and put it aside, thinking, ‘that guy isn’t going to play it safe.’ So, tell me, after all that, how could I not be drawn in by what happened next? Oh, man, I'm not saying anything, I'm not making any accusations now. I just noticed it at the time. What's so important about it? I reflected. There's nothing really there, it’s basically nothing and maybe absolutely nothing. And it’s not a prosecutor’s job to get carried away by ideas: I’m dealing with Nikolay here, with actual evidence against him—you can think what you want, but it’s evidence. He’s bringing in his psychology, too; I have to consider him, because it’s a matter of life and death. Why am I explaining all this to you? So you’ll understand, and won’t blame me for acting like that. It wasn't malicious, I promise, he-he! Do you think I didn’t search your room back then? I did, I did, he-he! I was here when you were sick in bed, not officially, not in my own person, but I was here.
 They tore my room apart, checked every last thing the second they even suspected something. But nothing! I was thinking, he’s gonna show up, he's totally gonna come here fast—if he did it, he’s gonna feel guilty and come back. Another guy wouldn't, but he will. And you remember how Mr. Razumihin started talking about it with you? We set that up to mess with you, to get him to talk about it. Razumihin doesn't hold back when he’s mad. Mr. Zametov was seriously impressed by how angry and bold you were. Saying “I killed her” in a restaurant? That’s next-level daring, totally reckless. I thought so too—if he’s guilty, he’s gonna be a tough one. That’s what I was thinking back then. I was waiting for you. But you just blew Zametov away, and… well, it all comes down to this—this crazy psychology thing can be read two ways! Seriously, I kept waiting, and then you showed up! My heart was pounding. Ugh!
 “Now, why did you even have to come? Your laugh, when you walked in—do you remember that? I saw it all, clear as day, but if I hadn’t been expecting you so much, I wouldn’t have noticed anything. You see how much a mood can affect things! Mr. Razumihin then—oh, that stone, that stone where everything was hidden! I swear I can picture it somewhere in a backyard garden. You told Zametov about it, and then you repeated it in my office, right? And when we were tearing your article apart, how you explained it! You could twist every word you said, like there was a secret meaning hiding underneath.
“That’s how it went, Rodion Romanovitch, I pushed things as far as they could go, smacked into a wall, and had to ask myself what was up. After all, I thought, you can always look at things differently, and that makes more sense, doesn’t it? I had to admit it made more sense. I was totally stressed! ‘I need to find some real evidence,’ I said. So when I heard about the bell-ringing, I froze and was shaking all over. ‘This is my evidence,’ I thought, and I didn’t overthink it, I just wouldn’t. I would have paid a thousand rubles right then to see you with my own eyes, when you walked a hundred steps next to that worker, after he called you a murderer to your face, and you didn’t even dare to ask him a question the whole way. And then what about your trembling, what about the bell-ringing when you were sick, kind of out of it?
“So, Rodion Romanovitch, can you blame me for messing with you? And what made you show up at that exact moment? It felt like someone sent you, seriously! And if Nikolay hadn’t stepped in… do you remember Nikolay at the time? Do you remember him clearly? It was like a lightning bolt, a total lightning bolt! And how I reacted to it! I didn’t believe in lightning bolts, not for a second. You could see it for yourself, how could I? Even afterward, when you’d left and he started giving really, really convincing answers about certain things, so much so that I was surprised myself, even then I didn’t buy his story! You see what it’s like to be stubborn as a rock! No, I thought, tomorrow morning. What does Nikolay have to do with any of this?”
“Razumihin just told me that you think Nikolay’s guilty and you’re sure of it…”
His voice cracked, and he stopped. He’d been listening with total anxiety, watching this guy who seemed to see right through him backtrack. He didn’t want to believe it, and he didn’t. He was desperately searching for something more clear and final in those still vague words.
 “Mr. Razumihin!” Porfiry Petrovitch said, sounding relieved that Raskolnikov had finally spoken up. “He-he-he! But I had to brush Mr. Razumihin off; two is company, three's a crowd. Mr. Razumihin isn't the right guy, plus he's an outsider. He came running over, totally pale.... But never mind him, why bring him into this? Anyway, about Nikolay—want to know what kind of dude he is, how I see him? To start, he's still a kid, not exactly a scaredy-cat, but more like an artist type. Seriously, don’t laugh at me for saying that. He’s innocent and easily influenced. He’s got a good heart, a real character. He sings and dances, tells stories—people come from other towns just to hear him. He goes to school too, and cracks up laughing if you just hold up a finger; he’ll get totally wasted sometimes—not like a regular habit, but when people treat him, like he’s a kid. And he stole, too, back then, without even realizing it, because he figured, ‘How's it stealing if you just pick it up?’ And get this—he’s an Old Believer, or, like, a dissenter. There’s been religious wanderers in his family, and for two years he was in his village under the spiritual guidance of some elder. I learned all this from Nikolay and his neighbors. And the craziest thing? He wanted to run off into the wilderness! He was super passionate, prayed at night, read old books—the ‘real’ ones—and totally lost it.
Petersburg had a huge effect on him, especially the girls and the booze. He reacts to everything, and he totally forgot the elder and all that. I heard an artist here took a liking to him and used to visit him, and now this whole mess happened.
“Well, he freaked out—tried to hang himself! He took off! You wouldn’t believe how people view Russian legal stuff. Just the word ‘trial’ scares some of them. Whose fault is it? We’ll see what the new juries do. I hope they do good! In prison, it seems, he remembered the elder; the Bible showed up again, too. Do you know, Rodion Romanovitch, the power of the word ‘suffering’ for some of these people! It’s not about suffering for someone else’s benefit, it’s just, ‘you gotta suffer.’ If they suffer at the hands of the authorities, even better. Back in my day, there was this really meek prisoner who spent a whole year in prison always reading his Bible on the stove at night and he totally lost it, and so crazy, you know, that one day, out of nowhere, he grabbed a brick and threw it at the governor—who had done nothing to him. And the way he threw it, too: he aimed it a yard to the side on purpose, just in case he hurt him. We know what happens to a prisoner who attacks an officer with a weapon. So ‘he took his suffering.’
“So I think now that Nikolay wants to take his suffering or something like that. I know it for sure from what I’m seeing. Only he doesn’t know that I know. You don’t think there are people like that among the peasants? Tons of them. The elder is starting to influence him again, especially since he tried to hang himself. But he’ll come and tell me everything himself. You think he’ll stick to his story? Just wait—he’ll take it back. I’m waiting, like, hour to hour, for him to come and deny his testimony. I've started to really like Nikolay and am studying him closely. And guess what? He answered me really convincingly on some points—he clearly gathered some evidence and prepared himself well. But on other points he's totally lost, doesn’t know anything, and doesn’t even realize that he doesn’t know!
 “Seriously, Rodion Romanovitch, Nikolay isn’t involved! This is a total mess, a modern-day case, you know? When people are struggling, when they throw around phrases like ‘blood renews’ and preach comfort as the ultimate goal. Here we’re talking about someone lost in books, a heart messed up by ideas. He made up his mind, but it was a crazy decision—like jumping off a cliff or a bell tower, and his legs were shaking the whole time. He forgot to lock the door after him, and he killed two people for a theory. He did it and couldn't even take the money, just grabbed a few things and hid them under a rock. It wasn’t enough to freak out behind the door while people were banging and ringing the bell, no, he had to go back to his empty place, half-delirious, to relive the ringing, to feel that cold shiver again… Okay, we’ll give him a pass on that, maybe it was a breakdown. But consider this: he's a murderer, but he thinks of himself as an honest guy, looks down on everyone else, acts like he's been wronged. No way, that’s not Nikolay’s style, my dear Rodion Romanovitch!”
Everything he’s said before sounded like he was taking it back, so these words were a huge shock. Raskolnikov shuddered like he’s been stabbed.
“So… who then… did it?” he asked, breathless, unable to hold back.
Porfiry Petrovitch sank back into his chair, like he couldn’t believe the question.
“Who did it?” he repeated, as if he couldn't quite hear correctly. “You, Rodion Romanovitch! You’re the killer,” he whispered, with genuine certainty.
Raskolnikov jumped up from the couch, stood there for a few seconds, then sat back down without saying a word. His face twitched uncontrollably.
“Your lip is twitching just like it did before,” Porfiry Petrovitch observed, almost sympathetic. “You’ve been misunderstanding me, I think,” he added after a brief pause, “that’s why you’re so surprised. I came here on purpose to lay everything out and be straight with you.”
“It wasn’t me who killed her,” Raskolnikov whispered, like a scared kid caught red-handed.
“No, it was you, you Rodion Romanovitch, and nobody else,” Porfiry whispered sternly, with conviction.
They were both silent, and the silence stretched out for a really long time—about ten minutes. Raskolnikov rested his elbow on the table and ran his fingers through his hair. Porfiry Petrovitch sat quietly, waiting. Suddenly, Raskolnikov looked at Porfiry with disdain.
“You’re pulling your old tricks again, Porfiry Petrovitch! Your same old routine. I wonder if you even get tired of it!”
“Oh, drop it, what does it matter now? It’s a different story if there were witnesses, but we’re just whispering alone. You can see for yourself that I haven't come to chase and catch you like a rabbit. Whether you confess or not is nothing to me now; I’m already convinced without it.”
“So, why did you come?” Raskolnikov asked, annoyed. “I’m asking you the same question again: if you think I’m guilty, why don’t you take me to jail?”
“Oh, that’s your question! I’ll answer you, point by point. First of all, arresting you directly isn't in my best interest.”
 “Ugh, what if you convince me? That’s just a dream for now. Why should I keep you safe? You know that’s what you’re asking me to do. If I confront that worker, for example, and you say to him, ‘Were you drunk or not? Who saw me with you? I just thought you were drunk, and you were drunk too.’ What could I answer, especially since your story seems more believable than his? There’s nothing but psychology supporting his story—that’s pretty messed up considering how ugly he is, while you’re hitting the mark exactly, because the guy’s a notorious drunk. And I’ve admitted openly a few times already that that psychology thing can be seen in two ways, and the second way looks way more likely, and besides, I’m not against you yet. And even though I’m going to put you in prison—and I’m doing this completely against proper etiquette—I’m telling you frankly, also against etiquette, that it won’t benefit me. Okay, secondly, I came to you because…”
“Yes, yes, secondly?” Raskolnikov was listening, totally captivated.
“Because, as I just said, I think I owe you an explanation. I don’t want you to think of me as a monster, because I actually kind of like you, believe it or not. And third, I came to you with a straight-up offer: you should surrender and confess. It’s going to be way better for you, and for me too, because my job will be done. So, is this open and honest on my part, or not?”
Raskolnikov thought for a minute.
“Listen, Porfiry Petrovitch. You just said you only have psychology to go on, but now you’re using math. What if you’re mistaken?”
“No, Rodion Romanovitch, I’m not mistaken. I even have a little fact, Providence sent it to me.”
“What little fact?”
“I’m not telling you what it is. And anyway, I can’t put it off any longer, I have to arrest you. So, think about it: it doesn’t matter to me anymore, and I’m just speaking for your sake. Believe me, Rodion Romanovitch.”
Raskolnikov smirked, a nasty look on his face.
“That’s not just ridiculous, it’s totally shameless. Even if I were guilty—which I’m not admitting—why would I confess, when you’re telling me I’ll be safer in prison?”
“Ah, Rodion Romanovitch, don’t put too much stock in words, prison might not be all that relaxing. That’s just theory, my theory, and what authority do I have for you? Maybe, even now, I’m hiding something from you? I can’t reveal everything, he-he! And how can you ask what advantage? Don’t you know how it would lessen your sentence? You’d be confessing when another guy has already taken the blame and totally muddied the whole case. Think about that! I swear to God that I’ll arrange things so that your confession comes as a complete surprise. We’re going to ditch all these psychological points, all suspicion against you, so that your crime looks like an anomaly, because in truth, it was an anomaly. I’m an honest guy, Rodion Romanovitch, and I’ll keep my word.”
Raskolnikov fell silent, his head sinking dejectedly. He thought for a long time, and finally smiled again, but his smile was sad and gentle.
“No!” he said, apparently giving up on pretending with Porfiry. “It’s not worth it, I don’t care about a lighter sentence!”
“That’s exactly what I was afraid of!” Porfiry exclaimed warmly, seemingly without thinking. “That’s exactly what I feared, that you wouldn’t care about a reduced sentence.”
Raskolnikov looked at him sadly and expressively.
 “Ah, don’t hate life!” Porfiry went on. “You’re gonna have a lot more of it ahead of you. How can you say you don’t want a lighter sentence? You’re an impatient dude!”
“A lot of what’s ahead of me?”
“Life. What kind of fortune teller are you, do you know much about it? Look around, you’ll find what you’re searching for. Maybe this is God’s way of bringing you closer. And it’s not forever, this time…”
“The time will fly by,” Raskolnikov laughed.
“Seriously, is it the embarrassment of being a nobody you’re afraid of? Maybe you’re afraid without even realizing it, because you’re young! But you shouldn’t be afraid of turning yourself in and confessing.”
“Ugh, forget it!” Raskolnikov whispered, disgusted and unimpressed, like he didn't want to say it out loud.
He got up again like he was gonna leave, but then sat back down, clearly bummed out.
“Whatever, if you like! You’ve lost faith and think I’m totally buttering you up; but how long have you even been alive? How much do you understand? You came up with a theory and then were embarrassed that it flopped and wasn't even original! It turned out pretty messed up, that’s true, but you’re not completely hopeless. Not even close! At least you didn’t fool yourself for long; you went straight to the extreme. How do I see you? I see you as one of those guys who’d smile at their torturer while he’s ripping out their guts, if they just found faith or God. Find it and you’ll live. You’ve needed a change of scenery for a while now. Suffering’s a good thing, too. Maybe Nikolay is right about wanting to suffer. I know you don’t believe it—but don’t overthink it; just jump into life, no hesitation; don’t be scared—the current will carry you to the bank and get you back on your feet. What bank? How can I say? I just believe you have a long life ahead of you. I know you think all my words are just a canned speech, but maybe you’ll remember them later. They might come in handy someday. That’s why I’m talking. It’s good that you only killed the old lady. If you’d cooked up another theory, you might have done something a thousand times worse. You should thank God, maybe. How do you know? Maybe God is saving you for something. But stay positive and have less fear! Are you afraid of what’s coming? No, it would be pathetic to be afraid. Since you’re taking this step, you gotta toughen up. There’s justice in it. You gotta pay your dues. I know you don’t believe it, but you’ll make it through. You’ll live it down eventually. What you need now is fresh air, fresh air, fresh air!”
Raskolnikov practically jumped.
“But who are you? What fortune teller are you? From what high and chill place do you drop these words of wisdom?”
“Who am I? I’m a guy with nothing to look forward to, that’s it. A guy maybe with feelings and empathy, maybe some knowledge too, but my time is over. But you’re different, there’s life waiting for you. Though, who knows? maybe your life, too, will just fizzle out and disappear. Come on, what does it matter if you move into another group of people? It’s not comfort you’re regretting, with your heart! What about it if nobody sees you for a long time? It’s not time, but yourself that will decide that. Be the sun and everyone will see you. The sun has to be the sun first. Why are you smiling again? Am I being such a Schiller? I bet you’re imagining I’m trying to sweet-talk you. Well, maybe I am, he-he-he! Maybe you shouldn’t believe a word I say, maybe you shouldn’t ever believe me altogether—I’m wired that way, I confess it. But let me add, you can judge for yourself, I think, how much of a bad egg I am and how much I’m being honest.”
“When are you gonna arrest me?”
 “Well, I can let you wander around for another day or two. Think it over, my friend, and seriously pray. It's really in your best interest, trust me.”
“And what if I just bolt?” asked Raskolnikov, a weird smile on his face.
“Nah, you won’t run. A farmer would run, a trendy rebel would run, a yes-man following someone else’s ideas—you just show them the end of your pinky and they’ll believe anything for the rest of their lives. But you’re already doubting your own idea, so what would you even run with? And what would you do hiding out? It would be awful and tough for you, and what you need more than anything is a solid plan, a vibe that fits you. What kind of vibe would you even have? If you ran, you’d end up back here. You can’t make it without us. And if I put you in jail—say you’re in there a month, or two, or three—trust my word, you’ll confess, maybe even surprise yourself. You won’t know an hour beforehand that you're about to confess. I'm convinced you'll decide, ‘to take your suffering.’ You don’t believe my words now, but you’ll figure it out yourself. Because suffering, Rodion Romanovitch, it’s a big deal. Never mind that I’m getting a little chunky, I still know. Don’t laugh, there’s a point to suffering, Nikolay is right. Nah, you won’t run, Rodion Romanovitch.”
Raskolnikov stood up and grabbed his hat. Porfiry Petrovitch also got up.
“Going for a walk? The evening will be nice, if we don’t get a storm. A good breeze would clear the air, though.”
He, too, grabbed his hat.
“Porfiry Petrovitch, please don’t think I confessed to you today,” Raskolnikov said, sounding annoyed. “You’re a strange guy, and I’m just listening out of curiosity. But I admitted nothing, got it?”
“Oh, I know that, I’ll remember. Look at him, he’s shaking! Don’t worry, my friend, do things your way. Go wander around a bit, you can’t wander too far. If something happens, I have one request,” he added, lowering his voice. “It’s a bit awkward, but important. If something were to happen (though I really don't think you’re capable of it), but just in case you get the idea to wrap things up another way, in some crazy fashion—hurting yourself—(it’s a silly idea, but you’ll have to forgive me for bringing it up) do leave a short but clear note, just two lines, and mention the stone. It would be a generous thing to do. See ya! Good thoughts and smart decisions to you!”
Porfiry went out, hunched over and not looking at Raskolnikov. The latter went to the window and waited, getting more and more impatient, until he figured out that Porfiry had reached the street and moved on. Then he, too, hurried out of the room.
Chapter 3

He rushed over to Svidrigaïlov’s. He had no idea what he could hope for from that guy. But Svidrigaïlov had some kind of power over him. Once he realized that, he couldn’t relax, and now the time had come.
On the way, one question kept bugging him: had Svidrigaïlov been to Porfiry’s?
As far as he could tell, he’s pretty sure he hadn’t. He went over Porfiry’s visit again and again; nope, he hadn’t, of course he hadn’t.
But if he hadn’t gone yet, would he go? For now, he just couldn't picture it. Why? He couldn’t explain it, but even if he could, he wouldn’t waste much time thinking about it right now. It was all stressing him out, but he also couldn't focus on it. Weirdly enough, he’s only feeling a little anxious about what was coming up. A much bigger worry was eating at him—it was about himself, but in a more serious way. Plus, he felt totally drained, even though his brain was working better than it had been lately.
Was it even worth it, after everything that had happened, to deal with these new, silly problems? Was it worth it to make sure Svidrigaïlov didn’t go to Porfiry’s? Was it worth it to investigate, figure things out, and waste time on someone like Svidrigaïlov?
Ugh, he was so over it all!
And yet, he was speeding to Svidrigaïlov’s; could he be expecting something new from him, info, or a way out? People clutch at straws! Was it fate or instinct bringing them together? Maybe it was just exhaustion, despair; maybe he needed someone else entirely, and Svidrigaïlov just happened to be around. Sonia? But what would he even go to Sonia for now? To beg for her tears again? He was even scared of Sonia. Sonia felt like an irreversible sentence. He had to choose his own path or hers. Especially now, he didn’t feel up to seeing her. Nope, maybe trying Svidrigaïlov was better. And he had to admit he’s been feeling like he needed to see him for some reason.
But what did they even have in common? Their bad deeds couldn’t even be the same kind. The guy was seriously unpleasant, obviously messed up, definitely cunning and shady, possibly evil. That’s what people were saying. True, he was being friendly with Katerina Ivanovna’s kids, but who knew his motives and what it meant? The guy always had some plan, some project.
There was another thought that had been circling in Raskolnikov’s mind lately, and it was really stressing him out. It was so painful that he was actively trying to block it out. He sometimes thought Svidrigaïlov was tailing him. Svidrigaïlov had found out his secret and had designs on Dounia. What if he still did? Wasn’t it pretty much certain that he did? And what if, having learned his secret and gained power over him, he’s use it against Dounia?
This idea even haunted his dreams, but it had never felt so real as he was heading to Svidrigaïlov’s. The thought alone made him furious. To begin with, this would change everything, even his own situation; he’s have to confess his secret to Dounia. Would he have to turn himself in to prevent Dounia from doing something crazy? The letter? This morning, Dounia had received a letter. Who could she be getting letters from in Petersburg? Luzhin, maybe? It’s true Razumihin was there to protect her, but Razumihin knew nothing about the situation. Maybe it was his duty to tell Razumihin? He thought about it with disgust.
 He really needed to see Svidrigaïlov ASAP, he decided. Thank goodness, the details of the meeting weren’t a big deal, as long as he could get to the bottom of things. But if Svidrigaïlov was plotting against Dounia—then…
Raskolnikov was totally drained from everything that had happened that month, so he could only make decisions one way: “Then I’m gonna kill him,” he thought, feeling numb with despair.
A wave of anxiety hit him, and he froze in the middle of the street, looking around to figure out where he was and where he was headed. He realized he was on X. Prospect, about thirty or forty steps from the Hay Market, which he’s just come through. The whole second floor of the building on the left was a tavern. All the windows were wide open, and it looked packed inside. There was singing, a clarinet and violin, and a booming Turkish drum. He could hear women yelling. He was about to turn back, wondering why he’d even come to X. Prospect, when suddenly he spotted Svidrigaïlov at one of the end windows, sitting at a tea table right in the open, with a pipe in his mouth. Raskolnikov was seriously shocked, almost terrified. Svidrigaïlov was silently watching and checking him out, and what struck Raskolnikov immediately was that he seemed to be trying to get up and slip away unnoticed. Raskolnikov immediately pretended he hadn’t seen him, like he was just spacing out, while keeping an eye on him out of the corner of his eye. His heart was pounding. But it was clear that Svidrigaïlov didn't want to be seen. He took the pipe out of his mouth and was about to hide, but as he stood up and pulled his chair back, he suddenly seemed to realize that Raskolnikov had seen him, and was watching him. It was pretty much the same vibe as their first meeting in Raskolnikov’s room. A sly smile crept onto Svidrigaïlov’s face and grew wider and wider. Each one knew they were seen and watched by the other. Finally, Svidrigaïlov burst out laughing.
“Well, well, come on in if you want me; I’m here!” he shouted from the window.
Raskolnikov headed up to the tavern. He found Svidrigaïlov in a tiny back room, next to the main area where merchants, clerks, and all sorts of people were drinking tea at twenty little tables while a chorus of singers belted out tunes. He could hear the click of billiard balls in the distance. On the table in front of Svidrigaïlov was an open bottle and a glass half full of champagne. In the room, he also saw a kid with a little hand organ, a healthy-looking, rosy-cheeked girl of eighteen, wearing a tucked-up striped skirt and a Tyrolese hat with ribbons. Despite the chorus in the other room, she was singing some servants’ hall song in a husky voice, accompanied by the organ.
“Alright, that’s enough,” Svidrigaïlov stopped her when Raskolnikov came in. The girl immediately stopped and stood waiting respectfully. She’d sung her rough rhymes with a serious and respectful expression.
“Hey, Philip, a glass!” Svidrigaïlov shouted.
“Nah, I’m good,” said Raskolnikov.
“Suit yourself, I wasn’t drinking for you. Drink, Katia! I don’t want anything more today, you can go.” He poured her a full glass and slipped her a yellow note.
Katia downed her glass of wine in twenty gulps, just like women do, put it down, and kissed Svidrigaïlov’s hand, which he let her do seriously. She went out of the room, and the kid with the organ trailed after her. They’d both been grabbed off the street. Svidrigaïlov hadn’t even been in Petersburg for a week, but everything about him was already, like, totally on a familiar footing; the waiter, Philip, was already an old friend and super attentive.
 The door to the saloon had a lock on it. Svidrigaïlov basically lived in this room and probably spent entire days here. The bar was a total dump, not even decent.
“I was gonna come see you, lookin’ for you,” Raskolnikov started, “but I don’t know why I just turned off the Hay Market onto X. Prospect. I never take this turn. I always turn right from the Hay Market. That’s not even the way to your place. I just turned, and here I am. It’s weird!”
“Why not just say ‘it’s a miracle’?”
“Because it might just be luck.”
“Ugh, that’s all you guys say,” Svidrigaïlov laughed. “You won’t even admit it, even if you secretly think it’s a miracle! You’re saying it’s just a coincidence. And you’ve got no backbone about having your own opinions, you can’t even imagine, Rodion Romanovitch. I’m not talking about you, you’re different—you’re not afraid to have an opinion. That's what got my attention.”
“Nothing else?”
“Well, that’s enough, you know,” Svidrigaïlov was clearly stoked, but just a little. He hadn't even finished half a glass of wine.
“I bet you came to see me before you realized I was the type to have what you call an opinion,” Raskolnikov pointed out.
“Oh, it was a different vibe. Everyone’s got their own plans. And about this miracle thing, let me tell you, I think you've been out of it for the last few days. I told you about this bar myself, there’s no miracle in you showing up straight here. I explained how to get here, told you where it was, and when you could find me. Ring any bells?”
“I don’t remember,” Raskolnikov said, sounding surprised.
“I believe you. I told you twice. The address is probably stamped into your memory. You turned this way mechanically, but still exactly as I directed, even though you don't realize it. When I told you then, I hardly thought you understood me. You give yourself away too much, Rodion Romanovitch. And another thing, I'm convinced there are tons of people in Petersburg who talk to themselves while they walk. It’s a town full of crazy people. If only we had scientists—doctors, lawyers, and philosophers—they could do some serious research in Petersburg, each in their own field. There aren’t many places with as many gloomy, intense, and strange influences on a person’s soul as in Petersburg. The climate alone makes a huge difference. And it’s the administrative center of all Russia, so its character has to be reflected across the whole country. But that’s not really the point right now. The thing is, I’ve been watching you. You walk out of your place—head high—twenty paces from home you let it drop, and fold your hands behind your back. You look around, but you clearly don't see anything in front of you or beside you. Then you start moving your lips and talking to yourself, sometimes waving your hand and declaiming, and then you just stop in the middle of the street. That’s not cool. Someone else might be watching you besides me, and it’s not gonna do you any favors. It's nothing personal, and I can’t fix you, but, you know, I’m just saying.”
“Do you know I’m being followed?” asked Raskolnikov, looking at him curiously.
“No, I don’t know anything about that,” Svidrigaïlov said, sounding surprised.
“Well, then, just leave me alone,” Raskolnikov muttered, frowning.
“Sounds good, let’s leave you alone.”
“You better tell me, if you came here to drink, and directed me twice to come here to you, why did you hide, and try to sneak away just now when I looked at the window from the street? I saw it.”
“He-he! And why were you lying on your sofa with your eyes closed, pretending to be asleep, even though you were totally awake, while I was standing in your doorway? I saw it.”
“I… I might have had… reasons. You know that yourself.”
“And I might have had my reasons, even though you don’t know them.”
 Raskolnikov slammed his elbow on the table, resting his chin in his hand and staring intently at Svidrigaïlov. He’s been checking him out for a full minute—the guy had made an impression before. It was a weird face, like a mask; pale and flushed, with bright red lips, a light-colored beard, and still thick, light-colored hair. His eyes were almost too blue, and his expression was heavy and fixed. There was something seriously off about that handsome face, which looked surprisingly young for his age. Svidrigaïlov was dressed sharp in light summer clothes, and his linen was spotless. He wore a huge ring with a fancy stone.
“Do I have to worry about you too now?” Raskolnikov blurted out, getting straight to the point with nervous energy. “Even though you’re probably the most dangerous person if you decide to mess with me, I’m not going to go out of my way. I’m going to show you right away that I don’t think much of myself, like you probably do. I’m here to tell you that if you keep bothering my sister and if you think you can get anything out of what’s been discovered, I’ll take you out before you can get me locked up. You can count on my word. You know I mean it. And second, if you want to tell me something—I keep thinking you have something to tell me—hurry up and spit it out, because time’s running out and it might be too late soon.”
“Why the rush?” Svidrigaïlov asked, looking at him curiously.
“Everyone’s got their plans,” Raskolnikov answered gloomily and impatiently.
“You just told me to be open, and now you won’t even answer a simple question,” Svidrigaïlov said with a smile. “You’re convinced I have my own agenda, so you’re looking at me with suspicion. Of course, it’s understandable in your situation. But even though I’d like to be friends, I’m not going to waste my breath trying to convince you otherwise. It’s not worth the effort, and I wasn’t planning on talking to you about anything serious anyway.”
“So, what did you want me for, then? You’re the one who’s been hanging around.”
“Just because you’re an interesting subject to watch. I liked the crazy nature of your situation—that’s the truth! Plus, you’re the brother of someone who really interested me, and I’d heard a lot about you from her in the past, and it seemed like you had a huge influence over her; isn’t that enough? Ha-ha-ha! Still, I have to admit your question is kind of complex, and it’s hard for me to answer. You came here not only for a specific reason, but to hear something new, right? Isn’t that so? So, can’t you imagine that I, on my way here on the train, was counting on you, on you telling me something new, and on me making some kind of profit from it! See how rich we are!”
“What kind of profit could you make?”
“How can I tell you? How would I know? You see how I spend all my time in bars, and it’s kind of an enjoyment, though not a great one, but you gotta sit somewhere; that poor Katia now—you saw her?... If only I were a glutton, a serious foodie, but you see, I can eat this.”
He pointed to a small table in the corner where the leftovers of a seriously gross-looking steak and potatoes sat on a tin dish.
 “Have you eaten yet? I just grabbed something and don’t really want anything else. I don’t drink, seriously. Except for champagne, I never touch anything, and not even a glass of that gives me a headache. I ordered some just now to get myself going, because I'm about to head out and you’re catching me in a weird headspace. That’s why I was hiding like a kid earlier, because I was worried you’d stop me. But hey,” he checked his watch, “I can hang out for an hour. It’s almost five. If only I was something, you know? A landowner, a dad, a cavalry officer, a photographer, a journalist... I’m nothing, no real skills, and sometimes I’m just totally bored. I was really hoping you’d have something new to tell me.”
“But who are you, and why are you here?”
“Who am I? You know, a guy. I served in the cavalry for a couple of years, then I messed around in Petersburg, then I married Marfa Petrovna and lived in the country. That's my whole life story!”
“Are you a gambler?”
“Nah, just a really bad one. More like a card sharp—not a serious gambler.”
“So you’re a card sharp?”
“Yeah, I’ve been a card sharp too.”
“Didn’t you get beat up sometimes?”
“It happened. Why?”
“Just wondering… you could have challenged them... it must have been pretty wild.”
“I won’t argue with you, and I’m not really into philosophy. I’m gonna be honest, I came here for the women.”
“As soon as you buried Marfa Petrovna?”
“Exactly,” Svidrigaïlov smiled, being totally honest. “What’s wrong with that? You seem to think there’s something wrong with me talking about women.”
“You’re asking if I think there’s something wrong with being immoral?”
“Immoral! That’s what you’re getting at! But I’ll answer you straight. About women in general—I love talking about them. Tell me, why should I hold back? Why give up women, since I’m totally into them? It's a way to pass the time, anyway.”
“So you’re not expecting anything here but trouble?”
“Okay, fine, trouble then. You’re insisting it’s trouble. But anyway, I like direct questions. In this… trouble… at least it's something permanent, based on nature and not just some fantasy. It’s in your blood, like a fire that's always burning, and might not go out easily, even after years. You’re gonna have to agree it's a decent way to spend your time.”
“That’s nothing to celebrate, it’s a sickness and a dangerous one.”
“Oh, that’s what you think? I agree, everything that goes too far is a sickness. And of course, you have to go too far with this. But first of all, everyone does something like that in their own way, and second, of course, you should be moderate and careful, no matter how low-key it is. But what am I supposed to do? If I didn’t have this, I might as well shoot myself. I’m willing to admit that a decent guy should be able to handle being bored, but still…”
“And could you shoot yourself?”
“Oh, come on!” Svidrigaïlov reacted with disgust. “Please don’t talk about it,” he added quickly, his tone completely different than before. His face changed. “I admit it’s a pathetic weakness, but I can’t help it. I’m scared of dying, and I don’t like even talking about it. Did you know I’m kind of a mystic?”
“Ah, the ghost of Marfa Petrovna! Are you still seeing her?”
“Ugh, don’t even bring her up; there haven’t been any more in Petersburg, seriously!” he snapped with irritation. “Let’s talk about… though… H’m! I’m really short on time, can’t stick around long, it’s a shame! I’d have so much to tell you.”
“What’s your appointment, a woman?”
“Yeah, a woman, just a random thing.... No, that’s not what I want to talk about.”
“And all this… ugliness, this filth… doesn’t it bother you? Have you lost the strength to stop yourself?”
 “And you’re trying to act tough, too? He-he-he! You totally surprised me just now, Rodion Romanovitch, though I knew it would happen. You're lecturing me about what’s wrong and what's cool! You—like, a Schiller, you—an idealist! Of course, that's how it should be, and it would be weird if it wasn't, but it’s still kind of wild… Ah, too bad I'm swamped for time, because you’re a seriously interesting person! And, by the way, are you into Schiller? I'm obsessed.”
“Seriously, you’re such a show-off,” Raskolnikov said, kinda grossed out.
“I swear, I'm not,” Svidrigaïlov laughed. “But fine, call me a show-off, why not brag if it’s not hurting anyone? I spent seven years in the countryside with Marfa Petrovna, so now when I run into someone smart like you—smart and totally fascinating—I’m just stoked to chat. Plus, I had a little champagne, and it’s gone to my head a bit. And there’s this one thing that’s really bugging me, but about that… I’ll keep it under wraps. Where are you rushing off to?” he asked, sounding worried.
Raskolnikov was already getting up. He felt weighed down and trapped and, like, totally uncomfortable being here. He was convinced that Svidrigaïlov was the biggest loser on the planet.
“Hey! Sit down, hang out a bit!” Svidrigaïlov pleaded. “Let them bring you some tea, at least. Stick around, I won’t ramble on about myself, I mean. I’ll tell you something. If you want, I’ll tell you how a woman tried ‘to save’ me, as you’d say? It’s basically an answer to your first question, because the woman was your sister. Should I spill? It’s a good way to kill some time.”
“Tell me, but I’m not sure I…”
“Oh, don’t sweat it. Plus, even in a lowlife like me, Avdotya Romanovna only inspires the deepest respect.”
Chapter 4

“You know, maybe—yeah, I told you myself,” Svidrigaïlov began, “that I was in jail for a ton of money, and I didn't think I'd ever be able to pay it off. No need to go into all the details about how Marfa Petrovna got me out; do you know how crazy a woman can get when she loves someone? She was a good, honest woman, and pretty smart, even though she didn't have much schooling. Can you believe that this honest, jealous woman, after tons of meltdowns and accusations, actually agreed to a kind of deal with me that she stuck to our whole marriage? She was a lot older than me, and she always had something in her mouth—like a clove. There was so much messed-up stuff in me, but also some honesty, I guess, so I told her straight up that I couldn't be completely faithful to her. That confession totally freaked her out, but somehow she seemed to like my bluntness. She thought it showed I was being upfront and wasn't trying to trick her—and for a jealous woman, that’s a big deal. After a lot of tears, we made an unwritten agreement: first, I would never leave Marfa Petrovna and would always be her husband; second, I wouldn’t leave without her permission; third, I wouldn’t have a permanent girlfriend; fourth, in return, she let me hook up with the maids, but only if she knew about it; fifth, God forbid I’d fall for a woman of our social class; sixth, if—knock on wood—I got really serious about someone, I had to tell Marfa Petrovna. But on that last point, she wasn’t too worried. She was smart and figured I was a total player, incapable of real love. But a smart woman and a jealous woman are two different things, and that's where things got complicated. But to really understand people, we have to ditch some of our assumptions and how we usually see the people around us. I trust your judgment more than anyone's. You’ve probably heard a lot of ridiculous stuff about Marfa Petrovna. She definitely had some weird habits, but I'm telling you, I really feel bad about all the trouble I caused her. Okay, that's enough of a sad send-off for the most loving wife of a pretty clueless husband. When we fought, I usually kept my mouth shut and didn't make things worse, and that respectful behavior usually worked—it influenced her, it pleased her, actually. Those were times when she was genuinely proud of me. But your sister? She couldn’t stand her, not even a little. And how did she risk bringing such a gorgeous girl into her house as a governess? My explanation is that Marfa Petrovna was a passionate and impressionable woman and totally fell for her—literally fell for her—with your sister. Well, can you blame her—look at Avdotya Romanovna! I saw the danger right away, and you know what, I decided not to even look at her.
 Seriously, Avdotya Romanovna made the first move, can you even imagine? And you won’t believe this, but Marfa Petrovna was actually mad at me at first! She was ticked off because I kept being so quiet about your sister, and because I didn't seem that interested in all the gushing praise Marfa Petrovna kept throwing at Avdotya Romanovna. I have no clue what she was angling for!
Anyway, Marfa Petrovna totally spilled all the details about me to Avdotya Romanovna. She had this bad habit of telling everyone our family secrets and constantly complaining about me. How could she not tell such a cool new friend? I’m pretty sure they talked about nothing else but me, and Avdotya Romanovna probably heard all those weird rumors going around about me...
I bet you’ve already heard some of that stuff too, right?”
 “I did. Luzhin accused you of causing a kid’s death. Is that right?”
“Seriously, don’t bring up those trashy stories,” Svidrigaïlov said, clearly grossed out and annoyed. “If you’re really set on hearing about all that nonsense, I’ll tell you eventually, but not now…”
“I also heard something about a guy who worked for you out in the countryside, and you treated him horribly.”
“Please, drop it,” Svidrigaïlov cut him off again, looking super impatient.
“Was that the guy who came to you after he died to help you pack your pipe?... you told me about him yourself.” Raskolnikov was getting seriously frustrated.
Svidrigaïlov stared at him, and Raskolnikov thought he saw a hint of mean mockery in his eyes. But Svidrigaïlov held back and answered very
 “Yeah, it was. I see you’re really into this too, and I’m gonna do my best to satisfy your curiosity as soon as I can. Seriously! I’m starting to think some people might even see me as a romantic type. Can you believe it? I owe so much to Marfa Petrovna for telling Avdotya Romanovna all that weird and interesting gossip about me. I’m not even gonna guess what she thought about it, but it definitely worked in my favor. Despite Avdotya Romanovna’s natural dislike and even though I always look kind of gloomy and off-putting, she at least felt sorry for me—like, a lost cause. And when a girl feels pity for someone, that’s seriously dangerous. She’s gonna want to ‘fix’ them, bring them back to their senses, lift them up, and get them back on track—basically, give them a fresh start. We all know how those kinds of dreams can go, right? I realized that girl was totally falling for me, and I was ready for it. You look like you’re frowning, Rodion Romanovitch? Don't worry about it. Like you know, it all ended up going nowhere. (Seriously, what am I drinking?) You know, I’ve always, from the very beginning, wished your sister had been born in the second or third century A.D., like, the daughter of a ruler or a governor somewhere in Asia Minor. She’d have been one of those who would endure suffering and smile when they branded her chest with hot irons. She’d have done it on her own. And in the fourth or fifth century, she’d have wandered off into the Egyptian desert and spent thirty years living on roots and spiritual experiences and visions. She’s just dying to face some kind of hardship for someone, and if she can’t get it, she’s gonna jump out a window. I’m hearing stuff about a Mr. Razumihin—apparently, he’s a smart guy; his last name kinda suggests it, right? Probably a divinity student. Well, he better take care of your sister! I get her, and I’m kinda proud of it. But at the beginning of a relationship, you know, you’re often careless and clueless. You don't see things clearly. Seriously, why is she so gorgeous? It’s not my fault. It actually started with a really strong physical attraction on my side. Avdotya Romanovna is incredibly pure, like, seriously and unbelievably so. Take note, I’m telling you this about your sister as a fact. She's almost obsessively pure, despite being super smart, and it’s gonna hold her back. There was a girl in the house then, Parasha, a dark-eyed girl, whom I’d never seen before—she’d just come from another village—really pretty, but incredibly dumb: she burst into tears, wailed so loud you could hear her all over the place and caused a huge scene. One day after dinner, Avdotya Romanovna followed me into a path in the garden and with intense eyes insisted on my leaving poor Parasha alone. It was pretty much our first real conversation by ourselves. Of course, I was more than happy to do what she wanted, tried to look surprised and embarrassed, actually played the part pretty well. Then came conversations, mysterious talks, encouragement, pleading, even tears—can you believe it, even tears?”
 Think what obsession with manipulation can do to girls! I, of course, blamed it all on fate, pretended to be desperate for enlightenment, and finally used the ultimate weapon for winning over a woman's heart—a weapon that never fails. It’s the obvious trick—sweet-talking. Seriously, nothing’s harder than telling the truth, and nothing’s easier than flattery. If there’s even a tiny bit of doubt in what you're saying honestly, it creates tension, and that leads to problems. But if every word of flattery is completely fake, it’s still pleasing, and people listen with satisfaction. It might be a shallow satisfaction, but it’s still something. And even the cheesiest flattery, at least half of it will seem true. That’s true for everyone, no matter their background or where they are in life. A super religious girl could fall for flattery. I still laugh thinking about how I once charmed a woman who was devoted to her husband, her kids, and her values. It was so much fun and so easy! And she really had values—her own, anyway. My whole strategy was just to seem totally crushed and defeated by her goodness. I showered her with compliments, and as soon as I got a handshake or even a glance, I’d feel bad for taking it, declaring she’d resisted and I could never have gotten anything without being so shady. I’d say she was so pure she couldn’t even see my deception, and that she was yielding to me without realizing it. Basically, I won, while she stayed firmly convinced that she was innocent, faithful, and doing her duty. And how mad she got when I finally told her that I genuinely believed she felt the same way! Poor Marfa Petrovna was seriously weak when it came to flattery, and if I’d really wanted to, I could have had all her stuff transferred to me while she was alive. (I’m drinking a ton of wine now and rambling too much.) I hope you won’t mind me mentioning that I was starting to have the same effect on Avdotya Romanovna. But I was dumb and impatient and messed it all up. Avdotya Romanovna had been really bothered by the look in my eyes—several times, especially once. There was something in them that scared her, and it got stronger and stronger until it became unbearable. I don’t need to go into details, but we ended things. There I acted stupid again. I started making fun of all that propaganda and attempts to convert me; Parasha showed up again, and it wasn’t just her—there was a huge scene. Oh, Rodion Romanovitch, if you could only see how your sister’s eyes can flash sometimes! Forget that I’m drunk right now and have downed a whole glass of wine. I’m telling the truth. I swear that look has haunted my dreams; even the rustle of her dress was too much for me to handle. I really started to think I might have epilepsy. I never thought I could be moved to such a frenzy.
 It was super important to make things right, but by then, it was just impossible. And you won’t believe what I did next! How crazy can a person get when they're totally losing it? Seriously, don’t do anything when you're in a frenzy, Rodion Romanovitch. I realized that Avdotya Romanovna was basically broke—ugh, that’s not quite the right way to put it, but does it even matter if it gets the point across? She made her own money, and she had her mom and you to take care of. So, I decided to give her all my cash—thirty thousand rubles I could’ve gotten then—if she’s just ditch with me to Petersburg. Of course, I would’ve promised her forever love, total bliss, and all that. Seriously, I was so obsessed with her at that time that if she’d told me to poison Marfa Petrovna or cut her throat and then marry her, I would’ve done it instantly! But it all ended in the disaster you already know about. Just imagine how stressed I was when I heard that Marfa Petrovna had gotten a shady lawyer, Luzhin, and was basically trying to set them up—which would’ve been the exact same thing I was planning! Wouldn’t it? Wouldn’t it? I see you’re getting really into this… you interesting young dude….
 Svidrigaïlov slammed his fist on the table, clearly annoyed. He was flushed, and Raskolnikov realized the glass or so of champagne he’s been sipping without even noticing was messing with him—and he decided to use it to his advantage. He seriously distrusted Svidrigaïlov.
“Okay, after everything you’ve said, I’m totally convinced you came to Petersburg with a plan for my sister,” he said, staring directly at Svidrigaïlov, trying to push his buttons.
“Seriously? That’s ridiculous,” Svidrigaïlov said, seeming to shake himself. “I told you… besides, my sister can’t even stand me.”
“Yeah, I’m sure she doesn’t, but that’s not the point.”
“Are you so sure she doesn’t?” Svidrigaïlov squinted and smirked mockingly. “You’re right, she doesn’t love me, but you can never really know what’s happened between a husband and wife or a lover and their partner. There’s always a little secret corner, known only to those two. Can you swear on it that Avdotya Romanovna felt disgusted by me?”
“From some of the things you’ve said, I get the feeling you still have a plan—and a bad one—for Dounia, and you’re planning to act on it fast.”
“Did I say something like that?” Svidrigaïlov asked, feigning surprise, totally ignoring the word “bad” used to describe his plan.
“You’re dropping hints right now. Why are you so jumpy? What are you so scared of?”
“Me—scared? Scared of you? You should be afraid of me, my friend. But that’s crazy… I’ve had too much to drink, I see that. I was almost saying too much again. Ugh, this wine! Water, please!”
He grabbed the champagne bottle and tossed it out the window without a second thought. Philip brought the water.
“That’s all nonsense!” Svidrigaïlov said, soaking a towel and putting it to his forehead. “But I can answer you in one word and shut down all your suspicions. Do you know I’m getting married?”
“You told me that before.”
“Did I? I forgot. But I couldn’t have told you for sure, because I hadn't even seen my fiancée yet—I just intended to. But now I really do have a fiancée, it's a done deal, and if it weren't for some business I can’t put off, I’d have taken you to meet them right away—I’d like to ask for your advice. Ach, shoot, only ten minutes left! Look at the watch. But I gotta tell you, my marriage is a pretty interesting story, in its own way. Where are you off to? Leaving again?”
“Nah, I’m not going anywhere now.”
 “Really? We’ll see. I’ll take you there, I’ll show you my fiancée, but not right now. You’ll have to head off soon. You go right, and I go left. Do you know Madame Resslich, the woman I’m staying with, right? I know what you’re thinking—that she’s the woman whose daughter they say drowned herself last winter. Come on, are you listening? She set all this up for me. ‘You’re bored,’ she said, ‘you need something to do.’ You know, I’m a pretty down and depressed person. Do you think I’m a happy-go-lucky type? Nope, I’m gloomy. I don’t cause trouble, but I’ll just sit in a corner without saying a word for days. And that Resslich is a sly fox, I’ll tell you. I know what she’s got in her head; she thinks I’ll get sick of it, ditch my wife, and leave—and then she’ll get hold of her and make a profit. In our social circle, or higher up, of course. She told me the dad was a retired bureaucrat, a real mess, who’s been stuck in a chair for the last three years with paralyzed legs. The mom, she said, was a sensible woman. There’s a son working in a distant town, but he doesn’t help out. There’s a married daughter, but she doesn’t visit. And they’ve got two little nephews—as if they didn’t have enough kids already—and they’re keeping their youngest daughter out of school, a girl who’ll be sixteen in a month, so they can get her married. She was supposed to be for me. We went there. It was so weird! I present myself—a landowner, a widower, from a well-known family, with connections, with a fortune. Who cares if I’m fifty and she’s not even sixteen? No one thinks about that! But it’s fascinating, isn’t it? Seriously fascinating, haha! You should have seen how I talked to the dad and mom. It was worth paying to watch me at that moment. She comes in, curtseys, you can imagine, still in a short dress—an unopened flower! Her cheeks were flushed like a sunset—she’d been told, no doubt. I don’t know how you feel about girls’ faces, but to me, sixteen years old, those innocent eyes, that shy bashfulness are better than any beauty. And she’s a perfect little picture, too. Fair hair in little curls, like a lamb’s, full little rosy lips, tiny feet—a total charmer! Well, we became friends. I told them I was in a rush because of family stuff, and the next day—that is, the day before yesterday—we got engaged. Now when I go, I just pick her up and hold her—it’s like that. Well, she blushes like a sunset, and I kiss her every minute. Her mom, of course, keeps reminding her that this is her husband and that this is how it has to be. It’s just amazing! Being engaged is maybe even better than marriage. You get what they call la nature et la vérité, haha! I’ve talked to her twice, and she’s way smarter than she looks. Sometimes she gives me a look that burns right through me. Her face is like Raphael’s Madonna. You know, the face of the Sistine Madonna has something unreal about it, that face of sad, religious ecstasy. Have you noticed? Well, she’s got something like that going on. The day after we got engaged, I bought her gifts worth fifteen hundred rubles—a diamond necklace and a pearl set, and a silver vanity case as big as this one, filled with all sorts of things—even my Madonna’s face glowed.
 I had her sit on my lap yesterday, and I guess I was a little rough—she went totally red and her eyes started to well up, but she didn’t want to show it. We were alone, and then suddenly she threw herself against my neck (the first time she’s ever done it on her own!), wrapped her little arms around me, kissed me, and promised she’d be an obedient, loyal, and good wife, would make me happy, would dedicate her whole life, every single minute of it, would give up everything, seriously everything, and all she asks in return is my respect, and that she wants ‘absolutely nothing more from me, no gifts.’ You have to admit, hearing a confession like that, alone, from a sixteen-year-old girl in a simple dress, with cute curls, a blush of shyness on her cheeks, and tears of excitement in her eyes is pretty amazing! Isn’t it amazing? Totally worth it, right? Okay, so… listen, we’ll go see my fiancée, just not right now!”
 “Seriously, that huge age gap and how different you two are just makes it way too… intense! Are you really going through with this marriage?”
“Duh. Everyone’s got their own thing, and the happiest people are the best at fooling themselves. Haha! But why are you so hung up on being good? Have some mercy, buddy. I’m a mess.” Haha-ha!
“But you’re taking care of Katerina Ivanovna’s kids. Even though… even though you had your own reasons… I get it now.”
“I’m always a sucker for kids, really am,” Svidrigaïlov laughed. “Let me tell you something wild. The first time I came back here, I hit the scene, after seven years. I didn’t rush to reconnect with my old crew. I’ll skip them as long as I can. You know, when I was out in the country with Marfa Petrovna, I was obsessed with these places where you can find… well, a lot. Swear to you! The peasants have vodka, the bored young people waste their lives on crazy dreams and theories, the Jews are raking in cash, and everyone else is just partying. From the moment I got back, the town reeked of its usual smells. I stumbled into this… place—I like my spots gritty—it was a dance, supposedly, and the cancan was insane. Seriously, I'd never seen anything like it. That’s progress, right there. Then I saw this little girl, maybe thirteen, dressed nicely, dancing with some… expert, and another guy across from them. Her mom was just sitting on a chair by the wall. You wouldn't believe that cancan! The girl was embarrassed, blushing, then felt totally disrespected, and started crying. Her partner grabbed her and started spinning her around, showing off, and everyone was laughing—and, honestly, I even like this crowd, even the cancan crowd—they were shouting, ‘Serves her right! Shouldn’t bring kids!’ It’s not my place to decide if that thought made sense or not. I just figured out my plan, sat down next to the mom, and started by saying I was a stranger too, and that people here were rude and didn’t know how to treat decent people. I let her know I had money, and offered to take them home in my car. I took them home and got to know them. They were living in this tiny, awful apartment and had just arrived from the country. She said they considered knowing me an honor. I learned they had nothing and came to town for some legal stuff. I offered to help, with money too. Turns out, they accidentally ended up at the dance hall, thinking it was a real dance class. I offered to help the girl learn French and dancing. They jumped at the offer—it was an honor to them—and we’re still cool. We could go see them, if you want, but not right now.”
“Woah, hold up! Enough with your gross, messed-up stories, you depraved, freaky guy!”
“Schiller, you’re just like Schiller! O la vertu va-t-elle se nicher? But I’m gonna keep telling you these things just to hear you freak out!”
“Yeah, I guess. I can see I’m being ridiculous myself,” Raskolnikov muttered angrily.
Svidrigaïlov burst out laughing; finally he called Philip, paid the bill, and started to get up.
“Seriously, I’m wasted, assez causé,” he said. “It’s been a blast.”
“You think so? It must be a blast!” Raskolnikov said, getting up. “No doubt it’s a thrill for a washed-up loser to describe adventures like that with a crazy plan in his head—especially under these circumstances and to a guy like me… It’s a rush!”
 “Seriously, if you’re gonna go there,” Svidrigaïlov said, checking out Raskolnikov with a little surprise. “You’re a total cynic yourself, you know? You’ve got plenty to be one, anyway. You get it… and you can do a lot too. But whatever. I’m really bummed we didn’t chat more, but I’m not gonna forget about you… Just you wait.”
Svidrigaïlov headed out of the restaurant. Raskolnikov followed. He wasn't super drunk, actually; the wine had just hit him for a sec, but it was wearing off quick. He was totally focused on something important and had this frown going. He seemed hyped up and nervous, like he was waiting for something big to happen. The way he was talking to Raskolnikov had changed in the last few minutes—he was getting way more rude and sarcastic every second. Raskolnikov picked up on it and felt uneasy himself. He got super suspicious of Svidrigaïlov and decided to tail him.
They stepped onto the sidewalk.
“You go right, I’ll go left, or whatever. Later, mon plaisir, we’ll bump into each other again.”
And he turned right, heading toward the Hay Market.
Chapter 5

Raskolnikov trailed after him.
“What’s this?” Svidrigaïlov spun around, “I thought I said…”
“It means I’m not letting you out of my sight now.”
“Seriously?”
They both froze, staring each other down, like they were sizing each other up.
“From all your half-drunk stories,” Raskolnikov snapped, “I’m pretty sure you haven’t given up on my sister, and you’re actually working harder than ever. I heard my sister got a letter this morning. You’ve been practically bouncing off the walls all day…. You might have found a wife along the way, but that doesn’s change anything. I need to be sure myself.”
Raskolnikov couldn’t even say exactly what he wanted to know.
“Seriously! I’m calling the cops!”
“Go ahead!”
They stood there facing off for a minute. Finally, Svidrigaïlov’s expression changed. Once he saw Raskolnikov wasn’t scared of his threat, he put on a playful, friendly face.
“What a guy! I purposely didn’t bring up your whole situation, even though I’m dying to know. It’s a wild story. I’m putting it off for now, but you’re enough to wake the dead…. Alright, let’s go, but heads up, I’m just heading home for a sec to grab some cash, then I’m locking up the place, taking a cab, and hitting the Islands for the evening. You coming?”
“I’m going to your place, not to see you, but Sofya Semyonovna, to apologize for missing the funeral.”
“Whatever. But Sofya Semyonovna isn’t home. She took the three kids to an old, wealthy lady, a patron of some orphanages, who I used to know. I charmed the old lady by dropping some serious money with her to provide for Katerina Ivanovna’s three kids, and I’m also donating to the institution. I told her the whole story about Sofya Semyonovna, holding nothing back. It totally blew her mind. That’s why Sofya Semyonovna’s been invited to call at the X. Hotel today where the lady’s staying.”
“Doesn’t matter, I’ll still go.”
“Suit yourself, I don’t care, but I’m not coming with you. We’re home now. By the way, I’m convinced you’re suspicious of me just because I’ve been so careful and haven’t bothered you with questions... you get me? It seemed weird to you; I bet that’s it. Well, it teaches you to be delicate!”
“And to eavesdrop!”
“Ha, that’s it, huh?” Svidrigaïlov laughed. “Yeah, I would have been surprised if you let that one slide after everything that’s happened. Ha-ha! Though I did get a sense of the pranks you’ve been pulling and telling Sofya Semyonovna about, what was the point of it? Maybe I’m just old-fashioned and don’t get it. For real, explain it to me, my boy. Lay out the latest theories!”
“You couldn’t have heard anything. You’re making it all up!”
“But I’m not talking about that (though I did hear something). No, I’m talking about the way you keep sighing and groaning now. The Schiller in you is in revolt every second, and now you’re telling me not to listen at doors. If that’s how you feel, go inform the police that you had a little mishap: you made a small error in your theory. But if you’re convinced that one shouldn’t listen at doors, but one can murder old women at one’s pleasure, you’d better be off to America and hurry up. Run, young man! There might still be time. I’m being serious. Don’t you have the money? I’ll cover the fare.”
“I’m not thinking about that at all,” Raskolnikov interrupted, disgusted.
 “I get it (but seriously, don’t go out of your way, don’t even talk about it if you don’t want to). You’re stressing over some stuff—moral stuff, right? Like, your duties as a person and a citizen? Just forget about it all. It's nothing to you, haha! You’ll say you’re still a man and a citizen. If so, you shouldn’t have gotten yourself into this mess. It’s pointless to take on something you’re not ready for. So, you should just end it, or do you not even want to?”
“You’re trying to rile me up, to make me ditch you.”
“What a weirdo! But here we are. Welcome to the stairs. See, that’s the way to Sofya Semyonovna. Look, nobody’s home. You don’t believe me? Ask Kapernaumov. She leaves the key with him. Here’s Madame de Kapernaumov herself. Hey, what? She’s a little deaf. Has she gone out? Where? Did you hear? She’s not in and won’t be back until late tonight, probably. Well, come to my room; you wanted to see me, right? Here we are. Madame Resslich’s not home. She’s always busy, a really great woman, I promise.... She could have been helpful if you’d been a little more sensible. Now, look! I’m pulling out this five-percent bond from the bureau—see how many I still have—this one’s getting cashed today. I can’t waste any more time. The bureau’s locked, the apartment’s locked, and here we are again on the stairs. Should we grab a cab? I’m heading to the Islands. Wanna a ride? I’m taking this carriage. Ah, you’re saying no? You’re beat! Come for a drive! I think it’s gonna rain. Never mind, we’ll put down the hood...."
Svidrigaïlov was already in the carriage. Raskolnikov realized his suspicions were probably off, at least for now. Without saying a word, he turned and walked back towards the Hay Market. If he’d just looked back, he could have seen Svidrigaïlov get out not a hundred paces away, ditch the cab, and walk along the sidewalk. But he’d turned the corner and couldn’t see anything. He felt seriously disgusted by Svidrigaïlov.
“To think I even considered asking for help from that crude jerk, that depraved creep and loser!” he yelled.
Raskolnikov’s judgment was a little too quick and harsh: there was something about Svidrigaïlov that gave him a certain unique, even mysterious vibe. As for his sister, Raskolnikov was sure Svidrigaïlov wouldn’t leave her alone. But it was too exhausting and unbearable to keep thinking about it.
When he was alone, he hadn’t even gone twenty paces before he sank into deep thought, like always. On the bridge, he stopped by the railing and started staring at the water. And his sister was standing right next to him.
He passed her at the entrance to the bridge without even seeing her. Dounia had never run into him like that on the street before and was totally freaked out. She froze and didn’t know whether to call out to him or not. Suddenly, she saw Svidrigaïlov coming quickly from the direction of the Hay Market.
He seemed to be approaching carefully. He didn’t go onto the bridge, but stood aside on the sidewalk, trying not to get noticed by Raskolnikov. He’s been watching her for a while and was trying to signal to her. She thought he was trying to tell her not to talk to her brother, but to come to him.
That’s what Dounia did. She slipped past her brother and went up to Svidrigaïlov.
“Let’s get out of here,” Svidrigaïlov whispered to her, “I don’t want Rodion Romanovitch to know we met. I’m telling you, I was sitting with him in the restaurant nearby, and he came looking for me. I had a tough time getting rid of him. He’s somehow heard about my letter to you and suspects something. It wasn’t you who told him, of course, but if not you, then who?”
 “Okay, we’re past the corner now,” Dounia cut in, “and my brother won’t see us. Look, I’m not going any further with this. You gotta tell me here. You can spill it all in the street.”
“First off, I can’t say it in the street; secondly, you gotta have Sofya Semyonovna hear this too; and thirdly, I’m gonna show you some papers.... Ugh, fine, if you’re not coming with me, I’m not gonna explain anything and I’m leaving right now. But seriously, don’t forget that I know a really huge, kinda crazy secret about your brother.”
Dounia froze, looking at Svidrigaïlov with a searching look in her eyes.
“What are you scared of?” he asked quietly. “This isn’t the countryside. And even back home, you did more damage to me than I did to you.”
“Did you tell Sofya Semyonovna?”
“Nah, I haven’t said a word to her, and I’m not even sure if she’s home right now. But probably. She buried her stepmom today—she’s not exactly hitting up social events today, you know? For now, I don’t want to talk about it with anyone, and I kinda regret even bringing it up to you. A little slip-up is like a total betrayal when it comes to something like this. I live there, in that building—that's the porter, by the way, he knows me really well; see, he’s bowing? He sees I’m with a lady, and he’s probably already noticed your face. That’s good if you’re nervous and suspicious about me. Sorry for being so blunt. I don’t have my own apartment; Sofya Semyonovna’s room is next to mine—she rents the place next door. The whole floor is basically just rented out rooms. Why are you acting like a little kid? Am I really that terrifying?”
Svidrigaïlov’s lips were twisted in a fake smile, but he was seriously stressed. His heart was pounding, and he could barely breathe. He spoke louder than usual to hide his growing excitement. But Dounia was so annoyed by his comment that she was scared of him and thought he was totally awful.
“Even though I know you’re not exactly the most honorable guy, I’m not scared of you,” she said, trying to sound cool, but her face was super pale.
Svidrigaïlov stopped at Sonia’s room.
“Let me check if she’s home.... Nope. How lame! But I bet she’ll be back soon. If she’s out, it’s probably to see a lady about the orphans. Their mom’s dead.... I’ve been messing around and trying to sort things out for them. If Sofya Semyonovna doesn’t come back in like, ten minutes, I’ll send her to you, today if you want. This is my place. These are my two rooms. Madame Resslich, my landlady, has the room next door. Now, check this out. I’m gonna show you my biggest piece of evidence: this door from my bedroom leads into two totally empty rooms that I’m renting out. Here they are… You gotta look at them closely.”
Svidrigaïlov’s rooms were pretty decent, furnished. Dounia looked around suspiciously, but didn't see anything that stood out about the furniture or the layout. Still, there was something to notice—like, Svidrigaïlov’s place was sandwiched between two sets of mostly empty apartments. His rooms weren’t entered directly from the hall, but through the landlady’s two almost empty rooms. Unlocking a door leading out of his bedroom, Svidrigaïlov showed Dounia the two empty rooms that were available to rent. Dounia stopped in the doorway, not sure what she was supposed to be looking at, but Svidrigaïlov rushed to explain.
 “Look, check out this second big room. See that door? It’s locked. There’s just one chair in both rooms, and I brought it over from my place so I could listen better. Right on the other side of the door is Sofya Semyonovna’s table; she was sitting there talking to Rodion Romanovitch. And I sat right here for two evenings in a row, for like, two hours each time—and yeah, I definitely picked up some stuff, what do you think?”
“You were listening?”
“Totally. Now, let’s head back to my room; we can’t just hang out here.”
He led Avdotya Romanovna back to his living room and offered her a chair. He sat down across the table, like, seven feet away, but there was probably that same creepy vibe in his eyes that once freaked Dounia out. She shivered and looked around again, kinda nervously. It was automatic; she didn’t want to seem like she was worried. But the isolated spot of Svidrigaïlov’s apartment suddenly hit her. She wanted to ask if his landlady even lived there, but she was too proud to ask. Plus, she had something else on her mind, way bigger than being scared for herself. She was seriously stressed out.
“Here’s your letter,” she said, putting it on the table. “Is what you wrote actually true? You’re hinting at a crime my brother did. You’re hinting at it way too much; you can’t even deny it now. I already heard this crazy story before you wrote, and I don’t believe a word of it. It’s totally gross and ridiculous. I know how and why it was made up. You don’t have any proof. You promised you’d prove it. Spill it! But let me warn you, I don’t believe you! I don’t believe you!”
Dounia said this, rushing through her words, and her face flushed for a second.
“If you didn’t believe it, why risk coming alone to my place? Why are you even here? Just out of curiosity?”
“Don’t mess with me. Just tell me!”
“Okay, you’re definitely brave. Seriously, I thought you’d have Mr. Razumihin walk you here. But he wasn’t with you, not even close. I was watching. It’s awesome that you wanted to spare Rodion Romanovitch. But everything about you is just…divine. About your brother, what am I supposed to say? You just saw him yourself. What did you think?”
“That’s not all you’re basing this on, right?”
“No, not just that. But on his own words. He came here two nights in a row to see Sofya Semyonovna. I showed you where they sat. He confessed everything to her. He’s a murderer. He killed an old woman, a pawnbroker, who he’s pawned stuff with. He killed her sister too, a traveling saleswoman named Lizaveta, who happened to be there when he was killing her sister. He killed them with an axe he brought. He killed them to rob them, and he did rob them. He took money and stuff.... He told all of this, every word, to Sofya Semyonovna, the only person who knows his secret. But she hasn’t done anything—not with words or actions—to help him; she was as horrified as you are now. Don’t worry, she won’t rat him out.”
“It can’t be,” muttered Dounia, her lips pale. She gasped for air. “It can’t be. There wasn’t any reason, no basis for it… It’s a lie, a lie!”
“He robbed her, that was the reason—he took money and things. He admits he didn’t use the money or the things, but hid them under a rock, where they still are. But he was too scared to use them.”
“But how could he steal, rob? How could he even think about it?” cried Dounia, and she jumped up from the chair. “You know him, you’ve seen him—can he be a thief?”
She seemed to be begging Svidrigaïlov; she’d completely forgotten to be afraid.
 “There are tons and tons of possibilities, Avdotya Romanovna. A thief steals and knows he’s a bad guy, but I heard of a total VIP who broke into the mail. Seriously! Who knows, maybe he thought he was doing the right thing! I wouldn’t have believed it if anyone told me, but I heard it myself. He even explained everything to Sofya Semyonovna, but she didn’t believe it at first, though she saw it with her own eyes eventually.”
“Wait… what were the reasons?”
“It’s a long story, Avdotya Romanovna. Basically—it’s like a theory, you know? I think, for example, that one mistake is okay if the main goal is good, like one bad thing followed by a ton of good ones! It’s annoying, though, for a talented, super-confident guy to know that if he had just three grand, his whole life would be different—but he doesn't have it. Add to that, being stressed out from being hungry, living in a dump, wearing rags, and feeling like a big deal because of his social status and his mom’s and sister’s status too. Mostly, though, it’s ego, pride, and ego—even though he probably has some good qualities too… I’m not blaming him, okay? Plus, it’s not my business. There was also this weird little theory—another theory—dividing people into “material” people and “superior” people, people to whom the law doesn't apply because they’re so awesome, and they make the laws for everyone else, the “material” people, that is. It sounds cool as a theory, like any other theory. Napoleon really impressed him, you know? What got to him was that a bunch of geniuses haven’t hesitated to do wrong, just breaking the rules without even thinking about it. He thought he was a genius too—at least, he believed it for a while. He’s been hurting a lot and still is, because he wanted to come up with a theory, but he couldn't boldly break the law, so he’s not a genius. And that's embarrassing for a proud young guy, especially these days…”
“But what about feeling bad? Are you saying he has no morals? Is he like that?”
“Ah, Avdotya Romanovna, everything’s a mess now; it never really was in great shape. Russians, in general, have big ideas, Avdotya Romanovna—as big as our country—and they’re super into the fantastical and chaotic. But it’s a bummer to be big-thinking without being a genius. Remember all the talks we had on this topic, sitting on the terrace after dinner? You used to call me out for being too open-minded! Who knows, maybe we were talking at the exact time he was lying here figuring out his plan. We don't have a lot of sacred traditions, especially in educated circles, Avdotya Romanovna. At best, someone will just make them up themselves from books or some old history book. But those are mostly for scholars and old-timers, so it would be almost rude for a social butterfly. You know my opinions in general, though. I never blame anyone. I just… don’t do anything. But we’re talked about this before. I was so glad to get you interested in my ideas… You look really pale, Avdotya Romanovna.”
“I know his theory. I read that article of his about people to whom all is permitted. Razumihin brought it to me.”
“Mr. Razumihin? Your brother’s article? In a magazine? There’s an article like that? I didn’t know. It must be interesting. But where are you going, Avdotya Romanovna?”
“I want to see Sofya Semyonovna,” Dounia said quietly. “How do I get to her? She’s probably already inside. I have to see her right away. Maybe she…”
Avdotya Romanovna couldn’t finish. She literally ran out of breath.
 “Sofya Semyonovna won’t be back until tonight, I think. She was supposed to be back already, but if not, she’s not coming back until really late.”
“You’re lying! I see it... you were lying the whole time.... I don’t believe you! I don’t believe you!” cried Dounia, totally losing it.
Almost fainting, she sank into a chair that Svidrigaïlov quickly handed her.
“Avdotya Romanovna, what’s wrong? Calm down! Here, drink some water....”
He sprinkled some water on her. Dounia shuddered and started to come around.
“That was intense,” Svidrigaïlov muttered to himself, frowning. “Avdotya Romanovna, chill out! Believe me, he has friends. We’ll save him. Wanna me to get him out of the country? I’m loaded, I can grab a ticket in like three days. And as for what he did, he’s gonna do tons of good stuff to make up for it. Seriously, he could even become a great man. How are you doing? How do you feel?”
“You’ve got to be kidding me! To joke about this? Let me go…”
“Where are you going?”
“To him. Where is he? Do you know? Why is this door locked? We came in through that door, and now it’s locked. When did you lock it?”
“We couldn’t be yelling about this all over the place. I’m not trying to be insensitive, it’s just… I’m tired of talking like this. But how can you go in that state? You’ll betray him! You’ll drive him to lose it, and he’s gonna turn himself in. Seriously, they’re already watching him, they’re on his trail. You’re just giving him away. Just wait a bit: I saw him and was talking to him just now. He can still be saved. Just wait, sit down; let’s figure this out together. I asked you to come here so we could talk about it alone and think it through. But please, sit down!”
“How can you save him? Can he really be saved?”
Dounia sat down. Svidrigaïlov sat down next to her.
“It all depends on you, on you, on you alone,” he began, his eyes practically glowing, almost whispering, struggling to get the words out because he was so emotional.
Dounia recoiled from him in alarm. He was shaking all over, too.
“Just… one word from you, and he’s saved. I… I’ll save him. I’m loaded and I’m connected. I’ll get him out of here fast. I’ll get a passport, two passports, one for him and one for me. I have friends… really capable people…. If you want, I’ll get a passport for you… for your mom…. What do you even want with Razumihin? I’m into you too… I’m crazy about you… Let me just kiss the hem of your dress, let me, let me… The way it rustles is driving me wild. Just tell me, ‘do this,’ and I’ll do it. I’ll do anything—anything! Don’t, don’t look at me like that. Do you know that you’re killing me?”
He was practically losing it. Something seemed to snap inside him. Dounia jumped up and ran to the door.
“Open it! Open it!” she yelled, shaking the door. “Open it! Is anyone there?”
Svidrigaïlov got up and seemed to snap back to reality. His still-trembling lips slowly twisted into an angry, mocking smile.
“No one’s home,” he said quietly and firmly. “The landlady went out, and it’s pointless to yell like that. You’re just making yourself more upset.”
“Where’s the key? Open the door now, base man!”
“I lost the key and can’t find it.”
“This is ridiculous!” cried Dounia, turning as pale as death. She rushed to the farthest corner and quickly barricaded herself with a little table.
She didn’t scream, but she stared at her tormentor, watching every move he made.
Svidrigaïlov remained standing at the other end of the room, facing her. He looked calm, at least on the surface, but his face was as pale as before. The mocking smile didn’t leave his face.
 “You were talking about being outraged just now, Avdotya Romanovna. So, yeah, I took steps. Sofya Semyonovna isn’t here. The Kapernaumovs are way out—there are five locked rooms between us. I’m way stronger than you are, and I’m not afraid of anything, plus, you couldn’t complain about it later. You wouldn't actually betray your brother, would you? Besides, nobody would believe you. How would a girl even visit a guy alone in his place? So, even if you did throw your brother under the bus, you couldn’t prove anything. It’s really hard to prove an assault, Avdotya Romanovna.”
“You jerk!” whispered Dounia, totally annoyed.
“Whatever, but I was just saying that in general. Honestly, I think you’re right—violence is awful. I just wanted to show you that you don't need to feel guilty, even if… you were willing to save your brother on your own, like I’m suggesting. You’d just be going with the flow, giving in to violence, if you catch my drift. Think about it. Your brother and your mom’s fate is in your hands. I’ll be your slave… for the rest of my life… I’ll wait here.”
Svidrigaïlov plopped down on the sofa, about eight steps from Dounia. She knew he was serious now. Plus, she knew him. Suddenly, she pulled a revolver out of her pocket, cocked it, and put it on the table in her hand. Svidrigaïlov jumped up.
“Aha! So that’s how it is, huh?” he said, surprised but grinning mischievously. “Well, you’ve totally made things easier for me, Avdotya Romanovna. But where did you get the revolver? Was it Mr. Razumihin? Wait, that’s my revolver, an old friend! And I’ve been hunting for it! All those shooting lessons I gave you in the countryside weren’t for nothing.”
“It’s not your revolver, it belonged to Marfa Petrovna, who you killed, you monster! Nothing of yours was in her house. I took it when I started to suspect what you were capable of. If you take one step closer, I swear I’ll shoot you.” She was freaking out.
“But your brother? I’m just curious,” said Svidrigaïlov, still standing there.
“Tell, if you want to! Don’t move! Don’t come any closer! I’ll shoot! You poisoned your wife, I know; you’re a murderer yourself!” She kept the revolver ready.
“Are you so sure I poisoned Marfa Petrovna?”
“You did! You hinted it yourself; you talked to me about poison…. I know you went to get it… you had it ready… it was your doing… it had to be your doing… you jerk!”
“Even if that were true, it would have been for your sake… you would have been the reason.”
“You’re lying! I’ve always hated you, always…”
“Oho, Avdotya Romanovna! You seem to have forgotten how you softened toward me during all that propaganda. I saw it in your eyes. Do you remember that moonlight night, when the nightingale was singing?”
“That’s a lie,” there was a flash of fury in Dounia’s eyes, “that’s a lie and a total fabrication!”
“A lie? Fine, it’s a lie. I made it up. Women shouldn’t be reminded of stuff like that,” he smiled. “I know you’re going to shoot, you pretty wild thing. Well, shoot away!”
Dounia raised the revolver, and deadly pale, stared at him, measuring the distance and waiting for him to move. Her lower lip was white and trembling and her big black eyes flashed like fire. He’s never seen her so gorgeous. The fire glowing in her eyes when she raised the revolver seemed to ignite him, and there was a pang of anguish in his heart. He took a step forward and a shot rang out. The bullet grazed his hair and flew into the wall behind. He stood still and laughed softly.
 “Ugh, a wasp stung me! She went straight for my head. What the—? Blood?” he pulled out his handkerchief to wipe the blood, which was trickling down his temple. It looked like the bullet barely grazed him.
Dounia lowered the gun and stared at Svidrigaïlov, not really scared, but totally freaked out. She seemed lost, like she didn't even know what she was doing or what was going on.
“Well, you missed! Try again, I’ll wait,” Svidrigaïlov said softly, still smiling, but with a dark look in his eyes. “If you keep messing up like that, I’ll grab you before you even get a chance to reload.”
Dounia jumped, quickly cocked the pistol and raised it again.
“Leave me alone!” she cried in desperation. “I swear, I’ll shoot again. I… I’ll kill you.”
“Okay… at this close range, you’re practically guaranteed to hit. But if you don’t…” His eyes flashed, and he took two steps forward. Dounia fired again: it misfired.
“You didn’t load it right. Never mind, you’re still got another shot in there. Get it ready, I’ll wait.”
He stood facing her, just two feet away, waiting and staring at her with a wild, intense look, like he was totally set on something. Dounia realized he’d rather die than let her go. “And… now she’s going to kill him, at two paces!” Suddenly, she tossed the revolver away.
“She dropped it!” Svidrigaïlov said, surprised, and he took a deep breath. It was like a weight lifted off his chest—maybe not just the fear of dying, because he probably didn't even feel that right now. It was more like he was relieved from another feeling, darker and way more bitter, that he couldn’t even put into words.
He went to Dounia and gently put his arm around her waist. She didn’t resist, but, trembling like crazy, looked at him with pleading eyes. He tried to say something, but his lips moved without making a sound.
“Let me go,” Dounia begged. Svidrigaïlov shuddered. Her voice now sounded totally different.
“So… you don’t love me?” he asked softly. Dounia shook her head.
“And… you can’t? Ever?” he whispered in despair.
“Never!”
There was a moment of intense, silent struggle in Svidrigaïlov’s heart. He looked at her with an indescribable look. Suddenly, he pulled his arm away, turned quickly toward the window, and stood facing it. Another moment passed.
“Here’s the key.”
He took it out of the left pocket of his coat and put it on the table behind him, without turning or looking at Dounia.
“Take it! Hurry!”
He stared stubbornly out of the window. Dounia went to the table to grab the key.
“Hurry! Hurry!” repeated Svidrigaïlov, still without turning or moving. But there was a really scary meaning in the way he said “hurry.”
Dounia understood, snatched up the key, flew to the door, unlocked it quickly, and rushed out of the room. A minute later, totally freaked out, she ran out onto the canal bank in the direction of X Bridge.
Svidrigaïlov stood at the window for three minutes. Finally, he slowly turned, looked around, and wiped his forehead with his hand. A weird smile twisted his face—a pathetic, sad, weak smile, a smile of total despair. The blood, which was already drying, smeared his hand. He glared at it, then wet a towel and washed his temple. The revolver that Dounia had thrown away lay near the door and suddenly caught his eye. He picked it up and examined it. It was a small, old-fashioned pocket pistol with three barrels. There were still two charges and one capsule left in it. It could be fired again. He thought for a moment, put the revolver in his pocket, grabbed his hat, and went out.
Chapter 6

He spent that evening hopping between dive bars until ten o’clock. Katia showed up too, belting out another sad song about how some
“total jerk”
“started hitting on Katia.”
Svidrigaïlov bought drinks for Katia, the organ-grinder, a bunch of singers, the waiters, and two little clerks. He was especially drawn to these clerks—they both had crooked noses, one bent left and the other right. They finally took him to a cheap amusement park, where he paid for everyone to get in. There was one skinny three-year-old pine tree and three bushes, plus a “Vauxhall”—basically a bar where they also served tea, with a few green tables and chairs scattered around. A chorus of terrible singers and a drunk, seriously bummed-out German clown from Munich with a red nose were entertaining the crowd. The clerks started arguing with some other clerks, and a fight seemed like it was about to break out. Svidrigaïlov was chosen to settle it. He listened to them for fifteen minutes, but they were shouting so loud he couldn’t understand a word. All he could tell was that one of them had stolen something and even managed to sell it to a Jewish guy, but wouldn’t share the loot with his friend. Finally, it turned out the stolen item was a teaspoon from the Vauxhall. It was noticed, and things started to get messy. Svidrigaïlov paid for the spoon, stood up, and walked out of the park. It was around six o’clock. He hadn't had a drop of wine the whole time and had ordered tea more for appearances than anything.
It was a dark and muggy evening. Dark storm clouds rolled in around ten o’clock. Then the thunder crashed, and the rain came down in sheets. It wasn’t just drops; it was a constant stream of water hitting the ground. Lightning flashed every minute, and each flash lasted long enough to count five.
Soaked to the bone, he headed home, locked himself in, opened his desk, took out all his money, and ripped up a couple of papers. Then, shoving the money in his pocket, he was about to change his clothes, but looking out the window and listening to the thunder and rain, he decided against it, grabbed his hat, and went out of the room without locking the door. He went straight to Sonia. She was at home.
She wasn’t alone: the four Kapernaumov kids were with her. She was giving them tea. She received Svidrigaïlov in respectful silence, looking at his dripping clothes with a surprised look. The kids all scattered in a total panic.
Svidrigaïlov sat down at the table and asked Sonia to sit beside him. She nervously prepared to listen.
“I might be heading to America, Sofya Semyonovna,” said Svidrigaïlov, “and since I’m probably seeing you for the last time, I’ve come to make some arrangements. So, did you see the lady today? I already know what she told you, you don’t need to tell me.” (Sonia made a movement and blushed.) “Those people do things their own way. As for your sisters and your brother, they’ve been taken care of, and the money I’ve set aside for them is safely kept, with receipts. You should keep track of those receipts, just in case anything happens. Here, take them! Well, that’s settled. Here are three five-percent bonds worth three thousand rubles. Take those for yourself, totally for yourself, and let’s keep that between us, so no one knows about it, no matter what you hear. You’ll need the money, because living like this, Sofya Semyonovna, isn’t good, and besides, there’s no need for it anymore.”
“I owe you so much, and the kids and my stepmother owe you so much,” said Sonia quickly, “and if I’ve said so little... please don’t think…”
“That’s enough! That’s enough!”
 “But seriously, about the money, Arkady, I’m really grateful, but I don’t need it right now. I can totally make my own money. Don’t think I’m ungrateful. If you’re feeling generous, this money…”
“It’s for you, for you, Sofya, and please, don’t waste your breath. I’m short on time. You’re gonna need it. Rodion has two options: a bullet or Siberia.” (Sonia looked at him, totally freaked out, and started to speak.) “Don’t worry, I know everything from him, and I’m not a blabbermouth; I won’t tell a soul. It was good advice when you told him to turn himself in and confess. It would be way better for him. Okay, so if it’s Siberia, you’re going, and you’ll follow him. Right? And you’ll need money. You’ll need it for him, get it? Giving it to you is like me giving it to him. Plus, you promised Amalia you’d pay what you owe. I heard you. Seriously, how can you take on these kinds of commitments so carelessly, Sofya? It was Katerina’s debt, not yours, so you shouldn’t have even acknowledged the German woman. You can’t get by in the world like that. If anyone ever asks about me—tomorrow or the day after—don’t mention me coming to see you, and don’t show anyone the money or say a word about it. Alright, bye.” (He stood up.) “Give Rodion my best. By the way, you should keep the money for now with Razumihin. You know Razumihin, right? He’s a good dude. Take it to him tomorrow, or… when the time comes. And until then, hide it somewhere safe.”
Sonia also jumped up from her chair, looking totally distressed at Svidrigaïlov. She wanted to talk, to ask a question, but for a moment she couldn’t and didn't know where to start.
“How can you… how can you just leave now, in this rain?”
“Seriously? Going to America and being stopped by rain? Ha, ha! Bye, Sofya, my dear! Live long and be helpful to others. Oh, by the way… tell Razumihin I send my best. Tell him Arkady Svidrigaïlov sends his best. Make sure you do.”
He left, leaving Sonia in a state of anxious worry and a feeling that something bad might happen.
Later that evening, at about eleven-thirty, he made another, really weird and unexpected visit. The rain was still coming down hard. Soaked, he walked into the small apartment where his fiancée's parents lived, on Third Street on Vassilyevsky Island. He knocked for a while before they let him in, and his visit initially caused a lot of confusion. But Svidrigaïlov could be super charming when he wanted to be, so the parents’ initial thought that he’s probably had way too much to drink and doesn’t know what he’s doing disappeared pretty quickly. The elderly father was brought in to see Svidrigaïlov by the kind and sensible mother, who, as usual, started the conversation with a bunch of irrelevant questions. She never asked a direct question, but would start by smiling and rubbing her hands, and then, if she needed to find something out—like when Svidrigaïlov wanted to get married—she’s start with interested and eager questions about Paris and court life there, and only gradually bring the conversation around to Third Street. This had been really impressive before, but this time Arkady seemed really impatient and insisted on seeing his fiancée right away, even though they’d already told him she was asleep. Of course, the girl came out.
 Svidrigaïlov told her right away that he had to leave Petersburg for a bit because of some really important stuff. So, he handed her fifteen thousand rubles and asked her to accept it as a gift—he’d been meaning to give it to her before they got married. It wasn't really clear why the gift was connected to his leaving so suddenly and why he had to visit them in the pouring rain at midnight. But it went surprisingly well; even the usual shocked reactions and questions were really few and under control. On the other hand, the gratitude was super heartfelt, and the most sensible mom got all teary-eyed. Svidrigaïlov stood up, laughed, kissed his fiancée, patted her cheek, and said he’s coming back soon. He noticed a mix of childlike curiosity and a serious, unspoken question in her eyes, so he looked at her and kissed her again. But inside, he was actually pretty annoyed that his gift would probably just get locked away by the most sensible of moms. He left them all totally hyped up, but the sweet mom quietly whispered and settled most of their doubts, deciding that Svidrigaïlov was a big deal—a man of serious affairs, connections, and serious money—who knew what he was up to? He could just randomly go on a trip and hand out cash whenever he felt like it, so it wasn’t that shocking. It was weird that he was soaked, sure, but like, Englishmen are even weirder, and all these high-society people don’t worry about what people say and don’t make a fuss. Maybe he showed up like that on purpose to show he wasn’t afraid of anyone. Above all, they shouldn't say a word about it, because who knows what could happen, and the money needed to be locked up—it was lucky that Fedosya, the cook, hadn’t left the kitchen yet. And definitely don't say anything to that old busybody, Madame Resslich, and so on. They whispered and talked until two in the morning, but the girl went to bed much earlier, totally stunned and a little sad.
Meanwhile, Svidrigaïlov, right at midnight, crossed the bridge heading back to the mainland. The rain had stopped, but the wind was howling. He started shivering, and for a moment, he stared at the dark waters of the Little Neva with a really intense, almost questioning look. But he quickly realized it was freezing standing by the water, so he turned and headed towards Y. Prospect. He walked down that endless street for a long time, almost half an hour, tripping over the wooden pavement a few times in the dark, but constantly looking for something on the right side of the street. He’d noticed recently that there was a hotel somewhere towards the end, built of wood, but pretty big, and he remembered the name was something like Adrianople. He was right: the hotel was so obvious in that forgotten place that he couldn’t miss it, even in the dark. It was a long, blackened wooden building, and despite the late hour, there were lights in the windows and signs of life inside. He went in and asked a scruffy guy who met him in the hallway for a room. The guy, sizing Svidrigaïlov up, straightened up and led him straight to a tiny, cramped room way down the hall, tucked under the stairs. There were no others available—all were taken. The scruffy guy looked at him curiously.
“Do you have tea?” asked Svidrigaïlov.
“Yeah, sir.”
“Anything else?”
“Veal, vodka, snacks.”
“Bring me tea and veal.”
“And you don’t want anything else?” he asked, looking surprised.
“Nothing, nothing.”
The scruffy guy went away, totally confused.
 “This has gotta be a cool spot,” Svidrigaïlov thought. “How did I not know about this? I probably look like I just rolled in from some crazy party and had a wild ride getting here. Wonder who’s been hanging out here?”
He lit the candle and really looked around. The room was super low – he could barely stand up straight! It had one window, and the bed, which was seriously gross, along with a basic chair and table, pretty much filled the whole space. The walls looked like just planks covered in old, beat-up wallpaper, so ripped and dusty you couldn’t even make out the pattern. You could still see the color—yellow—though. One wall ended abruptly because of the slanted ceiling, even though it wasn't an attic, just tucked under the stairs.
Svidrigaïlov put down the candle and plopped down on the bed, getting lost in thought. But a weird, constant mumbling coming from the next room caught his attention. It sometimes turned into a shout. The sound hadn’t stopped since he walked in. He listened closely: someone was yelling and practically crying while scolding, but he only heard one voice.
Svidrigaïlov got up, covered the light with his hand, and immediately saw light coming through a crack in the wall. He went over and peeked through. The room, which was a bit bigger than his, had two people in it. One, a guy with seriously curly hair and a bright red, angry face, was standing like a speaker, without his jacket, legs spread wide to keep his balance, and pounding his chest. He was tearing into the other guy for being a loser, for having nothing going for him. He said he’s the reason the other guy even had a shot, and he could kick him out whenever he wanted, and that only God knows what's really going on. The other guy was sitting in a chair and looked like he was desperately trying not to sneeze. He sometimes gave the speaker a confused, blank look, but obviously had no clue what he was talking about and barely seemed to be listening. A candle was burning down on the table; there were wine glasses, a nearly empty bottle of vodka, bread and cucumbers, and glasses with the remains of old tea. After checking it out, Svidrigaïlov turned away without a care and sat back down on the bed.
 The scruffy attendant, bringing the tea, couldn't resist asking him again if he wanted anything else, and got a negative reply again, so finally left. Svidrigaïlov quickly drank a glass of tea to warm up, but couldn’t eat anything. He started feeling feverish. He took off his coat and, wrapping himself in the blanket, lay down on the bed. He was annoyed. “It would’ve been better to be feeling good for the occasion,” he thought with a wry smile. The room was stuffy, the candle flickered low, the wind was howling outside, he heard a mouse scratching in the corner and the room smelled of mice and leather. He drifted off into a kind of daydream, one thought chasing another. He felt a need to focus his thoughts on something. “It must be a garden under the window,” he thought. “There’s a sound of trees. How much I hate the sound of trees on a stormy night, in the dark! It gives you a creepy feeling.” He remembered how he’d hated it when he walked past Petrovsky Park earlier. That reminded him of the bridge over the Little Neva, and he felt cold again like he had been standing there. “I’ve never liked water,” he thought, “even in a pretty view,” and he suddenly smiled again at a weird idea: “Surely now all these worries about taste and comfort shouldn’t matter, but I’ve become more picky, like an animal that chooses a special spot... for something like this. I should’ve gone into Petrovsky Park! I guess it seemed dark and cold, haha! Like I was looking for good vibes!... By the way, why haven’t I blown out the candle?” He blew it out. “They’ve gone to bed next door,” he thought, not seeing the light peeking through the crack. “Well, now, Marfa Petrovna, now’s your chance to show up; it’s dark, and the perfect time and place for you. But now you won’t come!”
He suddenly remembered how, just an hour before trying to do something to Dounia, he’d told Raskolnikov to leave her in Razumihin’s care. “I guess I really did say it, like Raskolnikov figured out, to mess with myself. But what a sneaky guy that Raskolnikov is! He’s been through a lot. He might be a successful trickster someday when he gets over his nonsense. But right now, he’s too eager for life. These young guys are embarrassing about that. But, whatever, let him do what he wants, it’s got nothing to do with me.”
He couldn’t fall asleep. Slowly, Dounia’s image appeared before him, and a shiver ran down his spine. “No, I gotta give up on all that now,” he thought, shaking himself. “I gotta think about something else. It’s weird and funny. I’m not a super angry person, I never really wanted to get revenge, and that’s a bad sign, a bad sign, a bad sign. I never liked fighting, and never lost my temper—that’s another bad sign. And the promises I made her just now, too—Damn it! But—who knows?—maybe she would’ve changed me somehow....”
He clenched his teeth and fell silent again. Again, Dounia’s image appeared before him, just as she was when, after shooting the first time, she’d lowered the revolver in terror and stared blankly at him, so that he could have grabbed her twice over and she wouldn’t have lifted a hand to defend herself if he hadn’t reminded her. He recalled how at that moment he’s almost felt sorry for her, how he’s felt a pang in his heart...
“Ugh! Damn it, these thoughts again! I gotta shut this down!”
 He was dozing off; the feverish shivers had stopped, when suddenly something seemed to run over his arm and leg under the covers. He jolted awake. “Ugh, seriously? I think it’s a mouse,” he thought, “probably from the veal I left on the table.” He really didn’t want to pull off the blanket, get up, and get cold, but then something icky ran over his leg again. He yanked off the blanket and lit the candle. Shaking with chills, he leaned over to check the bed: nothing there. He shook the blanket, and suddenly a mouse jumped out onto the sheet. He tried to catch it, but the mouse zipped around in zigzags, staying on the bed, slipped between his fingers, ran over his hand, and then darted under the pillow. He tossed the pillow, but in a flash, he felt something leap onto his chest and zip over his body and down his back under his shirt. He trembled and woke up completely.
The room was dark. He was lying in bed, wrapped up in the blanket like before. The wind was howling outside the window. “How gross,” he thought, annoyed.
He got up and sat on the edge of the bed with his back to the window. “It’s better to just not sleep,” he decided. But there was a cold, damp draft from the window, so without getting up, he pulled the blanket over himself and snuggled in. He wasn’t thinking about anything, and didn’t want to. But random images kept popping into his head—disconnected thoughts, no beginning or end. He started to feel sleepy again. Maybe it was the cold, or the dampness, or the dark, or the wind howling outside and shaking the trees, that made him crave something unreal. He kept picturing flowers—a gorgeous flower garden, a bright, warm, almost hot day, a holiday—Trinity Day. A beautiful, fancy country cottage, totally English style, overflowing with fragrant flowers, with flowerbeds all around the house. The porch, covered in climbing vines, was surrounded by rose bushes. A light, cool staircase, covered with thick rugs, was decorated with rare plants in fancy china pots. He especially loved the nosegays of delicate, white, heavily fragrant narcissus bending over their bright, green, thick stalks. He didn’t want to leave them, but he went up the stairs and into a big, high living room, and everywhere—at the windows, the doors to the balcony, and on the balcony itself—were flowers. The floors were scattered with freshly-cut fragrant hay, the windows were open, and a fresh, cool breeze filled the room. Birds were chirping outside the window, and in the middle of the room, on a table covered with a white satin cloth, stood a coffin. The coffin was covered in white silk and trimmed with a thick white ruffle; wreaths of flowers surrounded it on all sides. Among the flowers lay a girl in a white muslin dress, her arms crossed and pressed against her chest, as if sculpted from marble. But her long, blonde hair was wet; there was a wreath of roses on her head. Her serious, almost frozen face looked like it had been carved from marble too, and the smile on her pale lips was full of an enormous, adult-like sadness and a heartbreaking plea. Svidrigaïlov knew that girl; there was no holy image, no burning candle next to the coffin; no sound of prayers: the girl had drowned herself. She was only fourteen, but her heart was broken. And she had ended it all, crushed by an insult that had shocked and stunned her young soul, had stained that innocent purity with undeserved shame and ripped from her a final scream of despair, ignored and brutally dismissed, on a dark, wet night while the wind howled....
 Svidrigaïlov shook himself awake, got up from the bed, and headed to the window. He fumbled with the latch and popped it open. The wind slammed into the small room, stinging his face and chest – just a shirt on, so it felt like frost. Below the window, it looked like a garden, maybe even a nice hangout spot. Probably tea tables and music during the day. Now, raindrops flew in from the trees and bushes; it was pitch black, like a basement, so he could barely make out shapes. Svidrigaïlov leaned on the window sill, staring into the darkness for a good five minutes. Then, the boom of a cannon echoed through the night. “Ah, the signal! The river’s overflowing,” he thought. “By morning, it’s gonna be swirling down the street in the lower parts, flooding basements and cellars. The cellar rats will swim out, and people will be cursing in the rain and wind as they drag their stuff upstairs. What time is it?” And almost as soon as he thought it, a clock somewhere nearby, ticking like crazy, struck three.
“Aha! It’s gonna be light in an hour! Why wait? I’m heading straight to the park. I’ll find a huge bush soaked with rain, so as soon as my shoulder touches it, millions of drops drip down on me.”
He stepped away from the window, shut it, lit the candle, threw on his vest, overcoat, and hat, and headed out into the hallway, carrying the candle, looking for the ragged attendant who’s probably asleep somewhere amid candle stubs and junk, to pay him for the room and check out of the hotel. “This is the best time; I couldn’t have picked a better moment.”
He walked through a long, narrow hallway for a while without finding anyone, and was just about to call out, when suddenly, in a dark corner between an old cabinet and the door, he spotted something strange that looked like it was alive. He bent down with the candle and saw a little girl, no older than five, shivering and crying, her clothes as wet as a sopping-wet towel. She didn't seem scared of Svidrigaïlov, but looked at him with a blank, amazed expression from her big, black eyes. Now and then she sobbed like kids do after crying a long time, but starting to feel better. The child’s face was pale and tired, she was numb from the cold. “How did she get here? She must have hidden here and not slept all night.” He started asking her questions. The child suddenly perked up, chattering away in baby talk, something about “mommy” and that “mommy would beat her,” and about some cup she had “bwoken.” The child kept chattering on without stopping. He could only guess from what she said that she was a neglected kid, whose mom, probably a drunk cook working at the hotel, yelled and scared her; that the child had broken a cup of her mom’s and was so terrified she ran away the evening before, hid outside in the rain for a while, finally made her way in here, hid behind the cabinet, and spent the night there, crying and trembling from the damp, the darkness, and the fear that she’s gonna get a major beating for it. He scooped her up in his arms, went back to his room, sat her on the bed, and started taking her clothes off. The ripped shoes on her bare feet were as wet as if they’d been standing in a puddle all night. After he got her undressed, he put her on the bed, tucked her in, and wrapped her in the blanket from her head down. She fell asleep instantly. Then he sank back into gloomy thoughts again.
 “Seriously, why am I even worrying about this?” he decided, suddenly annoyed. “This is ridiculous!” Frustrated, he grabbed the candle to find the ragged helper again and just get out of there. “Ugh, that kid!” he thought as he opened the door, but then he turned back to check if the child was asleep. He carefully lifted the blanket. The child was sleeping soundly, warmed up under the blanket, and her pale cheeks were flushed. But weirdly, that flush seemed brighter and rougher than the rosy cheeks of a kid. “It’s a fever flush,” thought Svidrigaïlov. Like the flush you get from drinking, like she’s been given a full glass. Her bright red lips were hot and glowing; but wait, what was this? He suddenly thought her long, dark eyelashes were twitching, like her lids were opening and a sneaky, grown-up eye was peeking out with an unchildlike wink, like the little girl wasn’t asleep but pretending. Yeah, that’s what it was. Her lips parted in a smile. The corners of her mouth quivered, like she was trying to hold them back. But now she gave up, it was a grin, a big grin; there was something shameless, provocative in that totally unchildish face; it was depravity, it was the face of a harlot, the shameless face of a French harlot. Now both eyes opened wide; they gave him a glowing, shameless look; they were laughing, inviting him…. There was something unbelievably creepy and shocking in that laugh, in those eyes, in such nastiness on a child’s face. “What? At five years old?” Svidrigaïlov muttered, genuinely horrified. “What’s going on?” And now she turned to him, her little face all lit up, holding out her arms…. “Cursed kid!” Svidrigaïlov cried, raising his hand to hit her, but then he woke up.
He was still in the same bed, still wrapped in the blanket. The candle wasn't lit, and sunlight was streaming in through the windows.
“I had a crazy nightmare all night!” He got up angrily, feeling totally drained; his bones ached. There was a thick fog outside, and he couldn’t see anything. It was almost five. He’s overslept! He got up, threw on his still-damp jacket and overcoat. Feeling the revolver in his pocket, he pulled it out, then he sat down, took a notebook out of his pocket and on the title page, in big letters, wrote a few lines. Reading them over, he sank into thought with his elbows on the table. The revolver and the notebook lay beside him. Some flies woke up and landed on the untouched veal, which was still on the table. He stared at them and finally, with his free right hand, started trying to catch one. He tried until he was tired, but couldn’t catch it. Realizing he was caught up in this weird game, he jumped up and walked resolutely out of the room. A minute later, he was in the street.
A thick, milky fog hung over the town. Svidrigaïlov walked along the slippery, dirty wooden sidewalk towards the Little Neva. He was picturing the waters of the Little Neva swollen in the night, Petrovsky Island, the wet paths, the wet grass, the wet trees and bushes, and finally, the bush…. He started staring ill-humoredly at the houses, trying to think about something else. There wasn’t a cab or a passerby in the street. The bright yellow, wooden, little houses looked dirty and gloomy with their closed shutters. The cold and damp seeped into his whole body, and he started to shiver. From time to time, he came across shop signs and read each carefully. Finally, he reached the end of the wooden sidewalk and came to a big stone house. A dirty, shivering dog crossed his path with its tail between its legs. A man in a greatcoat lay face down; dead drunk, across the sidewalk. He looked at him and kept walking. A tall tower stood up on the left. “Bah!” he shouted, “this is the spot. Why should it be Petrovsky? There’s a witness anyway…”
 He almost cracked a smile at that thought and headed down the street toward the huge house with the tower. At the massive, locked gates, a short dude stood leaning against them, rocking a grey military coat and a shiny copper helmet—like, an Achilles helmet. He gave Svidrigaïlov a super sleepy, “whatever” look. His face always had that grumpy, downbeat vibe, you know? It’s just, like, always on people of Jewish heritage. They just stared at each other for a few minutes, no one saying anything. Then Achilles thought, “Seriously? A dude just standing three steps away, staring, and not saying a word? That’s kinda weird.”
“What’s up?” he asked, not moving or changing his spot.
“Nothing, man, morning,” answered Svidrigaïlov.
“Wrong place for this.”
“Heading overseas, dude.”
“Overseas?”
“America.”
“America.”
Svidrigaïlov pulled out a revolver and clicked it open. Achilles raised his eyebrows.
“Dude, this isn’t the time for jokes!”
“Why not?”
“Because it’s not.”
“Whatever. It’s a good spot. When they ask, you just say he was going, he said, to America.”
He put the revolver to his temple.
“You can’t do that here, it’s not the place,” Achilles blurted out, suddenly awake, his eyes getting huge.
Svidrigaïlov pulled the trigger.
Chapter 7

That day, around seven in the evening, Raskolnikov was heading to his mom and sister’s place—the apartment Razumihin found in Bakaleyev’s building. The stairs went straight up from the street. Raskolnikov walked with dragging steps, like he was still debating whether to even go. But there was no turning back; he’d made up his mind.
“Besides, it doesn’t even matter; they still don’t know anything,” he thought, “and they’re used to thinking I’m just a little weird.”
He looked totally wrecked: his clothes were ripped and filthy, soaked from a night in the rain. His face was almost unrecognizable from exhaustion, being out in the elements, and the internal struggle that had been going on for twenty-four hours straight. He’d spent the whole previous night alone, who knows where. But he’s reached a decision, for sure.
He knocked on the door, and his mom opened it. Dounia wasn’t home. Even the maid was out. At first, Pulcheria Alexandrovna was speechless with joy and surprise; then she grabbed his hand and pulled him into the room.
“There you are!” she started, her voice trembling with happiness. “Don’t be mad at me for greeting you like a total mess with tears; I’m laughing, not crying. Did you think I was crying? No, I’m so happy, but I’ve gotten into this dumb habit of tearing up. I’ve been like that ever since Dad died. I cry over everything. Sit down, sweetie, you must be beat; I can see it. Ugh, you're covered in mud.”
“I was out in the rain yesterday, Mom...” Raskolnikov began.
“No, no,” Pulcheria Alexandrovna rushed to interrupt, “you thought I was going to grill you like a nagging mom; don’t worry, I get it. I’ve learned the ropes here, and I can see things are better. I’ve made up my mind, once and for all: how could I understand your plans and expect you to explain them? God knows what you're up to, or what crazy ideas you’re cooking up; so it’s not my place to keep pestering you, asking what’s on your mind? But, seriously! why am I running around like I’m losing it...? I’m reading your article in the magazine for the third time, Rodya. Dmitri Prokofitch brought it to me. As soon as I saw it, I yelled to myself: ‘There, you goofball,’ I thought, ‘that’s what he’s been busy with; that’s the solution to the puzzle! Smart people are always like that. He probably has some new ideas swirling around in his head right now; he’s thinking them over, and I'm stressing him out.’ I read it, dear, and of course there was a ton I didn’t understand; but that’s just natural—how could I?”
“Show me, Mom.”
Raskolnikov grabbed the magazine and skimmed his article. Even though it felt totally out of place with his mood and situation, he felt that weird, bittersweet feeling every writer gets the first time they see themselves in print; plus, he was only twenty-three. It was just a brief moment. After reading a few lines, he frowned and his heart pounded with pain. He remembered all the internal conflict from the past few months. He slammed the article on the table with disgust and anger.
 “But seriously, Rodya, I can totally see you becoming a big deal—like, the big deal—in Russian thought. And they actually thought you were crazy! Can you believe it? They really did! Ugh, those people, they just didn’t get genius. And Dounia, she almost started to believe it too—what do you think about that? Your dad sent poems to magazines twice (I’m holding the manuscript, I’ll show you) and a whole novel the second time (I begged him to let me type it up) and we were practically praying they’d publish them—but they didn't! I was stressing about your food and clothes and how you were living, like, six or seven days ago. But now I realize how silly I was, because you can achieve anything you want with your brains and talent. You probably don't even care about that right now, you've got bigger stuff on your mind...."
“Dounia’s not home, Mom?”
“Nope, Rodya. I barely see her these days; she leaves me alone a lot. Dmitri Prokofitch comes by, which is really nice of him, and he always talks about you. He thinks you're awesome and respects you, honey. I’m not saying Dounia’s always super thoughtful, I’m not complaining. We all have our ways; she’s been keeping secrets lately, and you guys never keep secrets from me. Of course, I know Dounia’s smart and she loves me and you... but I don’t know where things are headed. You’re making me so happy just by showing up, Rodya, but she missed you because she was out. When she gets back, I’ll say, ‘Your brother stopped by while you were out. Where have you been?’ Don't spoil me, Rodya, you know that. Come when you can, but if you can’t, it’s okay, I can wait. I'll know you care about me, that's all I need. I'll read what you write, I'll hear about you from everyone, and sometimes you’ll come see me. What could be better? You're here now, comforting your mom, I see that.”
Here Pulcheria Alexandrovna started to cry.
“I’m back! Don’t worry about me being dramatic. Seriously, why am I even sitting here?” she cried, jumping up. “There’s coffee and I didn’t even offer you any. Oh my gosh, that’s just getting old. I’ll grab it, just a sec!”
“Mom, don’t worry about it, I’m heading out anyway. I didn’t come for that. Please, listen to me.”
Pulcheria Alexandrovna approached him hesitantly.
“Mom, no matter what happens, no matter what you hear about me, no matter what people tell you, will you always love me like you do now?” he asked suddenly, from the bottom of his heart, without really thinking about it or considering the words.
“Rodya, Rodya, what’s wrong? How can you even ask me that? Who’s going to tell me anything about you? Besides, I wouldn’t believe anyone, I wouldn’t even listen.”
“I came to tell you that I’ve always loved you and I’m glad we’re alone, even glad Dounia’s out,” he continued, driven by the same impulse. “I came to tell you that even though you might be unhappy, you have to believe that your son loves you more than himself, and that everything you thought about me—that I was cold and didn’t care—was wrong. I’ll never stop loving you.... Okay, that’s enough: I just needed to say that and get it off my chest...."
Pulcheria Alexandrovna hugged him silently, holding him close and crying softly.
 “I don’t know what’s up with you, Rodya,” she said finally. “I’m starting to think I’m just boring you, and now I see there's some big trouble coming your way, and that's why you’re so down. I've been feeling it for a while, Rodya. Sorry for bringing it up. I keep thinking about it and can't sleep at night. Your sister was talking in her sleep all night, just rambling about you. I caught a few words, but couldn’t make them out. I felt like I was gonna be hanged all morning, waiting for something, expecting something, and now it’s here! Rodya, Rodya, where are you going? Are you just leaving?”
“Yeah.”
“That’s what I thought! I can come with you, you know, if you need me. And Dounia, too; she’s crazy about you—and Sofya Semyonovna could come with us if you want. See, I think of her like a daughter, even... Dmitri Prokofitch will help us out. But… where… are you going?”
“Good-bye, Mom.”
“What, today?” she cried, like she was losing him forever.
“I can’t stay, I gotta go now…”
“And I can’t come with you?”
“No, but kneel down and pray to God for me. Maybe your prayers will reach Him.”
“Let me bless you and cross you. That’s right, that’s right. Oh, God, what are we even doing?”
Yeah, he was relieved, really relieved that nobody else was there, that he was alone with his mom. For the first time in months, his heart felt a little softer. He dropped to his knees, kissed her feet, and they both cried, hugging each other. And she didn’t question him this time. She’s known for a few days that something awful was happening to her son and that some terrible moment had arrived.
“Rodya, my darling, my firstborn,” she sobbed, “you’re just like when you were little. You’d run to me and hug me and kiss me. When your dad was alive and we were broke, you comforted us just by being with us. And when I buried your dad, how many times did we cry together at his grave and hug, like now. And if I’ve been crying lately, it’s because my mom’s heart knew something bad was coming. The first time I saw you, that evening, remember, as soon as we got here, I knew it just from your eyes. My heart sank. And today when I opened the door and looked at you, I thought the bad time had arrived. Rodya, Rodya, you’re not leaving today?”
“No!”
“You’ll come back?”
“Yeah… I’ll come.”
“Rodya, don’t be mad, I don’t even dare to ask you. I know I shouldn’t. Just tell me two things—is it far where you’re going?”
“Really far.”
“What’s waiting for you there? Some job or career?”
“Whatever God sends… just pray for me.” Raskolnikov went to the door, but she grabbed his arm and stared desperately into his eyes. Her face was a mess with fear.
“Okay, Mom,” said Raskolnikov, already regretting coming.
“Not forever, it’s not forever yet? You’ll come, you’ll come tomorrow?”
“I will, I will, good-bye.” He pulled away.
It was a warm, fresh, bright evening; the weather had cleared up that morning. Raskolnikov went to his apartment; he hurried. He wanted to get everything done before sunset. He didn’t want to see anyone until then. Going up the stairs, he noticed Nastasya rushing from the samovar, watching him intently. “Did someone come to see me?” he wondered. He had a bad feeling about Porfiry. But opening his door, he saw Dounia. She was sitting alone, deep in thought, and looked like she’s been waiting a long time. He stopped in the doorway. She jumped up from the couch in surprise and stood facing him. Her eyes, fixed on him, showed horror and so much sadness. And from those eyes alone, he knew.
“Am I supposed to come in or go?” he asked, unsure.
 “I’m telling you, I’m spent, seriously. Sofya Semyonovna and I were both waiting for you. We figured you’d show up.”
Raskolnikov stumbled into the room and practically collapsed into a chair, totally drained.
“I feel weak, Dounia, I’m so tired. I wish I could just get a grip on myself right now.”
He looked at her, kinda suspicious.
“Where were you all night?”
“Honestly, I don’t really remember. You know, sis, I was trying to make a decision, for real. I walked by the Neva a bunch of times. I remember thinking about just ending it all there, but... I couldn’t pull the trigger,” he whispered, glancing at her with that same look of suspicion.
“Thank goodness! That’s exactly what Sofya Semyonovna and I were worried about. So, you still have a little hope left? Thank goodness, thank goodness!”
Raskolnikov gave a bitter smile.
“I don’t have faith, but I just was crying in Mom’s arms. I don’t have faith, but I just asked her to pray for me. I don’t know, Dounia, I don’t get it.”
“You went to see Mom? You told her?” Dounia gasped, horrified. “You didn’t do that, did you?”
“No, I didn’t tell her… in words. But she picked up on a lot. She heard you talking in your sleep. I’m sure she half understands it already. Maybe I shouldn't have gone. I don’t even know why I did. I’m a loser, Dounia.”
“A loser, but ready to take a beating! You are, right?”
“Yeah, I’m going. Now. Yeah, to escape the embarrassment, I thought about drowning myself, Dounia, but when I looked at the water, I thought if I’d thought I was strong all this time, I shouldn’t be afraid of embarrassment now,” he rushed on. “It’s pride, Dounia.”
“Pride, Rodya.”
There was a flicker of fire in his dull eyes; he seemed kinda relieved to think he was still proud.
“You don’t think I was just scared of the water, do you?” he asked, looking at her with a creepy little smile.
“Oh, Rodya, stop it!” Dounia cried, her voice cracking. Silence hung in the air for a couple of minutes. He stared at the floor; Dounia stood at the other end of the table, looking at him with a ton of sadness. Suddenly, he jumped up.
“It’s late, time to go! I’m going straight to turn myself in. But I don’t even know why I’m turning myself in.”
Big tears rolled down her cheeks.
“You’re crying, sis, but can you reach out and take my hand?”
“You doubted it?”
She wrapped her arms around him.
“Aren’t you already paying for your mistake by facing this suffering?” she cried, holding him tight and kissing him.
“Mistake? What mistake?” he shouted, suddenly furious. “That I killed a disgusting bug, an old pawnbroker who was useless to anyone! Killing her was paying for forty sins. She was sucking the life out of poor people. Was that a mistake? I’m not thinking about it, and I’m not thinking about paying for it, and why are you all hammering it into me? ‘A mistake! a mistake!’ It’s only now that I see how pathetic my cowardice was, now that I’ve decided to face this pointless embarrassment. It’s just because I’m a loser and there’s nothing in me that I’ve decided to, maybe even for my own benefit, as that… Porfiry… suggested!”
“Brother, brother, what are you saying? Why, you spilled blood?” Dounia cried in despair.
 “That’s what everyone does,” he blurted out, almost panicking, “it’s flowing, it’s always been flowing, like champagne spilled everywhere, and that’s what people get crowned for in the Capitol – they’re called heroes after that. Seriously, look into it! I wanted to do good too, I would have done a million, a million good things to make up for one dumb mistake, not even a mistake, just a total screw-up. The idea wasn’t even that bad, now that it failed.... (Everything looks dumb when it fails.) That screw-up was just me trying to get on my own feet, take the first step, get some money, and then everything would have been smooth sailing, with benefits beyond belief.... But I… I couldn’t even finish that first step, because I’m worthless, that’s the problem! And yet, I’m not going to see it the way you do. If I’d succeeded, I’d have been a legend, but now I’m trapped.”
“But that’s not true! Not at all! Dude, what are you saying?”
“Ugh, it’s not pretty, not aesthetically pleasing! I don’t get why slowly surrounding people with a siege is somehow more honorable. Being afraid of what people think is the first sign of weakness. I’ve never, never realized that more than I do right now, and I'm more convinced than ever that what I did wasn’t a crime.”
His pale, exhausted face flushed with color, but when he met Dounia’s eyes and saw such pain in them, he stopped himself. He felt like he’d made these two women miserable, that he was the reason…
“Dounia, darling, if I’m guilty, forgive me (though I can’t be forgiven if I am guilty). Later. We’re not going to argue. It’s time to go, seriously time to go. Don’t follow me, please, I need to go somewhere.... You go sit with Mom. I’m begging you! It’s my last request. Don’t leave her alone; I left her in a state of total freak-out, she can’t handle it; she’ll die or lose her mind. Be with her! Razumihin will be there. I’ve been talking to him.... Don’t cry about me: I’m going to try to be honest and strong my whole life, even if I’m a murderer. Maybe I’ll make a name for myself someday. I won’t embarrass you, you’ll see; I’ll still prove myself.... Later,” he finished quickly, noticing that strange look in Dounia’s eyes again at his last words and promises. “Why are you crying? Don’t cry, don’t cry: we’re not saying goodbye forever! Ah, yeah! Hold on, I forgot!”
He went to the table, picked up a thick, dusty book, opened it, and took a small watercolor portrait on ivory from between the pages. It was the portrait of his landlady’s daughter, the girl who died of fever, the one who wanted to be a nun. For a minute, he stared at her delicate, expressive face, kissed the portrait, and gave it to Dounia.
“I used to talk to her a lot, only to her,” he thought out loud. “I confided in her heart, shared so much of what’s been so horribly realized since then. Don’t worry,” he said to Dounia, “she was just as against it as you are, and I’m glad she’s gone. The important thing is that everything now is going to be different, going to be broken in half,” he cried, suddenly falling back into despair. “Everything, everything, and am I ready for it? Do I even want it? They say I need to suffer! What’s the point of all this pointless suffering? Will I even understand what it’s all for when I’m crushed by hardship and stupidity, weak as an old man after twenty years in prison? And what will I even live for then? Why am I agreeing to that life now? Oh, I knew I was worthless when I stood looking at the Neva at dawn today!”
 They finally both headed out. It was tough for Dounia, but she totally loved him. She walked away, but after like fifty steps, she turned back to look at him again. He was still in sight. At the corner, he turned too, and for the last time, their eyes met. But when he noticed she was looking, he waved her off with impatience, even a little annoyed, and turned the corner fast.
“I’m a total jerk, I get that,” he thought, feeling embarrassed a sec later about his angry wave to Dounia. “But why do they all like me so much if I don’t even deserve it? Ugh, if only I was alone, and nobody loved me, and I’d never loved anyone either! None of this would’ve happened. But will I be so chill in like fifteen or twenty years that I’m begging people for forgiveness and whining every time they say I’m a criminal? Yeah, that’s it, that’s what they’re sending me there for, that’s what they want. Look at them all hustling around the streets, every single one of them a shady character and a criminal deep down, and even worse, a total airhead. But try to get me off the hook, and they’ll flip out with righteous fury. Ugh, I hate them all!”
He started thinking about how it could possibly happen that he’d be groveling in front of all of them, no exceptions—humiliated by their judgment. But why not? It had to happen. Would twenty years of being locked up totally crush him? Water wears away stone, you know? And why, why should he even keep living after that? Why should he go now when he knew it was going to be like that? It was probably the hundredth time he's asked himself that question since last night, but he still went.
Chapter 8

It was already getting dark when he went into Sonia’s room. All day, Sonia had been waiting for him, super anxious. Dounia had been waiting with her. She’s come over that morning, remembering what Svidrigaïlov had told Sonia. We're not gonna go into all the details of their conversation and the tears, and how quickly they became close. Dounia did get one comfort from it, though—knowing her brother wouldn’t be alone. He’s come to Sonia first with his confession; he’s come to her for a real connection when he needed it; she’d go with him wherever life took him. Dounia didn’t have to ask; she just knew it. She looked at Sonia with so much respect, and it almost embarrassed her at first. Sonia was practically in tears. She felt like she wasn’t even worthy to look at Dounia. Dounia’s kind face, when she’d bowed to her so politely at their first meeting in Raskolnikov’s room, was one of the most beautiful memories of her life.
Dounia finally got impatient and, leaving Sonia, went to her brother’s room to wait for him there; she kept thinking he’s come there first. After she left, Sonia started freaking out, terrified he’s going to kill himself, and Dounia was worried too. But they’d spent the whole day trying to convince each other that couldn’t happen, and they felt less stressed when they were together. As soon as they split up, all they could think about. Sonia remembered Svidrigaïlov saying the day before that Raskolnikov had two choices—Siberia or… Besides, she knew he was arrogant, prideful, and didn't believe in anything.
“Seriously, is he just living out of fear and cowardice?” she thought, totally despairing.
Meanwhile, the sun was setting. Sonia was standing there, bummed out, staring intently out the window, but all she could see was the plain, unpainted wall of the building next door. Finally, when she started to feel like he was really gone—he walked into the room.
She let out a cry of joy, but looking closely at his face, she went pale.
“Yeah,” said Raskolnikov, smiling. “I’m here for your cross, Sonia. You told me to go to the crossroads; why are you scared now that it’s actually happening?”
Sonia stared at him, totally confused. His tone sounded weird to her; a cold shiver ran down her spine, but then she realized the tone and the words were just a front. He was talking to her, looking away, like he didn’t want to meet her eyes.
“You see, Sonia, I’ve decided it’s better this way. There’s one thing… But it’s a long story, and there’s no need to go into it. But what really gets me? It annoys me that all those dumb, clueless faces will be staring at me, grilling me with their stupid questions, which I’m going to have to answer—they’ll point their fingers at me…. Tfoo! You know I’m not going to Porfiry, I’m sick of him. I’d rather go to my friend, the Explosive Lieutenant; imagine the buzz I’m going to make! But I need to chill; I’ve been super irritable lately. You know I almost shook my fist at my sister just now, because she turned to take one last look at me. It’s a brutal state to be in! Ugh, what am I becoming! Well, where are the crosses?”
He barely knew what he was doing. He couldn’t sit still or focus on anything; his thoughts were racing, he was talking nonsense, his hands were trembling a little.
Without a word, Sonia took out two crosses from the drawer, one made of cypress wood and one of copper. She made the sign of the cross over herself and over him, and put the wooden cross around his neck.
 “It’s like, my way of saying I’m sacrificing everything,” he laughed. “Like I haven’t suffered enough already! That wooden cross is what the peasants wear; the copper one, that’s Lizaveta’s—you’re wearing one, show me! So she had it on… right then? I remember a couple of other things too, a silver one and a little icon. I tossed them back onto the old woman’s neck. Those would be perfect now, really, those are what I should be wearing… But I’m rambling and forgetting what’s important; I’m totally spacing out…. You see, I came to warn you, Sonia, so you’d know… that’s it—that’s all I came for. But I thought I had more to say. You wanted me to go, right? Well, now I’m heading to prison, and you’ll get your way. Why are you crying? You too? Don’t. Stop it! Ugh, I hate all of this!”
But he felt something stirring inside him; his heart ached as he looked at her. “Why is she upset too?” he thought. “What am I to her? Why is she crying? Why is she looking after me, like my mom or Dounia? She’s gonna be my nurse.”
“Cross yourself, say at least one prayer,” Sonia begged in a quiet, shaky voice.
“Oh, definitely, as much as you want! And seriously, Sonia, really seriously…”
But he wanted to say something totally different.
He crossed himself a bunch of times. Sonia grabbed her shawl and pulled it over her head. It was the green shawl Marmeladov had talked about, “the family shawl.” Raskolnikov thought about that, looking at it, but he didn’t ask. He started feeling like he was forgetting stuff and was totally freaked out. He was scared by this. He suddenly realized Sonia wanted to go with him.
“What are you doing? Where are you going? Stay here, stay! I’ll go alone,” he cried out in a cowardly, annoyed way, and almost resentfully, he moved towards the door. “What’s the point of going in a procession?” he muttered as he went out.
Sonia stood there in the middle of the room. He hadn’t even said goodbye to her; he’s forgotten her. A sharp, rebellious doubt hit him.
“Was it right, was it right, all of this?” he thought again as he went down the stairs. “Couldn’t he stop and take it all back… and not go?”
But still, he went. He suddenly felt like he couldn’t ask himself questions anymore. As he turned onto the street, he remembered he hadn't said goodbye to Sonia, that he’d left her in the middle of the room in her green shawl, too scared to move after he's yelled at her, and he stopped for a moment. At the same instant, another thought popped into his head, like it had been waiting for that exact moment.
“Why, what was the point of going to her just now? I told her—on business; what business? I had no business! To tell her I was going; but why? Do I love her? No, no, I brushed her off just now like a stray dog. Did I want her crosses? Oh, how low I’ve sunk! No, I wanted her tears, I wanted to see her terrified, to see her heart breaking! I needed something to cling to, something to put off the inevitable, some friendly face to see! And I actually dared to believe in myself, to dream about what I’d do! I’m a pathetic, worthless loser, pathetic!”
He walked along the canal bank, and he wasn’t far from his destination now. But when he reached the bridge, he stopped and, turning out of his way, went along it towards the Hay Market.
 He looked around, eyes darting everywhere, totally zoning out. Nothing seemed to stick—everything just slipped away. “In a week, a month, I’ll be hauled off in a prison van over this bridge, how will I even look at the canal then? I gotta remember this!” It popped into his head. “Look at that sign! How will I even read those letters then? It says ‘Campany’—that’s something to remember, that ‘a,’ and to look at it again in a month—how will I see it then? What will I be feeling and thinking then?... How pointless it all seems, what I’m stressing about right now! Of course it’s gotta be interesting… in its own way… (Ha-ha-ha! What am I even thinking about?) I’m acting like a baby, showing off to myself; why am I embarrassed? Seriously! People are shoving! That dude—a German, probably—who bumped into me, does he even know who he pushed? There’s a woman, a peasant, with a baby, begging. It’s weird she thinks I’m happier than her. I could give her something, just for the irony of it. Here’s a five-copeck piece left in my pocket, where’s it from? Here, here... take it, my good woman!”
“God bless you,” the beggar chanted in a super sad voice.
He headed into the Hay Market. Being in a crowd was seriously unpleasant, but he just walked where there were the most people. He’d give anything to be alone, but he knew he couldn't even handle being alone for a minute. There was a guy, totally wasted, trying to dance and falling down. Everyone was watching. Raskolnikov pushed his way through the crowd, stared at the drunk for a while, and then suddenly let out a short, weird laugh. A minute later, he’d totally forgotten about him and didn’t even see him, even though he was still staring. He moved on, not even remembering where he was; but when he got to the middle of the square, a wave of feeling hit him, overwhelming him completely.
He suddenly remembered Sonia’s words: “Go to the cross-roads, bow down to the people, kiss the ground, because you’ve sinned against it too, and tell the whole world out loud, ‘I’m a murderer.’” He shuddered, remembering that. And the hopeless misery and anxiety from all that time, especially those last few hours, had weighed so heavily on him that he was practically grabbing at the chance for this new, totally fresh, complete feeling. It hit him like a jolt; it was like a single spark ignited in his soul, spreading fire through him. Everything in him softened at once, and tears welled up in his eyes. He fell to the ground right there....
He knelt in the middle of the square, bowed down to the ground, and kissed that gross earth with pure bliss and joy. He got up and bowed down again.
“He’s drunk,” a young guy nearby said.
There was a burst of laughter.
“He’s going to Jerusalem, guys, saying good-bye to his family and his country. He’s bowing down to the whole world and kissing the streets of St. Petersburg and the sidewalk,” a drunk worker added.
“He’s a young guy, too!” a third person observed.
“And a gentleman,” someone said seriously.
“You never know who’s a gentleman these days.”
 These comments and remarks shook Raskolnikov, and the words, “I’m a murderer,” that he felt were about to spill out, died on his lips. He stayed quiet, though, and without looking around, he turned down a street leading to the police station. He caught a glimpse of something on the way that didn’t surprise him; he’s known it was coming. The second time he bowed in the Hay Market, he saw Sonia standing fifty paces away on the left. She was hiding behind one of the wooden shacks in the marketplace. She’s been following him on this tough journey! At that moment, Raskolnikov felt and knew for sure that Sonia was with him forever and would follow him to the ends of the earth, no matter what happened. It broke his heart... but he was almost at the place where everything would go down.
He walked into the courtyard with some determination. He had to go up three floors. “I’m going to be a while getting up there,” he thought. He felt like the big moment was still far off, like he had plenty of time to think.
Again, the same junk, the same eggshells lying around on the spiral staircase, again the open doors to the apartments, again the same kitchens and the same fumes and stink coming from them. Raskolnikov hadn’t been here since that day. His legs were numb and gave way, but they kept moving. He stopped for a moment to catch his breath, to get himself together, so he could walk in like a normal person. “But why? What’s the point?” he wondered. “If I have to drink this, what difference does it make? The more awful, the better.” He pictured the “explosive lieutenant,” Ilya Petrovitch, for a moment. Was he really going to see him? Couldn't he go to someone else? To Nikodim Fomitch? Couldn’t he turn back and go straight to Nikodim Fomitch’s place? At least then it would be done privately.... No, no! To the “explosive lieutenant”! If he had to drink it, just get it over with.
Feeling cold and barely conscious, he opened the office door. There weren’t many people inside this time—just a doorman and a peasant. The doorkeeper didn't even peek out from behind his screen. Raskolnikov walked into the next room. “Maybe I still don’t have to say anything,” flashed through his mind. A clerk, not in uniform, was settling down at a desk to write. Another clerk was sitting down in a corner. Zametov wasn't there, and of course, Nikodim Fomitch wasn't either.
“No one here?” Raskolnikov asked, addressing the person at the desk.
“Who do you need?”
“A-ah! Nothing was heard, nothing was seen, but I smell the Russian... how does it go in the fairy tale... I’ve forgotten! ‘At your service!’” a familiar voice suddenly cried out.
Raskolnikov shuddered. The Explosive Lieutenant stood before him. He had just come in from the third room. “It’s fate,” thought Raskolnikov. “Why is he here?”
“You’ve come to see us? What’s up?” cried Ilya Petrovitch. He was obviously in a really good mood and maybe a little excited. “If it’s business, you’re a bit early. It’s just a coincidence that I’m here... still, I’ll do what I can. I have to admit, I... what is it, what is it? Excuse me...."
“Raskolnikov.”
“Of course, Raskolnikov. You didn’t think I’d forget? Don’t think I’m like that... Rodion Ro—Ro—Rodionovitch, that’s it, isn’t it?”
“Rodion Romanovitch.”
 “Yeah, yeah, totally! That’s what I was getting at. I did some digging about you. Seriously, I’m so sorry about how I acted… it was explained to me later that you’re a writer… and really smart too… like, the first steps, you know? Mercy! What writer or scientist doesn't start with a little drama? My wife and I really respect literature, it’s a huge thing for her! Literature and art! If you’re a decent person, the rest can be earned with talent, brains, smarts, genius. As for a hat—what’s the big deal? I can buy a hat as easily as I can a donut; but what’s under the hat, what the hat hides, you can’t buy that! I was even planning to come over and apologize, but I figured maybe you’d… But I’m forgetting to ask, is there anything you need? I hear your family’s here.”
“Yeah, my mom and sister.”
“I even got to meet your sister—she’s super cultured and charming. I feel bad I got so heated with you earlier. There it is! But about me staring at you when you fainted—that’s all been cleared up! Bigotry and fanaticism! I get why you’re ticked off. Maybe you’re moving because your family’s arriving?”
“Nah, I just stopped by… I came to ask… I thought I’d find Zametov here.”
“Oh, yeah! Of course, you’ve made friends, I heard. Well, actually, Zametov’s not here. Yeah, we lost Zametov. He hasn’t been around since yesterday… he totally blew up at everyone when he left… in the rudest way. He’s just a clueless kid, honestly; you’d think he’d amount to something, but whatever, you know how these brilliant young people are. He wanted to take some exam, but it's just talk and bragging, nothing will come of it. It’s totally different with you or your friend, Mr. Razumihin. Your career is all about thinking and learning, and you won’t be stopped by failure. For you, you could say, all the attractions of life aren’t a big deal—you’re an ascetic, a monk, a hermit!… A book, a pen behind your ear, some serious research—that’s where your spirit takes off! I’ve got it too…. Have you read Livingstone’s Travels?”
“No.”
“Oh, I have. There are a ton of Nihilists around these days, you know, and it’s not surprising. What kind of days are these? I ask you. But we thought… you’re not a Nihilist, right? Answer me honestly!”
“N-no…”
“Seriously, you can tell me anything like you’re talking to yourself! Official duty is one thing but… you’re thinking I meant to say friendship is something else? No, you’re wrong! It’s not friendship, but the feeling of a man and a citizen, the feeling of humanity and love for everyone. I might be an official, but I always feel like a man and a citizen…. You were asking about Zametov. Zametov will cause a scandal in the French style in a shady house, over a glass of champagne… that’s all your Zametov’s good for! While I’m, so to speak, burning with devotion and big feelings, and I have rank, status, a job! I’m married and have kids, I do what a man and a citizen should do, but who is he, may I ask? I’m appealing to you as a person who’s been shaped by education… Then these midwives, too, have become incredibly common.”
Raskolnikov raised his eyebrows quizzically. The words of Ilya Petrovitch, who had clearly been eating out, were mostly just noise to him. But some of it he understood. He looked at him thoughtfully, not sure how this was going to end.
 “I mean those crop-headed chicks,” the chatty Ilya Petrovitch continued. “Midwives is what I call them. I think it’s a really good name, ha-ha! They go to college, study anatomy. If I get sick, am I supposed to call a girl to treat me? What do you think? Ha-ha!” Ilya Petrovitch laughed, feeling pretty clever. “It’s a little over the top with the education thing, but once you’re educated, that’s enough. Why show off? Why trash-talk good people, like that jerk Zametov does? Why did he mess with me, I ask you? Look at all the suicides, too, it’s insane! People blow their last dollar and end it all, guys and girls and old folks. Just this morning we heard about a dude who just came to town. Nil Pavlitch, I think... what was the name of that guy who shot himself?”
“Svidrigaïlov,” someone mumbled from the other room, sounding totally out of it.
Raskolnikov jumped.
“Svidrigaïlov! Svidrigaïlov shot himself!” he blurted out.
“You know Svidrigaïlov?”
“Yeah... I knew him... He hadn’t been around long.”
“Right, that’s messed up. He lost his wife, was a total loose cannon, and then just randomly shot himself, and in such a dramatic way… He left a note saying he was totally in control and that nobody was to blame for his death. They say he had money. How’d you know him?”
“I… knew him a bit… my sister used to work for his family.”
“Bah-bah-bah! So you must have some dirt on him. Did you have any idea something was up?”
“I saw him yesterday… he was drinking wine; I didn’t know anything else.”
Raskolnikov felt like something was crushing him, suffocating him.
“You’re looking pale again. It’s so stuffy in here…”
“Yeah, I gotta go,” Raskolnikov mumbled. “Sorry to bother you…”
“Oh, don’t worry about it, come by whenever you want. It’s awesome to see you, and I’m saying it!”
Ilya Petrovitch held out his hand.
“I just wanted… I came to see Zametov.”
“I get it, I get it, and it’s a pleasure to see you.”
“I… am really glad… bye,” Raskolnikov managed to smile.
He headed out; he stumbled, he felt dizzy and didn’t know what he was doing. He started going down the stairs, holding onto the wall with his right hand. He thought he saw a porter rush past him on the stairs to the police station, a dog barking like crazy on a lower floor, and a woman throwing a rolling pin at it and yelling. He went down and out into the yard. There, not far from the entrance, stood Sonia, pale and terrified. She stared at him wildly. He stood still in front of her. There was a look of pure agony, total despair, in her face. She clasped her hands together. His lips twisted into a weird, meaningless grin. He stood still for a minute, smirked, and went back to the police station.
Ilya Petrovitch was sitting down and shuffling through some papers. In front of him stood the same peasant who had bumped into him on the stairs.
“Hey! Back already! Did you forget something? What’s up?”
Raskolnikov, with white lips and wide, staring eyes, slowly got closer. He walked right up to the table, put his hand on it, tried to say something, but couldn’t; only a jumble of sounds came out.
“You look sick, grab a chair! Here, have some water!”
Raskolnikov plopped down into a chair, but he kept staring at Ilya Petrovitch’s face, which looked totally shocked. They stared at each other for a minute and waited. Water was brought.
“It was me…” began Raskolnikov.
“Drink some water.”
Raskolnikov pushed the water away with his hand, and softly, brokenly, but clearly said:
“It was me who killed the old pawnbroker lady and her sister Lizaveta with an axe and robbed them.”
Ilya Petrovitch’s mouth dropped open. People rushed over from all sides.
Raskolnikov repeated his statement.
Chapter 1

Siberia. On the banks of a wide, lonely river stands a town, one of Russia’s main administrative hubs. In the town is a fortress, and in the fortress, a prison. In the prison, Rodion Raskolnikov, a second-class convict, has been locked up for nine months. Almost a year and a half has passed since his crime.
His trial hadn’t been much of a struggle. The criminal stuck to his story—exactly, firmly, and clearly. He didn’t confuse or misrepresent the facts, didn’t try to soften them to his advantage, and didn’t leave out a single detail. He explained every part of the murder, the secret of the pledge (the piece of wood with metal) found in the murdered woman’s hand. He described in detail how he’s taken her keys, what they looked like, as well as the chest and what was inside. He explained the mystery of Lizaveta’s murder, described how Koch and, after him, the student knocked, and repeated everything they said to each other. He described how he ran downstairs and heard Nikolay and Dmitri yelling, how he hid in the empty apartment, and then went home. He ended by pointing out the stone in the yard off Voznesensky Prospect where he hid the purse and the jewelry. Everything was pretty clear. The lawyers and judges were really struck, among other things, by the fact that he’s hidden the jewelry and the purse under a stone, without using them, and that he didn’t even remember what the jewelry looked like, or how many pieces there were. It seemed crazy that he’s never opened the purse and didn’t even know how much money was inside. There turned out to be three hundred and seventeen roubles and sixty copecks in the purse. Some of the most valuable notes, lying face up, were damaged by the dampness from being under the stone so long. They spent a while trying to figure out why the accused man would lie about this when he’s been honest about everything else. Finally, some of the lawyers who knew psychology admitted that it was possible he hadn’t actually looked in the purse and therefore didn’t know what was inside when he hid it. But they immediately concluded that the crime could only have been committed during a temporary mental breakdown, a homicidal episode without a clear goal or desire for money. This fit in with the newest, trendy theory about temporary insanity, which was often applied in criminal cases these days. Plus, Raskolnikov’s hypochondria was proven by many witnesses – Dr. Zossimov, his former classmates, his landlady, and her servant. All of this pointed to the idea that Raskolnikov wasn’t just an ordinary murderer and robber; there was something else going on.
To the frustration of those who believed this, the criminal barely tried to defend himself. When asked what made him commit the murder and robbery, he answered very bluntly that it was his terrible situation, his poverty and helplessness, and his desire to get started in life with the three thousand roubles he expected to find. He’s been driven to the murder by his shallow and cowardly nature, which was made worse by hardship and failure. When asked why he confessed, he answered that it was his heartfelt regret. It all seemed a little rough...
 The sentence turned out to be way less harsh than anyone expected, maybe because the criminal hadn’t tried to defend himself, but instead seemed to want to exaggerate his guilt. All the weird and unusual details about the crime were taken into account. There was no doubt that the criminal was in a really messed-up and broke-down state at the time. The fact that he didn’s spend any of the money he stole was partly blamed on feeling bad, and partly on his messed-up mental state during the crime. It turned out the murder of Lizaveta really confirmed that idea: a guy commits two murders and forgets the door is open! Finally, his confession—right when the case was totally confused by the false evidence Nikolay gave because he was feeling down and obsessed—and when there was literally no proof against the real criminal, not even any suspicions (Porfiry Petrovitch kept his word)—all that helped soften the sentence. Other things in the prisoner’s favor came out totally unexpectedly. Razumihin somehow found out and proved that while Raskolnikov was at college, he’d helped a poor classmate who was seriously ill and spent his last penny supporting him for six months. And when that student died, leaving a super old, struggling dad he’s supported since he was thirteen, Raskolnikov got the old man into a hospital and paid for his funeral when he passed. Raskolnikov’s landlady even testified that when they lived in another place near Five Corners, Raskolnikov had rescued two little kids from a burning house and got burned himself in the process. That was checked out and confirmed by a bunch of witnesses. Those facts made a good impression.
And in the end, because of all the good stuff going for him, the criminal was sentenced to eight years of hard labor—the second-lowest level.
Right at the start of the trial, Raskolnikov’s mom got sick. Dounia and Razumihin managed to get her out of Petersburg during the trial. Razumihin chose a town on the train line not far from Petersburg, so he could follow every detail of the trial and still see Avdotya Romanovna as often as possible. Pulcheria Alexandrovna’s illness was a weird nervous thing and came with some confusion.
When Dounia got back from her last talk with her brother, she found her mom already sick, running a fever and delirious. That evening, Razumihin and she agreed on what answers they’d give her mom about Raskolnikov and made up a whole story about him having to go away to a distant part of Russia on a business trip, which would eventually bring him money and a good reputation.
But they were struck by the fact that Pulcheria Alexandrovna never asked them anything about it, neither then nor later. On the contrary, she had her own idea about her son’s sudden departure; she told them through tears how he’d come to say goodbye, hinting that she alone knew a lot of mysterious and important facts, and that Rodya had a lot of really powerful enemies, so it was necessary for him to hide. As for his future career, she had no doubt that it would be brilliant once certain bad influences were gone. She assured Razumihin that her son would be a great statesman one day, that his article and brilliant writing talent proved it. She was constantly reading that article, even took it to bed with her, but barely asked where Rodya was, even though everyone was obviously avoiding the topic, which might have been enough to spark her suspicions.
 They started to freak out a little, noticing how quiet Pulcheria Alexandrovna was about certain things. For example, she didn't even complain about not getting any letters from him, even though she used to live for them from her beloved Rodya. This really stressed Dounia out; she thought her mom suspected something terrible had happened to her son and was scared to ask, afraid she’s hear something even worse. Either way, Dounia realized her mom wasn’t really herself.
But sometimes, Pulcheria Alexandrovna would steer the conversation in a way that made it impossible to answer without mentioning where Rodya was. And when she got vague or suspicious answers, she’d just get super gloomy and quiet, and stay that way for a long time. Dounia realized it was hard to pull the wool over her eyes and decided it was better to just not talk about certain things. But it became more and more obvious that the poor mom suspected something seriously bad. Dounia remembered her brother telling her that their mom had overheard her talking in her sleep after her meeting with Svidrigaïlov and before everything went down—had she picked up on something then? Sometimes, days or even weeks of gloomy silence and tears would be followed by a period of total freak-out, and the invalid would start talking non-stop about her son, her hopes for his future…. Her ideas were sometimes totally out there. They played along, pretended to agree (she probably saw through it), but she kept going.
Five months after Raskolnikov’s confession, he got sentenced. Razumihin and Sonia visited him in prison as much as they could. Finally, it was time to say goodbye. Dounia promised her brother that this separation wouldn’t be forever, and Razumihin made the same promise. Razumihin, full of youthful energy, had already decided to get a secure job and save up money to move to Siberia within the next three or four years—a country loaded with resources and desperate for workers, active people, and money. They'd settle down near where Rodya was and start a whole new life together. Everyone cried when they parted.
Raskolnikov had been acting super spacey for a few days before. He kept asking about his mom and was constantly worried about her. He was so stressed about her that it scared Dounia. When he heard about his mom’s illness, he got really down. He was especially distant with Sonia. Thanks to the money Svidrigaïlov left her, Sonia had already made plans to follow the group of prisoners being sent to Siberia. Not a word was exchanged between Raskolnikov and her about it, but they both knew it was going to happen. At their final goodbye, he gave his sister and Razumihin a strange smile about their excited plans for a happy future when he got out of prison. He predicted that their mom’s illness would have a fatal ending. Sonia and he finally headed off.
Two months later, Dounia got married to Razumihin. It was a low-key, sad wedding; Porfiry Petrovitch and Zossimov were invited, though. Throughout this whole time, Razumihin had a look of serious determination. Dounia completely trusted him to follow through on his plans, and she couldn't help but believe in him. He showed a rare strength of will. He even started going back to university to finish his degree. They were constantly making plans for the future; they both planned on settling in Siberia within five years at least. Until then, they were counting on Sonia.
 Pulcheria Alexandrovna was thrilled to give her blessing to Dounia’s marriage with Razumihin; but after the wedding, she got even more down and worried. To make her happy, Razumihin told her how Raskolnikov had looked after the struggling student and his frail, old dad, and how a year ago he’s been burned and hurt saving two little kids from a fire. These stories really fired up Pulcheria Alexandrovna’s already chaotic imagination. She was constantly talking about them, even striking up conversations with strangers on the street, though Dounia always went with her. On buses and in stores, whenever she could find someone to listen, she’s start talking about her son, his article, how he helped the student, how he got burned at the fire, and so on! Dounia didn't know how to stop her. Besides the risk of her getting too worked up, there was also the worry that someone would remember Raskolnikov’s name and bring up the recent trial. Pulcheria Alexandrovna found out the address of the mom of the two kids her son had saved and insisted on visiting her.
Eventually, her restlessness got totally out of control. She's sometimes just burst into tears and was often sick and delirious with a fever. One morning, she declared that, according to her calculations, Rodya should be coming home soon, and that she remembered when he said goodbye, he said they should expect him back in nine months. She started getting ready for his arrival, started tidying up her room for him, cleaning the furniture, washing and hanging up new curtains, and so on. Dounia was nervous, but didn’t say anything and helped her arrange the room. After a long, exhausting day filled with fantasies, happy daydreams, and tears, Pulcheria Alexandrovna got sick during the night and by morning, she was feverish and delirious. It was a brain fever. She died within a couple of weeks. During her delirium, she mumbled things that showed she knew way more about her son’s awful fate than they’d thought.
For a long time, Raskolnikov didn’t know about his mother’s death, even though they’d been having regular mail from the time he got to Siberia. Sonia was handling the correspondence, writing to the Razumihins every month and getting an answer without fail. At first, they thought Sonia’s letters were kind of dry and not very helpful, but later they realized the letters couldn’t have been better, because from them they got a complete picture of their unfortunate brother’s life. Sonia’s letters were full of straightforward details, the clearest descriptions of all Raskolnikov’s surroundings as a convict. There was nothing about her own hopes, no guessing about the future, no description of her feelings. Instead of trying to figure out his state of mind or inner life, she just gave the facts—like, his own words, an exact account of his health, what he asked for when they met, what tasks he gave her, and so on. She gave all these details with incredible accuracy. The picture of their unhappy brother finally came into sharp focus. There was no room for misinterpretation, because only the facts were presented.
 But Dounia and her husband couldn't really find any comfort in the news, especially at first. Sonia wrote that he was constantly moody and didn't want to talk, that he barely seemed interested in the updates she gave him from their letters. He sometimes asked about his mom, and when, realizing he knew the truth, she finally told him about her death, she was surprised he didn’t seem that affected by it—at least, not on the outside. She told them that, even though he seemed so wrapped up in himself and, like, totally shut off from everyone, he had a really straightforward view of his new life. He understood his situation, wasn't expecting anything better for now, didn't have any unrealistic hopes (like people often do in his position) and barely seemed surprised by anything around him, which was so unlike anything he’s ever known. She wrote that his health was okay; he did his work without complaining or trying to do more. He was almost totally indifferent about food, but except on Sundays and holidays, the food was so bad that he eventually accepted some money from her, Sonia, to have his own tea every day. He begged her not to worry about anything else, saying all this fuss about him just annoyed him.
Sonia wrote further that in prison he shared a room with everyone else. She hadn’t seen inside their barracks, but guessed they were crowded, miserable, and unhealthy. He slept on a plank bed with a rug underneath and didn’t want to make any other arrangements. But he lived so poorly and roughly, not because he planned it, but just because he didn't pay attention or care.
Sonia simply wrote that he had at first shown no interest in her visits, almost seemed annoyed that she was even coming, unwilling to talk and rude to her. But eventually, these visits became a habit and almost a necessity for him, so that he was really upset when she was sick for a few days and couldn't visit him. She used to see him on holidays at the prison gates or in the guard room, where they'd have a few minutes together. On working days she would go see him at work, either at the workshops or at the brick kilns, or at the sheds on the banks of the Irtish.
About herself, Sonia wrote that she’d made some friends in town, that she did sewing, and, since there was hardly a dressmaker in town, she was considered essential in many houses. But she didn’t mention that the authorities were, through her, keeping an eye on Raskolnikov; that his workload was lighter and all that.
Finally, the news came (Dounia had noticed signs of worry and anxiety in the previous letters) that he was keeping to himself, that his fellow prisoners didn’t like him, that he would be silent for days at a time and was getting really pale. In the last letter, Sonia wrote that he’d been taken very seriously ill and was in the convict ward of the hospital.
Chapter 2

He's been sick for a long time. But it wasn't the awful prison conditions, the brutal labor, the gross food, the shaved head, or the patched-up clothes that were crushing him. He didn’t even care about all those struggles! He was almost glad for the hard work. Physically drained, he could at least count on a few hours of quiet sleep. And the food? Who cared—thin cabbage soup with bugs floating in it? Back when he was a student, he often didn't even have that much. His clothes were warm and suited his life. He barely noticed the shackles. Was he embarrassed about his shaved head and mismatched clothes? In front of who? Sonia? Sonia was scared of him—how could he be ashamed in front of her? But he was ashamed, even before Sonia, the woman he tortured with his cold, dismissive attitude. But it wasn't his shaved head or the shackles he was ashamed of—his pride was deeply wounded. It was that wounded pride that made him ill. Oh, how happy he would have been if he could have blamed himself! He could have handled anything then, even shame and disgrace. But he judged himself harshly, and his frustrated conscience couldn’t find any major fault in his past, just a simple mistake that could happen to anyone. He was ashamed just because he, Raskolnikov, had completely and stupidly failed, crushed by some random twist of fate, and now had to humble himself and submit to the “joke” of a sentence if he wanted any peace.
A vague, directionless anxiety in the present, and a future of endless sacrifice leading nowhere—that’s all that lay ahead. What comfort was it that in eight years, he’d only be thirty-two and able to start over? What did he have to live for? What was there to look forward to? Why bother trying? Just existing? He’d been ready to give up everything for an idea, a hope, even a fleeting dream a thousand times before. Just existing had always been too little for him; he always wanted more. Maybe it was because of the intensity of his desires that he’d thought he was a man to whom more was allowed than to others.
If only fate had sent him real repentance—a burning regret that would tear at his heart and steal his sleep, that kind of repentance, the agonizing pain that brings visions of hanging or drowning! Oh, he would have welcomed it! Tears and agony would at least have been something to live for. But he didn’t regret his crime.
He could have found some relief in raging at his own stupidity, like he had raged at the ridiculous blunders that landed him in prison. But now, in prison, and even when free, he replayed and analyzed every action, and didn’t find them nearly as clumsy or ridiculous as they’d seemed at the time of the disaster.
“In what way,” he asked himself, “was my theory dumber than all the others that have sprung up and clashed since the beginning of time? You just have to look at it objectively, broadly, without getting bogged down in common sense, and my idea won’t seem so… weird. Oh, skeptics and armchair philosophers, why are you always halfway there?”
“Why does my action strike them as so awful?” he said to himself. “Is it because it was a crime? What does ‘crime’ even mean? My conscience is clear. Of course, it was a legal crime, of course, the law was broken and blood was shed. Fine, punish me for breaking the letter of the law… and that’s enough. Of course, then a lot of the people who did good in the world, who seized power instead of inheriting it, should have been punished at their first step. But those guys succeeded, so they were right, and I didn't, so I had no right to even try.”
That’s when he finally realized he was criminal—only in the fact that he failed, and he admitted it.
 He kept replaying the question: why hadn't he just done it? Why had he stood there staring at the river and chosen to confess? Was the urge to live that powerful, that hard to beat? Didn't Svidrigaïlov manage to overcome it, even though he was scared of dying?
Lost in his misery, he kept asking himself this, and couldn’t grasp that while he’d been staring into the river, he might’ve dimly realized how fake he and his beliefs were. He didn't get that this realization could be a sign of a major crisis ahead, a new way of seeing life, and a chance for a fresh start.
He preferred to blame it on a basic instinct he couldn't shake, again because he was weak and petty. He looked at the other prisoners and was shocked to see how much they loved life and cherished it. It seemed to him that they loved and valued life more in prison than they ever did when they were free. What terrible suffering and hardships some of them, like the homeless guys, had gone through! How could they care so much for a little sunshine, for the ancient forest, the hidden spring tucked away somewhere, which one tramp had marked three years ago and longed to see again, just like he’d miss a girlfriend, dreaming of the green grass around it and the bird singing in the bush? As he thought about it, he saw even more baffling examples.
Of course, in prison, there was a lot he didn't see and didn't want to see; he lived as if he was looking down. It was disgusting and unbearable for him to look. But eventually, there was a lot that surprised him, and he started, almost without thinking, to notice things he hadn't suspected before. What surprised him the most was the huge, impossible gap that stretched between him and everyone else. They seemed like a different species, and he looked at them, and they looked at him, with distrust and hostility. He felt and knew the reasons for his isolation, but he’d never admitted until then that those reasons were so deep and strong. There were some Polish exiles, political prisoners, among them. They just looked down on everyone else as clueless and uncultured; but Raskolnikov couldn’t see them that way. He realized that these seemingly ignorant men were often far wiser than the Poles. There were some Russians who were just as snobby, a former military officer and two seminary students. Raskolnikov saw their mistake clearly. Everyone disliked and avoided him; they even started to hate him—he couldn't figure out why. People who had committed far worse crimes looked down on and mocked his crime.
“You’re a decent guy,” they’d say. “You shouldn’t be swinging an axe; that’s not something a decent person does.”
During the second week of Lent, it was his turn to take communion with his group. He went to church and prayed with the others. A fight broke out one day, he didn't know how it started. Everyone turned on him in a sudden rage.
“You’re a non-believer! You don’t believe in God,” they shouted. “You should be killed.”
He’d never talked to them about God or his beliefs, but they wanted to kill him because he was an infidel. He said nothing. One of the prisoners lunged at him in a complete frenzy. Raskolnikov waited calmly and silently; his eyebrows didn't twitch, his face didn't flinch. The guard managed to step between him and his attacker, or there would have been bloodshed.
 Everyone was crazy about Sonia, and he couldn’t figure out why. She didn't try to get people to like her; she hardly ever saw them. Sometimes she’s just pop in to see him at work for a quick minute. Still, everyone knew her, knew she’s come all this way to be with him, knew where she lived. She never gave them money or did them any big favors. Only once at Christmas, she sent everyone pies and rolls. But little by little, they got closer to Sonia. She’s write and mail letters for them to their families. Families of the prisoners who visited town, following their instructions, would leave gifts and cash with Sonia for them. Their wives and girlfriends knew her and would visit her. And when she visited Raskolnikov at work or met a group of the prisoners on the road, they’d all take off their hats to her. “Little mother Sofya Semyonovna, you’re our dear, good little mother,” the roughest criminals would say to that tiny, fragile girl. She’s smile and bow, and everyone loved it when she did. They even admired her walk and would turn around just to watch her. They admired how small she was, and honestly, they didn’t know what to admire most. They’d even come to her for help when they were sick.
He was in the hospital from mid-Lent until after Easter. When he got better, he remembered the dreams he’s had while he was feverish and delirious. He dreamt the whole world was being hit with a terrifying new plague that had come to Europe from deep in Asia. Everyone was going to be destroyed except for a very few chosen people. Some new kinds of germs were attacking people’s bodies, but these germs were smart and had their own will. People infected by them would instantly go crazy and furious. But they’d also think they were the smartest people ever, completely certain they had the truth. They’re decisions, their scientific conclusions, their moral beliefs – everything seemed perfect. Whole villages, towns, and nations went mad from the infection. Everyone was hyped up and couldn’t understand each other. Each person thought they alone had the truth and would look at everyone else with disgust, beat their chests, cry, and wring their hands. They didn’t know how to judge things or agree on what was good or bad; they didn’t know who to blame or who to defend. People killed each other out of some kind of senseless anger. They gathered into armies and fought each other, but even while marching, the armies would start attacking each other, lines would break, and soldiers would jump on each other, stabbing and biting, devouring each other. The alarm bell was ringing all day long in the towns; people rushed together, but nobody knew why they were being summoned or who was summoning them. Even the most basic jobs were abandoned because everyone wanted to share their own ideas and improvements, and they couldn’t agree. The land was also abandoned. People would meet in groups, agree on something, swear to stick together, but then immediately start doing something completely different. They’d accuse each other, fight, and kill each other. There were fires and famine. Everything and everyone was being destroyed. The plague spread and kept going. Only a few people could be saved in the whole world. They were a pure, chosen group, destined to start a new race and a new life, to renew and purify the earth, but nobody had seen these people, nobody had heard their words or their voices.
 Raskolnikov was stressing that this weird dream was totally haunting him, and the feeling of that feverish nightmare just wouldn’t go away. It was the second week after Easter. The weather was warm and sunny, and the prison windows where the guards paced were opened. Sonia had only been able to visit him twice during his illness; each time she had to get permission, and it was a hassle. But she often used to come to the hospital yard, especially in the evening, sometimes just to stand for a minute and look up at his ward window.
One evening, when he was almost better, Raskolnikov fell asleep. When he woke up, he glanced out the window and saw Sonia way off at the hospital gate. She seemed to be waiting for someone. Something hit him hard in that moment. He shuddered and moved away from the window. The next day Sonia didn't come, nor the day after; he noticed he was expecting her anxiously. Finally, he was released. When he got to the prison, he heard from the other inmates that Sofya Semyonovna was sick at home and couldn’t go out.
He was really worried and asked about her; he soon learned that her illness wasn’t serious. Hearing that he was concerned, Sonia sent him a handwritten note, telling him she was much better, that she just had a bit of a cold, and that she’d come to see him at his work soon, really soon. His heart pounded painfully as he read it.
Again, it was a warm, sunny day. Early in the morning, around six o’clock, he headed to work on the riverbank, where they crushed alabaster and had a kiln to bake it in a small building. Only three of them were sent. One of the inmates went with the guard to the fortress to get a tool; the other started getting the wood ready and laying it in the kiln. Raskolnikov came out of the building onto the riverbank, sat down on a pile of logs by the building and started staring at the wide, empty river. From the high bank, a huge landscape opened up before him; the sound of singing drifted faintly from the other side. In the vast steppe, bathed in sunshine, he could just make out, like tiny black dots, the nomads’ tents. There was freedom, other people were living, totally unlike those here; time itself seemed to stand still, like the age of Abraham and his flocks hadn’t even passed. Raskolnikov sat gazing, his thoughts drifted into daydreams, into deep thinking; he wasn't thinking about anything, but a vague restlessness excited and bothered him. Suddenly he found Sonia beside him; she’d come up silently and sat down next to him. It was still early; the morning chill was still sharp. She wore her old, worn cloak and the green shawl; her face still showed signs of illness, it was thinner and paler. She gave him a happy smile, but held out her hand with her usual shyness. She was always timid about offering her hand to him and sometimes didn't offer it at all, as if afraid he’d reject it. He always took her hand as if with disgust, always seemed annoyed to see her and sometimes was stubbornly silent during her visits. Sometimes she trembled before him and left deeply upset. But now their hands didn't part. He quickly glanced at her and lowered his eyes to the ground without speaking. They were alone, no one had seen them. The guard had turned away for a moment.
He didn't know how it happened. But all at once, something seemed to grab him and fling him at her feet. He started crying and wrapped his arms around her knees. For the first moment, she was totally freaked out and went pale. She jumped up and looked at him, trembling. But at the same moment, she understood, and a light of unbelievable happiness came into her eyes. She knew and had no doubt that he loved her more than anything and that finally, the moment had arrived….
 They wanted to talk, but couldn’s; tears welled up in their eyes. They were both pale and thin, but those sick, pale faces glowed with the promise of a new future, a real comeback to a fresh start. They felt renewed by love; each heart held endless sources of life for the other.
They decided to wait and be patient. They had another seven years to go, and what awful suffering and incredible happiness lay ahead! But he’s come back, and he knew it, felt it in every part of him, while she—she just lived in his world.
That evening, when the barracks doors were locked, Raskolnikov lay on his bunk and thought about her. He even thought that day that all the other prisoners who’s been his enemies were looking at him differently; he even talked to them and they responded kindly. He remembered that now, and figured it had to be that way. Wasn’t everything about to change?
He thought about her. He remembered how often he’s messed with her and hurt her feelings. He remembered her pale, thin little face. But those memories didn’t bother him much now; he knew with what endless love he’s going to make up for all her suffering. And what were all the agonies of the past! Everything, even his crime, his sentence, and imprisonment, seemed to him now, in that first rush of feeling, like an outside thing, a weird fact he wasn’t involved in. But he couldn’t think for very long that night, and he couldn’t have figured anything out consciously; he was just feeling. Life had taken over where theory used to be, and something totally different would work itself out in his mind.
Under his pillow was the New Testament. He picked it up without really thinking. The book belonged to Sonia; it was the one she’s read the story of Lazarus coming back to life from. At first he was worried that she’s going to bug him about religion, talk about the Bible and push books on him. But to his surprise, she hadn’t brought up the subject even once, hadn’t even offered him the Testament. He’s asked for it himself not long before he got sick, and she brought him the book without saying a word. Until now, he hadn’t opened it.
He didn’t open it now, but one thought crossed his mind: “Can her beliefs become mine now? Her feelings, her hopes, at least…”
She too had been really upset that day, and that night she got sick again. But she was so happy—and so unexpectedly happy—that she was almost scared of her own happiness. Seven years, only seven years! At the start of their happiness, sometimes they were both ready to see those seven years like just seven days. He didn’t know that this new life wouldn’t be free, that he’s going to have to pay dearly for it, that it’s going to cost him a lot of effort, a lot of suffering.
But that’s the start of a new story—the story of a man slowly getting better, the story of his gradual recovery, of his moving from one world to another, of his introduction to a new, unknown life. That could be the subject of a new story, but our current story is over.
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